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        This book is pure lesbian erotica. Hot, steamy sex will fill the following pages. If you are looking for characters with much depth and a full length novel—this isn’t the book for you.

        Looking for hot reads of lesbians hooking up and having dirty fun on the day known for love, then this is the book for you! Enjoy it and make sure you leave a review after reading!
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      “I swear I’ll never drink again,” Bree Mathias muttered. She let herself into the hotel room and shut the door behind her. Managing not to drop the two coffee cups was a significant accomplishment. She walked into the suite and didn’t hear a sound.

      Today was the day her best friend would take the plunge and get married.

      A Valentine Day wedding.

      What could be more romantic?

      “Suzy! Darling where are you?” Bree hollered. She tossed her purse and sunglasses onto the couch. Kicking off her shoes, she gripped her cell phone and the cups tight before heading toward the bedroom.

      Yesterday had been a night to remember. The bridal party had a fantastic time bar hopping the night away before crashing in their hotel rooms.

      Since it was Suzy’s big weekend, she’d chose to get a suite to prepare for the wedding that was going to be held in the ritzy hotel. Suzy’s family was loaded, and it wasn’t surprising she’d have her ceremony at such an elegant hotel.

      “Don’t enter unless you have coffee,” Suzy warned.

      That brought a smile to Bree’s lips. She knew her best friend well. They had met their freshman year in college and had been inseparable since.

      “And you better have at least showered,” Bree responded, kicking open the door. Her friend’s dark head popped up from the pillows. “You’re not even out of bed?”

      Bree paused and glared at her friend.

      “How are you even dressed?” Suzy murmured, sitting up against the pillows. She pulled the sheet over her voluptuous body and brushed her hair from her face.

      “Barely. I threw this on so I could run downstairs and grab us coffee.” She walked over to Suzy and held out her cup.

      “Well, you are the best maid of honor a girl could have.” Suzy winked.

      “You damn right I am,” she grumbled, tossing her phone to the nightstand. She took a healthy sip of her coffee before turning around. She glanced around the room and sighed. They had a lot to do today to get Suzy ready for the wedding. Sitting her cup down, she walked over to the drapes and opened them.

      The downtown skyline greeted her. The bright blue sky was cloudless, and the sun was shining brightly. The sun rays flooded the room once the drapes were opened entirely.

      “What are you doing?” Suzy groaned.

      “We need to get you ready. Today is the big day!” Bree turned back to find her friend staring at her with a weird expression on her face. “What is it?”

      Suzy shrugged her bare shoulder and sipped her coffee.

      “Nothing.”

      “It doesn’t look like nothing,” Bree said, leaning back against the window. Her friend let loose a sigh, before turning her attention to Bree.

      “I don’t know what it is. I should be happy. I’m getting married today.” Suzy’s head tilted to the side while her gaze slowly roamed Bree’s body.

      Her breath caught in her throat at her friend’s perusal. She didn’t understand why, but her body seemed to awaken. Her breasts strained against her soft cotton dress. After deciding to run to the first floor to grab the coffee, Bree had chosen a light gray cotton dress and flip-flops. She hadn’t thought twice that she hadn’t put on any underclothes. She was just running down for coffee and back upstairs.

      No one saw her, and she could care less if they did.

      But now after Suzy’s slow assessment, she felt completely naked.

      “It’s normal to have second doubts. It is a big step.” Bree pushed off the window and walked toward the bed. “Don’t you love, Jack?”

      For the past few years, Bree had been having fleeting fantasies of her best friend. But every time she did, she would push it back in the depths of her conscious and tried to ignore it.

      Suzy was marrying Jack.

      Bree hadn’t been too crazy over the guy, but Suzy loved him, he treated her good, and that’s all that mattered. Bree didn’t have to like him, but she tolerated him because of Suzy.

      “I do.” Suzy bit her lip, her eyes following Bree. “It’s just—I don’t know what this is.” She shook her head. Her dark hair pooled around her tanned shoulders.

      Bree stood next to the bed and motioned for Suzy to scoot over to the middle. She tried to ignore the span of Suzy’s naked skin when she shifted over. Bree sat on the edge of the bed and faced Suzy. She loved her friend dearly and wanted what was best for her.

      “Then tell me. What are you thinking? What is it that you need? Do you want me to do something? Call someone for you?”

      Suzy’s lips curled up into a small smile. She leaned back against the large pillows and stared at Bree. Her blanket slid down and displayed her perky nipples. Her rosy red nubs were beaded into little buds. Bree’s mouth grew dry at the sight of them.

      Her core quivered with just the thought of taking one of the buds in between her teeth. Unconsciously, her tongue slid out and wet her suddenly dry lips.

      “Bree,” Suzy breathed, her voice breaking through Bree’s erotic thoughts.

      She tore her gaze away from the perfect sight and met Suzy’s dark eyes. She swallowed hard and cleared her throat.

      “Yes, Suzy?”

      Suzy smiled and reached out and took Bree’s hand in hers. She tugged Bree closer to her. Bree, unsuspecting, fell against the pillows next to Suzy with a gasp.

      Suzy’s musical laughter filled the air. Bree smiled and turned on her side.

      “There is one thing I want.” Her smile slowly faded from her lips. She pushed the blankets off, exposing her naked body. Bree sat up and balanced herself on her elbow, her gaze sweeping Suzy’s large breasts, flat stomach and curvy hips. Her eyes were drawn to Suzy’s hairless mound and felt her core clench with need.

      Her breaths came faster as she imagined spreading Suzy’s soft thighs open. A small finger tipped Bree’s face up, bringing her attention to Suzy’s eyes.

      “What is it that you need?” Bree asked. Her voice was soft and barely above a whisper. A small tremor slid down her spine from the heat in Suzy’s gaze. She had dreamed of a day where she could act out her most intimate desires that had been haunting her. “You know I’ll do anything for you, Suzy.”

      Suzy cupped her chin and drew her closer. Their lips were a hairsbreadth away from each other.

      “I want you to kiss me, Bree.”

      She didn’t need to be told twice. She closed the gap between them and pressed her lips against Suzy’s in a hard, bruising kiss. Suzy let loose a small gasp, and it was all Bree needed. Her tongue slid in between Suzy's lips and went on an exploration of Suzy’s mouth.

      Her tongue gently coaxed Suzy’s to come to play with her. Suzy wrapped her arms around Bree and brought their bodies flushed against each other.

      Bree’s hands slid along Suzy’s soft hips while their lips danced across each other. Her hand slid down to Suzy’s thigh, massaging it as she went further.

      “What are we doing?” Bree asked, pulling back. She stared into Suzy’s dark eyes, becoming lost in her bedroom eyes.

      “You asked me what I wanted and needed,” Suzy murmured. Her lips, swollen from their kiss curved into a wide grin. “What I want is my maid of honor to lick my pussy until I come and then spend the entire morning fucking me.”

      Bree’s heart raced at Suzy’s words. All thoughts of the wedding flew out of her mind.

      “Are you sure?” she asked, her breaths coming as pants.

      “Be a good maid of honor and eat my pussy would you please?” Bree nodded and sat back. Suzy gripped the edge of her dress and pulled it up over her head. “You weren’t playing when you said you just threw this on.” Suzy laughed.

      “I had showered and wanted coffee,” Bree grumbled.

      Suzy laid back against the pillows and spread her legs wide. “Come to me, Bree.”

      She opened her arms and Bree fell into her embrace. Their naked breasts rubbed against each other while their lips merged into a passionate kiss. Their moans filled the air as the kiss deepened.

      Bree couldn’t think of anything else. Bree was in Suzy’s arms, and that’s all that mattered. Bree slowly broke the kiss so she could finally taste the two tits she had been infatuated with. Bree slid down until she was eye level with them and gripped on in her hand and guided it to her mouth. She opened her mouth wide to take as much in as much of the tit as she could.

      Her tongue bathed the hardened nipple while she suckled the breast. Suzy’s fingers wove their way into her hair and held her in place.

      Bree was going to take her time. Suzy’s two voluptuous breasts were currently holding her attention. She switched to the other one, bathing the entire one with her tongue.

      “Yes,” Suzy hissed, her head thrown back against the plush white pillows.

      Her grip tightened on Bree’s hair, and she loved it. The slight pain urged her own. She nipped and licked her way around the tits. She massaged both of them with her hands while ensuring she paid proper attention to both of them.

      Her tongue burned a trail down Suzy’s flat stomach. Her soft skin quivered underneath Bree’s sensual tantalizing touch.

      “Suzy, I’ve fantasized about us for years,” Bree admitted, pausing her descent.

      “Me too,” she smiled. She playfully pushed Bree’s head down and spread her legs wider.

      Bree didn’t need any more directions.

      She knew just what her friend needed.

      “Look at this pretty pink pussy. I knew it would be perfect,” Bree breathed. She slid her fingers along the slit, causing Suzy to writhe and moan on the bed.

      Spreading the slick labia, she was introduced to Suzy’s swollen clit. Leaning forward she ran her tongue along the puckered flesh. A groan escaped her lips at the taste that exploded on her tongue.

      “Oh, Bree,” Suzy breathed.

      “God, you taste so good,” Bree said, licking her again. She pressed her tongue harder, lapping up the juices that flowed from Suzy’s core. She took her time exploring Suzy with her tongue, sliding her it as far into Suzy's channel as she could before trailing up to her clit.

      She enclosed her lips around Suzy’s clit and sucked hard. Suzy’s cries filled the air. It was the perfect way to spend the morning. Never in her wildest dream would she have imagined that she would have her face buried in between Suzy’s legs.

      Suzy’s body trembled as Bree continued to suckle her clit. She increased the pressure, loving how verbal Suzy was.

      “Bree!” Suzy shouted when she slid two fingers deep into Suzy slick cunt. Her muscles closed around Bree’s fingers tight.

      “Yes, call my name,” Bree demanded. She brought her mouth back to Suzy’s pussy and filled her mouth with the swollen bundle of nerves. Her fingers set a steady pace, thrusting into her slick channel. Her hand, coated with Suzy’s juices slid deep and hard. “Fucking scream it.”

      Bree could feel the wetness coat her face as she continued her assault on Suzy’s pussy. She hummed and shook her head while not releasing the swollen bud.

      Suzy’s muscles were clamping down on her fingers tight. Her body shook uncontrollably.

      “Bree,” Suzy moaned. Bree pulled back and eyed her friend. Suzy’s skin was flushed, and her eyes shut tight. Her pussy was drenched with her juices, and it was the most beautiful sight in the world. She reached over and grabbed her cell phone off the nightstand.

      “Hold these legs up out of my way,” Bree demanded, growing bolder. She wanted Suzy to scream her name. If this was the only time she could have her friend, then she was going to make the most of it.

      Suzy instantly gripped her legs and pulled them back, presenting herself fully to Bree. She pulled open her camera app and took a couple of pictures of Suzy in her current position. Bree reached down and spread Suzy’s pussy lips apart and snapped a few closeups of Suzy’s pussy. She even got a good picture of her fingers buried deep inside of Suzy.

      “Hurry,” Suzy urged. Bree laughed and tossed her phone back on the nightstand. She wanted a few souvenirs of this day just in case it was the only time they’d have together.

      “Good girl.” Bree winked at Suzy before lowering her face back to her little piece of Heaven. She covered Suzy’s pussy with her mouth. Her tongue dove deep within her folds, licking and slurping up all of what Suzy offered her.

      Suzy’s body began to tremble while Bree feasted upon her. She could feel her own juices slid down her leg. She was so aroused she was sure all it would take was a few swipes of her fingers, and she’d reach a hard orgasm.

      “Oh, my. I’m close. Don’t stop!” Suzy begged. She gripped Bree’s hair tight in her hand, holding Bree in place. Little did Suzy know, Bree wasn’t going anywhere until her pussy gushed with her release.

      “Let this entire hotel know who is eating this pussy, babe. Don’t hold back,” Bree said. She latched onto Suzy’s clit and sucked with all her might.

      Suzy’s body shot off the bed as she reached her orgasm.

      “Bree!” she screamed. Bree would have to admit her chest filled with satisfaction that it was her who made Suzy orgasm as hard as she did. It was her name on Suzy’s lips, and it was her tongue buried deep in between her thighs.

      Bree held onto her legs that flopped down onto the bed. She continued to torture Suzy while she rode the waves of her orgasm. Once Suzy came down and was resting on the bed with her eyes closed, Bree continued to slowly lick her pussy, lapping up all the sweet nectar that had poured out of her slit.

      She smirked with the knowledge that Jack would have to follow one hell of a performance.

      She paused.

      Reality came crashing down.

      Jack.

      Suzy.

      They were supposed to be getting married later that day.

      What the hell had she done?

      She glanced up at Suzy and met her passion dazed eyes and saw love brimming from them.

      Her heart melted, and she knew what she had done.

      She had given her best friend exactly what she wanted.

      Placing a soft kiss to Suzy’s inner thigh, she crawled up over her and stared down into Suzy’s dark gaze.

      “Did you get what you wanted?” she asked. She cocked an eyebrow at Suzy who reached up with her hands and cupped Bree’s aching tits.

      “Mmmm….yeah and then some,” Suzy giggled, guiding Bree close and enclosed her mouth around Bree’s breast. Bree braced herself above Suzy and let loose a deep moan. The sensation of Suzy suckling her breasts caused her core to clench.

      “God, yes. That feels so good,” she murmured, brushing Suzy’s hair from her face. Suzy flickered her nipple with her little tongue, and it drove Bree wild. Suzy’s free hand slid along Bree’s ass and cupped it. She forced Bree to straddle her while she took her time sucking on Bree’s tit. “Suzy.”

      She paused at the call of her name. She released Bree’s tit and stared up at her.

      “Yes?”

      “What are we doing? You are supposed to marry Jack today.”

      “I know. Can’t I have both of you?” Suzy asked. She pouted her lips and pinched Bree’s nipple.

      “And what about Jack?”

      “He doesn’t have to know. He knows we spend a lot of time together and won’t even grow suspicious. Plus you know he travels a lot for work, and I know you wouldn’t want me being lonely would you?” She battered her eyes at Bree. She slid her hands along Bree’s hips and ended at her ass.

      “Suzy…”

      “Just think, Bree. You and me. Whenever he’s out of town, you can have me. You want to do a girls night at your house, you can have me. Hell, we can go for a run, and I’ll let you fuck me in the park. Please say yes.”

      Bree stared down into her best friend’s eyes and felt her walls breaking.

      “But what if I find a guy and get serious?”

      “Same rules apply. We can still have each other.”

      Bree felt her lips curve up into a grin. There was no way she could say no to Suzy. She leaned down and pressed a hard kiss to her lips.

      “Deal.”

      Suzy’s squeal filled the air.

      “Good! Now sit on my face, bestie so I can return the favor.” Suzy wagged her eyebrows.

