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Chapter 1

She looked good enough to eat. In fact, that was the plan.

This was the second time she had come to visit. Or the second time after the first time. The second time she had come without even the pretext of visiting Beth. Not that such a thing would have been possible. Beth was gone, moved out a month ago, heading to an MBA program on the other side of the state.

But Ms. Hayes was still coming around. The very first time had been when Beth was moving out. The next time had been a week later. She had claimed that she thought Beth had left something at the apartment, some scarf or some bag, she was vague and the story changed once and then twice and then I lost count. None of it was true, of course, but Ms. Hayes lingered.

There was nothing here I told her. Beth’s room was still stark and empty. Still waiting to see if I could find another roommate, I hadn’t moved so much as a single box into her room. Ms. Hayes still wanted to check. And she did, and of course, she found nothing. But she stayed, chatting, asking me how things were going, telling me about Beth.

I liked Beth. She was a good roommate, a pleasant person. We got along. She didn’t leave dishes in the sink (or on the counter). By 9 PM each night she was in bed, even on the weekends. She was quiet, polite, and generally everything you could want in a roommate. She was also painfully boring. I don’t mean that in a mean way, but it was simply true. We had few shared interests, if Beth had any interests at all. She had a few friends, but she always met them out and never brought anyone back to our place. We had only lived together for six months.

For most intents and purposes Beth and by extension her mother were strangers to me. Or maybe acquaintances. Certainly not friends. Certainly not people I was close with or would keep in touch with. I had only known Beth for six months!

This is the part where I tell you why I even entertained the situation at all. And the reason was as simple as it was shallow: Ms. Hayes was an absolute smokeshow.

Beth was cute in a plain and completely unremarkable way. Ms. Hayes would have turned heads walking down any street in America. She was tall, nearly a foot taller than me, with pronounced curves and raven black hair that might have been the most gorgeous locks I had ever seen. You could tell she was in great shape from the way her clothes hung on her shoulders, in the slight toning in her arms and legs. In short, she was a MILF, stacked, in shape, and stunningly gorgeous. And I, Halley Pollan, have always been powerless to resist beautiful women.

So, when Ms. Hayes came snooping around, I was hesitant to simply show her the door. This first time she had lingered at the doorway, making awkward conversation. It was only later that my suspicions began to form. I kicked myself for missing the signs, then decided I was just being silly. I was reading into things. I was horny and letting my imagination get away from me. I decided to just forget the whole thing. And for a month that’s exactly what I did.

Then one day there was a knock at the door. I opened the door and my eyes must have gone wide.

“Surprised to see me?” Ms. Hayes asked.

I felt myself blush. She stood in the hall, wearing a red sundress with white polka dots. I licked my lips subconsciously. A sexy woman in a sundress…Oh boy! I felt my knees wobble.

She was in the neighborhood, she explained, picking up some wine from a store she liked around here. That was when my suspicions returned, as if the low cut sundress with the much too high hemline wasn’t clue enough. My apartment wasn’t super far from where Beth’s mom lived, but it was far enough, with enough places to buy wine between here and there, that the whole thing sounded just the slightest bit contrived. Add to that an outfit that would have been provocative on a woman half her age—not that I was complaining to be clear!—and it began to paint a picture.

She had ended up with some extra bottles in her order. She knew I liked wine, which was true enough, but I’m not sure how or why she knew that. Maybe Beth had talked about me to her mother more than I realized. That thought made me blush harder. What else had Beth told her? What else, I asked myself in a sudden panic, did Beth know?

Before I really knew what was happening, Ms. Hayes was in my kitchen, a bottle of wine open on the counter, both our glasses were full and then empty and then full again.

It took a half an hour before I knew and another half an hour before I realized that she didn’t.

This was going to be fun.


Chapter 2

Beth must have said something. Must have seen something.

As I sat across from Ms. Hayes, watching the lingering glances she stole, I knew that had to be it. Whenever I glanced away or she thought I wasn’t looking, her eyes poured over me, drinking me in. I wish I had known she was going to visit. Part of me was even tempted to trot out the old cliche: “Why don’t you wait here while I slip into something more comfortable?”

But it wasn’t a complete misfire. I was dressed provocatively even if it wasn’t quite as refined as what Ms. Hayes was wearing. I had on a deep V-neck t-shirt and a pair of what could only accurately be described as booty shorts and even then that was perhaps charitable. They barely managed to cover the entire swell of my ass and when I sat down or shifted my position they failed spectacularly. I wasn’t wearing a bra. An outfit chosen for comfort as I lounged around my own apartment suddenly had quite a different feel.

Before I knew it, the bottle of wine was empty. I could feel the tension in the moment. Would she suggest we open another? Would I? My heart was pounding in my chest. I was far from a prude, far from a novice, but these situations still got me going, anxiety and excitement mixing together until it felt like euphoria. These were the moments that I lived for.

I cracked first.

“So, Ms. Hayes, how about another bottle?” I arched one eyebrow slightly, subtlety was the name of the game for now. “I’m feeling a bit parched. My lips are so dry.” I ran my tongue along them once and then twice, slowly, to demonstrate.

Ms. Hayes swallowed hard.

“Um, sure, let’s,” she said, her cheeks reddening. “Dry lips are no good.”

I could almost hear her heartbeat in the trembling of her voice.

“No,” I said, not looking away from her, not blinking, “they are not.”

She began to stand, but I stopped her.

“Allow me, Ms. Hayes,” I said as I stood up and sauntered over to the counter. I made a show of bending over to pick a bottle out of the bag she had left on the floor by the counter.

When I turned back around, Ms. Hayes quickly averted her eyes. I felt a thrill go through me. Oh, I thought, definitely not imagining things. She was checking me out!

When the bottle was open, I took both our glasses and filled them. I placed them on the coffee table, bending at the waist more than I needed to. I felt the collar of my V-neck fall away from my chest, hanging loose as gravity pulled at it. From where Ms. Hayes was sitting, she could see everything. She had already picked up her glass and nearly choked as she attempted to swallow the first sip.

I smiled at her seductively, as I circled around the coffee table and resumed my seat next to her.

I placed a hand gently on her shoulder, slid it along her back, rubbing it.

“Everything okay, Ms. Hayes?”

“Yes,” she said, between coughs. “And no need for formality. Call me Jenna.”

I fixed her eyes with mine, held her gaze for a moment and then another, letting it draw out long enough that the tension was palpable.

“But I like the way Ms. Hayes sounds,” I smiled wickedly, looking at her with puppy dog eyes. “Do I have to beg?”

God, I thought to myself, more than a little proud, I am such a fucking slut!

“No, you—uh—I mean, you don’t—”

“Please, Ms. Hayes,” I pouted, batted my eyelashes, poured it on thick. Her whole body was trembling.

“I guess it’s Ms. Hayes then,” she said, and I could hear the excitement in her voice. I could hear the hunger.

“So,” I said, taking a sip from my glass, giving myself a moment to consider what came next. The tension was thick and the moment was ripe. It was time to move past the games. “Did Beth talk about me often?”

Ms. Hayes nearly choked on her drink. Busted. My cheeks were hot. A moment flashed back to me. Flesh on flesh, bodies intertwined, pure and unadulterated pleasure. I knew what Beth had told her. I knew what Beth had seen. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t realized it until now.

“Uh, yea, uh sometimes,” Ms. Hayes said, her voice catching just a bit. I could see the shaking of her hand in the ripples that moved across the wine in her glass.

“Good things I hope,” I said, my hand still wrapped around her. She glanced down at my arm, swallowed hard. She said nothing. I’m not sure she trusted herself to speak. “Or…oh my,” I said as though it had just occurred to me, “I hope she didn’t tell you anything naughty.”

I could hear her gulp as she swallowed hard again. I smiled at her seductively and leaned in, letting my body press against hers.

