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One

You are cordially invited for a night of drinks and ENDLESS SUPREME PUSSY LICKING

Next door Tomorrow

At 7pm

Your hostess will be Artis Miller and your Supreme Pussy Licking Connoisseur will be

Teresa Hartley

Wear your sexiest lingerie and be ready to be ravaged and conquered again and again all night

Reply yes if you accept this invitation to be the Submissive for the evening

​Sincerely,

​Artis

Heat spread through my entire body at the bold request from my next-door neighbor, Artis. I could only imagine what she and her guest had in mind for me. Artis had already conquered and ravaged my body only a month before, when my husband was at a football game with his best buds. It had literally been the sexiest, most explosive night of my life, and I hadn’t had one like that since. She had told me when we were done that she’d love for me to experience one of her friends and having enjoyed my first and only sexual experience with another woman (her), where I was the complete submissive and receiver, it was magic. I readily agreed to hook up with her friend, so I was ecstatic to receive her letter in the mail that day. A second later, I thanked God it was me who had seen it and not my husband.

The anticipation for that night gripped me like a lover’s hand. Artis had only been our neighbor for a month when she had her way with me. Truth be told, I didn’t like her at first. She didn’t really speak to us when we saw one another outside, and she barely smiled when she did speak. She later told me it was because she was trying to suppress her desire for me. That was a turn on. Full disclosure, she still doesn’t speak to my husband.

Imagine my surprise when one day I received a letter in the mail from her, asking if I’d like to have dinner one night to be neighborly and get to know one another. She stressed that the dinner was just for the two of us and didn’t include breaking bread with my husband. I honestly didn’t know what to expect. The letter caught me off guard and like the present letter, I was relieved I was the one who got it and not my husband. I didn’t know why she didn’t just knock on the door and invite me or even ask for my number or approach me in the yard. I was intrigued so I said yes.

I wrote her a letter back and told her I would love to. I sealed it with a smiley face sticker and left it in her mailbox. The next day, she had left another note in my mailbox saying to dress formal. WTF? But I rolled with it. The dinner was planned for a night my husband Griffin wasn’t working (he worked third shift) and would be out so with his friends, and when I told him I was having dinner with our new neighbor; he couldn’t feign his surprise.

“I thought you didn’t like her,” he said.

“I don’t,” I honestly admitted. “But this will give me a chance to get to know her and see if my apprehension about her is valid.”

I decided to wear a spaghetti-strap burgundy dress my husband had gotten me for a just because gift. It accentuated my tits and round bottom perfectly. Now mind you, I had no idea at the time that my new neighbor was into eating snatch. I had observed several women coming and going from her house at all hours of the day and night (I like to sit in my window and watch the neighborhood comings and goings), but I had no clue I was being solicited for sex.

I kissed my husband, told him to have fun with his buds and said I’d see him soon and clicked my way over to her yard in my three-inch open toed black sandals. I patted my straight long hair into place and rang her doorbell, nervous and anxious for how the night would go. When she opened the door and saw me standing there… the look on her face said it all. I immediately knew this woman was into me by the way her eyes scanned my body up and down with open lust and appreciation.

“Very nice,” she huskily said. “Come in.”

I stood there taken aback at her casual dress of a white tee and jogging pants and tilted my head at her. She was cute though with back-length dreads that hung loose, smooth dark brown skin, and full lips. Her top lip was pierced, and she had full tattoos on both arms. Her eyes were an odd shade of blue. I had never seen a darker skinned black person with blue eyes before.

I was momentarily distracted by her looks but quickly gathered myself to speak. “I thought you said this was formal,” I said.

“Formal for you,” she said with a wicked smile. “Just wanted to see you dressed up. I knew you’d look delicious. You always do.”

The tingle that went through me was swift and intense.

“I’m Artis,” she said, extending her hand to me.

It was then that I remembered neither of our correspondence had included my name or hers. How strange of us both.

“I’m Onica,” I whispered, momentarily thrown off by the electric charge that surged through me when our hands touched.  I had never had such a visceral response to a woman before. I could tell by the look in her eyes that she felt it too.

“Come in,” she said, standing by to allow me entry into her home.

Hesitating for only a second, I followed her command and walked into the entryway.

“The table is set. Follow me.”

She led the way to her kitchen, and I followed on shaky legs. What had I gotten myself into?

When we reached the kitchen, I saw that the table was only set for one. One plate. No silverware, no drinking glasses, no napkins.

Taken aback, I looked over at her. “I thought we were having dinner. Why is there only one place setting at the table?”

Walking close to me, she put her hands on my arms and backed me to the table. “Because I’m the only one who’s eating tonight. And from the way you’re stacked, it looks like I’m going to have a full course meal with dessert.”

Before I could respond to her declaration, she kissed me. Kissed me so passionately it took my breath away. Startled, I just stood there, not sure how to respond. Should I slap her, should I run back home, should I give in? My body was in horniness overdrive.

I nearly collapsed when she pulled away from me, my eyes widening at the long line of spit that traveled from her mouth to mine. She licked her top lip.

“Just as delicious as I knew you’d be,” she whispered.

My lips moved but nothing came out.

“Are you okay?”

I blinked several times. Still nothing.

“You could’ve stopped me at any time if you didn’t like it.”

But I hadn’t. Had I liked it? What the fuck was going on? Had I lost my mind? I was married.

Finding my voice, I stuttered a few words.

“I-I just… I… I didn’t…”

“Caught you off guard, huh?”

“I’ve-I’ve never… I’ve never done…”

“You’ve never been with a woman before?”

I dazedly shook my head.

“I can tell. You taste forbidden and sweet.”

I looked at her for a long time without speaking, visibly squirming under her heated gaze. “I’m married,” I dumbly repeated.

She rolled her eyes. “I know. And I don’t care. I want you.”

My breath hitched in my throat and I squirmed again. My pussy was drooling and throbbing. I was going to lose my mind. Was I considering…?

I looked over at the table again and swallowed hard. “The place setting…”

“Is where I want you to sit.” She rubbed my bare arms and I shivered beneath her touch. “I’m having you for dinner.”

My legs trembled and almost gave way. She put her hands to my shoulders and sat me down in one of the kitchen chairs. “Think it over,” was all she said.

She left me sitting there by myself. Simply walked away, strutting like a peacock. All I could do was sit there and look stupid. I wasn’t unhappily married. Wasn’t married to a mean guy or emotionally distant man. But we had been married a while and like most marriages, things had gotten… monotonous. Routine. The sex was vanilla at best. Same position. Same foreplay technique. Foreplay was almost nonexistent to be truthful. He ate my pussy but only so it could be extra wet when he got inside it. I enjoyed sex with him, but lately… I found myself craving more. I never thought that would translate to adultery though.

But… was having sex with a woman considered adultery?

I looked over at the place setting again. This woman seriously wanted me for dinner. Literally. Wanted me to sit on a plate while she… Sweat prickled up on my chest and forehead. While she what? Ate my pussy, I presumed. Sucked my tits. But what else?

I needed to leave. I needed to go back home to… What was his name again?

I heard the thud of her Timberland boots as she reentered the room. “Well?”

I looked over at her and shakily got to my feet. “I… I don’t know if I can do this.”

She didn’t even blink. She shrugged. “Okay. You’re free to leave. Just thought I’d shoot my shot.”