      Bree chuckled as she slid up along Suzy who adjusted herself on the bed. Bree straddled Suzy’s face and lowers her soaked pussy down onto her best friend’s open waiting mouth. The moment Suzy’s tongue connected with her clit, she knew they had made the best deal.

      * * *

      The reception was in full swing. There was plenty of music, plenty of attendees and plenty of alcohol. Bree was on the dance floor with one of the countless men who had asked for a dance with the Maid of Honor. Her eyes connected with Suzy’s and she smiled. Suzy was standing on the edge of the dance floor talking with a member of her new husband’s family.

      The song ended, and Bree smiled at her partner.

      “Looks like I have to go do Maid of Honor duties,” she laughed. The guy nodded and smiled before turning and walking away.

      Bree slowly made her way through the throng of dancers. The wedding had been a success. They had spent practically all morning in bed before dragging themselves out and into the shower. Lucky enough, Suzy had a hairstylist, makeup artist and everyone she would need available at the hotel. She was the most beautiful bride that anyone had seen.

      “Are you ready?” Bree asked, arriving at Suzy’s side. As the Maid of Honor, it was her duty to help Suzy change into her going away outfit so she and Jack could head to the airport. They had a late flight to catch tonight. Glancing around the ballroom, Bree saw him talking with a group of men.

      “I am. Mrs. Wilson—

      “Oh, please, call me Sandy! I practically helped raise Jack. His mother and I have been friends since we were in the fifth grade,” the woman boasted. Bree took one look at the woman and knew she was a few sheets to the wind drunk.

      “Bree, this is Sandy. Sandy is this Bree, my best friend, and Maid of Honor.” Suzy said, making introductions.

      “Nice to meet you,” Bree smiled and shook the woman’s hand. “It’s time I help you out of that dress my dear. Your flight leaves soon, and we have to get you guys to the airport.”

      “Have fun, my dear. Where is Jack?” Sandy muttered, turning away from them. She began to weave her way toward the crowd who were surrounding Jack.

      “Isn’t she precious,” Bree muttered.

      “She is,” Suzy laughed. She wrapped her arms around Suzy, uncaring how it looked. Suzy placed her arm around her waist as they began making their way to the exit. People smiled and wished Suzy luck.

      They probably thought Suzy was too drunk to walk on her own.

      But that wasn’t it.

      After the morning they had, it was going to be very hard for Bree to keep her hands off Suzy.

      They exited the ballroom and headed down the hallway to the room the hotel had reserved for the bride.

      “Are you excited for Hawaii?” Bree asked.

      “Yes. I can’t wait to see the islands, the ocean and go exploring,” Suzy replied.

      Bree guided her into the makeshift changing room. The room was typically used as a sitting room, but tonight it was a changing room. The chairs and couches were placed near the wood burning fireplace. Little antiques were spread around the room as decorations.

      A metal rack sat off to the side of the room with a few outfits hanging for Suzy to choose from. Bree shut the door and turned the lock to ensure no one walked in on them changing.

      She leaned back against the door and watched Suzy stroll over to the clothing rack still in her long white wedding dress.

      Bree reached behind her and unzipped her dress. It was getting late, and she’d had the hotel staff place a change of clothes for her in the room as well.

      “I’ll miss you while you’re gone.” Bree watched Suzy turned to her.

      “Come here, Bree,” Suzy whispered.

      Bree pushed her dress down and picked it up. She kicked off her heels and walked to Bree. She tossed her long dress over the rack and paused by Suzy.

      “I’ll miss you too,” Suzy admitted.

      “Think of me, will ya?” Bree’s lips turned up into a smirk. Suzy pulled up her dress and motioned for Bree.

      “You know I will. Now send me off the right way, bestie.”

      Bree leaned forward and pressed a quick kiss to Suzy’s lips. She knelt down before Suzy and reached under her dress. She snagged Suzy’s panties and pulled them down. They giggled as Suzy kicked the small scrap of material out the way.

      “I’m certainly going to miss this pussy,” Bree muttered. She gripped the dress and toss it over her head. Basked in the darkness, she leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Suzy’s mound.

      “Make me come, Bree,” Suzy begged.

      Bree trailed her tongue along Suzy’s mound before moving down to her slit. Using her hands, she spread Suzy’s labia to expose her clit.

      “Don’t hold back, babe. Scream my name.”

      Sucking the swollen into her mouth, she set to work giving her best friend one hell of a send-off. The one gift she desired from Suzy before she left was for her to cream one last time in her mouth. After today, she’d have ten days until Suzy returned.

      Therefore, she planned to make her come hard and fast. She flicked her tongue along her clit and was rewarded with a moan.

      Bree was in heaven.
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      “What do you mean you are going to be delayed?” June demanded. She stared down at her phone and let loose a sigh.

      “My flight was canceled, and I’m on standby,” Tyler replied.

      Of course, her husband wouldn’t be home tonight. It was Valentine’s Day, and she’d had to cancel their plans. She was getting a little tired from all of his travelings for work. He was always gone, leaving her to feel as if she were single again. They’d been married for four years, and his travel had continued to increase.

      “And what is this about Sage moving in with us?” She leaned back against the kitchen counter.

      She was shocked when her husband’s daughter from his ex-wife showed up with luggage saying she was moving in with them.

      June swore that if her husband’s head weren’t attached to his neck, he’d forget all about it.

      “Shit, babe. I’m sorry. I talked to Sage yesterday. She and her mother got into a fight, and she asked me if she could stay with us this summer until she leaves for college.” Tyler paused. “You don’t mind, do you?”

      June bit her lip. Of course, she didn’t mind, but there was only one small thing.

      She was infatuated with his beautiful daughter. She’d met Sage when she was fourteen years old and always thought she was a cute girl. It had been the summer right before they’d hopped a plane and eloped in Vegas.

      The years had flown by and before June knew it, Sage was sixteen and a total knockout.

      It was hard to try to keep her attraction for the young woman a secret, so she always tried to avoid any alone time with her. June would make sure she’d make herself scarce when Sage came to visit, citing she wanted to give them father-daughter time.

      But that wasn’t it at all.

      She wanted Sage.

      Always had.

      She knew it had been wrong to fantasize about a teenager.  Being that she was the girl’s step-mother and all, didn’t make it any better. There, of course, was also the age difference. June was thirty-nine years old. Not old, but certainly older than Sage.

      But it was something about the young girl that called to June. Over the years, she continued to grow into a beautiful woman.

      The eighteen-year-old girl who showed up at the door completely took her breath away.

      Her long dark hair, bright blue eyes, and plump pink lips had June’s body going into overdrive. It took everything June had not to stare at Sage before she brushed past her and disappeared upstairs. She had worn a light summer dress that stopped mid-calf and was form fitting. The low cut dress cupped her perky titties perfectly.

      It was abnormally warm for this time of year. June too had opted for a summer dress. The temperatures had been averaging in the mid-eighties.

      Being attracted to the member of the same sex never bothered her. Women were beautiful, sensual creatures, but the one currently upstairs unpacking had awakened something inside of her.

      “Of course she can stay with us. If she wants to live here, that’s fine. She’s your daughter.”

      “Baby, you’re amazing. I promise I will make up Valentine’s Day up to you. I’ll take you to the fanciest restaurant next weekend.”

      “I want champagne,” she smiled, knowing in her heart he meant well. It wasn’t his fault the flight got canceled. He was stuck down in Florida. With the threat of a hurricane, the airlines had canceled hundreds of flights. There was no telling when he’ll be home.

      “You can have whatever you want,” he promised.

      Really? She thought to herself. Well, I want a taste of your daughter.

      “Be safe. Love you,” June murmured, keeping her internal thoughts of her step-daughter to herself.

      “I will. Love you too.” He disconnected the call. She tossed her cell phone down on the counter and left out the kitchen. She headed up the stairs, her heart pounding.

      I will keep my hands to myself, she repeatedly chanted in her mind.

      Arriving at Sage’s door, she knocked gently.

      “Come in,” a soft voice called out.

      She rubbed her hands against the soft cotton of her dress, before opening the door.

      She leaned against the doorjamb and found Sage coming out of her closet.

      “Hey, June.” Sage offered her a small, before glancing around the room.

      “So I hear you are moving in with us.” June forced a laugh. She rubbed the back of her neck, trying to make light of the situation she found herself in.

      “I take it, Dad forgot to tell you.”

      They shared a laugh, breaking some of the tension.

      “That he did. I just want to say you are welcome to stay as long as you want. I know you’re leaving for college in a few months, but our home is your home too.” Just thinking of being around Sage all the time made her heart race.

      “Thanks, June. I think I’ll take you guys up on it. My mom is crazy. I just can’t do it anymore. Now that I’m eighteen, I can make my own decisions about things.”

      June nodded, trying to concentrate on what Sage was saying, but she was distracted by the span of skin exposed and the swaying of Sage’s breasts as she walked across the room. Sage sat on her bed and tossed her long hair over her shoulder.

      No bra.

      June swallowed hard knowing she should leave.

      But somehow she found her feet carrying her into the room.

      “Well, your father canceled on me. If you want, we can spend Valentine’s Day together.” June sat down on the bed next to Sage.

      “I didn’t have a date for today, and now you don’t. We can be each other’s date.” Sage’s smile slowly disappeared from her lips. Her gaze trailed down June’s body.

      June’s breasts tingled. Her nipple drew into tight little buds as if they sensed Sage was staring at them.

      “I’m sure we can have fun,” June murmured. She moved closer to Sage and reached up and brushed her hair from her face. “This is a pretty dress.” Her hands trailed down to the thin straps resting on Sage’s shoulders.

      “Thank you,” Sage breathed.

      Warnings were blaring in the back of June’s mind, but she chose to ignore it. She had fought this attraction for Sage for so long, and now the star of her dirty fantasies was legal, and from the way she moved closer to June, she felt the magnetism between them.

      She slipped her finger beneath the strap and pulled it down Sage’s arm, revealing her perky tit.

      “So pretty,” June gasped in awe. Sage’s nipple was rosy red and beaded. “Let me see the other one.” She reached over and pulled the other strap down, allowing the other breast to pop free. “Gorgeous.”

      “Thank you.” Sage’s blue eyes met hers while she took turns cupping both tits. They were large and filled her hand perfectly. “That feels good.”

      June used her free hand to grip Sage’s neck and pulled her close, their lips barely touching.

      “Have you ever had sex before, Sage?”

      Sage shook her head.

      No.

      June’s pussy clenched with the thought that she was going to be the first one to touch this young girl.

      “I want you, June. Be my first.” Sage boldly leaned in and pressed her lips to June’s before pulling back. Her eyes were wide, and her breaths were coming rapidly. “Please?” she breathed.

      June leaned forward and captured Sage’s lips again. Their mouths merged into a soft kiss. Being the more experience one, June instantly took over and dominated the kiss. She thrust her tongue deep inside Sage’s mouth, getting her first taste of her step-daughter.

      She pulled back and stared into Sage’s eyes. “Are you sure?”

      “I’ve wanted you since the first time we met. I’ve always thought you were so beautiful. I may not have had sex with anyone before, but I have masturbated so many times to thoughts of you that I’ve lost count.”

      Hearing Sage’s words, broke the last of June’s control. She slammed her mouth onto  Sage’s. The kiss was deep and open. Her young charge was a quick learner. She was shy at first, but as the kiss went on, she grew more confident. Her tongue dueled with June’s. She pressed her naked breasts against June, as her soft moans filled the air.

      June tore her lips from Sage’s. Breathing hard, they remained still, staring deep into each other’s eyes.

      “Come with me.” They stood from the bed and June pulled Sage to her. She quickly stripped Sage of her dress and found her with no panties on. “Such a dirty little girl.”

      “I was hoping my step-mom would want a taste of my pussy,” June replied. Her cheeks grew rosy red at her dirty words. June smiled and ran a finger along her young face. Even though she was eighteen, her look was youthful, but her curvy body was that of a woman.

      “Oh, don’t you worry.” June tipped Sage’s chin up so she could meet her eyes. “This mommy will take good care of you.”

      She took Sage’s hand and pulled her behind her. They walked down the hallway to the master bedroom. She pushed the door open and guided Sage over to the large king size bed and helped her get on the mattress. June removed her clothing and tossed them to the floor.

      June crawled onto the bed over Sage and pushed her down onto the bed. She followed her down on it and covered her body with hers, settling into the valley of her thighs.

      “I’ve dreamed of this for so long,” Sage admitted, with a shaky laugh. Their breasts brushed against each other, eliciting a groan from both of them.

      “Me too,” June replied. She lowered her head and pressed her lips to Sage’s. Her lips immediately opened for June. She slid her tongue into Sage’s mouth. Their tongues dueled together in a sensual dance. “Are we going all the way? Penetration?”

      “God, yes. Take all of me,” Sage practically begged. She reached up and threaded her fingers into June’s hair.

      Pressing another hard kiss to Sage’s lips, June pulled back. “Then we are going to be here all night long. Your father may be here tomorrow.”

      “Okay.” Sage nodded her head.

      “Okay, what?” June nipped Sage’s bottom plump lip that had been driving her crazy. She soothed it was her tongue, unable to leave it alone.

      “Okay, mommy.”

      “That’s better. I’m going to treat you much better than yours ever have.” That was a promise she was going to keep. Tyler had always complained about his ex-wife. June had first-hand experience and knew Marsha could be a royal bitch. It was no wonder her husband left her and now so had her daughter.

      Both had run to June.

      She had no problem accepting both of them. Tyler had been hers, and now it looked as if his daughter would be too.

      She slid down Sage’s body bringing her eye level with the two perky titties that were begging for her tongue. She bathed both of them with her tongue. Sage’s perky nipples were hard and standing at attention. June moaned, switching in between the two, unable to get enough of the taste of them.

      Sage’s moans filled the air. She captured her bottom lip with her teeth while she watched June feasts on her tits.

      June sucked one into her mouth as far as she could. She wanted to fit as much of the breast in her mouth. It was so delicious. The soft mounds reminded June of delicate rose petals. She trailed her tongue to the other one, not wanting that tit to feel left out of the party. She was going to take her time worshipping the perfect tits with her hands and mouth.

      “June—mommy,” Sage groaned. She gripped June’s hair tight in her hands.

      June loved the feel of her hair being pulled. It fueled her on. Her pussy juices flowed from her cunt, leaving the evidence on her thighs. Now that June had Sage right where she always wanted her, she was going to play out every fantasy she’d ever had about the girl.

      “Like this?” June asked, nipping the taut nipple. She squeezed the other mound with her hand.

      “Yes,” Sage hissed.

      June shifted even lower. Her hands slid along Sage’s body, memorizing every facet of it. Her soft skin, flat stomach, and her bare mons took her breath away. She settled on her stomach on the bed, bringing her eye level with Sage’s pussy.

