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FILTHY LESBIAN






CUFFED






“What are you doing?” Angie asked. Jessie didn’t stop to explain herself as she pulled Angie’s hands together behind her back and crimped one of the handcuffs onto one of her wrists. “Jessie? Um…” Angie laughed nervously but didn’t pull her hands away from Jessie. 

Jessie synched the second cuff on her other wrist then removed the tool she held between her lips to double lock the handcuffs so they did not tighten painfully so. 

Standing in front of Jessie’s bed, Angie stood wearing a black blind fold that pulled her short dirty blond hair back. With her hands handcuffed behind her back, Angie’s enormous breasts swayed with every slight move, and her tiny black bathing suit top which did little to cover her nipples alone before was now almost laughable as Angie’s tits were on the verge of falling out completely. 

Jessie’s eyes traversed down to Angie’s narrow waist where there was a small pudge of a belly where a faded C-section scar was at. Jessie smile despite herself. She always had a thing for Moms and she never knew why. There was something extra sexy about them. Their voluptuous bodies, small imperfect stretch marks or scars here or there. Jessie brushed a patch of bangs out of Angie’s face and tucked them behind her ear. Even their short mom haircuts turned me on.


Angie smiled nervously as her stance shifted. Her cheeks were still rosy red. Half of it was from the beating sun that baked them both this afternoon on the cruise ship deck- that’s where they had met. But the other half was the endless mimosas Angie had drank the more Jessie persisted in flirting with her. Angie’s two you boys were in teenage years and they ran around the pool and jumped in it reeking havoc while their dad laid passed out by his 8th
 beer and their mother’s sun tanning chair scooched closer to Jessie’s inch by inch over the hour they talked.

“I don’t if this is a…” Angie searched for the right word. She was such a polite mom, she never would want to offend or bother anyone. “This is a little more
 than I expected.”

Jessie walked behind her and cupped her shoulders rubbing up and down on her upper arms, feeling the goose bumps created by the cool, AC cabin air on her skin. “It's alright to be nervous,” Jessie conceited. “Everyone’s nervous for the first time.”

Angie’s short blond hair barely covered the back of her neck. It was easy for Jessie to brush the hair aside as she planted soft wet kisses up and down the back of her neck, then sending them down the crook of her neck where she felt Angie lean slightly back into Jessie. 

It was nearing the end of their 10 day cruise through the Caribbean and Angie would be the first- and probably only girl Angie hooked up with on this vacation. Jessie would have to take this slower than she’d like. Being the only daughter of a Billionaire made life difficult in the real
 world. Finding sexy women to hook up with  became a calculated decision when they were only a google search away from seeing how much money you had and how they could possibly extort you. It was a real problem for Jessie she had come across in the past. But now as she entered her late 20s she had found cruises to be a solution to her problems. No easily accessible internet on a cruise.


Jessie also appreciated the challenge. Seducing a straight woman was always more satisfying than a lesbian. The couple of ladies staying in the penthouse suite across the hall were clearly lesbian, and the voluptuous one had eye fucked the shit out of Jessie more than once, but Jessie was after something else.

Jessie’s firm, perky breasts pressed into the back of Angie as Jessie’s left hand slid across Angie’s chest circling around her chest before sliding up to her throat. She didn’t squeeze her neck but held her hand around it for a moment as Jessie’s lips kissed up her cheek and their cheeks rubbed together. Jessie slid her hand up to Angie’s face and turned her face towards her. Their lips met and Jessie pushed her tongue inside of Angie’s lips and felt her gasp. 


Her first lesbian kiss…


The kiss was deep and passionate. Jessie loved Angie’s deep breaths and slight high pitched coos. Jessie could feel Angie’s fingers grab at Jessie’s bathing suit bottom with one hand and rub at her crotch with the other. Jessie’s heart pounded in her chest as the heat raised to her cheeks. Both of Jessie’s hands fell to Angie’s breasts. They felt amazing. Easily, Jessie freed them from the tiny top she wore and massaged them warmly, circling the nipples and mashing them together. 

Angie broke the kiss but pressed her head back into the crook of Jessie’s neck to moan. “Ohhh yessss… oh…”

One of Angie’s fingers slipped under her bathing suit and plunged between Jessie’s soaked lips. Pressing and pulling on her sex, Angie circled with her fingers on Jessie clit. Jessie sucked hard on Angie’s shoulder giving an instant hickey on her shoulder that made her cry out.

Just what Angie wore was enough to get Jessie’s attention. Clearly, Angie was trying to garner attention from whoever could spare it because her pot belly husband who laid comatose next to such a beauty wasn’t giving it to her. 