When my lips were nearly resting against her ear, I whispered, “Why don’t you tell me? I would love to hear it, Ms. Hayes.”

She shuddered at that. Her eyes were wide and wild. I could see she was having trouble processing this, trouble believing this. I couldn’t blame her. She was about to get fucked my her daughter’s former roommate. And she was going to get fucked good.

For a moment I waited, wondering if she was going to crack. I was nearly ready to play my next card when she started to speak.

“Beth came back here one night, a few months ago,” Ms. Hayes' eyes were glued to some spot on the floor, laser focused, unwilling or unable to meet my eyes, which were currently quite busy undressing her. “It was the weekend she was supposed to go away with us to the cabin.”

She paused, took a long sip from her glass. I poured her a refill as she continued, hardly able to contain my excitement. I had guessed right. It was the night I had imagined. I couldn’t help myself as a smile spread across myself. I waited with bated breath for Ms. Hayes to continue.

“You were here and of course you didn’t know Beth would be back.” Her voice shook as she spoke. I could see the color creeping into her face.

“Oh, is that what happened?” I asked, adding a sultry lilt to my voice. “When Beth isn’t here sometimes I get up to some very, very naughty things.”

My lips brushed against her neck, not quite a kiss, but not quite nothing either. A soft moan escaped her lips. Ms. Hayes' head snapped around, panic surging through her.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled, half-tripping over the words in her rush to get them out of her mouth. “I shouldn’t have—”

I cut her off. A single finger against those oh so kissable lips.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, and then, “Do you trust me?”

She paused, considering it a moment before she nodded her head.

“Close your eyes,” I said and she did. “Now, don’t open them and just tell me the story. It sounded like a good one.”

I removed my finger from her lips and slid down onto the floor coming to rest on my knees. There was a buzz in the air: pure electricity! We both paused for a moment. The moment of calm before the plunge.

“Go ahead,” I said as I placed my hands on her knees.

Ms. Hayes shuddered and then continued the story. Meanwhile, my hands crept higher, under the hem of her dress, up the smooth skin of her thighs. I could feel my own wetness between my legs, but what I really wanted was to feel hers and then to taste it.

“I guess you didn’t think that Beth would be back, and you were in the living room…” Ms. Hayes squirmed as my hands crept up, halfway up her thighs now and then higher. My fingers found the waistband of her panties and paused there. I ran them idly along, this way and that, teasing her.

I thought back to that night. I had been with Steph and Eve, the lesbian couple who lived in the building. I had known Steph most of my life, family friend. But Eve I had only met the previous summer when the three of us had spent three months quarantined at Steph’s parents vacation home. There had been little else to pass the time other than relentlessly fucking each other’s brains out.

After that summer, the three of us had moved into the same apartment building just outside the city. Steph and Eve did their own thing more often than not nowadays, but we still got together at least once or twice a month to, uh, reminisce. The night that Beth had apparently caught us, the night that Ms. Hayes was talking about had been one such night.

“I was in the living room doing what?” I asked with as much faux innocence as I could muster.

“There were two other…girls with you and they were…”

“Can you scoot up for me?” I asked as casually as was possible, while my fingers were hooked into her underwear. When she did, I slid her panties down her legs, gave them a quick glance—they were soaked—before tossing them aside.

Ms. Hayes' eyes shot open again.

“Tsk, tsk,” I said, my hands still under her dress, creeping higher once again. Our eyes met. “Didn’t I tell you to keep your eyes closed?”

She nodded and then whimpered as I let the tip of one finger brush against her pussy lips ever so slightly. Her eyes shut tight again.

“It’s okay,” I whispered as I bent forward and put my head underneath her dress. “You can tell me. Tell me what they were doing to me Ms. Hayes.”

“Beth said…She said…Fuck!”

Ms. Hayes hissed through clenched teeth as my fingers probed her folds. Delicate, shallow, light—I was still working around the edges, building her up before I would give her what she so badly craved and had craved, apparently, ever since she had heard Beth describe what Steph and Eve had been doing to me.

“Oh, I think I know the night you’re talking about,” I said, head still underneath her dress. “Beth must have found me in a very compromising position.”

Steph and Eve and I had fucked each other in just about every position, configuration, and manner possible. All of them were incredible. But we all had our favorites. Mine was being a little fuck toy for the two of them, having them treat me like a little slut, one fucking me from behind with strap-on or a toy or even just their fingers, while I buried my face in the other’s pussy and ate them out. It was heaven and it was what I had been doing that night when Beth had seen me.

“She said that you were all naked, your big tits out—”

“Oh, Beth told you about my big tits?” I asked, sinking a single finger into her up to the first knuckle. “Or is that your own imagination embellishing a bit?”

She moaned, squirmed, bucking her hips to try to get more of my finger, more of my hand inside her. I smiled to myself. She was down bad for me. I couldn’t believe how much fun I was having.

“Maybe it is,” she growled, her voice husky and breathy, full of lust. “But it’s true isn’t it. When she told me, I couldn’t help but imagine those big tits I had seen in pictures of you that Beth had shown me. You were so gorgeous.”

I felt myself blushing. I knew she was into me, of course, but it never hurt to hear some more compliments.

“What else did Beth tell you?” I asked.

“She said that you were on your hands and knees…” Yes, I thought as I slipped another finger inside of her, this is so fucking hot. “One of the girls was behind you wearing a…strap-on and your face was between the other girl’s legs. She said that you were all making so much noise, you didn’t even hear her come in.”

That was not the least bit surprising. The three of us had a tendency to get a bit carried away and lost in our…activities. Beth had shown up later, afterwards. There had been some worry that she could have overheard us, but we had been wrapped up by the time Beth came back unexpectedly. We had dismissed the concern. Oops.

“And how did Beth feel about that?”

“She hated it,” Ms. Hayes said in a tone that made clear she thought Beth was crazy.

“And you?”

“I…”

Ms. Hayes trailed off and I knew the reason why. I had removed my fingers, using them instead to spread her lips. My face leaned close to her wet and waiting pussy. I knew she could feel the warmth of my breath against her exposed clit. And she knew what was coming next.

“You loved it, didn’t you?”

She whimpered her assent.

“Well, Ms. Hayes,” I said, licking my lips even though she couldn’t see me, hidden beneath the folds of her sundress. “I promise you are going to love this even more.”

My tongue stretched out and made contact with her clit. Her whole body shook and trembled as I circled her clit once, twice, three times and then more. I kept the pressure steady but picked up the pace as I went.

“Oh Halley,” she moaned.

She sounded drunk. And perhaps she was, but not on wine. She was drunk on lust, drunk of passion and hunger and desire. Drunk on me. That thought excited me.

I had had more than a few girls call out my name before. I took pride in the way I could turn a beautiful woman into putty in my hands—or on my tongue. Straight or lesbian made no difference to me—even the ones who think they are straight usually aren’t by the time I’ve dazzled them with my charms. And by that I mean after I’ve eaten them out good enough to make them lose their fucking minds. I was an artist. I was good at it.

And I loved it!

I knew that Ms. Hayes wasn’t going to last long. She didn’t need to. I wanted to get this first one out of the way, loosen her up for what came next. I loved her taste, her smell, the feel of her clit against my tongue. I was in heaven, lost in my own little world. My own hand slipped down in between my legs. I couldn’t contain myself. I moaned into her clit as I furiously played with my own, bringing us both closer to orgasm.

I could feel my own building now, a deep rumble of pleasure bubbling up, spreading out from my clit in waves, at first gentle and then not. Great tidal waves of desire crashed down upon, filling me with pleasure. Breathless, I removed my tongue for just a moment, using two fingers in its place, while I popped my head out.

Ms. Hayes' eyes were cloudy, unfocused, pre-orgasmic bliss already making her woozy.

“I want you to cum for me Ms. Hayes. I want you to cum for your daughter’s roommate. Cum for this filthy little slut.”

