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  Blurb


They’re all curves, and no balls! 
From the coffee shop to the college campus, from home town to Hollywood, from the ranch to the suburbs…see what happens when girls really open up to each other.
Strap in for six more tales of sweet and spicy lust!






  
  Hot, Wet & Tasty


I was getting really tired of being tired all the time. My college schedule was already pretty full, but when you added in my nights dancing at the Randy Panda, I was practically a zombie. 
The only thing keeping me going was coffee. Sweet, beautiful, life-giving coffee. My morning brew was the kick-starter for my day, every damn day.
It was more than just the caffeine hit, though. That was always hot and tasty, but the real highlight was even hotter and tastier.
My favorite barista, Breanna. Or Bree, as she insisted I call her. The compact and curvy brunette owned and ran the place, and aside from her boundless energy, she was also blessed with a killer smile and the eyes to match.
I hadn’t failed to notice how she always lit up when I came in her café, either. Even if she was run ragged by customers, and having to bark orders to the kitchen staff, the moment she saw me her face always lit up into the sweetest of smiles.
Not only that, but whenever she gave me my take away coffee, she always slipped me a little extra treat. A couple of mints, or a slice of banana bread.  Sometimes a cookie.
As I hit the counter, Bree had her back to me, sharing a joke with the cook. All I could focus on was that tight, round ass in painted-on black jeans.
My obsession with this woman was something new to me. I mean, at my work, I was surrounded by gorgeous women, nude or in lingerie, and it had never affected me. I’d always been straight as a ruler, but this little hottie really had my measure. As much as I love cock, there was no denying I was Bree-curious.
When she turned and saw me, she lit up as always with her bright and crooked grin. “Celeste! How’s the dancing business? Are you setting the theater on fire?”
“It’s steady enough. It pays tuition and rent. And most importantly, coffee.”
“Man, I have got to come see a show. The way you move, even when you’re just walking…it’s hypnotic. I can’t imagine how you’d light up the stage.”
I leaned closer so nobody else could hear. “Uh, you know it’s not ballet, right? I’m an exotic dancer. Poles and panties.”
Bree blinked but her smile never faltered. “I didn’t know that. But that settles it. I’m definitely coming to your next show. I can poke money in your thong.” She curled her pretty mouth into a cheeky grin. “You take dimes, right?”
“Hey! Five dollar bills, minimum.”
“You’d be worth every penny.” She shot me a quick wink and turned to the coffee machine. She didn’t even need to ask my order. A skim caramel latte. “You know, a tall, athletic blonde like you, with all the energy you must burn…you could go with full cream milk. Hell, you could have heavy cream and still not put on an ounce.”
“Yeah, but it’s a habit. Can’t afford even a hint of cellulite when you’re getting your ass out for public consumption night after night.”
I couldn’t be sure, but it looked as though Bree’s cheeks reddened. “I guess. But you’d be sexy no matter what. Skinny, chubby, short, tall. You just have that spark about you. I guess it’s your confidence.”
She held out my take away cup, and I handed over my money. Her fingers brushed mine as I took the coffee, and mine completed the circuit with the coins and bills. It felt as if a thunderstorm was brewing, the way the air thickened around us and my hairs stood on end.
For a split second, Bree seemed about to say something, but then the front door opened and broke into the moment. It was as though the thunderstorm broke and rained cold water down on us both. And it reminded me we that shared three minutes of chit-chat every weekday and nothing more.
I thanked her and turned to leave.
“Oh, wait.” Bree grabbed my hand, her soft skin hot against mine. She turned back and picked up a blueberry muffin, dropping it into a paper bag. “Here, this is for you.”
“I can’t take that.”
“Why not? How could you say no to something this beautiful, sweet and luscious? Especially when I’m offering it, no-strings-attached?”
The air between us practically crackled with tension. I doubted the other customers understood what was happening, but I had no doubt. She was finally coming on to me, after months of pussyfooting around.
And what’s more, I fucking loved it. My pussy tingled with desire at the thought of kissing this woman. Touching her skin.
I felt my own cheeks color, and licked my lips nervously. Opening the bag, I took a deep sniff of the treat within, glancing up straight into her eyes as I spoke. “Your little muffin smells delicious. I can’t wait to…eat it.″ Remembering suddenly that we weren’t alone, I fumbled with my purse. “Um, but at least let me pay.”
“Uh-uh. This one is on me.”
A delicious quiver, equal parts fire and ice, shot down my back. I couldn’t stop my mind from taking her words literally, and painting a beautiful picture with them.
If this muffin really was on Bree, I would have devoured it right there and then, licking up every single crumb.
And that would just be the appetizer.

* * * *

My day at college was long and boring, and I decided to walk home just to stretch out the kinks. It was a rare night off from the Panda for me, so I could take my time.
I still had half that delicious muffin left, and the thought of it brought my gorgeous girl-crush to mind. Her perfectly bitable ass, and her barely disguised come-up-and-fuck-me-sometime. So naturally, I let my path home pass by Bree’s Brews, rather than taking my usual, much quicker route.
It was beyond disappointing to see the CLOSED sign in the door. Out of hope more than belief, I leaned on the window, searching for signs of life. After a moment, I made out Bree’s dark ponytail bouncing around, over the top of a small partition.
Oh, hell. What if she wasn’t alone? What if she had a girlfriend in there with her? Or a boyfriend? Or both? She might be married, for all I knew, and just teasing me for the fun of it. 
I pushed off the window and began to walk away.
“Hey, you.”
I turned back to see Bree leaning out the door.
“Oh, hi. I thought you were closed.”
“The shop is. I’m open, though. Come on in.”
And there it was again. She wasn’t saying it straight out, but she was giving me every signal under the sun that she was hot for me.
It took a huge effort to keep my knees from trembling as I followed her inside. I stopped right in the doorway and she turned to face me.
We said nothing, just gazed at each other. A moment later, she stepped forward, reaching one arm behind me, and I froze.
And then felt silly when I heard the clunk of the lock where she engaged it.
“Can’t be too safe,” she said. “A lot of crazies around here, with nothing but sex on their minds.”
I licked my lips, trying to form the question I was dying to ask. “Bree, is...is there something going on here? Between us?” I was so tense, it was all I could do to keep my feet beneath me.
Bree winked, surprising me with how cool and calm she was. She reached up and hooked a stray tress of hair back behind my ear.
“I don’t know, Celeste. I do know I like you a lot. In ways that I, y’know…that I don’t usually like girls.”
Her face flushed a deep shade of red, and I could feel that mine did, too. The moment grew heavy, and then Bree broke the tension by grabbing my hand and pulling me forward.
“Come on through. I was just mopping the floor in back, and more than anything, I’d love to stop. What would you say to a fresh coffee?”
“I’d say come here and let me put my mouth on you.″ God, I couldn’t believe the words I was coming out with. She’d somehow infused me with her dirty double meanings.
Bree closed her eyes and sighed, a sweet sound that was shaped by her even sweeter lips. “I’ve never wished so much to be a cup of coffee.”
Hearing the unmasked desire in her voice really hit me in the belly. I faltered and stopped at the door to the kitchen. “Is this really…something we can actually do?” God. It had sounded like a normal question while it was still in my head. Once it came out of my mouth, it turned into lame stupidity.
Bree didn’t turn back, just worked the coffee machine. And worked her ass like hell, too. Her pretty peach swayed and swung, calling to me. “Oh, we can do whatever we want, dancer. It’s just us in here.”
She still didn’t turn around as I walked toward her, but I saw her shoulders tighten at the sound of my footsteps.
Standing close enough that my breath fanned across her neck I gathered my courage.
“I’m not sure what I want to do, Bree. Or maybe it’s more that I’m not sure how much of it I should do.”
The pint-sized brunette turned slowly and held out a fresh coffee in a take away cup. “Get your mouth on it while it’s hot, wet and tasty.” She ran her glistening tongue across her lips, and I followed the movement with my eyes. More than anything, I wished I could follow it with my mouth instead.
The girl had moves, that was for sure. She had my head whirling and my heart pumping. And I could find no reason to resist her any longer.
I stepped forward, crushing my mouth against hers, bumping the coffee and spilling it all over both of us.
Bree squealed, probably from the hot liquid as much as anything, but she returned my kiss with a hunger that sent bolts of lightning straight down to my pussy.
Between kisses, Bree whispered into my ear. “That was a very special coffee I made for you, dancer.”
“Mm. I can’t wait to drink every last drop of it from your gorgeous body.”
Bree moaned and bit my earlobe, dragging on the ends of my long hair with her fists. She squeezed up against me as if trying to merge our bodies. Her sweet tongue wrestled mine into submission.
In desperation, I pulled my mouth away from Bree’s just to catch my breath. I puffed hard as she ran her hands down and cupped my ass.
“God, dancer. You don’t know how fucking long I’ve wanted to do that. And your ass feels even better than it looks.”
I had no words. All I wanted was more. More of Bree. Her mouth, and her tits, and her sweet, sweet ass. I wanted every inch of her compact, curvy little body.
I leaned in and lapped at the velvet soft skin of her neck, drinking in the coffee that was made even sweeter by being mixed with her body. I dug my teeth into her tender flesh, and soaked up the sound of her sharp intake of breath.
When she spoke, her voice buzzed against my lips. “What do you see happening here, dancer?”
“I...I don’t know. I never actually thought even this much would happen. But I really want to see how far we can go before either of us gets scared.”
I slipped my fingers into the waistband of Bree’s jeans, and pulled her toward me.
She leaned up, her lips barely brushing mine as she spoke. “I don’t scare easily.”
In the wash of her hot breath, I answered her. “Me neither.”
As if pulled toward me by gravity, she slammed her mouth back on mine. I found a tiny gap at the bottom of her T-shirt and caressed the velvet skin of her hip through it. Pulling her shirt completely out, I ran my hands up the smoothness of her back and scratched down again, hard enough that I must have left little white trails.
“Oh, god, dancer. That hurts so perfectly.”
“Naughty girl likes a little pain, huh?”
“That’s not pain. It’s perfection.”
I moaned with the heat of my desire and pushed my hands down, inside the back of Bree’s jeans. My belly tightened with lust as I realized she was wearing just the skimpiest of thongs beneath that tight black denim.
“You, little girl, are fucking naughty.”
“And you are extremely dirty, dancer.”
I squeezed her thick, perfect ass cheeks. “You ain’t seen nothin’ yet.”
Bree hissed at my hard touch then licked my throat. “Then show me,” she said, her voice little more than a ragged gasp. “I can’t wait to feel your skin on mine. I want to see your body. I need to taste your pussy.”
Her whispered confession sent shock waves of pleasure pounding through me. To have her paint it out so vividly like that almost set me on fire.
When I first developed this little crush on Bree, all I’d ever really pictured was deep kissing, and maybe a little light touching here and there. But now, as I ground myself against her, I knew I wanted it all. Everything she’d just said, and more.
My nipples strained for freedom, painfully sensitive as I pushed them against the perfect swell of her boobs. My pussy tingled with a need that only an expert touch could satisfy.
“Where?” I asked her. “Where can we go?” The raw tone of my own voice sent more tingles through me.
“Why go anywhere? We can stay right here, and still go…all the way.” Bree slipped her hand under my skirt, coming back up until she cupped the heat of my pussy through my silk panties. She made tight little circles with her fingers, grinding the super-smooth fabric against my lips.
My legs turned to cream, threatening to melt beneath me. I put my weight on Bree’s shoulders for fear of collapsing.
“Oh, fuck,” I rasped. “That’s perfect. Except…” 
Bree seemed to read my mind, snaking her fingers down inside the waistband of my panties, driving them down over my tiny patch of neatly trimmed hair. When she reached the plump wet lips of my cunt, she moaned almost as loudly as I did.
“You call me naughty, dancer…when you’re so fucking wet I could swim in you.”
“Mmm…dive in, baby.”
Bree took a handful of my long hair and fisted it, pulling me down to where she could sink her teeth into my neck. “God, you’re fucking irresistible.”
She captured my mouth in a predatory kiss, and I wondered if I’d taken on more than I could handle with this pocket-sized goddess. She nipped at my lips and hauled on my tongue, and it was as if she had a direct line down the core of my body. Every kiss got my clit buzzing.
As she devoured my mouth, she worked the buttons open on my blouse, stripping it away from me without ever breaking our kiss. She swooped her hands onto my bare breasts, like eagles onto bunnies. She squeezed them lightly and flicked my straining buds with her thumbs, drawing deep moans of want from within me. 
When she pulled away I almost fell forward. She dropped to her knees and tugged at the tightness of my coffee-soaked skirt, working at it until finally it gave up the battle and fell to the floor around my black stilettos.
She clawed her hands around the backs of my knees and planted open-mouthed kisses on my thighs, first one and then the other, working her way higher. “Mm. Damn, you taste good. I should put you in every coffee I make.”
Bree bit into my red silk panties and pulled them away, letting them slap back against my skin with a sweet sting, and sending a fresh flood of tingling heat into my pussy.
“Ohh…” she hummed. “You smell fucking nice, dancer.”
I slid my hand around the back of her head, around her ponytail, hanging on for balance as much as for the connection. My brunette crush slowly licked her way up my belly, detouring across to pull my nipple into the fiery heat of her pretty mouth.
Without even thinking, I arched my back, pressing my tight breast against her beautiful face, begging her without words to get rougher with me. Suck my flesh harder. Sink her teeth in.
Thankfully, she read my mind, nipping my bud so hard I gasped in ecstasy and squealed with the perfect pain.
Bree released my nipple and kissed her way across to the other side, where she attacked me just as mercilessly. I grasped her ponytail and pulled. Not so hard that I’d take her away from my skin, but hard enough to bring her scalp to life.
With a sweet, high moan, Bree flicked my bud with her tongue and stood on her tip-toes. The apple-vanilla scent of her shampoo filled my senses and made me even more desperate to devour her. Only the briefest of moments passed before she claimed my mouth in another deep, wet kiss.
I couldn’t let her have all the fun, though. I filled her mouth with a playful growl and lifted her tight T-shirt, catching it for a moment under the heavy swell of her tits. In desperation, I bit her bottom lip and she pulled back, her eyes afire with lust. She raised her arms and I tore the shirt off her before slapping my mouth back over hers.
I fumbled with her jeans, taking far too long to get them open. It would’ve been a shit ton easier to get them off if only I could stop kissing on her for a moment. But she was just too much fucking fun to kiss.
Finally, I had them open and dragged them down past the soft swell of her perfect hips. I buried my face in the deep, soft cleft between her squeezed-in tits, and lapped the bittersweet coffee from the velvet of her skin.
Bree fisted my hair as she hummed and whimpered, her body shaking as she worked her shoes off one at a time, using only her feet.
I dropped to my knees, lapping at every inch of her cute round belly as I hauled her jeans down and off her. I trailed my fingers back up the insides of her thighs and latched onto her hip bone with my mouth.
“Dancer, you’re so cute.”
I sat back and looked her over, standing there as she was in nothing but her matching black thong and bra set. She was hotter to me than any of the girls at the Panda, and I knew why. It’s because she wasn’t getting naked around me. She was getting naked for me.
And thinking of Bree naked meant I really needed to see her that way. I desperately craved the sensory feast of this woman. To see her, feel her...and taste her. Every way I could.
My cute coffee-girl once again read my mind, working at the clips on her bra. I ran my tongue over the ornate silver piercing decorating her navel, taking it between my teeth and pulling lightly on it.
Bree whimpered with delight and I caught the slightest trace of her arousal through the remnants of the caramel latte still on her silken skin.
Her scent was like a walk beside the ocean, drifting up to my nose and awakening an even harder hunger than I’d already had.
Her bra came loose and it virtually burst off from the pressure of those perfect boobs. Bree shivered as she tossed it aside, and a giggling moan curled its way up her throat, the vibrations washing through the soft flesh of her belly and tits.
Bree slid her hands either side of my neck, gazing down into my eyes. We stayed there like that for who knows how long, just studying each other. Her beautiful lips were curled up at the corners, and trembled with the clear strength of her desire. I had no doubt my own mouth was exactly the same.
I lowered my eyes, no longer able to resist ogling her luscious body, with its feminine softness and gentle round curves. My mouth watered with my desire to mark out every little freckle and scar on her velvet skin and kiss them softly. Or maybe not-so-softly.
The need to touch her led me to rest my hands on her hips, and pull her closer to me. With Bree being short, it meant I could slip her brown perky bud into my mouth without coming up off my knees.
The instant I sucked on the sensitive tip she moaned and wrapped her arms around my head, pulling me harder against her soft, warm body.
She ground herself against me as if trying to split me open; find a secret way inside me. It thrilled me to know she’d find a way inside me soon enough…and it was no secret where.
The thought of her gliding her fingers inside me, and even her tongue, ignited a new fire within my core, and I dug my teeth into her bud as hard as hell. Bree whimpered with delight and fisted my hair.
“Don’t stop, dancer. Please.”
I won’t, baby. Not ever. I wanted to say it out loud, but to do that I’d have to make myself a liar, and stop.
It was beautifully strange to me that I knew instinctively when to be hard, when to be soft. And how far I could push things. For the first time, I felt I truly understood my lover’s body.
I hooked my hands around her perfect ass and squeezed the round cheeks, sliding the tips of my fingers into the crease between them. She whimpered as I switched my mouth to her other breast and lapped at her hot skin before dragging her perky nipple into my mouth and teasing it to hell.
“Oh, God, Celeste.”
I couldn’t talk with her stiff flesh filling my mouth. So I let my hands communicate for me, hooking my thumbs into the skimpy string of her thong and peeling it slowly down over the pert roundness of her ass.