I was perplexed. “Just like that?”

Her tone was almost condescending. “I’m not the begging type. You’re bad as hell. Fine. Body made for devouring. But I’ve had others just as beautiful with bodies just as sexy.”

I crossed my arms. “Then why the fuck did you ask me over here?”

She put her hands out to me, chuckling. “Whoa. Did I hit a nerve?”

I stood there with an attitude.

“Simply put… I’ve never had you before. I wanted you at first sight. Just took me a minute to figure out the best approach.”

“And leaving a letter in my mailbox that my husband could’ve found was the best approach?”

She crookedly smiled. “Well, lucky for us, he didn’t.” She walked over to me. “Look, we’re talking too much and wasting time. Are you going to let me eat your pussy or not?”

I blinked again, dumbfounded.

“If I kiss you again, will that help you decide?”

I couldn’t answer her. I didn’t know what to say or if I should say anything. To say yes would be confirming my immorality and going against all I was raised to believe and the vows I had taken five years ago in front of God, family, and friends. To say nothing at all could be taken as aversion or approval. My husband believed I was there to make friends; get to know our neighbor. If I let her have her way with me, what would happen after that? Would I feel guilty? Would I feel-

My thoughts were interrupted by the warm touch of her lips against mine again. Her tongue invaded my mouth and began stroking mine. I made no move to touch her, but I responded on impulse and kissed her back. And it was… the sexiest, most erotic kiss I had ever shared with another human being in my life. The groan that emitted from her lips as she pulled me closer set my soul on fire. Her hands drifted down to my hips and she began rubbing them possessively, groaning louder.

“Gotdamn, this is a nice ass,” she growled between my lips. She slapped them and jiggled them before smacking them again.

I moaned and arched my mouth to hers, marveling at how effortlessly she dominated me without apology. The woman was alpha in every since of the word. I pressed my body against hers and pleasurably sighed as her hands drifted up my body to my titties. She caressed them through my dress and I softly cried out.

“Jesus, these tits,” she groaned, squeezing them and moving them around in circles. “I have wanted to touch them, see them, get them in my mouth since the first day I saw you walking around outside with that tank top on. You are just too fucking sexy for words.”

We started kissing again and it was wet and loud. The more we kissed, the hornier I got and the more I wanted her. Whatever she wanted to do; she could have it. I was hers for the taking.

She backed me to the table and lifted me on the plate with ease. “I tell you one thing, I’ll bet I eat this pussy better than your man.” She started rubbing my pussy through my panties and I loudly moaned. Her laugh was light and naughty. “Only one way to find out.”

She briefly kissed me again; then pulled away to pull my dress over my head. I sat there in my bra and panties. My heels were still on my feet as well.

“Jesus Christ,” she sighed, ogling me. “This is the best body ever. You are truly blessed honey. I’m going to have a good time destroying this body.”

Speechless, I just sat there while she removed my bra and yanked my panties down. She bit her bottom lip and lustfully leered at my pussy. She ran her hand over it and sucked her teeth. “Bush,” she said. “Nice. I like bush.”

I was glad, because my husband hated it.

“And these tits. God, yes.” She started touching me and wouldn’t stop. She explored my body with confidence, and it felt beyond good. I just sat there watching her hands on me and grew hornier with each passing second.

She leaned forward to kiss and suck my nipples and I threw my head back, breathing hard. She fondled my breasts as she loudly sucked them, whispering dirty words to me in between. She sucked and kissed one while she played with the other; then bombarded them at once, before alternately pleasuring them again. My husband had never paid attention to my body like this. He laid pipe like a soldier; ate pussy adequately, but he was not skilled at sucking titties or fingering my pussy, as she was doing so brilliantly right now. Oh my God, the way that woman was stroking my pussy with her fingers, just dominating my pussy like she owned it. The more she touched me, the wetter I became. My pussy was making so much noise I was almost embarrassed. The noises coming out of mouth were even more embarrassing.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I cried. “That feels so good.” I moved my body with her head and hands, and she growled in approval. “Yes! Yes!”

“That’s right beautiful. Give it all up to me.” She moved her fingers faster; pressing hard. I screamed and almost fell off the plate. “Uh-uh. Open those legs back up. Open them!”

“It feels too good!”

“I know. And it’s getting ready to feel even better. I promise you.”

She assaulted my titties and pussy for minutes more; then loudly kissed her way down to my greedy pussy. I watched with wide eyes and open mouth as she got on her knees and spread me wider to her liking.

She looked up at me with those gorgeous blue eyes and I melted. Her eyes contrasted with her dark skin and bleached blonde dreads and it wasn’t until that moment that I was able to fully take in her appearance and sexual appeal. Damn, she was so alluring. I didn’t want her physically, but I enjoyed looking at her.

Still looking into my eyes, she stuck out her very long tongue and hit pay dirt. She slowly licked my pussy, still staring at me. If I couldn’t come from the way her tongue felt against my flesh, I could from the look in her eyes alone. It turned me on that I turned her on so much; that she desired me so strongly. I never wanted the moment to end and the more it went on, I wasn’t sure I could just go home when it was over and walk away.

Her licks were strong, sensuous, and spine-tingling. Continuous. She moaned the whole time she tasted me. Laughed wickedly. Said shockingly seductive and nasty things that made my skin flush with heat. The more she licked me, the wetter I became. Her hands were all over me. All I could do at first was sit there and stare down at her disbelief. I was caught up in the act of our adultery. I couldn’t believe I was letting this stranger have her way with me. That I had given in so easily and it was as natural as brushing my teeth. The chemistry was electric from the moment our eyes locked at the door. She was doing things to my body on instinct; didn’t need any instruction.

Her tongue was fucking my pussy like it was a dick. I knew from experience (some painful) that performing head did not come naturally to everyone. But this woman right here… Grade A with that Hurricane Tongue. And the more she licked and sucked and ate my pussy, the more I never wanted the night to never end.

My husband didn’t come to my mind once after the initial hesitation to be seduced by her. Not. Once.

I didn’t realize I was moving as wild as her tongue was torturing me until she started digging her nails in my ass and pressing my pussy closer to her face and her moans grew deeper and angrier.

I put my hands back behind me on the table to maintain my balance and butterflied my legs out, screaming at the top of my lungs. My hips moved ardently with her mouth. I was shaking and trembling all over. I threw my head back. I could feel my face contorting with wild sexual desire. I know I looked crazy, but I didn’t care. This was heaven on earth time ten.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” I screamed.

Wicked laughter surfaced from between my legs. “That’s right dirty girl,” she huskily purred. “Give me that pussy. Give up that pussy to me. That’s right.”

Her words sent a current of electricity through my body that was so strong it made my toes curl.

“Give up that pussy to Artis. Move that ass. That’s right.”

I began sobbing and couldn’t gotdamn stop. I mean crying like she was killing me.

“What are you doing to me?” I whined through my sobs. “What are you doing to my pussy?”

“Giving you what you deserve for being so fucking fine baby.”

She stuck a finger inside of me and I swear I almost levitated off the table.

“Don’t fight it,” she said, stroking me deep and adding two more fingers. “Don’t fight it. Give in to it. Come for me. Come for me baby. Come in Artis’ mouth.”