She nodded, whimpered, frantically sucked in air as she panted like a dog in heat. But I didn’t want to finish her with my hand. Just as her orgasm started to hit, I dove back underneath her dress, and ate her sweet pussy like my life depended on it.

“Oh Halley, make me cum. Make Ms. Hayes cum!”

Fuck. That did it for me. My fingers frantically circled my clit as we both came at the same time. I heard Ms. Hayes' dirty talk transform into a series of moans, whimpers, and groans. The sounds of someone lost, absolutely, to the ecstasy of a great orgasm.

I was right there with her. My own world spun as pleasure rushed through me. My fingers belonged to someone else. They moved, unbidden, circling my clit until I couldn’t take it any more. I let my hand fall away as the sensation overwhelmed and the world went blank for a moment.

I was panting for air as my vision cleared and I pulled my head out from beneath Ms. Hayes dress. She was similarly out of breath. I smiled at her as her lust drunk eyes met my own.

“Everything you imagined?” I asked, fixing her with my gaze.

The smile that spread across her face was equal parts sweet and sultry.

“That was…incredible,” she huffed in between breaths. “But it wasn’t everything that I imagined.”

My heartbeat, which had begun to slow as I recovered from my orgasm, sped up again, pounding against my chest so hard it seemed like my vision shook. Immediately, the haze of post-orgasm faded and renewed hunger took its place. Hunger for the gorgeous MILF in front of me. I licked my lips subconsciously and was rewarded as I tasted her sweet juices which still clung to my lips and chin. I stood up, leaned over, and kissed Ms. Hayes hard on the mouth.

This wasn’t my usual order of things. I might be a giant, insatiable slut but most times the first kiss came before the first time I ate a woman out. But in Ms. Hayes' case, I had simply been too impatient to wait. Now, I was making up for lost time.

If Ms. Hayes had any complaints about the order of operations, she kept them to herself. From the way she kissed me back, her hands wrapping around me, pulling me down and then onto her lap, I was quite confident she was enjoying this every bit as much as I was. Maybe more.

The way she sat me on her lap like that sent a surge of arousal through me. I liked the idea of being controlled and especially of this gorgeous older woman being the one to do it. If she had been timid at first, it seemed like having a girl eighteen years her junior bury her sweet young face between her legs had gotten her out of her shell.

I wasn’t surprised. I had always heard that older women are so much better in bed because they know what they want and know how to take it. I was learning that lesson now firsthand and it was so fucking hot.

“Not everything?” I asked teasingly as I broke the kiss.

Ms. Hayes gnawed at my neck hungrily, her words punctuated by the nibbles and kisses she planted there.

“Not by a long shot,” she purred, the sultry tones in her voice making my breath catch. “You helped to break the ice. But now, Ms. Hayes has some things she’d like to show you.”

The emphasis she put on Ms. Hayes combined with the sensation of her lips on my neck made me whimper, made me want to scream. The whole thing drove me crazy and then some. I was in a bad spot for this woman and I was going to do whatever she wanted. Whatever she needed.

And I think we were both thinking the same thing.

“I bet you're pretty angry with me Ms. Hayes,” I said, my head thrown back, my eyes shut tight against the sensation as she sucked on my neck, kissed her way to my ear lobe.

I shuddered, feeling her hot breath against my skin, shuddered thinking about what was going to come next.

“After all, exposing your daughter to my wanton ways like that. I bet you want to punish me—” Ms. Hayes pulled away for a moment. My eyes opened and met hers. I could see the slight tremble in her lips, the eagerness in her eyes. She was waiting, hardly breathing, for what I was about to say. “Punish me like the bad little slut I am.”

Her lips attacked mine again and I kissed her back with everything I had. I’d be lying if I said the dirty talk was just for her benefit. My own words got me going just as much as they did her. Maybe more so.

“We can certainly arrange that,” Ms. Hayes said, her voice taking on a mysterious tone that intrigued me as much as it turned me on. “First, I’m worried about that filthy little mouth of yours. I think we can put it to good use for something else, don’t you think?”

I nodded tremendously, not trusting myself to speak it that moment. I was too turned on. Too excited and too eager to hear what her dirty mind was going to come up with.

“Good,” she said at the same moment that her hand reached up and pulled the neck line of her dress down and over her breasts. “Why don’t you start by sucking on Ms. Hayes' big titties?”

I nearly came right there. The rapidity with which the roles had reversed left me breathless, dizzy, and more than a little excited. Ms. Hayes was full of surprises. And I wasn’t going to let her down.

“Good girl,” she moaned as I bent to my task.

The woman had incredible tits. My own are…shall we say prodigious? Big, perky, and perfect. Not many pairs of tits really wow me in comparison to my own, but Ms. Hayes' were some of the biggest and best I had laid eyes on. Especially for a woman her age. God, I thought to myself, I hope mine still have that much bounce at her age. There’s something about a MILF with big fat tits that always drove me wild. Sucking on her tits like this, while she chided me for being a slut was just about the hottest thing I could possibly imagine.

“You are filthy little disgusting slut, Halley” Oh fuck yes, I thought, tell me how much of a fucking slut I am. There was almost nothing that turned me on more. “You are so wet, loving every second as you suck on your roommate’s mom’s big titties. You love sucking on Ms. Hayes' big tits, don’t you? Oh, what’s this?”

I gasped as her hand in one swift motion slipped into my pants, fingers parting my lips. Two fingers slid into me, buried themselves all the way to the knuckle. My pussy was so wet it offered almost nothing in the way of resistance. I was that turned on.

“Your soaking wet you little slut,” Ms. Hayes finger fucked me as she poured on her filthy words into my ear. I was in heaven. “Sucking on Ms. Hayes' titties has my little slut so turned on, doesn’t it?”

She ran her fingers through my hair. The sensation of her fingertips brushing against my scalp before her fingers grabbed a handful and pulled roughly sent sparks shooting through my vision. She pushed my head down until I was practically choking and gasping while I frantically sucked on her areolas. I used a free hand to manhandle the other tit that was not currently receiving my oral attention.

I whimpered in agreement with her. It had me turned on, dangerously so. This part of our little game had only been going on for a few minutes and I was already on the brink of losing it again. Ms. Hayes seemed to sense it.

“Oh, is the little slut going to cum? I bet she is. Getting finger fucked by some big titty MILF. Your own roommate’s mother. You should be ashamed of yourself.” There was a slight tremor in her voice, the crack in the facade she was putting on for our little roleplay. She couldn’t help it. Like me, she was simply getting too turned on from all the filthy talk that filled the air. It was electric, intoxicating. It was so fucking hot.

And soon enough I couldn’t take it anymore. Ms. Hayes' tit stuffed in my mouth, her hand in my hair, pushing my head into her, her fingers pistoning in and out of my pussy, making a wet sucking sound each time she did. I could literally hear how wet I was, how wet she had made me.

And before I knew it, I was coming again. I let out a muffled scream, Ms. Hayes' tit still filling my mouth. I was in heaven, luxuriating as the sensation built and crested and ripped through my body. The dizziness grew and before I knew it I was so lightheaded I began to slump over, losing myself in the moment. Ms. Hayes yanked my hair hard, just the way I like it, to keep me from falling over. Though my orgasm had already hit, that action sent little waves like aftershocks, racing through me, echoes of the great pleasure I had just received. I was drunk on it.

“No more,” I whimpered as I felt that Ms. Hayes' fingers were still inside me.

She locked eyes with me as she withdrew her fingers and held them up in between us. I could see my wetness glisten there, could smell my own sex. She never broke eye contact with me as she took her two fingers, popped them into her mouth, and sucked them clean.

I was in love.

Not really, but I was certainly feeling something. Two orgasms in a half-hour and my body didn’t feel like it was anywhere close to being finished.

