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Chapter One

When everyone else had left the office and she was alone with
just her paperwork and the Muzak for company. She locked the office
up and walked back to her desk. She began to feel the familiar
warmth between her thighs, a slight tingle as her cunt recognized
the build up to what is to come. This was how she liked to relax in
the before going home. Not sitting in a bar for happy hour in the
evenings.

She sat down in her black leather office
chair, watching as the familiar site opened up on her iPad. She
selected her favorite story and began to slowly run her fingertips
over her hard nipples inside her shirt. Her ample-sized breasts
swelled and became more sensitive as she stimulated them, licking
her fingers and rubbing in little circles over the hard peaks as
she read about horny older women sucking and fucking young teenage
girls. She squeezed her breasts a little harder now, sending little
electric shockwaves down through her stomach to her pussy.

Before she began to finger herself she
waited a moment, letting her muscles begin to clench and relax on
their own, making her clit throb and beg for attention. She could
wait no longer. She stood for a moment, slipping off her damp
panties and hiked up her skirt to let her round firm buttocks rest
naked on the warm, soft leather of the chair.

As she scrolled through the story, one hand
on the mouse, she rested one foot on the desk and allowed her hand
to slip over the smoothly waxed skin on her cunt and slid it into
the wetness below. She began to moan. She was thankful that there
was no-one around, because she was desperate to show her
appreciation of the story unfolding on the tablet

Grinding her hips on the seat she rubbed
faster and faster, leaving the tablet untouched as two fingers of
her right hand slipped into her waiting, wet tight hole, moving in
and out, simulating the fucking she needed so badly. This gradually
became three, and then four fingers as she dreamed her favorite
dream of dominating a sexy young coed, riding her face and of being
finger fucked hard in the ass by the fingers of a beautiful
slender, blonde, and very tanned young girl, half wishing she were
at home where her sex toys could become part of her play.

Becoming wetter and wetter she continued to
bring herself toward orgasm, finally plunging her fingers deep into
her waiting, pulsating cunt, furiously circling her clit with the
fingers of her left hand until she screamed, bucking her hips on
the chair, and tensing all over. Finally she pulled her fingers
from her raw pussy, licking them clean, loving the taste of her own
sweet, musky juices.

With an eye on the clock as her time wound
down before the janitorial crew arrived she shakily rose to her
feet and she realized her chair was now wet with pussy juice, and
she wiped the seat clean leaving just the aroma of cunt in the air
to welcome her in to work tomorrow. With a final look around the
office she opened the door and left the office locking the door
behind her and headed for the parking lot to drive home.

***

The fashionable two story Tudor sat on a
cul-de-sac in a upper middle class neighborhood. On the top of the
structure stood a young girl, slender, platinum blonde hair and no
more than 18 or 19 years of age. She was watching intently as the
tall statuesque woman, of thirty-five began walking up the stairs
of the front porch.

The woman who had parked her car on the
street was Mallory Taylor, an attractive brunette with long hair
she kept up during work hours at the insurance company where she
ran the office. The 5’8” beauty reached into her purse and fished
out her front door keys. She worked the lock and went inside the
dark house. She hated winter; it was always dark when she got home
from job as an office manager for an insurance company.

Switching on the lights she put her coat in
the hall closet and headed back to her bedroom. As she entered the
dark room, she hit the light switch and nearly jumped out of her
shoes. There in the middle of the bed was a blanket balled up in
such a way that it resembled a tent. Mallory always made her bed in
the morning, she was a neat freak for sure, and it was obvious
someone had been in her house.

Moving silently the tall brunette approached
the bed and reached for the blanket, with the skill of a magician
she snatched the blanket off the bed. Beneath the blanket on the
bed was not a rabbit but a naked teenaged girl. Short platinum
blonde hair and darkly spray tanned wearing a long stand of
cultured pearls around her neck. Mallory was sure of the spray tan
since in January it’s hard to get a tan in Mansfield Ohio.

Unknown to Mallory the girl had been
watching her since she drew near the house. If she had known she
would have been mystified as to how the girl got from her roof to
her bedroom while also shedding her clothes.

The girl uncurled her body, and sat up and
looked at Mallory innocently, watching the woman react to her
presence by backing up two steps.

“Am I in the wrong room?” Mallory asked the
girl.

“No!” the girl replied. “Do you like it
here?”

“Yes. But I’m not used to having strange
girls in my bed.”

“Really? I thought you might, since you are
a lesbian.”

“I don’t think that is any of your business
miss.”

The young nude girl, climbed off the bed
pulling the blanket with her, and discarding it in a far corner of
the room. Returning she took Mallory’s hand and smiled, “Come with
me I want to show you something.”