Bree leaned on me again as she stepped out of her tiny underwear, still wet from my spilled latte. A fresh burst of her oceanic scent filled the air and I savored the beautiful blend of my favorite coffee and my favorite coffee-maker.
I tossed her thong aside and sat back on my heels, feeling nothing but awe and wonder as I stared at the waxed perfection of Bree’s pussy. Her pretty lips glistened with arousal, and the heady aroma of her called to me, begging me to taste her.
My hands shook as I trailed my fingers down her belly until I had my thumbs on her hot, wet lips. 
“God, you’re beautiful, baby. So fucking wet.”
“It’s all your fault, you naughty girl. Now…what’re you gonna do about it?”
I drew her pussy open and moved in, her moans turning husky as she fell forward against me. She reached down my back and scratched her nails up my back as I slid my thumb through the wet heat of her slit.
“Holy fuck, that feels so good.”
Bree dropped like a spilled coffee, pushing me back onto my ass and straddling my thigh, kissing me full on the mouth. She drove her tongue across mine for a moment before sliding slowly south, her pussy leaving a perfect patch of juice on my skin as she ground her way toward my knee.
Licking every little part of my skin she could, she slid her mouth down until she had my nipple secured between her teeth. I hissed with the tingling pain and held onto her head, just as she’d done with mine.
I drove my tit forward, fucking her mouth with it. Her lips were so full and sensual, and I couldn’t fucking wait to do everything to her. To every part of her. To have her mouth touch me every-fucking-where. And in turn, to taste her, from her toes to her hair and everywhere between. The last thing I wanted to do was rush this, but I needed it all. Right. Fucking. Now.
Bree switched to my other nipple and licked, and sucked, and nibbled, and little sparkling flowers of need blossomed inside them. I squirmed with desire and muttered dirty words at her.
She was fucking amazing, the way she seemed to understand exactly what I needed and where. And how hard, and how long, and how often, and... oh, God. The tingle in my pussy was so strong. I needed her to touch me there again.
And like magic, she did. She bit hard into my nipple as she cupped my cunt through my panties. I pushed my hips forward until I had her fingers right where I needed them, and she moaned against my breast. She ground at me through the silk and it sent a cascade of tingling pleasure through my belly.
And then she stopped, and I felt as if I’d been in a train crash. “Wh-what?”
“We can’t do this.”
Oh, no. Cold feet?
“N–no…please?”
“Sorry. I mean we can’t do this here.” She smiled and hope bloomed in me again. “The floor is kinda manky. There’s a little room out back with a sofa and a chair. I don’t mind which we use, but keep in mind I am gonna fuck you so good you’re gonna thrash. You might need some room.”
My breath evaporated at the thought of that. It had been a long time since I’d been fucked that good. And never by a woman.
Gaining my feet, I turned and headed for the doorway to the back, and felt her perfectly manicured fingers slip into the back of my panties. She pulled so fast the silk tore away from my body, leaving a little red welt in my hip.
“Ow!”
“Sorry, dancer, but there’s no way I’m missing out on even a second of staring at your perfect naked ass. Well, unless it’s because I’m sitting on your face.”
“Oh...fuck.”
Bree landed a sharp, cracking slap on my ass and sent me scurrying again. “Come on, I can’t wait any longer. You’ve been teasing me for months.”
I giggled—actually giggled—as I dived for the sofa, landing on my front, only to have Bree’s curvy little body slam down on top of me. Her nipples were like bullets, digging into my back, and it was a sweet torture. I wanted them in my mouth again.
But I couldn’t move yet. She’d slipped one hand underneath to cup my breast, while the other was sliding up the inside of my thigh. I drew my leg out to the side, and she hovered right there, on the smoothest part of my inner thigh. In that special little gully where thigh blended into cunt. “Uh…you little fucking tease.”
“It’s only a tease if I don’t go through with it, dancer.”
Bree leaned down and bit my ear, and my skin became a bed of tiny, round nails against her. Gooseflesh over every inch of my body. “God, dancer, your pussy is so fucking hot. I’m not even touching her and she’s burning me.”
“She’s also lonely.”
She sucked a breath in. “You’re dirty.”
“It’s all that coffee we spilled. I need a very thorough cleaning.”
And with that she slid her fingers across and rested them on the juicy opening of my cunt. I was so primed for her she could have slipped three into me without any trouble. I couldn’t remember being this wet ever.
“Oh, God, you’re perfect, dancer.” She made tight little circles with her fingers, focused right in on my clit. I was almost jetting cream all over her hand as she spread her fingers and painted my bare lips with my own juices. She sank her teeth into my shoulder and I mewed like a kitten.
“Please, Bree.”
“I love that sound you make, when you’re begging for me. I’m gonna have you downright pleading before I’m done.”
My whole body shuddered with arousal.
She kissed the spot on my shoulder where she’d just bitten me, and lapped at my skin. Gradually, she worked her perfect mouth lower and lower, over my spine and lower back. When she reached my ass, she bit me again, just as she drove her finger deep inside my cunt. I squealed at the overwhelming pain and pleasure combo, and bit into my own fingers.
“It’s cool, Celeste. You can scream as loud as you want. Plenty of traffic out there to drown us out.”
“I need to see you. Please?”
She licked the hot spot on my ass where she’d slapped me before. “That was pathetic. You call that pleading?”
I couldn’t suppress my smile. I could play these games with my hands behind my back. Or my feet behind my ears.
“Baby, I would get on my hands and knees, and suck your pretty toes, if that’s what it took. Please, Bree…let me see you, while you put your perfect mouth on my hot cunt.”
Her breath shuddered as she moaned. “S–see?” she stuttered, sounding as if my words might have melted her. “Was that so hard?”
“I’m not interested in what’s hard, baby. Everything I want is soft. And wet. And you.”
“Uhh…fuck.” She coughed, and found her voice properly again. “Um, still. W–what’s in it for me?”
“In return, I will pleasure you beyond your wildest dreams.”
I heard her smacking her lips, her breath becoming ragged. “I, um...I have some pretty fucking wild dreams, dancer. Especially when it comes to you, and that mouth of yours.”
I cupped her cheek in my palm. “Saddle up, buttercup.”
The dusky moaning sound she made was heaven on a stick. She raised herself enough that I could roll onto my back.
She was like an angel looking down at me, the light from the coffee shop coming through the open door behind her. I reached up and took the band from her ponytail, and she shook her head. The coffee-brown mane of her hair flew out and framed the perfection of her face.
Her pretty eyes locked with mine for a second before she dived at me, sliding her tongue into my mouth and pressing heavily on my tits. I lost my breath, or she stole it. Didn’t matter either way. I was as horny as hell and the only cure was Bree’s mouth and fingers.
Oh...and her knee, apparently, as I discovered when she slid her soft-skinned leg up between my thighs and ground it against my pussy. The hard bone inside pushed into my clit and fired off bursts of ecstasy.
I moaned deep into her mouth, and she swallowed the sound. When I slid my hands onto her perfect tits she returned the moan with interest. I squeezed her big soft mounds, thumbing her stiff nipples as I bit down on her tongue. If nothing else, I needed to show her I could give as good as I got, even when she was the one on top.
Bree pulled free of my mouth again, and smiled. “Fucking hell, dancer. You really are dirty.”
“I’m as innocent as fuck. And you know it.”
She fell onto my nipple and bit it, obviously in punishment for my dirty lie. I squealed with laughter. “Stop it, you bitch!”
“If we’re gonna start name-calling, then I’m not going to eat you.”
I slapped my hand over my mouth and tried to suppress the smile. Bree did her best to frown at me, but burst out laughing.
“Oh, who am I kidding? Give me that sweet, sweet pussy.”
The touch of her tongue on my belly simply melted my bones, and when she slid lower, her hot breath washed all over my bare, wet cunt.
“Dancer, you smell phenomenal. I can’t wait to taste you.”
She rolled her head as she breathed in, like I was a fine wine she was about to taste. I didn’t know how much longer I could stand this teasing.
Bree looked up once more, a dirty little smile kinking just one side of her perfect mouth, and then she simply dived onto me, sucking my cunt into her hot, wet mouth. I arched my back and hauled in a mighty breath as she lapped and bit at me, every flick of her tongue finding a point of pleasure. Some of them that I’d never even found with my own fingers.
“Jesus, you taste good, dancer.”
“Uhh...” There was no point trying to talk. I was her puppet, dancing on the end of her sweet tongue. It was sheer perfection. And the way she dug her nails into my thighs was the perfect spice of pain to add to the pleasure.
And on top of all that, watching as she ground her face between my legs was the most amazing experience. Soft brown eyes and long, dark hair. Small, delicate hands with surprisingly strong fingers, framing that beautiful face of hers.
No stubble to scratch me. Just soft lips, rounded teeth and a tongue sent straight from heaven.
When she bit at me it hurt exactly how I needed it to. When she paused for breath, the sight of my juices all over her mouth and chin nearly made me come. And when she dived back in, she almost sent me right over the edge. Sucking, grinding, nibbling…it all worked, creating a swirl of sheer pleasure inside me.
If not for my hands in her hair, pulling her to the side, pushing her back, giving me moments to ease back from the edge of the cliff, she would have had me climaxing in seconds.
Then, just when I thought I had the rhythm of her mouth all worked out, she stopped and reached her hand up toward my face.
“Suck,” she barked.
I opened my mouth and craned my head forward, taking two of her fingers in as far as I could. My juices were all over them and the flavor and scent made me feel even dirtier.
And even hornier. I licked and bit at Bree’s fingers, dreaming of doing the same to her pussy. My own arousal tasted amazing. Hers must be even better.
Bree pulled her fingers out of my mouth with a dirty, wet sound, and brought them straight down to my cunt, driving deep inside me with no hesitation. She hooked them and pressed up, right on the sweet spot inside, as she bit into my clit.
It felt as if the world jerked to the side. I had no warning before an overwhelming cascade of sensations hit me like a tidal wave and washed me under. My orgasm probably registered on the Richter scale.
The only thing that stopped me flying away, either into the sky or down to the Earth’s core, was the firm grip I had on Bree’s hair.
I felt my eyes rolling back in my head as my body trembled from toes to scalp. Even my hair seemed to tingle. I had never come like that. Not even with Buzzy Bob.
“A-are you sure you’ve never done that before, baby?”
She nodded and hummed, her mouth still clamped over my creaming cunt. The vibrations of her voice teased tiny aftershocks out of me.
More than anything now, I needed to taste Bree’s pussy. I pulled on her hair to lift her, and she growled and bit at my pussy, forcing a wild squealing giggle from my body.
“Not finished. Still hungry.” She swept the wide wet face of her tongue all over my slit and squeezed my bud between her teeth.
“Please… you’re gonna make me… uhhh…”
A second climax, smaller but still beautiful, swept through me. When that one finally fizzed out to my fingers and toes, I pulled Bree’s hair harder, and she winced as I drew her mouth away from me with the most delicious sticky, wet sound.
“Dancer,” she moaned. “I could eat you all fucking night.”
“That wouldn’t be fair. You’d leave me here starving. And I’d be a puddle on the floor if you made me come again.”
“Challenge accepted.”
She pushed down, trying to get her hot mouth back onto my cunt, but I slammed my thighs together and rolled her away. “Naughty. My turn.”
Bree stood and held out her hands to me, helping me get to my feet. I bent her head back and swamped her mouth with mine, drinking my own hot juices from her lips and her chin, licking all the way up her jaw and biting into the plump flesh of her earlobe.
I moved around behind her and swept her now-wild hair down over one shoulder so I could embed my teeth in her neck. She let loose a fragile whimper and I suddenly felt strong and dominant.
After kissing that spot better, I slid down to her shoulder. Suddenly I just couldn’t face the idea of taking my mouth off her beautiful smooth body. Kissing and licking, I glided down the length of her back until I was kneeling behind her, the round perfection of her ass filling my vision.
A quick bite on one cheek made her squeal. A matching bite on the other side turned the squeal to a moan. And when I pushed at her back she fell forward perfectly, landing on the sofa, on her hands and knees, and presenting me with the most delightful smooth peach I could ever hope to see.
Not willing to wait a second longer I pressed my face in between her cheeks, finding the fragrant heart of her cunt with my tongue instantly. Bree moaned and cried, whipping her head back like a howling wolf, and nearly taking my eye out with the tips of her long, wavy hair.
There was nothing delicate about this moment. I needed to devour every fold and every ripple of her delicious little cunt, and she didn’t seem to mind one little bit. If anything, my moans and smacks made Bree even wilder, as she rocked her ass back harder on my face.
Though I’d already come twice, my pussy still pulsed with need. I couldn’t resist grinding myself as I licked Bree from clit to ass. She was so soft I swore she was made of velvet all over.
I ground my fingers against myself for a moment, reawakening the cascade of horny juice I’d been making all night. When I was sweetly wet all over again, I stabbed three fingers inside myself as I glided my tongue as deeply into Bree as I could.
Every shuddering jump of her body seemed to call to my mouth. Every punch of my tongue seemed to find a new pleasure point within her. And when she pressed herself back against me, I thought I might come for the third time.
Needing to delay my own climax, I slipped my juicy fingers from within me and slapped both Bree’s tan-skinned ass cheeks at once. She squealed and tightened herself around the thickness of my tongue, giving me a delicious sensation of power. So naturally, I did it again, with the same result. God, she was cute.
With my hands still on her perfect ass, I pulled, stretching her wide and sliding my mouth up against her, pressing her clit with my chin. She trembled, moaned and fell forward, all the strength sapped from her arms.
She had her ass propped up perfectly for my attention. I dragged my hands sideways again, stretching her skin to the point it must have been tingling, maybe even burning.
“Oh, fuck... I love it when you do that, dancer.”
“Uh-huh,” I grunted around my thick, wet tongue. No way I was taking that off her spicy bits for something as useless as words. Not when I could circle my tongue inside her and make her squeal like that.
Going by feel instead of thought, I crept my hands inward until my fingers met in the crease of her ass. I ran one of my nails gently across the puckered perfection of her pink ass hole, and she jumped and tightened, then moaned as I brought the knuckle of my thumb up and pressed at her.
When she spoke again, her voice had grown thick and muffled.
“Fuck, dancer. You’re a natural.”
“Mm.”
I swirled my tongue again as I found her pretty little rosebud with the tip of my finger. As quickly as I could, I asked the question. “Yes?”
“Oh, please, yes. Yes.″
A charge of excited energy ran straight through me at the pleading tone of her voice. I ran my tongue straight up the length of her wet lips and tickled at her cute ass hole, coating it with enough spit to get my finger inside her. Swooping my mouth back onto her cunt, I pressed my fingertip against her ass. The moment I slid home inside her back door, she hummed with delight, and I fell back to the wondrous task of pleasuring her clit with my mouth.
Pumping with my tongue and my finger in harmony, I felt Bree’s body vibrating to my touch. I brought my other hand up and pressed my thumb to her clit, hauling her pink, open lips into my mouth. I licked at her like she was melting, and I coated my face with as much of her spicy fragrance as I could. I ground my thumb hard against her bud and soaked up the blistering heat of her cunt, licking and sucking on her beautiful plump lips. 
Without any real warning, she suddenly let loose with the long, keening moan of ultimate pleasure. I sucked her clit into my mouth and pressed it between my teeth, and she sobbed out deep moans of ecstasy.
As I nibbled at her, she jolted and shuddered, and I couldn’t help smiling. If she was anything like me, she’d really want a short break before getting any more action. No way was I letting that happen, though. Not after she drove me so quickly to a second orgasm.
I released her clit long enough to grab her hips and pull her sideways. She took the hint and rolled onto her back, tossing her soft, perfect legs over my shoulders and pulling me forward with her feet. “Come here.”
I climbed up over her and kissed the beautiful roundness of her small belly, tickling at her navel and its piercing with my tongue. Idly, I rubbed her clit with my thumb and she hissed and whimpered in the most perfect way.
As I crawled up her sweet body I finally managed to give her tits the attention I’d wanted to all along. Squeezing them together and burying my face between them, sucking on the soft skin and flicking at her brown nipples with my tongue. God, I totally get why guys love boobs so damn much. They’re perfect. At least, Bree’s were.
I slid my body against hers and licked my way up her throat until I could take her mouth in mine. She opened to me, humming inside my mouth with her pretty voice as I slid my thigh up against her pussy. 
On a whim, I swung my leg out over her hip, and rested my cunt on hers. The heat and the wetness of both of us meant we were almost glued together. It was sticky and beautiful, dirty in the most perfect way.
As I drove my tongue deep into her mouth I rolled my hips, grinding my clit against hers. It wasn’t intense like fingers or mouths were, but I was so wired up I didn’t need a lot to get me there. The way Bree pumped her tongue in and out of my mouth told me she was right there with me.
A few more heavy strokes with my hips and a tiny, tingling climax ran through my body. Bree moaned her own pleasure straight into my mouth.
It was the perfect little dessert to the main course. A beautiful way to finish up. Because besides everything else, Bree was an amazing kisser.
Finally, I came up for air and rolled myself down beside her, pressing her cute little body into the sofa’s backrest and using my taller frame to shield her from the world. She pulled on my hair lightly and I didn’t think I really wanted our time together to end.
Bree broke the moment in two, just as it needed. “That was beautiful, dancer. Thank you.”
“I’d been wondering how it would feel. Whether I’d really know what to do.”
Her smile was a sight to behold. “Oh, you definitely do.”
“So, um… what happens now?” This had been amazing, and if I ever had the chance to do it again, I’d dive in face first. But only with Bree. She was special. Cock was too important for me to give it up completely.
Bree rolled her body over mine to get off the sofa, taking plenty of sweet time. Which suited me just fine. “If you’re not all full up on hot, wet things, I could make you that coffee.”
“I can’t guarantee I won’t spill it all over you again.”
She kissed me again, a long, slow one that seemed to grow roots all the way down to my toes. Finally, she pulled away and started easing her clothes back on.
“That’s a chance I’m willing to take. Or even cause.”