Looking over at Ms. Hayes, I knew she wasn’t either.


Chapter 3

I had trouble focusing as her breasts rose and fell with each breath she took. That dress was doing things to me. It looked so good on her,especially now that she had pulled it down below her tits. The only place I could imagine it looking better was on my floor. I had a good feeling we would get there.

Patience Halley, I told myself. But some things are easier said than done.

“Are you listening to me?” she asked with a smirk.

“Honestly? Not even a little bit.” I mixed defiance and playfulness in my tone. I was flirting, but also hoping that being a bit of a bad girl might earn me my next punishment.

Ms. Hayes paused, stroked her chin for a moment. I could see in her eyes that a decision had already been made. This was a theater and I wasn’t going to complain. The woman knew a thing or two about seduction.

Usually, I’m the one teaching other women things, but now I felt like the student. And just like in real life, she was the sexy teacher that I wanted to fuck…badly. That thought, and so many others, excited me.

“Here’s what we can do about that,” she said. Reaching forward, she grabbed the neckline of my V-neck and pulled, roughly. There was ripping noise as the fabric gave way, tore down the middle until my bare tits spilled out into view. I saw Ms. Hayes' eyes go wide for a moment before she regained her composure. The girls tended to have that effect on people.

“And this is supposed to help?” I said, looking down at my quickly hardening nipples.

Ms. Hayes licked her lips.

“No,” she said. “But it does make it easier to do this.”

A moment later I was moaning again as I felt her wet mouth close around one of my nipples. I loved having my tits played with, sucked on, manhandled, groped, you name it. I was incredibly sensitive there and could, on occasion, come without any other stimulation.

“You sure you’ve never done this before,” I asked, delirious from the pleasure that was flooding my body.

Ms. Hayes paused for a moment and smiled at me.

“Guess I’m just a natural,” she said before diving in again.

I was not going to disagree. I surrendered once again to Ms. Hayes. My mind was empty, my body too. A vessel for her to fill with her filthy seductions, her sultry words, and the pleasure that she was giving me, which was about as good as anything I had ever experienced.

When she stopped, I felt a stab of frustration and disappointment. My next orgasm had not exactly been imminent, but it had felt so good and honestly, I didn’t want any of this to end. Certainly, not anytime soon.

Ms. Hayes seemed to sense my frustration.

“Easy girl,” she said. “There will be plenty of time for more later.”

I raised one eyebrow. What was she getting at?

“You know I still think I’m really having trouble being okay with what Beth walked in on.”

Her voice shifted into a mix of authority and confidence that I found alluring. It was the kind of strong voice that turned her from hot older woman to stone cold MILF. I could have listened to it all day. I shook my head, trying to clear the million horny thoughts bouncing around in there. Ms. Hayes was still talking and I needed to pay attention.

I needed to be a good girl for her.

“...and I think it would really help to get a sense of it. Otherwise I’m worried I won’t be able to really appreciate what happened. I think it would really help to teach you a lesson.” I liked the sound of that, even if I had missed what exactly she had said. “And I’m sure the other girls would benefit too.”

Wait. My heart skipped a beat. Other girls? What exactly had I missed?

“Ummm,” I stalled for time, but she saw right through it.

Her hand reached out and she pinched one of my nipples lightly between her thumb and forefinger.

“Didn’t I tell you to pay attention?”

I shivered as Ms. Haye’s eyes bored into me. The intensity of her gaze was almost too much to take. Some voice in my head told me to look away, but it was drowned out by the part of me that never would. I swallowed hard but the lump in my throat remained. I nodded my head.

“Good,” she growled, rubbing her fingers together and sending jolts of pleasure surging through me. “Now, what was I saying?”

“You—uhhh—were saying something about other—shit—other girls,” I forced the words out through clenched teeth. I could barely form a coherent sentence as Ms. Hayes added her other hand and massaged my tits.

A smile crept across her face.

“Very good,” she said, like I was a schoolgirl and she was my teacher. When she used that voice on me it made my knees feel weak. Fuck. I needed her. Needed to know what she meant by other girls…though I was beginning to have my suspicions.

“In order to make sure this little slut learns her lesson, I need to have a better idea about what Beth caught you doing and I think the best way to do that, would be to have a little reenactment.”

Reenactment. She couldn’t mean…But as my eyes met hers I knew that she did.

“Oh, yes,” I said, involuntarily. “Oh, fuck yes!”

My excitement must have been obvious.

“Easy does it,” Ms. Hayes chided me, but I could tell she was enjoying it.

Part of me still couldn’t believe this was happening with my ex-roommates mom! If this was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up anytime soon.

“Here’s how it’s going to go…”

Now, I had no trouble paying attention. I hung on every word that came out of Ms. Haye’s mouth.

It wasn’t the easiest thing in the world. As she continued to explain her plan, I grew increasingly aroused. Soon enough  I was squirming where I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted to touch myself or for Ms. Hayes to. I wanted to be doing what Ms. Hayes was currently talking about and I wanted it now.

When she was finally finished, I was soaked between my legs. I had goosebumps covering my skin and my nipples were at full attention. Ms. Hayes, who had been so focused on relaying the plan to me, now let herself admire my form. She licked her lips.

“This is going to be fun,” she said. “I can’t wait to watch them fuck you.”

The words made me shiver. Who was this woman? God, I thought to myself, being a slut certainly pays off!

The plan, if you could really even call it that, was fairly simple. I was going to text Eve and Steph, the lesbian couple I was practically best friends with and who lived in my building, and invite them to—well, come have their way with me again. That part was easy and not at all out of the ordinary.

What came next would be where things could go so very right or so very wrong. I would be waiting, naked as could be on the bed, my hands bound to the headboard with a pair of pink fuzzy handcuffs.

The handcuffs were a toy and I could slip out of them at any point, but they certainly added to the mood of the whole thing. Ms. Hayes wanted to see a helpless little slut get used by two beautiful busty babes…And that was what she was going to get! I was only too happy to oblige her darkest fantasies, and once Eve and Steph got the memo, I had a feeling they would be on board too.

Steph was the question mark. As far as I knew, since she had come out she had only been two girls: Eve and me. Would she be up to add yet another woman into the bedroom? My bet was for ‘yes’. Steph had not been quite as far along on her road to being an insatiable slut as Eve and I had been when this whole thing started, but she had caught up with us quickly, and, maybe, even lapped us. I just knew she was going to love this.


Chapter 4

Doors unlocked. I’ll be waiting for you two in the bedroom….

A series of racy texts between the girls and me culminated with an invitation. They lived two floors down. It took less than three minutes to make it from their door to mine. It felt like an eternity.

I knew they were coming, but the nerves and the excitement had my stomach in knots. Breathe Halley. This wasn’t like me. I had fooled around with Eve and Steph dozens of times. Why was this time any different?

If I had really needed an answer to that question, Ms. Hayes provided it for me. She walked out of the master bath and my jaw dropped to the floor. She was utterly and completely naked except for a pair of glasses.

Somehow that just added to how hot she looked. For a woman nearly forty, she had a better body than most women my own age that I had been with. She kept things tight to say the least. I was salivating.

Ms. Hayes sauntered over to me, never breaking eye contact. She paused by the side of the bed. Her big MILF tits hung only a few inches from my face. My hand moved faster than my brain and I moved to grab one of them. My arm jerked and came up short.

“Fuck,” I groaned in frustration. I rolled my eyes as I glanced at the play handcuffs that prevented me from grabbing a handful. I pushed my lips out in what I hoped was a sexy pout. “How is this fair? Waiting until my hands are tied—literally—before you break out the goods.”

Ms. Hayes smiled seductively at me. My mouth felt suddenly dry. She leaned over me, until her tits were nearly in my face. Maybe I could scoot up, crane my neck, and use my mouth to—

“Tsk, tsk,” Ms. Hayes chided me when she saw what I was doing. She pulled back just out of reach as once again I came up short. “Someone is impatient.”

