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		Part One

		

		It was a Friday night, and there was no way I was going to sit home again. I had just begun my new job about three week prior. Focusing so much on my new job in my new town, my social life, and sex life had been put on hold. But not of my own volition. I decided a shower, might give me some ideas of what a single woman should do, on a Friday night in Cincinnati, when she had no date, or any plans.

		The time stopped. Enjoying the water massage over my breasts, stroking nipples and pinching them at the same time until they become hard. Imagined them, being sucked by some faceless woman, while my hand's slipping down my body, followed by the showerhead, reaching for my soaking bush, my fingers disappearing in it.

		Spreading my cunt lips and pointing the shower into my pussy. What a feeling! I was just standing and shaking like I normally do when pleasuring myself. .I felt like lying down, but standing position gave me more pleasure. I held the sprinkler head on it and stroke it with another hand.

		Carefully, tenderly, I probed it with one finger, caressing the walls inside, twisting the finger, taking it out. My cunt was open and asking for more. Entered two more, continued to play. My index finger and thumb were free to caress my clit, while the shower exaggerated the effect.

		I closed my eyes, licked my lips. The sprinkler head back on my tits. Pity my other hand is not free to caress my tits. Moaning quietly, pushing my knees together, shaking my hips, goose bumps all over me. I made the ceramic tiles on the wall wet and warm and pressed my back against it.

		I raised my leg on the edge of the bathtub, letting my fingers loose. Lowered the sprinkler underneath my cunt, pointing it against my holes and the area in between. Licking my shoulder.

		Three fingers inside my cunt were like part of it, circling, in and out. I was dying out! Then, I did something special. I took all the fingers out and licked them clean, first one by one, then all together, tasting myself - I was so wet and horny!

		And then, I probed the tight ring of my anus with my little finger and my cunt with my middle and ring fingers! Moving them in slow pace. I tried to move them separately, but that didn't worked, or it was me who didn't know how. But I managed to hold my cunt fingers still and to move the one in my ass!

		And that I did alternately, and that ripple began in my core, I could feel the orgasm rushing upon me like a locomotive, I knew I wanted to cum that way.

		"Ohhhhhhh fucking shit!" I heard myself scream as the climax wracked my body.

		And the time started. The world was clearer now. I knew what I would do this Friday night. So I guess you could say it all began in the shower.

		***

		So very nervously I got dressed and walked around the corner to a popular martini lounge bar on Main Street, the Wodka Bar, in Over the Rhine in the hopes of making friends.

		This was the hard part, I had just walked through the door of this exclusive Martini Bar , I had never been there before so I would have to make a selection on where to sit pretty quickly as I didn't want to stand in the doorway gaping at the place like a simpleton.

		The stained glass about the bar caught my attention. I thought it a rather classy touch. I saw the selection of house infused vodkas off in a corner of the bar. The puff pastry filled with caviar, on classic Easter European plates, I saw carried passed me by a waiter looked delicious. This place had real potential.

		I wanted to try a new cocktail, the Ketel One cucumber cocktail. I wasn't in a mood to try one of the Vodka flights that were offered. At least to start. I normally do a dirty martini straight up, but wanted to stay alert, at least for a while.

		My decision would be important as I would most likely spend my entire evening in the seat I selected. As I attempted to scan the entire bar in one glance without breaking stride I noticed the sign for the bathrooms against the far wall. Perfect, walk through the whole bar, size it up, and pick a location when I returned from the bathroom.

		As I checked myself out in the bathroom mirror I was happy with what I saw, it was a good day for me as far as my looks. I had just gotten my haircut a week before, and with a weeks' worth of practice I had gotten my smooth dark hair flowing just the way I liked it.

		The outfit I had chosen to fit well, my ass and hips looked nice while making my small B cup breasts appear a little larger than they really were. I have always been an athlete, and while I don't have any fat on my body, my legs are very muscular, and it is usually hard to find pants that fit well without making me look fat.

		I returned to the bar and grabbed a seat up near the front door, and thanks to being so happy with my appearance I was feeling confident. Confident, now that was a shock. I don't usually go to bars by myself so I was a bit apprehensive about this solo voyage, but I could not bear sitting home alone one more night. I had just moved to Cincinnati about 3 weeks prior and my hopes of meeting cool people to make friends with at work were sadly dashed on my first day when everyone I met was significantly older and/or very nerdy. Just one of the job hazards of being an accountant I guess.

		The only people at the bar when I walked in were some 'on the make' looking older guys, so I decided to grab a seat closer to the front of the bar where there were a group of empty stools. I found myself drinking quickly, I guess to occupy my time since there was no one to talk to, and I was pretty buzzed after my second Ketel One Cucumber cocktail in 20 minutes.