      ***






  
  Needs More Cowgirl


The paperwork in front of me was filled with legal double-talk and waffle. There were sticky labels indicating the places I should sign, but the simple fact was, I didn’t want to. 
This was my life, to live how I chose, and I couldn’t believe mom and dad were trying to control me so damn tightly. I’d much rather be out with my horses. They were the only ones who understood me, these days.
I glanced across the kitchen table at my parents, trying to let all my anger fire out through my eyes.
“What’re you guys doing to me?”
“What we should have done years ago, Becky.”
I flipped through the six-page contract again, finding some of the choicest and most ridiculous parts. I stabbed my finger into one paragraph. “You’re banning me from having boyfriends? I’m 23! You think I should wait until I’m 50 before I get laid?”
Dad sighed and sat back. “Do you really expect us to believe you haven’t already sullied your good name? Time and time again, if the writing on the bathroom walls is to be believed.”
“What walls? Where?”
Mom slapped her hand down on the table. “Every place in town, you little tramp.”
She had me there. I had to admit, I’d taken a real scattergun approach to fucking. Spread yourself wide enough, so to speak, and you’re bound to hit something worth hitting.
Or so I thought. So far, I’d been left pretty cold by the local menfolk and their cut-price cocks.
As a busty blonde, with long hair and legs to match, I had no shortage of gentleman callers. Only, if truth be told, none of them were gentlemen, and afterward, they never called. Not that I’d have picked up, in any case. Not one of them was worth it.
But this—being told I couldn’t even hook up with any of them—well, that just toasted my tits.
“So, let me get this straight,” I said, cutting my words off between gritted teeth. “You’re saying if I want my share of this ranch, then I can’t have any more boyfriends?” I had a little plan brewing in my head, but it must have shown up on my face.
“It’s more than that, Becky,” mom said. “I know you, and how your devious mind works. You’ll just screw around with strangers you’ll never see again.”
Fuck. I thought I had them on a technicality.
Dad continued the ridiculous legal assault. “If you read further you’ll see what we’ve planned. But it all boils down to one thing. Basically, you can’t be trusted, sweetheart.”
“What?”
“Oh, don’t get me wrong. You’re brilliant with the horses. But that’s where it ends. You know nothing about the cattle other than how to ride around them. There’s much more to this ranch than that. And I’m afraid you don’t have a professional bone in your body.”
“And I never will, if I sign your fucking contract.”
“On the contrary, Becky,” said mom. “We’ve made inroads already on scoring you a husband. A sensible man, a seasoned professional. You can have his…bone, anywhere you want it.”
She couldn’t refrain from curling her lip in disgust. I had to wonder where I got my red-hot raging hormones from. My mom and dad didn’t seem to have a single sexual impulse between them.
But then the truth of what she’d said hit home. “Wait…you’re arranging me a husband? Who even said I want to get married?”
“If you’re to become a partner in the ranch, and eventually inherit the place, you’ll have to.”
“And who exactly do you have lined up for me?”
“Rance Williams.”
“Ugh. Rancid Willy? No fucking way. He’s, like, 50!”
“He’s 41, Becky, and he’s very happy to help us out. Which is more than any of our other prospects were willing to do. What with your…reputation.”
“Scared I’d fucking break them in half, most likely. The old coots.”
Dad stood quickly, surprising me enough that I sat back in my chair.
“Enough, Rebecca. I don’t care what you do with that tongue elsewhere, but you keep it civil when you’re in my house.”
I gave them my best diva sigh, and sat back in my chair. “Look, I’m not some cartoon princess, okay? Or even a real princess. You don’t get to tell me how to live my life.”
“Oh, of course we do, sweetheart,” mom said, in the same sickly-sweet voice she used back when she ruled over the PTA meetings with a velvet fist. “Wherever you go, and whatever you do, you represent us, and the ranch. And it’s time we brought in a man who can…wrangle you.”
″Break me, you mean.”
“If the whore’s shoe fits…”
I stood, just as quickly as dad had. With a hiss and a snarl, I grabbed their precious contract and tore it in two, flinging a piece at each of my traitorous parents.
“That’s what I think of your stinking contract.”
Dad ducked out of the way and then speared the air with his finger. “There’ll be a new copy on your bed tonight. But whether you sign or not is hardly the issue here. We can still withhold your inheritance, sweetheart. If I get even the whisper of you having sex with another man, you’ll lose everything.”
I turned on the spot and marched from the kitchen, and out of the house. There was only one place I could go to shake off the fury within me, and find inner peace, and that was the stables.
Well, I guess I could’ve headed in to town to pick up some young farm hand, and let him search for my inner peace with his cock. But it just wasn’t worth the risk. 
If I was going to ride anything, I’d better stick to what I found in the stables.
I strode in and went to the first stall, where my favorite filly was housed.
“Hey, Clover. C’mon.”
The beautiful chestnut came straight over and nuzzled my cheek. I put my arms around her neck and sighed.
“Good girl, Clover. At least you’re on my side, huh?”
She whickered lightly, her hot breath washing down my shirt, then she leaned heavily on my shoulder. It felt as if she actually understood me. And not for the first time, she was my sounding board.
“Yes, girl. You’re with me, aren’t you? My stupid parents and their stupid attitudes.” I kissed Clover on the muzzle and scratched either side of her neck. “At least you don’t think I’m a slut, do you, baby?”
“Who the hell called you that?”
I jumped at the voice coming from behind me. When I turned, I was surprised to see Nell, one of our stable hands, coming out from another stall.
“Oh, um…never mind.”
The tall, shapely brunette sauntered up to me, a cocky fluidity in her stride despite the obvious femininity of her hip sway.
“C’mon, princess. You can talk to me.”
“Ugh. Don’t call me princess. I’ve just finished up with my fucking parents treating me like one. The fairytale kind.”
Nell leaned against Clover’s stall and stroked her fingers through my filly’s mane. A little sneer curled her top lip, like she was some kind of rock star. “Oh, boo hoo. Your parents care enough to check up on you.”
What the hell? “You can’t talk to me like that.”
“You sure? I seem to be doing it, already.”
“What do you even know about my problems?”
She swung around slowly and leaned back on the beam between stalls. With a tip of her hat, she looked me down and up again.
“Next to nothing, really. But from here, it kinda seems you have almost everything. And you’re whining so hard about the almost part that you can’t see the everything.”
“Well, you’re right. You know next to nothing.” I turned away from her, desperate to get out of there. The stables had always been my refuge, and while Nell was there, she was bursting that particular bubble.
“Hey, princess? I meant no offense. You can talk to me if you want.”
Despite my better judgment, I stopped and half-turned back. “You meant no offense?″
“I spend most of my time with animals. Which includes the local men.” She stepped up behind me and rested a hand on my shoulder. “I guess I forgot how to talk human.”
It wasn’t quite an apology, but now I’d calmed down a little, I wondered if an apology was even needed. Her words had hurt like hell, but mostly because they hit so fucking close to home. I’d never wanted for anything before—food, clothes, money—and this was the first time mom and dad had stepped in on my behavior.
I practically deflated as I let out a long sigh. I’d lost emotional contact with my parents in my mid-teens. About the time I started fooling around with boys. And of course, all the boys ever wanted was to get their mitts on my tits. It was impossible to remember the last time I’d connected emotionally with anyone but a horse.
 “Fine.” I turned to face her, surprised to see the sneer replaced by a small but beautiful smile. “I guess what you said is pretty accurate. On the surface, I have a lot to be thankful for.”
“But…?”
I screwed my mouth up for a second and glanced over my shoulder. The shock of my parents forcing that contract on me was still strong, and I didn’t want to chance anyone else overhearing my complaints.
Nell seemed to read my fears instantly. “Hey, we can go to my quarters. It should be private, this time of day.”
It felt weird to have a girl my own age even speaking to me, let alone speaking kindly. “That…that’d be nice. Thanks.”
She led the way to the workers’ cottage, opening up and calling out. There was no answer.
“Guess we’re alone. C’mon,” she said, with a jerk of her head, and I followed her inside.
I’d never actually been in the workers’ quarters before. It was sparsely furnished, and barely decorated. The whole place, as far as I could see, screamed of males.
“You like it here?” I asked, unable to hide the dubious wonder from my voice.
“It’s fine. When you grow up poor and transient…hey, but we’re not here to ramble on about me.” She sat on the worn old sofa and patted the spot beside her.
I tried to keep my reluctance from showing. Every inch of the ancient velour upholstery looked dusty and frayed. As I lowered myself on the far side of the sofa from her, I held my breath.
The thing was surprisingly comfortable, though, and Nell’s open expression hit me in a way I hadn’t expected.
“So, what’s the trouble, princess?”
“Could you please not call me that? Becky is fine.”
“Becky’s clearly not fine or she wouldn’t be slumming it here with me.”
“I just meant—”
“I know. I’m messing with you.”
She slid one leg up as she turned to face me. Only then did I notice how damn short her denim cutoffs were. For a second I found myself gazing at the creamy tan skin of her inner thigh.
The realization that I was staring hit me like a Clydesdale, and I coughed to cover my embarrassment.
“Uh…so, yeah. My parents suck. That pretty much sums it up.”
“All right,” Nell said, her voice low and slow, like she was considering my brief statement. “Y’gotta understand that from where I sit, you don’t have much to base that on. Big house, big ranch, only child, and all that comes with that. Can you give me a hint?”
“All that’s true, sure. But…well, apparently I have a bit of a reputation around town.”
“Sure. Don’t we all? The male-to-female ratio here sucks, so what choice do we have but to take on all comers? Of course, all the best dick goes home to their wives afterward.”
Damn. And I thought I was meant to be the slutty one. “You fuck married men regularly?”
“Babe, I don’t do anything the regular way.” She sure got familiar in a hurry, but at least babe was better than princess.
Nell flashed me a broad, beautiful smile, and then winked. For some reason, it made me feel closer to her than anyone else in a long time. “I’m just fucking with you again, babe.”
“Well, so are my parents. They’re as old-fashioned as fuck and want me to sign a contract.”
“That’s not so unusual. If you’re going to inherit the place, it’s pretty standard to formalize a partnership.”
I shook my head, a cold smile curling across my lips. “Oh, no, no. This is nothing to do with business. They’re banning me from cock.”
“They’re what?″
“Because they think I’m going to be fool enough to marry the man they chose for me, and they don’t want me to scare him off.”
“Well, I…guess it could be worse.”
“They chose Rance Williams.”
“Ugh. Rancid Willy?” She shuddered across her whole body. “Even I won’t sink that low.”
I chuckled lightly. “So, yeah. Poor little rich girl and all that shit, but it still sucks.”
“Can you just walk away? You must have some cash stashed.”
“Oh, I’ve thought about it. And maybe I will. My parents are right. I don’t know the first thing about running a ranch, and I honestly don’t want to.”
“So…look, I guess I don’t understand the trouble.”
“I just fucking hate being told what to do all the time. Especially in my personal life.”
“I get that,” Nell replied with a long sigh. Once again, she scanned me from my boots to my hat, lingering in a few places. “Seems a shame, though.”
“What?”
“To let a body like yours waste away, pining for sex. You’re only young once.”
I shrugged back at her. “Honestly, it’s not like I’m missing out on much. I’m yet to have any sex worth mentioning.”
Nell took her hat off and tossed it to the floor. “Now that is a crime.”
“Well, what’s a girl gonna do? It’s why I fuck around so much. Searching for something worth losing the ranch over.”
She knelt on the old sofa and leaned across to me, removing my hat and throwing it down with hers.
“There are…other options, you know.”
I swallowed heavily, despite my mouth having suddenly dried up. Was she coming on to me? She wasn’t, surely. Was she?
Nerves got the better of me, and I slid off the seat and stepped away. “Hey, um…look, I don’t know what you think is happening here…”
Nell came up from the sofa as well, all smooth liquid and cocky fire. “Nothing, yet. It’s just…I like you more than I thought I would. And I think you should be armed with all the information before you make a decision about your future.”
“I don’t understand.”
She stood so close in front of me, she was all I could see. Her beautiful hazel eyes, so deep and liquid I thought maybe I could drink them, flitted from one part of my face to another.
Nell reached up and brushed her fingers back through my hair, like she’d done to Clover back in the stable.
“I just think you should at least experience sex that’s worth all the fuss, before you decide to sign anything.”
“I’m, uh…” Why did it take me so long to think of the word? “I’m straight.”
“Then tell me to stop,” she hummed.
I couldn’t find my voice in the stream of my breath.
“After all, your parents only banned you from fucking men.”
She’d barely finished speaking before she touched her lips to mine, gliding slowly but irresistibly forward until our mouths were meshed.
I tensed up like a spooked filly at first. Right up until Nell whimpered against me, a sound so clear and vulnerable that it lit a fire deep in my core.
After what might have been seconds, or could have been days, I turned my head, breaking our kiss. She nipped at my jaw, marking out a meandering trail up to my ear.
“W–wait,” I said. “Isn’t this…greedy?”
“Hmm?” She took my earlobe between her teeth and pulled lightly on it, causing me to steal another quick breath into my lungs.
“There are so many men around here, and so few women. It’s…uhh…” She fisted my hair as she kissed the side of my neck, and swept her other hand around to the small of my back. “It’s…wrong. Right?”
Nell leaned back and gazed deep into my eyes, her lips glistening, her cheeks flushed. “Or you could shut the fuck up and kiss me.”
The beautiful brunette pulled me forward and captivated my mouth in hers. My god, the girl knew how to kiss. Wet heat and playful teasing, driving her tongue in and out like she was playing tag.
My spine turned to water and I grasped at her shirt just to keep myself from falling to the floor. Nell bent me back, tightening her hand in my hair as she slid her hot tongue down the side of my neck.
“Uhh…” I was all out of sensible words. Nell had hauled them from my brain with her ravishing kiss.
“God, babe,” she murmured, her breath hot between my breasts. “You taste as good as you smell.”
“Mm…”
Nell released me and I landed flat on the sofa. Before I’d finished bouncing she was down between my legs, with her hot mouth pressed to my inner thigh.
She sank her teeth in, igniting a sweet pain that fired lightning straight up into my pussy. As she licked her way higher, she worked my shorts open, and I just sat there and let her. It was as if she’d kissed me into a trance. Was I really that fucking easy?
“Babe,” she hummed. “I can promise you pleasure like no man around here has ever given.”
“Well, that wouldn’t be hard.”
“It could be,” she said, with an evil grin. “That’s up to you.”
“Wh-what?”
“Come to bed with me. I’ll show you.”
My whole insides pinched, all the way from pussy to throat. I’d been lost in the moment, the pure, hedonistic pleasure of being seduced. But those words suddenly became a hurdle.
“I…I don’t know.”
She pulled open the front of my panties and slipped her fingers inside. “Mm. Bare.” She made a comical little growling sound, which still somehow pushed a spiked ball of pleasure into my chest. “Naughty.”
“Nell, I’m scared.”
“What, of little ol’ me?” She glided her fingers lower, sliding one either side of my slit. “Come with me?” She squeezed her fingers together, pressuring my clit, and I bucked like a colt.
Barely thinking of what I was doing, I cupped my breasts through my shirt, pinching at my stiff nipples. “Fuck, that feels good, Nell.”
“This?” she asked, and squeezed again. “This is nothing.” She slid her fingers out of my panties and stood. “Come to bed with me. Let me fuck the ever-loving hell out of you.”
Hearing the undiluted need in her voice was an even bigger turn-on than the feel of her fingers on my pussy. Not one man in the area had ever opened himself up like that to me. Nor I to them.
I held my trembling hands up and Nell took hold of them, lifting me to my feet. “This is gonna be so fucking good, babe.”
She drove her mouth against mine, her kiss so hungry, so fierce, I feared I might collapse in her arms. And for the first time, I let myself go, and returned fire, gliding my tongue forward and exploring the sweetness of her lips.
Nell pushed her hands down the back of my shorts, cupping my ass and squeezing as she deepened our kiss. With my new-found bravery, I took hold of her cutoffs and pulled her toward me, the softness of her belly stroking against the backs of my fingers.
Nell moaned and gasped against me, gradually pulling back. I followed, unwilling to give up her pretty mouth yet, and together we stumbled through the hall to her bedroom.
The moment we crossed the threshold, she kicked the door shut and spun me around. 
A split second later, she had her teeth in my neck again, holding me still. She pulled me back against her beautiful body and tore my shirt open, sending buttons flying like bees.
Her breath gushed over my skin, like an angry stallion’s, and she grabbed my tits through my bra.
“Oh, these are fucking perfect, babe.” She pulled the cups down and my big boobs practically leapt out. “Damn.”
Nell grabbed both my breasts, squeezing them hard. I swept my hands up and joined in, pressing her in against me even more firmly.
“Dirty little thing,” Nell hummed into my ear, awakening a cool tingle that ran down the length of my spine. “But I have places to be.”
I was confused for a second, thinking she was abandoning me now she’d got me all juiced up. Instead, she released her grip on my flesh and fired her hand down, into the front of my panties again.
This time, there was nothing gentle. No subtlety at all. She simply slid her fingers down over my sopping wet lips and pressed into them.
My knees lost all strength as she ground at my clit and pinched my nipple, keeping a perfect rhythm. I took a handful of her beautiful dark hair to hang on to. Every tiny lap around my pleasure bud took more of my strength, until I found myself pulling Nell’s hair like it was a rope ladder I was climbing.
“Yeah, babe,” she growled. “Pull it harder.” She hooked her fingers and drove one deep inside me, and I called out in sheer ecstasy. Then she released my boob, sliding that hand down the back and pushing at my shorts until they released their grip on my hips. 
I threw my other hand up around her neck, holding on for dear life. It was like she’d cut all my strings.
“Please,” I sobbed through racing breaths. “I’m going to fall.”
Nell practically dragged me across to her bed and flung me onto it, face down. No man had ever treated me this roughly…and I was surprised to find how much I loved it.
“God, you have a fucking peach of an ass, babe.” Her voice cracked part way through, as if the mere sight of my bare bottom had overwhelmed her.
She grasped my foot and lifted it, sliding my boot off. Then she did the same with the other side, and finally dragged my shorts and panties off.
Meantime, I’d unclasped my bra and tossed it away somewhere.
Nell slid her hand up the inside of my thigh, and I tensed every muscle in my body. The hot, wet wash of her breath cascaded over the cheeks of my ass, and then a split-second later she sank her teeth into my flesh.
“Ow!”
“Mm. Such a perfect ass, Becky. C’mon. Roll over.”
I obeyed instantly, and suddenly felt as shy as I ever had. I’d only just registered that I was absolutely naked, whereas Nell was still fully clothed.
Yet that somehow got my juices flowing even harder. I was used to being in charge of most things. In control of almost everyone around me—my parents being the only exceptions. There was no doubt that, right now, Nell was the boss of me.
She crawled onto the bed, like a predator, her hypnotic eyes holding me still. Even through her clothes, I could feel the heat of her body radiating on my skin.
There was no hesitation, from either of us, when she reached me. She captured my mouth and plundered it, diving her tongue deep inside me, time and time again.
She took hold of my hair and pulled my head to the side, licking my neck like it was a lollipop and moaning at the flavor of my skin.
“Fuck. I wanna devour every fucking inch of you, babe. All at once.”
“Who’s stopping you?” I bit my own lip at my brazen reply, wondering just who the fuck I’d become.
Nell trembled in response, a weird little smile tripping across her pretty mouth. “You be careful what you wish for, Princess Becky.”
She fell on top of me, taking my nipple into her mouth and suckling on it, hard. I gasped and arched my back, pressing my soft flesh against her, hoping she understood that I was begging for more.
Nell worked her other hand up into my hair and squeezed, pulling it tight against my scalp. The soft, bare skin of her thigh pressed in against my naked pussy, and she ground against me.
As I took hold of her shirt, I whimpered with the bulldozing wall of pleasure she’d awoken inside me. My legs had disconnected from my brain, and simply spread themselves without me ever asking.
“Mm, babe,” Nell muttered through her mouthful of my tit. “Your scent is fucking awesome.”
“Uhh…”
“I can’t wait any longer.”
She sat up, releasing my hair and my breast, and planted a hot kiss in the heart of my belly.
Oh, fuck. She was really going to do it. This beautiful young woman was about to put her mouth on my cunt.
Nell drifted lower, flicking her perfect pink tongue out against my soft skin.
I slid my hands down to my breasts and Nell caressed my inner thighs. We held tight eye contact for a moment and then she blinked. Slowly, like a crocodile.
When she parted her lips, I tensed up from my toes to my scalp, and took my nipples in a pincer grip.
Nell wasted no more time, diving straight at my pussy for a deep, open-mouth kiss. Her wet heat melded with mine, and my silly, free-thinking legs simply pulled upward, opening me to everything this woman wanted to do.
While she plunged her hot tongue inside me, the dirty girl scratched her short nails deep into the skin of my inner thighs, running her hands up from my knees to my hips, time and time again. Silken pleasure blended with sharp tingles of hurt, and pooled in my belly.
Nell’s voice turned higher and drier as she clamped her mouth over my slit. She pushed her chin in against me, a dull pressure that seemed to highlight the more pointed work her tongue was doing.
It was all I could do to stay on the bed. This woman had me thrashing and bucking like a trapped filly. It even felt a little like panic, the way my core tingled and swelled, and my heart raced to keep up with the flurry of whimpering moans that escaped me.
Far sooner than I’d been ready for, a firework of bliss erupted as my climax gushed through my body at the speed of blood. Nell hung on as I writhed and kicked, the pleasure taking hold of me like a demonic possession.
By the time my climax finally dissipated, I’d rolled over onto my belly, and Nell had come with me, now lying on her back with her head beneath my hips. And still, she was lapping at my lips and my clit, gently coaxing little ripples of pleasure from me.
It took me a minute or so before my arms found their strength, and I slowly raised myself. As I tried to lift my ass, Nell seized me and pulled, dragging my cunt down onto her mouth again.
“Please,” I wailed, uncertain if I could handle more pleasure so soon after climax. If she understood my problem, Nell ignored it. She hooked her fingers around my thighs, and the harder I tried to roll off her, the harder she held me down.
I brought my top half up, and tried one last time to get off her, but she was stronger than I imagined. And after a few seconds of sitting directly on her, with my clit between her teeth, I realized I kinda didn’t want to move anywhere, after all.
This evil, sexy woman glided her tongue right up inside me, exploring me as deeply as she could. She slid her hands around and grasped the flesh of my ass, squeezing hard before driving one hand down into the center.
As she clamped her red-hot mouth over my tender button and sucked like hell, she pressed a fingertip to my ass hole.
“Ohh…” I said, more of a whisper than a moan. “I’ve never…uhh…”
I couldn’t find a way to tell her I was a backdoor virgin. Because by the time I got all the words in order, it was no longer true. She’d glided the tip of one finger inside me, and it was such a potent thrill.
As she worked me over, front and back, my spine lost all its strength, overwhelmed by the sensations of pure pleasure. I fell forward, onto my hands, and Nell pushed me hard on the ass.
She glided herself out from under me and rolled onto her belly, pushing me again until my arms lost their strength and I fell face down, and ass up.
Barely a second had passed before I felt Nell’s skillful tongue buried in my cunt again, her soft hands gripping my ass hard. She punched her face forward and back, fucking me perfectly with her wet muscle.
I fisted her sheets, holding myself in place as the impacts of her mouth drove into me, shaking my world.
When she pulled away for a moment, my head spun in a bizarre mixture of dizziness and abandonment. But when she took a long, lavish stroke of her tongue, right up the length of my lips, I sighed with satisfaction.
And tensed up again when she just kept going.
Before I realized what was coming, she had her tongue pressed to my ass hole, tickling away at that most private of places. It surprised me to have someone do that, but what shocked me even more was how incredible it felt.
“Nell…that’s just…wrong.”
“And how,” she muttered between flicks of her evil tongue.
I bit into my lip and frowned with the confusing bliss of having my ass licked. And jumped like hell when she drove two fingers deep inside my pussy, hooking them and tapping at my magic button inside.
When she brought her thumb into play, grinding it mercilessly over my clit, I thought the heat inside me was destined to catch her sheets on fire.
“Nell…I’m gonna…”
“Let go, babe…”
This time, my climax sliced through me, outward from my core, in a spiral of sweet pain and spiky pleasure. I slammed my face into her pillow to muffle my ecstatic cries, the spicy blend of her hair and skin filling my senses with every labored inhale of my breath.
Slowly, I came back to my senses. There was still a fuzzy blanket around my brain, but I was coherent enough to know I’d never experienced pleasure like that.
I rolled sleepily onto my back, holding out my hands to Nell. She came down to me, planting her juicy wet lips against mine, and filling my mouth with all my own flavors.
Finally, I broke our kiss and pushed her up. “This isn’t fair,” I said.
“How’s that?”
“I’ve come twice, and you haven’t even taken your top off.”
I was surprised to see the hesitation on her face, and rested my palm on her cheek. “What’s wrong?”
“No, nothing. I just wondered if…if I could do what I said before?”
“What’s that?”
She slid off the bed and practically skipped across to her chest of drawers. From the bottom one, she pulled out something which, at first, I thought was a slingshot.
When she held it up, I caught my breath when I realized what it really was.
A thick, purple strap-on. She rubbed her fist up and down it, like it was a flesh-and-blood cock, and flashed her eyes at me. “Let me fuck the hell out of you.”
I couldn’t take my eyes away from that toy. It was bigger than any of the guys I’d been with, and though it was kind of silly and probably shouldn’t matter…it was actually my favorite color.
Nell tossed it over to me, but I just watched it land on the bed. I was more surprised than shocked, but I realized this was the first time I’d seen one of these in the flesh. I’d barely even seen them on screens.
A series of rustles and clinks off to the side of the room caught my attention, and when I looked across, Nell was completely naked.
Oh, god. Her body was fire. Soft skin over taut muscle, slender hips that still had a feminine roundness to them…and probably the most perfect tits I’d ever seen. Including mine.
As she sauntered across to me, I moved over and sat on the edge of the bed, legs apart to welcome her. She stepped right up in front and I slid my hands around her, marveling at the silky feel of her ass.
It seemed perfectly natural to take her taut brown nipple straight into my mouth. Nell hissed as I pulled hard on her flesh, and pushed her fingers into my hair.
“Naughty girl…” she murmured, her voice thick like syrup.
“I can be naughtier,” I whispered, between sucks.
The fresh and lively scent of her arousal curled up and spiked into my nose, and it fired off another burst of excitement within me. And made me desperate to take a little control.
It wasn’t clear to me just how she’d done it, but Nell had awoken something inside me. A more decisive version of the old Becky. One who’d take action, and not sit back to let things wash over me.
I squeezed her tight ass and switched my mouth to her other breast. All of that had just been a distraction, though, as I brought my hand around in front and ground my fingers into her hot, wet pussy.
Nell arched backward, pulling her nipple free of my mouth and howling at the roof. Even the slightest move of my fingers over her clit made her body quake, and her breath catch.
I’d never in my life felt so in charge. Even when I was pleasuring myself. Everything felt so intuitive as I touched my lover everywhere I loved being touched, and at the speed, and pressure, and time I’d love it.
Nell fisted my hair, and I hauled in a breath of mixed pain and delight. Returning fire, I hooked my fingers and thrust two of them up inside her. She loosened visibly, coming down to plant a tight kiss on my forehead as her body quivered from top to bottom.
“Babe…uhh…” That was all she could say before her words turned to squeals, and she squeezed my fingers like hell. Her fists tightened in my hair as she rode out what seemed to be a huge climax.
She forced me back, and I had to let go of her sweet body as I fell onto the bed.
“Don’t fucking move, babe. You’re perfect like that.”
She reached over to grab the strap-on, detouring to kiss my still-wet cunt for a little while.
“Oh, fuck…you really are evil, Nell…”
“Mm-hmm…”
She fell to her knees between my legs. “Sorry, babe. You’re just too fucking tasty for your own good.” The last puff of her hot breath had barely hit me before she hauled my pussy into her mouth yet again.
I took hold of her hair and made tight fists, pulling her tongue into me. As she lapped away, I could see her working her hands below the edge of the bed. I knew exactly what she was doing.
By the time she’d attached the toy, I was three-quarters of the way home again. Damn, that girl knew her way around a pussy.
Nell got to her feet, the big purple toy standing out from her slender body. Somehow, it looked even bigger now she was wearing it.
I reached up for her, my hands quaking more than ever. Nell’s beautiful smile somehow calmed my nerves, but excited my pussy even more. She took my hands and pulled me up to my feet.
“I want you on top,” she said. “I want you to take control.”
“But…you’ll be the one fucking me.”
“You think that having the cock means I’m in charge? C’mon, babe. You have more power than you understand.” She frowned in appreciation as she scanned me all over. “With that body, and especially that sweet pussy, you could hold nations to ransom.”
The sheer need in her voice sent delicious tremors of desire coursing through my blood.
Nell rolled down onto the bed and shot me a quick wink. “Come on, cowgirl. Ride me.”
I bit back on my smile, but it came out anyway. This was so weird, yet it was suddenly all I wanted to do.
I climbed onto the bed and scooted forward. Nell pulled my face down and gave me a long, hard kiss, her mouth still rich with the juices of my arousal. Somehow, that was even more exciting than just the taboo of kissing another woman.
“C’mon, babe,” she hummed, between dirty sweet kisses. “Ride me.”
Mmm. Who could argue with a plea like that?
I reached down and grabbed her toy, pressing it against her belly as I slid my pussy forward and back along its length. Just lubing it up, and getting my head around how fucking huge it was.
Finally, I could wait no longer, and I raised my hips, pulling her purple cock upright and pressing it to my oh-so-ready slit.
I worked the round tip inside me and gazed down at Nell’s incredible body. A moment later I looked higher, into those beautiful liquid eyes of hers, and I held my breath.
“Do it, babe. Let me fuck you properly.”
I released the toy and grabbed her sweet tits, holding on for dear life as I plunged my hips down, taking that thick cock of hers deep inside me.
The dildo was so big, and it stretched me so beautifully wide, that it made me feel like a virgin. It had all that sweet pain of a first time, but without the nerves or embarrassment.
As I ground my hips gently forward and back, I thumbed at Nell’s gorgeous nipples, and she snarled her desire at me, curling her top lip, still glistening from all the places she’d kissed me.
This hot, young filly bucked beneath me, and I rode her with ease, and with undiluted pleasure. The harder she thrust, the more I writhed, and seeing the delicious flush of heat in her face and in her throat filled me with an even stronger desire.
“Uh, babe…you’re a fucking goddess up there.”
Nell grasped my hip with one hand, and my breast with the other. Her hard, pumping action was chipping away at my mind. I was losing it piece by piece, and all my strength was leaching out along with it.
As yet another climax threatened to pour through me, I dived on Nell, taking her mouth in an angry kiss. She fired quick and heavy moans of desire deep into the back of my throat, and my brain shrank to the size of a pea.
There was no Becky. There was just Becky’s wanton little clit. And a moment later, that clit exploded in a firestorm of bliss that burned through every nerve and fiber.
When the last fizzing little bursts of pleasure finally spirited away, I eased myself off that wonderful toy and down beside Nell. She kissed my cheek and neck and nuzzled her head down onto my chest.
“Fuck, babe, that was incredible.”
I toyed with her lovely hair and stared at the ceiling, wondering if anything would ever wipe the smile from my face.
“So,” I murmured. “You do that often?”
She kissed me between the breasts and chuckled. “Not since I moved up here. And never like that.”
I bit my tongue for a moment, desperate to ask the question burning in my mind. To know if we could do this again. And again, and again and maybe never stop doing it.
I must have tensed up more than I knew. Nell raised her head and speared me on her pretty eyes.
“What’s wrong, babe?”
“Nothing’s wrong. I just…I mean, you got me off so many times, and I didn’t really return the favor. I didn’t even get to eat your pretty pussy.”
She trailed her fragrant fingers across my lips and I opened, drawing them into my mouth, getting my first taste of her juices.
Nell stared as I suckled on her skin, a sexy smile curling across her lips. “You can make it up to me next time.”
I’d never felt so relieved to hear those two words. Next time. I could barely wait.
“You know what I’m thinking, babe?” she asked, as she rolled back down beside me.
“Hmm?”
“I’m thinking you could probably sign your parents’ stupid contract in good faith.”
“Mm,” I replied. “No men? No problem. I’m not marrying that guy, but I’ll decide later if I’m gonna stay on the ranch.”
“And while I’m around, Becky, you definitely won’t have to go without sex.”
I leaned over and kissed her, much more softly than before. It was a beautiful blend of newfound friendship and sexual awakening.
A few moments passed, and I felt Nell’s fingers gliding over my wanton clit again. Damn, the girl was fucking insatiable.
“Hey, babe? There’s just one problem.”
“Hmm?” I moaned out through my rapidly increasing breath.
“I got a fever, baby. And the only cure is…more cowgirl.″