She wasn’t wrong. If anything, she was understating it. I was busy readying a witty rejoinder to her teasing, when I froze. I heard the doorknob turn. The door to the hallway opened. Familiar voices. Steph and Eve were here.

“Showtime,” Ms. Hayes mouthed to me. She slunk out of sight, hiding in the master bathroom with the lights off. From the bench next to the shower, she had a perfect view into the bedroom and to the bed, where I was waiting eagerly for my two gorgeous friends to come and have their way with me. I couldn’t remember the last time that I felt so excited. I was wildly out of control horny.

When Eve appeared, my heart sped up. When Steph followed a moment after, I thought it might burst from my chest. I was lying flat on my back, hands up behind my head, handcuffed to the headboard. I watched their faces as they took in the scene.

Eve smirked. Steph beamed, an ear splitting grin spreading across her face. Two sets of eyeballs poured over every inch of my naked and exposed body. These two had seen me in plenty of compromising positions, but never quite like this.

Though the two of them were clothed, I couldn’t help but stare. The outfits they had chosen didn’t help. They weren’t dressed for a night out. Instead, they seemed to have optimized for what would be the quickest to remove. They both wore tight fitting crop tops, no bras, and fluffy booty shorts that could have almost been pajamas.

“What do we have here?” Eve asked, always one to take the lead.

“What do you think?” I asked, fixing the two of them with a sultry stare. “I thought we could try something a little different this time around.”

Both girls smiled.

“I don’t think you are going to hear any complaints from us,” Steph responded.

Her eyes poured over my naked body. I loved the feeling of being ogled by a beautiful woman like that, thinking about all the things that Steph wanted to do to this tight supple body. It drove me crazy.

Without exchanging anything other than a glance, the two girls fanned out to either side of the bed. They both took a seat next to me, facing toward the headboard. I was practically panting from excitement. My skin tingled in anticipation.

“So what has gotten into you today?” Eve asked as she bent forward and her lips met my neck. On the other side Steph did the same. The feeling of two sets of lips kissing up and down my neck, the feeling of their warm breath against my skin turned my mind to mush.

“Beth’s mom,” I answered, quite satisfied with myself for the double meaning.

“Wait, what?” Eve paused and sat up straight.

Steph paused too, mimicking Eve’s posture. Both of them looked at me questioningly.

“She came to visit me today. Not the first time actually.”

“Oh, she’s certainly a looker,” Eve said slyly. “I certainly caught myself stealing a few glances.”

Steph cleared her throat in mock complaint. Eve rolled her eyes.

“Oh like you weren’t doing the same thing?” Eve teased. “Besides, we both know you have a thing for older women.”

Eve was a little less than six months older than Steph, but she liked to joke that Steph was only into her because she was an older MILF.

Steph and Eve had helped with boxes the day that Beth had moved out. I had completely forgotten that. To hear that they both found Ms. Hayes attractive was heartening. It would make it that much easier to rope them in for our little plan.

Eve placed a hand on my left thigh while Steph did the same on my right. I was trembling like a leaf.

“Why don’t you tell us about that?” Eve said, leaning in again. Her voice was little more than a whisper.

“Does our little blonde slut have a thing for older women?” Steph cooed as her fingers ran up and down my thigh.

“Of course,” I said, “I have a thing for you two, don’t I?”

Another joke. It felt a bit forced, but I couldn’t help myself. Why was I so nervous?

“Stop deflecting,” Eve growled, nibbling at my ear lobe. “We want a story.”

My mouth was dry. My heart was a drum, booming in my chest so forcefully it made the room shake. I could almost hear the blood rushing into my ears.

“She came around a few times, actually. The latest was today. I had gotten the sense before that she might be interested, but today she dropped a bombshell.”

I paused, hardly able to concentrate as both girls’ hands teased their way up and down my legs, across my stomach, circling around but never quite reaching the one place I wanted—no, needed—them to be.

And then Steph’s finger slipped inside of me and the whole world shook. My body trembled as a moan escaped my lips. I watched Eve watching her girlfriend finger me, slow at first but then picking up the pace. Eve bit her lip, her eyes flitting between the two of us. If it were even possible, she seemed to be enjoying this almost as much as I was.

The lust flooded into my brain and my thoughts slowed down, broke apart, became incoherent. There was something I needed to say, or maybe something I needed to do. What had it been?

The pleasure washed over me and it felt like whatever it was that I was supposed to remember was just getting further and further away. That was fine though. Right now, Steph’s digital talents were pushing me closer and closer to orgasm while her gorgeous, busty girlfriend gave me bedroom eyes and whispered filthy encouragement in my ear.

“I could just watch her do that to you all day,”

“Eve!” Steph’s face flushed red.

“What?” Eve said with  a shrug. “What are you worried about? That the girl you are currently fingering is going to know you have a crush on her?”

Steph rolled her eyes. “It’s not that it’s just—”

“Don’t worry,” I said with a laugh. “I kind of have a thing for you too.”

And then we were back at it, the fingers on Steph’s free hand traced lines across my stomach, making me tremble and whimper. Eve’s lips were on my neck, her breath warm against my goosepimpled skin. Of the two, Eve had always been a little more vocal, a little more into dirty talk. It drove me wild.

“So all this brought on by spending some time ogling Beth’s mom?”

“And…” I could barely think with Steph’s fingers inside of me. This was the moment of truth. All or nothing. “...she’s still here.”

“Hello, girls.”

Eve jumped. Steph froze. I was thankful for that, her fingers still being inside me and all. She withdrew them. Both girls spun and watched as Ms. Hayes strutted in from the bathroom.

“What the fuck,” Eve said, her voice alive with lust.

“Goddamn,” was all that Steph could manage.

“I’m so glad you girls were able to join us. Halley has been telling all about you two. I feel like I already know you both.” She looked down, her glasses slipping to the edge of her nose so that she peered over them. “I’m Ms. Hayes.”

Steph looked back at me and raised an eyebrow.

“Ms. Hayes?” Eve mouthed. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“I can’t believe this,” Steph said, her voice shaking. “Halley this is insane.”

“Insanely hot!” I called, hoping that this wasn’t too much for Steph.

She laughed and shook her head. “You are always full of surprises.” She looked over at Eve. “We really doing this?”

“I can’t think of anything I’d rather be doing right now. You?”

“Me neither,” Steph said and the tension evaporated.

They were in. This was going to be a night to remember.

“So,” Steph said. “Where do we start?”

“Well, given that Halley—” Eve started to speak, but Ms. Hayes cut her off.

“We will start,” she said, her voice taking on a tone that brooked no argument, “with what I say we will start with. Those are the rules. You girls are going to listen to whatever Ms. Hayes tells you. After what Beth told me about the three of you, I’m worried that you sluts may be beyond saving.” She paused and there was mischief in her eyes. “But that doesn’t mean I won’t be giving it my all.”

Eve and Steph looked at each other, eyes alight with lust.

“I like the sound of that,” Eve said.

“I like the sound of that, Ms. Hayes.”

Hearing this MILF correct Eve like that drove me wild. Of the two, Eve was the more confident and assertive one. She was the one that often drove our little games of sexual seduction.

Submissive wasn’t the only role that Steph or I played, but when those kinds of dynamics were in play, Eve was usually the one in charge. Now, the tables were turned. I was as excited to see how she would react as I was impatient to get this show on the road.

I loved watching this little back and forth between my friends and Ms. Hayes, but it was also driving me crazy not being able to touch myself. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out. My arousal was building to a fever pitch and I felt like I was going to lose it.

“I like the sound that, Ms. Hayes,” Eve and Steph spoke in unison, emphasizing Ms. Hayes.

“Good,” Ms. Hayes said and nodded. “Now, I know you two girls can’t keep your eyes off these big tits, so we might as well get this out of the way.”