		That was when I noticed a blond woman of about my age walk into the bar. She was about my height, 5'8", except maybe 30 pounds heavier. Not fat, but definitely on the chubby side with lovely large breasts. Her hair was cut pretty short in a cute bob that came about halfway down her ears. We made eye contact and I gave her a quick smile; she gave me a brief nervous smile back and walked immediately to the small tables that were directly behind my back as I sat at the bar. Her jeans and t-shirt made me think she was a laid back person and I made a mental note to attempt to make friends with her later if an opportunity presented itself. She looked vaguely familiar.

		About 20 minutes later I glanced around to look at her and see if she was still alone, in which case I decided I would start up a conversation with her. When I turned to see her, she was staring at me. It took her a few seconds to realize I was looking at her and she immediately snapped from her trance and appeared to be on the verge of giving herself whiplash she turned her head so quickly.

		I decided to approach; perhaps I looked familiar to her too.

		"I noticed you looking at me; do you know me from somewhere?" I asked as I walked up to the small round table.

		Her face quickly turned 7 shades of red as she was clearly embarrassed about something.

		"Umm, no.... I was just uhh.. kind of staring into space and daydreaming. I am sorry if I freaked you out."

		I quickly protested and assured her I was not freaked out at all; just thought she looked a little familiar and was wondering if she thought the same thing.

		"So, are you waiting for someone? Do you mind if I sit for a drink, uh, I am new to town and here by myself?" I informed her.

		She told me she would love some company and that she too lived around the corner and had just come out for a drink because her roommate had some company over, and she didn't want to intrude on their evening. I found out her name was Miranda as she introduced herself and we quickly and comfortably fell into great conversation. I was surprised just how well we got along, spanning topics from politics to movies and sex.

		The alcohol was definitely started to play a major role as our conversations were getting racier and racier. We would both laugh hysterically each time we made a raunchy comment. As the night wore on they got raunchier and raunchier as we engaged in an unspoken impromptu competition to outdo each other.

		I am not a lesbian and I definitely intend to get married and raise a family and move to a house with a white picket fence and a porch. But I am attracted to women and have had a number of sexual encounters with other women including one borderline "relationship" with a roommate in college.

		So, a couple of times during the evening I had wondered if Miranda was into women at all, but there was no way I was going to make the first move for fear of sending one of my new neighbors running away. That was not the introduction to Cincy I was looking for. So, despite the fact that a few of our racier sex comment's had me a little excited and feeling flirty, I had no intentions of making a move on Miranda .

		We carried on laughing and having a great time as the hours and the drinks kept flowing by so quickly neither of us noticed just how many had passed. The first time I looked at my watch I saw it was nearly 2a.m. I still needed to do a lot of shopping for my new and empty apartment so I regretfully told Miranda I would need to get going shortly.

		"One more round" she pleaded, and I happily conceded. Ordered me another Ketel One and she had a Hendricks Gimlet straight up.

		"I am really glad you were staring into space in my direction" I started "Otherwise I may not have come over here and had such a great time tonight with my newest friend."

		Her face reddened slightly as she stammered "Well I have a slight confession to make.." I immediately knew I was going to hear something she would not be saying if it weren't for how much alcohol we had consumed.

		I looked her right in the eyes and cocked an eyebrow up. "Yes?"

		"I ... I umm.. I was kind of staring at your body... I mean, you have an amazing body... and your face, you are really beautiful.."

		I just held her gaze. My mind started racing as did my heartbeat. I was now 99 percent sure that Miranda was into girls and from how embarrassed she was and the way she was gushing, I was now nearly certain I could have this cute girl tonight. I started to get wet at the thought.

		Miranda misunderstood my silence as these thoughts were going through my head and immediate grabbed her bag and jacket and started to get up from the table.

		"Oh my God, what a drunken idiot I am. I am so sorry; you think I am a freak" she mumbled as she hurriedly and sloppily tried to contain her stuff and simultaneously stand.

		I grabbed her by both shoulders and sat her back down and brought my face closer to hers.

		Holding her eyes with mine I deliberately and slowly said "I don't think you're a freak. As a matter of fact, I couldn't be happier about what you just said. I like being appreciated."

		I put extra emphasis on the last statement and practically spelled out Appreciated as I had said it so slowly.

		I watched a grin slowly rise from her lips as she held my gaze and said; "hmm, how much do you like being... APPRECIATED?"

		She had mimicked my emphasis on the last word. I mentally thanked whoever was responsible for inventing alcoholic drinks and bars, for they were mostly responsible for me getting laid that night. A fact I was then certain of.

		Feeling extremely bold I decided to slam dunk our raunchy conversation competition and said; "I hope you don't mind getting fucked on the floor, because I don't have any furniture in my apartment yet."

		I regretted saying that immediately as I suspected that in the heat of the moment I had gone way too far with that comment.