      ***






  
  Wish Fulfillment


Keira Sterling was pretty much the center of my world. Okay, maybe my husband Charlie took up some of that same space, too, but I’d known Keira longer. 
Kee and I had been besties all through high school, and when she moved to Dallas three years ago, it was like she’d taken a part of my soul with her.
Now, it’d been three months since she’d moved back to town, and it already felt as if we’d never been apart. She’d slotted straight back in as my best friend, and if anything, the time apart made us even closer.
Hell, even Charlie got along better with her than with his own brothers. And I didn’t think it was just because Kee loves football so much. It was pretty much impossible not to fall in love with the girl on almost any level.
It had surprised me when Kee brought a brand spanking new husband back with her, and especially when I got a look at the guy. My Charlie is big, but Brett was bigger. Tall, muscular, and with a bit of ink in a few places.
He wasn’t the sort of man I’d pictured Kee ending up with, but he was so easy-going it was like he’d grown up with us. He and Charlie hit it off instantly, too, which was both a surprise and a relief to me.
Keira and Brett had been coming over every Friday night to watch whatever game was on. It didn’t really matter who was playing.
It was a fun new tradition, though it was kind of weird in a way. It was always Keira and Charlie sitting on the sofa, yelling at the TV, while Brett and I hung out in the kitchen and discussed more intellectual matters. Politics, arts, investment plans. It wasn’t that either of us hated football. We just had a wider view of life than that.
You wouldn’t know it to look at him, but Brett’s background was in commercial art. For all that, though, he clearly was much more in love with the classics, and even with new and independent works.
This particular Friday, the Packers were playing the Cowboys, who Keira had adopted as her team. Because of that, the noise from the living room was louder than ever. What surprised me was that it was all Keira, and not Charlie.
“Hey,” I called out. “Would you thugs keep the noise down? We’re trying to talk in here.”
“Hey yourself, Natalie! How about you just shut the hell up and get me a beer? Bitch.″
Brett looked over at me. “Are you seriously going to take that kind of talk?”
I shrugged lightly. “Hey, you’re the one who married her.”
“Touché.”
Keira came to the door of the kitchen, her face flushed and her blonde hair wild with the effort of cheering her team. She’d always been absolutely stunning, but with her cheeks colored, and her breath racing, she’d moved beyond beautiful and all the way through to sex-on-legs. And for the first time, I began to worry about leaving her alone with my husband. Even if they were only in the next room.
Keira pointed her finger straight at me. “I’m here to complain about the slow drinks service.”
She softened the mock abuse with a pretty, lop-sided smile.
Brett stood and raided the fridge, pulling out two beers and walking over to his wife. She kissed his cheek and nudged her head toward the living room. “Take them in for me, babe? Got some girl stuff to talk about.”
“You? Girl stuff?” Brett knocked her lightly with his shoulder as he passed, and she slapped his tight ass in return.
“Yes, Brettie. Girls only stuff.”
“Oh, you were serious about that?” Brett shook his head as if Kee had been discussing calculus, and headed into the living room. “I know when I’m not needed.”
Keira came over and sat on the stool beside mine. She smelled of jasmine shampoo and clean perspiration.
I sipped my glass of wine and smiled back at her. “I gotta say, I agree with your man. Since when do you talk about girl stuff?”
She blew me a raspberry and flipped her gorgeous golden hair back over her shoulders. “You’re both jerks.”
I couldn’t help but laugh at her. God, it was so good having her back in my life. “So, what particular girl stuff did you need to talk about?”
“Honestly, I just had to get out of there. The Cowboys are getting mutilated and I don’t wanna give your damn husband a chance to have fun at my expense.”
“Oh, so I’m just a convenient excuse? Fine!” I turned my stool around and presented my back to her in a mock huff.
“Aw, baby, don’t be like that.”
Keira ran her fingers into my hair and pulled back on it lightly. It was the kind of casual intimacy she’d always shared with me, right back to our early days in high school, and I didn’t think anything much of it.
“There is one thing I was going to talk about with you.” Her voice had grown quiet and dusky, and it made me certain whatever she was thinking was either a secret, or one of her patented evil plans.
“Oh? And what is that, Keira Sterling?”
She pulled her seat forward and put her legs either side of my hips, leaning her weight against my back. “I missed you while I was in Dallas.”
“And I missed you, Kee. That’s hardly a girls-only secret.”
She leaned her chin on my shoulder. She’d always been the touchy-feely type and I had no problem with it. I’d be more worried if she kept her hands to herself.
“I know, Nat. And I know we kept in touch, and all that shit. But being away from you hurt much more than I imagined. It kind of forced me to spend time learning more about myself.”
“Damn. Now that sounds scary.” I meant it as a joke, but Kee definitely didn’t laugh.
“It was, at first. But then I started to run with it. And I learned possibly the most important thing of all.”
“Sounds kind of heavy.” I turned and looked back as far as I could, but all I could make out were wisps of her pretty blonde hair. “What did you learn?”
Keira leaned against me even harder, pressing forward until all I could hear was the light in-and-out of her breath. When she pressed her lips to the rim of my ear, she spoke again.
“I learned that I fucking love to eat pussy.”
If I’d had wine in my mouth I would have spat it out. “W–what?″
“Uh-huh. You heard me.”
“But, y-you’re…married.”
Her laugh was almost a whisper. “Only for four months now, and we’d only been together six weeks before that. A lot of time to…explore my options before then.”
“Does he…does Brett know? I mean, do you guys bring girls in with you or something?”
“Yeah, he knows. No, we don’t. We agreed to have an open marriage, with certain restrictions.”
“S–such as?”
“We only go gay whenever we stray.” I felt her move, and her weight pulled back from me. I figured she was glancing over at the living room door. “Brett might kill me for telling you, but he likes it both ways, too.”
“You’re kidding?” I felt like the lamest person on the planet. “Is anybody straight, anymore? Apart from Charlie and me.”
“Nat, I realized in Dallas that I never was straight. I just hadn’t been brave enough to open myself up to those feelings.” She pulled herself tight against me again.
Normally, it wouldn’t have given me a second’s pause to have Keira curled around my back. But with this new little revelation, I couldn’t keep my nerves from tingling.
“Even so,” she hummed, right in against my ear. “Since I got with Brett, I haven’t been with a woman.” She put her hands around my waist and cupped my belly. “And god, I miss it. I miss you.”
It didn’t take a genius to work out where she was heading. “Hey, look…”
“Come on. Let me?”
“Let you what?”
She sank her teeth gently into my ear and glided her hands down between my thighs. When she spoke, it was barely a whisper, through clenched teeth. “Let me kiss you. Here.”
The wash of her hot breath against the tender skin of my neck got my hairs standing on air. I swallowed heavily. This was all kinds of wrong, surely. You look up straight in the dictionary and there’s a picture of me, sucking a cock.
So why was my pussy tingling with need like that? “W–when you say here, you mean in the kitchen?”
She bit lightly into the skin of my neck and moaned, a sound so soft and quiet I could barely hear it. She followed that with a wet kiss and then whispered to me. “God, you’re so cute. When I say here, I mean…here.” Keira pushed my skirt aside and slid her hand up my inner thigh, until she reached my panties.
“Kee…”
“You’re so beautiful. I want to see your face when you climax, baby. Please let me?”
“Kee…” I put my hand on top of hers, genuinely meaning to pull it away from my pussy. When she pressed harder against me, it disintegrated the signal from my brain, before it could get anywhere near my hand.
She kissed my neck again, her mouth open, her tongue caressing my skin. “I bet you taste amazing. God, I want to put my mouth on you. Make you cum.” She inched her lips higher, toward my ear again. My thighs turned to wet spaghetti, drifting apart all on their own.
“N–no. We can’t.”
“Sure, we can. It’s the easiest thing in the world.”
Keira slid her hand inside my panties and found my clit, rubbing the tip of her finger around it in tight little circles and firing bolts of pure, unadulterated bliss through my body. Oh, god…she shouldn’t be doing anything like that. And it definitely shouldn’t feel so fucking amazing.
My spine turned as liquid as my legs, and I curled my hand up around Keira’s neck, just to stop myself melting down onto the floor.
“Kee…” I had no other words at that moment. I knew I was straight, and always had been. But my traitorous clit had no idea who was rubbing her. She just kept saying more, more, more. Every press and glide of Keira’s amazing fingers sent quivers of want through my body, and it took every atom of my willpower to keep from crying out with pleasure.
I put my hand on top of hers, ready to stop her, but I simply couldn’t. It felt too damn good.
“Oh, you’re so fucking wet, Natalie. Come on, take me upstairs. Let me devour your sweet pussy. You don’t have to do anything except lie back and take it.”
Her voice had gone raspy with need, and I couldn’t believe how tempted I was. But we absolutely could not do this. There were two men in the next room, and we happened to be married to them. “No, Kee. It…it’s cheating. I couldn’t do that to Charlie. You can’t—”
Keira cut off my words by cupping my breast through my tight T-shirt. She pinched my nipple, bringing it fully awake, with the most amazing touch.
I fought hard to bring my voice back under control. “You can’t do that to Brett.”
“The point is, I wouldn’t be doing anything to Brett.” She mixed light kisses between her words. Her breath was hot across my neck and it made my eyes flutter.  “I’d be doing it to you. And I told you, he’s good with it.”
I barely registered that I was rocking my hips. That I was moving my hand with hers, guiding her now, more than just going along for the ride.
It was so wrong. Straight girls don’t do this kind of thing. It simply couldn’t happen…and yet I simply couldn’t stop.
“Kee, please.” My voice sounded like I’d been chugging whiskey. “The guys are right there.” Fuck, I was getting so damn close to right there, myself.
She kissed my neck and ran her tongue up to my ear. With a quick nip on my lobe she hissed at me. “Then like I said, let’s go upstairs. The game’s gotta be almost done. Honestly, baby, I could make you cum in three minutes.”
“Ohh…”
She pinched my nipple and my clit in unison, and I gasped with the overwhelming burst of pleasure. “They won’t even notice we’re gone. All you have to do is keep quiet while I devour your sweet pussy. Think you can do that?”
“Uh…”
Kee ran her finger down through the sopping wetness of my slit and pressed it inside me, shooting a fresh wave of ecstasy into my core. “I need to taste you.”
The sound out in the living room suddenly stopped, and I realized they’d turned off the TV. I assumed the game was over, which meant Charlie and Brett would be in the kitchen before we knew it.
With a burst of adrenaline, I tore Kee’s hands away from my body and stood, rushing to the sink to start filling it. There were no dishes, but I needed to be doing something. Anything to head off questions.
Charlie pushed through the door a few seconds later. “Hey, ladies. You all talked out?”
I couldn’t answer. My voice had dried up, and my tongue was just a slab of meat. The lightness in my head was as much from the remnants of pure arousal as it was from stark confusion.
As the sink filled, I tried to make sense of what happened. My best friend had just hit on me. Not in a let’s fool around to turn the boys on kind of way, either. It had come from nowhere, and gone all the way to third base.
And the stupidest part of all was how badly I’d wanted to say yes. I’d never once imagined doing anything with a girl before, but now Kee had suggested it…I couldn’t think about anything else.
Thankfully, Keira filled the silence. “Yes, we’re done for now. I was just filling your wife in…on a few things.”
The back of my neck tingled at her choice of words. I turned around to try and join in the chatter, but the first thing I saw was Kee. Sucking her fingers. My eyes bugged in my head and I spun back to the sink.
“Thanks for that sweet little treat, Nat. It’s delicious. My fingers are still a bit sticky.”
My husband’s ears pricked up. “Sweet treat? What was it? Is there any left?”
“Sorry, big guy,” Keira said. “It was all mine.”
“Huh. I guess it’s true. You snooze, you lose.”
Charlie came up behind me and kissed my neck, right on the spot where Kee had her mouth only a minute before. I shrugged away from his touch, out of heated guilt as much as anything. What if my skin was still wet there? Would he realize everything that just happened?
“Please, honey. You smell like beer.”
“No, I smell like victory.” He turned around to address Keira. “Eat it, cowgirl!”
Those words hit me so hard I gasped. Eating it was exactly what she’d wanted. What I had wanted, too, if I was honest with myself.
For a moment I wavered, then turned off the faucet and drained the sink. “I’m sorry guys, I’m going to have to head to bed. I feel a bit…” There was no way to finish that, so I simply rushed upstairs and jumped on the bed. I knew Charlie would be fine to say goodbye for me.
All I could think about was Keira. Her fingers, her clear, green eyes, and her mouth. I strongly doubted my ability to fall asleep with the train of erotic images pounding through my head.
The feel of her soft lips against my neck, the heat of her breath in my ear. What the hell had she done to me, to make me crave something so wrong? Her promises of untold pleasure…could she really deliver that? Because I had to face it, as much as I loved my husband, lately it seemed I was more of a friend to him than a lover.
Damn Keira. I couldn’t stop trembling all over my body, thinking of the way she’d touched me. Gliding her fingers over my clit like nobody else ever had. Well, nobody other than me. She was driving me mad as hell, and she wasn’t even here.
In desperation, I slid my fingers into my panties and took up where Keira had left off. Grinding at my bud, thinking of nothing but her beautiful mouth. Her full lips glistening…parting. The delicious wet pink of her tongue sliding out to flick my clit. In my little fantasy, the moment she connected with me I experienced an electric shock of the purest ecstasy.
In only a matter of seconds the fantasy overtook me and I rolled over, planting my face into my pillow. I bit into my bottom lip just to keep from screaming as a soul-wrenching climax ripped through my body.
My head filled with an even thicker fog than it had in the kitchen. As I struggled to understand what just happened, I tried to get my breathing under control. Charlie would be in the bedroom any second, and I really, really didn’t need him asking any questions right now.
The next thing I knew it was morning, and Charlie was heading off to work at his hardware store. He sat on the bed before he left and rested his hand on my hip. “You feeling okay, Nat?”
I rolled over to face him. The wave of guilt from the night before had eased, at least. In the cold light of day, I could almost convince myself I’d done nothing. That it had all been Keira. “Yeah, I’m okay. I think I was just over-tired last night.”
“I hope we weren’t too noisy for you. You were out like Elton John by the time I came to bed.”
“Like Elton John?”
Charlie shrugged, a little smirk on his lips. “Just a saying I picked up from Brett. Y’know, ’cause Elton is out. Of the closet, that is.”
“I might be half asleep, babe, but I got it. It just wasn’t something I’d heard you say before.”
Charlie stared into the middle distance for a moment. “Y’know, I really like them. Keira’s great, of course, and I’m glad she’s back in your life. But I’m surprised how well I get on with Brett.”
“Yeah, I know, babe. Unless you grew up with the guy, you usually aren’t interested.”
“Exactly.” He checked his watch and stood up. “I gotta go, Nat. See you tonight.”
“Okay. Bye.”
I held it together until he left, and then let a long, hard sigh flow out of me. If only it would take the guilt and embarrassment with it. I couldn’t believe I’d let my best friend touch me like that.
I took a quick shower and dried off, all the while struggling to empty my mind. To strip it free of Keira, and the desperate, pleading sound of her voice when she’d begged to go down on me.
My pussy had a fresh tingle running through her as I put my silk bathrobe on and headed downstairs. I desperately needed a coffee.
The moment I reached the bottom of the stairs, my doorbell rang. I could see through the glass that it was the temptress herself. Maybe I’d conjured her by thinking her name so many times.
My first thought was to pretend I wasn’t home, but of course, glass works both ways, and she knocked lightly. “Hey, beautiful girl. I can see you.”
I scurried over and opened the door. In the crisp morning air, she was a vision to behold. She had her hands on the door frame, as if blocking me from leaving. Her long blonde hair flowed down over the dark tan leather of her overcoat.
“Hey, Kee.”
“Hi, baby.”
She’d started calling me that last night, and I really ought to hate it. But in her velvet voice, it awoke a whole mess of sensations.
I stood in silence, not really having a clue what to say. Nor why she was here. We simply breathed quietly and stared into each other’s eyes for a moment before Keira spoke again.
“I figured I should clear the air between us. Have you been thinking about it?”
“About what?”
She chuckled, a sensual, throaty sound that made me bite my lip with desire.
“You know exactly what I mean. About me putting my mouth all over your—”
“Shh!”
I dragged her inside before she could say anything the neighbors might hear. The moment I slammed the front door, she finished.
″—sweet little cunt.”
God…I normally hate that word, but when Kee said it like that, it took on a life of its own.
“I–I can’t stop thinking about it.”
“Me either, baby. You don’t know how fucking crazy it’s making me.”
“Kee. I’m married. You’re married.”
“Is that all you can say? Your only reason? Listen, I love Brett like you love Charlie. But tell me this…if you’re already getting everything your heart and pussy desires, then how was it I got such wet fingers last night? And more importantly, how did it happen so damn quickly?”
“I–I honestly don’t know.”
“Baby, I know I launched at you pretty hard. And this is all new to you, and I’m sorry I went so fucking fast. But you gotta understand…I’ve wanted to fuck you since before I even went to Dallas.”
“You can’t have. You said you learned it there.”
She ran her fingers into the hair at my temples and fluffed it lightly. A move that, up until last night, I would have thought nothing of. “What I told you was, that’s where I first tried it. But way before that it was here, with you, where I first wanted to.”
In fear, I pulled away from her and made sure the front door was locked. Turning around, I saw Keira had gone into the kitchen, so I followed.
For the millionth time, I reminded myself that this couldn’t happen, and I needed to make things feel normal again. “Kee, you want a coffee?”
“Always.”
She sat at the breakfast bar and watched as I brewed two cups. “Hey Nat? I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay.” I couldn’t look her in the eye at that moment.
“No, it isn’t. I weirded things between us. I should have taken the first no as an answer.”
“Or maybe you should just not have asked.” I felt like a total bitch for saying it, but she was right. Things were weird now. Because no matter about anything else—our husbands, our friendship, my staunch record of being utterly straight—all I could think about was…her.
“Maybe not,” she said. “But what if you’d said yes? I could have finally had everything I wanted. A husband who loves me, and the hottest of hot side chicks. Can’t blame a girl for trying.”
I spun to face her, fully intending to yell at her. But as soon as I saw her gorgeous face again, all I could picture was how it would look, buried between my legs. And how it would feel to have a soft, feminine mouth caressing my pussy.
And god help me, I fucking wanted it. Everything else be damned, I desperately needed Keira to eat my pussy.
Kee stood slowly, seeming to read my expression. She untied the belt of her overcoat and let it slip from her body. Her tall, slender, perfect body. Naked apart from her knee-high boots.
I felt as if I’d lost all control. My mouth hung slightly open, and my breath raced like I’d been running. Keira moved toward me, smooth as oil and sexy as a stripper. I was just about prepared to put my hands up and stop her, when she pulled up short.
“Relax, Nat.”
“H–how can I? You’re standing there naked and I…I…”
“Shh.”
“But I don’t know what to do.”
“Baby, you can do as much or as little as you want. I told you what I’m here for.”
She stepped forward, and only when I thudded into the pantry behind me did I realize I’d been stepping away from her. Suddenly, I had nowhere else to go.
Keira glided her soft hands up either side of my face and held me gently. I could feel my eyes flitting around like moths, taking in every beautiful detail of her as she came closer and closer to me.
Though I’d known what she was doing, I still jumped the moment her soft lips skimmed across mine. It didn’t even qualify as a kiss. It was barely any kind of contact at all.
Yet it hit me like electrocution. That one tiny spot where her mouth touched mine seemed numb. I knew instinctively it was just the sudden absence of her that made it feel that way.
Kee glided her hands down to my shoulders, and on down the length of my arms. “So beautiful, baby.”
