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Married Pussy








I saw her when I was checking into my hotel stay for the weekend. She was attractive enough. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Wide. Almost like a man. But cute, in a butch sort of way. She had kind eyes, but they also held a hint of danger. That intrigued me.







Our eyes met. Hers held longer than mine. Unable to take the unwavering fierceness of her eyes, I looked away. I grabbed my hotel key from the clerk behind the front desk and thanked her. I could feel the stranger’s eyes on me all the way to the elevator. I couldn’t blame her for staring. What I was wearing left little to the imagination. I was wearing a one-piece jumpsuit with a plunging neckline. I was wearing no bra and no panties. My ass had an intoxicating wiggle and jiggle to it as I walked. Several eyes were on me, not just hers.







I got on the elevator and smiled at my reflection in the mirrored walls. I was grateful for my looks. I had dimples in both cheeks, long blondish/brown hair that fell down my back in waves, golden brown skin, thick thighs, wide, chubby hips, and a massive chest. Not to mention light-brown eyes that were mine. God had truly blessed me, and I did not mind showing off his good work.







I was on a staycation away from my husband and kids. I did this once a month with no regret, guilt, or argument from my husband. Those staycations never ended without me getting laid by a stranger, either someone I met at the hotel or out at a bar in close proximity. I never felt guilty about my infidelities either, only supremely satisfied when they were over. To date, one had never disappointed me with their dick thrusting skills or oral prowess. I couldn’t help wondering if the mysterious woman downstairs would be my latest conquest. Or rather, I would be hers. I never made the first move- didn’t have to. And I wasn’t about to start now.







I changed into a come-hither black catsuit with another plunging neckline and went downstairs when happy hour started. To my delight, she was sitting at the bar. Alone. I sat at the other end. Her eyes were on me again and it warmed my curvaceous body from head to toe. I greeted her hello with a nod; then gratefully smiled when she had the bartender send me a drink.







It was something fruity. She was drinking something in a dark glass. I assumed it was brandy or whiskey. Our eyes held again as we drank from our glasses, looking at one another over the rims. She sent me two more drinks, and I accepted them graciously. Sexy jazz music was playing in the background and I sexily swayed my body to the beat. My titties moved with each sway and she noticed. She stopped looking into my eyes and stared at them as they moved. Her full lips lifted in a secret, devilish smile as she sipped from her glass and watched them.







I wanted her mouth on me in that instant, but no way was I making a move. It would be up to her. I inwardly sighed with relief when she finally made her way over to me. A whoosh of lust went through my brain when her cologne drifted up my nose. It was something dark and sexy. I loved the masculine scent, and it turned me on it was coming from a woman.







“Name?” she softly asked me.







“Jasmine,” I quietly replied with a shy smile.







She indifferently glanced down at my sparkling wedding ring. “How long?”







“Ten years.”







“Children?”







“Yes. Four.”







She sucked her teeth and titled her head. Her eyes remained glued to my protruding chest. “Looks like it didn’t affect your body none.”







“I’ve been very blessed. I didn’t have to work out much at all. It just shed right off with daily neighborhood walks.”







“You must be young.”







“30.”







“You look amazing.”







“Is 30 supposed to be ancient?” I asked with a teasing smile.







“No, but nowadays the youngins are looking older than the old ones.”







I laughed. “Youngins? You’ve got to be old talking like that.”







“Not really. 53.”







I snorted and took another sip of my fruity drink. “That’s old.”







“Fuck you.”







I sneakily smiled and cut my eyes at her. “Really? We just met.”







She stared at me for a long moment. Her smoldering dark eyes conveyed her arousal. “You want to get out of here?”







I took another sip of my drink and slowly crossed my legs. “And go where?”







Her eyes lingered on my thick thighs for a moment. She looked back at me. “To my room.”







I played coy and toyed with the straw in my drink. I loved the thrill of the slow tease. “I don’t know. I mean, I don’t really know you.”







“All you need to know is I can give you a night you will never forget.”







This time I tilted my head. “Is that so?”