Jessie had sat in the chair beside her and a simple compliment of Angie’s bathing suit followed by some chit chat opened the door to Jessie buying Angie one or four mimosas. By mimosa number five Angie’s boys were getting very annoying. Jessie had broken the touch barrier while looking at a small tattoo on Angie’s calves and saw Angie not wince when her hand slid up a little too far on her thigh as she pulled her hand back. 

Angie had been moving closer to Jessie the more she peppered her with questions about lesbian encounters. Angie spoke of fantasies she had over the years and laughed loudly when speaking about her sexual drought over the last five to ten years. Jessie could imagine going that long without sex. That was about the time the boys realized their mother’s new friend. 

The pubescent boys noticed Jessie’s plump ass and large perky breasts under her red bathing suit. They saw her black hair and sleeve of colorful tattoos. Jessie was used to stares. She knew most men found her attractive but she hated when kids stared. She didn’t like children in general. Kids were never Jessie’s thing, which is why Jessie suggested their father maybe take them to get lunch and Jessie could show Angie something in her room. Angie was so meek and quiet that once in Jessie’s suite she didn’t question her when Jessie told her to put on the blindfold. Jessie loved that about her.

Even now as she fondled her breasts there was not so much of a protest from her new toy. Jessie’s hand slid between Angie’s thighs, pushing inside of her black panties. She could already feel how wet her panties were, and she never went in the pool.
 Jessie’s finger looped down in between Angie’s lips and dipped her finger in and out of her pussy over and over.

“Oh my… oh yes…” Angie moaned. Jessie could hear Angie’s wrists struggling against the handcuffs. 

Jessie bit her own lip in pleasure as she pushed her finger deep inside Angie’s pussy and watched Angie gasp and cry out. “Mmm… you want me to stop?” Jessie purred in Angie’s ear.  Her finger made steady deep pumps in her pussy. Angie was too entranced in the pumping of her pussy to talk. She leaned forward over the king size bed rocking with every pump of her pussy. The juices squished and flowed around Jessie’s finger. “Angie, my MILF slut? I can’t hear you…”

“N-no, no, please don’t- stop,” Angie finally managed. 

Arching her back against Jessie’s chest, Jessie pinched her nipple as her fingers ravaged her pussy. Angie cried out as Jessie finger fucked Angie where she stood harder than she had ever been fucked, she was sure. 

“Oh Jesus! Ahhh! Ahhh!!” Angie cried out as her tits bounced with the thrusts. Angie’s hands made a fist around Jessie’s suit bottom. Jessie could hear the fabric of her $300 bottoms stretching but she didn’t care. She could buy new ones. Angie’s pussy was so wet, droplets were raining down off Jessie’s fingers as they fuck this woman. Angie’s tender pale thighs trembled and her knees nearly gave out. Jessie’s forearm burned but still she fingered this voluptuous woman.

“Oh god! OH GOD! I’M CUMMING!” Angie screamed. Jessie bit into Angie’s shoulder as she fucked her pussy raw with two fingers. She felt Angie’s thighs clap together and her body nearly collapse if it wasn’t for Jessie’s hands holding her straight. “Ohhh Jesus! Oh jees... oh god…” Angie groaned as the orgasm washed over her. “Ah!”

Angie yelped as Jessie let go of Angie and in her sweaty exhausted state, she fell to the bed in front of her. Her arms pulled on the handcuffs as she giggled and wormed to her side on the bed spread. Jessie spread Angie’s trembling thighs while she slowly managed to get her breath under control. The muscles in her thighs flexed and jittered as they opened. When Jessie slid her tongue up along the slit of Angie’s pussy, Angie’s hips shrunk away in shock but quickly returned as her tongue pushed inside.

“Oh, ohhh…” Angie moaned. Turning almost completely to her back, Angie spread her thighs wide as she felt Jessie’s wet and warm tongue pierce her pussy and traverse up and down her moist slit. Over and over. Jessie smiled as she watched Angie’s stretched breasts heave with every deep breath. On the angle that she laid, Angie’s breasts fell to one side and hung like a heavy pendulum to one side.

Jessie’s tongue lapped her pussy, making it nice and wet. The taste of this juicy mom was too much for Jessie. She was electrifying. Jessie was content eating this MILF out for the rest of their time on this cruise ship if that was an option for her. But she knew her time was limited because Angie would soon need to return to her husband and children. 

“Ohhhhh god… oh my… ahhh!” Angie’s moans began to crescendo as Jessie’s tongue fucked her pussy and her juices began to drown around her tongue. When Jessie suddenly stopped licking her pussy, there was a note of disappointment in her moans. It aroused Jessie. Like this straight, button down, mom needed her tongue. 