      Rubbing her fingers along the pink folds, she glanced up and caught Sage watching her. She massaged Sage’s young pussy. Her slit parted with June’s motions, giving her a sneak peek of her pinkness and her small swollen clit. June’s heart rate skyrocketed at the sight of creaminess resting just inside Sage’s folds.

      “No one has tasted you yet?” she asked in disbelief. This young pussy was perfection and just the thought of her being the first one to have it excited June.  The scent of Sage’s slight muskiness filled the air. June licked her lips in anticipation. She wanted to pounce on Sage but knew she had to take her time.

      “No,” Sage whimpered. She flexed her hips, pushing against June’s hand.

      “Mommy will lick this pussy good.” Her fingers massaged Sage’s slit open to reveal her slick pinkness. She dipped a finger inside of folds, drawing some of Sage’s creaminess onto her finger. She brought her finger to her mouth and licked it clean with a deep groan. Sage’s taste was divine. “That’s what you want, isn’t it? My tongue in your pussy?”

      “Yes, mommy. Please.”

      Not breaking their eye contact, June gave Sage’s slit a long, slow lick. The taste of her exploded on her tongue. She captured the little bundle of nerves with her mouth and tugged on it. She was rewarded with Sage’s squeal of delight.

      She repeated her motion, drawing her tongue through Sage’s moist folds, lapping up the juices that were flowing freely from her slit.

      Cupping Sage’s ass, to hold Sage in place, June covered her entire pussy with her mouth and thrust her tongue into her channel.

      “Yes!” Sage cried out.

      Her moans grew louder with each lick. She perched herself up on her elbows to watch June. Their eyes met while she kissed Sage in the most intimate of ways. She pulled back and spread her pussy wide and targeted Sage’s clit with her tongue. She rapidly flicked her tongue against the swollen flesh, causing Sage’s body to writhe on the bed beneath her.

      She slurped up the juices before covering her pussy again with her mouth. She sucked the clit into her mouth and began humming and shaking her head. She slid a finger slowly into Sage’s channel. Her tight walls clamped down onto June. She pushed her finger forward before withdrawing it.

      Sage pushed her hair out of her face to allow her to watch.

      June upped her antics and latched onto her clit. She wanted her step-daughter’s first orgasm with her to be hard. June suckled the flesh in her mouth and slowly slid her finger down to Sage’s puckered anus. She trailed her finger along her rim while increasing the pressure of her suckling.

      “Mommy, please. I’m almost there,” Sage called out. Her body shook on the bed. She crashed to the bed with a cry of ecstasy. June gripped her legs tight, not letting go of her clit. She hummed and shook her head, watching Sage grip her breasts tight in her hands. “Oh, God. I’m coming!”

      Sage’s body shook uncontrollably while she rode the waves of her orgasm. When the tremors finally subsided, June let her clit go free. She crawled over Sage and gripped her chin in her hand. She slammed her mouth down on Sage’s in a hard kiss. Sage returned the kiss with a fever. Her arms wrapped around June’s neck, holding her close.

      “That was fucking beautiful,” June said, licking Sage’s lips.

      “Thank you, mommy.” Sage smiled at June. She offered her lips up to June who took them in another deep, sensual kiss. Not done with her, June straddled Sage and spread her legs wide to allow their pussies to rest on each other.

      “I’m nowhere done with you yet, little girl.” She slowly thrust her pelvis, connecting their two clits. She gripped Sage’s leg and threw her head back relishing in the feel of the younger girl underneath her.

      “Mommy,” Sage whimpered. She had always been a smart girl and learned quick. Her hips moved in tandem with June’s. Their movements grew frantic. She reached up and cupped June’s aching breasts. The bed slammed against the wall from their frantic movements.

      Their pussy juices allowed them to slide against each other effortlessly.

      “Yes,” June hissed. She leaned down and crushed her mouth to Sage’s. Their bodies writhed against each other. Moans filled the air.

      June’s body trembled from the feel of her clit brushing against Sage’s. Her tongue swept her step-daughter’s mouth as their kiss grew just as frantic. She pulled back and held onto to Sage’s leg while thrusting faster. Their clits brushed against each other, sending a ripple of electricity through June’s body. She was focused on the intense pleasure. Her breaths came in gasps while she rode her young lover hard.

      “Ah!” Sage cried out. Her hands gripped June’s hips before sliding up to hold on to her breasts. June filled her hands with Sage’s breasts as they writhed and ground their pussies together.

      “You like me fucking you?” she gasped. June gazed down into  Sage’s wide eyes. Her face was flushed, and her lips parted. Sage grew bolder with her hands. They ran along June’s body, from her tits down to her waist.

      “Yes, mommy!”

      Her hips went on autopilot, thrusting harder. A tremor shook her body while she threw her head back and released a scream. Sage’s cry of ecstasy echoed along with hers. She fell forward, her body crashing onto June’s.

      Their breaths were coming fast. June sat up on her elbow and brushed Sage’s hair from her face. Her face was flushed, and her bright baby blue eyes met hers.

      “Thank you for being my first,” Sage whispered. She lowered her eyes, her lips curved up in the corners.

      June rolled to her side and brought Sage with her, gathering her close. Their bodies were flushed against each other. Nipples to nipples, stomach to stomach with their legs entwined together. Nothing could fit between them.

      “You are quite welcome, little girl. Now rest now.” Sage rested her face in the crook of June’s neck.

      She’d let her step-daughter rest for now.

      * * *

      June couldn’t get enough of her eighteen-year-old step-daughter. It was the wee hours in the morning, and for the last half hour, she just laid there and watched Sage sleep. She pushed Tyler from her mind. He had sent her a text in the middle of the night saying he still was waiting for a flight. She didn’t respond and would wait until later.

      She didn’t want to think of him right now.  There was no way in hell, she could let him know what had transpired between her and his daughter. Knowing her husband, he wouldn’t understand her need to be with his daughter.

      No one would.

      She sat back and watched Sage sleep. Her eyes took in Sage’s breasts rising and falling and felt her pussy awaken. She reached for the blanket and pulled it off Sage’s naked body. Her body was exquisite and deserved to be worshipped.

      She reached over to her nightstand and opened the top drawer. Grabbing her favorite dildo, she brought it out and sat it on the bed beside her. Her step-daughter wanted to go all the way and lose her virginity, she’d honor her request. She was amazed that Sage wanted her to be her first.

      “Mommy’s little girl,” she whispered. She ran her finger along Sage’s cheek. Her eyes fluttered open. She blinked a few times before a small smile spread across her face. Caressing her bottom lip, June leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Sage’s forehead.

      “What time is it, mommy?” Sage asked.

      June’s core clenched. She loved Sage calling her mommy. Their taboo relationship made what they had between them exciting.

      “It’s time for you to feed on mommy’s breasts,” June replied. She shifted her body and offered her breast to Sage.

      “Yes, mommy.” Her step-daughter didn’t hesitate to open her mouth and take the tit deep into her mouth. June watched Sage slowly suckle her breast.

      The soft tugging at her tit, caused her juices to flow freely from her pussy. Brushing Sage’s hair from her face, she watched in awe. She couldn’t tear her eyes from the sight of her step-daughter on her tit. The look on Sage’s face was one of pleasure, and it brought great joy to June that she was the one to put that look on her stepdaughter's face.

      “Good girl,” June cooed. Sliding her hand along Sage’s body, she twerked her nipple before trailing her fingers down her abdomen. “Suck mommy’s tittie good.”

      Sage released a moan once June’s fingers slid along her slick mounds. She pushed Sage’s legs open. They fell wide apart, granting her permission to have full access to her step-daughter’s core. June’s fingers were met with Sage’s honey coating her fingers.

      “Your body is so responsive,” she murmured.

      “I love when you touch me,” Sage gasped. Her hips rotated and thrust forward against June’s hand. “I’ve dreamed of sucking your tits since I was fourteen years old. I saved myself just for you.”

      Speechless, June kissed Sage thoroughly.

      Pulling back she smiled and reached for her dildo and brought it around for Sage to see. Her young lover’s eyes lit up when they landed on the fake cock.

      “Open your mouth, little girl,” June commanded.

      Sage immediately complied, opening her mouth. June introduced the tip of the cock into her mouth. She watched it disappear into her stepdaughter's mouth. She wrapped her lips around the cock and allowed June to slowly thrust it into her mouth.

      “Good girl. Momma’s going to teach you how to take a good cock,” she boasted. She slowly thrust the cock deep, before pulling it out.

      She leaned over and pressed her lips to Sage’s. Her tongue swept into her lover’s mouth. She dominated the kiss while trailing the cock in between Sage's breasts.

      June moaned loving the feel of her step-daughter pressing her body against hers. She tore her lips from Sage. Their breathing was labored as they stared into each other’s eyes. She reached her destination with the cock and brushed the tip of it against Sage’s labia.

      “Mommy,” Sage whimpered. Her lips parted, and her attention was focused on June teasing her.

      June slid the head of the cock in between her folds, gathering her juices on it.

      “Relax, baby. The pain will be for an instant,” she promised. Glancing at the head of the cock, she saw it glistening with Sage’s juices.

      She was ready.

      Trust was evident in Sage’s eyes as she turned her body over to June.

      “Watch me push this cock in your sweet little pussy,” June commanded. June shifted lower in the bed to where they were eye to eye. They both watched as June pushed the cock slowly into her channel.

      She paused at the sound of Sage’s breath catching in her throat.

      “Mommy, it’s hurting,” Sage winced, her body growing tense.

      “Look at me, baby. Trust me,” June said. Sage turned her head to her and June pressed a hard kiss to her mouth to distract her. She pushed the cock fully into Sage and capture her cry of pain.

      She held the cock still and continued kissing her. Sage melted against her as the kiss grew deeper.

      Satisfied that they were out of the wood, she pulled the cock back and slowly thrust it forward again.

      Sage moaned and tore her mouth from June’s.

      “How is it now, baby?” June asked. Her hand kept a slow tempo not wanting to hurt Sage. The cock was quite thick, and Sage was a small girl. She was proud how well Sage was taking the full length.

      “Better, mommy,” she gasped. She thrust her hips forward. June increased her tempo watching the emotions flutter across Sage’s face.

      Someone was enjoying the cock.

      “Play with your clit, baby.” June leaned over and captured Sage’s tit in her mouth. The triple stimulation would help push her little girl to completion.

      Being the good little girl she was, Sage did as she was told. She rubbed her clit in fast circles. June began slamming the cock deep into her channel. She used her tongue to lick her nipples, eliciting cries of pleasure from her step-daughter.

      “Yes, mommy. I’m almost there!” Sage cried out. Her body writhed against the sheets. Her little pussy was taking the cock with no issues now.

      June pulled back from her tit, wanting to watch her step-daughter fall apart while being fucked with a dildo.

      Sage’s small hand was vigorously rubbing her clit. Her head was thrown back against the pillows, and her legs were up in the air. Her pelvis rocked against the cock and tremors began making their way through her body.

      “Come for me, baby. Come on mommy’s cock!” June demanded.

      Sage’s body grew tense, and a wailing scream erupted from her mouth. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm.

      June pulled the cock from her and tossed it on the bed. She gathered her step-daughter to her and covered her mouth in a deep passionate kiss.

      Her orgasm had been the most beautiful thing June had ever seen. She held Sage until her tremors subsided.

      June lost track of time. She just held Sage close and rocked her. Their naked bodies were pressed close to each other.

      “We can’t let your father know,” June said, breaking the silence. There was no other way around the topic besides meeting it head-on.

      “I know,” Sage murmured, laying her head on June’s chest.

      June brushed her hair from her face and laid a kiss on her forehead.

      “This will be our little secret,” she suggested.

      “Of course.” Sage sat up and leaned up on her elbow.  “I know I’m going away to college, but I want to continue this.”

      “Oh, Sage. I’m sure you are going to meet someone in college.”

      “If it happens, it happens, but for now, I want you to know that for now, I’m yours.” Sage’s lips turned up in the corners. “That is if you still want me.”

      “I’ve wanted you since I’ve first met you. This is wrong.” She motioned in between them. “Back then, it really would have been wrong.”

      “So can we?” Sage cocked an eyebrow at June.

      “Hell yeah. There’s so much I still need to teach you.” June laughed. She was excited about what they were about to embark on. She was already thinking of how she could go visit Sage down at college or even when her young lover would come home for the holidays.

      “I don’t want to go back with my mother.”

      “And you don’t have to. Live with your father and me.” She offered. It would be the perfect arrangement. Whenever Sage was home, she would be able to have her way with her young step-daughter.

      “Thank you, mommy.” Sage threw herself at June. She laughed falling back against her pillows. She wrapped her arms around Sage tight. Their breasts were crushed in between them, and it was the best feeling ever.

      “You are quite welcome.” Her hands roamed Sage’s back and slid down to her ass. Happiness filled her. She would have everything she wanted. Now when Tyler was gone on his extended business trips, Sage would be occupying her time.

      “Now what is something else you need to teach me?” Sage’s blue eyes met hers. Excitement lined her face with her wide grin.

      “Next lesson, baby, is eating pussy.”
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      “It’s too slow tonight,” Jack whispered.

      Blake let loose a chuckle. Tonight’s flight was going to be a long trip. They worked plenty of shifts together, and this was no different. Blake knew Jack loved staying busy when they worked the red-eye flights. Otherwise, Jack would take a seat and a nap.

      And there was no sleeping on the job.

      They were working a straight flight from Atlanta to New York City and had some time to kill. Blake didn’t mind working the late shifts. Time seemed to always go fast for her. She naturally was a night owl and loved working at night.

      “You want to go and see if Sharon and the others need help back in coach? I can handle one passenger.” Blake shrugged. She stepped to the curtain and peered out. Their one first-class rider was a beautiful woman Blake couldn’t keep her eyes or thoughts off of.

      Jimena Garcia was alone in the first class section. The cabin was dark except for the small light over her head. She was currently reading on her kindle. Blake closed the curtain before she could be caught staring.

      It would be almost a little creepy if their passenger caught her peeking at her from behind a curtain.

      “You don’t mind?” Jack closed the fridge and turned to her.

      “Go. If I need anything, I’ll let you know. I can fluff Ms. Garcia’s pillow all by myself,” she replied. She flipped her long hair over her shoulder and moved to the storage cabinet. She needed to take inventory to ensure when they landed she knew what to order.

      “I’m sure you want to fluff more than her pillow,” he teased, leaning against the small counter. She rolled her eyes and ignored him, but it only brought forth more chuckles. “I see the way you keep looking at her. She is hot.”

      “Okay, so you caught me. There’s nothing wrong with looking.” She slammed the door shut and scribbled down a few items they would need.

      “I’m not even mad at you for looking.” He stood straight up and fixed his tie. “If I thought I had a chance to compete against you, I would make a play for her.”

      “Whatever,” Blake mumbled. She turned to him with a small smile on her lips. “Do you think I have a shot?”

      “With your gorgeous looks? She’d be a fool to turn you down.”