She slid her bar stool closer to me. A chill of pleasure raced through me as she ran her finger over my bare arm. “Absolutely. I can eat pussy like you wouldn’t believe. I’m a master at it.”







I swallowed my excitement. My heart was beating so fast, and I struggled to breath. I was beyond turned on. “What makes you think I’d let you eat my pussy?”







“Once you see how great I kiss, you’ll want nothing else.”







“I don’t kiss strangers- “







Before I could even finish my sentence, she was throwing a wad of bills on the bar, grabbing my hand, pulling me up and heading for the elevators. We hurried on when the doors opened, and she fervently pushed the button to close the doors. Before they’d closed all the way, she was grabbing my arms and pushing me against the wall. She began kissing me. Deeply. Passionately.







All I could do was stiffly stand there as her mouth dominated and consumed mine. I kissed her back in return, moaning desperately. I trembled when her hands found my titties. She circled them wildly; then drifted her hands down to my ass, squeezing and groping it.







“Goddamn, you feel so good,” she muttered against my lips. “Better than I fantasized. I’ve been wanting you since I first saw you standing at the front desk.”







“Mmmmm,” was my only reply. I was in French-kiss heaven.







She flicked her tongue against my lips; then plunged her tongue back in my mouth, kissing me so long it made me dizzy. “You going to let me eat your pussy?” she growled against my lips.







Breathless, I simply nodded. I gasped when she slapped my ass with both hands. “No,” she said. “Say it out loud. Tell me what you want me to do to your pussy.” She eased her strong hands around to my twat and smacked my pussy.







“Oh!” I cried out.







“Tell me now.”







I struggled to open my eyes. I looked up at her. She was about 5’11. I was 5’5. I loved the contrast of our heights. It made me feel small and vulnerable. But it didn’t scare me.



“I want you to eat my pussy,” I sexily whispered.







She groaned and began kissing me again. This time our kiss was wild and unhinged. She was touching me everywhere, and I just stood there and let her. I couldn’t help wondering if we’d even make it to her room.







The older woman’s lips were magic. I had never been kissed in such a possessive, dominating manner before, not even with my husband. Her kisses had my panties drenched. I couldn’t wait to get naked for this stranger.







We kissed as the doors opened, all the way down the hall to her room. She backed me up to her door. Her lips remained glued to mine as she dug in her jean pockets for her key and unlocked the door. She backed me into dark room and let the door slam shut. She stopped kissing me long enough to turn on the light. My eyes blinked several times, adjusting to the sudden brightness. Hers was not a suite like mine. It was a simple room with a desk, chair, and king-sized bed. I wanted to sit on the desk, open my legs wide, and let her eat my pussy on it. Maybe later.







She sat on the bed and pulled me in front of her. “I can’t wait to have you,” she muttered. She pulled down the sleeves of my catsuit, exposing my big titties. “Damn baby. Shit.”







I bit her lip and watched her eyes greedily take in my melons. I had pretty, big nipples and huge areolas that nearly took up my entire titty. I even loved looking at them myself. Especially when they were being sucked.







My thighs inadvertently squeezed together as she began fondling, pulling, and bouncing my titties. She slapped them around in circles and raised them up, letting them flop back down to my chest.







“Goddamn,” she growled, watching them seductively jiggle. She closed her eyes and leaned forward, kissing them softly. She held them in her hands and went back and forth, kissing them. I sharply gasped when she stuck her tongue out and lazily trailed them around my nipples. She stopped and licked her lips, stroking them with the sides of her thumbs. “Yummy.” She began licking them again, separate, then together.







“Oh,” I softly cooed. What she was doing to my body felt amazing. I wanted to touch her, but I loved playing the role of the helpless maiden. I just softly stroked the sides of my hips while her mouth worked its magic.







“You have perfect, round globes,” she muttered. She kissed and stroked my entire titty. “Perfect titties.” She rapidly flicked her tongue over them. “Nice, big, juicy titties.” She squeezed them together and sucked them hard, moving them around in circles. She slobbered all over my titties, slurping and sucking them obscenely.