Jessie watched Angie squirm in her handcuffs, hidden behind her blind fold on the bed for several minutes as Jessie removed her toy from the dresser and fastened it. Spreading a thin layer of lubricant over the tip of it, Jessie pumped the shaft of the clear strap on dildo she wore. The black straps fastened tightly hugging Jessie’s ass cheeks and pressing on her skin near her pussy. 

It was about the time that Jessie was climbing onto the bed when Angie began to squirm and meekly question what was going on. “Um. Jessie? What-” 

“Mmmmm…” Jessie hummed as she climbed onto Angie and half spooned her. Jessie’s breasts mashing into Angie’s side and back as she kissed Angie’s neck and cheek. “You’re so sexy, baby…” Jessie purred in Angie’s ear as she cupped and squeezed her breasts. Angie panted and lifted her eyebrows. Her lips parted with a gasp. “Tell me, baby, have you ever been fucked by woman?” 

Angie still seemed to be considering the question when Jessie fed the tip of her strap on dildo between Angie’s drenched pussy lips. The 8 inch dildo was thick and firm as it spread Angie’s lips. “Ah. Ahhhh!” Angie groaned in shock and pleasure. She struggled against the handcuffs making them jingle and clang as half the dildo was pressed inside her.

Jessie laid flush to Angie, staring at her face as she slowly pulled out and reentered Angie again and again. Each time pushing a little more of her strap on inside the woman. Every furrowed brow, gnashing of teeth, or raised eyebrows that Jessie saw in this middle aged mother excited Jessie even more. “Oh god, oh god, oh god…” Angie panted as Jessie began to find a rhythm in her thrusts. Nearly filling Angie up with every thrust.

“Do you like that, baby?” Jessie panted looking down on her. Angie’s face was half pressed into the bed with her mouth hung open.

“Oh god- yes. Yes! Don’t… oh god, don’t stop, please- ahh!” Angie cried out. 

Jessie posted herself up with a hand on the bed and began to flex her abs as she fucked Angie faster. Her hips smacking into Angie’s ass cheeks as she humped her on the bed from behind. Her strap on fucking Angie’s pussy with ease as she slid in and out her dripping lips. 

“Oh god yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Angie moaned.

“Ugh!” Jessie bit her lip as the sound of Angie begging for more was such a turn on. Jessie was turning the MILF into such a slut. This button down lady who had lived the stay at home mom life for decades is now becoming the whore she had secretly always dreamed of being. Jessie would make this mature wife her whore.

Grabbing Angie by the meat of her hips, Jessie thrusted hard into Angie’s pussy harder and faster. She watched Angie’s breasts bounce and jiggle with every pump. Sweat formed on Jessie’s brow as she repositioned herself and lifted Angie’s leg, spreading them wide for her. Angie turned to her knees so her ass was in the air and her weight leaned forward on her right shoulder and face on the bed. 

Jessie grabbed Angie’s pair of handcuffs, lifting and pulling her hands up behind her back as she fucked this woman harder.

“Oh goddd. Oh god yes!!” Angie’s moans turned guttural and ragged. Like Angie was getting fucked harder than she ever had before. Like she was being fucked how she had always dreamed of being fucked but knew she never could. “Ohhhh fuck! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! I’m gunna cum!”

Jessie’s tits bounced in front of her as she humped Angie, almost as much as Angie’s tits sways and clapped together under Angie. Angie screamed and turned her face into the bread spread. Her voice was muted into the mattress as the gushing, squishing sound took over the room. Jessie’s 8 inch strap on fucking this MILF’s pussy the only sound in the room for a moment before Angie took a ragged and deep breath and turned to her side. “Oh my goddd!”

Jessie kept fucking Angie as she orgasmed hard. Her body was rigid and twitching as she gasped for air. Her mouth stuck permanently open as she shuttered. “Ohhh fuckkk!” Angie screamed as her body went straight and Jessie finally stopped fucking her. 

Panting, Angie laid and mindlessly rocked from side to side recovering as her body shuttered. Jessie pulled her strap on and tossed it to the side of the bed. Taking the blind fold off, she undid the handcuffs and put them on the nightstand. Angie’s eyes wandered and periodically rolled to the back of her head as the waves of pleasure seemed to continue to drown her. 

Jessie pulled her in tightly as they kissed deeply, humming a beautiful sound as their legs wrapped around another. Jessie’s fingers got lost in Angie’s hair as her tongue intertwined with hers.

