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Chapter 1

“I need some pussy.”

I could literally feel my mouth water at that outspoken declaration. I searched up and down the streets of a heavily populated area of my small town but could find no one. I was in desperate need. It had only been a few days since I’d tasted the delicious sweet nectar of some innocent and vulnerable young thing, but I was as desperate as a man that hadn’t nutted in a decade.

My usual young temptresses were all out of town on summer break, so I couldn’t call any of them up. I like them young. I’m young myself at 32 but if a girl is over 25, I don’t want her. Now don’t get me wrong. I like them legal at 18 or older but pussy is best when its from a young girl fresh on her way to college or in college.

And I like straight girls. No lesbians, butches, or femmes for me. The chase is not as fun. I’m like a dude in that aspect. I don’t want it if it’s easy. I like the thrill of the chase. I like to fight for what I want. If she’s easy after the initial chase, that’s fine. But I don’t want a chick that’ll give it up too easily.

And I like it if she’s a little apprehensive. I don’t like those bi-curious types. Or the type that likes you because they think you look and act like a boy, so they get the best of both worlds. I don’t need that kind of drama or aggravation. They get attached too quickly. I don’t mind her liking dick on the side, as long as she’s available to give the pussy to me when I want it. And I wanted pussy bad as fuck right now.

“Fuck, where is all the pussy at? Damn. I didn’t have this much trouble getting laid when I was in the service.”

Being a lesbian in the military had its challenges and trying to find women to sleep with without anyone finding out was even harder. I didn’t get as much as I would’ve liked but I had my fun, namely when I was docked somewhere.

“Wait a minute. Is that Neisha?”

Up ahead was a short, thick like a snicker young lady, with cascading black hair with blonde at the tips. She had an ass that could stop traffic and a walk on her that would make any man’s dick stand at attention. She was wearing a short skirt that showed off her toned legs and a tank top. I immediately recognized her without even having to see her face.

It was Neisha, the daughter of my next-door neighbor Gladys. Neisha had just recently graduated high-school and was taking a year off to work and save money before starting college. I hadn’t seen her in weeks. Her mom said she had taken a sabbatical in the Colorado mountains with her white boyfriend (it’s what she called him, not me).

Neisha and her mother hadn’t moved into our neighborhood until her senior year was almost over and she was eighteen at that time. I was attracted to her at first sight and wanted some of that young pussy like crazy. But I played my cards right and maintained my space. Her mother was super-protective of her daughter and very religious too, so I never had a chance to be around Neisha without her mother there, staring me down.

But that day was not today. Gladys was at the church volunteering for their food drive and I knew she wouldn’t be back for at least a few hours. The time to strike was now. I had to get that pussy. I didn’t care what I had to do. That pussy was going to be mine within the next hour.

“Heyyyyyyy Neisha, “I purred, pulling up beside her at the curb. “How you doing baby?”

Neisha stopped walking and peered into the car, smiling that gorgeous dimpled smile. “Hey Ms. Sullivan.”

“What I tell about you calling me that? Call me Tami.”

She blushed, and it was fucking adorable. “Okay. Tami.” She pushed a stray hair behind her ear and tilted her head at me. “How are you?”

“I’m magnificent now that I’ve seen you. How have you been? How was your trip?”

“It was nice. I had fun. It was cold for summer and there were a lot of white people there, but I had fun.”

She girlishly laughed, and I giggled along with her. “Well, that’s nice. So, where you headed?”

“Just going home. There were a few items I needed to get from the store.” She held up the bag she was holding.

I squeezed my thighs together as I eyed the sweat sliding down her chest between her breasts. I wanted to lick and spit it all over those humongous tits. “Well, I’m heading home myself. You want a ride?”

“If it’s not too much trouble.”

“Oh, of course not.” I moved a few items from my front seat into the back. “Come on. I’ll take you.”

Neisha opened the door and climbed inside, granting me a titillating view of her muscular calves. How sexy they would look thrown around my neck.