		A split second later my fears were allayed as she responded; "You can fuck me wherever you want, but I have a bed in my apartment... that will keep your knees from getting too bruised up."

		My panties were instantly awash in the single most exciting comment I had ever heard in my life. Miranda clearly did not want to lose the raunchy conversation competition, but I wasn't quite ready to concede.

		"Hmm, I can fuck you wherever I want you say? How about your ass?" Miranda laughed out loud.

		"Alright, let's get out of here right away before I stain the seat. Damn Carrie you are getting me so wet!"

		That was nice to hear, and I told her how wet my panties were at the moment. We immediately left for her apartment which was less than a block away. On the walk over I remembered her roommate had a guest and I asked; "Isn't your roommate on a date right now?"

		The look I got from Miranda let me know that I was in for a really good night

		

	
		Part Two

		

		She stopped walking and just looked at me with a sort of wicked grin tinged with some awkwardness. The expression on her face reminded me, to a lesser degree, of the look she had when she had confessed to staring at me from across the bar.

		"WHAT?" I practically screamed.

		"Well, I umm, I am not sure if you are ready for this just yet, I don't want to freak you out.." she stammered.

		"Give me a break" I replied, "We just met four hours ago, and we have already discussed how we are going to fuck, each other's brains out. What about me is it that makes you think I am going to freak out?"

		"Okay, okay, but please don't be weirded out by what I am about to tell you. Promise me that if you're uncomfortable with what I tell you, that we can just forget it and go back to your place." She said pleadingly.

		Now I was really intrigued, what on earth was she about to tell me that had her this cautious.

		"I PROMISE" I said quickly, my curiosity about to overwhelm me. "NOW tell me what is going on."

		She stared at me for a few more moments but could see I was not going to let her go on much longer without telling me, so she plunged ahead and rapidly explained to me that her and her roommate weren't dating, but sometimes had sex, and occasionally shared partners.

		I stared at her blankly as I digested what she told me. I was not freaked out by it at all, maybe even a bit turned on by it, but at that moment, I wanted Miranda so badly that I really didn't want someone else there to share her with.

		Again, she had misread my silence and was instantly ashamed.

		"O Gosh, I am so sorry" she said, "Can we please just go to your place?"

		"Oh no, don't worry, I don't have any problem with what you just said, but I am so attracted to you right now, I just don't know about sharing you with your roommate."

		To emphasize my point, I grabbed her by the back of her head and pulled her into me, kissing her desperately. Our tongues mashed together powerfully as we were both overcome by attraction and could not get enough of each other. Maniacally we pawed at each other's bodies and grinded intensely.

		I was aroused to an exaggerated point that I usually don't reach until after plenty of foreplay. The hair at the back her head down low by her neck was cut very short and I had been running my fingers through it roughly. Then I closed my grasp on her hair and pulled her head back and down, so our bodies were still tightly entwined but her head was pulled back hard, so she was looking up at the sky.

		I put my mouth up to her ear and whispered hoarsely. "If we don't get to your apartment soon I am going fuck you right here on the sidewalk."

		"Hmmmm" was her only response.

		"I can tell you wouldn't mind that" I said, "But we would probably get arrested, so let's get going"

		With that I released her head and gave her a gentle shrug in the direction we had been walking. She slid her hand into mine and we walked closely.

		"That was really nice" She said, "We are going to have a gooooood time tonight"

		I was silent for a moment, then I looked into her eyes and said, "You like being taken, being subservient, don't you?"

		An adorable smile lit up her face and she kind of tilted her head like a young girl getting caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "A little..." she said coyly.

		My mind filled with pleasant thoughts and I could not remember a time in my life where I had been that excited without even getting my clothes off yet. I wanted to ravish this cutie right there on the street. We walked in silence a few more buildings, just rubbing our fingers along each other's hands.

		When we came to her apartment building as we walked up the steps a thought occurred to me, "What about your roommate's date? Will they still be up?"

		"No, she doesn't like that girl too much; I would imagine she left hours ago."

		We stopped at the top step and turned to face each other as Miranda dug through her bag for her keys. I ran my fingers through her hair some more and gently tugged on the back again.

		Very quietly I whispered, "I hope you like this, because.. you know, I am going to be using your hair as a handle for your head a lot tonight."

		And with that I gently nibbled on her ear.

		"PLEASE STOP" She whined. "If you get me any wetter before we get home I am going to eat you out on the walk up the stairs."

		"That is not a good way to get me to stop" I joked as she found her keys and hurriedly pulled away from me to unlock the door and we practically ran up the three flights to her apartment.

		The whole trip up the stairs I silently marveled to myself how crazy this was. Hands down the craziest thing I had ever done. I have always loved talking dirty and getting a little wild during sex. But I had never done it with someone I just met four hours ago. Usually talking dirty, and for that matter, sleeping with someone took a little while.