Without another word, she stepped forward, reached out her hands and grabbed both girls by their hair. She fixed me with her gaze as she guided their heads down. Eve and Steph were only too eager to go along. I watched the realization hit them and then the excitement. A moment later they were both sucking eagerly on Ms. Hayes fat tits while she stared me down.

Watching my two sexy friends, hungrily devouring those big perfect tits was like manna from heaven. How quickly they bought into the situation and just went with it was a big part of the reason I was such good friends with the two of them and a big part of the reason we had even gotten together in the first place.

Though I certainly wasn’t going to complain about the show, I was definitely growing impatient. When Eve and Steph both came up for air, I waited eagerly to see what was coming next. Ms. Hayes winked at me and I knew I wasn’t going to have to wait much longer.


Chapter 5

“So, where do we start?”

Steph was the one to ask, but it was the question on each of our minds. Ms. Hayes looked around the room, her eyes lighting, if only for a moment, on each of us. She paused and nodded. My skin was buzzing in anticipation. Even my breathing was soft and shallow, as though the slightest noise might cause me to miss what was coming next.

“Well,” Ms. Hayes said, a slow smile spreading across her face. God, I thought, what I wouldn’t do for this woman…or to this woman. “I still am having a bit of trouble wrapping my head around the whole thing that Beth told me.” Oh, yes. Fuck yes. “Maybe a little demonstration is in order?”

The mischievous look that crossed Ms. Hayes' face at that moment had me seeing stars. Moments later a similar look was on the face of both Eve and Steph. I’m sure if I had a mirror, my own face wouldn’t have looked all that different either.

Eve ran a hand across her chin, an exaggerated thinking pose. The danger dancing in her eyes excited me. Ms. Hayes might be playing the role of the MILF in charge, but Eve had her own dominant streak and I knew she wouldn’t make this easy—in the best possible way.

“Hmm, demonstration? But of what, Ms. Hayes?” Eve sauntered over toher. The older woman froze, went stiff as a board for a moment and then melted as Eve ran a hand across her stomach, grabbed a handhold on her hip. Eve pulled Ms. Hayes' body against her own, naked flesh against Eve’s sheer top. Steph’s mouth hung half open. My own did as well.

Eve leaned in, as though to whisper in the older woman’s ear, but when she spoke it was loud enough for us to hear.

“Oh, do you mean—” Eve’s eyes went wide in mock-surprise. She put a hand over her mouth, playing up just how scandalized she was. “Did Beth catch us? Oh, that must be it. Ms. Hayes, I have to say, I had no idea that Beth caught us in the act. But which act?”

She ran a finger across Ms. Hayes' chest and then her shoulders. Eve circled the  MILF slowly, her finger trailing behind her. When it ran across her collarbone and then cut a path across her neck, Ms. Hayes shuddered.

Eve was toying with her. Turning the tables. I had seen it before, seen her run the same exact play on me. So, I knew just how effective it would be. And Eve hadn’t broken out the big guns yet. And I mean that fairly literally.

I was naked, as was Ms. Hayes. Both of us had tits that would turn heads, even fully clothed. Big enough that even a sports bra or a compression top couldn’t fully hide just what we were smuggling. Steph’s too, were on the larger side, certainly more than a handful, shapely and perky too. But Eve’s tits…

They were something out of a fairy tale, well if tits were a subject of fairy tales, which I’m led to believe they are not (though of course they should be!). But when Eve smiled at me then at Ms. Hayes—and then when she winked—I felt like one of those volcanoes you make in fifth grade with the baking soda and vinegar. I could feel the lust bubbling and roiling inside me, the pressure building. I was ready to blow.

Ms. Hayes was already wrapped around her finger, but if her reaction to seeing Eve naked was anything like my own…Well, our sexy MILF had no idea what she was in for.

As if she could read my mind, Eve’s hand darted to the hem of her shirt. The fabric bunched up between her hands, her knuckles going white. She looked at each of us in turn: me first, then Steph, then Ms. Hayes. Eve winked again as her eyes locked with mine. Then her shirt came off.

No one in the room was breathing. You could have heard a pin drop or a leaf rustle. For a moment, the silence was so oppressive and complete I’m sure you could have heard a dust bunny rolling its way across the floor. All of us were captivated, but it was Ms. Hayes, the only one of the three of us who was seeing Eve’s body for the first time, that finally broke the silence.

“Holy shit,” she hissed, her voice husky with desire.

“Right?” Steph said, and shook her head slowly from side to side, a laugh falling from her lips. “Sometimes I wonder how I got so lucky.”

Eve winked again, this time at her girlfriend. “Feeling’s mutual babe.”

“I–uh—” Ms. Hayes seemed to have malfunctioned.

Eve ran a hand in front of her face. She blinked and shook her head, seemingly coming back to her senses. But that lasted only for a moment until her eyes flicked back down to Eve’s heaving chest and her flat, athletic stomach, and the sweat glistening on her tanned and toned skin. Ms. Hayes' mouth fell open and I could hardly blame her. I was practically salivating myself.

“Steph?” Eve raised an eyebrow in her girlfriend’s direction.

Steph's eyes were glazed over, little placards with lustful thoughts written over them. I could see the sweat beading on her forehead. I watched her chest rise and fall, fast and shallow, matching my own. It seemed that all of us were more than a little preoccupied with Eve’s naked form. And I don’t think anyone witnessing what we were witnessing would have blamed us: she looked that incredible.

“Steph?” Eve called again, this time more forcefully. That seemed to do the trick. Steph shook her head from side to side like a dog coming in from the rain.

“Sorry,” she said as she closed the distance between her and Eve and—by extensions—Ms. Hayes.

The three of them were standing close enough that their arms were almost touching. Eve stood directly in front of the foot of the bed, her eyes locked with mine as Ms. Hayes and Steph took places, slightly askew on either side of her.

“Girls?” Eve said and she looked first to Ms. Hayes and then to Steph. Her girlfriend smiled so wide I thought her lips might crack. The expression on our MILF’s face was more complex but no less eager.

I studied her face, saw the passion alive there, but there was more: trepidation and anxiety, but also joy and lust and sweet reckless abandon. There was a battle being waged in her mind between all the reasons this was crazy—and make no mistake, this was 100% batshit insane—and all the reasons this was the sexiest, naughtiest, and downright filthiest kind of fun imaginable.

When Eve’s arms reached around both girls, her hands closing first around a breast, one in each hand, before her fingers glided upward, slipping over smooth skin, up the napes of their necks, until her fingers threaded themselves into their hair. And then her eyes were back on me.

“Enjoy,” she said and she winked as she guided their head down, time seeming to slow as greedy mouths open and closed, and Eve’s eyes never left me.

I felt like my insides were on fire. Like someone had replaced my blood with a  mixture of diet coke and mentos—I was shaking, vibrating, fizzing as a deep and pleasant want warmed my body. But as it built, the pleasantness faded, replaced by something hungrier, something needier, frantic near to the point of impatience and maybe even panic.

I needed Eve. I needed Steph. I needed Ms. Hayes. I needed all of them and everything that they could give me. I was beginning to worry that our plan might not have been a good one. Not because it wasn’t hot, but perhaps because it was too hot and with me handcuffed to the bed the inability to participate was driving me wild.

Participate. I laughed a bit silently to myself at the word choice. Like it was some after-school activity or a game at the family picnic. No, by inability to participate I meant inability to get off the bed, walk over to the three gorgeous woman locked in carnal pleasure and fuck their brains out…or at least to have them fuck my brains out. I was usually pretty flexible like that. Selfless Halley. That’s what they called me.

What the fuck are you talking about?

I snapped back to reality as Eve threw her head back and moaned. I drank in the sight. Three women, all beyond beautiful, all in various states of undress. Ms. Hayes completely nude, Eve topless, and Steph still wearing her tight tube top and short fuzzy shorts.