My mouth widely dropped open in desire as I watched her. “Suck my titties,” I whispered. I moved my body against her mouth, and she released a nasty, guttural groan. She began sucking them even harder. A flood of moisture oozed out of my pussy, saturating my panties. No one had ever sucked my titties so good. “Suck my titties,” I whispered again. “Yes. Yes. Yes. Just like that. That feels so good. So good.”







The stranger’s jaws caved in as she tried to consume as much of my titties as possible. Her mouth couldn’t stretch wide enough. She tried though. She painfully moaned as she stuffed them in her mouth. She held them in her mouth and ran her tongue along them, fast.







“Uh!” I cried out, throwing my head back.







She released my titties with a pop and engulfed them again, almost chocking. The releases with pops became more prominent. I loved the way it sounded. That shit made me want to come. I lifted my head to look down at her again.







She moved my body back and forth with her pulls and sucks and pops, holding on to my titties tight.







“Oh my God,” I breathlessly gasped. “Oh my God. Oh my God, that feels so good.”







This went on for minutes and when I say minutes, it was minutes. Time lapsed and her titty-sucking just got better with each passing second. That shit felt so good I was crying out like someone was eating me, fingering me, or fucking me. I couldn’t wait for all three of those things to happen. I loved having fingers in my pussy, and I prayed she was one of those lesbians that was packing with a strap on. I was going to be greatly disappointed if she wasn’t.







Slob was coming out the sides of her mouth as she mouth fucked my titties, but that shit looked so good and I was so turned on, it didn’t bother me. My panties felt like they weighed twenty pounds; they were so heavy with my juices. I was surprised I hadn’t come yet, but I was on the verge.







I was pleasantly taken aback when the older woman whipped me around, tossing me to the bed. She paused long enough to take off my heels and catsuit. She left on my panties. She put her hands to them and slowly rubbed my pussy through the satin material.







“Damn, you got a fat pussy,” she said. She smacked it and I cried out. She rubbed it and smacked it again. My hands clenched on my stomach. My eyes were locked to her roaming hands. She just stood there, running her hands over my soaked panties. She pressed one of her hands tight to my pussy and moved them around in circles. The moan I released was long and desperate. My hands moved down to my panties and I rubbed my pussy along with her.







“Damn baby,” she groaned. She stopped touching me and watched me touch myself, grinning devilishly. “Play with that pussy baby. Rub that pussy. That looks so good.” Her fingers lightly traced the outline of my panties, tickling the hairs gathered there. “You got a hairy pussy. I like that. I can’t wait to see it. But I want to suck on them big ass titties a little more first.”







She cackled at the look of disappointment on my face and climbed on top of me, fully clothed. The weight of her body frightened me at first but I soon relaxed. This was my first time with a woman, and I didn’t want my nerves to ruin it. Things were already off to an explosive start, and I had no doubt they would just get better.







I watched in fascination as the stranger gathered my back-breaking tits together again and held them. She stuck out her long tongue and ran it up and down them. Slowly. Devastatingly slow. She did this a few times; then moved her mature tongue around them in broad circles. My eyes crawled to the back of my head and stuck. My chest jerked when she loudly sucked and released them. My hands clenched at the sides of my head. I was completely submissive to this stranger, letting her have her way with my body.







She began moving my titties around in circles as she sucked, her head moving around in complete formation. My head drifted to the side. I was lost. Overcome. Weak. I laid there for I don’t know how long while she dined on my breasts. My breathing became shallow. Helpless moans rained from my lips. I wanted to call out her name, but it occurred to me I didn’t know hers; she only knew mine. That was very sexy to me for some reason. It made our one-night stand even more intoxicating and dangerous. This woman’s mouth was ruining my life in a good way, and I didn’t even know her name. Just her age. Which was sexy in itself.







“I love your titties,” she drawled. “Loooooove these big ass mother fuckers.”







I weakly opened my eyes to look down at her again. “Uh,” I softly cried out. “Uh. Uh. Uh.”