She dropped to her knees before me, and I gasped in surprise. When she released my hands from hers, I felt lost for a second. Only when she pressed hers to my knees did I feel complete.
Slowly, she glided them upward, thumbs caressing the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. I trembled as if I was cold, yet my core was burning with sheer desire.
The higher Kee moved her hands, the wider my silk robe parted, until the moment she had my pussy bare, right before her.
“Ohh…you’re all waxed.”
“Uh-huh.” 
“You’re even prettier than I’d imagined, baby. And I’ve been imagining you so, so much.”
My voice had dried up, so I gazed down into her heavenly eyes, and timidly rested my palm against her cheek. Was she really about to do this?
Keira’s breath was hot against my slit, and it sent thrilled shivers running through me. “You’re pretty damn wet for a straight chick, baby.”
I had no time to think of a response. Even if I’d come up with something, I’d never have been able to say it. Because no sooner had she finished speaking than she dashed her sensual mouth against my pussy.
Maybe I was dreaming, or just plain crazy. I swore I’d turned into nothing more than breath and pleasure. Keira devoured my cunt as if she’d never eaten anything so tasty. I pressed my shoulders back against the pantry, my arms outspread like a bird taking flight. Set free by the waves of bliss she sent firing through me.
Keira moaned so sweetly it was like a song, as she sucked my thick lips into her mouth and pulled on them. She lifted my leg and put it over her shoulder as she drove the length of her tongue deep inside me. Running her fingers up the outside of my thigh, her sweet voice turned smoky as she explored every possible pleasure point I might have.
She’d only been lapping at me for a minute or two, but already she had me almost home. My leg quivered, threatening to collapse beneath me, so I pulled my other one back down. I came away from the pantry and practically fell forward, landing one hand on the benchtop and bending Kee backward. I curled the other hand into her hair and pulled, grinding my wanton cunt against her perfect mouth.
“Mm…” She sounded both surprised and delighted at my reaction, and though I felt like the dirtiest girl in history, I also knew I could do this for hours. Days. The rest of my goddamn life.
″Yes, yes, yes…″ There was literally nothing else coming into my head. All I could say was that one word, over and over as she teased my clit with her agile tongue, and captured it between her perfect white teeth. When she squeezed harder than I’d expected, I finally found a second word.
“Fuck!”
Keira smiled around her mouthful and released my sensitive bud. For a moment, she blew cool breath over my tender flesh, then dragged my soaking wet lips wide apart, drawing in a long breath through her nose.
“God, you smell fucking perfect, baby.”
She opened wide and pulled my clit into her mouth, sucking at me harder than ever while she ground her chin into the tender inner flesh of my pussy.
Through loud, dirty, sucking laps of my hot slit, Keira spoke to me in a voice so quiet I should have struggled to hear her. But she was my entire universe at that moment.
“Let go, baby. I want you to cum against my mouth.”
Oh, fuck. That did it. With just that little sentence she ended any resistance I thought I had, and my entire body tingled. The orgasm of a lifetime awoke inside me and punched outward in every direction, through every limb. I bucked my hips and dashed my hot slit all over Keira’s face, coating her in my juices as if cleansing her, and she followed with her tongue to catch every flavor, every scent I had to offer her.
With a long, high moan, I arched upward, presenting my body to the sky. Finally, the waves of ecstasy washed away from me and I collapsed back against the pantry again.
Keira followed, keeping her perfect mouth on me. She flicked her tongue across my lips and my clit, stopping to kiss them tenderly, like her mouth and my pussy were on a first date or something. Which I guess, technically, they kind of were.
“My god, Keira. That was the most… amazing experience of my life.”
She kissed my inner thigh as she smiled up at me. “For me, too.”
“Oh, come now. You must have done that with a hundred girls.”
“Nope. Only a few.” She ran the face of her tongue all the way up from my knee to my pussy, slow as syrup, and holding my gaze every moment of the way. “And every time, all I could think about was you.”
“Oh, phooey.”
“Take off your robe.”
“What? Why?”
This time she bit me, electrifying the tender spot between the top of my thigh and the edge of my lips. “Baby, you didn’t think that was it, did you?”
“I, um…”
“I’m just getting warmed up. Wait until I get my fingers and teeth really going.”
Keira slowly got back to her feet, giving me another view of every soft, feminine inch of her body as she did so. The sweet, girlish pink of her mouth, glistening and wet with my juices. Her perky nipples only a shade or two darker. The smooth roundness of her belly and hips, and the tiny patch of blonde hair she kept on her pussy.
I knew I was straight. I’d never had any leanings toward girls. Yet I wanted nothing at that moment except to touch my best friend, anywhere and everywhere she’d let me.
Keira speared her fingers into my hair and moved closer. “Look at me, baby.”
“I am.” Every sexy inch of you.
“I mean in my eyes.”
That seemed even more confronting now than it had when she was down between my legs. Even so, I found the courage to do it.
“Remember, baby. I told you don’t have to do anything here today. You can just take everything I give you, and it’s all good.”
“Uh-huh.”
“But you know…if you want to, there’s no fucking way I’d stop you. I’m just floating that out there.”
The idea of doing even a tiny bit of what she’d just done to me, sent me half-crazed with both fear and desire. The air around us filled with the musky scent of arousal, and I could tell instinctively it wasn’t only mine.
Keira still had her fingers in my hair, and she bent my face toward her. She took my mouth with hers, caressing my lips and tongue with a gentleness that seemed at odds with the ravenous way she’d eaten my pussy only minutes before.
And that was another thing. I’d had my pussy eaten plenty of times, but I’d never kissed the mouth that did it. Keira was steadily breaking through my self-imposed barriers, and all it did was make me question exactly where I would draw the line.
If I would draw one at all.
My first kiss with a girl was also my first taste of pussy. My own, in this case, but it was still a deliciously dirty feeling.
Keira released my mouth and laid a trail of soft kisses up to my ear. Her hot breath gushed against my skin as she spoke to me in a murmur even quieter than a whisper would be.
“Take me upstairs.” She kissed my neck and came back up to bite my earlobe. “Please?” To ram home the point, she ground her thigh against my pussy, igniting fresh sparkles of pleasure.
“I…I don’t know.”
The truth was, I was overwhelmed. The way she’d devoured my pussy, and brought me to climax so quickly, felt like some kind of treachery. Not just to my husband, but to my self-image.
Keira kissed her way down my chest, and took my nipple in her mouth. She slowly worked her boots off, one at a time, then brought her mouth up to my ear again.
“Now I’m all yours.”
My head was light but I didn’t think it was dizziness. I had to make some kind of decision now. Did I push her away and probably ruin our friendship forever? Or did I do as she asked and take her upstairs? Maybe experience the greatest sexual ecstasy of my life?
Is that even a question?
“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” I took her hands and dragged her up to the spare bedroom. The moment we got inside I closed the door, as if there was a chance we’d be interrupted. When I turned around, Keira was right there in front of me, so close I jumped.
She put her hands either side of my head. “If we’re doing this, then we’re doing it properly.”
“Wh–what do you mean?”
“I mean the works. Taking our time, exploring everything we can. No limits.”
Before I could say a word, she took my lips in hers again, a kiss soft and tender, which rapidly grew in heat, until she was working my mouth over like she’d done with my pussy before.
I’d been kissed beautifully by many men, but never had it been so perfect.
And damn me if I didn’t respond with just as much fire, pressing forward, driving my tongue into her sweet mouth and moaning with the ferocity of the desire she’d awoken. A desire I was in no condition to resist.
I grabbed Keira’s hair and pulled it gently, just enough that I could back her toward the bed. She grabbed my ass through my flimsy robe and squeezed my soft flesh.
We reached the edge of the bed and she fell on it, pulling out of my grip and landing on her back. She reached both hands up toward me.
“Please, Natalie. Let me see you. All of you.”
I trembled with need as I worked my robe open. I got changed at the gym all the time, and it was nothing to be naked in front of strangers. In front of my best friend, though? Yeah, not the same thing.
Plus, none of my fellow gym-goers ever looked at me the way Keira was. Like I was the most perfect treat she’d ever seen.
I eased the silk robe down my arms and let it fall to the floor, watching Keira’s eyes as she studied every movement.
As desperate as I felt for her, I had to move slowly. Pausing like this, taking it slow, was nothing more than a way to catch my breath. I still had to process what she’d said. No limits? What more could there be than what she’d already done?
Keira sat up and scooted over to me. She put her hands on my hips, looking up at me, drowning me in those beautiful eyes.
She slid forward off the bed and came down onto her knees, like she had in the kitchen. Before I’d even caught my breath, she’d slammed her hot mouth into my wanton pussy, hauling my lips into her mouth and sending crackling waves of bliss deep into my core.
“No…” I leaned on Keira’s shoulders and fought for words. “Bed.”
She pulled away from me for a second and I moved to get on the bed. Before I’d even taken a step, Keira dove back in for another wet kiss, and a quick trip around my clit with the tip of her tongue.
“Oh, god, stop that…”
“Mmm… don’t wanna.”
As she lapped at my pussy, she slapped my ass, hard enough to really sting. Charlie had never spanked me at all, nor had any other man. Kee just busted through another little barrier of mine.
Suddenly, she dragged me forward, landing me face down on the bed. I rolled over, expecting her to dive at me, but she was simply standing there, gazing at me.
I was completely vulnerable at that moment, yet all I felt was a rush of power and lust. Keira gazed at me like I was her drug of choice. Like she’d die without me. It had been a long time since Charlie looked at me with that kind of passion. 
The fact she was my best friend, and a woman, no longer gave me any pause. She slowly crawled onto the bed, coming up to meet my mouth with hers, and I relished the freshness of my arousal as I drank it from her lips.
This time, there was no surprise or shock on my part. This time, I understood her, and myself. And more than ever, this time I wanted control.
I took hold of her silken hair and drew her head to the side, rolling her over onto her back. As I came up over the top of her, Keira drew her legs wide apart and all I could focus on was that glistening split between them.
My mind clouded over with the confusing need to touch her everywhere, all at once. I pressed my body down on hers, my breasts skimming her velvet skin as I came up to kiss her again. It felt entirely natural resting my weight on her, mouth to mouth, breasts to breasts… cunt to cunt.
As I bit into her tongue, I mashed my pussy against hers, and we moaned in harmony. It was sweet enough but it was never going to get me off. I slid my leg up and over her hip, rolling my cunt around so I could grind my clit over her bone.
It was better, but it was still only a way-station. Nothing could compare to the feeling of Keira’s mouth suckling at my cunt.
My best friend drove her hand into my hair and pulled, dragging my mouth off hers and running her tongue up the length of my throat. We rolled our hips in perfect harmony, tiny thrusts and circles that fired warning shots from my clit into my belly. She kept pulling and I rose with it, and she grabbed my breast.
“Fuck, you’re beautiful, Natalie.”
She’d barely finished before she plunged her face into my soft flesh and sucked my nipple deep into her mouth. With her teeth and tongue, she awoke fiery new sensations of pleasure. I speared my fingers into her lush hair and squeezed, pushing my boobs into her face hard enough to suffocate her, all the while grinding my cunt over hers. She took her hand off my breast and ran her nails down my back until she could cup my ass.
Keira ground her soft, perfect mouth all over my tits, humming her delight deep into my flesh. Oh, god, it was as if she knew exactly what I wanted, and exactly when I wanted it. She pulled my hair and squeezed my ass and let her hands roam every inch of my skin, the way Charlie used to, back when he enjoyed sex.
She glided her hand down the crease of my ass and it made my belly tighten. I’d never let anyone go there before, not even Charlie. Yet the softness of her touch put me instantly at ease, and my voice went a little higher with delight.
Keira pulled her mouth away and bit my neck before speaking. “Please, baby. Let me taste you again.”
“No. Me first.” My reply seemed to shock her almost as much as it shocked me.
“What do you…?”
I ran my tongue down her beautiful throat and took her sweet pink nipple between my teeth. It all felt so natural, as if I’d done it a thousand times. Keira moaned and arched her back, putting her hand around the back of my head.
While I nipped and sucked at her, I worked my knee up into the wet heat of her cunt and pushed hard against it.
“Oh, fuck… you’re a damn tease, baby.”
“Is it…good?” I was simply doing whatever I thought I’d like in her position.
“It’s amazing. Please… don’t stop.”
I took a breath as I readied myself for where I was going, then bit her nipple one more time. Gradually, I ran my lips down her soft belly until I reached her navel. “Really? Don’t stop? Because if my knee stays where it is, then I can’t put… anything else there.”
“Oh, god…”
“You don’t want it?”
She swallowed heavily and glanced down at me. “I couldn’t possibly want anything more. But I’ve never…”
“Never what?”
“I’ve only ever eaten girls out. I’ve never let one do me.” She swallowed and looked deeply into my eyes. “I always wanted you to be my first.”
My belly tightened as I suddenly realized how special that made me feel. I glided lower until her tiny patch of blonde hair tickled at my lips, and I waited for her to tell me to stop. But she never did.
The rich scent of her pussy filled my senses, and a voice inside me demanded that I put my mouth on her. I gently took her tiny bush between my teeth and pulled, forcing a hissing breath into her lungs.
Despite my heated desire to taste her, to put my tongue inside her spicy cunt, I was still nervous as hell. This wasn’t something I’d ever pictured doing, and it was kind of scary.
There was still a chance this could end our friendship. What if fucking each other became too intense? Worse still, what if I sucked at eating pussy and she never wanted to see me again?
I blew a hot, open-mouthed breath across her tender wet lips and then sucked on the ridiculously soft skin of her inner thigh.
“Oh, god, you really are a fucking tease.”
“Mm. Just… give me a moment?”
“Natalie, you don’t have to—”
I didn’t want her to finish that sentence, so I silenced her by gliding my tongue all the way up the rippled opening of her pussy. She tasted sharp and salty, and it took me a moment to get my head around what I was doing. And then, the perfection of it all washed over me. I had the taste of my best friend’s beautiful fresh cunt filling my mouth, and I had the power to please her the way she’d pleased me.
Keira reached down and worked her fingers into my hair. She flashed her eyes at me in wonder, and my heart filled with heat and desire, knowing I was the first woman she’d let come down here.
And clearly, for a first-timer, I was doing all right. Keira fisted my hair and drove her delicious pussy against my mouth time and time again. She arched her back and closed her eyes, using feel alone to guide my tongue where she needed it.
I tucked her clit tightly into my mouth, and sucked it as hard as I dared. With my hunger growing fiercer every second, I scratched at her skin with my short nails. Her inner thighs, her belly, her breasts. Anything I could reach.
The tingle between my own thighs grew stronger, sharper, and much harder to ignore. God, what I wouldn’t give to have her mouth on me again, sucking me, licking me, biting me.
“Please, Natalie,” Keira rasped. “You have to let me eat you again.”
I wanted it so fucking much. But I owed her at least one climax in return for all she’d given me.
“Not until you cum in my mouth.”
“Oh, fucking dirty bitch…yesss…″
And just like that, I’d done it. She slammed her hips toward the ceiling and mashed her sweet cunt against my face. I opened my mouth wide, and lathered her with my tongue, hauling in every scent and flavor she had.
Even though Keira was still panting and moaning with the final throes of her climax, I was desperate. The needy bite of anticipation in my pussy was stronger than my will. I climbed up and swung around above Keira, pressing my wet cunt to her pretty mouth and grinding against her.
She opened wide and drove her slick tongue up and down the length of my slit while I fell back down and simply devoured the softness of her pussy. I swore I could never get enough of this.
The waves of pleasure she awoke with her mouth were amazing, but it was the way she tasted and felt against my lips, tongue and fingers which made it a truly transcendent experience.
Keira dragged down on my hips, pressing her chin right into my clit as she explored my wanton slit with her tongue.
She pulled away for a second, and I heard the slurping sound of her sucking on her finger. A moment later she pressed the wet tip of it to my ass hole and I tightened up inside.
Of course, I’d already gone through so many personal milestones in the past twenty-four hours. So why the hell would I draw the line at anal?
The easy answer, I soon found out was, I wouldn’t. Especially when the idea was so fucking hot, and the feel of her finger pressing against my hole was simply amazing. I hummed against Keira’s pretty cunt, hoping it was enough of a signal.
She pushed firmly against me, gliding the tip of her finger into my ass. And oh my god, where the hell had it been all my life? I pulled my mouth from her pussy and sucked in a long breath as she worked me over, front and back, like her life depended on it.
Push after push of pleasure, lap after lap of ecstasy. The sweet sounds of her moaning were heavenly, second only to the fucking awesome vibrations they created against my sensitive skin.
I sank my teeth into her beautiful thigh and laid a trail of nips downward until I had her tangy cunt back in my mouth. Following her lead, I coated my finger with spit and juices and worked it inside her ass. Just for good measure, I slid a finger from my other hand inside her pussy, hooking to press the sweet spot inside her.
Keira bucked and rolled and we both ended up on our sides, our faces and fingers still embedded in each other, deep as tattoos. And in the most perfect moment of my life, I felt another climax awakening inside me, just as Keira tightened up around my fingers. She was close, maybe even as close as I was.
My entire body went stiff, and the pressure in my belly swelled and tightened. The tension grew and then burst into a million flares of delight, flying through me at the speed of sound. Keira slammed her thighs together around my head, muffling all sound, including the long, high moan of release that came pouring from her body.
For who know how long, we stayed in place, lightly stroking each other’s body, kissing whatever we felt like kissing. Eventually I rolled loose from her tender embrace, but only so I could climb up and wrap myself around her. She entwined her gorgeous legs with mine and rested her head in against my tits.
The sweaty, beautiful sex really caught up with me at that moment, and I found myself drifting into the most blissful and relaxed state I’d felt for months.
I felt Keira disentangle from me, and vaguely heard her walking downstairs. But it was only when she shook me awake that I even knew I’d slept. She stood above me, her coat back on.
“Uhh, what time is it, Kee?”
“Almost 1pm. How’re you feeling?”
“Mm,” I moaned, stretching like a cat. “Absolutely incredible.”
“I hoped you’d say that. It was a little scary, wondering if you’d hate me now.”
I pulled her down and kissed her, softly but deeply, and rolled myself up on top of her again. “The only way I could hate you is if you said we’d never do this again.”
“That’s the spirit, baby.” She pulled on my hair and gave me her beautiful smile. “And with that in mind…you wanna come with me to a club?”
“What, now? What clubs are open in the middle of a Saturday?” When I caught her devious smile, I had no doubt she was planning to shake my world even harder than she already had. “What are you up to, Keira Sterling?”
 “It’s a swingers’ club.”
“Oh, I couldn’t do that. I’m married.″
“A lot of the folks there are. That’s a big part of what makes it swinging.”
I couldn’t deny the appeal. Even if I just went there to watch, and maybe mess around a little more with my best friend. “But…what would I tell Charlie?”
“Tell him you’ll be there in half an hour.”
Keira pulled her cell phone out and showed me the screen. It was a photo of Brett, sitting on a sofa, with bunches of nearly-naked people over behind him. And right there, beside him, wearing a huge smile that looked like relief…was my husband.
I glanced from the phone to Keira, ready to ask a thousand questions, but unable to put them in order. I wanted to be upset with Charlie, but it wasn’t like I had any moral high ground here. Not with the taste of Keira’s pussy still rich on my tongue.
“What do you say, baby?” Keira asked.
The tingle inside me grew strong again, and I knew it was excitement mixed with delicious fear.
“I say what are we waiting for?”