		Perhaps this had something to do with why I was so excited.

		Miranda unlocked the door to her apartment and held it open for me to walk in first, which I did. It was, as I was learning, a typical down town Cincinnati apartment. A small living room with an adjoined kitchen and two doors leading off the back of the living room and one door to the right through the kitchen.

		I assumed that two doors were for bedrooms and one was for the bathroom. A lamp and the television were on, and when I looked to the left on the couch I caught a glimpse of her roommate snuggled up in a big comforter watching the television. I couldn't see her body, but her face was absolutely stunning. A real beauty, and I don't go overboard on my descriptions, this had to be one of the most beautiful women I had ever laid eyes on.

		We made eye contact and she smiled a big smile and said, "Well Hello... Who do we have here?"

		Grinning a big friendly smile, the whole time. I instantly liked her, she was obviously nice, and I could already tell she was kind of funny. Miranda pushed in from behind me as I had stopped like a deer in the headlights when I saw her roommate on the couch. As she squeezed by me into the living room she introduced us,

		"Charlotte, I would like you to meet my newest friend Carrie. And Carrie, this is my roommate who I told you about, Charlotte."

		Charlotte then pushed aside her comfy looking blanket and stood from the couch and walked the short distance to me with her hand outstretched. It was then that I got a look at her body. She was very tall, probably 5'11" and extremely fit. From the tone of her legs I guessed her to be a runner.

		She was wearing a pair of ordinary panties, which I got a look at as she swung her legs over to get off the couch, and a t shirt that came down just below the panties. The t-shirt was extremely flimsy, and I could see she was not wearing a bra. Her breasts were tiny, almost nonexistent so she probably didn't need to wear a bra except to cover up her nipples which were poking quite obviously through the shirt.

		Between her exceptional body, beautiful face and long blonde hair she very easily could have been a famous model.

		"Very nice to meet you Carrie" She said as she vigorously shook my hand.

		"Nice to meet you as well" I replied.

		"Soooo," she started, with an inquisitive look towards Miranda "How do you know Carrie?"

		It was obvious Charlotte didn't want to say anything too forward in case the situation was not exactly as it appeared. Perhaps we had just hit it off at the bar and come back for a nightcap or to watch a movie. But the look she got back from Miranda must have told her all she needed to know, because she then looked me over up and down and turned back to Miranda and said, "Very nice Beverly."

		There was a short awkward silence as the three of us stood there in the living room, the two of them looking at me and me looking back and forth between them. All three of us seemed to be wondering what to do next.

		Charlotte broke the silence, "You two want a drink? Are you going to watch some TV? I am not watching anything in particular you can put on whatever you like."

		Miranda responded "No, I think we are going to get to bed, it is getting late. We will see you in the morning, perhaps do some breakfast."

		"Breakfast... Yeah that sounds good" Said Charlotte.

		The way she said it I couldn't help but think that these two might have more meaning to that seemingly benign sentence, but after seeing Charlotte I was convinced there was nothing these two could do to me that I would mind.

		Miranda pushed by me towards the door off the kitchen and said, "This is my room over here Carrie."

		I looked to Charlotte before turning for the room and said, "Very nice meeting you Charlotte, I look forward to seeing you for breakfast" and I gave her a smile which I hoped didn't look to goofy in my inebriated state.

		She returned the smile and said goodnight. Miranda was opening her bedroom door and I was just a step behind her when I heard Charlotte call my name. I turned and looked at her and once again, totally awestruck by her beauty.

		She held my gaze with her eyes and slowly and very sensuously asked, "Ummm, what exactly are you planning on doing to my roommate in there?"

		I was paralyzed from the neck up, another wave of excitement rolled over me and again I gushed into my panties. Here I was staring at this beautiful woman and she was asking me about what I was going to do to her adorable roommate that I just couldn't wait to fuck. Damn it was hot, I stood there speechless like a dumbstruck teenager.

		Then I felt Miranda 's face next to mine as she had sidled up behind me, grabbed me by the hips, and now spoke to her roommate over my shoulder.

		I could feel her sizable breasts against my back as she said to Charlotte, "Whatever she pleases Charlotte"

		To emphasize her point she ran her hands under my shirt along my belly and her fingertips were just under the belt of my pants.

		Charlotte broke off her gaze from me and looked her roommate in the eye, "I didn't ask you Miranda , I asked your new friend Carrie... Now tell me Carrie, what are you going to do in there to my roommate?"

		My extreme level of excitement emboldened me, and I lost all reservations and restraint, "Well, as I have already told her, I am going to fuck her senseless wherever I want, but what I haven't told her is that it will be rough and I intend to dominate her, make her a slave to my pussy for the next several hours."