That did it. I fucking lost it. I came so hard I saw stars. Literally. Almost passed the fuck out. I just collapsed back against the table, spent, and I’ll be damned if that monster didn’t keep eating my pussy like it was her last meal before execution.

My legs were bent back and held open by her strong hands as she continued to have her way with me. I couldn’t do anything but lie there and let her have me.

A couple of hours later, we were standing at her door, kissing goodnight. She was fucking my mouth with her tongue as she had fucked my pussy with it earlier. Her hands were assessing my ass through my now rumpled dress. She ran her tongue over my lips and sucked them possessively, sighing deeply.

“I knew you would be delicious,” she said, her eyes still heavy with lust. “Thank you for letting me service that pussy. It was worth the wait.”
 

My thoughts were all over the place; my heart was racing too fast for comfort. I couldn’t think of anything to say except, “That was nice.”

She arched one of her eyebrows. “Just nice?”

I swallowed hard, still shaking. “Amazing.”

“Want me to do it again?”

“I don’t know if I should.”

“Having second thoughts?”

Surprising tears flooded my eyes. “I feel bad. Guilty about my husband.”

She wiped my tears away with her thumbs. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”
 

“I’ve never cheated on him before.”

“Technically, you didn’t cheat. It’s different when it’s with a woman.”

I smirked at her and pulled away from her, wiping my eyes. “Okay,” I sarcastically said.

“I’m serious. You didn’t do anything to me. I seduced you. I pursued you. You just… let me have my way. Call it a temporary moment of insanity.”

“Except I could’ve stopped you at any time and I didn’t.”

Her eyes trailed over me like she wanted to eat me from head to toe again. “I don’t want this to be the last and only time,” she seriously repeated. “Do you?”

I pulled myself together and raised my head high. “I refuse to answer that question on the grounds that it may incriminate me.”

She teased my nipples through my dress with the tips of her fingers. “So that’s a yes.”

My chest rose and fell with her touch. I was almost hyperventilating I wanted her again so bad.

“I tell you what,” she quietly said, drifting her fingers down to my quivering pussy. “I have a friend. A very good friend. She likes eating pussy too. And I like watching her do it. I told her about you. She said if you were ever down with it to invite you over.”

I blanched and stepped away from her. “Wha-What do you mean? Like a ménage trois?”

She pulled me back to her and softly kissed my lips. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

“You would want to share me with her?”

“Seeing her give you pleasure would turn me on immensely. You have no idea how sexy you look when you come. How beautiful your body is when it’s receiving pleasure.”

“What would you be doing while she’s… pleasing me?” I involuntarily opened my legs to her touch, surprisingly becoming turned on by the idea of her watching me with another woman. Another woman doing to me what she did. Us all doing it together. Where was this sudden fascination with lesbians coming from? One afternoon of being turned out by one I guessed.

“More than likely fucking her with a strap.”

My breath caught in my throat. “Wow.”

“Sounds sexy huh?”

I was suddenly jealous. “You didn’t use your strap on me today.”

“You want me to?”

Her eyes were desperate. I’m sure mine were as well. My heart started racing again at the thought of her pounding the fuck out of me.

“I-I don’t know. Will it hurt?”

“I can make it hurt if you want me to.”

I bit my lip, deep in thought. I really needed to go home. I could see Griffin’s car was back in our driveway. He was back home from the game and would be expecting me soon.

“I would’ve used it today, but I didn’t want to overwhelm you. You already weren’t expecting this.”

Sadly, I had to refuse. “I really need to go.”

She shrugged, showing her disappointment. “Some other time?”

“Maybe.”

She pulled my dress back down and patted my behind, leading me to her front door. “Me and my friend? You’ll think about it?”

I studied her for a long time, mesmerized once again by her stunning eyes and wild dreads. I wondered if her friend was just as exotic and pleasing as her.

I silently nodded and went out the door on shaky legs. I was surprised I could walk.

“You’ll be hearing from me again soon,” she called after me.


Two

Soon came the day I received that second note. It had been over a month since our first hook-up. I can’t tell you how many times I thought about her all month, because I would lose count. That night I went home to my husband and lied about what kind of dinner I’d had. Lied about what we’d done; what we’d talked about. Told him she was a nice woman and I looked forward to hanging out with her again. He had no idea how true those words were when I spoke them. That night I made love to him like I’d lost my mind. I insisted on being on top and I hardly ever got on top. But I was sick of the missionary vanilla. I wanted different. I wanted her again. I liked her being in control. I had loved being submissive with her.

The sex paled in comparison to what I’d encountered earlier that day. It wasn’t his fault. Any other time I would’ve enjoyed it. But after Artis… The orgasm I had brought me to tears. Tears of guilt. Tears of desire. Tears of wanting more of Artis.

When it was finally over, Griffin teasingly asked me who I was thinking about. I lied and told him I’d wanted sex all night and couldn’t wait to come home and fuck him. That seemed to satisfy him. I was a horrible woman. But I still wanted more of Artis. And I was intrigued about her friend. But I hedged. I didn’t think it was a good idea to see her again. So I decided I wouldn’t.

It was torture staying away from her. I avoided her. When I saw her out in the yard, I made a point of not going outside. If I was in the car, I drove by and circled the block until she was out of sight.

It bothered me I hadn’t heard from her since that night, particularly since she told me she wanted me to meet her friend and watch her with me. I thought about making the first move but that was never my style. I was very traditional when it came to things like that, even if this hadn’t been a conventional hookup. I wanted her to make the first move again. So I was thrilled that she had. I was even more thrilled that I would get to enjoy the wonders of a woman’s tongue between my legs again. I didn’t know if her friend would be better than Artis, but I had once fucked two football players in high school (a year apart) that had been best friends, and they had both been unbelievably gifted in the sack. So maybe lesbians with out of this world tongues traveled in packs. One can only hope.

The day of the hookup, I received another letter in the mail, this one with a gardenia attached to it.

Please wear this in your hair this evening. I want it to be the only accessory on your body when you’re naked and spread wide open later. It is requested that you wear something sexy that accentuates that flawless body of yours. White or red mesh panties, if you have some. She loves seeing bush behind panties. And like me, she’s a big fan of a hairy bush.  Also, please wear a dress with a plunging neckline and a push-up bra that shows off those monster tits. I hope you’re ready because you and that scrumptious pussy of yours are going to get destroyed tonight.

A

If you could from reading alone, I would’ve been a quivering mess of orgasms in that moment. I had never been so turned on and horny in my life. I could not wait until that night. I immediately ran inside and upstairs to the bedroom I shared with my husband, slinging my clothes off in a clumsy haste. I stood in front of my standup mirror and placed the flower in my hair, marveling at how pretty it looked. I stood there naked with nothing but the flower in my hair as I would be later and I had to admit, it was an enticing look. Reminded me of the album cover my Dad used to have in our house with Donna Summer on her Love to Love You Baby LP. She’d had on a pretty dress and had a gardenia in her hair; her eyes closed and her mouth open in what looked like sexual ecstasy. I had been so fascinated by that album cover and when I heard the song, I wanted to know what she was doing, who she was doing it with, what they were doing to make her moan like that, and how it felt. Tonight, I wanted to be Donna.