“Thank you Ms. Sull- I mean, Tami.” She smiled sweetly.

I wanted to fuck her so bad. “No problem baby. It’s hot as a bitch out here and these niggas are as thirsty as a wolf in a chicken shed. I’m keeping you safe as well.”

She rolled her eyes gratefully. “Thank you. I didn’t think I’d make it back. They were all over me on the way there.”

“Well, you’re a beautiful girl and you can’t help it. But men don’t know how to appreciate a beautiful woman correctly. You’ll never have that problem with women like me. You know, gay women. We know how to act like a lady, while liking pussy at the same time.”

She gave me an uneasy smile but didn’t say anything, just looked out the window. Had I played my cards too soon?

“So,” I began, changing the subject. “How’s your boyfriend? He come back with you?”

She shook her head. “No. He stayed behind. His family is from there and he wanted to spend more time with them.”

I nodded, thanking the heavens. “Oh. That’s too bad.”

She indifferently shrugged. “Not really. I needed the break. He’s way too serious for me and I don’t want that right now.”

My eyebrows mischievously rose at that. “Oh yeah?”

“I just want to have fun. You know, see other people?” She gave me a sidelong glance.

“I understand that. You’re young; you have plenty of time to settle down. Enjoy yourself.”

We were nearing our block and I needed to move fast.

“So,” I casually began, “what are you doing the rest of the day?”

“Probably just watching Netflix. There’s a new series I wanted to check out.”

“Which one?”

“Caught.”

I searched my mind. It sounded familiar. “What’s that about?”

“A girl caught in between two lovers.” She glanced at me again. “A guy and a girl.”

Ding! “Oh really?” I briefly looked over at her. “You’re interested in storylines like that?”

She shrugged again. “I don’t know. I heard it has a shitload of sex in it.”

She laughed that beautiful laugh again and I squirmed, eager to pounce. “Well, that’s always good.”

“Ms. Sullivan. I mean, Tami.”

“Yeah?”

“How long have you liked… girls?”

I hesitated. I didn’t know how to answer that. I signaled and turned on our street. “Well, I’ve known I liked girls since I was ten.”

“That early?”

“Yeah. I’ve always known really.”

“Oh.” She paused and nervously looked at me. “You seeing anyone now?”

What was she getting at? “No. No one seriously.”

“Mind if I ask you a question?”

I pulled in front of her house and shut off my engine, looking at her. “What’s up?”

“Did you fuck Natalie?”

“Who?”

“Natalie. The girl that stays across the street with her brother.”

I racked my brain trying to remember who the fuck Natalie was. Being honest, I didn’t know my neighbors that much and I had been in my neighborhood for five years. Then it hit me. 21. Dark-skinned. Aspiring model with small, perky tits and a full, round bootie. Oh yeah. I’d hit that several times.

I played it cool and threw my arm over the back of her seat. My eyes probed hers. “Why you ask?”

She bit that suckable bottom lip. “Just curious.”

“Why are you curious?”

“She told me you did.”

“She did?”

She nodded.

“You guys are friends?”

She shook her head. “Not really. She used to date my brother. She fucked you while she was dating him. Least, that’s what she told me. She felt guilty, so she broke up with him.”

“Does your brother know?”

She lightly cackled. “You’re still breathing, aren’t you?”

I had seen her brother. He could pulverize me with one hit. “Why did she tell you?”

“I asked her why they broke up. He was hurt about it and I felt bad. I wanted to know.”

“What did she tell you about it?”

She licked her top lick with subtlety. “She said she liked it.”

“I got the feeling that she did,” I cockily replied, feeling like a stud.

She softly looked at me. The expression in her eyes was almost wistful. Innocent. “Do you like her?”

“Why?”

She half-shrugged. “Just curious.”

“You’re curious a lot, aren’t you?”

She squirmed uncomfortably and lifted her bag off the floor. “Well, I better get inside. I told Mom I’d start dinner.”