		Charlotte immediately looked back to me and a huge smile lit up her face, clearly she hadn't expected that response. I was growing fonder of her by the minute. Miranda let out a little squeal of pleasure from behind me and pushed her right hand further down my pants and her left hand up cupping my breasts. She started sucking on my neck and I involuntarily moaned and pushed my head back, so I was looking up at the ceiling. Her lips felt so good on my neck. I was somewhat aware that her right hand was now under my panties and cupping my entire crotch.

		"HOLY SHIT!" She said in surprise, "Carrie you weren't kidding, Char, you wouldn't believe how wet she is right now"

		That was it, I had had enough, I couldn't take anymore I was just too damn excited.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		"FUCK IT" I started "Miranda , I am going to take you right out here in the living room so Charlotte can watch and see how this is done."

		Without waiting for any response, I spun on Miranda , and pulled her shirt up over her head then practically ripped her bra off. Again, we were attacking each other's faces. My left hand took up its familiar spot holding her head, pulling her hair while simultaneously pulling her face into mine even harder. My right hand slid down over her shoulder and I gently started rubbing her bare nipple with the palm of my hand.

		It was a stark contrast to the ferocity with which we were attacking each other's faces, our tongues mashing together as if in battle. I was just gently, barely touching her nipple with the palm of my hand. I could feel it hardening. We kissed for several minutes, alternating sucking on tongues, lips, cheeks and ears, when from behind I felt my shirt getting lifted over my head. It was Charlotte. After she pulled my shirt and bra off I turned to the living room to see that Charlotte had set up a couple blankets and comforters on the floor with pillows all over them.

		She saw me looking at it and said, "I set up a little stage for you two to perform on while I watch from the couch. I can already tell it is going to be one HECK of a show."

		"Why thank you" I responded then took Miranda by the hand and lead her over there. We were naked from the waist up. I laid Miranda down in the center of the blanket and from the corner of my eye I could see Charlotte taking a seat on the couch to our left. As I stood over Miranda I slowly wiggled my hips from my jeans and as sensuously as possible slid them down to my ankles exposing my nudity to her from above. I stepped out of the jeans and kneeled over her legs, lifted her hips from the floor and slid off her pants and panties in one shot.

		I admired her body as she lay beneath me on the floor, me straddling her, on my knees. Her tits were glorious, large and round with large nipples. Her mid-section, while a little bit large, was firm and the skin smooth. Her pussy had a wild crop of long light brown hair. I had never seen so much hair, she trimmed up from her thighs but from her pussy up it looked totally untrimmed, and I couldn't believe how long it was.

		She saw me admiring her body and asked, "You like what you see?"

		"Very much so" I responded, "Good enough to eat"

		"Well why don't you get to work then" She said with a smile.

		I gladly obliged. I leaned forward over her and kissed her softly on the lips while gently pushing against as much of her body as possible with my own. Our pussies met and I could feel her mound pushing into me, fuck it was nice. After a couple minutes of kissing I started on my journey to cover her entire body with my tongue. I slowly and tantalizingly kissed and licked her from her shoulders down to her ankles. Just slightly grazing her pussy as I passed by.

		She was soaked, she pushed her hips up to meet my face as I was moving by that area, clearly wanting me to eat her to orgasm, but not yet, I wanted to tease her. Make sure she was as ready as ever to cum when I finally let her. After covering her ankles, calves and feet in wet kisses I slowly worked my way up the insides of her legs to that wonderfully wet and hairy pussy.

		As I got close I asked her, "You ready for me to eat you yet?"

		My hands were massaging her thighs, very close to her crotch.

		"FUCK YES" she begged in response, "Please make me cum right now, I am so ready!"

		I thought about it for a moment, "Hmmm, not just yet, you need to learn patience my little slave"

		I rose up from laying over her and straddled her hips again, sitting on her pelvis. I could feel her pushing up against me trying to release some of her pent up excitement. I used my hands to push down on her hips so she couldn't get any real pressure against my own pussy, which was screaming loudly for me to let her grind me. But I used my will power. So long as I was torturing her, I could withstand the torture myself.

		I looked over to the couch and saw that Charlotte had removed her panties and was rubbing her clit with the fingers of both hands. She saw me look at her and she seductively licked her lips. I couldn't believe this. How the hell had this happened, here I was, a depraved slut in the apartment of two apparent sex maniacs in New York City.

		If someone had told me about this three weeks prior I would have laughed in their faces. Instead, there I was, as excited as I had ever been in my life, extremely thankful I had decided to go out to the bar that night. I stood up over my writhing sex slave and informed her that if she wanted to cum she would need to do a few things first.

		"Anything" she begged and moved her hands to her pussy.

		"Uhhh Uhh, no you don't" I told her, and moved her hands to her sides with my feet as I stood over her.