Eve’s glorious tits, shimmering and slick as the other girls used their mouths like they were starving. Meanwhile their bodies pressed against each other, flesh on flesh. The room felt hotter than it had before. I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead and felt a drop trace a path down between my heaving breasts. Watching what was happening in front of me sent my lungs to motion, so fast and shallow I wasn’t sure that it was helping or just making me lightheaded.

But I was powerless to stop it. Powerless to do anything really. Though I could have slipped the cuffs at any time, that would have spoiled the whole thing. And so I stayed, bound to the bed as I watched the scene unfold in front of me.

“I think we need to pause for a moment,” said Eve, and before anyone could object, she was lifting Steph’s top over her head. “Arms up. Good.”

She paused and stared. Her eyes sliding slowly down Steph’s face, slipping past the curve of her neck, before they came to rest on her chest. Like me, Steph’s breath came quick and shallow. Her cheeks flushed red and she seemed to wilt beneath Eve’s sultry glare.

“Never gets old,” Eve said, in a voice that matched her toothless smirk. Her hands slid down from Steph’s shoulders, hooked themselves onto her hips. She pulled her girlfriend into her and kissed her hard on the mouth.

Eve’s mouth and jaw worked slowly, carefully. Every movement deliberate. Steph’s kisses were all hunger and need and deep frantic want. The contrast was as striking as it was arousing.

They were so lost in each other that I started to feel a little bad for Ms. Hayes. A quick glance told me I had nothing to be worried about. The skin from her hairline to her chin was deep scarlett. Her eyes were wide saucers of sinful delight. I watched as her hand slid down the smooth skin of her stomach and then slipped between her legs. Her soft pouty lips—lips that I had kissed, lips that I had tasted and wanted to taste again—parted and low moan, almost a purr, slipped from between them.

Eve broke her kiss with Steph, her eyes roaming over the room. Her eyes stopped on me. I swallowed hard, doing nothing to dissolve the lump in my throat. My mouth felt suddenly dry, parched. Thirst. In more ways than one. Looking at Eve, I shuddered as her tongue slipped out from her mouth, running itself along her bottom lip. Eve winked at me.

“Now,” she said, her voice nothing but mischief. “I think we’ve been neglecting someone so far.”

My cheeks burned, blood rushing into my face until it was red and hot. Desire overwhelmed me until it felt like the room was spinning.

Eve's eyes flitted to Ms. Hayes. Both women smiled.

“Ms. Hayes,” she purred, her voice dulcet and suggestive and innocent all at once, “I know you were thinking that we would demonstrate while you watched us have our way with this little slut, but…” Her voice trailed off for a moment as her finger swept across her chin. “I think it will be a more educational experience if we try something else instead.”

An expression passed over Ms. Hayes' face that could have been disappointment. I wouldn’t have blamed her. Though there was little in my brain at that moment other than lust and a frantic, electric need, I felt a stab of it too. But I felt something else as I watched the gears turn on Eve’s face: trust, nervousness, excitement.

Ms. Hayes and I had planned for one thing and now Eve was calling an audible. If it were anybody else, I might not have been so eager, so willing to change things up. But Eve was…well, Eve, and her and Steph had rocked my world so many, many times that I let my defenses crumble.

“Instead of Steph and I fucking this filthy little freak,” Eve said, punctuating her last three words with a slight pause, eyes locked on my own. “This little slut and my beautiful busty girlfriend are going to have their way with you.”

My breath caught in my throat, the lump there growing even larger. I could feel the beads of sweat. On my forehead, on my chest, rolling down the small of my back. Oh yes, I thought. Sharing this gorgeous MILF with Steph? While Eve orchestrated the whole thing?

Fuck yes.


Chapter 6

After all that buildup, I could hardly wait any longer. Eve chided me as she undid the cuffs, laughing when she realized how flimsy they were.

“Ahh,” she said, her laugh low and throaty, “really went with the premium model here?”

I couldn’t help but blush. There is a part of me that responds well to a bit of teasing. A bit of back and forth. Eve knew exactly what buttons to push. And right now, she was pushing just about all of them.

“Had to play up the whole damsel in distress thing,” I said, my voice trembling as Eve’s fingers brushed against the bare skin of my wrists.

Her fingers paused there and then wrapped themselves around my wrist. Where her skin met mine, a jolt, like a slug of caffeine shot through me. Tendrils of desire racing out from every point of contact, filling me up, until my body felt heavy and warm, a deep ache welling up from everywhere and nowhere all at once.

Eve guided my hand between her legs, never breaking eye contact with me. I shuddered as I felt her slickness slide against my finger tips. Her eyes closed, softly and for just a moment. When she opened them again, they were alive with fire that sent goosebumps down my spine.

Abruptly, Eve dropped her grip on my wrist and moved away. For a moment, I could still feel her wetness against my skin, still feel her warmth and her presence like a phantom limb. Reluctantly, I let her.

“Girls?” she said, turning back to the other two girls.

I had completely forgotten them. I had been so lost in Eve, in her touch, her smell, how turned on she was. Ms. Hayes and Steph had wasted little time in getting to know each other.

Both women were naked now, gorgeous almost to the point of unbelievability. I’d watched porn with less believable proportions, figures, and levels of perkiness. I pinched myself.

“Ow,” I said.

Ms. Hayes arched one eyebrow. Then she took a bit of flesh on her thigh between her own thumb and forefinger and gave a tentative squeeze.

“Ow,” she said and then laughed.

“What was that for?”

“Same thing you are doing,” she said, but the conversation wasn’t happening with words anymore.

Her eyes were begging, pleading, screaming for release, whispering all the dirty things this woman wanted me and Steph to do to her. My own excitement sat low and heavy in my stomach, squeezing its way out, through my veins, across my skin, into my lungs, my heart, my brain, until I was delirious with it.

“Oh?” I asked, for a moment forgetting again that there is anyone else in the room. “And what is that?”

Ms. Hayes kept her eyes on mine as she sauntered toward the bed.

“Making sure this isn’t a dream,” she said as she leaned down and kissed me on the mouth. Where her lips met mine, sparks crackled.

“If it’s a dream,” I said, my lips slipping down the nape of her neck, “it’s going to be the dirtiest fucking dream of your life.”

I saw Ms. Haye’s body go taut for a moment and then a low noise escaped her mouth, half-moan, half-gasp. For a moment, I thought it was just my dirty talk having its desired effect, and I’m sure that had something to do with it. Steph choosing that very same moment to step in behind Ms. Hayes, conveniently already bent over the bed, spread her legs, and impale her with the strap-on might have had something to do with it as well. Kind of hard to say.

“Oh, god,” Ms. Hayes moaned as Steph sunk into her, her eyes wide as saucers.

Gentle at first. One stroke. Two strokes. Deep and slow, warming her up. From the way her eyes came alive, burning with desire, I’m not sure she needed any warming up.

She kissed me again, hard and hungry and desperate. Her lips slipped into mine, a perfect fit. Her tongue danced across my lips, then parted them. My own tongue parried, wrestled, gave it back as good as I was getting it. And I was getting it good.

Though not quite as good as Ms. Hayes.

“Fuck Steph, you look so goddamn hot doing that,” Eve cooed as she stepped up behind her girlfriend.

Her hands slipped across bare skin, goosebumps followed. Her hands reached around the front, touching as they slid up Steph’s flat stomach. Eve’s eyes found mine at the same moment her palms slid across Steph’s nipples.

Steph moaned and threw her head back as she sped up her pace.

Ms. Hayes was speaking in tongues. Her moans and gasps and whimpers were loud, clangorous, discordant and yet somehow still became the notes to a sinful symphony.

“Clap those cheeks, babe,” Eve’s hands roamed her girlfriend’s body.