She moved to get out the car and I put my hand on her bare shoulder. I resisted the urge to squeeze it. “Hey.”

She looked back at me and nervously swallowed. She was turned on. I could see it. Fuck, how should I play this?

“I’d like to watch that series too,” I said. “Why don’t you come over and watch it with me?”

“It’s like ten episodes. My mom will be back by then and I promised I’d have dinner ready.”

“Well, we can just watch the first two or something. I can make you a snack.” Or make you my snack. “That is, if you want to. No pressure.”

She looked at me for a moment; then easily smiled. “Okay. Sure.”

I couldn’t get out of my car fast enough. We both closed our doors and headed next door to my place. I took the stairs two at a time, resisting the urge to look back at her walk. I wanted to watch that ass again. That ass was juicy and shook just enough to look obscene. And that skirt was riding her ass like a jockey.

I put the key in the front door and stepped inside my cool, small ranch-style home. Neisha entered and looked around, taking in my simple furniture. “Nice,” she said.

“It’ll do,” I said, taking her bag and sitting it on the dining-table. I gestured towards the living-room. “We can watch it in here.”

I walked to the TV and turned it on with the remote. Neisha cautiously entered the room and walked to the couch, sitting down. Her legs were open, showing off her purple silk panties. The skirt was that short. I don’t think she exposed herself on purpose. She was completely oblivious, even at the thought of being alone with a lesbian fourteen years older than her, who had bedded more women than her age number. I was working on her being amongst many. But I was going to play it cool, as I’d been doing all along.

I put the title of the show in the Netflix search engine then went and sat beside her on the couch when it came up. “You want a drink or anything before we start it? You want that snack?”

We weren’t sitting super close together but close enough. I could feel her body heat and she smelled so fucking appetizing. It was a light and sweet smell.

She still wouldn’t look at me. Maybe she didn’t trust herself. “No. I’m fine. No, you know what?” She finally looked at me. “Do you have any wine?”

I frowned. “Wine? Aren’t you under age?”

She made a face and grinned. “Get serious Ms. Sullivan.”

One more Ms. Sullivan crack from her and I was going to put her over my knee and spank her. And bite her ass on top of her panties. And lick her ass. And lick her panties.

“I don’t want to contribute any influence,” I carefully replied.

She looked at me so sweet. “You’re not influencing me. I like to drink. It loosens me up.”

This time I swallowed. Hard. Was she coming on to me? If so, that wasn’t going to work. I had to seduce her, or this wasn’t going to be fun at all. I needed to be in control. That was the only way I could enjoy it.

“I don’t think your sanctimonious mother would appreciate that,” I snidely rebuffed.

“My mother may be sanctimonious but I’m not. First of all, she hasn’t fucked anyone since my dad left her three years ago and I love fucking. And I’m grown. I may not be legal, but I’m grown.”

If I had a dick it would’ve been hard as nails. “I’m not going to let you get drunk.”

“Ms. Sullivan, wine don’t make you drunk. I might get buzzed but that’s it.”

I thought it over for two seconds. This pretty hot thing was going to get buzzed and loosen up? Shee-it. I was in! “Alright. You like Sangria?”

She wrinkled her cute pert nose. “Love it.”

I tried not to stare down at those open legs. “I’ll be right back. You can go ahead and start the show.”


Chapter 2

I got the wine, poured it in two glasses and promptly came back. The opening credits were over, and the first scene was playing. The lead character, whom I assumed to be the girl in the middle, was talking to the camera. I paid mild attention to it as I sipped my wine and watched Neisha out the corner of my eye.

Fuck, she was beautiful. And so unaware of it too. That’s what made her more attractive, in my opinion. We watched the first episode in comfortable silence. I was disappointed there was no sex. Just a bunch of mindless angst between all three characters and too much damn cursing and arguing. When the second episode started, we were on our second glass and Neisha had slipped off her shoes, tucking her legs beneath her heavy bottom.