      ***






  
  Kiss Her Better


Coming to college had been my dream since junior high. This college in particular had been my number one goal. The biggest stumbling block was that my bitch of a stepsister had been going here for a year, now. Even though we could almost pass for blood sisters, it always felt like she was everything I was not. 
And then there was the fuckening. When she’d torn my heart out and danced the hornpipe on it. In stilettos.
Still, I figured campus was big enough that there was next to no chance I’d even see that boyfriend-stealing slut, Danielle.
It turned out, that was a vain hope.
“Cyndi!”
I winced with emotional pain the moment I heard her calling out my name from a hundred feet away.
Fuck. A quick glance showed me she was in her body-hugging running gear. I’d been silly enough to wear heels today, but my dorm was close enough that I figured I could pretend I hadn’t heard her, and scoot away as quickly as possible.
Of course, I hadn’t factored in her long, perfect legs, and her status as a track star. I’d barely gone ten feet  before I heard her again, and this time, so much closer to me.
I turned a corner and flat out sprinted for my life—or at least, that’s how it felt. My stupid, beautiful heels were less than useless, but I couldn’t afford to stop and take them off. If I had to face that harlot I didn’t know what I’d do.
“Cyndi. Wait for me, please?”
Ah, shit. She was right behind me. No way I could ignore her anymore, so I spun around and tried to fire lasers from my eyes. It failed miserably, like every other time. I’d been desperately honing that non-existent skill since the moment she stole Tom away from me.
Up until that fateful, horrible moment, we’d been more like best friends than stepsisters, even though she’d always made me feel like the ugly duckling.
Never on purpose, if I was being fair. Danielle had always been more than complimentary about my looks and talents. It’s just that her perfect body, her perfect face, and her high grades had me looking up to her from the moment I met her.
Add into that her ridiculously good athletic ability, and it seemed there was nothing I could do to compete with her.
“What do you want, Danielle?” I spat the words out as tightly as I could.
She held up her hands, her face a mask of concern. “I just want to talk. I haven’t seen you for a year and a half. You never let me explain.”
Now I just wanted to slap her silly. “Explain? What explanation could there be? I was in love with Tom Nicholls. You stole him from me.”
“I did no such thing.”
“Oh, really? Then I must have another bitch of a stepsister who looks just like you. Maybe she was the one with her tongue down Tom’s throat.”
I spun around and marched my angry little butt away, managing not to stumble too hard in my stupid shoes. My room was so close I could almost taste it. If I could just get away from Miss fucking Perfect maybe the day would improve.
I hadn’t taken three steps before she was right beside me again. “No, Cyndi. It was me. But you haven’t ever let me tell you my side.”
“Your side? More like your back. As in, what Tom threw you down on so he could fuck you silly.” Okay, that was a pretty lame attempt at smack-talk, but I was still in a huffy rage.
I finally arrived at my room, and fumbled with the keys in my shaking hands. Danielle just stood there, arms crossed, hip kinked out to the side. Like she was waiting to come in with me.
Well, screw that.
I pulled open the door and rushed in. Before I could get the thing closed again, Danielle pushed on it and I stumbled backward, landing on my ass, my knee-length skirt flying up around my waist. Thank fuck I’d worn panties today.
“What the fuck? Oh, please, come in, bitch.”
She kicked the door closed and locked it. When she turned back she looked fiercely angry. Her brown eyes darkened almost to black, and her perfect lips were clenched together like she was cracking nuts. Maybe I should go get Tom Nicholls and she could start with his.
“Okay,” she said. “Now I have your undivided attention, you can get the full story.”
“Fine. Go on with your slutty lies.”
She crossed her arms, pressing her impossibly-perfect boobs together in her skimpy crop top. “Tom Nicholls. Nice-looking boy, apart from that stupid fringe. Real sweet, used to help kittens cross the road and rescued old ladies from trees. Right?”
“He was a really nice guy. And I remember, you were against him right from the start, trying to keep me away from him. He might have been my soul mate, you know?”
Danielle leaned back on the door. “Cyn, he was a jerk. I’m sorry, but he really was. A tall, handsome douche. You could only ever see the idealized version, through your smitten little eyes.”
I scrambled back to my feet, ready to pounce on her if I needed to. “I didn’t get the chance to really know him. You draped your perfect body all over his and I never stood a chance. Me with my nerdy art stuff and my thrift store clothes.”
She shook her head and pursed her lips again. “Is that really what you think?”
“Which part?”
“All of it. You really think I wanted him to cheat on you?” She stood tall again. “You think I…I enjoyed kissing him?”
“Of course you would have. He was the best kisser. I mean, why else would you have lured him away from me?”
“Only to show you how easily it could be done. So you could see that, as much as you worshipped him, he really didn’t care for you at all.”
“Oh, that’s so fucking sweet of you. Because I was feeling so damn good about myself already.”
“You should. You’re creative, intelligent, loyal. You see the best in people, even when you shouldn’t.” She stepped forward and I tensed up. “I wish you’d see the best in me again. I miss it so much.” Danielle kinked her head to the side. “And don’t get me started on your looks, honey.”
“Leave my looks out of it. I can’t help those.”
“You shouldn’t. You’re stunning.”
“Yeah, well, Tom didn’t think so.”
She sighed and looked off into space. “I keep telling you, Tom was an idiot. If he couldn’t see what a goddess you are—”
“Fuck off. You lie all the time. Why would I believe you now?” I thought I should probably be crying at this point, scratching at all these old wounds. It was a little weird that I couldn’t feel a single tear welling.
“I’ve never lied to you, Cyn.”
“Whatever. All I know is, if you hadn’t been all sexy around Tom, he would never have cheated on me.”
“Oh, come on, sis!”
I blinked in surprise, trying to remember the last time she’d called me that.
“W–what?”
“Do the math, honey. I warned you he was no good, and you wouldn’t listen. He’d already been cheating on you.” She sat beside me on the bed, but I turned myself away from her. “I just made sure he did it publicly. Where you could see it.”
My belly iced up, in fear that she might be right. I mean, it all made a certain kind of sense. Plenty of girls had been after Tom before I snagged him. He’d blown me off a bunch of times, and I’d never been brave enough to question him. Damn.
“But...” I was lost for words. If she really was telling the truth, then I’d been angry at the wrong person all this time.
“I think the police call it entrapment.”
“Huh?”
“What I did to Tom. Luring him out of his sheep’s clothing. And I hate that it hurt you, but I honestly believe it would have hurt you more if you’d found months down the track. And you would’ve found out. He really wasn’t smart enough to hide it much longer.”
I gave her an exaggerated shrug. There were no words I could come up with that would help.
Danielle gently rested her hand on my shoulder. “What I hate most, though, is that it cost me my friendship with you, Cyn. I can’t tell you how much I’ve missed you. There are no words for a feeling that big.”
Dammit. I couldn’t let her back in. Not this quickly and easily. Because for fuck’s sake, that’s what had hurt me more than anything. I’d always focused on losing Tom. But the true heart of my pain had been losing Danielle.
Perhaps emboldened by the fact I’d stopped yelling bitchy shit at her, Danielle stroked her fingers through my hair. The way she used to at night when we shared a room and would talk about life.
I closed my eyes and let the moment soak in. The bed shifted a little beneath me and I felt the heat of Danielle’s breath against my neck.
“I wish I’d been more honest.”
“Hmm?”
“The Tom thing. I wish I’d been more honest about my reasons, but they scared me. And made me crazy, and jealous. But mostly I was just scared.”
“Of what? Of me?”
“Of how I felt about you. How much I loved you. And still do.”
I had to swallow a little rock of emotion that lodged in my throat. “H–how did you ever think kissing my boyfriend would show me that you loved me? That’s not what sisters do, Danielle.”
“Remember I said about being crazy and jealous? But like I say, I know now I should have handled it differently.”
“How? How should you have handled it?” My voice sounded as if it came from the bottom of a dark well.
“I guess…” She swept my hair over to one side of my head. “I guess maybe…something like this.”
My stepsister pressed her soft lips to the side of my throat. It was so gentle I swore it was a butterfly landing, but it still got all the hair on my neck standing to attention.
I shot my eyes open in shock. “Wait…you mean you…love me, love me?”
“Mm-hmm…” She hummed out her answer, as she gradually kissed higher and higher. I barely thought about what I was doing, as I slid my hand up into her hair.
“I–I thought you meant…mmm…like a sis—a sister…” Why the hell was it so hard to talk? To concentrate? Why did it feel so nice, having my stepsister’s lips pressed to me like that?
Tingles spread up to my scalp, and down my back. I had to remind myself who this was, and what she’d done. But all I could focus on was the heat of her mouth, and the rapid pulsing of her breath against me.
The only thing I was certain of was that this shouldn’t happen. And it definitely shouldn’t be causing me such body-wide tingles of anticipation.
The moment Danielle took her mouth off me, I stood on trembling legs and walked across the tiny room to my desk. I leaned heavily on the back of the chair, holding myself up and remaining determined not to look at my stepsister.
“Are you okay, Cyn?”
“I don’t really know.”
“Would you look at me?”
“Not sure I should.”
My bed creaked a tiny bit as she stood. The light thudding of her footsteps sounded and then she was right behind me.
“Cyn?”
I closed my eyes and deflated with a long sigh. When I turned around I kept my eyes lowered, which only meant I was staring at her perfect tits.
Danielle bridged the gap between us, reaching over to hold me by the shoulders. “I’m sorry if I freaked you out.”
“S–so…you’re gay?”
“So, so gay. That was one of the things I’d been planning to tell you before…the Tom thing. And I’ve wanted to tell you ever since. If only you’d let me.”
Confusion got the better of me, and I raised my face until I could lock eyes with her. God, from across the room, or across the quad, she was so fucking beautiful. Up close, she was sheer perfection. The bitch.
I swallowed my jealousy and kinked my head to the side. “So why would you kiss Tom if you’re a lesbian?”
“I told you why. For you.”
“But…”
She gave me a lop-sided grin and bopped my nose with her finger. “And I gave up my gold star too, sister. I wish you’d at least appreciate that.”
“What does that mean? Your gold star?”
“A gold star lesbian, sweetie, is one who’s never had any kind of sexual contact with a man.” She mimed a shudder. “Now I’m tainted goods.”
I couldn’t shift the frown off my face. Shame and embarrassment ran through me. “I’m so sorry, Dani. God, I should have trusted you. You’re my stepsister.”
“You thought you were in love, honey. And I knew I was. It makes us fucking crazy, at times.”
“But you were my best friend as well. Why didn’t I trust you?”
“Neither of us was thinking with our head. But I think maybe I just…figured you’d forgive me for smooching your boy, when you realized what a tool he was.”
I sat back on my desk and took Danielle’s hands, squeezing them lightly.
She stepped in closer, until she was all I could see. The heat of her body radiated against me as she gazed down into my eyes. “At least, I figured it was safer than telling you how fucking much I wanted you. In that way.”
“We shared a room. Hell, I sometimes thought we shared a brain. How did I not see this in you?”
She shook her head slowly, a tiny grin teasing across her lips. “I knew from the age of 10 I was a lesbian. Before I’d even learned the word. But I hid it as best I could, just out of pure jealousy.”
“You were jealous…of me?″
“Of course not, sweetie. Of Tom. You remember how many times you bored me to death in our bedroom? Raving about how he’s the greatest kisser ever?”
“I wouldn’t say raving—″
“I was getting ready to poke my eardrums out.” She pressed her palms to my cheeks, cradling my head. “But that’s not the point. I was fucking jealous that Tom got to kiss you…and I didn’t.”
Danielle leaned closer, planting her hot mouth on my forehead. I closed my eyes, understanding exactly where she was going with this…and unsure how I felt about it.
She trailed her lips out to my cheek and pressed a lingering kiss there. When she spoke again she was so close to my ear it was as if she was my conscience.
“Especially when I knew—I absolutely knew for certain—I could kiss you so much better than he ever would.”
She glided her leg forward, between my thighs, as she traced my lips with hers. It was nothing. Just the silky touch of gossamer, skimming the surface of my skin.
So why the hell did it have my tummy in knots, and my pussy tingling with such a potent need?
With my eyes still closed, I sighed out the only response I could think of. “You sure talk a big game…sis.”
I knew what I’d just invited her to do. I’d practically dared her to prove it. What I wasn’t sure about was exactly why.
As my stepsister took my mouth in a gentle kiss, all I could think about was how I’m not a lesbian. As she pressed more firmly, inviting me to part my lips to her, I remembered how I’d never even thought about exploring women.
And as she glided her silken tongue into my open mouth, I understood that she was so fucking right. Not only had I never been kissed like this by Tom…I’d never been kissed so beautifully, ever.
Danielle squeezed tighter on the sides of my face, angling my head back as she moaned with pleasure into my mouth. I grasped her hips, searching for some way to ground myself, and she took it as an invitation, bumping my thighs further apart to ease herself fully between them.
She hummed deeply into my mouth as we entwined our tongues in an erotic ballet. I had my back arched, pressing my body against hers, as if trying to merge with her.
Danielle slipped one hand down to my neck and scratched lightly at my skin. She plunged the other hand down to my ass and gripped it, pulling me forward and grinding her hip in against my pussy.
I yelped with the sudden pressure on my clit, thankful that I at least had a few layers of fabric shielding me. Danielle pulled her mouth away from mine and nipped at my throat, her breath racing like she was running the 5,000 meters.
“Dani…oh, fuck…”
“I missed you so fucking much, Cyn.”
There was a heavy trembling in her voice that told me she might be close to tears. I didn’t want to know yet if that was true, so I closed my eyes and simply soaked up the heat of her kisses.
Kisses which were growing wilder and hotter by the second. Not to mention lower.
Danielle brought her hand down from my neck and grabbed my breast through my blouse. She squeezed it lightly, coming inward to tweak my nipple, and I gasped with pleasure.
She eased her mouth up the other side of my neck, her kisses turning into sweet, sharp bites. I still had my hands on her hips, squeezing and pulling, dragging her against myself.
“God, you smell so nice, Cyn.”
“Mm…”
My stepsister slid her lower hand inside the back of my skirt, scratching her fingers down into my panties.
“And you feel even better.”
This was so fucking wrong. There was absolutely no way I could let it continue. So why exactly had I slid my hands up and hooked them over her shoulders? Why had I put my legs around her waist and hooked my ankles together?
Maybe because I’d never been so fucking turned on in all my life. Dani was right about Tom. He was quite tall, and very handsome, but he’d never treated me with respect. And when he’d kissed me, it had been all about conquest.
The way Dani kissed me was much more about exploration. It made me think of before, when we shared everything—including a mind, sometimes. The softness of her mouth, and her hands, and her skin, were so familiar to me, it was almost like I was kissing myself.
She broke through my thoughts, tearing my blouse open without mercy. The shriek of fabric was followed by the clickety-click of buttons landing around the room.
“Hey,” I said, before she melded her sweet mouth to mine again and stole my words and my breath. Dani ground herself against my pussy as she worked the shoulder straps of my bra down.
She slid her mouth down to my chin and kept on going, down the center of my throat. Before I knew it, her hot breath was pumping into my cleavage, as she pushed my tits together.
“Oh, god, Cyn. You’re fucking perfect.”
She nipped at the plump bodies of my breasts as she slid her hands around back. With an expert touch, she unclasped the bra and worked it off me, tossing it away.
It was hardly the first time she’d seen my tits. When we’d shared a room, it had been clothing-optional a lot of the time. I’d thought nothing of it at the time, since I had no clue my stepsister was a lesbian, back then.
Knowing the truth now made this moment so much more powerful. My breath trembled as she stroked her long fingers down the sides of my boobs, her eyes flashing from one point to another, like she was committing them to memory. 
 Dani glanced her thumbs across my stiff, chocolate-brown nipples, and my breath caught in my throat. I bit into my lip, as she moaned with obvious pleasure.
But when she came down to kiss them, I couldn’t contain my gasp.
My stepsister pressed her mouth to the center of my chest, stroking my boobs lightly with her fingernails.
“Cyn, I can’t tell you…” She trailed her tongue downward, then left a trail of wet kisses as she moved to the side. ”…how long I’ve wanted to do this.”
I slid my hand into her hair just as she took my nipple into the fierce heat of her mouth. The pure bliss of the sensation fired bolts of electricity through me, and I arched my back so hard I hit the wall with my head.
“Mm,” Dani said. “I think we should shift this to the bed, Cyn.”
Before I could respond, she stood and scooped my legs up. I threw my arms around her neck and she lifted me, stumbling the few steps back across the room and landing me on my bed.
Dani stood and stripped off her running gear. She’d always had beautiful muscle tone, but in the time since I’d seen her, she’d obviously trained really hard. The lean definition of her arms was a thing of beauty, but her washboard tummy was amazing.
And then I noticed she had that V that so many athletes had. The one that drew the eye straight down to the naughtiest parts of a body. In her case, waxed bare and glistening wet.
“Fuck, Dani. You’re gorgeous.” My jealousy had somehow become a form of hero worship.
“And so are you, Cyn.” She stepped right up to me, gazing down into my eyes. “I can’t wait to see the rest of you.”
As she teased her fingers into my hair, I realized my face was level with her naked pussy. I swallowed my tension, hoping my fear wasn’t written blatantly across my face. Clearly, that was a vain hope.
Dani smiled down at me. “We can go as slowly as you like. And stop anytime you want.” She bent down and kissed me again, whimpering with pleasure as she dropped to her knees. When she broke the kiss I almost collapsed from dizziness.
“Lie down, sis,” she said, her voice turning raspy with need. And the moment she said it, I felt compelled to obey.
She worked my heels off my feet, and then hooked her fingers into the top of my skirt, her nails scratching at my skin. “Oh, fuck, Cyn. I really can’t wait to see you.”
I raised my ass, and she tugged my skirt and panties down, tossing them off into the wild blue yonder somewhere.
The world stood still for me, just for a moment. My stepsister stilled, apart from the trembling that ran through her whole body.
“Cyndi…”
“Y–yes?”
Dani shook her head, her eyes wide and her mouth kinked into a dirty smile. “You are a goddess.″
I closed my eyes to better cope with the bursts of pride and pleasure running through me. Though I’d been with a few men, not one of them had ever seen me the way my stepsister clearly did.
When she glided her hand onto my thigh, I opened my eyes again. She slid higher, until she was hovering over my trimmed bush, stroking it lightly with her fingernails. Every touch sent a fresh burst of pleasure through my core, and made me jerk randomly in reaction.
For a moment, Dani seemed to be under a spell. Finally, she shook her head and found her focus, crawling up onto the bed over the top of me.
My stepsister collapsed, landing her hot mouth on mine, and plundering me with her tongue. Instinct took over for me and I swept my hand down her back until I could cup her tight, hard ass.
Dani moaned against my tongue as I squeezed her pert flesh. She ground her muscular thigh into my pussy, and I squealed with pleasure as I parted my legs.
She pulled her lips off mine with a deliciously sticky sound, gliding her finger into my mouth instead. I suckled on it as she kissed her way south.
When Dani took my nipple in her mouth again, I jolted at the sensation and bit down on her finger. She returned serve, digging her teeth into my bud and bringing the hair on my neck to life.
With her finger in my mouth, her lips on my breast and her knee against my slit, I felt overloaded, but in the most wonderful way. She licked a wet trail across to my other nipple and pulled it into her mouth, sucking hard on me and sending rich spikes of pleasure through my body.
Dani flicked my bud with her agile tongue, pulling her finger free of my mouth’s grip to knead my boobs firmly. I’d always liked breast play, but nobody had ever done it right for me before.
When she glided her tongue down the center of my belly, I bit my bottom lip with anticipation. For a few seconds, I closed my eyes and caught my breath. But the temptation to look was far too great.
I gazed down at Dani’s gorgeous brown eyes, as she looked up at me. I couldn’t see her mouth past the swell of my boobs, but the crinkling in the corners of her eyes told me she had that beautiful smile shining out.
“Are you ready, sis?”
“Um…”
She took a breath in and closed her eyes, crinkling her brow slightly. “God, you smell good. Good and ready.”
Dani bowed her head and planted her mouth on my mound, flicking the short hairs with her tongue as her hot breath washed over me. My breath took on a life of its own, riding raggedly in and out of my chest as I put my hands on hers.
She slid her mouth out to the side and sucked on the silky skin of my upper thigh. I let out a guttural, coughing moan of need, and she sank her teeth into me, pulling back and stretching my soft flesh.
“Bitch…” I whispered, and pressed her hands harder against my tits. “Do it again.”
She switched sides and painted random shapes on my skin with the tip of her tongue. I caught my own scent for the first time, and it sent me just a little loco with need.
“God, Dani…you’re such a fucking tease…”
The words had no sooner left my mouth than my stepsister ran that beautiful tongue up the length of my soaking wet slit, sending a sweet glissando of pleasure up into my belly.
With a tiny flick of my clit, she raised her head, eyes closed, and savored the taste of me for a few seconds. That little crease in her forehead grew to a full frown, as she let out a long, low moan. Then she opened her eyes and shot me through the heart with them.
“Cyn, you taste like fucking heaven.”
While I tried to get a handle on the pure hunger in her voice, Dani curled her top lip into a fearsome snarling shape, and dived back down on me.
My stepsister pulled her hands out from under mine, and hooked them around my thighs. She tugged at me, driving my cunt against her mouth as she moaned and growled with the efforts of devouring me.
Every stroke of her tongue, every press of her chin, drove me higher and wilder, bursts of bliss popping in my core, in my chest, and in my mind. I pinched my nipples as Dani scratched my inner thighs, plunging her tongue deep inside me as she made circles with her face.
There wasn’t a pore of my pussy she didn’t reach with her tongue, her teeth, her nose and chin, her goddamn cheekbones. When she latched her teeth onto my clit and squeezed, her whole face glistened with the dirty cocktail of her spit and my arousal. Her breath raged and pulsed, and she looked for all the world like she was in the middle of a race, coated with sweat and determined to finish.
The instant she drove two fingers up inside me, though, I was the one finishing. I hooked my fingers into her hair and made hard fists, pumping my wet cunt against her beautiful face as an enormous climax pummeled me, inside and out.
I let out a high wailing sound of bliss, going on and on until my lungs were completely drained. It felt as if I would simply collapse in on myself at that point; as if she’d drained me of all substance.
Then, survival instinct took over and I hauled in a long, ragged breath, still fisting my stepsister’s hair like crazy.
Dani kept lapping away at me, drinking in my juices and sinking lower. She pressed her thumb to my clit as she delved her tongue down, flicking at my ass hole.
“Hey, uh…” I’d never been touched back there. That kind of thing was…was…oh, god, it was fucking amazing.
The room seemed to spin as Dani pleasured me, front and back, the pressure building inside me again despite the enormous climax I’d just had. She beat my clit to a pulp with the knuckle of her thumb, as she ran rings around my ass with that wicked tongue.
“Please, Dani…uhh…” I wanted to give her as much pleasure as she’d given me. To taste the pretty plump lips between her legs. But the bitch had stolen the power of speech from me.
Finally, she relented, drawing her head up from between my legs. She came forward until her face was right above mine, then rolled onto her back.
“Bring that sweet pussy up here, Cyn. Ride my face.”
“But…it’s my turn to…y’know…”
She gave me that sinful smile again, her face still coated with the syrup of sex. “Trust me.”
On an impulse, I leaned over and took her mouth in a fiery kiss, desperate to taste myself on her. And honestly, desperate to taste her as soon as possible.
Dani devoured my tongue, her kiss growing deeper and harder with every passing second. She lapped at my cheeks and chin, and I did the same to her, drawing in as much of my own flavor as I could.
When I slipped my mouth down to her throat, Dani hummed with pleasure and scratched her nails down my back. Her voice vibrated against my lips and tongue, and I sucked on her skin, so hard I probably gave her a hickey.
I lost myself in the sheer sensual bliss of the moment, licking my way down to Dani’s breast and pulling her sweet brown bud into my mouth.
“Uhhh…Cyn…”
“Mm…”
“You’re supposed to be…ohhh…sitting on my face, sister dear.”
Somehow, calling me that just felt dirtier, naughtier, and so much fucking sexier than anything else. I bit into her stiffened nipple and she squeezed my arm.
I was so close to her perfect pussy I could smell her arousal. It was drawing me on, calling to me. Was I brave enough to do it? To go down on my stepsister?
“Cyn…please?”
The desperation in Dani’s voice cut through me, and I glanced up at her.
“Please?” she repeated. “Bring it up here. I was without you for far too long. I need to taste you again.”
I closed my eyes and laid a meandering path of wet kisses up Dani’s chest and throat, stopping for a moment to drink from her beautiful mouth.
Her sweet moans grew hungrier, and I went higher, kissing her forehead, coming up past her hair, stopping for a moment as she set upon my tits with her vigorous hands and her fervent mouth.
My chest filled with sparkles as she sucked and nipped at my boobs, and I pressed myself down harder into her.
Dani bit into my nipple so hard it hurt, and I squealed and pulled up. She frowned in mock anger.
“I told you to bring that sweet, delicious pussy of yours up here, sis.” She scooted herself down the bed. “Guess if the mound won’t come to my mouth, then my mouth must go to the mound.”
“Is that a baseball thing?”
She leaned over and bit my inner thigh, a cute smile on her lips. “No, it was fucking philosophy, bitch. Now sit on my goddam face.”
My belly tightened with excitement, and I rolled myself over onto my knees, straddling Dani. I’d barely settled in place when she slammed her mouth into my cunt and stroked me like mad with her sweet tongue.
“Fuck…” That was about the limit of my vocabulary at that moment. Dani had my clit in her mouth, my ass in her hands, and my mind in a whirl. In what seemed like seconds, she had me climbing toward another orgasm.
I seized her hair in my fists and held on tightly, grinding my hips forward and back, coating her beautiful face with my juices. When the desire became too much, I came away from her and spun, desperate to get my first taste of my stepsister’s pussy.
In one fluid motion, I planted my glistening slit back on Dani’s mouth, and fell forward. Her sweet and tangy scent filled my head in an instant, and as I gazed down at her wet pussy I wondered if I’d ever been so turned on.
Dani sliced through my thoughts, taking my clit between her teeth and pressing a finger to my ass. I hauled in a breath and arched upward for a moment, then fell forward.
I landed, open-mouthed, drinking deeply from my stepsister’s pretty cunt. She sighed as I pulled her lips apart and she squealed as I sucked her cheeky clit into my mouth.
Waves of pleasure pulsed through my body as Dani devoured me, and plunged her finger inside my back door. I was lost in the exotic thrill of eating pussy for the first time, but her reactions to every kiss, every nip, every stroke of my tongue, told me whatever I was doing was working for her.
“Cyn…that’s so fucking good…”
Her praise was as pleasurable as her mouth, and it just got me working her over even harder. I drove two fingers up inside her as I gnawed mercilessly on her clit, and she bucked like hell beneath me.
“Fuck, sis…you sure you’ve never done this before?”
I swabbed every inch of her gorgeous slit, licking my fingers as I plunged them in and out of her, getting a full-bodied taste of Dani’s spicy cunt. It was beyond perfect.
My belly tightened as she sucked my clit into the heat of her mouth and pulsed her tongue against it. I knew I was gone, over the edge, and my senses toppled off the cliff, doing wild somersaults, heading for a hot pool of sheer ecstasy.
Underneath me, my stepsister writhed and bucked and jerked with pleasure, and I realized she was right there, at that same tipping point. She’d only need the slightest push to get her tumbling into a climax of her own.
I worked a third finger inside her and she bit my bud, squealing through her juicy mouthful as our climaxes slammed head-on into each other. The earth seemed to tilt on its axis as my head filled with confetti and thumbtacks and fucking fireflies.
I lapped up every drop of sweet juice from Dani’s pretty pussy, savoring it like a fine wine. Slowly, I swam back to the surface, finding a way to draw a breath after the most enormous climax I’d ever had. 
Dani peppered my pussy and thighs with sweet, lingering kisses, and I did the same to her. I raised my ass as if to climb off her, but she swooped her arms up around my waist, and held me down.
“No, Cyn. Not yet. Just let me soak your beauty in a little longer.”
“Dani, I’m not going anywhere. Except to switch around so I can kiss you until your toes curl.”
“Ohh…well, I guess I can allow that.”
I quickly rolled around and snuggled in against her beautiful athletic body. This woman I’d forced myself to hate for far too long, and for all the wrong reasons.
As she kissed me, lightly at first, I sighed with satisfaction. When I felt tears coming from her eyes, I pulled away and dabbed at them with my thumbs.
“What’s wrong, Dani?”
“I just missed you, Cyn. I’m so glad we made up.”
“And made out.”
“And fucked like bunnies.”
I giggled like the schoolgirl I’d been when we first met, and rested my head on the softness of her breasts. As I idly traced her nipple with my fingertip, I sighed with relief and satisfaction.
“It hurt me like hell to lose you like I did, Dani. To push you away like that.”
She glanced her lips across my hair. “I’m sorry I hurt you. But I’m so fucking glad you let me kiss it better.”
My head was already half filled with sleep. I smiled and snuggled closer to her. “Better than anybody.”