Her head bobbed up and down as she attacked my tits with fervor. My eyes stretched wide. Her tongue licked my erect nipples, fast. My head raised up off the bed for a closer look. She sucked and slurped my titties loudly, and I arched my back, giving her complete access.







“Mmmm-hmmmm,” she groaned, squeezing them tighter and sucking harder.







“UH! UH!”







Her head moved around in fast circles as she French-kissed both tits simultaneously. She went back and forth between them, kissing them. I squeezed my thighs against her thick waist.







“Oh my God!” I screamed. “Suck them, yes! Suck my titties! Suck my titties!”







“Love these pretty, huge titties,” she grumbled, before gobbling them up.







“Oh my God, miss!” What else was I supposed to call her? “Why are you so good at this?” I was talking out of my head, but I didn’t care. This woman had my brain in another dimension, just from sucking titties. Unimaginable.







Her tongue hung out of her mouth as she shook my tits back and forth, bounced them up and down, then slapped them together and jiggled them.







“Oooooo,” I purred.







She ran her face all over them; then buried her face in my chest. She slapped my titties against the sides of her head; then began hungrily sucking them again. My head dropped back down on the bed and helplessly shook back and forth. SOS. I needed help. This woman was doing me in.



I shrieked in surprise when she released one of my tits and stuck her hand down deep in my panties.







“MMMMMMMMMM!” she manically moaned at how wet I was. She plunged one of her fingers inside of me and began fingering me.







I threw my arms around her back and held her tight, shaking uncontrollably. “HOHHHHH!” I screamed. My pussy popped and squished as she quickly moved it in and out of me.







“Goddamn, your pussy feels so good. You’re so wet! Your pussy is so tight and warm. Open your legs wider for me. Open them nice and wide.”







I did as I was told. I screamed again when her fingering became more urgent and aggressive. I wanted to close my legs to the pleasure of her touch, but I forced myself to keep them open.







“Put your legs up in the air,” she demanded.







My legs were shaking so hard, it was difficult to keep them up, but I somehow managed.







The older woman began yanking hard head up and down fast while inhaling my tits and her hand in my panties moved in the same rhythm. I was hypnotized by the visual of both. I loved watching her hand moving around in my panties. I wanted her to eat my pussy so bad. I wanted to watch her face in my bushy snatch.







“Eat my pussy,” I begged, whining. “Pleasssssse eat my pussy. I want you to eat it so bad. I want you to make me feel good.”







“I’m not doing that baby?”







“Yes, but I want more. More please. Pleassssssssse.”







Her tongue trailed around my titties. She inserted another mature finger. My chest trembled.



“Oh my God, please. Pleasssssse.”







“You gotta cum for me first pretty, married lady. Can this married pussy cum for me?”







That did it. That sent me over the edge. I exploded violently, screaming hard. Shaking the building. Bursting eardrums.







“That’s right,” she coaxed me. She watched me as I came again and again, spasming uncontrollably. “That’s right pretty married lady. Cum for this old butch.”







“Oh my God,” I cried, sobbing. I was literally sobbing. Crying real tears.
 God. Damn
 . I pushed against her hand and her head, but she was like a boulder. Solid and unyielding. “Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhh. Ohhhhhhhh.”







SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP, went her mouth on my slobbered-on titties.







POP POP POP POP POP POP POP, went my pussy from her finger thrusting.







Lost, I just lay there with my eyes closed, still spasming and silently sobbing. Luxuriating in the sounds of her mouth and fingers.







She held both nipples in her mouth and pulled sharply, yanking her head. That made me cum again. This woman was the devil. I was convinced.







“You have no idea how hard it is for me to stop sucking these titties,” she mumbled. She regretfully pulled away, staring at them. “I wish I had ten mouths, that way I could put my mouth on everything at once. But I need to eat this pussy. My mouth is watering at how good it feels, so I know it’s going to taste just as good.”







She gently kissed her way from my titties to my tummy, on down to my panties. She removed her hand from my panties and held the sides of my ass. She smothered her face to my covered twat and hummed. “Goddamn, your pussy smells good.”