Somehow or another, she had gotten closer to me. Close enough for me to hear her breathing. I kept glancing down at her generous helping of tits. Fuck, I wanted to maul them and suck them so bad. I wondered if she had extra sensitive nipples.

More angst and cursing through most of the second episode. Then…

“Tami.”

The way she said my name made me almost nut on myself.

I looked over at her and was surprised to see her looking at me. “What’s up?” I softly asked.

“Did you like it?”

I pinched my eyebrows together and turned directly to her. “Did I like what?”

She waited a beat before answering. She put her hand against her face and rubbed her nose. “Fucking Natalie.”

I blinked. Okay. This girl was throwing me off my game. I needed to pull it together. I cleared my throat and licked my lips. “Why do you keep talking about Natalie?”

“I’m just curious.”

“Is the show making you curious?”

“I haven’t really been paying that much attention to it really. Too many questions.”

“About me?”

She nodded.

“Why?”

She crookedly smiled, and I wanted to kiss her so bad. I fought with everything in me not to pounce on her. “You’re interesting.”

“Why? Because I like girls?”

“Yes,” she unwillingly answered, squirming. “But also, because I’ve lived beside you for a year and in that year, I’ve seen so many girls coming and going from your place.”

“You’ve been watching me like that?” Now that was news.

“Yep. I counted them.”

I laughed. “Are you serious?”

“Yeah.”

“How many were there?”

“Thirty-five.”

I snidely looked at her. “Get the fuck out of here.”

She held up her fingers in a three and a five. “Three, five.”

I stopped and pointedly looked at her, suppressing a smile. “You think I’m a slut, huh?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No. Just a go-getter.”

I sucked my teeth. “That I am.”

“So, are you going to answer it?”

“Answer what? About Natalie?”

She nodded.

“Yeah,” I readily admitted. “I liked fucking her.”

“Why?”

“I like pussy.”

“I know that. But… what was it about her?”

“Besides her looks? She was open to experimenting.”

Her eyes bugged. “What do you mean?”

I was beginning to feel uneasy and that was new for me. “I don’t think I should be talking to you about this Neisha.”

Her hand touched mine and I stopped breathing. “Please,” she whispered. “Tell me.”

I was afraid if I moved she’d move her hand away. So I didn’t. “She let me tie her up.”

She visibly swallowed several times. “Wow.”

“And she could do a split. I like splits. I like athletic girls.”

She pursed her lips and moved away a little. But I kept talking. “And she was loud. Very loud. I like girls that aren’t afraid to make noise.”

She looked away from me to the television. “Oh.”

“And she liked it when I talked dirty to her and nothing was too dirty for her.”

“Okay.”

“You done with the questions?” I was back in charge and feeling confident again and I thrived off that.

“Yep,” she dryly confirmed.

She looked pissed and I didn’t know why.

We resumed watching the show in silence. Then it happened. Someone started fucking. And it wasn’t the guy and girl. It was the…

I could hear her breathing again. I could feel her body heat. Feel her squirming. Smell her excitement. Her legs had subtlety squeaked open again. She was turned on. Immensely. But not as turned on as I was seeing her reaction. She was curious. She wanted it. It was all over her face. The look on her face was one of pure, open lust.

“You like that?” I huskily asked her.

Her eyes were wide, and she was biting her bottom lip. She hesitantly nodded.

“What do you like about it?”

“I like… I like the way she’s kissing her. The way she’s… touching her…”

My hand sneaked to her warm and exposed knee. I could feel her tremble. I can’t put into words the feeling of power her vulnerability gave me.

“You like the way this feels?”

She made no move to move. She nodded again.

“Would you like for me to kiss you like that?”

She was quiet for so long it scared me. She furtively glanced at me; her eyes unsure. “I’m not gay. I don’t like girls.”

“No one is saying you do. But you’re… curious. Aren’t you?”