Taking the young girl’s hand, Mallory is led
to the other side of the unmade bed. Save for the white contour
bottom sheet the bedclothes were removed. Guiding the older woman
onto the bed she eased her onto her back. The nude blonde then
clambered onto the bed also.

Once both were settled, the blonde reached
for the night stand, and picked up a ring. By the size of the
diamond stone, Mallory figured it to be at least a carat if not
bigger, and was set in rose gold. The girl reached for Mallory’s
hand and then slid the ring on her finger. The finger of her left
hand no less. She spoke to Mallory, “When you wear this ring you
will be telling everyone that you belong to me and that you are
under my protection.”

There was no time for Mallory to respond,
because the girl reached over to the night stand once again, this
time opening the top drawer and extracting two very lascivious
looking objects, nipple clamps and a latex butt plug. “Hey.”
Mallory began. “Where did you…? Hey those are mine how did you know
I had them. Have you been in my room. Have you been watching
me?”

Something strange was going on and Mallory
wasn’t sure what it was. Was she going mad? The girl looked
strangely like the one from her fantasy.

“Listen let’s not make this a problem, if
you do, you know what I’ll do with this?” The girl cautioned
indicating the butt plug. Then she gave Mallory a very passionately
wet French kiss.




Chapter Two

The nude girl, began to fondle Mallory’s body and pulled down
the front of her blouse and licked her breasts, then sucked on each
nipple. The girl continued the breast play and found a way to
remove Mallory’s blouse. For the first time the nude girl got a
shock of her own, Mallory didn’t wear a bra to work.

Nude from the waist up, Mallory was on the
receiving end of some very passionate kissing and fondling. The
young girl gave meticulous attention to every square inch of
Mallory’s body. Rubbing between Mallory’s legs, she rolled her over
onto her tummy, and pulls off the black skirt the older woman was
wearing.

The young girl looked at Mallory’s nearly
nude figure and with the expression of a kid on Christmas morning
reached for the white thong panties she was wearing and slid them
off. Mallory raised her hips to help with the process. The young
girl was quick to notice that Mallory obviously had her pubic area
waxed regularly. The two of them well-matched in that regard.

Mallory got another surprise when the young
girl removed her pearl necklace, and traced Mallory’s vaginal fold
with the necklace. She rolled the older woman onto her side and
used the pearls like a saw sliding them back and forth through her
wet fold. It wasn’t long and the girl’s tongue replaced the strand
of pearls. Licking Mallory’s slit from top to bottom and then
taking time to give her clit a little attention.

Continuing her seduction the nude cutey
climbed onto Mallory and pressed her entire body over Mallory’s.
Her caresses took on a sense of urgency, and the young girl’s hands
stroked the older woman’s body, squeezed her breasts, sucked her
nipples, and ground her sex into the older woman’s. Then the young
girl clutched Mallory’s shapely legs and motioned her over on her
stomach. Still breathless and somewhat puzzled, she grasped the
white bottom sheet with a desperate grip. The young girl’s hands
roamed across the delectable globes of her butt.

The young, tanned hands kneaded Mallory’s
ass flesh with the finesse it so rightfully deserved. Mallory once
saw this taboo act in a porn flick long ago and was still
astonished by its sensual significance. Looking down at each moist
globe, the girl’s mouth fell upon the woman’s right cheek. Opening
her mouth as wide as it could go, she splayed her tongue flat upon
the flesh... hungrily licking every inch of that ass.

Mallory could hear the girl’s frantic groans
of need as she traced the toned muscles of her thighs with her flat
tongue... Her saliva dribbled out, lathering the butt flesh like a
hungry beast with its first meal. Her fingernails dug into the
skin, raking across Mallory’s rounded contours ever so wickedly.
Her hot breath cascaded upon the quivering skin as Mallory
powerfully thrust her fist into the bed. Looking up between the
cleft of her elevated ass cheeks, the older woman saw the young
girl’s head swaying in the bliss of her anal assault.

With her left hand, the younger girl reached
up to the woman’s back and dug her manicured fingernails into her
flesh, as if they were claws. Descending to her butt, scrubbing the
skin as her mouth sank deep between the delicious cleavage of
Mallory’s ass. The girls lustful moans now were muffled between the
older woman’s cheeks as her tongue flooded the entire length of her
crack.

It was obvious to the young girl that no
tongue had ever given the woman this wondrous sensation... the look
on her face said it all as she turned around to look at the girl’s
face completely drowned in ass flesh. And to Mallory she wasn’t
sure if this was really happening it all seemed like a dream to
her.