I placed my hands to my breasts and tenderly massaged them, running my eyes over my body. The body that made this stranger, this sexually adept neighbor so wild with desire. My eyes lingered on my pussy and I hoped her friend liked my hairy pussy as well. I longed to watch her and Artis bury their faces in it. Would they both eat my pussy at the same time? Finger me and suck on my breasts? Oh my God, the very thought of it had me on the verge of an orgasm right there. I could hear myself breathing. I was so wet, and I longed to finger myself to orgasm or break out my Magic Wand but no. I had to preserve all of that horny for my supreme head givers tonight.

I was startled out of my reverie when I heard the front door open and close downstairs.

“Babe?”

I frowned and looked at my watch. Griffin? What was he doing home? He was supposed to be working out of town tonight.

“Babe?” he called again, sounding more urgent this time.

I quickly removed the gardenia from my hair and put it in my underwear drawer. “I’m in the bedroom honey,” I called back.

I could hear his feet thumping up the stairs, sounding like he was taking them two at a time. I busied changing the sheets on the bed while I waited. I didn’t know what else to do with my hands. They hadn’t stopped shaking since I’d gotten that second letter.

I tensed when he came into the room. The guilt coursing through me almost immobilized me but I kept moving. “What’s up?” I asked.

“Damn, you look hot,” he said.

I glanced over at him and nervously smiled. “What?”

“You look hot babe. Why are you dressed in lingerie this early in the day?”

I glanced down at my bra and panties and frowned. “Lingerie? It’s bra and panties.”

“A set I’ve never seen before.” He walked up behind me and hugged me from the back. I could feel his erection pressing against my ass. It made me nauseous.

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing yet.” His hands drifted around to my breasts and he rubbed them slowly.

I eased myself out of his grasp and walked to the hall closet to retrieve a fresh set of sheets. “What are you doing home?” I almost snapped. “You’re supposed to be working.”

“Got an emergency call,” he said, momentarily distracted.

I froze in the doorway, concerned. “What happened?”

“Mom had a fall at work.”

I hurried over to him. “Is she okay?”

“Yeah, she’s fine but Dad isn’t there and she hurt her ankle. Think she might’ve broken it. Dad is on the road so she asked if we could take her.”

Griffin’s father was also a truck driver and was gone during the week. “What do you mean we?”

“Me and you. I figured you could go with me. You know how nervous mom gets in hospitals, and I can never calm her down. You’re always a reassuring voice for her.”

I stood there looking at him, thrown off by this whole change of plans. “You called out of work because your mom took a fall? One of your sisters can’t take her?”

“You know they don’t have patience when it comes to mom Onica.”

There was no one way in hell I was canceling my plans to play nurse to his mom. I know that sounds cruel, but I had a date to have my pussy eaten that night, and I was not breaking it. For no one and nothing.

“I can’t go Griffin,” I simply said, finishing up the bed. “I have plans.”

“Well, cancel them.”

“No.”

“No?”

“Go on and take care of your mom. I’ll see you when you get home.”

“Onica, my mom fell. I can’t believe you’re blowing it off,” he said, frustrated.

I finished the bed and turned to him, exasperated. “Griffin, it can’t be that serious. You came here trying to get some pussy before you even mentioned it.”

“Well, I figured a quickie couldn’t hurt. You know how I get when I go to hospitals. It’s all sickness and death. It creeps me out.” He visibly shivered.

“I told you I was hanging out with our neighbor Artis tonight,” I patiently said, sitting on the bed and crossing my arms and legs. I didn’t want my pussy or boobs granting him with more distracted temptation.

“Wait a minute. You’re blowing off me and my injured mom to hang out with some chick you couldn’t stand for months? Are you fucking serious?”

“Is she unconscious?” I nastily spat. “Is she bleeding? Is she nonverbal or incoherent?”

I could tell he was hurt by my lackadaisical attitude and uncaring words, but I just didn’t care enough to take them back or change my mind. I got off the bed and made my way to our master bathroom to shower. “Just call me later and let me know if she’s okay.” I turned on the water and got undressed, not caring if he tried to hump me again. He wasn’t getting any.

He stood in the doorway and leaned against it, looking pitiful and small. I looked over at him for a minute and almost got caught up in my emotions. My husband was a good-looking man. A good man. A good husband. But the way that woman had eaten my pussy… It paled in comparison to all I was risking right now. I couldn’t explain it and I knew it didn’t make sense. But it was what it was. I would probably feel awful later; like the worst person on earth. But later wasn’t now.

“It’s over an hour’s drive away baby,” he soberly said. “I could use the company. I really need you right now.”

I helplessly looked at him and shook my head. I scratched my head. “I can’t cancel at this short notice. She was introducing me to a few of her friends. You know I don’t really know anyone in this town. I miss my girls from back home. You’re the one who encouraged me to get to know people anyway. I swear, if it was more serious with your mom, I would go.”

Would I at this point?

“Just call me and let me know how it goes, okay?” Not waiting on him to answer, I opened the shower door and climbed in, slamming it shut.

He stood in the doorway for a while, watching me as I washed. “Fine,” he said in an injured tone. “I’ll call you later.” He left the room.

A moment later, I heard the front door chime and slam. I sighed with relief. I did feel guilty. Of course I did. I wouldn’t be human if I didn’t. But it didn’t dissuade me from going.

The walk to Artis’ house literally took seconds, but it felt like it took me hours to walk over there. I was so excited and nervous I was shaking. I could barely walk my knees were knocking so bad. I could not wait for the night to get started. I couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for me. I couldn’t wait to feel the joy of a hungry lesbian alpha’s tongue between my legs again. Griffin was erased from my mind at that moment. I had already cut my phone off. I didn’t want any interruptions. I hoped everything would go okay and he wouldn’t need me.

I made my way up Artis’ front stairs and rang the doorbell, exhaling through my mouth. I wiggled in my shoes while I waited. My heart leapt in my throat when she opened the door and I saw her standing there. She looked sexy, of course. She had on a silk black pantsuit and pumps. Completely different from how tomboyish she’d looked when I was over there the first time. My mouth almost hit the floor.

“Well,” she said with a seductive smile, “hello beautiful. Don’t you look scrumptious?”

“Hi,” I shyly said.

She gestured to the gardenia in my head. “Yes. I like that. Looks as hot and sexy as I thought it would. You follow directions well. That’s a good thing.”

I awkwardly smiled, blushing hard.

She stood back and put out her hand. “Come in.”

Exhaling again, I took her hand and walked inside her gorgeous home. She shut the door and immediately pulled me in her arms, kissing me passionately. I instantly responded and threw my arms around her, kissing her back. I ran my fingers through her locs and my fingertips over her neck, while her hands trailed down my back to my ass. She massaged my butt and groaned, sucking my tongue.

“Ah-heem,” a voice behind us interrupted.

We slowly pulled away and looked over at the intruder. My eyes widened and I audibly gasped. I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. The woman standing in the room with us was beautiful and exotic. She had flawless chocolate skin, big full lips, and a neat high afro. She was dressed in a sheer Hermes silver halter-top that dipped extremely low in front, showing off the curve of her modest sized breasts. I could see the outline of her areolas through the shirt and it made my mouth water. They were so pretty. I noted with interest she was slender and more feminine looking than Artis. But as they roamed over me, her eyes held the promise and lust of a woman who liked pussy. I was a lucky bitch.

“Artis, you weren’t lying, were you?” she said in a hypnotic tone. Her voice was low and Southern. “She is fucking gorgeous.”