She looked so ashamed. Another nod.

“Well, there’s nothing wrong with being curious.”

“Mom says it’s a sin.”

“And? Your mom also says you shouldn’t drink but you’ve downed three glasses already.” Thank God for wine. It was working wonders on her resistance. The more I talked, the more she relaxed. Liquid courage. “I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do. I’ve been a perfect gentle-woman with you, haven’t I?”

She looked at me and sweetly smiled.

“Trust me, it hasn’t been easy. You’re very beautiful. And fucking sexy as hell.”

Her knees opened at my hand. “You think so?”

“Probably the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.”

Her knees opened some more. I slid my hand against the inside of her thigh. Damn I was good. I wanted to fuck her and eat her pussy so bad it made me crazy, but I took my time. I wanted this moment to last as long as possible. I had been waiting a full year for this moment.

She glanced over at me. She looked so frightened. I didn’t want her to be scared of me. Maybe she was afraid of what she was feeling.

“You think I’m prettier than Natalie?”

I frowned and pulled back slightly. Where the fuck had that come from? That’s the one thing I didn’t like about younger women. Their damn insecurities. I didn’t give a fuck about prettier than or thicker than or the freakiest. I was a hunter. I wanted what I wanted; I didn’t care about how they measured up to other women.

“Yes,” the lie easily slipped from my mouth. Well, it wasn’t necessarily a lie. She was badder than Natalie but who gave a fuck?

“My brother wants to kill you.” Another blunt comment that took me aback.

I leaned all the way away from her. “Kill me? Kill me for what?”

“Because you stole his girl.”

“I thought you said he didn’t know.”

“I lied.” She looked so angelic when she lied. This chick was dangerous. That just made me want it more. “I didn’t want to scare you.

I’d seen her brother before. He could be Mike Tyson’s body double. I had a reason to be afraid. “Should I be worried?”

She shook her head and gave me another dimpled smile. “He’s stationed overseas right now. Don’t know when he’ll be back.”

“With Trump in the White House you better hope he comes back the way he left.”

“Who you tellin’?”

“Well, I’d like to say I’m sorry for breaking up his happy home. But that would be a lie.” I eased closer to her. I could smell the sweetness of her pussy without even leaning down. The girl was more than turned on. “And I’d like to say I’m sorry for coming on to my neighbor’s daughter but that would be a lie too.”

She cocked her head. A lone strand of curly hair fell over her shoulder and I longed to pull it while I poked her with my strap-on from the back.

“Are you coming on to me?” she purred.

“Haven’t you been paying attention?”

She shrank back from me a little and moved to the far end of the couch. Her legs were still gaped open. “I’m not sure I should do this.”

I stroked my bottom lip, staring at her open legs. Damn, I wanted some pussy. “Do what?”

She looked at me wide-eyed, like she’d just been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “I think I should leave.” She moved to get up then stopped at the images on the television.

We both were momentarily distracted by the deep, sexy moans coming from the two female lovers on the show. One was sucking the other’s breasts open-mouthed while the other was moving her hand between the other’s legs. Damn. Television had come a long way since my days of being in the closet as a youth.

I looked over at Neisha and inwardly moaned at the excited curiosity on her face.

“You like what you see?”

She stiffly nodded.

“You don’t have to leave,” I softly cajoled, standing up to go to her. “You can stay. Like I said, I won’t do anything you don’t want to.”

“I-I’m… I’m just not sure that…”

“You want something else to drink?” I wasn’t trying to get her drunk; I swear I wasn’t. But she looked like she was ready to jump out of her skin.

She shook her head.

“I can turn the tv off if the show is making you uncomfortable.”

She shook her head again.

“Well, what can I do to make you feel better? Tell me what you want.” I wanted to reach out and harass those jumbo titties something awful. They were calling out to me; teasing me.

She looked down at the floor; then timidly peeked up at me. “What do you want to do?”

I swallowed hard. “Truth?”