		I walked over to her head and turned so I was facing down her body, then I kneeled down, slowly lowering my pussy towards her mouth. As I got down to my knees, her face was still about six inches away; she tried to lift her head to get her mouth up around my pussy. I pushed her down by her chest.

		"You need to ask permission to eat my pussy, I want you to convince me you really want it."

		"Please, please, please let me eat you out" She responded almost immediately.

		I grabbed a pillow that was lying beside her and jammed it under her head. "That's more like it. Yes, you may eat my pussy now" I told her.

		I wasn't even finished saying that yet when I felt her mouth attack me from below, she used her hands on my ass to pull her face into me and instantly, hungrily attacked my pussy. Lightning bolts shot through me and I could tell my plans to drag this on were going right out the window. I was going to come within seconds. She felt so good on my pussy, I immediately started to grind back down against her mouth, her tongue and chin pushing against my clit and her nose practically penetrating my asshole.

		Pleasure racked my whole body. I was going to cum now. NO, I needed to drag this out, this first orgasm, I wanted to savor it. I lifted myself a bit higher, releasing some of the pressure of her face against me. She was just reaching for me with her tongue now, trying to pull her face into me with her hands around my hips and clenching my ass. But I used my hands, which were twisting her nipples at this point to push her back down, so she could just reach me with the tip of her tongue.

		"You're so wet, you taste so good" came her muffled voice from below me, "Let me eat you please"

		"No" I said, "I want you to suck my asshole, fuck it with your tongue... Then maybe I will let you eat my pussy"

		She immediately tilted her head back, so her tongue was on my brown button and I lowered my hips again to allow her plenty of access. I was practically pushing her head back into the pillow. It was pure pleasure; she was ravaging my asshole with her tongue and I couldn't get enough. God she was hot. As she drove her tongue inside my anus I renewed my efforts on her nipples, twisting and teasing them until they felt like nubs of chalk in my hand, as hard as any nipples I ever felt.

		She was driving me crazy, I couldn't take it anymore, I needed to fuck her face. I dove forward on her body, angling my asshole into the air and bringing my pussy right over her mouth. I immediately started grinding it into her mouth and she hungrily fucked my pussy with her tongue, grinding her chin into my clit as hard as I was pushing down on her face.

		I was lying flat on top of her now. My face turned to the side resting on her hairy mound. It was tickling the side of my face. I couldn't get a good angle on her pussy with my mouth, I would've had to stop fucking her face the way I was, so I reached up with my right hand and hooked two fingers inside of her soaking pussy. I pushed roughly down on her clit with the base of my fingers and part of my hand. With my two fingers that were curled inside of her, I shoved them in and out of her savagely, all the while grinding her clit with all of my strength.

		I felt her screaming into my cunt. I had her head squeezed tightly between my thighs, I was now grinding her face, my orgasm was building deep inside of me, I was beyond control now. I was going to cum, and I was going to cum HARD! I squeezed her head harder, I was rocking back and forth now on her face, grinding any part of it I could, mouth, chin, nose, it didn't matter, all that mattered was this monster orgasm that was about to explode from deep within me.

		She too was crazed; I could feel her tongue and face pushing back at me with as much energy as I was grinding into her face. Her hips were grinding in response to my forceful grip on her. I heard screaming. Holy shit it was me. The most powerful orgasm I ever had took hold of me and put me in a trance, a trance of pleasure that didn't seem like it would end. I couldn't feel my legs, I didn't know if I was squeezing Miranda to death or what, I was lost in a massive wave of pleasure that knocked me out. Everything faded to black.

		When I came to my head was on a pillow, Miranda and I were lying next to each other on the blanket, and she and Charlotte were talking. Talking about what we were going to do next. It was positively nasty, believe you me.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		"Hmmm, sleeping beauty awakes." came Charlotte' soft voice from the couch.

		I looked over to her. She was sprawled on the couch, her legs spread and her thighs damp. It sure looked like she enjoyed the show.

		I turned my head and looked to the sweet face of Miranda lying beside me. Our noses were just inches apart, I could smell myself on her face. Her eyes were deep and inviting, she looked perfect at this moment. I reached my arm around to the back of her head and pulled her face into mine, we kissed for a couple of minutes, slow, nice, kisses with lots of licking and lip sucking.

		Finally, between kisses she murmured, "That was so nice."

		"You fucked the hell out of my face and made me cum so HARD"

		She emphasized the word HARD by biting gently and my lip and pulling it.

		She was turning me on again, excitement started to warm my entire body.

		From behind me I heard Charlotte chime in her agreement.

		"Yes Carrie, that was really HOT! You were filled with such pure sexual energy. I don't think I have ever seen anything like it. That was just pure erotic pleasure you unleashed on my little Beverly

		"Thanks Charlotte" I replied, feeling confident and self-congratulatory,

		"I told you I would show you how this was done" I said with a teasing laugh.