“Told you,” Artis proudly stated, wiping her lips with her finger.

She walked over to me and slowly circled me, moaning softly. “Very nice.” She stopped in front of me. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you tonight sexy.”

I cleared my throat and tucked my hair behind my ear, feeling shy all of a sudden. Her eyes were so penetrating.

“I’m Teresa,” she said, reaching for me hand and kissing it. She rubbed the back of it with her finger and tightened my legs.

“Onica,” I quietly said.

“Yes, I know,” she pleasantly said with a wink. “I love how you styled your hair. I love a woman with long hair. And that gardenia…”

“Doesn’t that look romantically hot?” Artis said.

“God, yes. The thought of her on her back later with just that flower in her head…”

“Delicious.”

I coughed hard this time, tapping my chest. My pussy was on fire. And that was in a good way.

“Would you like something to drink?”

“Please,” I managed to say.

She glanced over at Artis. “Artis?”

Artis simply nodded and lead the way to the kitchen, winking back at me along the way.

“After you,” she said, gesturing.

I gave her another shy smile and followed behind Artis on wobbly legs. I could feel the heat of her stare all the way in the kitchen.

“What a sexy ass walk you have Onica,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “You are just too good to be true. That body. That walk. The hair, The skin. What did I do to get so lucky?”

“Lucked out to be blessed with a friend like me that doesn’t mind sharing,” Artis sarcastically said, reaching the two of us a healthy glass of wine.

Teresa held hers in her hand and scrutinized me again from head to toe. I was becoming addicted to her stares. I still couldn’t directly look her in her eyes though. They were so hungry for me.

“I honestly don’t know where to start,” she said, licking her lips. “Do I start at the titties? Do I start at that ass? Do I nibble on those pretty long legs? Suck those toes?”

Suck my toes?! I gulped down the rest of the wine, red-faced. Artis grinned and refilled my glass. “She is a freak in every sense of the word Onica. You’re in for quite an enjoyable night.”

“Don’t think I’m letting you in on this piece of goodness tonight Artis. She’s too gorgeous.” She glanced over at Artis and stroked the side of her head. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“It’s all good. I’ll be making do with you.” Artis opened her mouth to her hand and sucked one of her fingers, holding eye contact with her. It was quite erotic to watch.

Teresa hissed through her teeth and shook her head at Artis. “Don’t start nothing we can’t finish.”

“We can’t finish it tonight. But we can and we will finish this.”

I felt jealous. Not only because of their connection and history but also because I knew once the “finish” happened, I probably wouldn’t be anywhere around to watch.

Turning her attention back to me, Teresa gave me a promising smile and walked close to me, peering down at my crotch. “Let me take a look at this pussy.”

My heart rate kicked up several notches as she lifted the bottom of my dress and snuck a peek at my pussy covered panties. She licked her lips at the sight of my hairy bush peeking through the mesh panties she’d requested.

“Gotdamn,” she huskily whispered.

“Nice, isn’t it?” Artis asked.

“God yes. That’s a pretty bush. Nice and thick.” She stroked my pussy and I quietly moaned, arching to her hand. She sneakily smiled at me. “I bet it tastes as good as it looks.”

“Oh, it does, trust me,” Artis insisted.

“I’m going to have a good time with this pussy.” I watched rapt as she ran her fingers up and down my panties in a slow, sensual way. “Artis tells me she made you cry. Is that true?”

Shocked, I looked over at Artis. “Artis! You told her?”

She shrugged, looking guilty.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Teresa insisted. “She’s made me cry as well. Sobbing from pleasure is a beautiful thing. So is sobbing from the right kind of pain.” She paused, leaning forward to whisper in my ear. “I plan on making you cry a lot tonight. Not to mention scream like a banshee.”

“She is extremely vocal,” Artis said.

“That’s wonderful. I love an expressive woman.”

Done for the moment with my pussy, she pulled my dress back down and gently tapped my ass. I tried not to look disappointed. I was so ready for her to have her way with my pussy.

“Artis says you’re married.”

I nodded, feeling shame for the 100th time that day. I briefly wondered where Griffin was and what he was doing. If his mom was okay. If he’d tried to call my silent phone. I brushed it away.

“I am.”

“Does your husband know you’re into girls eating your pussy?”

I swallowed. “N-No. He has no idea.”

“He thinks we’re just hanging out and playing cards and gossiping,” Artis snidely said, chortling.

Teresa silently looked at me for a moment. “Does he eat your pussy?”

This woman was so fucking sexy! “Yes,” I said, holding eye contact with her.

“Do you like it when he eats your pussy? Is he any good?”

“He’s okay.”

“I bet he’s not better than me.”

“I know good and gotdamn well he’s not better than me,” Artis guffawed.

“You’re a dirty, nasty girl,” Teresa said, running her fingers lightly across my huge chest. My body vibrated with each drag of her fingers. “Letting two random strangers eat your pussy.”

“She’s dirty and nasty alright.”

“Look at her blushing,” Teresa chuckled. “Do you blush when you come too?”

“She looks beautiful when she comes,” Artis said, licking her wine glass before she took a swallow. “Sexy as fuck.”

“How old are you Onica?” 

“2-24.” 

Her eyebrows shot up. “Damn. We got us a young one.” 

“That’s the best kind.” 

“Younger women always have the best pussy.” Teresa’s fingers crept lower down my body, back to my snatch. 

“Indeed.” 

“Why’d you get married so young?” 

“Her husband wasn’t letting anyone else have that pussy,” Artis said, chortling again. 

I smirked with irony. “Basically.” 

“Can’t blame him,” Teresa drawled, trialing her fingers over my panties again. She put them to her nose and soundly sniffed. My clit throbbed with excitement. “You’re scrumptious. I know he has a good time with this pussy.” 


“But not as good of a time as I had with it,” Artis winked. “Or you’re going to have Teresa.” 

“How old are you?” I asked, trying to remain calm and not come on her fingers. 

“I’m 50,” she said unabashedly. 

I blinked. “What?” 

“Doesn’t she look good?” Artis asked. 

“Amazing.” 

“Diet and exercise,” she said, as if it were that simple for everyone. “And moisturizer. Moisturizing is very important.” 

“How old are you Artis?” 

“I’m 35.” 

Another older woman. I loved the idea of being with older lovers. It was so taboo and sexy. 


“Her young ass turned my 50-year-old ass out,” Teresa said, eyeing Artis appreciatively. “You already know. This broad can eat pussy like nobody’s business.” 

I wanted to know how much longer they were going to do all this teasing and back and forth. I was ready for her to go ham on my pussy. 


“So, where are we doing this?” I impatiently asked. “Are we going upstairs to your room Artis?” 


They both laughed and I curiously looked at them, trying to figure out what the hell was so funny. 

“Damn, you’re impatient,” Artis said, refilling her glass. 

“I’m just curious, that’s all. I mean, we’re talking a lot, and- “
  

“You’re ready for me to get on this pussy, aren’t you?” Teresa teased. 

“Isn’t that the point of tonight?” 

Artis refilled my glass. “Relax. This is all a part of the preliminaries.” 

“If you want this night to go well, you have to learn how to let go of your need to control.” 

“I’m not trying to control anything,” I said, frowning. “I was just wondering where we were doing it is all.” 