      ***






  
  Share & Share Alike


I sat, dressed in only a negligee and my sheer robe, in a half-assed lotus position. Perched on the end of my bed, trying to center myself, and failing miserably. That one week of yoga I tried last year was clearly bullshit. 
Tonight, I had a stupid blind date, that I only agreed to so my best friend and housemate didn’t have to go out with the guy. We’d always said chicks before dicks, but clearly she’d thrown that little mantra out the window.
That was the thing with Kristen. She’s pretty much the most popular chick around, but not just because she’s blonde, beautiful and smart. She’s creative, and silly, and nice as pie, too.
On the flip-side, she’s so open and loose about possessions and house rules. Things that matter to me like crazy. I sometimes think I’m anal at an atomic level.
With Kristen, what’s hers is mine and what’s mine is hers. She never has a problem with people borrowing her stuff without asking. But of course, she helps herself to everything of mine as well.
Maybe it’s because she grew up wealthy, with calm sisters and sweet parents. And maybe I was so tightly clenched because I grew up with angry older brothers who had no sense of privacy, and parents who had to work so hard they never had much time for us.
I’d come to envy pretty much everything about Kristen. I mean, I knew I was cute enough, but I was practically invisible next to her radiance.
But because her looks and nature got her so much attention, it had become impossible for her to deal with it all. Every male between 16 and 60 seems to think he’s just right for her. Even the married ones.
This particular guy whose bullet I agreed to take—and hopefully that wasn’t a weird euphemism—was one of her classmates from her hospitality course. Evan. It’s not strictly a blind date, since I’ve seen him from a distance, walking with Kristen, trying desperately not to look like he was trying desperately.
Seriously, he was a nice-looking guy and all, but he became a twitching, stuttering, fidgeting mess every time my bestie came within a hundred feet of him.
Not that I was any better, to be honest. I’d accidentally grown such an enormous crush on Kristen that I’d pretty much do anything and everything she asked me to. Which is how I got into this stupid mess.
I mean, I’m not anything like gay, or even bi, but…well, Kristen is the kind of gal who’d make a dead priest hard…or a live housemate wet and horny.
As if my thinking about her worked some freaky magic, the girl herself appeared at my bedroom door.
“Gia?”
“Hmm?”
“You okay?”
I opened one eye and tried to stare her down. Of course, she was dressed only in slinky underwear and a translucent black wrap. That was pretty much her uniform at home. Yet another thing about her that I both loved and hated. The girl was so fucking self-confident.
Then again, if I had a bod like hers, I’d be posting every part of it—and I do mean every part—on social media, a hundred times a day.
“Gia?”
Fuck. I was so lost in ogling her that I forgot the question.
“Huh?”
“I asked if you’re okay.”
I let out a heavy sigh, mostly for show. The trouble was, I really didn’t want to go out tonight, and especially not with Evan. But the thought of letting this goddess down was even worse.
I had my clothes laid out, and shoes ready. I was all freshly showered and just about ready for Evan the Uneasy. Apart from my makeup kit, which seemed to have walked away on its own.
“I wouldn’t say okay, Kris. Not really.”
She came over and sat beside me, her slinky body shimmering and swaying in the most fascinating way. When she laid her head on my shoulder, it was all I could do to keep from sighing with puppy-love. Or tackling her to the bed and sliding my hand into her panties.
“I really appreciate you taking this hit for me, Gee. I have to put in some solid hours of study tonight. And Evan’s really sweet, but he’s just not my type.”
“Nor mine. Why did you even tell him I liked him?”
“He helped me with some research, and I kissed his cheek to say thanks. Next thing you know, he’s asking me out.” She put her arms around me and squeezed. “I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, and I had to think of something.”
“So you told him I was achin’ for his bacon? Gee, thanks.”
Her laughter tinkled out against my throat. “Well, it wasn’t my proudest moment, and I hate that it put you in a bind. But you know I wouldn’t set you up with a creeper, right?”
“I guess.”
“Plus, it was a way for me to let him down easy. He understood I couldn’t go out with him, no matter how much I wanted to.” She failed to stifle a giggle at that. “Because my best friend wanted him so damn much.”
“You’re such a lying cow.”
“And that’s just one of my finest qualities.”
Damn her for being so fucking adorable. I honestly don’t think there’s a single thing she could ever ask me that I’d say no to.
Reluctantly, I slid her arms off me and stood up. “Well, there’s just one problem now, Miss Kris. I can’t find my makeup kit. You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?”
She creased her brow in that cute little frown that always made me want to ease her worries in some way. Make her a nice hot cup of tea, grind my mouth against her cunt until she came all over my tongue…y’know, whatever the situation called for.
“I think it’s in my room.”
“Of course.”
Kristen poked out her tongue at me, and I squeezed my thighs together instinctively. Oh, the things I could do with a bottle of wine and that juicy pink muscle.
She stood and walked out of my room, her body making those same graceful, dance-like movements that made me want to touch her everywhere, and in every way.
As she went into the hallway, I noticed she was actually wearing a thong, not regular panties. Her ass did that tight jiggling thing that asses do when they’re as perfect as heaven. I think I actually moaned out loud as I ogled her every step.
Kristen looked back over her shoulder. “Something wrong, hun?”
I smacked my lips, purely from nerves. When I finally found my voice, it was a cracked and ragged imitation of its usual self. “N–no. I’m, uh…I’m good.”
″’kay.”
She swept into her room and I scurried along behind her, still watching the incredible ebb and flow of her taut, perfect butt cheeks.
When she leaned over her desk, I let out a little whimper of pure hunger. I swore she must know about my crush on her, and was enjoying the tease.
“Are you gonna help me look, Gia?”
“Uh…sure.”
I went to her bedside table and moved a few things around, though I barely took notice of anything. How could I, when Kristen was standing five feet away, wearing next to nothing?
“Ah! Got it,” she said, and I had to stifle a moan of disappointment. I’d been hoping for a long, drawn-out session of searching. One that maybe required clothing to be removed. And perhaps some deep, intensive frisking.
Kristen held out my makeup kit and I trudged over to her.
“Why the long face, beautiful?” she asked. “Evan’s really nice. I promise.”
“Yeah, yeah.” He could be a damn billionaire underwear model with a ten-incher and it wouldn’t matter to me. This girl was the one I wanted to be with tonight.
Kristen brushed her fingers lightly down my cheek. “Is there something you’re not telling me, sweetie? Something you want to tell me?”
Ugh. I felt certain my lust for her must practically be tattooed on my face. But now was not the right time to confess my feelings for her. Though it wasn’t clear to me if there would ever be a right time.
“Um…no. It’s cool.”
I took the kit and looked inside, making sure everything was in place. One part caught my eye in particular, and I looked back at Kristen with narrowed eyes.
“Wait…are you wearing my lip gloss?”
She touched her elegant fingers to her perfect mouth, frowning in concentration. “I don’t think so.”
I pulled out the gloss in question and held it up next to her mouth, checking the shades. “Liar.”
“Is it a problem, sweetie?”
Of course it wasn’t. Or it shouldn’t be, at least. Damn my stupid brothers for stomping on my psyche so fucking hard.
“N–no. I guess it’s not.”
“You know you’re welcome to use mine. Any of my stuff.”
“I know. I really shouldn’t make a fuss.”
Kristen made a show of wiping the gloss off her lips, and I just felt guilty and ridiculous. I’d give this woman the shirt off my back if she asked. Although I’d rather take the shirt off hers. Or just ban clothing altogether in the house.
I went back to the bathroom to put on my war paint. My heart truly wasn’t in it, though, and I knew this would be the worst night of Evan’s life if I went through with it.
For a couple of minutes, I simply stood in front of the mirror, staring at myself. Wondering how the hell I could get out of this situation. Wondering even more how I could get into Kristen’s panties.
The woman herself appeared at the bathroom door, more radiant than ever. Her beautiful mouth glistened, and I realized she’d reapplied her makeup, which seemed an odd thing to do for a night of study.
“You sure you’re okay, Gia? That you don’t have anything at all to tell me? Some reason not to go out with Evan?”
The words were there, on the tip of my tongue. Right where I wanted Kristen’s clit to be. But it was far too confronting to even think about the consequences of pure honesty at this point. It might get me out of the blind date, but it could end our friendship.
I licked my lips and looked at my beautiful housemate in the mirror. God, she was so effortlessly sexy, but the look of concern on her face made me crush that little bit harder on her.
She slowly walked over to me, and I couldn’t help myself. I stared straight at her perfect, reflected tits as they bounced with every small step.
There was no doubt Kristen saw where I was looking. She said nothing for a moment. She just reached forward and eased my hair back over my shoulder, all the while gazing into my reflection’s eyes.
“Look at me, Gee.”
“I am.”
“I mean the real me.”
I closed my eyes and turned toward her, letting a few breaths pump in and out before I was brave enough to actually look at her.
Her ridiculously beautiful eyes were so big, and so clear. And even more scary, they were so close to me.
She slipped her hands up into my hair, and creased her brow in that kissable little frown. “Hey…are you wearing my lip gloss?”
“N–no.”
I’d barely squeezed the word out, when Kristen leaned forward and pressed her perfect, juicy mouth against mine. The satin softness of her lips caressed me so gently, so honestly, it was as if she was feeling everything I felt.
I opened up, willing her to glide her sweet tongue inside me, but she pulled away, our lips parting with a delicious sticky sound. Like they couldn’t bear to be apart.
It took all my effort to stay on my feet. My pussy was so wet I swore I must have been melting, and my head was suddenly filled with helium.
“Liar,” Kristen said, her voice straddling the line between whisper and song.
“H–huh?”
She traced my mouth, now wet from her makeup, with her fingertip. “That’s definitely my lip gloss.”
Oh, god. It couldn’t be true, could it? That she wanted me, too? My heart punched my chest so hard it made my voice quiver as I spoke.
“Well, if it’s yours…then I should return it.”
I pressed my mouth back against hers and whimpered with the sweetness of release. All the tension I’d held, all the fear, simply evaporated as I cradled her perfect lips with mine.
Kristen tightened her hands into fists, lightly pulling my hair and drawing little moans of desire from deep within me. She pulled me forward, parting her lips and coaxing my tongue into her mouth.
I reached forward and grasped her hips, as much for my own balance as to touch her silken skin. When she hummed with delight, I slid my hands lower and cupped the sweet perfection of her ass.
It was so hard to believe this was actually happening. Finally happening. I’d been obsessing about this girl for more years than I’d like to admit, and now I had her exactly where I wanted her. Well, almost exactly. We were still clothed and still standing, after all.
Kristen eased my robe open and pushed it off my shoulders. It pooled around my feet, leaving me standing before my girl crush, wearing only a sheer negligee. I thought my nipples might pierce the thin satin.
My housemate glided her sweet lips down to the side of my neck and gently bit into my skin.
I struggled to speak. “Uhm…how did you know, Kris?”
“Hmm?”
“How did you know how I felt about you? I kept it secret.”
She giggled against my soft skin. “You really believe that, don’t you? Gee, you have a beautiful face, but you could never use it to play poker, babe.”
So, she’d known forever that I had a thing for her. Great. I groaned in embarrassment, but it very quickly became a moan of desire as Kristen explored the skin of my throat.
 My heart pumped so hard and so fast it practically vibrated, as she pressed herself harder against me and swept her hands down my back. Her perfectly-manicured nails dug into my skin through the satin, and left memories of sensation in their path.
“Oh, god, Kris. That feels so fucking good.”
“Mm,” she hummed against my collar bone. “You think that’s good? That’s just the start, babe.”
I felt my knees giving way. It wasn’t just what she was doing to me right now. It was the promise in her words that had my body turning to mush.
Kristen bent lower, kissing me between my breasts. She slowly worked my shoulder strap down and eased one boob out. I cradled the back of her head in my trembling hands as she licked a meandering trail across to my nipple.
“Mm,” she said. “Your skin smells so lovely, Gee.”
“Thanks. I, uh…” I had to confess, surely. I mean, I’m the one who had all these rules and regulations about sharing stuff. “I used your body wash.”
Kristen paused for a second, then sank her teeth hard into my bud. I let out a sound that was part squeal of pain and part moan of ecstasy.
“Cheeky little thing, aren’t you, Gee?”
“All I had was hand soap. You want me to be presentable for this silly blind date, right?”
She kissed my nipple softly, as if apologizing for the pain she’d just caused it. Then she stood back up and cupped my cheek in her hand. “No, I changed my mind.”
“You don’t want me presentable?”
“You’re not going. I’ll text him and tell him it’s off.” She stepped back, taking my hand with her. “But later. I need to fuck you first.”
“Ohhh…”
She gave my hand one sharp tug, and I almost fell on my face in my hurry to follow her. She scampered through to her room, with me hot on her heels. I paused at her door to watch as she dived onto her bed, her body a spectacular piece of fluid artwork.
Kristen rolled onto her back and smiled at me. She held out one hand and beckoned me over, but my feet felt as if they’d grown roots in the carpet. It wasn’t reluctance, or fear. It was just that she was so fucking beautiful, lying there in skimpy underwear, with that delicious flush in her skin.
“Come on, Gee.”
“I will. You’re just…you’re perfect just as you are. I don’t want to spoil it.”
“Hmm. Okay, then I guess I’ll have to start without you.”
Kristen slowly spread her legs, and worked her hand down into the front of her panties. I held my breath as she worked her fingers in tight circles, intense pleasure writing itself across her beautiful face. She squeezed her nipple through her bra, her whole body pulsing and writhing with pure ecstasy.
“Please, Gee? Come over and let me fuck you?”
Let her? Did she understand how much I’d wanted exactly that? And for how long?
The pure wanton need in her voice worked magic on my frozen feet, and I stumbled my way across to her bed. Slowly, I crawled forward, until I was right above her, face to face.
Kristen studied me with her gorgeous crystal blue eyes, her panting breath washing over my lips. Feeling brave, suddenly, I leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss that started out gentle, but very quickly became ravenous.
My housemate moaned straight into my mouth, hauling on my tongue as if trying to devour me whole. And I couldn’t say for sure I wouldn’t love her to do exactly that. I’d fantasized about tasting her, and having her taste me, for so long it was crazy.
But it was also really overwhelming. What if I was no good at it? What if she was no better? There was always a chance that becoming lovers would end up killing our friendship. If I lost her over a fuck that was nothing more than meh, I’d be kicking myself for years. Maybe forever.
As that fear sent cold spikes through my body, I pulled my mouth away from hers. As she always did, Kristen read me like a fortune cookie.
“What’s wrong, Gee?”
I swallowed my tension and rolled myself down beside her. “I…just want to watch you for a moment.” That was only half a lie, really. Seeing her jill off was better than any porn, and I’d watch her like this anytime I could. No, the lie was in a single word. Just.
I didn’t just want to watch. I desperately wanted us both to get naked and roll around, but I needed to be sure it wouldn’t split us forever.
“You like the show, huh?” Her voice had turned both rough and wet. All that self-confidence that I loved and hated her for, came shining through. I’d never met anyone so open with their body, and their mind. It didn’t hurt that she was model-beautiful, I guess.
As Kristen worked her clit over, her moans growing higher and louder, I turned my attention from her still-covered pussy to her face, which was bare naked both physically and emotionally. Every tiny burst of pleasure that erupted inside her, showed up in every twitch and spasm, in every open-mouthed gasp, and every closed-eyed hiss.
Watching her pleasure herself sent fire-bolts of desire through me, as well. My brain sizzled with want, and it poured down my spine, pooling between my legs. I still wasn’t brave enough to make a stronger move on my bestie, but I could no longer resist molesting myself.
I bit into my lip as I worked my fingers under my negligee. Kristen followed the movement with her eyes, her arousal flashing in her expression.
“Mm,” she said, her voice little more than a hot whisper. “Naughty girl.”
The moment I met my clit with my fingertips, it was as if a thousand-watt fist had thudded into my belly. Bursts of ecstasy fired out into my body as I punished my little bud for all the dirty desires she’d awoken in me. I coated my naughty fingers with my slick arousal, and plunged two of them up inside myself.
Kristen reached over with her free hand, and I did the same. We speared our fingers between each other’s and held tight, as we each worked ourselves up into a frenzy of desire.
My beautiful bestie squeezed my hand so tight I thought she might break bone. A moment later, she bucked and arched, letting out a long, high moan of release as a fierce climax wracked her gorgeous body. Kristen was beautiful in just everyday life, but her O-face made her absolutely irresistible. And I knew I was ready to go all the way with her.
As the last buzzes and sparks of her orgasm fired off inside her, she let out a long, slow breath and smiled. I tentatively hooked my leg over one of hers, bringing myself closer and getting some more skin to skin contact. Just to hold her to me, in case she wanted to back out now she’d come.
Thankfully, Kristen turned to me and smiled. She said nothing, and I did the same, but somehow we both understood where this was going.
I eased my fingers out of my pussy and ran them around my clit a couple more times. Kristen released my other hand and I stroked the silky softness of her throat.
“Hey,” I said. “Are you wearing my lip gloss?”
“Huh?” She donned that kissable frown again. “No.”
I glided my hand out of my panties and up to her mouth, tracing her lips the way she’d done to me earlier. Coating her with my juices until her mouth glistened like my pussy. Kristen fired her tongue out and flicked at my fingers, her eyes firing bolts of pure desire straight into mine.
“Liar,” I said, barely above a whisper. “That’s definitely my lip gloss.”
“Well, if it’s yours…then I should return it.”
I practically pounced on the girl in my desperation to taste my own arousal off the perfection of her mouth. As she devoured me, I grabbed her breast and squeezed it, and slammed my thigh up against her pussy. I growled in frustration that we still weren’t naked, but I hated the thought of releasing her mouth so we could undress.
Kristen made a snarling tigress sound, clearly having the same problem. She grabbed the shoulder strap of my negligee and twisted it around her fingers.
She broke our kiss long enough to roll me down onto my back and come up above me, straddling my hips. In seconds, she’d reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, tearing it from her body and flinging it off into the distance.
I lost myself for a moment in the sheer beauty of her bare breasts. She seemed content to bask in my adoration for a few seconds, before she grasped my wrists and pulled my hands up, mashing them into her soft globes of flesh.
“Treat me as rough as you like, Gee. Or as soft.”
I licked my lips, still tasting traces of myself on them. As Kristen watched my tongue, I tightened my grip on her tits and kneaded them against her ribcage. She slapped her hands onto the backs of mine and pressed even harder.
I bucked my hips beneath her, and she rode me like a champion. We were still separated by a couple of layers of fabric, but the heat of her pussy radiated into the skin of my lower belly.
She gazed down at me, her mouth curling into the most lickable smile in history. “I wanna see you, Gia. All of you.”
“Then get off me so I can strip.”
“Don’t wanna.”
I rolled my eyes but couldn’t suppress my smile. “Then we might have a problem.”
Kristen took her hands away from mine and grabbed the front of my negligee. “Hey, sorry about this.”
“What?”
She yanked so hard on the flimsy garment that it shrieked in agony and parted instantly, baring my breasts to my bestie.
“Oh, wow, Gee. You’re beautiful.”
She came down toward me so slowly it was like she was floating. As she glided her lips against mine again, she slid her hands onto my breasts and squeezed, and I moaned deep into her mouth.
Kristen thumbed at my nipples and swung her legs downward, thrusting her knee between my thighs. I pulled my legs apart at the speed of sound, and she slid into the space.
Still plunging her sweet tongue in and out of my mouth, she pumped her hips in rhythm, grinding her pussy against mine. And still, we were frustratingly separated by clothing.
Kristen pulled away from my mouth with that delicious sticky sound again, and lapped at my throat, gliding her mouth ever lower. She bit into the skin of my breast and I hummed my appreciation.
I took a fistful of her lush blonde hair and squeezed lightly, as she teased my nipple with her lips, using my bud to trace their shape. Almost like applying lip gloss.
The thought of that made me giggle. Or maybe it was the delightful tension inside me, as I waited in desperation for her to take hold of it.
Thankfully, my housemate seemed to feel the same urgency I did, and she opened up and eased my stiff bud into the precious heat of her mouth.
I arched my back and mashed my breast against her face, as she flicked my nipple with her tongue. It was so unlike the way any of my ex-boyfriends had ever done it. Far more gentle, but so fucking precise it almost hurt.
And then, when she buried her teeth into my soft, pliant flesh, I whimpered with the sweet painful pleasure of it all.
″Mmmnaughty…″ I hummed, all the sounds and words of pleasure blending into one.
Kristen released me and licked a meandering trail across to the other side, taking that nipple in and sucking on it.
As she nibbled and licked my bud, she thrust her fingers into the deep rip of my negligee, and pulled again. The thing gave way instantly and she flung the scraps out to the side.
I was now completely bare, and even over the delightful scents of Kristen’s hair and skin, I could sense my own arousal.
My bestie clearly noticed, too, pausing with my nipple between her teeth, that sweet frown playing across her brow again as she drew in a long breath.
Kristen closed her eyes and moaned, the sound rippling through my breast. She slid her mouth off my flesh and replaced it with her fingers. As she tweaked my nipple, she slowly slid lower, kissing my belly but never breaking eye contact with me.
“You smell perfect, Gia. I can’t wait to taste you.”
“I can’t wait to be tasted.”
Kristen’s smile shone out, even as she bit into her bottom lip. She slid both her hands down my body as her chin pressed into my mound.
This was it. It was going to happen. The most beautiful woman I knew was about to eat my fucking pussy.
She paused, still smiling, still looking straight at me. Then she closed her eyes and sighed, the hot wash of her breath tickling at my utterly bare cunt.
When she opened her eyes again, she was staring straight at my wet slit, and she made a sweet sound that was some beautiful hybrid of moan and sob.
“God, you’re so fucking pretty, Gee.”
“Thank—”
She cut off my words by gliding the tip of her tongue up my lips. You could barely even call it a lick, it was so gentle, and yet it fired lightning through my body.
“Ohh…” she moaned. “You’re so tasty.”
It was as if a spell had been cast on us both for a few seconds. We paused, me with my fist in her bunched-up hair. Her with a look of happy disbelief on her gorgeous face.
And then, the spell broke, though it felt more like a dam breaking. Kristen slammed her mouth into my pussy, driving her tongue deep inside me. Her top lip was all pushed up out of place by the ferocious way she attacked me, devouring every pore of my cunt.
I’d never heard her voice sound quite like it did at that moment. It was like a moan coated in a wail, being scratched by long claws. Smooth and wet in its heart but with a beastly raggedness that made it sexy as hell.
Kristen grasped the skin of my inner thighs and squeezed, hard enough that I knew they’d bruise. And it was fucking perfect. The sweet pain from her hands bled into the fierce pleasure from her mouth, the two parts forming a blissful whole.
“Oh, fuck…Kris…fuck…” Yeah, I’m quite the fucking linguist when my best friend is eating the fuck out of my cunt.
I pulled on her hair and it fell over her face in a wild mess. She drove her mouth even harder against me, sliding her hands inward until she had them framing my pussy.
As she lapped and sucked at my tender wet flesh, she pressed her thumbs in against me. One in the wet heart of my cunt, the other drifting lower.
I almost squealed when she pressed the tip of that lower thumb in against my ass. She ground it forward and back, shooting little bliss bombs into my core. It was impossible for me to hang onto her hair anymore. I had to slap my hands down onto the bed and grip the blankets to keep myself anchored to the Earth.
Kristen snarled against me and raised her head, like a wolf howling. Her eyelids were closed but I could see her eyes rolling beneath them, like she was in the middle of a dirty dream.
And hell, maybe she was. Maybe we both were. This was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me…and it wasn’t even close to finishing yet.
Kristen brought her hand up to her mouth and drove two fingers inside, wetting them all over. She pulled them back out with a cute popping sound and held that hand up, making it into a gun shape.
She shot me a cheeky little wink, then drove those two wet fingers up inside me. She jammed her thumb onto my clit and hung her pinkie finger down so it pressed against my ass hole.
As she anchored her hand to me with thumb and pinkie, she fired her fingers in and out, pumping them hard and fast. Every movement awoke new levels of pleasure in all my most sensitive spots, and my whole body jerked like I’d been possessed.
I pulled at Kristen’s bed covers, bunching them up in my fists as I arched my back. It was as if I was presenting my tits to the gods. My best friend plunged her hand forward and back, and bit into the succulent skin of my inner thigh.
All the tingles inside me, all the tightness and pressure, suddenly went supernova, exploding into diamonds of bliss that streaked through my body at the speed of blood. Waves of ecstasy punched into my core, into my chest, all over my skin, as the biggest and best climax of my life poured through me.
Kristen kept nibbling at my skin, kept grinding her thumb into my clit. My first orgasm had barely tapered off when a second one came through behind it.
Still, my bestie worked me over, until in my desperation, I rolled onto my belly, forcing her to follow and land on her back.
“Oh, perfect,” she hummed, her face still framed by my naked thighs. She slapped her hands into my ass and pulled me down, planting my sopping wet cunt against her perfect mouth.
“Fuck, Kris…you’re gonna…fucking kill me.”
“Uh-uh…” She ground her mouth into my pussy, lapping and sucking, making the most delicious wet smacking sounds. The bitch was going to make me come again if I didn’t stop her.
I found the strength inside me to raise my ass, to ease my slick pussy away from her.
“Hey, I was eating that!”
I slid myself downward, gliding my wet slit over her perfect body until we were face to face. Her mouth, her chin, even her nose and cheeks, were glistening with my juices. She was the sexiest mess I’d ever seen.
I lapped at her face, the way she’d lapped at my pussy. Drinking in my arousal from her skin before moving in for the kill on her mouth. She whimpered into me as I devoured her lips and chin, and moaned as I nipped at her throat.
Kissing my way down her chest, I found the slick trail I’d left with my pussy, and I followed it with my tongue. When I reached her perfect pink nipple, I pulled it straight into my mouth and hauled on it like it was my mission in life. Kristen quivered beneath me, pleasure written in every tiny change to her expression.
I fired my hand down inside her panties and cupped her silky-smooth mound. The wet heat of her slit called to me, but I desperately needed those panties off her.
The sweet sound of her breath racing, and her voice sighing, drove me onward. I licked up the juices my pussy left behind, following the trail inexorably downward. When I had my mouth on the point of her hip, I grasped her panties with pure evil intent.
Kristen raised her perfect little ass and I slipped her panties down. I rolled off her just long enough that she could get them past her feet, and then I flung her long, slender legs wide apart.
I had no hesitation simply diving between them and dashing my mouth against the delicious wet heat of my best friend’s pussy.
And holy fuck. I’d waited years to do this, and it had been fucking worth it. Kristen’s delicious salty-sweet juices coated my tongue as I explored the silky softness of her pussy.
I hooked my hands around her thighs and pulled, driving my face against her as hard as I possibly could. My best friend’s pussy had a hold of my senses and I didn’t care if this never ended.
The heat of her soaked into my skin. Her scent and her flavor filled my head with dreams and fantasies. The sleek softness of her skin contrasted perfectly with the rippled wetness of her juicy lips.
This was the most perfect moment of my life, as I drank from her pussy and snarled like a wolf. Kristen moaned at first, but then went quiet. All I could hear was her breath, hissing and racing, as I explored her sweet cunt.
I glanced up at her, as I moved my mouth up to her clit. She was lost behind closed eyes, her face a radiant picture of pure bliss.
The moment I snared her bud between my teeth, she fired her eyes open and locked her gaze with mine. She reached down and grasped my hair as she pulled her knees up, making herself truly open to anything I wanted to do to her.
I gave her clit a squeeze, and she bucked like hell beneath me. God, it was perfect, and made me feel so damn powerful. I had the ability to create pleasure in this woman as easily as in myself.
Kristen tugged my hair as she kinked her hips, grinding my whole face against her fragrant pussy. I splayed my tongue wide and coated every millimeter of her with it, from her tight little ass hole to her silky-smooth mound. From thigh to thigh she was as wet as a river.
It still wasn’t enough for me. I was hungry as hell for her, and I needed control. I threw my hands upward, catching the backs of her knees and pushing, spreading her even wider.
For a moment, I paused, then I dipped my head low, firing my tongue in against her puckered back door. Kristen gasped with surprise, then let that breath back out as a long, sensual moan.
I dragged my hands down her thighs, clawing my fingers to scratch into her skin. Her moans grew higher and wilder, and she hooked her hands beneath her knees to keep herself spread wide.
Still lapping at her pretty ass, I pressed a thumb to Kristen’s clit and ground it against her bone. She puffed and panted like she’d been running, her voice escaping in tight little grunts between the hot breaths.
I thrust my other thumb into my mouth and coated it with spit. When I pulled it back out, I pushed it straight up to her tight little ass hole, and she took a long breath of anticipation.
Slowly at first, I eased my thumb up inside her, as I lapped at her sweet pussy. Her whole body trembled with every grind on her clit, every thrust in her ass, and every stroke of my hungry tongue.
Kristen slowly raised her hips, coming up off the bed as her climax clearly was building within her. She gave my hair a yank, and I knew she was right there.
And then, the moment I’d fantasized about, probably from the first time I met the girl. I got to make her come.
Arched upward from the bed, she tightened all over, and then as her climax erupted, she twisted and bucked and mashed her pretty cunt into my face. Blow after blow of hot, wet perfection glided over my tongue and lips, as Kristen used me as her personal sex toy.
Gradually, she came down from the clouds she was flying through, her breath slowing, her fists loosening. And finally, she dropped to the bed, a sweat-slicked, loose-limbed goddess.
I gave her juicy slit one last, lingering tongue kiss, then made my way up her body, drinking the salty sweat straight from her skin.
Kristen still had her hands buried in my hair, and she pulled me up into a soul-deep kiss, made even more delicious by the wonderful blend of our juices.
I don’t know how long we stayed like that, our mouths locked in passion, our hands still wandering idly over each other’s body. Suddenly, I remembered what I was supposed to be doing.
“Ohh…we’d better text Evan.”
“Mm,” Kristen hummed, her mouth against my throat. “Phone’s over there.” She waved her hand vaguely toward her bedside table.
I reached over and grabbed it, and Kristen bit into my ass.
“Ow.”
“You love it.”
“Well, duh.”
I rolled back and woke Kristen’s phone up. She didn’t flinch as I went to her messages. Once again, I was struck by how open and secure she was in every part of life.
 I found Evan in her contacts and started a message.
“Hey, Evan,” I said out loud as I typed it. “Soz for late notice. Gia can’t make it tonight.” I paused, glancing down at Kristen. “You think I should tell him why?”
She snuggled up against me and smiled. “Hmm. Maybe we should…gloss over that part.”