Their eyes exchanged a knowing look of
confirmation of the reality of the situation as the young girl’s
tongue circled Mallory’s fragile opening... Her mouth made an O
shape as did the young blonde’s lips, now fully sealed to her
butthole... Her hands calmly rested upon both cheeks as she covered
Mallory’s opening with her sodden spittle... infusing it for the
forthcoming puncturing of her ass.

The older woman’s entire back tightened as
the girl’s tongue begged for her acceptance. Short winded, Mallory
relaxed her reluctance and felt the piquant warmth of the girl’s
tongue gain it's entry... Drawing in a long wailing breath, Mallory
collapsed as her head fell to the mattress as her tart warmth
enveloped the tanned blonde’s tongue.

All of the sexual experience and yoga
classes Mallory put herself through still couldn't tone up the
muscles of her rectum, which was now being softly scrubbed by her
feverish tongue. The girl was lost in the moment... focused on
nothing but Mallory, and the young girl’s immersed tongue. She was
so warm inside... so tantalizing. Mallory couldn't believe that the
girl’s tongue was lodged deep inside her ass... and she was loving
every fleeting second of it.

The girl’s fingers stretched the older
woman’s cheeks apart for a vulgar thrust... she felt Mallory’s
sphincter grip her tongue, yet that didn't hinder her pursuit for
this supreme haven of nourishment and wonder. Mallory cried out,
the girl stabbed her again... she bucked, the blonde clutched...
they were discovering their talents together as one.

The young blonde seemed to want so much more
of this... to be consumed by Mallory’s whole being... she would
have put her entire body inside the older woman’s ass if she could
have, that's how deeply their attraction was swelling. Mallory
wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of her life making love
to this mysterious creature of bone and flesh...

Mallory’s heart levitated in this gratifying
new experience. Never before had she imagined such wanton conduct,
let alone act on them. She was becoming an entire new being... one
that held the most precious of all libidinous traits of an open
minded woman.

The sexy young girl then laid next to
Mallory, both their bodies glistening with sweat. Mallory got to
her knees and crawled between the young girls legs. The blonde
lifted her head to gaze into Mallory’s hazel eyes... completely
subjugated in this lesbian seduction.

Mallory took notice of her stare as a loving
smile ensued. She twisted the blonde downward onto the bed as their
mouth’s met in a sizzling kiss... Now on her back, Mallory came to
rest atop of the sexy blonde as her sweaty arms supported her
weight...

Their lips were anchored together as her
tongue zestfully filled the young girl’s mouth. The mere power this
girl had over the older woman left Mallory to react instinctively.
Still soaked from their robust lovemaking, the blonde clutched the
older woman’s shoulders as their kiss became one of the deepest,
soulful kisses they had ever confronted. There was simply no
turning back now. Mallory could do whatever she wanted with the
aroused blonde, and she was going to be her willing harlot.

The hunger between them was unquenchable. No
words were uttered in the hours that followed... Mallory and the
young girl clung together in the most passionate way two women
could. Every action she bestowed upon the smaller blonde’s ravaged
body convinced Mallory beyond any doubt that she was forever a
lesbian... a woman whose destiny had been fulfilled...
completed.

No man could ever hope to bring the girl the
joy and rapture that Mallory blessed her with that night. Yet every
deed she awarded her with caused her to match her intensity twice
fold. For the first order of business, the older woman lustily
tasted the essence of the young woman... and saw this tremendously
sexy body yield to her loving tongue. The act made Mallory
delirious with passion.

Tasting the moist folds of her essence, only
to find her clitoris solidified her irrefutable fate... Even though
this was her first real encounter with the girl, Mallory knew, just
as the young girl did, what to do and where to touch. It's a
language that only two women truly understand. A secret principle
that once discovered, leads to eternal brilliance.

Mallory watched as the blonde’s body
teetered on the breathless cusp of orgasm.her ferocious behavior
inspiring the older woman’s tongue to suckle more. Soft thighs
pressed against her face, hands entwined together as the sexy young
girl rocked back and forth between delirium and orgasm.

The loud, gruff tone of her brash gasps...
thin layers of perspiration now made her body shine in delight. She
looked as if she were some Goddess floating upon her perch of
authority-- completely helpless to the dedicated tenderness of
another female. It was then Mallory’s inner most compulsions
surfaced, her fantasies could be fulfilled with the darling teen
and she was about to partake of this sweet sexy girl til they both
were truly satisfied..




Chapter Three

Twisting about, the blonde eased back upon the bed. Mallory
was smitten the entire time; just knowing what she was going to do
it with the sexiest girl ever. This was going to be so fucking
hot... as Mallory again fell atop the sexy girl, their kiss burned
like wildfire while the younger woman’s hands fully explored the
soft sexy contours of the lovely body atop her.