      Blake bit her lip and contemplated asking for Jimena’s phone number. She looked around her age, but Blake wasn’t sure if the woman was into women.

      Seeing Blake’s hesitation, Jake scoffed and rolled his eyes. “Stop hesitating. She had eyes only on you every time you walked past.”

      “You’re just saying that.” Blake’s heat began to race. Did she honestly have a shot?

      “Here, I’m going to go back to coach and help them out. It’s packed back there, and I’m sure they can use all the help they can get.” Jake smiled while rubbing his fingers along his scruffy hair on his beard. “That will give you time to warm up to Miss First Class. I’m sure you two can find something to talk about or do.” He wagged his eyebrows at her.

      She grabbed a napkin and threw it at him with a laugh. He dodged it and brushed past her.

      She wouldn’t mind introducing Ms. Garcia to the  Mile High Club. Memories of the woman walking onto the plane were engrained in her mind. Her soft white dress flowed around her knees and had a low cleavage that hinted at her voluptuous mounds.

      “Don’t have too much fun back in coach,” she said.

      “And I expect you to have way too much fun up here!” he shot off before disappearing around the curtain.

      Blake wiped her suddenly moist hands onto her skirt. She didn’t know why she was nervous. Blake blew out a deep breath and felt herself calm down. She moved to the curtain where Jack had disappeared and paused.

      Could she approach a passenger?

      It had always been a fantasy of hers.

      Growing bold, she stepped past the curtains and found Ms. Garcia still in her seat reading. The curtain between coach and first class was shut.

      It was a sign.

      “Ms. Garcia, are you doing okay?” Blake asked, walking over to her only passenger. She was seated in the first row near the stewardess area.

      “Yes. It’s a lovely flight tonight.” Jimena glanced up from her reading device with a bright smile.

      Blake’s heart skipped a beat.

      The woman was downright beautiful.

      “Are you traveling for business or pleasure?” Blake’s curiosity about the woman was getting the best of her. She swallowed hard and met the steady eyes of her passenger.

      “Pleasure and please, call me Jimena.” She offered a broad smile to Blake. She sat her reader down on the empty seat next to her. Her intense gaze returned to Blake, causing her breaths to come a little more shallow. Her eyes traveled down and took in Blake.

      Her body instantly responded to the assessment. Her nipples pushed forth against her cotton blouse. She felt moisture collect at the apex of her thighs. She squeezed her legs tight and bit her lip.

      “Jimena is a pretty name. I’m Blake.”

      “Blake? That’s different for a woman. I like it.” Jimena smiled and leaned forward looking around the cabin. “Why don’t you keep me company. Looks as if it’s a little slow tonight.” She leaned back in her seat and crossed her legs.

      Blakes eyes locked on the creamy tan skin that was exposed and felt herself growing weak. She desired the woman and wanted her. She didn’t care they’d only just met and she sure as hell didn’t care they were currently flying thirty-five thousand feet up in the air.

      Her eyes trailed up Jimena’s body and finally met her heated gaze.

      “You are beautiful,” Blake blurted out. She immediately wanted to kick herself for her blunder. Jimena’s musical laughter filled the air. She took a step toward Jimena and stood in front of her.

      “Thank you. Now like I said, why don’t you keep me company?” Blake watched with bated breath as Jimena reached down and gripped the edge of her dress. She pulled it up exposing her tan thighs. She continued until she revealed she wasn’t wearing any panties.

      Blake licked her lips and immediately fell to her knees before Jimena. The woman didn’t need to say another word.

      Blake’s wildest fantasy was about to come true. She had a beautiful woman lifting her dress and spreading her legs wide for her, and she was going to take full advantage of it.

      Jimena’s hairless pussy came into view. Her legs were now propped up along the armrest presenting herself to Blake.

      Blake leaned forward and slid her tongue through Jimena’s folds. A groan tore from her lips as the taste of Jimena exploded on her tongue. Using her fingers, she spread Jimena’s pussy wide so she could explore it.

      “Yes,” Jimena hissed. Her fingers made their way into Blake’s hair holding her in place. “Now this is customer service.”

      Blake couldn’t respond. Her tongue was buried deep within Jimena’s pussy. She rested her hands along the back of Jimena’s thighs while she took her time tasting her sweet pussy.

      She enclosed her mouth around Jimena’s swollen clit and sucked it into her mouth. Blake’s eyes drifted closed while she basked in the moment.

      She was in Heaven.

      Jimena thrust her hips forward with a soft moan escaping her lips. Blake continued sucking on the swollen nub while her hands began to travel along the smooth span of skin that was exposed.

      Jimena’s juices coated her face while she ran her tongue along her entire slit. She slurped and licked her way around Jimena’s pussy. Her cries of ecstasy floated along through the air, but since it was just the two of them, no one would hear them.

      “Are you enjoying the in-cabin entertainment?” Blake couldn’t help asking. She pulled back from Jimena’s delicious pussy with a smile.

      Jimena released a giggle. “This will definitely get a five-star review from me.” She gripped the back of Blake’s head and pulled her back to her center. “No one told you to stop licking this pussy.”

      Blake chuckled and returned to what she was doing. Pleasuring her passenger was a top priority. She slid two fingers into Jimena’s dripping core. Her sweet nectar coated Blake’s fingers allowing her to slip them as deep as she could.

      Capturing Jimena’s clit, she sucked and pulled on it while her fingers began rhythmically thrusting inside of Jimena.

      Her free hand slid up and connected with Jimena’s large mound. She pulled on the dress until Jimena’s naked breast broke loose. Her hand gripped the tit and began squeezing it. She paused the thrusting of her other hand, leaving her fingers deep inside of Jimena.

      Jimena cried out as she increased the force of her suckling. Her hips bucked and rose, forcing her pussy into Blake’s mouth. She ignored the sting of pain from her hair being pulled.

      Blake loved every second of it.

      Jimena’s juices were gushing out onto her face.

      She lapped up as much as she could. She withdrew her fingers, coated with Jimena’s honey. She spread Jimena’s pussy lips open so she could focus on the swollen flesh before her.

      “Don’t stop. I’m about to come,” Jimena cried out softly.

      Blake’s tongue flickered across Jimena’s clit frantically. Jimena’s body arched from her chair while she released a silent scream. Her cream slid from her center, and Blake rejoiced that it was her bringing this beautiful woman to completion.

      She took her time lapping up and cleaning Jimena’s cunt. Jimena settled back against her chair with a smile lingering on her lips. Giving her pussy one last kiss, Blake sat back on her knees with a smile.

      “How was your orgasm?” she asked playfully. “We aim to please in First Class.”

      “It was definitely worth the upgrade,” Jimena laughed. “Now stand up so I can have a taste of you.”

      Blake immediately stood from the floor. Her eyes scanned the cabin and found them to still be alone. Jimena braced herself on the edge of her chair and reached for Blake’s skirt. Her hands disappeared it. Their low laughter filled the air when she snagged the little scrap of panties that covered Blake’s cunt and pulled them off.

      Blake kicked them off to the side and pulled her skirt up to her waist exposing her pussy. Her body trembled in anticipation of feeling Jimena’s mouth on her. The cold air of the plane brushed her skin and sent a shiver down her spine.

      Jimena placed a soft kiss on her mons. Blake spread her legs and brushed Jimena’s hair from her face. She let loose a gasp as Jimena’s tongue dove into her folds. She circled Blake’s clit eliciting a moan to erupt from her lips.

      “Jimena,” Blake groaned. She leaned forward to ensure Jimena could reach her. Blake threaded her fingers in the dark tresses and held Jimena in place. Her eyes locked with Jimena while she slowly trailed her tongue along Blake’s slit.

      Her lips curved up in a smile while watching Jimena flick her tongue along her protruding clitoris. Blake bit down on her lip to keep from shouting when Jimena closed her mouth around her sensitive flesh.

      Jimena moaned, closing her eyes while she gripped Blake’s legs and held her in place. Her tongue slid along Blake’s sensitive clit, teasing her unmercifully.

      Blake reached up and gripped her breasts through her closes. Her tits ached to be free. She glanced at the closed curtain that separated first class from the coach section of the plane. Her fingers flew down the buttons on her shirt. She pulled it open and unsnapped the front clasp of her bra and released a groan as her massive mounds were freed.

      “Look at those tits,” Jimena muttered, pulling back. She tugged on Blake’s shirt, causing her to lean forward. Her lips closed around one nipple.

      “Fuck, me,” Black cried out.

      Jimena’s small fingers slid in between her slit and found her clit. She drew small circles on it while suckling Blake’s tit. Her tongue swirled around the beaded nipple, eliciting a mewl from Blake’s lips.

      Her body trembled with the need to cum. Jimena’s tongue burned a hot trail to the other tit, nipping and licking the other one.

      The woman was fucking talented with her tongue.

      Jimena let go of Blake’s tit and sat back with a devilish smile. She brought her fingers up to her lips and sucked them inside of her mouth, licking the dew off them.

      “So tasty,” she whispered.

      “Come finish me off,” Blake begged. Her legs shook as she stood wantonly for her passenger.

      “With pleasure,” Jimena chuckled.

      Blake threw back her head once the woman’s mouth covered her drenched cunt. Cupping her breasts, she tugged and pulled at her nipples. Her hips thrust forward, pushing her pussy farther into Jimena’s mouth.

      Jimena latched onto her clit and began to hum and shake her head. The sensation of her warm breath and tongue on Blake’s most sensitive flesh drove her wild. Her hands rested along Blake’s thighs while she brought Blake to completion. Her slight gasps filling the air was the only auditory proof of her release.

      The juices running down her thighs and the slight cramping in her lower abdomen was the physical proof. Opening her eyes, she glanced down and caught the gaze of Jimena, who was slowly licking her pussy clean.

      “You are amazing,” Blake breathed. A smile rested on her lips as her breathing was starting to return to normal.

      “And because of you, I’ll make sure I fly this airline again.” Jimena sat back in her chair and patted her lap. Blake immediately took a seat on the sexy woman’s lap.

      “Like I said, we aim to please.”

      Jimena’s lips captured Blake’s in a deep passionate kiss. She wasted no time in filling her hand with Blake’s tit.

      A groan slipped from Blake’s lips as the kiss deepened. Her tongue tangled with Jimena’s in a dance as old as time. They broke away, both breathing fast.

      “You sure know how to make time go fast.” Jimena placed another peck upon Blake’s lips. “Thank you.”

      “I like to get a little creative when it comes to my passengers.” Blake gave her a wink and stood. She bent down and collected her panties from the floor. Glancing over her shoulder, Blake caught Jimena blowing her a kiss. With a smile on her lips, she made her way into the lavatory and shut the door.

      Glancing at herself in the mirror, she gave a chuckle. She looked like she’d been royally fucked.

      Taking her time, she straightened her hair and clothes to make herself presentable again. After washing her hands, she exited the bathroom and walked over to the galley. Placing her hands on the counter, she blew out a deep breath.

      She grinned just thinking of what she’d done. It felt damn good to approach a beautiful woman and have some sexual fun. She’d have to do it again someday. It was a liberating and sexy experience she’ll never forget.

      “Hey, you hanging okay?” a male voice asked.

      Blake jumped, swinging around to find Jack standing beside her.

      “Jack, you scared the shit out of me!” she exclaimed.

      “I didn’t mean to. You were just standing there with a silly grin on your face,” Jack laughed.

      “I was just thinking of something,” she lied, brushing her hair behind her ear. She stood to her full height and turned to her friend.

      He glanced back out into the cabin before looking back at her. “So, did you talk to Ms. First Class yet?”

      Blake felt a smile return to her face. “Yes, we did.”

      “And?” He cocked an eyebrow at her.

      “Let’s just say, we had a great conversation.”
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      “Are you sure about this?” Leah asked.

      Mika nodded. “Yes, mistress. I’m sure.”

      She tightened the drawstring on her silk robe and felt her heart race. She knew exactly what she had signed up for.

      She would be the menu for tonight’s party.

      Her gaze met that of her boss. She’d been working for Leah Augustus for a few years now. Their relationship started as just professional only, but soon morphed in that of a sexual nature.

      Leah was a beautiful woman of forty. Her thick chestnut hair was left flowing around her shoulders. Her skin was smooth and youthful. Her curvy body was covered with a matching silk robe. Mika had every curve, mole, and freckle memorized on Leah’s body. Even though she was forty, Leah could easily pass for a woman Mika’s age.

      Not only was Mika Leah’s executive assistant, but she was also her fuck toy as well. Leah was fifteen years her senior and loved having young pussy around at her beck and call.

      Anything Leah asked of her, she did. She trusted her mistress and knew that everything she requested always ended in the sweetest of pleasure for Mika.

      “Now, there will be a room full of women who will see your naked flesh,” Leah whispered, brushing her fingers tenderly against Mika’s cheeks. She leaned into the older woman’s touch and smiled. A shiver rippled through her body at the imagery Leah was painting. “They are going to touch you, taste you…take you.”

      Mika moaned at just the thought of multiple hands sliding along her curvy frame. Her eyes fluttered closed briefly, and she leaned against Leah who captured her lips with hers.

      Mika’s lips opened, granting Leah’s tongue entrance. Their kiss was one of a deep passion. Their bodies molded against each other, fitting together perfectly. Mika’s perky breasts pushed against her robe begging to be released.

      Leah ripped her lips from Mika and grinned.

      “Seems like you’re ready,” she chuckled. “Let’s get you situated. They should be arriving any second now.”

      Leah gripped her hand and pulled her behind her. They exited the hotel bedroom. Leah, a prominent businesswoman, was wealthy and had never wanted for anything. She’d rented the presidential suite at the exclusive local hotel for this party.

      Her guests were other prominent businesswomen who secretly meet once in a while for these parties. It allowed women, who were not open with their sexuality to indulge with other women. Most of the women were married to men as was Leah.

      Leah’s husband had no clue of the relationship between Mika and Leah. If he did, he just turned a blind eye to it. He was a businessman and travel extensively. Mika had lost count how many times she had spent the night and was fucked by Leah in her home without the husband knowing. Anywhere Leah traveled, Mika was right there with her at her beck and call for anything.

      The open suite was lavish and had a large living room with a massive fireplace as the focal point.

      Mika’s eyes landed on the dining room where a table would be set up. The hors d’oeuvres would be placed around and on her. She would be the table centerpiece. Her heart fluttered as they neared the table.

      A few servants were scrambling around the room preparing it for the party.

      “Thank you for inviting me, mistress,” Mika murmured, once they arrived at the table. She really did appreciate her mistress for wanting other women to have her.

      “I can’t wait for them to see you. Now hurry. Off with the robe.” Leah snapped her fingers to get the attention of one of the servers.

      Mika removed her robe, leaving her naked. She handed it to the woman who was dressed in her black and white server’s uniform.

      “Thank you,” Mika murmured. She turned to the table and slid her ass onto it.