      ***






  
  Hollywood Sex Scene


When I’d signed on to make this movie, I thought it was a really smart move, and my agent agreed. She’d even guaranteed to get me top billing, though I wasn’t so bothered about that. Talia Divine wasn’t really a name that inspired big box office returns yet. 
As a former child star, and popular sitcom actress, I’d been basically pigeonholed into the category of beautiful but bland. There were worse things in life, but I truly believed I had more to offer than just my looks.
Terrance Slade was one of those magical writer/directors who had everybody going absolutely gaga. Though he drew on all kinds of classic influences, he somehow made old stories feel fresh. And he gave even the simplest ideas a really gritty feel.
Starring in a Slade-made heist movie would hopefully give me a chance to show what I can do, when I have a character with real depth to play.
I know Lena felt the same way. She was more than my co-star in this film. Lena and I had been best friends for a long time, now.
She’d had much the same kind of career as I had, although where I’d almost exclusively played perky cheerleader-types, at least she’d been given a few roles with a touch of darkness about them. Smart-mouthed but insecure girlfriends, gothic BFFs. That kind of thing. Those differences boiled down to nothing more than the fact that while I’m just so blonde, Lena has a darker and more exotic look.
We’d talked about this movie for a couple weeks before either of us signed on. In the end, it had seemed stupid not to take this chance. The last thing either of us wanted was to be typecast at age 24.
So far, everyone told us we’d been nailing our roles brilliantly. Terrance, our agents, our co-stars. And I believed them, too. It was something I could feel in my bones; I was inhabiting my role, as Lena was with hers.
Both of us had broken all kinds of new ground, professionally speaking. We’d been filmed smoking, and snorting coke, and had performed our first on-screen kills.
But now we had a problem. One we’d known about when we agreed to the film, and one we both thought would be plain sailing.
Today, we were shooting our sex scene. Yeah, girl on girl, one on one. And we were fucking it up. Or more accurately, I was.
Terrance was absolutely fuming. We were supposed to shoot another couple of scenes today, but we were so far behind. And it was all my fault.
I was mad as hell at myself, because it really shouldn’t be that hard. Like I say, Lena had been my best friend for years. There’s nobody I’m more comfortable around. We’d crashed at each other’s places, we went clubbing together, we shared clothes.
So why the hell couldn’t we simply kiss each other—in character, for fuck’s sake—without me giggling? 
“Ladies?” Terrance said, more of a bitten-off mutter than actual speech. “We don’t have a lot of time left. Are we ready yet?”
I gazed across at Lena, as I bit my lip. I could see she was as nervous as I was, and it was certainly my unprofessional behavior that had her feeling that way. At least she was much better at hiding her fear, though I could read it in her body language. We knew each other that well.
She shook her head around, and her hands, and blew out a sharp breath. “Okay,” she said. “I think I’m ready.”
Terrance glared at me. “And you?”
“Let’s do this.”
It was a simple scene. I had to come in through the door and run over to Lena on the sofa. We kiss, we get on down to second base and…well, the script was fairly open from there.
Terrance had hinted heavily that he wanted this to be graphic but tasteful. A lot of that would be down to the editing and lighting and a whole raft of other shit that’s out of our control.
But first, we had to at least give him the raw material to work with. Including some nudity. Another first for both of us.
Lena was sprawled in her effortless feline way over the plush sofa, wearing only pink panties and a white tank top. The low lighting was warm in tone, but the room was cold enough to have her nipples beading up, thrusting against the thin fabric. Her black hair looked almost molten, and her dark brown eyes were like deep wells. She was definitely the hottest girl I knew, and if I had to lock lips with a chick, I was glad it was her.
Yet I just couldn’t stop fidgeting. It was ridiculous. I’d kissed a ton of people on screen. It just so happened, they’d all been male, and I hadn’t liked many of them very much.
Somehow, it always seemed easier that way. At least for me. I could switch off my own personality much better when I was swapping spit with an actor I despised. It allowed me to step out of myself and into character, and once filming wrapped, we would likely never have to cross paths again.
There was no doubt it was my existing super-close friendship with Lena that was causing me to fuck this up so much. If I didn’t pull it together this could be the end of my career. Or at least, a U-turn, back to geeky sitcom land.
Terrance stepped back into the shadows, and the few people on set quieted down. I went out through the door and waited.
“Okay, ladies. Action.”
I yanked the door open, trying to convey desperation and lust, and doing a pretty good job of it, I thought. Lena sat up from the sofa, with a totally believable look of surprise, and I ran across to her.
We had no dialog. We were supposed to just fall into each other and get down and dirty. Lena reached up and ran her fingers through my hair, and I turned my head to kiss her wrist. We’d rehearsed this part dozens of times. It was the next part that was causing me all the grief.
Lena, still in character, pulled me toward her, and I went easily. She pressed her lips to mine, a soft touch that grew harder very quickly. It was actually quite pleasant. No stubble, just satin-soft skin and plush, gentle lips. Surely I could do it this time.
“We need tongue, ladies,” Terrance murmured.
My belly tensed, outside of my conscious control. I really wanted this to be a great performance. I needed people to believe I could play bisexual. But the moment Lena parted her lips and slid her tongue inside my mouth, I once again got a terrible case of the giggles.
“Cut. Fuck!”
Something clattered to the floor, scaring the crap out of me. When I glanced across, I saw that Terrance had thrown his clipboard down, and kicked his chair over for good measure.
“I’m sorry, Terrance. I just have…y’know, a little nervous energy.”
He whirled on me, his eyes fiery with anger. “Get it together, Talia. This isn’t a fucking slumber party. We’re not playing spin-the-bottle, here.”
“I know. I’m sorry.”
“Sorry doesn’t get us back under budget, now. Does it?”
I closed my eyes to try and trap the tears before they fell. “Umm…”
Lena once again showed why she’s my best friend, standing up and coming immediately to my aid. “Dude, if you want this scene you better back the fuck off. Yelling at us is not gonna get us in the mood. Understand?”
Terrance turned his laser eyes on Lena, who didn’t back down one inch, despite being so exposed, physically. I was at least in jeans and a sleeveless T, yet I was the one crumbling before his anger.
He paused a few seconds and then pointed straight at her. Then turned his face to me.
“There. That’s the fire we need in this scene, Talia.” Our director relaxed his body a little, as if that was some kind of compromise. “Look, you’ve been in this biz long enough, baby-cakes. This is new ground, sure, but it’s still just acting. You don’t have to fucking marry her.”
 I swallowed heavily, and took a deep, cleansing breath, holding it for a count of ten. When I let it stream back out, it felt as if it had taken all the fear, and all the tension, with it. “Okay. I’m ready.”
Terrance clapped his hands. “Places, everyone.” He slunk over to his chair and righted it, while I went back out through the door. He called action, I busted in, and charged over to make pretend love with my real best friend.
Lena pressed her mouth to mine, just as she had before. And it was just as nice. Nobody forcing anything, nobody dominating. No thrusting of tongues, or mashing of lips. My belly tightened again, only this time, it wasn’t tension.
I was fucking enjoying it.
When Lena glided her tongue into my mouth, I made a tiny whimpering sound, and heard Terrance whisper a sharp yes off to the side. I truly felt my character, deep into my bones, as I cradled Lena’s neck with my hand, and opened myself wider.
The pressure of my mouth against hers drove her backward, and she rolled down flat on the sofa. I released her mouth and kissed my way down her pretty neck, while I slid my hand onto her breast.
“That’s it, baby-cakes,” Terrance muttered quietly. It was the easiest thing to do, suddenly, to just tune the man out. I was in the fucking zone, baby.
Lena made all kinds of fucking sexy noises as I squeezed her boob and bit her neck. Little moans, and whimpering sighs, and long, hissing breaths. She curled her bare legs up and over my ass, and dragged me down against her body.
I barely thought about what I was doing as I slid further down. I traced my lips over her stiff nipple, still covered by the cotton tank top. She arched her back, as if this was the greatest sexual moment of her life, and I almost lost my head.
I opened my mouth and took her nipple between my teeth, biting into it. And that was the breaking point, apparently.
Lena squealed and turned herself to the side, cupping her breast as if I’d cut it or something. “Hey, uh…” Her breath was racing, just like mine was. I could see her heart pumping against her chest so hard, it was like a prisoner trying to escape. I could feel mine doing the same.
“Cut!”
We both jumped, as if we’d suddenly flipped back into the real world. Who were all these people, and why were they watching us fuck? Or pet heavily, at least.
“We nearly had it, ladies. So fucking close.” He looked at his watch and sighed. “Look, we might as well call it a day. Most of that should be usable. We’ll just come back tomorrow and finish it off. I trust you can both bring a more professional attitude with you?”
Lena nodded, as if speaking was beyond her at that moment. I gave the guy a thumbs-up, because I knew for sure my career wasn’t ready for the words I really wanted to say to him. Everybody else headed off, but I stayed on the sofa with my bestie.
I was still on top of my best friend, with her legs wrapped around me. And I realized I was pressed right against her scantily-clad pussy.
I put my hand on the point of Lena’s shoulder, hoping that was a neutral-enough spot to stop things being weird. “S-sorry, Lanes. I…I was just, uh…I was really channeling that bitch.”
“No, it’s, uh…it’s okay. I mean, I like it hard. Just that you haven’t really, um…” She coughed lightly. “You never made it past the kiss before and I guess I wasn’t expecting you to this time, either.” She moved beneath me, licking her lips. It was hard to tell in the low light, but she looked slightly flushed.
I sat up and pressed my palms to my cheeks, and the heat there told me I’d definitely gone red. It didn’t feel like embarrassment, though. “Was that too much? The nipple bite?”
She closed her dark eyes, as if she was replaying the moment. She curled just the corner of her mouth up, and then looked at me. “No. It felt right. These two aren’t particularly nice people after all. They’re desperate, they’re hard-asses. Killers. If anything, it probably wasn’t enough.”
The hair on the back of my neck stood up, like there was suddenly a whole mess of electricity in the air. “So, I should do it harder?”
“Sure. God, when you did it, I actually felt your character’s desperation. It was fucking perfect.”
“But you pulled away.” I caught her expression and held my hands up in surrender. “I’m not picking on you. I know I’m the one who fucked up a hundred other times. I was just figuring we might get it in the can tonight.”
She nodded and sat up, putting her arm around me. “I don’t know. Just seemed so fucking real. As if you really were that drug-affected, angry little bitch that you’re playing. And it…it scared me.”
“I’d never hurt you like she hurts people.”
“That wasn’t what I was scared of.” She leaned her head on my shoulder. “I was scared because…I liked it so much. And I wasn’t sure I wanted it to stop.”
Damn. Something in her voice had worked some magic on me. A little bit of a rasp in her tone, maybe. And it had my belly whirling and my pussy melting, discovering how easily I’d managed to arouse my best friend. “You know we’re going to have to get naked tomorrow. Don’t you?”
“Yeah, but it shouldn’t be too bad. I’ve seen naked bodies before.”
“Me, too. But never yours.”
“Then you’re in for a treat, Tah.” She winked and blew me a kiss, apparently back to her usual self again.
“Should we…?” I struggled to put the words together in my head, let alone speak them. I was about to put my longest friendship at risk.
“Should we what?”
I finger-wrestled with myself for a moment. “Should we get a head start on that? Maybe we’ll be more comfortable in the scene if we…if we know what we’re getting. What we’re doing.”
Lena tightened up against me for a few seconds. Then she simply slapped her hand lightly down on my thigh and stood up. “Sure.”
She turned toward me, and I was suddenly acutely aware that I was staring at her panties. Her skimpy, crazy-tight panties, that I now realized showed off every little bump and fold and, hell, just about every single pore of her pussy.
“Ohh…” I hadn’t meant to make a noise. Certainly not one that made me sound so much like a wanton little whore. But there was no doubt Lena had a very beautiful little pussy hidden away in there.
“You should do me,” she said, cutting through my trance of worship.
“What?”
“You should strip me. And I’ll strip you. That’s what we’re doing in the scene, right?”
I glanced around in a panic. “But…wait, you want to do it here? What if someone comes in?”
“Everyone’s left. It’s just us, now.” She toyed with the bottom of her tank top. “Come on, beautiful. Tear my clothes off.”
Oh, god. She sounded like she really wanted it, though I couldn’t tell if she was speaking as herself or as her character. What worried me even more was how much I wanted to do it. I’m not gay. I’m not even bi.
Am I?
Lena turned her back toward me, and I gasped at the sweet perfection of her ass. “Stand up, honey. Come right in behind me. It’ll be almost like you’re stripping yourself.”
“I…I don’t know.”
“I want you to, Tah. This scene isn’t just gratuitous lesbian sex. It’s symbolic of how these two can’t rely on anyone but themselves, and each other. Without this scene, the movie is a tattered rag of events. This is what ties it together.”
I had to catch my breath. Hearing her speak about it like that was awe-inspiring. There was a heat in her voice, a fire in her spirit that I didn’t hear very often.
She looked back over her shoulder, a coquettish glow in her heavenly eyes. “Besides, you’re a fucking great kisser.”
I was so glad she couldn’t see me properly. I felt the blush across my whole body. “Th–thanks. You too.” Fuck. Could I be any lamer?
“So, come over here.”
I stood and pressed myself against her back, leaning my chin on her shoulder so I could see down. Slowly, I slid my hands around to her belly.
Lena took my wrists in a gentle grip and moved them lower. For a split-second, I thought she was going to drive my fingers down into her panties, but she stopped at the end of her tank top.
“There you go, honey. Get me naked and tell me what you like.”
“Wh–what I like? Shouldn’t we focus on what our characters like?”
She turned her face to the side, her lips pressing against my cheek. “Let’s start with what you like, Tah. Then we can build the character from there.”
Her mouth was like satin, and her breath gushed warmly against my skin. The rasping heat of her voice sounded exactly like need.
 I’d always known Lena was an excellent actress, even though she’d never been given much of a chance to show her range. And at that point, I still couldn’t tell if she was playing her part…or if she—Lena—really wanted to do this.
I took hold of her tank top and worked it higher, trailing my fingers up the silky-soft skin of her belly. She let out a small moan as she raised her arms, hooking one hand around the back of my neck, and I paused just as I reached her boobs.
“Do it, Tah. I want you to.”
Oh, man. She used her nickname for me. Which could only mean she was speaking as Lena, not as her character.
I had to calm my imagination down. Okay, so my best friend in the world was asking me to take her skimpy clothes off so we could learn how to fake-fuck convincingly. But that didn’t mean she actually wanted to fuck me. It could simply be that she was determined to do the acting job right.
And if I wanted to do it as well as she did, I had to be comfortable touching her in places we’d never touched each other before.
God, she smelled good. I hadn’t had cause to dwell on that any time before, but she really did. Fruity and fresh, but with a spicy hint of sweat and skin.
“Take my top off, honey. Please.”
I fisted the fabric and eased it up, baring her breasts. As I pulled it further up, she leaned a little forward, giving me space to drag it over her head and toss it to the floor.
“There,” she hummed as she stood upright again. “Was that so hard?”
“I guess not.”
She grabbed my hands and pulled them up, mashing my palms against her tits.
“Woah,” I said, but it was more surprise and appreciation than anything else. Those babies were so soft on the outside, but firm and gorgeous to squeeze.
“I think I told you, I love it hard, Tah. Like, really hard.”
I swallowed heavily. “Like…this?” I took her nipples between finger and thumb, squeezing tight. My bestie moaned, and turned her face toward me.
Her breath roared in my ear as she leaned in to whisper to me. “Harder, honey. Much, much harder.”
She’d barely squeezed the words out when she snared my earlobe between her teeth and bit into the soft flesh.
A deep moan escaped my throat before I’d even realized it was there. “Babe,” I murmured. “That’s one of my weakest weak points.”
“Hmm?”
“Earlobes.”
“Mm.”
Inspired by the hardness of her bite, I pulled on her sweet brown buds and rolled them in my pincer grip. Lena gasped, the sound somewhere between pain and ecstasy, or maybe both of them at once.
“Tah…that was fucking perfect. You have to do that when we’re shooting.”
“Aren’t you scared it’ll…I don’t know. That we’ll fall out of character?” I closed my eyes as Lena kissed my neck, the heat of her open mouth sinking into my flesh so perfectly. “I mean, I know when I’m really into it—y’know, fucking someone—that I kinda lose my head.”
“Mm,” she hummed against my skin. “I’d fucking love to see that.”
If she kept kissing my neck like that, she’d see it sooner than she might think. And maybe I’d be hers for all time. Damn, it was nice. Almost as nice as the softness of her boobs, and the way they filled my hands like we were built for each other.
Lena gradually worked herself around on the spot, so we were facing each other. For a few seconds, we simply stared into each other’s eyes.
“God, you’re beautiful, Lanes.”
She raised a hand and flicked a blonde tress back from my forehead. “So are you, honey.”
I knew we were going to kiss. I mean, that’s what this was all about; getting ourselves comfortable with our sex scene.
What I hadn’t expected was to want it so fucking bad. Lena seemed just as needy, and I swept my hands up her bare back as I pulled her toward me.
We’d kissed a dozen times or more while the cameras were rolling. Except for the last one, every time it had been soft and pretty, but a fucking mess. Because of my inability to cope.
And this time, as Lena parted her lips and I drank her sweet tongue into my mouth, I finally understood what my problem had been.
I wanted this. Like, I’d wanted it for years without even realizing it. Kissing her character, as my character, had fucked me up because I’d only ever wanted to kiss the real her. As the real me.
Lena slid a hand into my hair, pulling gently on it as she whimpered sweet sounds of pleasure against my lips and tongue. My spine turned to liquid as she reached her other hand down to grab my ass and pull my hips forward, gliding her perfect thigh between my legs.
My best friend bit into my bottom lip, hard enough to hurt, but nowhere near as hard as I needed it. I growled into her mouth as I scratched her back, grinding my pussy forward and back against her thigh. I really fucking needed to get naked, and quickly.
Lena pressed herself against me, even closer than before. So close that I overbalanced backward and landed on the sofa. She followed me down, and snared my mouth in a kiss so fierce I thought my panties might catch fire. If they weren’t so fucking wet.
As she worked her way down my throat, leaving a trail of hot, hard bites, I turned my face to the studio ceiling and struggled to catch my breath. No man had ever kissed me quite like this. I’d never had a lover who seemed to understand my body as well as I did.
“Lanes…I want to do this.”
“Mm. We are doing this.”
“I mean for real.”
She paused with her teeth embedded in my neck. I felt sure she was going to pull back in disgust. Maybe slap my face for wanting to fuck her.
When she released my skin and came back up to eye level, I was so relieved to see the dirty smile on her face. “You too? Oh, man.” She curled her fingers under the bottom of my sleeveless T. “Then what the fuck are we waiting for?”
She hauled my top up and I raised my arms to let her strip it from me. My hair fell over my eyes, blinding me for a moment. Long enough for Lena to surprise me by planting her perfect mouth on mine again.
When she pressed her hands to my tits, I sighed warmly into her mouth. She flicked her thumbs over my nipples, and I thrust my tongue inside her. This was without a doubt the most sensual and erotic moment of my life. I think the same might have been true for Lena, judging by the sweet and sultry moans of pleasure she filled the room with.
“Lie down, honey,” she murmured, between deep, wet kisses.
I fell instantly onto my back, and she came up over me.
“God, you have gorgeous boobs, Tah.”
I cupped them and squeezed them together. Presenting them as a gift to my best friend. Lena gazed down at them, a look of wonder on her beautiful face.
Slowly, she came down to me, floating like a feather toward my breasts. She eased my hands out of the way, replacing them with her own. As she pushed them gently together, she buried her face between them, making a long, low humming sound.
I cradled the back of her head with one hand, just riding along as she drifted her mouth to the side. When she took my stiff pink nipple into the delicious heat of her mouth, I couldn’t help but arch my back. Her touch was so gentle, but so perfect. Like she had a homing beacon to every one of my most sensitive nerve endings.  
Lena dug her teeth into my bud and pulled upward, stretching my skin and igniting the hairs on the back of my neck.
“Oh, god, babe.” I fisted her lush, dark hair and hooked my free hand around her upper arm. I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d somehow fallen into a dream, and the last thing I wanted was for her to suddenly disappear. Holding on to her like that put my mind at ease. Kept me feeling anchored in the reality of this perfect moment.
If she could awaken such deep pleasure in me with just her mouth on my nipple…what kind of ecstasy was in store if we truly did go all the way?
Lena switched to my other nipple, drawing it gently into her mouth before sucking hard on it. I made little sounds of pleasure as she worked me over, softly and expertly.
Every move she made dragged her silken breasts across my belly, her nipples digging in like gentle fingers.
Her actual fingers, meanwhile, weren’t quite so gentle. She scratched them down my belly and gripped my jeans, tugging on them, digging the waistband into the small of my back. As she struggled with the buttons at the front, she growled against my breast.
Finally, she worked them all the way open, and sat up to slide her fingers into the pockets. She yanked downward and I raised my ass so she could work them to my knees. A moment later she had them all the way off me, and was gazing down at my plain black panties.
“They look wet, honey.”
“They are. Because of you.”
Lena pressed her palm to my cotton-covered mound, her eyes flashing with delight at how fucking naughty we were being. She pressed the heel of her hand into me, grinding softly at my clit, and I had to catch my breath.
“Oh, fuck, Lanes. Do that again.”
“No.” She scooted her ass backward and leaned over me. “I got something better.”
“Huh?”
My best friend planted her pretty mouth in the center of my belly, kissing and moaning as she glided lower and lower on my body. Oh, fuck. Was I truly ready to take this step?
Lena kissed the center of my panties, right in the heart of my mound. She drew in a long breath through her nose, and sighed when she released it. “Ooh…you smell amazing, honey.”
“Uh…thanks.”
She hooked her fingers into my panties and yanked them to the side, gazing for a moment at my hair-free pussy. “Mm. Smooth and beautiful. Just like the rest of you, Tah.”
A split second later, Lena pounced on me, driving her hot, open mouth against my slit and gliding her tongue inside me. I lost the power to think, let alone speak. All I could do was howl at the moon and take hold of Lena’s hair.
My best friend lapped and sucked at my tender, juicy flesh, moaning the way she did when she truly savored a meal. Ripples of pleasure radiated from my clit as she sucked on it, and they turned into waves when she eased a finger inside me.
“Fuck! Lanes, that’s so amazing.” It truly was. I’d had a dozen or more boyfriends, and they’d all gone downtown. Not one of them had worked me into a lather the way Lena already had, and she’d barely even started.
“God, you taste so fucking good, Tah. I could eat your pretty pussy all day and night.”
“Uhh…”
I speared my other hand into her lush hair, and made tight fists. As Lena opened wide, and dashed her tongue along my slit, I dragged hard on her, mashing her face against me.
She growled and pulled down on my panties, and again I raised my ass to let her pull them down.
As Lena tossed them away, she grabbed my legs and rolled me, turning me onto my belly. “Up, honey.”
“Huh?”
“Ass in the air. Now.”
She had that dark, almost Germanic-sounding tone that she only ever used when she was dead serious. I rolled my hips for a second, just to tease her, and then propped myself up for her, my face and tits still resting on the sofa.
“Beautiful,” she hummed, as she stroked my ass with her hands.
I was about to thank her, when she silenced me. She squeezed one butt cheek, while she sank her teeth hard into the other. She quickly kissed the hot spot she’d left behind, and trailed her mouth inward.
As she grasped both sides of my ass in her hands, she drove her tongue right between my cheeks, flicking at my back door with her tip.
“Ohh…” Nobody had ever done that to me before. I’d been super-protective of my precious little ass over the years. And once again, it took my best friend to show me the error of my ways.
She licked at my rippled rosebud, driving her tongue harder and harder. The tingles of pleasure forming inside me grew and multiplied, and I scratched my nails into the sofa in desperation.
Lena spread my cheeks wider and pressed the tip of her tongue against me, moaning with desire as she explored me. Every inch of my skin had grown wet with sweat, as I sank myself into this moment.
I swore I was gliding along right on the edge of climax, just from the touch of Lena’s tongue against my ass hole. But then, she drove two slender fingers into my cunt and lost my fucking mind. It felt as if I was on the high dive platform, waiting to jump. It was that moment when my balance was just too far over for me to come back.
And then, my bestie pressed her thumb to my clit, and I was tumbling. My climax came rushing up toward me like the surface of a pool, and it hit me like I’d belly-flopped. The pleasure was so sharp, so abrupt, it was like the most wonderful kind of pain you could imagine.
Still, Lena pressed her tongue against my ass, as my whole body practically vibrated with bliss. She snarled with hunger as she pumped her fingers in and out, riding my orgasm with me.
As the final fizzes of ecstasy ran through me, I pulled away from her touch. She whined like a puppy, and I rolled onto my back, and held my hands out to her.
Lena dived onto me, planting her mouth over mine in a kiss that was more open, more sensual, than any we’d shared before. I could taste myself on her tongue, on her lips, and it was magical. I couldn’t wait to taste her.
I scratched my fingers down her back, digging my short nails into her gorgeous skin. Lena hissed with pleasure and raised her head, eyes closed and mouth open. When I reached her panties I slid my fingers inside them, and forced them down.
Lena worked them off, then came down to kiss me again. I slid myself lower, until her perfect tits were all I could see. I grabbed them and squeezed them together, then lapped at her silky soft flesh, humming with delight and anticipation.
My best friend angled herself to dip one nipple into my open and willing mouth. I latched on and suckled at her, enjoying her pleasure as much as I’d loved my own. She put her hand around my head and pulled, squashing her soft flesh into my face.
I wondered if I could ever get enough of this. Pleasuring Lena seemed to be so effortless, and yet so compelling. For a brief moment I switched sides, licking and kissing at her other brown bud, but I had somewhere else to be.
As Lena sat up, I scooted a little lower. She understood immediately where I was headed—like it was ever in doubt—and she crept forward on her knees.
A moment later, I was home. Between Lena’s slender, silken thighs, with her fragrant cunt hovering less than an inch from my hungry mouth.
“God,” I moaned. “You’re a fucking goddess, babe.”
It was true. Or at least, it was to me. Her lips glistened with slick arousal, her clit was just poking out and making herself known. Lena had the most beautiful pussy I could ever have imagined.
I hooked my fingers up over her outspread thighs, and dragged down, driving my mouth up against her and sucking hard on her lips. Lena’s delicious spicy flavor washed over my tongue, making my mouth water.
My bestie drove her hands down into my blonde hair and squeezed, the tingling pain erupting across my whole scalp. It was fucking perfect.
As I glided my tongue deep inside her, she ground her hips forward and back, coating my face with her juices. I reached up and squeezed her gorgeous tits, and she gazed down at me through eyes hooded with pleasure.
The glint of my own arousal was still on her pouty lips, her mouth hanging slightly open. Lena’s breathy moans gushed out, and she hauled in ragged breaths, as I drove her higher and higher with my mouth and hands.
Every breath she took seemed to take her higher, bend her further back, and she drew one hand out of my hair. She leaned back, pulling my hair tight, and I raised my head to follow her. No way I was giving up her perfect pussy now I finally had it.
Lena pushed her fingers onto my clit and ground into me. I squealed with pleasure, the sound muffled by her spicy muff.
Faster and faster she rubbed my little bud. Harder and harder I sucked on hers. My beautiful best friend arched her back so sharply I couldn’t see past her tits anymore. God, I wished I could see her face so I could watch her come.
Lena hooked her fingers and glided two of them inside me, still pressing on my clit with them at the same time. I took her bud between my teeth and squeezed, and she jerked like she’d been sliced in two.
We both froze for a moment, and then everything grew so, so fucking big.
I squeezed her clit. She squeezed mine. And the world caught fire.
My belly tightened, and then shattered into tons of glittering bliss-bombs, every one of them flying out through my skin and into the atmosphere. Above me, Lena writhed and jerked and pulsed, dragging my head along for the ride as she finger-fucked me into oblivion. She howled like a beast, her tan skin glistening in the low light.
Gradually, we slowed and came down from the heaven of simultaneous orgasm. Lena came forward, gliding her slick fingers out of me and driving them straight into her mouth. She shuffled her perfect ass backward and fell on me, devouring my mouth in a ferocious kiss, our tongues dancing between her richly scented fingers.
I stroked Lena’s gorgeous hair back from her face and rolled us sideways. We slid our legs around each other, hugging our bodies as close together as we could.
“Babe,” I started, but wasn’t sure how to continue.
“Tah, that was the absolute biggest climax I’ve ever had.”
“Same. You think we can manage to act out the scene tomorrow?”
“Absolutely.” Lena smiled and kissed the tip of my nose. “In fact, honey, if they clear the set and leave the camera running, I’ll fuck you again for real.”
“Ohh…that sounds perfect.”

THE END
If you need more delicious and lascivious lesbian action, check out Lustful Lesbians, Lustful Lesbians Book 2, and my Lesbian Age Gap Erotica series!
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