Each filthy word, each bit of encouragement only seemed to rile Steph up further. Harder. Faster. Harder. Faster. Ms. Hayes was losing her mind. And as her mouth moved lower, so was I.

“Can’t say I imagined how hot this would all be from the outside looking in,” Eve nibbled at Steph’s neck, her eyes flitting to me before her hands fell to her sides and she stepped toward the bed.

For a moment, I didn’t know where to look.

At Steph? Sweat glistening on her forehead, breathing labored, with a look of pure sex plastered on her face and her tits bouncing each time she thrust forward.

At Ms. Hayes? Eyes rolled back in her head, mouth lolling open as a steady stream of fuck, fuck, fuck whistled out, punctuating each impact as Steph buried the strap-on inside of her.

At Eve? Impossibly gorgeous Eve, with her impossible perfect tits, hips swaying, chest bouncing lightly as she climbed onto the bed and her hands fingers braided themselves into Ms. Hayes' hair. Delicately, almost gently, Eve brushed a few strands away from her forehead, then gathering up a fistful of her hair, Eve smiled wickedly at me as she yanked Ms. Hayes' head back, exposing her neck. Eve pounced.

I wanted her lips on me, but watching her kiss her way down Ms. Hayes' delicate neck was a fine consolation prize. And what came next even more so.

Hands still in her hair, Eve angled Ms. Hayes' head down toward me. A smile spread across her lips, and a moment later mine too. I could feel my pulse in my clit as Eve guided the gorgeous, busty MILF down between my legs, Steph still pounding her sweet pussy like all our lives depended on it.

When her tongue made contact with my clit, the whole world went white. Stars. Flashes of white and silver, like fireworks and TV static all mixed up together. The heaviness built between my legs, pulsing out through my body. Slow at first and then faster and faster and faster. She lapped at my juices frantically, moaning into my folds everytime Steph slammed into her.

Her moans grew louder, her tongue moved erratically. She was nearing an orgasm and I was along for the ride. Snatches of conversation, fragments of the scene filtered in through my lust, but barely. I was lightheaded, a strange and wonderful vertigo wrapping my senses in whatever the opposite of a wet blanket is.

I felt alive. Like life began where Ms. Hayes' tongue ended. Like life began with a thrilling buzz that started in my clit and raced out from there, until I was dizzy and breathless and hurtling toward ecstasy.

“Keep pounding that pussy, babe,” Eve called back to her girlfriend. One hand was still in the MILF’s hair, pressing her face deeper between my legs. But her other hand snaked out, fingers gliding over skin. I shuddered as her fingers brushed against one nipple and then the other.

“Please.” A prayer and a plea on my lips. Eve leaned forward and kissed it away.

Her lips slid across my cheeks, came to rest against my ear.

“All you have to do is ask, Halley.”

I groaned, clenched my teeth as a wave of pleasure washed over me. What part was caused by Ms. Hayes' oral attention and what part was caused just by hearing Eve say my name was hard to say. But it didn’t feel like it mattered. That was the beauty of all of this. I didn’t have to choose between one or the other. I could have both, or—I glanced at Eve, shivered at the sight of her face, screwed up with passionate intensity—all three.

“Please,” I gasped again, trying to force the words out past the involuntary moans that were shaking my body, “Tell your sexy little girlfriend to make this bitch cum. I’m so fucking close. I want to come with her.”

The corners of Eve’s mouth curled up.

“That,” she said with a smirk, “I think we can arrange.”

She tightened her grip on Ms. Hayes' head, pushed her face deeper down in between my legs. Spots formed in my vision. The world swam. Deep, aching warmth spread out from between my legs, pouring into my abdomen, from there blooming across my chest and sending warm blood rushing to my face.

Eve turned to Steph with that sexy smirk still plastered to her face.

“You heard our little slut, Steph,” Eve's voice was thick with lust. “We need you to make this MILF cum so our filthy little freak can get off too.”

A low noise, half moan, half grunt, slipped from between Steph’s lips. In her current state, it was the closest thing to acknowledgement we were going to get. Her pace quickened.

Eve leaned forward, her lips brushing against Ms. Hayes' ear. Every millimeter of my skin was on fire now. The want so deep I couldn’t think of anything else. There was nothing. Nothing at all but Steph and Eve, and Ms. Hayes with her head between my legs, tongue working me over furiously until I was delirious and drunk on the sensation.

“Cum for us Ms. Hayes,” Eve’s voice was a harsh whisper. “Cum for us the same way we made this little slut cum, the same way that Beth saw.”

There was a glint of mischief in Eve’s eyes. Ms. Hayes' face was hard to read (somewhat busy with other things!), but she moaned into me and I knew that Eve’s words and Steph’s relentless fucking were having the desired effect. She was close, so very close. So all it took was for Eve to run her lips up and down her neck, pausing again at her earlobes, warm breath on hot skin.

“This is real,” she said, “this filthy scenario you’ve been dreaming of, of your daughter’s former roommate and her friends treating you like their little fuck toy. And you love it. Now, be a good slut for us and cum.”

I had been trying to stave off the inevitable, trying to time my own orgasm with Ms. Hayes', but Eve’s dirty talk was too much. I felt like the latch slipped on the gate and then the horses were out of the barn. There was no turning back. Everything that had been building over the last half an hour suddenly burst to the surface. It was like a punch in the gut, if a punch in the gut could be pleasurable.

A wallop of pleasure so intense, I nearly bent over double, squirming and writhing as Ms. Hayes' tongue still danced across my lips, drank my juices, circled my clit.

Just when I thought the sensation was reaching its peak, Ms. Hayes started to cum, moaning into me, and suddenly another wave of pleasure, towering and massive compared to what came before, crashed over me, knocking the air from my lungs, picking me up and throwing me around, until I didn’t know which way was up and which way was down.

By the time it was over, I was gasping for air. Ms. Hayes was doing the same. She half-lay, half-sat at the edge of the bed, crumpled up, not quite in a ball, her massive chest rising and falling as she struggled to keep her breath. I asked her if she needed a minute and she mumbled something unintelligible into her hands.

“Excuse me?” Steph's eyes were glued to the MILF’s naked glistening body as she unfastened the strap-on and stepped out of the harness.

She half-dove, half-slid onto the bed. Her body folded into mine, pressing against it from the left side, her arms draped over my body and her mouth kissing my shoulder idly.

Eve did the same on the other side. My nipples tightened as her fingers slid across my stomach. At the foot of the bed, Ms. Hayes stirred.

Her face was a mixture of post-orgasmic glow and raw animal passion. She had been fucked good once, but I could tell at a glance that she wasn’t halfway finished.

“What I said was,” Ms. Hayes' eyes came alive with a fire that brought the knot in my throat back in a instant, “Holy fucking shit.”

I nodded in agreement, a small smile on my lips/ I couldn’t think of a more succinct way to sum the situation up.

She crawled her way up the bed, her hands pushing apart my knees as she lowered her body onto mine. I arched up, my chest and stomach pressing up off the bed, into Ms. Hayes while Steph and Eve explored my body with their hands, their fingers, their mouths. I had just had one of the most intense orgasms of my life not five minutes ago and I was already up for round too.

“I’m so glad,” she said as she leaned forward and her lips tapped against mine, “that I decided to stop by with that wine.”

“Well, that makes two of us,” I said and then her hands were cupping my chin, angling it up, all the better for us to kiss.

Steph cleared her throat. “Three, I think.”

Eve did the same. “Four. I think all four of us are quite happy you decided to stop by.”

“That’s good to hear,” Ms. Hayes said, “because I’d like to make this a regular thing.”

My stomach flipped and a flush spread across my chest. I kissed her again as I felt Eve’s hand slid up my thigh, closer to the heat once again building between my legs.

“I like the sound of that,” I moaned. “I like the sound of that a lot.”
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