But before her hands could begin their
sacred journey, she felt the weight of Mallory's full breasts rest
atop her own. The girl buckled beneath her balmy flesh, feeling the
sweet goodness of those proud tits collecting her own.

"Oh my Gawd." The teen said in trauma of the
sensation, breast to breast... woman to woman. "God, you feel so
good, Mallory... oh my sweet dear lover."

Mallory cooed as she lifted up, tediously
coating the hardened nipples down the blonde’s ribs, across her
soft flat stomach. The blonde looked down to see those wholesome
orbs atop her belly... her breath fell shallow at the heavenly
sight.

"I love it when you call me lover." She
whispered, looking down at the flat abdomen.

"Yea?" She anxiously asked.

She nodded, "So forbidden... so sinful."

"I don't care if you were not my lover, I'd
die just to make love to you." The young girl professed without a
shred of doubt.

Mallory glared at her with a look the girl
would never forget... fantasy became reality. She knew as well as
did the girl that their love affair was by all standards,
erotically mysterious and borderline taboo. She brought her left
hand to the girl’s face once more, stroking her cheek as a cat
would its numb prey.

The blonde could see her eyes getting wet...
this was something so special for her. "I'd be honored to have you
as my lover." She confessed as she kissed her open palm.

Her heart pulsed at a breakneck rate. Not
only was this woman so beautiful and desirable, but they were
taking it into an entirely different realm of a forbidden
expression of supreme consequence. Mallory had never imagined
fulfilling such a fantasy, but with this young girl, it seemed like
a perfect fit. Their curiosity broke the bonds of reality and
ascended into a higher realm of intoxicating eroticism.

"Then from now on, I will be known as your
lover." She said with her eyes acutely centered on the blonde hand
in hand.

"And I take you, my beautiful lover... the
girl that mysteriously appeared in my bedroom." Mallory
breathlessly accepted.

"Ooooooooh Mallory, make love to me." The
teen said without a shred of guilt.

Mallory's face fell to her stomach, hungrily
lathering her skin with her hopeful tongue. It was like she was a
different woman... far more profound and intense. The sexy blonde
tightened her entire body, surging her muscles together in absolute
rhapsody. The teen loved how they chased this heartfelt fantasy,
and it's inborn connotations.

Closing her eyes, she imagined herself as a
dotting little girl... a girl who carried a lifelong crush on her
adoring, gorgeous older lover... a girl who had now grown into a
young woman, hell-bent on possessing the woman's breast, sucking it
as her newfound lover... it felt divine.

It felt familiar.

Mallory’s face drifted across her groin,
encircling her saturated pussy. With her eyes shut, the sexy blonde
envisioned her lovely face near the center of her soul... and when
her fingers gracefully stroked her outer lips, she sighed knowing
she was close.

Her stomach surged like waves of a furious
ocean... her legs, outstretched and tense. The only thing that
would ease her anxiety was her lover's mouth... her hot breath soon
covered the teen’s dripping womb.

The young, aroused girl snapped, but was
quickly secured to the bed by Mallory’s right arm resting atop her
belly. Settling in, Mallory's nose and lips smoothly swam closer to
her, bringing her to the edge of known rationalization.

The young girl didn't know what she enjoyed
more... the anticipation of Mallory tasting her pussy, or her
actually doing it. Unexpectedly, she felt Mallory's open mouth
wallow across her aching vagina, like she tried to swallow it
whole.

The girl’s body jerked as she tried to take
a shocking gasp of air. She felt like a fiery bullet had shot her.
She rose up, grasping the older woman’s head in her hands, like
lifting a thousand-pound barbell.

"Oh Lover!! FUCK YEA!!" She screamed,
feeling Mallory's lips part her own, feeling that sizzling tongue
slip beyond the savory folds of her feminine essence once more. She
moaned in lucid delight, twisting her head so her tongue could dive
in deeper.

She loved feeling those muffled moans
reverberate throughout her pussy... it heightened her euphoria,
causing her to quiver like a helpless leaf in a gusty wind. And
God, she was so slow in her actions. Mallory loved eating pussy. It
felt like the most glorified sensation she have ever felt. It’s
different with each woman the young girl loved... but with Mallory,
her loving feast carried a surplus of fantasy, hope, and thrilling
lust.

It wasn't long before her tongue met the
sexy blonde’s clit. And as if that wasn't enough, two of her
fingers easily glided inside her womanhood, hungrily sucked in by
the young girl’s greed and gluttony. God, she was such a pro...
like she knew exactly where the girl’s g-spot was... but find it,
she did... and what followed was a blinding horde of cries of
hope... gasps for more... and shameful confessions of mysterious
love.