      “Lay down on the center.” Leah helped guide her to the exact location she wanted. “Perfect, love.”

      Mika watched as the servers came to her and began placing the appetizers around her form. Her body was the centerpiece on the high table with the expensive little snacks surrounding her.

      Mika felt beautiful as if she was a work of art. She glanced over at Leah and loved the excited gleam in her eye. It gave her great pleasure to know her mistress was happy.

      “You are picture perfect. I’ll be back in a few minutes, my love. Don’t move.” Leah instructed. The servers whose tasks were completed disappeared from the room.

      This was a private affair, and the help would no longer be needed. There was an open bar for the guest to serve themselves wine or any liquor they so desired.

      “Yes, ma’am.” Mika watched Leah disappear toward the front entrance. Her gaze was captivated by the gentle sway of her hips.

      Mika closed her eyes and took some slow deep breaths. She was trying to control her racing heart. Her core grew slick with the thought of multiple women licking her cunt, sucking her tits and spreading her wide on the table for them all to feast on.

      Voices filled the air off in the distance catching her attention. She held her breath straining to hear what they were saying, but their quiet conversation couldn’t be made out. Mika figured the women were probably changing into their comfortable party wear, so she relaxed, and waited.

      “I have a real treat tonight for you ladies,” Leah said, arriving back into the living room. Four women trailed behind her, all dressed only in silk robes similar to the ones Mika and Leah wore.

      The women spread out as they neared the table.

      “Oh, such a beautiful spread,” one murmured.

      “Look at her titties,” another whispered.

      Mika smiled at each of them, taking them all in.

      “Mika, let me introduce you to my friends,” Leah began. Her warm smile caused Mika to relax completely. No longer was she nervous, but she would admit she was anxious to get started. The women standing beside Leah were all gorgeous.

      Kira was a blonde haired bombshell, who had massive tits that barely allowed her robe to close around her.

      Sandra was a dark brunette, petite with small breasts and a killer smile.

      Tangie was an African American woman with short dark hair. Her hourglass frame captivated Mika’s attention. Her large breast, narrow waist and hips that flared out wide, instantly made Mika’s pussy clench.

      Tara, a tall brunette with legs that seemed to go on for miles.

      Mika wasn’t sure what she’d done to warrant such a reward, but she’d have to figure it out and do it again.

      “Please ladies, help yourself. We have appetizers here and any alcohol you’d like over at the bar,” Leah announced.

      “Leah, you have certainly outdone yourself tonight,” Tara murmured, the first to step forward.

      Mika released her breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. She tried to remain cool and collected as the women walked around the room.

      “She’s so beautiful, Leah. You sure you want to share her with us?” Tangie asked. Her hand slid along Mika’s arm, and a shiver slid along her spine.

      “With you women, absolutely. Mika is always a good fuck for me so I wouldn’t dare hold her back from our little club,” Leah chuckled sitting down in a chair that was placed in the corner. “Please help yourself to her in any way you want to.”

      “We are going to have such fun times tonight,” Sandra replied. She stood at the foot of the table and ran her hand along Mika’s bare leg. Mika giggled watching Sandra snag a snack and pop it in her mouth. She winked at Mika as she continued walking around the table.

      “Don’t mind if I do,” Kira laughed. She dipped her finger in the bowl of whipped cream and spread it along Mika’s tit.

      A gasped escaped Mika’s lips from the shock of the coldness. She bit back a moan while Kira’s enclosed her lips around the nipple and licked the whipped cream off.

      “Great idea,” Tangie murmured from the other side of the small table. She mimicked Kira’s motions.

      “Yes,” she hissed. The sensation of having both titties sucked at the same time sent her pulse racing. Her body grew flushed, and she fought to keep from writhing around on the table.

      “Someone likes that,” Sandra noted with a giggle.

      “Mika loves to have her tits sucked, and her clit licked,” Leah announced with a chuckle.

      Mika’s body began to tingle all over. She closed her eyes and gave herself over to the pleasure of the other women. Soft hands slid along her legs, spreading them apart.

      No longer did she feel the dishes on the table alongside her.

      Looks like the women wanted their dessert first, Mika thought with a chuckle.

      She opened her eyes briefly and confirmed someone had indeed removed the dishes from the table.

      With her eyes closed, she grew hypersensitive to the feeling of multiple hands on her. Someone took her arms and raised them above her head. This new position allowed her breasts to be thrust forward. Tangie and Kira continued to bath her breasts with their tongues.

      A moan escaped her lips at the feeling of hands sliding up along her legs. She opened her eyes and glanced down to find Sandra and Tara standing at the foot of the table. Their attention was locked on her pussy. Her juices flowed, running down the crack of her ass.

      She was completely turned on by the feel and sight of these four women taking their time exploring her body. Her breasts were being massaged and licked while a gentle hand slid along her slick labia.

      “Sandra, look at how pretty this pussy is,” Tara murmured.

      “It’s so pink and wet. I can’t wait to taste it,” Sandra said. She slid her fingers along Mika’s slit and dipped one into her drenched core. Mika cried out at the invasion and spread her legs wider. She wanted to ensure the women could reach every part of her cunt.

      “I told you Mika was perfection,” Leah replied. Mika beamed at the praise. She jerked from Tangie nipping her nipple with her teeth, before soothing it with her tongue. Leah stood from where she was perched and arrived at the head of the table. “Don’t hold back love. Let them hear how much they are pleasing you.”

      Leah leaned down and laid a gentle kiss on Mika’s lips.

      “Yes, mistress,” she gasped. Sandra and Tara were taking turns exploring her pussy with their fingers. One of them was gently rubbing her clitoris while the other had buried two fingers deep inside her core.

      “Her tits are divine,” Kira said, coming up for air. She licked the tit she had been focusing before taking it in her hand and massaging it. She trailed open kisses along Mika’s abdomen and back up to her tit before using her tongue to tease Mika’s nipple.

      “Mistress,” Mika gasped. Her eyes connecting with Leah’s. Her mistress smiled at her, with pride beaming from her eyes. She leaned down and kissed Mika again. This time, she thrust her tongue deep into Mika’s mouth.

      Mika kept her body as they asked, arms out the way and legs wide.

      “Bring her down toward the edge of the table,” Sandra asked. The women quickly cleared the rest of the items from the table that had been left and scooted her to the edge where he legs dangled off the table.

      “Perfect,” Tara mumbled. She knelt on the floor, having shed her robe. Sandra pushed Mika’s legs up out of the way exposing her completely for Tara.

      One swipe of the woman’s tongue and Mika released a shout. Her body trembled from the woman licking her entire slit before settling around her clit. Her tongue brushed against the sensitive nub, flicking the sensitive bud.

      Her tits, still captives of Kira and Tangie, were getting massaged, squeezed and licked. The five women ensured that no part of Mika went untouched. Leah tore her mouth from Mika’s and stood back to watch the women have their way with Mika.

      Her body, no longer able to hold still, writhed on the table. Her breaths were coming faster. She closed her eyes in ecstasy.

      “Yes,” she hissed, thrusting her hips forward.

      “Let me have a taste. Don’t hog the pussy,” Sandra laughed. She too removed her robe and knelt next to Tara. Their two tongues slid along her pussy, taking turns tasting her.

      A hand gripped her face and turned her head. She opened her eyes right before Kira claimed her lips in a bruising kiss. The woman took her time, kissing Mika. Her tongue pushed forth swiping into Mika’s mouth.

      Mika no longer shy, met her head on. She coaxed the woman’s tongue into dueling. She gasped, breaking free from the kiss as her head was gripped and brought in the other direction. Tangie leaned down and claimed her lips.

      They took turns kissing her, just as Tara and Sandra took turns eating her pussy. Her body trembled, her breaths came faster from the sensations coursing through her body. Hands were everywhere on her body.

      It was everything that she could have imagined and more to be taken by four women while her mistress walked around the table observing.

      Gentle sucking on her clit began to increase. Her orgasm was just waiting for her over the horizon. There wasn’t one part of her body that didn’t tingle or scream for release.

      “Don’t hold back, love,” Leah encouraged. Mika couldn’t see her but knew her mistress was watching everything. Slurping grew louder from the women eating her pussy. Fingers thrust back and forth into her channel while a set of lips were currently wrapped around her clit, sucking it deep. She cried out, her hips pushing forward.

      “Oh!” she cried out. She threw her head back, trying to catch her breath. Tangie and Kira returned to her breast, their lips wrapping around her hard nipples.

      “Give in Mika. Come for us!” Leah snapped, demanding her orgasm.

      Mika threw her head back and let loose a scream as the waves of her orgasm crashed into her. Tremors took control of her body.

      “Oh, my,” she breathed. Goosebumps lined her arms, and she took a few deep breaths trying to will her heart to slow down.

      Sitting on the edge of the tale, she didn’t know what else they had in store for her. She watched as the two women who knelt before her stood.

      Her body was tugged and brought to the edge of the table. They assisted her into a sitting position. Tangie had a wide grin on her face. If it hadn’t been for them, Mika wouldn’t be able to move.

      “Our turn,” Tangie laughed along with Kira. They removed their robes, and Mika’s heart skipped a beat. They each had a  strap-on secured to their bodies. She glanced at the cocks finding them both long and thick. She licked her lips and was pulled to stand. “Turn around.”

      A hand pushed her back over, and they bent her over the table.

      “Now it’s a party!” Sandra laughed. Chuckles filled the room, and Mika’s anticipation grew. These women were going to ensure they had their way with her.

      She loved it.

      Her hardened nipples pressed against the table and she spread her legs as wide as she could.

      “Someone is ready for my cock,” Tangie muttered.

      Mika felt the probing of Tangie’s dildo in between her folds. She ran it along her slickness before slowly inserting the tip.

      “Fuck her good, Tangie,” Kira said.

      “I plan too.” Tangie pushed forward, sending her fake cock deep within Mika’s cunt. Mika released a cry at the full invasion. Her pussy burned slightly from the girth of the dildo.

      “Yes!” she shouted. Tangie pulled back and slammed into her again before setting a steady rhythm.

      “Fuck,” Tangie shouted. Her hand gripped Mika’s hair tight to help anchor her. Her thrusts were hard and deep causing Mika to cry out.

      “Look at her taking it. That’s sexy as fuck,” Tara murmured.

      Mika’s eyes swiveled in her direction and found Tara wrapped up in Sandra’s arms. Sandra’s hands were busy rubbing Tara’s clit.

      “After they’re done, I’ll borrow Tangie’s cock and fuck you hard too,” Sandra said, pressing a kiss to Tara’s bare shoulder.

      “I’m going to hold you to it,” Tara breathed.

      Mika closed her eyes again, enjoying being fucked hard.

      “My turn,” Kira groaned from beside Tangie.

      “Fine,” Tangie laughed, slowing her hips down. She slowly withdrew her cock from Mika’s cunt.

      Mika’s protested, shaking her ass.

      “Please, fuck me hard,” she gasped.

      “That’s right, pet. Tell the girls how to fuck you.” Leah stood on the other side of the table while she watched.

      Kira slid in behind her and thrust her cock deep, eliciting a cry from Mika. Kira’s hips pistoned, sending the cock in deep and fast. She kept Mika standing straight up while pummeling her with the cock. Tangie leaned against her and brought her head toward hers. Their lips merged in a hard kiss while her fingers spread her pussy lips apart. She began massaging Mika’s clit with her fingers while fucking Mika’s mouth with her tongue.

      Mika’s cries were captured by Tangie’s mouth. Loud moans could be heard from the table end. Tangie tore her mouth from Mika’s and dropped her attention to Mika’s tits. She suckled them while Kira continued to fuck her with her cock.

      Mika caught sight of Tara laying on the table with Sandra’s head buried in between her thighs. Leah began to involve herself with the two. She was currently kissing Tara while Sandra ate her out.

      “Oh, God!” Mika cried out, gripping Tangie’s hair in her hand.

      “Bend her back over the table,” Kira demanded. Tangie moved and allowed Kira to push Mika back down on the table. She paused her thrusting and ran her hand along Mika’s spine.

      Mika took the time to rest her face against the table and take a few deep breaths.

      She jumped when a loud slap resonated through the air. It was followed by a stinging sensation on her ass cheek. She bit back a groan, wanting more.

      “Damn, I can’t remember us having so much fun in a long time,” Kira laughed. Her hand rubbed the area she had just slapped. “Let’s kick this shit up a notch! To the couch!”

      Giggles floated through the air along with agreements. Kira guided Mika over to the couch with Tangie in tow. Leah and Sandra were feasting upon Tara’s body, ignoring the three of them.

      Tangie sat on the couch with her fake cock standing straight up.

      “Come here, baby. Sit on my cock.” Tangie helped Mika impale herself on the large cock. She released a moan, their tits brushing up against each other. Unable to resist, Mika leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the woman’s lips while she began to ride her cock. Her pussy gripped the wide length tight. Tangie tore her lips away from Mika’s after a few seconds and looked over her shoulder. “I think it’s time to fuck this delicious looking ass.”

      “Yes!” Mika groaned. She couldn’t agree more. Her ass clenched in anticipation. Just the thought of double penetration had her on edge.

      “I like the way you think,” Kira chuckled, moving closer. Tangie’s hands spread Mika’s ass wide. Mika paused her movements and relaxed. Kira spat on the tip of her cock and rubbed it on Mika’s rim to help give some lubrication. She pressed the head of the cock forward against Mika’s anus.

      Mika breathed through the invasion of her dark hole. Tangie took the opportunity to suckle Mika’s tits. Their eyes met, and Mika let loose a deep groan as her ass was stretched by the cock. Finally, Kira’s cock was settled fully inside of her ass.

      Two cocks filled her, and she was ecstatic.

      “Fuck me, please. Make me cum again,” Mika begged, bracing her hands on the back of the sofa.

      The women in tandem began thrusting their cocks deep within Mika. Her tits jiggled with each movement and her cries filled the air. She no longer held back as the two women worked together to do as she asked.

      Her muscles clamped around both cocks as she took their pounding of both.

      “Fuck, this is hot!” Kira panted behind Mika. The woman braced one of her legs on the couch to give her the right angle to fuck Mika’s ass. She gripped Mika’s hair and began pounding harder inside of Mika.

      “Yes. Yes. Yes!” Mika chanted.

      Her body went into overdrive, and her orgasm came crashing down on her. She released a scream while gripping the couch. Her body shook hard, and she could hardly catch her breath. She was crushed in between Kira and Tangie. They held her while waiting for her body to come down from its euphoric journey.

      Sweat lined her forehead and body, but Mika didn’t care. Tonight was a night she’d never forget, and she owed all to her mistress.

      “Mika.” Leah’s voice appeared next to her. She opened her eyes and found Leah standing by the side of the couch. She reached up and brushed Mika’s sweat-soaked hair from her forehead. “You did wonderful tonight, my love.”