“You’re not going to be doing anything,” Artis emphasized, all jokes aside. 

“Nothing but laying there while I brand that pussy.” 

I loved the way Teresa talked but they were getting on my nerves. They were acting like a couple of high school upper classman or something. Like I was the lame freshman, trying to be a part of their cool squad. It was unnerving. 


“I understand your impatience sexy,” she said, running her finger over my lips. I couldn’t stop staring at hers. The fullness of them. They were so kissable. I was dying to taste her lips; let her taste mine. 


“But as the invite letter stated,” she continued, walking close to me, “you are the submissive for the evening. I am the supreme dominant.” 

“I don’t mind being dominated,” I said, a little too eagerly. 


“I require submission at all times,” she continued, serious. “Do you think you can be submissive? Completely?” 

“Absolutely.” 

She put her hand to my pussy and barely touched it. My knees buckled in anticipation. “Is this pussy submissive?” 

I mutely nodded, my eyes wide and eager. 


She stood closer to me, lips barely grazing mine as she continued to speak. “Good. Because I love having all the control. I love making that pussy feel good. I love making pussys squirt.” 

“I-I’ve never squirted.” 

She winked at me and crookedly smiled. “Not yet. I love when a girl just lies there with her legs open and just gives up the pussy. When she just lets me do all kinds of nasty things to it.” 

You could hear a pin drop. I glanced over at Artis, to see her reaction to what Teresa was saying. She was riveted. She was practically salivating at her unapologetic seduction of branding pussies. She wasn’t half as excited as I was. I was so ready for this woman; I was surprised my clothes hadn’t removed themselves from my body. Just listening to her talk dirty to me made me wish my panties would rip themselves. I wanted her to rip my panties off. Slide my bra down my shoulders and suck my tits for hours. Finger me while she watched her fingers going in and out of me. Like Artis had. Lord Jesus. 

“All you have to do is lay there wide open and enjoy the ride,” she huskily finished, rubbing my pussy. She slid one of her fingers up and down the material of my panties and looked down, smiling at the slit at the center. “Mesh and crotchless. You’re just a nasty little thing, ain’t you?” 

She popped me on my pussy, and I screeched. 

“Hell yeah!” Artis encouraged. 

“Come on Artis, let’s go to the room. I’m ready to ravish this sexy mother fucker.” 

Artis gulped down the rest of her wine and sat the glass on the kitchen table. She slapped her hands together. “Excellent. Because I’m ready to watch.” 

Teresa stepped back from me and waved her hand towards a room off the side of the kitchen, which I thought might be a guest room. 

Smiling at them both, I headed towards the room. I stopped once I was inside, caught up in the ambience of the scented candles that were scattered throughout. There were about ten of them and they smelled heavenly. My eyes settled on the pull-out couch against the back wall and I frowned, confused. It was made up with only a white fitted sheet. Nothing else. What the fuck? 


I looked over my shoulder at the two of them as they entered the room. “We’re not going to your bedroom?” I asked Artis. 


“We like it like this,” Artis said. “It’s a little more primal. My bedroom is for intimate relationships only.” 


My face fell with disappointment. “Oh.” 

Teresa touched my face, tilting my chin up. “Hey, don’t worry. We’re still going to have a good, nasty time. It doesn’t matter where it’s taking place.” 

“You guys want me to turn on some music?” Artis asked. 


“No,” Teresa firmly said. “I want to hear everything. I like to hear the sounds of a wet pussy when I’m eating it. I love to hear a woman’s moans and screams. I love to hear myself moan. No. Let’s keep it explicitly quiet. Emphasis on the word explicit.” 

They shared another sneaky laugh and I fought to roll my eyes. I was caught off guard when Teresa pulled me in her arms and kissed me, forcing her tongue in my mouth. My eyes immediately closed, and I moaned, kissing her back. She was an excellent kisser; even better than Artis. We kissed for I don’t know how long, and the kiss was wet, slow, and sexy. Her hands sensuously rubbed my arms, back, ass, and tits. 

“Your tits feel amazing,” she ground out against my lips. “I can’t wait to get you out of these clothes.” 

“What’s stopping you?” I breathlessly cooed against her lips, reaching out to touch her. 


She shook her head and stilled my hands, placing them down at my sides. “No ma’am. You don’t get to touch me like that tonight. Only Artis can.” 

I frowned at her and put my hand on my hip. “What?” 

“You are a submissive. You are the chosen one for the evening, so it’s all about pleasing you. You can only touch me when you are receiving pleasure, but not to give me pleasure. That is reserved for Artis.” 


Artis winked at me and puckered her lips. I was almost jealous. 

“Well,” I began, fighting an attitude, “I wasn’t going to touch you like that. I just wanted to put my arms around you. I mean, you’re beautiful and you’re a great kisser. It’s hard not to touch you.” 

“Even if we meet up again, it’s not an option. I’m mostly a top and I like minimal contact. Artis is the only woman I receive pleasure from. And that’s only because she’s so gotdamn good at it.” 

The look they shared was so hot, I’m surprised the house didn’t catch on fire. 

“Speaking of which. Artis, don’t you think it’s time for you to get undressed?” 

Artis gestured towards me. “Ladies first.” 

“I’ll get to her in a minute. I want to see my friend first.” 

Artis teasingly smiled at her and spread her arms in submission. “Your wish is my command Alpha.” 

She slowly eased down the sleeves of the pantsuit she was wearing, revealing a sexy, plunging red satin bra. I practically drooled. The size of her breasts was perfect. Not as big as mine but more than a mouthful. She slowly slid it the rest of the way down, revealing a pair of satin red boxers. I swallowed at the undeniable bulge protruding from her crotch. It was sizeable and impressive. Was that what I thought it was? She pushed the boxers off her perfect hips, revealing the fake lifelike cock she had strapped to her body. 

“My God,” I whispered. 


“There’s my friend,” Teresa said, licking her lips. I licked mine too. I so desperately wanted to suck it. 

Artis held eye contact with me and stroked it. “Maybe if you’re good tonight, I can give you some of this next time.” 

“Yeah, next time,” Teresa insisted. “Because tonight is all about me pleasing you sexy.” 

She turned back to me and placed both hands on my shoulders, massaging them and working her way down slowly. I could barely stand still I was so aroused. Her touch was sensual and perfect. She rubbed my breasts through my dress; then slowly pushed my dress down, leaving me in nothing but my bra and panties. 

“There is a God and he loves me,” she huskily said, eyeing me with lust again. “Artis, I cannot thank you enough King.” 

“Wait until you see how delicious she is,” Artis responded. “And how loud she screams.” 

“Looking forward to it.” She turned me around. “Let me see that ass.” 

I could hear her breathing as she sized me up from behind. “Goddamn it’s nice in your clothes, but in your panties… It’s so big it’s like it swallows them.” She ran her hands over my ass and slapped both cheeks hard. 

I yelped, holding my sides. She smacked them again and I moaned. 


“You like that?” 

“Mmmm-hmmm.” 

“Lay on the bed so I can look at that pussy.” 

I turned back to her and did as I was told. I sat on the bed and laid back, one-hundred percent submissive. She got down on her knees so that she was eye-level with my pussy and ran her hand over my print, swallowing hard. “Such a nice pussy,” she whispered. “Look at that bush. It’s so full and so perfect.” 