My mouth trembled as I looked down at her. My hands clutched at the sheets, in anticipation of what she was going to do to me.







She ran her nose over my pussy for minutes, torturing me. She stuck out her tongue and slowly ran it up and down my print; then around in lazy circles. She reached up and pinched my nipples as she teased me. I put my hands in her short fro and raked my fingers over her scalp as she licked the pubic hair sticking out the sides of my panties.







“You’re so goddamn sexy,” she muttered.







She abruptly pulled back from me and gripped the sides of my panties, yanking them down. I lifted my lips like a desperate slut to assist her. She tossed my panties to the floor and stared at my pussy. Her eyes held fire as she looked at it.







“Yessssss,” she said through her teeth. “I knew you’d have a pretty pussy. So pretty.”







I sat up on my elbows and waited, watching her.







She put her hands to the insides of my thighs and widely spread them. She looked up at me, seizing me in place with her penetrating lesbian eyes. “I love how flexible you are,” she said. “These thighs open very wide. It’ll give my head space to roam.”







My fingers tightened on the bed and my eyes narrowed in arousal. I loved how she talked to me.
 Ate. It. Up!
 And the sight of her between my legs… So close to my pussy… Hell, even the sight of my pussy was turning me on.







The elder lesbian put both of her thumbs to my pussy and slowly flicked them up and down over the length. I deeply moaned.







She moved her hands around to my ass and deftly massaged it. Her eyes stayed trained on my pussy. Watching it, she leaned down and slowly licked it.







“Hahhhhhhhh,” I gasped.







She licked it again, looking at it. Licked it again and again and again.







“Ohhhhhh. Oh. Oh. Oh.”







She gripped my ass and dipped her head, diving in. She ate me soundly, so loud it filled the entire room. It was almost as loud as when she was sucking my titties. I hated to hear anyone eating their food, but I reveled in the sounds of her eating my pussy. Fuck, that shit sounded so good.







“That looks so good,” I whined. “Your face looks so good in my pusssssssyyyyy. Oh, that feels so good. That feels so good. That feels so good.”







“Mmmmm.” Her tongue moved round and round my pussy. Her plump lips sucked my clit; then she hungrily licked me again, groaning.







My nails dug in her scalp. My thighs trembled as I watched her face in my pussy. It was nestled, practically suffocated, in my snatch.







“Hah,” I cried out. “Hah. Hah. Hah. Hah.”







“Huuuuuuuh.” She stuck her tongue deep inside my pussy and fucked me with it. I involuntarily jumped at the sexy invasion and gripped the back of her head, pushing her face deeper inside of me. “Mmmmm-hmmmmmm!” she gratefully moaned. “MMMMMMMMM!”







She started lapping at my pussy like a dog. My eyes crawled to the back of my head again and my body collapsed to the bed. I continued to hold on to the back of her head as I grinded my pussy against her face.







Her moans were deep and nasty as she devoured me. “Mmmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. God, you taste so good. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm.”







My tongue snaked across my bottom lip. She pushed my thighs open wider and buried her face even deeper inside my flesh. I didn’t think it was possible to sink any deeper, but
 ba-by
 … It was almost like she was trying to suffocate herself. I didn’t mind. She would die happy, and I would have fond memories to get me through the shock.







“Oh baby,” I whimpered. I could feel another gut-clenching earthquake coming on. “Oh baby. Oh baby. Oh baby. Oh baby.”







She pried my pussy lips open and rapidly licked my pussy up and down. I pumped my pussy to her face in rhythm and her nails sank into my skin, inflicting pain. Her moans were deep and nasty as she mercilessly ate my pussy up like a warrior. I screamed bloody murder as I erupted and arched my hips higher, silently demanding more.







There wasn’t one part of my pussy this woman did not taste or gobble up. Her mouth was literally all over my cunt, kissing, licking, slurping, and sucking up everything. Her hands moved in sensuous circles on my hips, before coming back to rest on my widely spread thighs. She pushed them up and out. I put my head up to look back down at her, and we locked eyes.