      “She sure as hell did.” Kira withdrew from Mika as did Tangie. Mika flopped onto the couch next to Tangie, still trying to catch her breath. She laid down on the oversize couch unsure if she would ever be able to get up again.

      Her chest was rising and falling fast. She was in Heaven. This was something she could get used too. Being fucked any way by random women was causing her to grow aroused again.

      “Thank you, mistress,” she said with a smile.

      “I hope you don’t think the party is over.” Leah cocked an eyebrow at her.

      Mika felt her eyebrows raise. “It’s not?”

      “Oh, no. The party will be over after you’ve made each of my guests have an orgasm.” Leah smiled and waved her hand around the suite. “They’ve made you cum twice, so now, you must return the favor.”

      Mika glanced around and saw all the women looking at her with devilish grins on their face.

      Her gaze landed on Tangie sitting next to her. She watched as the curvy Black woman removed her strap-on and throw her a wink.

      “Yes, mistress.” Sitting up from the couch, she felt a grin spreading across her face.

      There were a total of five pussies that needed her attention. She was happy to oblige the request. Pussy was a tasty treat that one shouldn’t waste.

      Thank goodness, she had all night. Licking her lips, she stood from the couch and knelt before Tangie who was only too happy to open her legs.

      Her brown pussy lips spread open and revealed her pink center. It was slick and ready for her tongue. Looked like her night was about to get any better. What better way to spend a night, than eating a beautiful woman out until they come on her tongue?

      Without a complaint, she lowered her lips and got to work.
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      “Aria Pierce,” a welcoming voice called out. Aria glanced up from the magazine she was browsing.

      It was late afternoon, and she was there for her monthly doctor’s appointment. She dropped the magazine onto the table next to her and pushed off the chair handles and stood. The significant bump that housed her unborn baby made it hard for her to maneuver.

      “Oh, goodness,” she giggled, once she was able to stand straight up.

      “I thought I was going to have to come over there and help you,” Louis, Dr. O’s assistant laughed.

      Aria waved her hand and shook her head. At seven months pregnant, it was getting harder for her to do a lot of things. She grabbed her purse from the chair beside her and tossed it over her shoulder.

      She let loose a sigh and followed behind Louis. She’d been coming to her doctor’s appointments alone. Her ex-boyfriend, Marcus had run the minute the pregnancy test turned positive. She hadn’t even heard from him in three months.

      I don’t need him, she thought to herself.

      She’d be better off without him. She had the support of her family and friends. Her sister had wanted to come with her, but she didn’t need her today. There wasn’t much going on with her checkups and Aria didn’t wish for Lizzy to miss work for these quick appointments.

      Plus there was another reason she wanted to come alone.

      Her doctor was hot.

      Dr. Olegovich, or Dr. O as she insisted, was her obstetrician and Aria had to try not to drool every time she saw her. Dr. O was a sexy blonde that made Aria’s heart race.

      She hadn’t thought she would ever be into women, but after meeting Dr. O, it had Aria regularly daydreaming about her.

      “Let’s go ahead and get your weight,” Louis guided her over to the scale.

      Aria rolled her eyes and groaned.

      “You’re killing me, Louis. What woman wants to watch her weight increase every time she comes to the doctor’s office?” she teased. She placed her purse on the hook on the wall and kicked off her shoes.

      Every little bit of weight counted.

      “Oh, this is the only time we want you to gain weight,” Louis replied. Her eyes crinkle in the corners with her smile.

      Aria stepped up on the scale and saw she’d only gained two pounds since the last time she’d been weighed.

      “Not bad,” she sighed, dramatically.

      Louis rolled her eyes and waved her on. She grabbed her shoes and purse and followed behind the medical assistant.

      “Let me get your vitals and get your ready for Dr. O. You’re her last appointment for the day, and I have to leave early. So once she’s done with you, you can just leave. We'll call you with your next appointment later,” Louis said. She motioned Aria into a room at the end of the hallway.

      Within a few minutes, Louis had her checked in, vitals taken and handing her a gown.

      “Gown opens in the front. Everything off, young lady. The doctor should be in shortly. Have a great day!” Louis gave a wave and disappeared from the room, shutting the door behind her.

      Aria blew out a deep breath. Her heart raced with the thought of stripping down. She removed her clothes and folded them neatly in the chair she’d just vacated. Placing the gown on she tied it shut around her bump and got up on the examining table.

      Now she had to wait.

      She had to will her heart rate down. No used to it being elevated when the doctor did her assessment. Just the thought of the curvy, physician made her shift on the table. Memories of her last appointment came to mind.

      Dr. O had worn a low cut shirt that put her deep cleavage on display, with a skirt that stopped mid-calf. Aria liked to imagine the doctor wore her sexy clothes just for her.

      Each appointment, Dr. O’s clothes grew sexier. Not that Aria was complaining. She got a kick out of oogling the good doctor. It was the highlight of her day.

      It wasn’t like she was getting any sexual satisfaction from anyone at the moment. Not too many people wanted to start a relationship with a pregnant woman.

      She licked her lips with the thought of what the woman would look like naked.

      Aria fanned herself feeling a warmth overcome her body. Her nipples pushed forward against the gown, having grown hard as diamonds.

      The pretty doctor had been the star of her dirty little fantasies.

      A shiver passed down her spine at the thought of the doctor examining her.

      “She can examine me any way she wants,” Aria giggled at the thought. Hell, she’d be down for anything the doctor would suggest.

      A knock sounded at the door before it opened.

      “Aria?” Dr. O stepped into the room with a welcoming smile.  She shut the door behind her and walked over to the sink to wash her hands.

      “Hey, Dr. O,” Aria said, greeting the doctor.

      Today, Dr. O was dressed in a sexy summer dress that stopped mid-thigh and put her well-toned legs on display. Her feet were encased in high heeled sandals and Aria could feel moisture slip from in between her folds.

      “How are you feeling?” Dr. O asked, drying her hands. She turned, and her bright blue eyes met Aria.

      “I’m okay,” Aria shrugged her shoulders.

      “Baby’s active?” she asked, walking over to Aria. She stood next to her and Aria could feel the heat of her gaze roam her body. Her damn tits were betraying her. Her nipples were pushing against her gown still. Dr. O’s eyes rested on them, and Aria had to bite her lip to keep from moaning.

      “Yes. Baby likes to move at night, keeping me up,” she breathed. A shiver slid down her spine as Dr. O’s eyes made their way back up to hers. Aria watched fascinated as the doctor’s eye darkened.

      “Untie your gown for me,” Dr. O murmured. Her hand reached up and brushed Aria’s hair away from her face and tucked it behind her ear. Her fingers lingered and slowly slid down Aria’s neck. Dr. O stepped closer to the table.

      Aria’s breath caught in her throat.

      It was happening.

      Dr. O had never touched her like this before, and she certainly liked it. She held the doctor’s intense gaze and reached for the ties to the gown. She untied them and opened her robe.

      Dr. O’s fingers brushed the edge of the gown and tugged it completely off her.

      “Are you with anyone?” Dr. O asked, softly.

      Aria shook her head. Unable to look away from the doctor’s icy blue eyes. Over the past appointments she’d told Dr. O of how her child’s father abandoned her.

      “Good,” the doctor murmured. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to Aria. Her mouth opened with a gasp and Dr. O took advantage of it. Her tongue thrust forward and swept into Aria’s mouth in a passionate kiss. Aria reached up and gripped the back of the doctor’s neck, needing to be closer to her. The kiss was everything she’d imagine it to be. Possessive, thorough and wet. Dr. O tore her lips from Aria and stared at her. They both were breathing heavy from the kiss. “Lay down, Aria.”

      Aria didn’t have to be told twice. She stretched out on the table. The cold air slid along her bare skin, but she knew that wasn't the cause of the tremor that snuck its way through her body.

      “Dr. O,” Aria breathed.

      “Zoya,” she replied. She cupped Aria’s aching mound in her hand. Her soft hands massaged Aria’s tit. “Call me Zoya.”

      “Zoya,” she moaned, her back arching off the table. Never in her wildest dreams would she have thought that her fantasy would come true. Being pregnant didn’t mean she wasn’t interested in sex.

      It was the complete opposite for her.

      Her pregnancy hormones made her hornier than ever.

      “I have been waiting forever to be able to touch you. I see the way you look at me, Aria.” Zoya leaned down and licked Aria’s nipple.

      “Fuck yeah, I’ve been looking. You are one sexy doctor,” Aria admitted. She threaded her fingers in Zoya’s hair and held her tight.

      Zoya’s talented tongue teased Aria’s taunt bud. Her warm breath blew across Aria’s skin and caused her core to clench. The doctor hungrily consumed her tit. She suckled Aria’s tit as if she were a starving babe. Her tongue circled and flicked Aria’s nipple.

      Zoya’s hand slid along Aria’s mound eliciting a groan from her. It had been a while since someone other than her had touched her. Zoya’s light touch slid along her belly and sent a rippling current through her body.

      “I need to do your vaginal exam,” Zoya announced, releasing Aria’s tit. She moved to the foot of the table and pulled out the stirrups. Aria’s pussy was drenched. She could feel the light trickled of her juices running down the crack of her ass.

      “Please do,” Aria breathed. Her heart rate skyrocketed in anticipation of what was to come. Her core pulsed with need.

      She needed a hard orgasm bad. Yes, she had vibrators and dildos, but there was nothing like coming hard on someone’s tongue.

      “Lets put these legs in the stirrups so I can examine you,” Zoya’s voice was breathless. She helped positioned Aria’s feet in the holders.

      Zoya sat down on the stool at the foot of the table. Her small hands pushed Aria’s legs open wider.

      Aria’s gaze landed on Zoya and watched her eyes widened once she saw the proof of Aria’s desire.

      “Someone likes getting her tits sucked,” Zoya smirked.

      “Yes, I do,” Aria breathed.

      Zoya ran a single finger up her slit. Aria had to fight to keep from fidgeting in place. Zoya’s lips spread into a smile. She spread Aria’s labia wide, and the air greeted her swollen nub.

      “I always thought your pussy was so pretty. It took everything I had to keep from licking it.” Zoya admitted, running her fingers along Aria’s plump labia.

      “Nothing is stopping you now, Zoya,” Aria whispered. Her pussy ached to have Zoya’s mouth on it.

      “I know, and I’m going to take my time with it too,” Zoya said, softly. She slid two fingers deep inside of Aria’s channel.

      Aria cried out from the invasion. Her legs were as wide as she could get them. Thank goodness for the stirrups. At seven months pregnant, she didn’t know how far she’d be able to open them on her own. Zoya withdrew her fingers before sliding them back in.

      “Look how wet you are,” Zoya murmured, her attention focused on Aria’s pussy. “I’ve got to taste this.”

      Zoya’s lip closed around her bud and suckled the sensitive flesh. Her fingers thrust back and forth inside of her slowly. Aria’s walls tightened around Zoya’s fingers.

      Aria squirmed on the table while enjoying every moment of getting her pussy licked. The doctor lapped up at her clit while her fingers were buried deep within Aria’s tight pussy.

      She rested her hand on Zoya’s head while she remained dedicated to slurping and drinking in all of Aria’s liquid nectar. Aria tried to look down at Zoya in between her legs, but her pregnant belly was in the way.

      Looked like her imagination was going to have to help out.

      Tremors overtook her body as the doctor’s masterful tongue circled her clit.

      “Oh, my,” Aria breathed. Her breaths were coming faster. Her body shook as she neared her orgasm.

      The woman certainly knew her way around a pussy.

      Aria’s head fell back against the table as she decided to give in and turn her pleasure entirely over to the woman currently eating her pussy.

      Zoya let out a muffled moan as she continued to devour Aria’s cunt.

      She could feel her pussy throbbing, needing that release. Aria began rocking her hips. Zoya withdrew her fingers and spread Aria’s folds wide open. She sucked Aria’s clit into her mouth and started tugging on it.

      Aria’s moans echoed through the air. She couldn’t hold back and didn’t care if anyone was nearby could hear her. This was the first time in months she’d had sex with someone other than herself.

      Aria reached up and gripped her own tits. She massaged and pulled on her sensitive nipples. She thrust her pussy further into Zoya’s mouth.

      Her body trembled and shook as she finally reached her orgasm.

      “Oh! I’m coming!” she cried out. Her release slammed into her. Her juices flowed into Zoya’s mouth. Her slurping grew louder as she tried to drink in Aria’s release. Her back arched off the exam table while she rode Zoya’s tongue through her orgasm.

      Her body flopped back down, and she was utterly spent. That had to be the hardest and best orgasm she’d had in a long while. A smile lingered on her lips. She opened her eyes and met the passioned filled eyes of her talented physician.

      “Now,” Zoya stood and moved the stool out the way. She moved in between Aria’s opened legs. Her lips were coated with Aria’s release. Her hand rested on Aria’s mound. “We’re going to move your appointments to every week. I want you coming on my tongue once a week. Doctor’s orders.”

      Zoya brushed Aria’s sensitive clit with her thumb eliciting a groan from her.

      “Yes, doctor.”

      “Good.” Zoya leaned down and pressed a chaste kiss to Aria’s pussy. She pulled back with a smile. She reached out a hand and Aria took it. She pulled her up, and Aria immediately leaned into her, offering her lips.

      Zoya covered her mouth with hers, and their kiss was deep and passionate. Aria didn’t know how she got so lucky.

      She just knew she wasn’t going to miss any of her appointments with the good doctor.
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          School is in Session

        

      

    

    
      Valentine’s Day was coming up, and the entire high school was in an uproar. Everyone was trying to find a date for the Sweet Heart’s Dance, and Kenna Shall could care less about finding someone to go with her. The one person she wanted, she could not have.

      The one person who filled her every waking moment wouldn’t appreciate her advances.

      Kenna walked into her history teacher’s room and sighed.

      Her crush?

      Mrs. Nola Floyd.

      Mrs. Floyd was the hottest teacher in the building. She turned heads wherever she went.

      Male and female.

      And she held all of Kenna’s attention.

      Kenna took a seat and tried not to stare at her teacher. Not that she hid it from Mrs. Floyd, she just didn’t want it visible to her classmates.

      Today was her birthday, and she was officially eighteen. Not that it mattered, but she didn’t really want to celebrate her birthday while at school.

      “Hey, Kenna,” her best friend Ashley sat down next to her.

      “Hey, Ash,” she murmured. It was the last period of the day, and she had made it through the entire day without her friends making a big deal about her birthday.

      “So, do you have a date for the dance tomorrow?” Ash asked.

      Kenna rolled her eyes and shook her head. She had planned to go, but solo. She knew Mrs. Floyd would be chaperoning the dance and she wanted to make sure she didn’t have any date that would require her attention.

      “No. I think I’m going to go by myself,” Kenna said.

      “What? I’m sure we can find someone to go with you,” Ash replied, flipping her long dark hair over her shoulder.