After several minutes passed, Angie adjusted her bathing suit to cover herself up and splashed some water from the sink on her cheeks to cool herself down. They said their goodbyes and on shaky legs, Angie walked for the door. She gave the tiniest of looks back at Jessie who smiled at her from the bed. 

The innocent look of the doting mother and wife turned slut in the bed of another woman only feet from her sons and husband. Jessie grinned as she watched Angie leave a forever changed woman.
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Raven Black





Alyssa’s bed was a mess of sweaty limbs, giggling, and moans. This is the vacation I needed…
 Alyssa thought as she spread the young lady’s pussy lips who straddled her face. Alyssa’s tongue made gentle but constant laps on the petite girl’s slit over and over again. Alyssa felt Misty’s tight butt flex as her palms rested on each cheek. Misty grinded her hips lower on Alyssa’s face so she would have a better angle. Alyssa’s tongue licked around her bald clit just as she could feel Misty’s tongue finding Alyssa’s. 

Alyssa’s heart pounded in her chest as a spike of pleasure coursed through her body. She felt this petite body press down on her more and more and more until Misty’s pussy lips were nearly smothering her into the bed mattress. It was the same with Misty’s face pushing into Alyssa’s pussy. She could feel Misty’s tongue being forced down deeper inside Alyssa’s hole. It was then that Alyssa saw the shadowed face of her wife, Danielle, smiling down on Alyssa from over top of Misty’s ass.

Sarah, Misty’s girlfriend, must have likewise been sitting beside Misty pressing her head deeper down on Alyssa’s pussy. Today was the second to the last night on their 10 day cruise. Alyssa and her wife didn’t get many vacations so they were intent on making the most of this one. Between Danielle’s mandatory overtime while working as a homicide detective for New York Police Department, and Alyssa’s everyday long hours as a doctor and researcher, they barely saw each other at home. It was becoming an accepted norm after nearly 10 years of marriage. 

They were both in their early 30s which is why when they found this other couple earlier on their Caribbean cruise they enjoyed the freshness of them. Misty and Sarah were 19 and 20 years old- they couldn’t even drink! But their love, lust, and passion for another was intoxicating. Alyssa and Danielle both knew they had to get them to their room. It took a few nights of testing the waters, but they were able to make it happen after a bottle of wine or two in order to loosen everyone up.

Sarah leaned over and Danielle cupped the back of her neck as she kissed her deeply. Their naked bodies hung over the twisted figures of Alyssa and Misty. Danielle and Sarah had a similar appearance about them. Both were athletic with perky breasts and toned muscles. Misty, despite being 19 years old, had a frame of a smaller girl. Only 5 feet tall but with larger breasts, she was very cute. 

Alyssa’s pleasure spiked when she felt fingers enter her pussy to go along with the tongue of Misty that probed her clit. 

“Ohhhhh…” Alyssa moaned. Sarah reached around and pumped fingers in and out of Alyssa’s wet pussy while her girlfriend licked Alyssa’s clit. The pleasure came in waves, each crash pushed Alyssa closer and closer to the edge. “Oh, Jesus- oh goddd,” Alyssa gasped.

Danielle grinned as she grabbed a fistful of Alyssa’s hair, holding her down on the mattress as she finger fucked Misty roughly. Alyssa could feel Misty’s moans humming on her clit with every pump of two fingers into Misty’s pussy. The humming only intensified the ecstasy Alyssa felt. Alyssa’s heavy breasts bounced and jiggled on her chest as Misty’s thighs rubbed against them with every thrust.
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Maggie






Maggie hated herself at that moment. So much so that in her thoughts when she cursed herself, she called herself by her given name of ‘Margaret’ instead of what she insisted everyone else call her, Maggie. She laid there with tears swelling in her eyes but refused to allow one tear drop to fall down her cheek. 


You’re so stupid, Margret. You’re not going to cry. Not in front of your stepson. You’re a grown woman and your sobbing like the stupid child you are!


Maggie took slow and steady breaths through her mouth because she knew if she sniffed through her nose the wet stuffy sound it would make would alert her stepson she was crying again. And he was laying right behind her in the bed.

Taking a deep breath, Maggie cleared her thoughts. She had managed to calm herself down ever since going inside her stepson’s hotel room, but now as she laid in the darkness trying to find sleep, all of her thoughts swelled back to the fight she just left in the next hotel room over.


I might be a dumb, but I need to stop. You’re working yourself up over this. Just put it out of your mind like every other time. Think about... think about the beach tomorrow. How warm the sand would be.


A chill cut through Maggie while she tried to think about the warmth. Nick kept his AC on full blast in his hotel room throughout the whole night and she didn’t know how he did it. He only slept in his boxers. Granted she wasn’t much better. Maggie wore an oversized white t-shirt and her light blue pajama pants. The shiver went through her body so deeply that she trembled on the bed.