“Uh!” I screamed, keeping my eyes on her. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh-huh-huh. Uh-huh-huh! Uh! UH! UH! UH! UH! UH! UH! UH!”







“Nom, nom, nom, nom, nom, nom,” she munched on my coochie. “Nom, nom, nom, nom, nom.” I sexily giggled as her nose tickled my clit. She started stroking her tongue against it, and I stopped laughing. This shit felt too good to laugh. All I wanted to do was scream and cry.







Moments later, I was on my knees, face down, ass up. Old lesbian was eating it from the back. She was going in on that pussy just like she had missionary style. My legs were widely spread out; my ass hiked high. I was hugging the pillows, digging my nails in them. My eyes were in the back of my head; my mouth was stretched open wide. I’m sure I looked like a demon, but I didn’t care. Never in my life had I ever experienced anything as deep and sexual as this. Not even with my husband. Women were truly an experience and gift until themselves.







“I love this pussy,” she mumbled from deep inside me. “I loooovvvve this PUSSY!” She started yanking that head, forcing my body to move back and forth against her.







I looked back over my shoulder at her in shock. “HUH!” I reached back and held my ass cheeks open for her, so she could put her face deeper inside me.







“Yes!” she growled. “Give me that pussy, YES!”







I winded my ass against her face.







“Yes sexy married lady. This some good married pussy! This some good pussy!”







“Oh yes! Oh yes! Yes, eat me yes! Eat my pussy! Eat my pussy!
 Eat my pussy
 !”







She stuck her finger in my pussy and one in my ass and ran her tongue all in my pussy, back to my asshole and back again. My hands drifted from my ass and fell to the bed. I was weak. Weak!







“Oh baby ohhhhhhhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhh. Ohhhh… Ohhhhh… That feels so good!”







“Ahhhhhhh,” she said, snaking her tongue around inside of me. “Ahhhhh. Ahhh. Ahhhhhhhh. Ahhhhh. This pussy.
 Pussy
 !”







It was a goddamned shame how nasty we were being with one another as strangers. But it felt so right. So natural.







I bit my bottom lip and rocked back against her.







SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP







“Haah! Haaah! Haaaah! Haaah!”







Her slurps were fast and furious. SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP SLURP







“Oh my God baby! Oh my God!
 Oh my God
 !”







Before I knew it, two fingers were in my pussy; two were in my ass. My screams reached unhuman levels. I’m surprised no one called the cops. Even more surprised no dogs were howling at the windows in response. I was sure I had raised the dead. This woman was remarkable. Could tonight end with just this one time? I didn’t want it to. I was going to need more. I would be surprised if she didn’t.







Later, I was sitting on her face backwards. She insisted on that, so my ass could be in her face. I leaned over her still clothed body while she alternated eating out my ass and pussy. My demon face was still on full display. That combination felt so good I couldn’t even make a sound. I just held myself up and dug my nails in the wet sheets. Earlier, I had squirted all over the bed, and it had frightened me. I had never experienced that with anyone before. It was befitting that it would be with a woman. So far, they were top notch on everything, and I wasn’t basing it on this one experience. I was convinced women were the best. All I needed her to do was fuck me with a strap on to see if she was 100% undefeated.







Discreetly, I ran my hand over her crotch. I managed a weak smile when I felt the bulge. Hallelujah. It was huge. And wide. I wanted it deep inside me at that moment, but that tongue was feeling too good to stop now.







Please God, let her use that thing on me,
 I inappropriately prayed.







I leaned further down to make my ass hike up higher. I laid my head on her covered crotch and put my arms out to the sides. I pleasantly sighed, listening to the salacious sounds of her eating my pussy. I swear I could just lay up there and let her eat me out all night. Too bad I was going back home in two days. How long was she staying? I hoped it was until Sunday too.







“Ohhhhhhh,” I moaned. “Ohhhhhh. Huh. Huh. Hah. Hah.”







My body vibrated and my soul spoke in tongues as she ran her tongue back and forth from pussy to anus.







“Hah,” I panted. “Hah. Hah. Hah. Hah. Hah. Hah.”