The only thing the blonde remembered after
that was every muscle in her body contracting at once... as if a
hundred piece orchestra was beginning a harmonious sonata. Her
teeth furiously clenched as she held onto her breath... yet Mallory
remained fixed on her, her sole focus was the quivering girl.

A million tiny stars exploded behind the
girl’s closed eyes as she shouted, "Mallory, Mallory, Mallory" over
and over again. It was the most splendid orgasm a woman had blessed
her with... she not only brought her body to its peak, but her
heart and soul too. She let out a soft moan.

Both women took a moment to catch their
breath. Soon both got to their knees on top of the bed. They began
another passionate embrace, neither woman wanting to end this
marathon of lust. The younger girl smiled at Mallory and said, “My
turn.” And gently eased Mallory back onto her back.

***

The young girl just began by touching the
older woman and allowed her to just lay there and be touched. She
just stroked her body and looked her in the eyes, and she into the
blonde girl’s ..tracing circles all up and down her side, her hair,
stroking her shoulders and massaging around her back before she
touched anything.

Whispering compliments and gauging her
reactions and asking obvious "does that feel good," questions as a
usual thing in these moments. It's always sensual and erotic to
just look, admire, and whisper and stroke while restraining from
going from the warm zones of the neck and shoulders and everything
BUT her boobs and pussy.

The blonde readjusted on the bed and got
into position to kiss Mallory’s luscious lips. Went in very, very,
very slowly ...centimeter by centimeter ..eyes open and hers too.
Her lips parted to greet the blonde and opened widely to accept
her. The tongue plunged into her and the time to avoid her most
erogenous zones had past as she reached up to palm, and then gently
fingertip pinched her already stiffened nipple.

Deeper kisses and deeper still ....more
aggressive her right hand upon Mallory’s left and then right breast
...gripping and closing her well-manicured nails around the
areola...Mallory continued to lay there with very little
reciprocation...which was okay ...allowing her arm to clutch the
young girl’s shoulders in the deepest of kisses and helping her
hair out of the way from between their lips when it interfered.

Raising her leg over Mallory’s thigh she
pushed down onto her there to let her feel how wet she was ...but
at some point she just needed to be touched and broke the most mind
blowing of passionate kisses by reaching up to lift and caress her
own right breast ...lifting it and groping before pinching the
nipple ..her head thrown back in a soft moan of delight and hoping
Mallory’s hand would replace hers.

There was something that just made the young
blonde wild with desire. Even though she knew it to be so filled
with false vanity ...but she admitted it. When women ...and all do
...complimented , commented, or otherwise verbally adored her pert
but smallish boobs ..and did it so in a sexually excited, breathy,
tone. The words were not usually a whole lot.

"I love these," or " these are wonderful,"
or what Mallory said was " I've been wanting to suck your tits
since I first saw you!"

Well...that's direct ..but it was the WAY
she said it ..like she was famished that pumped up the platinum
blonde sexpot .

When she kissed her deeply, the release was
held back and she could feel her emotions bubbling to the
surface.

"I never felt like this," Mallory told her
and the blonde told the older woman, "Because with women, it’s
about a lot more than sex."

Scooting upward to offer Mallory her right
breast....basically putting it over ..hanging it over really ..her
lips...the older woman took it in first with a gentle kiss, and
then began to suck her there in a way that she truly never wanted
to end. The girl reached down with the hand that wasn't supporting
her weight to caress Mallory’s breast and kneaded her there, and
then caressed her cheek and neck while she hungrily enjoyed her
thick brown nipples.




Chapter Four

The young sexy girl remembered the absolute full body thrill
when she first licked and sucked on a woman's breast, and felt a
true kinship with her, knowing how nice the experience was. It only
reminded her how much she wanted to suck Mallory’s too and was able
to turn herself around while she squeezed the girl’s boob and
kissed it, sucking it still, so that she could have her breasts
available to her mouth as well. The young girl doubted there was
anything more erotic than simultaneous breast sucking ...she love
it so much.

Her breasts were so perfectly soft and
supple and her pink nipples felt delightful in the older woman’s
mouth. The blonde spent her usual lengthy time there while she
groped for Mallory’s large breasts, stroked her hair, and cooed
...

The young girl entered her with a finger and
marveled at the warmest, wettest woman she’d ever known in this way
...The girl knew she had thought that before, so she almost didn't
think that ..but what was true was true. It was so true. How
incredibly soaking wet it was and to touch her and feel that was so
far the hugest reward that she could describe.