      “I’m good.” Kenna shrugged. Her gaze wandered back to the front of the room as the bell rang. Mrs. Floyd stood from her chair and walked over to the door and closed it. She was dressed in a button-down shirt and skirt that flowed around her thighs. Her heels were a safe height and appropriate for a teacher, but on the curvy woman, it was downright sexy.

      “I meant to tell you that you look cute today?” Ash winked.

      Kenna felt her cheeks warm. Yes, she didn’t want to make a big deal of her birthday, but she was still going to dress up a little. Nothing special. A dark sweater and a plaid pleated skirt that stopped mid-thigh.

      For this period, she did change one thing.

      No panties.

      She had stopped in the bathroom before coming for her last class of the day and removed them, stuffing them into her purse.

      Today, she was going to let her feeling be known to the sexy history teacher. Kenna could care less that the woman was married.

      “Thank you,” she muttered, tucking her thick hair behind her ear.

      “And don’t think I forgot,” Ash threatened, wagging a finger at her.

      “You wouldn’t dare,” Kenna pleaded.

      “Hey everyone! Today’s Kenna’s birthday! She’s the big one-eight today!” Ash informed the room.

      Kenna was sure her cheeks were beet red. All eyes turned her. Hell, her classmates even started singing the Happy Birthday song for her.

      “Thank you,” she said, with a smile once everyone settled in. Her classmates all turned back to the front of the classroom.

      “Happy birthday, Kenna,” Mrs. Floyd said.

      “Thank you, Mrs. Floyd.” Kenna turned to Ash and glared at her. Her friend ignored her menacing stare and stuck her tongue out at her.

      Mrs. Floyd began her lesson, and Kenna didn’t hear one word of it. Instead, she was lost in a daydream. One that was indeed not safe for school.

      It involved Mrs. Floyd with her legs spread wide and Kenna’s tongue lapping up her pussy.

      The sound of the bell jarred her from her beautiful dream. She groaned, not wanting to wake up from it.

      “Hey, I got to run. I’ll call you later,” Ash said.

      Kenna turned to Ash to find her rushing from the classroom with the rest of her classmates. It was Friday, and no one wanted to stay any later at the school than they had too.

      “Is something wrong, Kenna?” Mrs. Floyd turned her attention to Kenna.

      She looked around the room and saw she was the only one left in the classroom. The door shut automatically behind the last student to go.

      “I needed some help with something,” Kenna said. She took a deep breath and stood from her seat.

      “Okay. I can stay as long as you need me to,” Mrs. Floyd replied. Her smile disappeared from her face. She stood from her desk as Kenna reach her side.

      It was now or never.

      Without a word, Kenna reached for Mrs. Floyd and pulled her to her. A gasp escaped the teacher’s lips before Kenna covered them with hers.

      Kenna reached up and held Mrs. Floyd by the face. She pushed her tongue past Mrs. Floyd’s lips. They opened and granted her entrance. A moan escaped Mrs. Floyd, and Kenna’s heart skipped a beat.

      I can’t believe I’m really doing this!

      Their tongues played with each other while Kenna closed the gap between them. Her smaller breasts pushed against Mrs. Floyd’s.

      Her pussy pulsed at the feel of her teacher’s hand sliding down her side and disappearing beneath her skirt. Her fingers connected with Kenna’s bare ass. She squeezed it before tearing her lips away from Kenna’s.

      “Oh, my God. I can get into so much trouble for this,” Mrs. Floyd breathed. Her eyes were wide as she stared at Kenna. Her hands continued to explore Kenna’s perky ass. Her pussy was drenched from the feel of the woman’s hands on her. She could feel the trail of her juices running down her thigh. “I can’t stop touching you.”

      “I’m eighteen, and I am more than willing. I’ve been waiting for this day forever,” Kenna muttered. She reached up and cupped Mrs. Floyd’s tits. She pressed closer to her, offering her body to her teacher. “Take me, Mrs. Floyd. You can have me however you want.”

      A moan tore from her teacher’s lips. She pressed her lips to Kenna’s hard before pulling back. The heat of her gaze almost had Kenna coming without even being touched.

      “Just this one time. Let me taste you,” Mrs. Floyd whispered. “Dammit, I could lose my job for touching you.”

      Kenna nodded and allowed the older woman to guide her to her desk. She hopped up on it and spread her legs wide revealing her drenched pussy. Her heart raced from the excitement.

      They could get caught.

      But highly unlikely.

      It was Friday and the school always cleared out within minutes.

      “I’ve been fantasizing about you so much that I have to go without my panties. I soaked them today,” Kenna said, her voice low.

      Mrs. Floyd’s gaze was locked on her pussy. Kenna took pride in her pussy, making sure that it was cleanly shaven.

      “It’s so pretty and pink.” Mrs. Floyd ran her fingers along Kenna’s plump labia. She spread Kenna open revealing her swollen clit.

      Kenna cried out as the woman began rubbing her sensitive flesh with her fingers. Her juices slid down to the crack of her ass. She thrust her hips towards the woman’s hand. She needed to come, and she wanted to do it with Mrs. Floyd’s face buried in between her thighs.

      “Please, Mrs. Floyd. Make me cum,” she begged. Their gazes met, and she watched with bated breath as her teacher lowered her mouth to her.

      She let loose a strangled cry as her Mrs. Floyd's lips wrapped around Kenna’s clit. Mrs. Floyd suckled her sensitive flesh before licking her entire pussy. Her warm tongue slid in between her folds, collecting all of her juices.

      The sounds of slurping filled the air, and it made Kenna, even more, aroused to know the woman she’d fantasized about for the past year was currently devouring her pussy.

      Kenna leaned back on her elbows and let her head roll back as she turned her pleasure over to the older woman.

      Her tongue gently flicked Kenna’s bud, causing her hips to buck on the desk. Items crashed to the floor, but neither of them cared.

      Kenna’s pussy throbbed, needing to be filled.

      She had got her wish.

      Mrs. Floyd slipped a single finger deep into her slick channel.

      “God, yes,” Kenna groaned. The finger pushed deeper inside of her. She arched her hips off the table wanting it to go as deep as it could.

      Her teacher’s talented fingers pulled out slightly before thrusting forward again. This time two fingers were buried deep within her.

      She rotated her hips, meeting Mrs. Floyd’s fingers. A chill slid down her spine while Mrs. Floyd continued to tease her clit with her tongue.

      Mrs. Floyd’s tongue circled her clit, eliciting a growl from Kenna’s lips. Her body began to tremble with the need to reach an orgasm.

      Kenna reached up and pushed her sweater up revealing her naked breasts. Her tits were small enough she could go without a bra if she chose. With the sweater, it would hide her nipples.

      The cold air caressed her nipples, making them tightened into tight little buds. She gripped her own breasts and teased her nipples. Kenna watched fascinated, Mrs. Floyd’s tongue sliding back and forth against her protruding clitoris.

      Kenna couldn’t have asked for a better Friday afternoon. Never in her wildest dreams would she have imagined that she been getting her pussy ate out by Mrs. Floyd. She’d have expected to be thrown out of the room.

      Unable to believe this was real, she reached down and gripped Mrs. Floyd’s hair. She held her head in place as she increased the pressure of her flickering on Kenna’s clit.

      She held Mrs. Floyd in place while she thrust her hips forward, putting her pussy farther into Mrs. Floyd’s mouth.

      “God, I’ve been dreaming of this for so long,” Mrs. Floyd admitted. She paused and glanced up at Kenna. She gave Kenna’s clit one long lick.

      “You could have had me at any time,” Kenna admitted. Hell, she wished she would have done this a few months ago. They could have been fucking this entire time.

      Mrs. Floyd groaned and covered Kenna’s pussy with her mouth. Kenna cried out, uncaring how loud she was. She never had anyone to eat her pussy who knew what they were doing. A few boyfriends in the past who wanted to learn, and one girl who was in the junior class had gone down on her before, but none of them could hold a candle to Mrs. Floyd.

      Mrs. Floyd continued to lick, suck and fuck her pussy. Kenna's breathes came faster as her body writhed on the desk. Mrs. Floyd pushed her legs up wide, and Kenna held them back to ensure the older woman could access all of her.

      Her body began to shake and tremble.

      “Oh, God! I’m cumming!” she shouted. Her release slammed into her hard. Mrs. Floyd continued sucking her clit as she rode the waves of her orgasm.

      Kenna fell back onto the desk spent with her eyes closed. She took a few deep breaths and opened her eyes to find Mrs. Floyd staring at her with her lips curved up into a smile.

      Kenna saw evidence of her release on the teacher’s lips and chin. She sat forward and wanted to taste herself, so she leaned forward and met Mrs. Floyd’s mouth in a deep, passionate kiss.

      The taste of her own pussy greeted her, and a moan slipped from her chest. The taste was divine.

      “Let me return the favor,” Kenna murmured, pulling back.

      “Not today. I have to get ready to go meet my husband for dinner,” Mrs. Floyd murmured. She reached up and pinched Kenna’s nipples.

      Kenna pouted disappointed. She’d really had wanted to bury her tongue into Mrs. Floyd’s pussy.

      “Okay,” Kenna replied.

      “Thank you for letting me eat you out. That was wonderful,” Mrs. Floyd ran her thumb along Kenna’s bottom lip. “We can’t let anyone know.”

      “I know. I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble.” Kenna pulled her sweater down and hopped off the desk, straightening her skirt. With one last kiss, she turned and grabbed her things and left the classroom.

      The evidence of her release coated both of her thighs and Kenna was proud of it.

      Her history teacher just made her cum, and she’d wear the release like a badge of honor.
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        * * *

      

      The Sweetheart Ball was in full swing. The music was loud and thumping. Kenna was dressed in a short black dress that hugged her curves. It had spaghetti straps and dipped low showing off her little cleavage. Her heels were high, and she blended in with the other young girls from her school trying to appear sexy.

      She ignored the open stares of the boys from her class.

      They couldn’t offer her anything.

      Her every waking thought had been on the memory of Mrs. Floyd eating her out.

      That woman’s tongue knew what it was doing. It left Kenna craving for more.

      She waved to a few of her friends who were out on the dance floor dancing. She wasn’t in the mood to dance. She’d only come to the dance because it was the last one left besides prom.

      She’d be graduating in May and figured she might as well attend everything at school to give her memories.

      But no memory would compare to that of Mrs. Floyd and her wicked tongue.

      The dance was being held in the school gymnasium, and it was packed and muggy.

      Kenna didn’t know how long she’d stay, but if it didn’t cool down soon, she’d be leaving.

      She found a spot on the wall and began to people watch. She laughed at the dancing attempts of people on the floor. The music was loud, and the DJ was playing one of the favorite songs that had become a viral hit. Everyone was trying to do the dance, and Kenna found it funny.

      Her gaze continued to roam the room. The hairs on her arms stood up. It was as if someone were watching her.

      Her gaze connected with the familiar eyes of Mrs. Floyd. Her history teacher was dressed in a sexy dress that was dark, had a round collar that highlighted her large breasts and her heels were high.

      The woman was downright sexy for a school teacher.

      Her pussy clenched.

      They stared at each other from across the room.

      Kenna’s gaze dropped down to Mrs. Floyd’s hand that motioned for her to come. She watched Mrs. Floyd walk to an exit that led into the school.

      Kenna casually made her way over to the same door. She glanced around and found no one was paying her any attention. She pushed the door opened and saw Mrs. Floyd down the hallway.

      She took in the hallways and there wasn’t anyone in them. She quickened her pace seeing Mrs. Floyd disappear through a door.

      Her heart raced. She picked up her speed, her heels echoing through the air. She arrived at the door and looked around.

      The hall was still empty.

      She opened the door and stepped in, and shut it. She glanced at the handle, and it had a lock. She flipped it, keeping the world out.

      Turning around she took in the small room. It was a small windowless office with Mrs. Floyd standing in the middle of the room.

      “Come here, Kenna.” Mrs. Floyd commanded.

      Kenna walked confidently toward her. She stopped a few inches from the older woman. Her breaths were coming faster. She had thought of nothing else, but her teacher.

      “Yes, Mrs. Floyd?” she whispered. Her body was already responding to being so close to her teacher. Her nipples pushed against the dress, dying to get out.

      Mrs. Floyd slowly walked around her, her eyes caressing Kenna.

      Kenna held still. Her breath caught in her throat as Mrs. Floyd stopped behind her.

      “Such a pretty dress,” Mrs. Floyd murmured. She rested her hands on Kenna’s shoulders. Her fingers slid underneath Kenna’s straps and pulled them down. The dress slid from Kenna’s body. “Naked?”

      “Yes, ma’am. I was hoping you’d be here,” Kenna admitted. Her body trembled from Mrs. Floyd’s touch. Her hands slid along Kenna’s arms, and she placed a small kiss to Kenna’s right shoulder.

      “I like the way you think. Now on your knees.”

      Kenna eagerly kicked off her shoes and knelt on the floor as she was instructed to do. She licked her lips as Mrs. Floyd came to stand in front of her.

      “I don’t know what this is between us, but I have thought of nothing but your delicious cunt,” Mrs. Floyd said. She stood before Kenna. Using a single finger, she tipped Kenna’s chin up bringing her gaze to hers. “Because of you, I went home and fucked my husband hard last night, but I was still left wanting something else.”

      Kenna’s breath was taken away by the beauty of her teacher. Mrs. Floyd had to be in her, and just the sight of her made Kenna’s pussy throb with need.

      “What is that?” Kenna asked, breathless.

      “You.”

      Kenna smiled. She would take Mrs. Floyd however she could have her.

      “I want you too,” Kenna replied.

      “We can’t tell anyone, Kenna.”

      “I know,” Kenna rushed. There was no way she’d tell anyone. She wanted to keep this little secret.

      “Good girl,” Mrs. Floyd murmured, stepping closer. She gripped the edge of her dress and pulled it up and over her head. She tossed it on the desk behind her. Her large breasts were covered in black push up bra.

      Later, Kenna vowed that she would suck on those big tits. Her pussy pulsed with need at the thought. Her tongue slid out and licked her lips that suddenly went dry again.

      Kenna’s eyes dropped down to her black lace panties and leaned forward. She pressed an open mouth kiss on Mrs. Floyd’s mound. Her sweet smelling pussy scent reached Kenna, and her mouth began to salivate.

      She reached up and pulled the lace panties down. Mrs. Floyd kicked them to the side.

      “Come and eat my pussy, little girl,” Mrs. Floyd encouraged.

      Kenna leaned forward on her knees and licked Mrs. Floyd’s protruding clit. The woman moaned and threaded her fingers in Kenna’s hair. She gripped Kenna’s hair tight as she slid her tongue through Mrs. Floyd’s cunt.

      A moan escaped Kenna’s lips. Mrs. Floyd’s pussy tasted so good. She braced her hands on the woman’s thighs while her mouth went to work.