She put her nose to my crotch and loudly sniffed. “Lovely.” She sniffed again and nuzzled her face in it, moaning. 

My legs started shaking and wouldn’t stop. I was still holding my sides. I fought to be submissive and not move or touch her like I was told but it was becoming more and more difficult the more she touched me. 

She ran her hand over my pussy and slapped it. “Naughty pussy. Such a bad pussy.” 

Good lord that shit turned me on. I could feel more juices oozing out of my pussy. It was like running water. 

“Disloyal pussy. Letting some strange woman touch you and lick you tonight, knowing you’re married. You’re a bad girl Onica. Ain’t you?” She slapped my pussy again. “Aren’t you a bad girl?” 

“Yesssss,” I whined. 

“I want to hear you say it. Say it out loud Onica. Say you’re a bad girl.” 

“I’m a bad girl.” 


She moaned and kissed my pussy. She kissed it again and again, caressing my thighs. They immediately opened on command. 

“Look at this girl Artis. She’s ready, isn’t she?” 

“I’d say so,” Artis said, chuckling. 

“That’s right baby, spread them thick thighs nice and wide for me.” She peered into my pussy through the opening of my crotchless panties. “So pink and wet and ready for me.” She slid her finger inside and worked it around. 


“Oh Teresa.” 

“That’s right. Say my name baby.” She inserted another finger and moved it in rhythm with the other one, then used her thumb to massage my clit. 

“Oh!” I cried out, arching to her. 


“Let’s get these panties off.” She greedily yanked them down with both hands and threw them on the floor. “I need to see these titties too.” Still staring at my pussy, she reached beneath me and undid my bra, setting my jugs free. 

Artis groaned in lust. 

“I am going to devour this sexy young body all night,” Teresa growled. She began to undress, and I sat up on my elbows, eager for a peek of what she had to offer. Her breasts were as pretty naked as they were covered up. Mouth-watering chocolate with raisin-sized nipples. Her pussy was shaved down with just a little hair. I licked my lips, wanting to taste her. I couldn’t believe I was going to have the fortune of letting another beautiful, sensuous stranger make love to me and fuck me. And all night this time. 

“You like my body?” she quietly asked, rubbing her own breasts. 

I nodded, barely breathing. 

“Maybe one day I’ll let you sample what I have to offer. But tonight, I’m all hers.” She pointed to Artis and Artis sucked her fingers, one by one. 


They began kissing in front of me again and I started touching myself, beyond turned on. 

They pulled away from one another and Teresa abruptly looked at me, slapping my hands hard. “No ma’am,” she scolded me sharply. “That’s for me and me only.” 

“I can’t help it. The two of you look so sexy together.” 

“I need you to relinquish this grip on control you keep trying to have or else I’m not giving you any,” she said, no-nonsense with her hands on her hips. 

Annoyed but trying not to show it, I laid back on the bed and placed my hands behind my head. 

“Good girl.” She climbed on the bed on top of me and placed both of her hands around my breasts. She blew on them and I giggled. She smiled at me and caressed them, weighing them in her hands and slapping them together. “I’m in love,” she sighed, snuggling her face between them. She motorboated me and I giggled in delight. 


“Stop teasing her and get to it already,” Artis fussed. “I’m ready to see some titties sucked and that pussy licked.” 

“I’m ready to suck some titties and eat some pussy,” Teresa professed, rubbing her body against mine. 


She leaned down to my tits and lapped them slowly. I softly moaned, watching her with lust-heavy eyes. Watching people on my tits is a pastime I enjoy immensely. I love watching someone enjoy themselves on me. For so long it was just my husband. Now, wrong as it was, I’d had the pleasure of giving myself to two Dom lesbians in just a couple of months. And they were decidedly the best I’d ever had. 

I bit my lip and moaned again as Teresa began sucking my tits loudly, releasing them with obnoxious pops. 

“Damn boo, that looks so good,” Artis said, watching us intently. “You look so sexy sucking her tits.” 

“These tits are fucking amazing,” she cooed, swirling her tongue around my nipples. She looked into my eyes and softly nibbled them, before swiftly swirling her tongue again. 

“Uhhhh,” I softly cried out. 

She slapped her face with my tits and jiggled them fast, sucking, kissing, and biting them as she spoke dirty words to me. 


“God yes,” I groaned. “That feels so good. So good.” 

“Play in her pussy Teresa,” Artis commanded. 

Teresa deeply groaned and released my tits, still going back and forth sucking them, licking the skin around them, licking beneath them, while her hands drug down to my pussy. She stuck three fingers inside of me and my pussy welcomed them with no effort. I was so wet we could hear her fingers moving in and out of me. 

My eyes rolled to the back of my head and I rotated my hips with the direction of her strokes. 


“Teresa,” I sighed, my head lolling back and forth over the bed. “Teresa.” 

“Put another finger in her. Make that bitch scream.” 

“Yes Daddy.” Teresa entered another finger and I did scream. Loud. My eyes shot open and I looked down at her fingers moving in and out of me in shock. Fuck, I had never experienced anything so erotic in my life. No one had ever made me so wet. The more she touched me, the wetter I got. 

“Oh my God please,” I begged, pushing at her shoulders. “Please. I can’t take it.” 

“Take it you will, and you are taking it sexy. This pussy was built for my fingers. See how happy I’m making your pussy? See how your pussy is accepting these fingers with ease?” 

I started trembling again, near tears. “Please,” I whimpered. 

“I think she’s on the brink Teresa. Keep going.” 

“Come for baby,” she said moving her fingers faster. “Come for me.” 

I covered my face with my hands, my screams now nearing finger pitch. When she inserted her last finger, my body exploded with spasms that wrecked my body in a multitude of violent waves. I squirmed trying to get away from her, but she held me down. 


“Where do you think you’re going? We’re just getting started.” 

“Eat that pussy Teresa. Put your tongue and face in that pussy now.” 


“As you wish Daddy.” 

She started eating my pussy just then and oh my God! I almost passed out. I put my fingers in my mouth to suppress my screams, but it wasn’t helping. Teresa attacked my pussy with fervor, like she owned it, like she hadn’t just met it, like she’d been face fucking it for years. And by face fucking, I mean she had her whole face in my pussy, moaning and groaning like a person delirious with fever. She looked up at me while she tormented me with her tongue, but I was too ashamed to look back at her. I know I had to as look as crazy and wild as I had with Artis. 

“Look at her Oniica,” Artis forcibly demanded, walking over to me and holding my hands away from my face. “Look at her face in your pussy. Watch what she’s doing to you. Watch her eat your pussy like you watched me.” 

With great effort I did as I was told, still finding it impossible to be still and be quiet. I kept calling Teresa, watching her beautiful mahogany face in my pussy, so turned on by how she took ownership of my body with zero effort. I felt another orgasm approaching and this one lifted my ass off the bed. Pleased, she held on to my chubby ass and kept it up in the air, never breaking free of my pussy once. 

I glanced up at Artis and felt heat spread through my body at the hunger in her eyes as she watched her friend on the pussy she had taken only a few weeks before. 

“That’s it,” she whispered. “That’s it baby. Eat that fat pussy. Eat that pussy.” 