The young girl lifted her head from sucking
Mallory’s tit to tell her what was next. "I simply cannot wait to
go down on you again."

"Mmmmmmmm"

The blonde amplified the love making with
tender kissing upon her neck and earlobe, usually, a kind of
trademark of the youngster’s lovemaking was that when she got down
between a woman’s legs to do the thing she and Mallory KNEW that
she was about to do, she’d spend a long time teasing and admiring
if there was enough light ...licking her thighs and kissing and
stroking ..only grazing across her vagina with her tongue.

Sure, the blonde’s fingers were already
involved and giving pleasure, but she was gently penetrating her
and rotating her finger and adding her thumb while licking and
kissing her thigh. This teasing was driving her crazier than other
lovers she had done it to and even though she was getting wetter
against her palm, she sensed she just needed the girl to get there
with her mouth ...so the long teasing foreplay she liked would have
to wait for another time. Sometimes, a woman just NEEDED it...and
that was the case this time. But oh, the anticipation was one of
the best things wasn't it she thought.

The blonde started by sucking on her vaginal
lips and sucking her in all over her vulva, making her mouth as
wide open as she could, and allowing her tongue to flick her soft
wetness, enter her crevice, and go anywhere at first BUT her
clit.

Then, flattening her tongue, a long lick
from the bottom of her slit towards her clit and engulfed it with
her lips, licked with her warm wet tongue, and sucked it into her
mouth to the young girl’s earnest gratification, and the hope that
it was at least half as wonderful to Mallory as it was to her to
finally be there with her mouth and tongue and to now begin to coax
another orgasm, or orgasms from her.

Mallory was writhing and moaning ...usual
reactions but as with all women, each was different, and with her
the characteristic that was most different was how she took the
pleasure with an arch of her back, while most other women have
thrust and rocked their hips with the girl and against her, her
back arched and her pussy didn't give the young girl that "fucking
my mouth" thing that is involuntary with most and more prominent
with some and at some times.

The writhing was more in her back than her
hips, and so it was like she could feel it shaking from the tension
building. Her muscles were tight ..thighs, toes outstretched. The
blonde could feel so much tension with her. But was hard to believe
or aptly describe that it wasn't a good thing ...

The young blonde’s lips weren't uninvited,
and her tongues ever jab was many times welcomed by another
wonderful shriek of bliss. BUT .. It was like the girl felt a fear
...and what she thought was that it was a fear that she could feel
her life changing with the love they were making.

There was no stopping the sexy teen and the
love she made with her mouth. This was, after all, Her THING.
Muffled she said, "never gonna stop baby....I love this so
much."

Mallory’s cries of ecstasy had a deeply
emotional aspect to them ...like something was coming to the
surface, but hadn't quite, or couldn't quite get there. She didn’t
mean that orgasmically ..for certainly, the only thing that was
between Mallory and her orgasm was the girl flipping the trigger to
release it. But she was feeling that she would soon relax and give
in, but she honestly had never felt the vibes coming from a woman
that almost felt like it was sooooo good but that she either
couldn't believe it or was still resistant to it.

To get Mallory to relax, she stopped licking
her and reached under her butt and just pulled her into her face
and hugged her around her hips and waist with her hair and cheeks
buried into Mallory’s cunt. She squeezed her tightly and
reassuringly, and in letting go, massaged her buttocks and lower
back as she reached under her and just let her relax...hugged her
so tight.

When she pulled her once again into her
mouth, the blonde girl hummed on it. Nice sensation, and broke the
seriousness ...She heard the older woman giggle so she hummed
louder and said, "Any requests?"

"What?"

"Any songs you want me to hum down here?"
...

Mallory laughed hard enough to soften the
arch of her back and when the teen dove back in, it was with gusto
and a more furious licking and knew it would only be moments before
the woman let go. The teen loved ...LOVED these reactions to an
orgasm with any woman ...In her mind the girl believed that she
created her pleasure and was rewarded with the knowing of something
she had wondered since making love with her had become a
possibility. Just what exactly was it like when you came.

For her, it was a string of "Oh fuck's
“starting softly and increasing in volume and intensity. Right
before Mallory came, the "Oh fuck's” were interrupted by a demand
of "Don't you dare stop that ..fuck." and then when she let go, the
arch of the back snapped her hips forward, strongly, almost
violently into the teen’s face and mouth, and the quaking and
shaking and pleasureful cries of her release combined to stimulate
every sense of the young girl’s being and gratification.