She gripped my ass and buried her nose deep in my hairy pussy, wiggling her tongue. I naughtily bumped my pussy up and down against her face. I screeched when she slapped my ass with both hands repeatedly.







“Mmmmm-hmmmm!” she professed. “Good pussy!”







“Eat that pussy lady,” I whispered. “Eat that pussy Miss. Eat it, Ma’am. Eat that shit!”







Even later, I was standing up, bent over the bed, as she rammed that fake but realistic dick in and out of my throbbing pussy. She pulled my hair and used it as leverage to angrily thrust in and out of me. Anyone listening nearby would claim my screams were exaggerated but that dick felt real and it felt good, and it caused both pain and pleasure. And the more she fucked me, the more I wanted. The harder she fucked me, the harder I wanted it.







“Harder!” I yelled, looking back at her. “Harder please!”







She effortlessly answered my call.







“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!
 FUCK ME
 !”







“You like this dick fucking you married lady?”







“Yes! Yes!”







“You like this dick in this married pussy?”







“Oh yes, Miss! Yes! Yessss! E-yesssssssss!”







“You like this old butch beating up this pussy?”







“Oh my God, you nasty! You better not stop fucking me! Don’t stop! Beat my pussy up! Yes, fuck me harder!
 Fuck me harder
 !”







My pussy began farting and the sound made even my bones tingle. Rarely did a man’s dick make my pussy fart, even when I was at my most aroused and wet. But this fake, realistic dick was wreaking havoc.







Once again, I reached back and opened my ass cheeks wide to her to allow that dick to go even deeper. My eyes rolled back, and the demon reared her slutty head again.







“There’s that face I like,” she slurred behind me. “There’s that face. That’s when I know I’m tearing that pussy up good.”







“Oh ma’am,” I weakly said. “Oh ma’am. Ma’am…” I weakly collapsed to the bed, still holding my cheeks open.







I swear me and old girl were going at it for at least four hours- or rather, she was going at me. Aside from sucking her fake, realistic with veins dick for a few minutes, I hadn’t done shit to her. She was definitely more of a giver, than a receiver. That was the difference between her and the men.







Certified Pillow Princess for the win!







Later, we were lying beside one another in the bed, not touching, just laying on opposite sides. I was lying on my side, staring at her in awe, wondering what I had done to deserve such a naughty blessing.







She was still fully dressed, and I was completely naked. She wanted my clothes to stay off so she could look at my massive tits and bush, she’d said.







On the verge of sleep, I finally asked the question: “What’s your name?”







She was sipping on a drink she’d had stashed in her refrigerator and watching the late night news. She glanced over at me and frowned. “What?”







“Your name,” I slurred. My eyes were drifting closed. “What is it?”







She smirked like she didn’t want to tell me. She looked back at the TV and changed the station. “Ryan.”







That woke me up. “Really?”







“Yup.”






“That’s fitting. And nice.” I turned on my back and she reached over to pull me back on my side. For a better view, I guessed.







I quietly purred as she began stroking my tits with her hand. I didn’t want more right now. I wanted sleep. But I wouldn’t say no if she tried to take it.







Damn, sex with strangers was fun.







“Why?” I heard her ask.







My eyes shot open. I must’ve fallen asleep that fast. I woozily shook my head. “What?”







“Why you wanna know my name?”







“Because you know mine.” I paused for effect. “And I want to call your name out next time your face is in my pussy. Your real name. Not ma’am or miss.”







“Now that my face and dick are not dick deep inside you, I must admit… I hate that shit. I don’t consider myself a miss. Or a ma’am.”







“My bad. Sir…
 Mister
 …” I snickered.







She put her drink on the nightstand scooted over to me. She put her open mouth over my hugging titties and eased her hand between my legs. “Mmmmm,” she moaned. She inserted her finger deep inside me sucked my tits hard, yanking her head.







God, yes!







My eyes rolled back, and I lifted my leg high up in the air to give her better access.



“Yes Ryan,” I sighed. “Yes,
 Sir
 .”
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