“Are you cold? Do you want me to turn the AC off?” Nick asked, leaning up on one arm behind Maggie. He was half out of the bed already.

“Oh, no- no, sorry, stay,” Maggie said, teaching behind her. She meant to grab his arm but instead felt the soft skin of her stepson’s inner thigh, the fabric of his boxers, and maybe something else. “It’s uh, just a shiver. It’ll pass.” Maggie quickly slid her hand away. 

“Are you sure? It’s no problem,” Nick pressed. 

“Yeah, no, you can leave it on, um, maybe if you can just rub my arms a sec to help warm me up. Then I’ll be fine,” Maggie’s small hands, that were ice themselves, did little to nothing rubbing her own shoulders. 

“Oh... yeah, sure,” Nick said, climbing back into bed. Maggie almost had to grab the side of the bed while he readjusted on his side to keep her from being rolled about. Same as when Nick’s father got in and out of the bed. 

Nick might’ve been only 19 years old and a sophomore in college, but he was already quite the specimen. At six feet tall he was becoming more and more involved in the power lifting community. A gift from his father who used to compete in Mr. Universe competitions as a bodybuilder. Nick had always been into lifting but through his college years powerlifting had become a passion of his.

Maggie could feel Nick’s body depress the bed behind her and his body heat irradiate on her before he even touched her. His bear claw of a hand wrapped around her delicate shoulder and gently rubbed up and down to her elbow.  Maggie let out a long breath as she felt the clenched feeling in her chest since leaving her husband’s hotel room, finally released. Closing her eyes, she hummed a sigh of relaxation and felt her body slide backwards into the concave of the bed and back into Nick. 

His body was soft and hard at the same time. Though not cut like his father was with defined and lean pectoral muscles and such, Nick’s solid body was filled with hulking muscles with a thin layer of fat over his muscles. Leaning back against him felt perfect at that moment. Another shiver went through her body as the cold left her body. His body’s warmth permeated from her back edging closer to her front. As she wiggled tighter into the position of the small spoon was when she felt the growing bulge from her stepson’s crotch.

At first, Maggie froze. She didn’t want to embarrass Nick and so she thought it was best to pretend it wasn’t there. To just lie still and act like she didn’t feel his erection poking her butt crack. But as the seconds passed things only got worse not better. Her poor stepson’s erection had only grown larger and harder, to the point that she even had to adjust her butt cheeks, so it poked between her thighs and not right into her cheek.

Maggie didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t ask him to leave; it was his hotel room that he allowed her to stay in for the night. Maggie couldn’t leave the bed; Nick was nice enough to give her the bed after Maggie and her husband had their fight. Nick was going to sleep on the couch until Maggie forbade it. 

“This bed is huge, why don’t you just sleep on that side.” She had said. “It’ll be fine, we won’t be near each other.” How little did she know how much room a 6ft tall power builder takes up in a king size bed. 

And to top it all off she was the one who asked him to rub her shoulders for her. As with everything, it was all her fault. Maggie made this bed and now she must lay in it- quite literally. She felt it in the way his hand rubbed her shoulder as well. It was more hesitant and careful. But something else was happening, too. 

Maggie felt Nick’s hard on flex between her legs and her eyelids fluttered as her eyes rolled back in the bliss of the feeling. The tip of his shaft had flexed up and into the lips of her sex in such a way to just part them. He didn’t intend to press just there, and she didn’t plan on becoming so aroused but they both happened.

A moment passed and she felt him flex again, this time even harder and longer. What made it worse was when Nick tried to scoot back to relieve the pressure made by his swelling erection, but due to the depressed bed he immediately rocked back forward, the head of his shaft jabbing the crotch of her pajama pants up into her sex.

This time the feeling was too much. Nick grabbed her shoulder, probably intent on pulling away from her but the force of his grip only sent her over the edge. Her delicate hand closed on top of his, holding it to her shoulder. The moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. Maggie pulled his large strong hand towards her face. She wanted to feel his warmth on her cheek, but somehow, she had pulled his hand and it ended up in her left breast. 

Braless and wearing only an old Atlanta Zoo t-shirt that was much too big for her since she had bought it back when she was 7 months pregnant with her daughter from her first marriage, Maggie’s heavy, thick breasts hung to the side she laid. Without any assistance Nick’s warm palm gripped right on top of her nipple. Pressing into her chest, Maggie hummed another moan. High pitched and thoughtless as she grinded her butt cheeks against her stepson’s crotch.
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