She had been working Mallory with two
fingers the whole time and no woman’s pussy she had made come
contracted more tightly around her fingers at the moment ...and
stayed gripped ..and it seemed like the biggest orgasm she had ever
created for a lover ...as her high pitched "Ahh, ahh, ahh!" rolled
into much lower toned "Oohhhhhh," as her orgasm ..which the young
girl had to say seemed to have more of a sustained characteristic,
rather than the often felt pulses ...and finally ....the blonde’s
tongue slowing down to a slow wet warm gentle suck of her clit and
lips...and the death of that tension in her thighs, butt, and hips
fell around the girl and felt like a warm hug.

She sucked Mallory off again...she never
stopped and never wanted to stop and women who got in bed with her
just needed to let that be what they did. She wanted to suck it til
she couldn't form words with her mouth anymore, because what does
that matter. Mallory was so wet and the blonde’s finger, once
against her anus pushed gently, and she accepted, so inside she
went and this brought them to yet another level.

Her body told the blonde all it needed to
know. It was now time to fulfill her fantasy. She would either
frighten the teen out of her skin or she would play along with the
fantasy. Mallory had to know for certain she wasn’t being used or
dreaming.

Eventually Mallory flipped her on her back
and playfully overpowered her ..telling her "don't move...just LAY
there." And before her lips actually kissed the teen’s pussy,
Mallory whispered, more to herself than to the blonde, "Oh, I'm
really gonna do you now."




Chapter Five

Shockingly Mallory then raised her voice in real anger. “Now
it’s my turn you little slut. You need to be taught a lesson for
what you called me.”

She slapped the blonde hard, with enough
force to knock her sideways on the bed.

As she tried to move Mallory pushed her back
down so that she sat on the bed facing her juicy pussy. ‘What the
fuck does she want to do to me?’

The blonde was a bit shocked at what she was
facing. She thought Mallory was going to rough her up a bit until
she agreed to some depraved sexual act. Mallory looked at the
teen's paling shocked face and laughed.

She straddled teen's face and drove her
pussy into her face. The young girl offered a muffled cry
protesting against it but it was no use . Mallory began to grind
her pussy against her tanned face. Mallory wasn't normally into
rough stuff and never even experimented with it, but the blonde
just got her so fired up with her sexy way she was determined to
prove that she was not this dried up prude she thought she was. But
being able to dominate this gorgeous young slut who’d been fucking
her drove her wild. She began to fuck the girl's face, driving her
pussy into her mouth. Besides, it was really Mallory’s fantasy and
it was now of never.

'Now, lick my pussy you slut.' She
demanded.

The teen tried to move away and protest but
Mallory just ground her wet slick pussy on her face even more.

“Holy shit!” Thought the blonde as she was
finally allowed to move her head to one side and see the big slimy
lips poised to smother her face.

'Now start licking.' Mallory yelled.

'Please no,' The teen whispered. 'Don't be
so rough. I am sorry I did something to piss you off. Really, I am
sorry. But I can't do it; I just can't handle rough treatment.
Please don't make me do it.'

Mallory leaned back and reached for the butt
plug still on the night stand.

'Okay toots, it's your choice. You obviously
prefer pain to pussy.' She laughed.

She reached back to grab one of the teen’s
smooth shapely thighs and she started to panic.

'No I'll do it.'

Mallory smiled and straddled her face again
and began to fuck the girl’s face, driving her pussy onto her
mouth. She started to encourage the teen's tongue fucking.

'Oooh, that's it. That's it bitch. Lick my
cunt. Lick my pussy like the bitch you are. Use your tongue on my
clit like you're licking a lollipop. Take your time and lick it
good.'

The young blonde had no choice but to do as
she was told. She was eagerly licking the older woman’s pussy for
fear of suffocating.

'That's very good you dirty cunt licker.'
Mallory pulled her face tighter against her pussy. 'Now be a good
girl and suck my clit. Come on, get it between your lips.'

She felt the girl reluctantly closing her
lips around the swollen knob of her clit.

'Good girl. Now suck it, really suck on it
hard between your lips. Come on cunt licker, suck my clit.'

The teen could taste the bitter juices, that
once were sweet, of Mallory's wet pussy as she sucked and licked
her. She could also start to feel her own pussy starting to get a
little wet, betraying her own emotions.

'Oh yes!' she moaned. 'That's right, suck
it! Suck it hard, you slut!' Mallory held the blonde's head tight
to her cunt and rocked her hips, grinding her sex against her
mouth. The girl closed her eyes and continued her frenzied sucking
for a few minutes until Mallory pushed her away with a gasp.

'You're good! But I don't want to cum too
fast.' She moved away from her and laughed at the mess she was in,
sat there with pussy juice smeared all over her face. 'Now be
still, I haven't finished with you yet.'