      Kneeling on the floor while she ate her teacher out, lit a fire of desire in Kenna’s chest.

      Mrs. Floyd’s pussy was soaking wet. Kenna was pleased that she was the one to cause her teacher to be this wet. She wanted to please her teacher, so she suckled the swollen clit.

      She rocked her hips toward Kenna while holding on to her head.

      Kenna pulled back with her clit in her mouth eliciting a groan from Mrs. Floyd.

      “You dirty girl. You’ve eaten pussy before?” Mrs. Floyd asked.

      “Yes, ma’am.” The girl who she’d let eat her out before allowed her to return the favor. They had been hanging out, and both were horny and figured they’d help each other out.

      Kenna’s tongue pushed farther into the slick folds. She licked and slurped up all of Mrs. Floyd’s honey. It was as sweet as she knew it would be.

      She moaned and gripped Kenna’s head harder. She widened her legs to allow Kenna to dive farther into her pussy. Kenna’s tongue slid along the entire length of Mrs. Floyd’s cunt. The warm, nectar poured from her and Kenna made sure she drunk it all in.

      Her tongue arrived back at Mrs. Floyd’s clit. She picked up speed, flicking it faster while loving the sounds that poured from her teacher’s mouth.

      “Yes!” Mrs. Floyd chanted. Her juices were flowing out and coating Kenna’s face.

      She loved it.

      Kenna gripped Mrs. Floyd’s ass while sucking her clit harder.

      “Oh! I’m coming!” Mrs. Floyd gasped. Her muscles tightened as she let loose a silent scream.

      Kenna continued suckling the tiny bud of nerves and shaking her head. She wanted the orgasm to be as hard as the one Mrs. Floyd had given her.

      Her pussy juices dripped down Kenna’s chin. Mrs. Floyd’s body jerked and trembled.

      Kenna sat back and glanced up at Mrs. Floyd. Their eyes met, and they shared a smile. Her teacher leaned down and placed a kiss on her mouth.

      “Good girl,” she murmured, her finger sliding along Kenna’s bottom lip. “I hope you aren’t missing out on the dance.”

      “Fuck the dance,” Kenna replied. There was no other place she’d rather be than where she was now. This was the best Valentine’s weekend she’d ever had.

      “Good.” Mrs. Floyd helped her up from the floor and guided her to the desk. She rested her hands on the desk, and Mrs. Floyd guided her legs far apart. She felt her teacher kneel behind her.

      What was she about to do?

      “We can make this work.” Mrs. Floyd spread her ass cheeks apart, and Kenna let loose a moan. Her teacher’s tongue slid along her puckered anus before sliding down to her soaked cunt. “Don’t tell anyone. You are to give me this pussy when I asked for it, and I’ll fuck you real good.

      “Yes, Mrs. Floyd,” she cried out. She basked in the feel of the woman’s tongue sliding back to her ass. The flat part of her tongue slid along her rim. It circled it and pushed against it.

      This was new.

      And Kenna loved it.

      That’s why she was attracted to the beautiful older woman.

      Mrs. Floyd pushed her all the way down on the desk. Her breasts were crushed on the table, but Kenna didn’t care. Her ass was presently being licked and teased. Two fingers slid into her pussy while Mrs. Floyd concentrated on her ass.

      The dance was forgotten. Kenna was spending some private time with her teacher.

      Class was officially in session.
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      “A brothel?” Shelly exclaimed.

      “Hell yeah! We are going to celebrate tonight!” Tina shouted, guiding her truck along a dark driveway. They arrived at their destination, and Tina slowed the truck down. The girls in the back seat laughed and giggled.

      “We are going to celebrate the fuck out you getting a divorce!” Mandy hollered from the back seat.

      Shelly turned back to the building and shook her head. Her friends had officially lost their minds. She already thought they were crazy for wanting to go out and celebrate her divorce.

      She knew her ex-husband, Tom was an ass, but to go out celebrating as if it were her bachelorette party?

      This was different.

      “Lighten up, Shelly. Everyone is doing it,” Tanya chimed in.

      “Seriously, they are. It’s the new trend,” Tina said, pulling her truck into a parking spot. “You party the night before the wedding, and then you party the night after the divorce is finalized.”

      “But I’m not trying to get laid. I swear I’m not dating any man for a while,” Shelly admitted.

      “Well, good. This is a brothel with women, not men,” Mandy giggled.

      “What?” Shelly’s head whipped around, and she stared at the building. Her gaze landed on the sign.

      Cupid’s Cove.

      Well, that was a cute name.

      How ironic. It’s Valentine’s weekend, and her friends bring her to a brothel named Cupid’s Cove.

      Not sure if people were really finding love there, but whatever works.

      Sounds of doors opening broke through her thoughts. She turned to find her friends spilling out of the truck.

      “Come on, Shelly! Let's have some fun!” Tanya said. She slammed her door and ran around the truck to open Shelly’s door.

      “Okay,” she mumbled. She had promised her friends that they would plan this party and she would go along with it. She just never thought her party would end up at a brothel.

      Tanya and Tina grabbed both of her arms and pulled her behind them toward the large building. It didn’t look like a whore house. It reminded Shelly of a bed and breakfast type structure.

      Once they stepped through the door, she took in the bar and party scene. She relaxed a little. The floor plan looked like any other bar except for the stage and chairs positioned around it.

      “Hello! Welcome to Cupid’s Cove,” a woman greeted them. She wore a low cut dressed that put her cleavage on display. It was so short that Shelly could practically could see her panties.

      That was if she were wearing any.

      “Thank you. We’re the Turner party,” Tina announced.

      “Ah, yes. Let me get your party coordinator.” The woman stepped away from them for a brief moment before returning with a pretty blond woman who was dressed in a belly exposing shirt and short jean shorts.

      “Hi ladies! I’m Kim. Follow me!” Kim said with a wide grin.

      “Party time,” Tanya whispered.

      Shelly covered her face giggling, unsure what she had let her friends get her into. They walked through the central area of the bar and was led to a hallway.

      “Oh, a private room.” Tina wagged her eyebrows at Shelly. She rolled her eyes and followed the woman into the dark room. Pink electric lights ran along the ceiling. The lighting was dim, and the music was thumping.

      A stage was in the middle of the room with chairs carefully placed along it. The position of the chairs gave them each a front seat view of the performer.

      A few scantily clad women entered the room behind them. The girls cheered as they took their seats. Shelly laughed and joined in on the party.

      The woman who greeted them at the door pointed to Shelly. “Here’s Shelly who is getting divorced!”

      Cheers went up around the small room. Shelly held up her hands, getting into the party.

      “Let’s get the drinks flowing!” Tina shouted. Kim laughed and went around taking drink orders before disappearing from the room. She returned with minutes with the first round of shots.

      “To Shelly!” Tanya shouted.

      “Shelly!” Everyone cheered. Shelly raised her glass, tipping it to her friends. She tipped back the glass and swallowed the cold, clear liquid. The alcohol burned a trail down her throat.

      The girls let loose shouts as they finished their first drink.

      “Another round!” Tina cried. Shelly laughed, handing her empty glass back to Kim when she passed by with her tray.

      “Coming up, ladies!” Kim said.

      A blonde with long legs caught Shelly’s eyes. Her heart raced while she watched the woman walked toward her. She turned around and began dancing for Shelly in rhythm with the music. She was dressed in sexy lingerie made of dark lace.

      Catcalls went around the room as everyone watched the woman get closer to Shelly.

      Shelly bit her lip as the woman straddled her legs as she danced. She ground her hips against Shelly’s in a provocative dance.

      “Go, Shelly!” Tanya shouted.

      “Congratulations on your divorce,” the woman murmured. Her body writhed against Shelly’s. She thrust her breasts toward Shelly’s face and winked at her.

      “Thanks!” Shelly responded. Maybe her friends were on to something. Celebrating her divorce was turning out to be the best decision she made since she signed her name on the dotted line.

      Hell, I’m getting turned on, she thought as her pussy pulse.

      The woman’s large breasts shook in front of her face. Shelly watched memorized as the woman reached up and removed her bra, leaving her full mounds naked.

      Shelly’s hands found themselves on the blonde’s hips. Her gaze swept around the room and saw another woman dancing for her friends and she too was topless. Mandy was up dancing along with her, grinding against the dancer while Tanya and Tina urged her on.

      Mandy’s hands were roaming all over the dancer who didn’t seem to mind at all. The dancer’s wide grin was proof she was digging Mandy’s attention.

      “Go ahead. You can touch me,” the woman giggled. She reached down and grabbed Shelly’s hands and brought them to her massive tits.

      What the hell! Shelly thought. When in Rome.

      Her hands cupped the soft tits, and the woman let loose a moan. Unable to resist, she squeezed and massaged the large mounds. Leaning forward, she licked the first nipple.

      Strawberries.

      Shelly moaned and repeated her action with the other one. Her hands slid along to the woman’s ass. She sucked the tit into her mouth and flicked the hard nipple with her tongue.

      “Oh, someone is getting into it,” the woman gasped. Shelly pulled back with a smile.

      “What’s your name?” Shelly asked. If she was going to lick the woman’s tit, she should at least know her name.

      “Karma,” she giggled, shaking her tits in Shelly’s face. “Stand up and dance with me.”

      Karma stepped back off Shelly and pulled her from the chair. Shelly shrugged and stood.

      “Ah, shit! Shelly’s up!” Mandy announced.

      Shelly could feel the effects of the shot. She grinned and let Karma twirl her around and settled in behind Shelly.

      Kim came back with the second round of drinks. The party was officially in full swing. Shelly immediately downed the alcohol without waiting. Her buzz had her dancing and laughing with Karma.

      She sat the empty glass on the table beside her chair. Karma pulled her back against her, pressing her breasts against Shelly’s back.

      Shelly glanced over at her friends and noticed another woman had joined the other stripper. Mandy and Tina were dancing with the one stripper in the middle of them while Tanya was getting a lap dance from the newcomer.

      “You’re so pretty.” Karma murmured. Her hands slid along Shelly’s body. They trailed up to the straps of Shelly’s dress. She pushed them down, and the dress pooled onto the floor.

      Catcalls and whistles went around the room. Shelly stuck her tongue out and pushed her ass back against Karma. Straightening up, she leaned back against Karma.

      The woman brushed her lips against Shelly’s neck, leaving a trail of small kisses.

      Shelly let loose a groan. Karma’s hands came up and cupped her tits.

      Her pussy was drenched, and she ached to feel the woman’s hands on her bare skin. Before she knew it, her bra had disappeared, and she got her wish.

      Karma’s small hands cupped and massaged her massive mounds.

      “Come over to the stage,” Karma said. She guided Shelly over to the stage. “Hop up there, pretty girl.”

      Shelly laughed. Her skin warmed with the look of lust in Karma’s yes. She allowed the woman to help her up to a sitting position on the stage. Karma pushed her back, and she landed on her elbows.

      “I’m divorced!” Shelly shouted with a laugh while Karma pulled her panties off.

      Two drinks and she was officially tipsy.

      “Happy Divorce!” Went around the room.

      Karma spread Shelly’s legs wide and leaned down. Shelly groaned at the feel of the woman’s tongue sliding through her folds. She bit her lip and reached out and gripped Karma’s thick hair.

      Shelly instantly became lost in the feeling of the stripper eating her out. She spread her legs wide, allowing Karma to explore her cunt with her tongue.

      Shelly’s gaze roamed the room and was met with the sight of  Tanya in her chair with her legs up. The woman who had been giving her a lap dance was currently kneeling before her with her head buried in between Tanya’s legs.

      Mandy held her stripper against her while Tina knelt on the floor before the woman, with her tongue buried deep within the stripper’s cunt.

      “That feels so good,” Shelly moaned. Her hips bucked against Karma’s head. Her sucking motions on Shelly’s clit was driving her insane. Her breaths were coming fast, and her heart raced.

      Karma gave her one long lick before pulling back. Even in the low light, Shelly could see her lips glistening from Shelly’s juices.

      “Your pussy is so sweet.” Karma winked at Shelly. She spread Shelly’s labia apart and rubbed her swollen clitoris.

      “Keep going. I need to come,” Shelly practically begged.

      Karma’s wide grin disappeared once she leaned back and covered Shelly’s cunt with her lips. Her tongue pushed down on Shelly’s clit, licking and massaging it. The erect bud was flicked by her tongue repeatedly. Shelly’s moans are drowned out by the music.

      Shelly gripped her tits in her hands. She was so turned on. Seeing her friends enjoying their strippers too, turned her on even more.

      Karma slipped her tongue inside of Shelly’s drenched channel. Her head bobbed up and down as she slid her tongue in and out of Shelly’s pussy.

      “Fuck!” Shelly shouted, her body trembling. Karma lapped up every drop of juice that poured from Shelly’s pussy.

      Shelly’s body writhed and shook as Karma continued her sweet torture. Her tongue was everywhere. She pushed Shelly’s legs up in the air giving her access to Shelly’s ass. Her tongue slid along the tight rim of Shelly’s dark entrance.

      Shelly decided to turn her pleasure over to the woman and leaned back on the stage. She didn’t care if anyone was paying attention and her buzz from the alcohol was gone.

      A single finger slid deep inside of Shelly’s cunt. She thrust against Karma’s hand, her pussy gripping the finger tight. A moment later, another finger was added.

      Karma drew her tongue back up to Shelly’s clit and latched onto it. She shoved her fingers deeper into Shelly who rode them while letting her cries of ecstasy slip from her lips.

      Her body writhed as Karma’s tongue flicked Shelly’s clit faster. Shelly began to shake. Her orgasm was just over the horizon and was coming soon for her. A warm flush spread throughout her body. Her juices poured from her pussy, and the sounds of Karma slurping was music to her ears.

      Karma pulled and suckled her clit hard, causing a scream to spill from her lips. Her orgasm slammed into her causing her to shake and writhe on the stage. Her back arched as she rode the waves of her release.

      Her body flopped back, and her heart was beating extremely fast. Her breaths were hard to catch. A smile played on her lips. She opened her eyes and meet the gaze of Karma.

      “How much for the rest of the night?” Shelly asked. Her ex-husband was going to be paying her a hefty sum every month. She might as well get used to spending his money.

      “I’m sure we can negotiate since we’re celebrating you.” Karma held out her hand. Shelly took it and was pulled up into a sitting position. Karma leaned forward and covered Shelly’s lips with hers. The taste of her pussy greeted her as Shelly slipped her tongue into Karma’s mouth.

      She pulled the stripper to her, crushing their breasts in between them.

      Her friends had been right. This was the best way to let loose and celebrate her divorce. Her husband had cheated on her with a younger woman, and now that they were divorced, she got to spend his money on Karma.

      Isn’t it funny? Shelly always believed in karma, and it looked like tonight, Karma was going to be taking his money.

      Karma isn’t just a bitch, she’s fucking the cheater’s ex-wife tonight!
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