		While Charlotte and I were talking, Miranda had rolled over on top of me and was nuzzling my neck.

		She took a break for a second to say. "Hmmm, sounds like I hear a challenge", then she chuckled a softly, it faded into my neck as she resumed licking and sucking it, from the bottoms of my earlobes down to the tops of my breasts.

		I lifted my hands to her head and cupped it like a basketball as I ran my fingers through her soft hair. Her hair was damp in some places from my earlier assault on her head, and I curled those damp bits with my fingers when I came across them.

		From the couch, Charlotte stood,

		"Is that right Carrie? Are you challenging me?" A wicked grin spreading from her lips as she said this. I once again got lost in her beauty and my excitement level bumped up another noticeable notch.

		"Mayyybeee" was my response.

		Charlotte, now standing, walked around the coffee table and stood by our feet, her legs spread a bit and her hands went to her hips. She was talking. I literally couldn't hear a word she was saying. I was marveling at the sight before me. She was just unreal. A rock hard, tall lithe figure with perfect legs that came together at her perfectly manicured pussy. I could just barely make out the muscles of a six pack on her firm stomach and that long blonde flowing hair framing a PERFECT face. She was stunning. I awoke from my reverie in time to hear her say,

		"I will be right back to show YOU how this is done."

		I slid my hands down from the top of Miranda 's head to her ears and lifted her face from my left nipple, so she was facing me.

		"I didn't hear a word she said," I told her, "where is she going?"

		Miranda giggled, "That happens to me sometimes too, she is a ravishing beauty isn't she?"

		I nodded my head in agreement and pulled Miranda 's face in to mine and we kissed again.

		She broke apart our kiss and pulled her face back just an inch or so, we were staring into each other's eyes from a very close distance, our bodies lined up against each other perfectly, nipple to nipple, and her hairy bush tickling my own.

		"She said she accepts your challenge and is going to show you how she fucks me, so YOU can see how it is done properly."

		I don't know if it was her lying on top of me, or what she just said, maybe a combination of the two, but my pussy was leaking again. I pulled her into me again for another, more passionate kiss.

		"You see, I have been living with Miranda for a couple of years. I know how to push her buttons." Came Charlotte' voice from by our feet.

		I stopped kissing Miranda and looked over her shoulder to see Charlotte standing by our feet with a shoe box. Miranda had immediately started gnawing on my neck again, this time using her teeth a little more. It felt nice.

		"Would you like me to sit on the couch while you show me how to fuck your roommate?" I said teasingly.

		"OH NO, you stay right where you are, I want you to have a front row seat to this show. If we were at sea world you would be in the blue seats if you know what I mean"

		She said with another stunningly wicked grin as she kneeled between our legs, spreading all four of them a bit wider as she did. She then placed the shoe box on the coffee table, but from my angle I still couldn't see what was in it.

		Miranda went to work harder on my neck and shoulder and started to grind into me with her crotch. Between her body feeling so good against me and this conversation with Charlotte, I was really getting turned on. REALLY getting turned on.

		"Well let's see what you have got then Charlotte, play this little minx for all she is worth." I said with a smile.

		Miranda groaned into my shoulder, she loved this. Charlotte just said "My pleasure." as she reached into the shoe box and pulled out a rubbery object I had never seen before.

		It had a rounded pointy end that expanded as it went down to be about 2 inches in diameter, then rapidly closed in again to about a half inch for a section before it had what looked like just a round flat dish at the end of it that you could stand it on. I later found out it was called a butt plug, but when I first laid eyes on it I had no idea what it was or what it was supposed to be used for.

		Charlotte put the object somewhere on the ground between our legs and looked me in the eye and said, "I am going to get right to business here."

		With that she pulled apart Miranda 's lovely ass cheeks and buried her face right in there. I put my head back on the pillow and couldn't see what Charlotte was doing to Miranda , but from Miranda 's animated reactions and intensified grindings, I had a feeling Charlotte was giving her rear end a good tonguing.

		Miranda was sucking on my ear at this point, so again I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face into mine for some more kissing. I could tell she was really excited, aside from grinding her pussy very hard into my own. She was aggressively attacking my mouth with her tongue, fucking it much like she had been doing to my pussy just a short while earlier. Her own hands left my tits and found the sides of my head. We were both pulling each other's faces into each other and the passion and pressure of our kissing was getting heated. Again, I found myself soaking with excitement and inwardly marveled at my good fortune.

		Charlotte' voice pulled me from my thoughts and Miranda 's kisses slid down my chin back to my neck.

		"You want the play by play Carrie?"

		"Please Charlotte; tell me everything you do to our little Miranda my in great detail"

		Miranda groaned into my neck, she really enjoyed this.