“Mmmmmm-hmmmmm,” Teresa responded, wildly shaking her face back and forth in my pussy, sending juices flying and drawing more praise from Artis. Her face was so smushed in my pussy we could hear her breathing. She started moving my body in formation with her mouth and my mouth dropped open in pleasure and surprise. Artis released my hands. 


“Play with your titties,” she huskily ordered. “Suck them and play with them. Watch me while you do it.” 

I looked at Teresa to make sure it was okay, but she was deep in the zone with her eyes closed, devouring my pussy. 

Unashamed, I grabbed both of my tits and stuffed them in my mouth, firmly sucking the tips. I kept my eyes trained on Artis while I did it. 

“That’s right. That’s it. Gotdamn that looks so sexy.” 

I loudly sucked my tits, as turned on by my self-pleasure as the pleasure Teresa was giving me. The woman was supremely talented at giving head and if I was being honest, ten times better than Artis. I wouldn’t dare tell Artis that, but Teresa was just unabashedly nasty and treated my pussy like it was the best and only pussy in the world. I got off on that. 

“Baby you look so good eating that fat pussy,” Artis rasped, taking my breasts from me and stroking them. I moaned in response. “It’s a damn shame how you’re disrespecting her husband by eating his wife’s pussy so mother-fucking good.” 

“Mmmm, it’s so good,” Teresa said, swirling her tongue. “So fucking good!” 

“Baby I have to fuck you,” Artis said, releasing my breasts. “I have to fuck you now. That ass looks fantastic in the air.” She walked around and stood to the back of Teresa, situating her rubber dick near her pussy. She kicked her legs apart and Teresa wildly spread them, still on my pussy. Artis entered her with one hard push and Teresa finally came up for air, looking back at Artis with wild sexual excitement. 


“Yes Daddy,” she purred. “You know I like that. Just like that.” Artis started fucking her faster and Teresa’s mouth dropped open. She was still watching her. “That’s right. Fuck me. Fuck me baby. Just like that.” 

Artis slapped her hard on the ass. “I didn’t tell you to stop eating that pussy. Put your face back in that pussy now and don’t stop until I tell you to.” 

Teresa wickedly grinned. “With pleasure.” Focusing back on me, she looked into my eyes and put her whole mouth over my pussy, drawing another gut-clenching orgasm from me. 

“Teresa!” I screamed. “What are you doing to my pussy? What are you doing to my pussy? Oh my God! Oh, my pussy!” 

“I could watch your face in that sexy bush for hours,” Artis growled, pumping like she’d lost her mind. 

“Don’t stop fucking me Daddy. Don’t stop fucking my pussy.” 

“Stop talking and put your face back in that bush!” 

We went on like this for the next hour. I’m surprised we had the strength to keep going. But lust and out of this mind sex will give you the energy of a cheetah. I was enamored with the sight of Artis fucking Teresa and watching the expressions on her face of raw, unashamed pleasure while she threw her ass back against that fake but capable dick. Past the hour, we were both on our knees sucking that dick, while Artis played with our titties and gave us instructions to kiss and fondle one another in between the sucks. 


Then, breaking all the rules, Artis fucked me with the super long dick missionary style, driving me out of my mind, while Teresa sucked on my tits with mad passion. Then Teresa ate my pussy again while I sat on her face, grinding and smushing my pussy against her while I hunched over her and squeezed the sheets on the bed. I was surprised our wild screams of untamable desire hadn’t woken up the neighbors. I briefly couldn’t help wondering about my husband and his mother again. I wish I could say I still felt guilty, but I felt more turned on than anything.  The unapologetic adulteress pillow princess I had turned into in such a short period of time surprised me. Unfortunately, on this go round I didn’t squirt, but I hoped with great anticipation that it would happen next time. 


Much later, after two in the morning, both ladies walked me to the door and kissed me goodnight. 

“I hope to see you again real soon beautiful,” Teresa said, rubbing my pussy through my still drenched panties. 


“Not before I see her first,” Artis slurred, rubbing my behind. 

Heat spread from my chest down to my lady parts. It amazed me how effortlessly the two of them could still turn me on, even after hours of endless orgasms. My pussy wasn’t even dry. There were still juices runneth over. 

“Thank you, ladies, for such an amazing night,” I said, grinning like a fool. “I will never forget it.” 

“Oh, we know that,” Teresa said, giving me a seductive wink. 


“Don’t be surprised if you receive another invite from me soon,” Artis said. 

“I look forward to it.” 

I passionately kissed the two of them again; then made my way over to my home on weak legs. I was beyond exhausted. Griffin still wasn’t home, and I was relieved. I wasn’t in the mood to lie about my night. I wanted to enjoy this high for as long as I could. 

While showering, I couldn’t help but wonder if Teresa was still over Artis’ and what the two of them might be doing. I felt jealous. I almost wanted to run back over there for round two, but I talked myself out of it. 

I dried myself off, sloppily threw on some lotion and laid in the bed naked. Remembering I had turned off my phone earlier, I quickly retrieved it from my purse, then laid back in the bed, turning it on. I worriedly stared at the screen, waiting for the inevitable voice mails from Griffin to pop up. To my surprise, there weren’t any. Just a text saying he was there, one saying they were in the emergency room; then another saying he was on the way home. 


That made my heart rate kick up. On his way home when? How long ago had he sent the text? 

My question was answered when I heard a car door slam outside my bedroom window and then the alarm going off a few seconds later, followed by the disarming and rearming. I put my phone on my side table and turned on my side, closing my eyes. 


I listened as he walked up the stairs, got undressed and climbed into bed with me. He snuggled up behind me and put his arm around me, nuzzling my neck. 


“Are you awake?” he softly asked. 

“Hmmm?” 

“You smell good.” 

“Mmmm.” 

He kissed me softly and laid his head on mine. “I missed you.” 

I rubbed his arm. “How’s mom?” 

“Good. It was just a sprain, thank God.” 

I smiled in the dark. “I’m glad.” 

“Her next-door neighbor is going to stay with her a few days and take care of her.” 

“That’s good.” 

He paused, rubbing my butt. My butt that only an hour earlier had been slapped repeatedly and eaten out by two alpha dykes. “How was your night?’” 

“What?” 

“Your girls’ night out. How was it?” 

I paused. “Okay.” 

“Just okay?” 

“We just talked and listened to music. Ate.” Boy had they ever. “No big deal.” 

“That’s good. I’m glad you’ve made friends.” 


Oh, they’re more than friends darling. 

“You going to hang out with them again?” 

“Yeah, probably.” 

He put his hand between my still wet and throbbing pussy and licked my neck. “Feel like giving me some pussy?” 

I squeezed my legs against his hand and put his arm back around me. “Maybe tomorrow babe. I’m so tired.” I emphasized how tired I was by yawning loud and long. 

Griffin paused. He didn’t like to be rejected and I had rejected him twice tonight. He shrugged against me. “Okay. Be ready to be woken up in the morning with my face in your pussy or my dick in it.”
  

“Can’t wait.” 

“Goodnight baby. Love you.” 

“Love you more.” 

Sleep found me seconds later. 


Less than a week later, I received another invite to be serviced by another Alpha Butch in the upcoming week. This one was named Veronica. She was also older, recently single, and had endless stamina and a hurricane tongue as well, with an earring in it. I promptly answered yes to Artis’ invite and put the letter back in her mailbox. I could not wait for my next Girls’ Night Out. 
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