The teen just looked at her dumb founded, so
Mallory got fed up of waiting and straddled her left leg and pushed
her right leg apart opening the blonde’s bare naked wet pussy.

'Mmm someone has been enjoying this more
than she let on!' She slapped the exposed pussy, making the
jump.

Mallory leaned over the girl, their bodies
touching and their pussies pressing on each other. She started
moving slowly up and down so that their pussies, and especially
their clits would rub on each other. She then simulated fucking
just like she was a man, except that she was using her pussy to
press onto that little slut’s pussy.

After a while she changed her position,
crossing her legs with the teen's, being able to touch their
pussies much better. She held the girl's left foot in the air, and
she started to move her body just like she was riding. She
gradually increased her movements and the effort made first her,
and then Lacey moan. Their pussies were rubbing faster and faster,
harder, and harder with each moment; taking more effort from both
of them and making them moan and breathe heavily.

To her own surprise, the teen enjoyed it
very much and was putting all her efforts into the tribbing. She
wanted to cum, and she wanted to cum onto Mallory's pussy. The
women were riding each other like crazy and eventually they both
came. It was the young girl that came first and only a few seconds
later, Mallory exploded in a powerful orgasm.

Mallory could hardly stop laughing as she
pushed herself to her knees and then smiled down at the teen. “Well
you aren’t a dream, and you just fulfilled my fantasy. Let me make
it up to you.”

***

Confused and certainly suspicious of
Mallory, the teen had to admit the older woman was wonderful with
her mouth, and she even hummed into the young girl’s sex in
reciprocation while they both laughed. The blonde began to relax a
bit, hopeful that Mallory wouldn’t ‘Sybil out’ on her again.

"That feels so good," she said, and the
older woman replied, "I know," and she did.

She didn't just copy what the teen had just
done to her ...something she had felt with other new lovers. She
did a lot of pointed tongue fucking of her hole ..which was
wonderful and most pleasurable, as she usually didn’t go ga-ga for
penetration. But her tongue would go in as deep as she could make
it and her lips would brush the girl’s clit and it felt so good
..and the blonde made a mental note:.

"She wants you to do this to her more."

Everyone was different. Mallory inserted a
wet finger into the blonde’s anus and as if she had done it her
whole life, pulled her lips upward and outward, found an up and
down rhythm and when she was about to come, her tongue tiring, she
encircled the teen’s clit with her lips and she sooooooo violently
erupted that she was afraid she scared Mallory.

Incidentally, while the teen was approaching
orgasm, with her own, silly sounds ...she didn’t use words much if
at all while being gone down on, as her orgasm built and obviously
built, she was moaning and shrieking while doing nothing more than
the teen presumed humping the mattress. It sounded as if they were
both coming . It was one of the teens favorite things that ever
happened in bed with a woman.

As they cuddled , at first Mallory couldn't
make eye contact ...ahh the guilt the savvy teen sensed ...but when
she began looking her in the eye between soft kisses, her eyes were
so lit up and filled with love.

"I'm so overwhelmed," she admitted. "Me
too," The blonde replied.

With an eye on the clock as their time wound
down, the teen again went down on her, as was her delight with all
the lovers she had been with, and built her to another three
orgasms, each time with different ways of the fingers, lips, and
tongue, and with Mallory’s fingers deep inside her, she soaked the
bed in another heaving, deep inside her (she loved the deep ones,
and with her they were pretty rare). The end of the night cuddling
and kissing was amazingly mature, and when she asked Mallory if she
wanted to talk about it, all she would do is moan an exhausted
moan.

The best moment of the whole experience came
at the very end. Parting was excruciating. The last thing Mallory
said, was "promise me this isn't the only time we are going to be
together."

Mallory was certain it was the exact
question the teen was about to ask her. The teen reached for
Mallory’s left hand and raised it to her lips. Opening her mouth
she inserted the ringed finger into her mouth and sucked all of
their juices from the digit.

She kissed Mallory deeply ...and she said “I
will fantasize about what would be coming soon for both of
us.”.

Mallory found a trench coat she’d outgrown,
for the blonde, as it seemed she had come to Mallory’s in the
altogether. She walked the girl to the front door bid her farewell
and watched as she walked down the front steps into the early
morning darkness.

The older woman, could
hardly contain her joy over the evenings happenings. Her sex was
sore, that good kind of sore. She needed to shower and headed back
to her bedroom. Once there, what she saw nearly caused her to pass
out. The bedroom was exactly as she had
left it that morning before she left for work…bed made and
everything!

Mallory was so rattled she neglected to
notice the diamond ring was gone also.

END
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