		Charlotte crawled up over our bodies, and looked at me from above Miranda ,

		"I just lubricated this slut's ass with a good sucking, now why don't you lubricate this?" she said as she lifted the butt plug into my view.

		"Gladly." I just barely finished saying that when Charlotte somewhat forcibly pushed it into my mouth. Hard enough to push my head back onto the pillow. The latex object tasted a bit like hospital gloves, but this was turning me on even more.

		Charlotte slowly worked it around my mouth until it was soaked with my saliva and started her trip back down between our legs.

		I slid my arms down Miranda 's back and pulled her ass cheeks apart.

		"You going to put that here?" I asked Charlotte with a grin of my own.

		"You know it" was her reply.

		I felt Miranda 's body tense a bit. I struggled to look over her shoulder and down her back to see the action.

		Charlotte just had the tip against Miranda 's anus and was barely applying any pressure. She was spinning it and slowly applying more pressure in smooth very small strokes. The tip of it was now starting to pull apart Miranda 's asshole a little bit more.

		Miranda 's body was tensing more, and she was definitely getting excited, grinding into me harder as her roommate worked that plastic thing into her rear. I was a puddle, so excited now I could feel the beginning of another orgasm building in me. My nipples were rock hard and constantly getting rubbed by Miranda 's as she ground her whole body into me. I started to worry that I might be cumming way to soon.

		I glanced down her back again and was surprised to see the plug nearly all the way up to it widest part. Charlotte was looking down, concentrating on her work, but that sight will forever be burned into my memory, this gorgeous woman driving that dildo into Miranda 's ass as she lay atop me.

		With one last stroke out then in the butt plug slid beyond the widest part and it was consumed by Miranda 's ass with a plop. Miranda went wild; she practically screamed into my neck and then started attacking my face again with her tongue, almost clawing at the sides of my head with her hands. I slid my own hands back up from her ass to her nipples, reached between us and gave them a really good squeeze. This drove her into more of a frenzy and the two of us continued our attack of each other.

		From below I could hear Charlotte's voice, self-congratulatory, saying

		"Miranda really loves that thing in her ass. Now I am going to show you how crazy she goes when I hit her G-spot."

		With Miranda and I doing our best to eat each other's faces, I could not see what Charlotte was doing down there between our legs, but I felt her reposition herself and I could tell she was doing something to Miranda 's pussy. Not just because I felt her fingers moving around on that pussy that was getting ground into my own so desperately, but because Miranda went even wilder, like an animal she grinding into my body and I could feel her clit now, as hard a little rock caught between us.

		I was not going to last long. I would be cumming momentarily.

		Miranda reached her arms under my shoulders and pulled herself into me with all of her might, her face slid along my own until her face was buried in the pillow I was laying on. She was moaning now, consistently growing, building, and nearly screaming into the pillow. Whatever Charlotte was doing, it was working.

		I looked down to her. She was on all fours between our legs, one hand reaching up into Miranda 's pussy. All I could see was the top of her head, her hair hanging down over Miranda 's ass.

		She looked up and saw me eyeing her, our eyes met, and a smile came over the two of us. We were both in heaven having our way with Miranda .

		"I am rubbing her G-spot with my two fingers" She told me.

		"This might be a record. The quickest I have ever gotten her to cum this way was ten minutes. But I can feel her now, she is ready to blow, and it hasn't even been two minutes yet." She said incredulously.

		Miranda was hearing none of this, she was rocking now, back and forth to the beat of Charlotte' ministrations and moaning, almost babbling into the pillow beside my head.

		Charlotte was right, Miranda was cumming, every muscle in her body was tensing, she was as hard as stone and then the spasms came, rough earthquake like tremors that shook her entire body.

		It was then that I felt it, it felt like she was peeing on me, warm fluid pouring over my crotch. I looked down to Charlotte and she was positioning her face right up to Miranda 's crotch, showering in the spray that was coming out in spasmodic spurts, soaking that beautiful face. I had heard about women that squirt when they cum, but I had never seen it. Now it was too much. Already Miranda 's rock hard clit was driving me crazy as it pounded me with each of her convulsions, but this was too much, my orgasm grabbed hold of me, lightning bolts filled my body, my head jerked back into the pillow and again I heard my screams from miles away.

		Coming to, I felt Miranda 's lifeless body atop me. Every cell of her body drained of energy. My entire body awash in a warm comforting energy radiating from my sated pussy. I turned my head to the side to see Charlotte sitting Indian style right next to me. She was staring at me, a small smile on her lips, her hair matted to the sides of her face as a result of her orgasmic shower.

		"That looked nice" she said.

		I just stared at her. Remarkably, I was not through. At that moment, I really wanted to fuck her. I told her so.

		"No" She said

		"I will definitely be FUCKING YOU."

		END
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