She nodded.

I licked my lips and lifted my hand to caress her bare shoulder. She visibly shivered but kept looking at me. “I want you to sit on my face,” I huskily replied.

Her eyes widened again and she audibly gasped. Her nipples hardened and strained against her tank top. It was then that I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. Foul temptress. Now wonder her mother kept a tight rein on her ass.

I wasn’t going to be able to hold it together much longer.

“Have you sat on someone’s face before?” The question sounded absurd, even to me.

She shook her head no.

“Would you like to sit on my face?”

A long pause. Then, a whisper. “Yes.”

I wanted to jump up and down, shout, scream, and run around the room. YES! YES!

But I kept it cool.

I put my mouth close to her ear, expelling a long, hard breath. She shivered. She smelled delicious.

“I want you to fuck my face,” I growled.

She swallowed. Loud. “Okay.”

“Let’s go to my room.”

I took her hand and turned the television off with the remote. Staring into her eyes, I walked her down the long hallway to my room. I opened the door and walked directly to the bed, dropping her hand. She stood in the middle of the room, nervously looking around.

My bedroom was simple like me. A dresser. A television with stand. A chaise lounge. And a bed.

She rubbed her arms and bit her lip, avoiding my eyes.

“You nervous?”

She nodded.

“You have nothing to be nervous about. We’re going to have a great time. I assure you.”

She looked at me and shyly smiled.

I leaned my elbows back on the bed and crossed my ankles. “Take off your clothes.”

She was visibly panting. “Huh?”

“Take. Off. Your. Clothes.”

“Now?”

“We could wait if you want but I’d prefer you do it now.”

She cleared her throat and looked down at the floor. “Okay,” she shakily agreed.

I was surprised she was so timid since she’d been bold and bad as shit earlier. I guessed she was all talk until it was time to pay up. This was going to be good. My mouth was literally watering looking at her. I knew she tasted scrumptious. I couldn’t wait to find out.

I confined my horny ass to the bed and watched as she took off her high-heeled sandals, still looking at the floor. She put her hand to the button on her skirt and undid it, then slowly zipped it down. Hands at her waist, she pushed the skirt to the floor, revealing her pretty panties.

I licked my lips. Her pussy was fat and juicy looking. There was a big visible wet spot at the bottom of her panties. Oh yeah. She was ready. I bet I could slide three fingers inside of her with no problem.

Stealing a look at me, she lifted her halter up and over her head, revealing those high, heavy, humongous tits. I was instantly immobilized. They were as pretty as I imagined. She had big areolas and big, suckable nipples.  Sweet Jesus. I had died and gone to heaven. I could not move for minutes.

She stood there on display like a first-time stripper waiting on her first dollar. She kept looking at me and I kept looking at her. She was waiting on me. But for the first time in my life I felt stumped. We didn’t have long. Her mom would be back from church soon and looking for her. I wanted this moment to last. But I couldn’t wait to get a taste of her.

I cleared my throat and sat back up on the bed. “Come here,” I roughly demanded.

She willingly walked over to me and stood in front of me. Waiting. Eager.

I flexed my hands. They were itching with the urge to touch her. I wanted to pounce on her like a mountain lion, but I didn’t want to scare her off. If she was anyone else, she would be on all fours and getting fucked in the ass with a dildo right now. Maybe later. First thing’s first.

“Do you want me to touch you?” I murmured, looking into her eyes.

Her eyes widened with excitement. “Yes.”

Chapter 3

“How do you want me to touch you?”

I raised my hand to her side and gently stroked the soft skin. Her waist was so tiny and perfect. I loved it. “Soft?” I asked. I used my other hand to lightly graze her soaked panties. “Firm?

She moaned and closed her eyes.

I licked her flat stomach. She tasted so good I licked it again, closing my eyes. I stroked her fat pussy through her panties. “Both?”

“Yes, yes, yes. All that.”

I leaned my face to her pussy and deeply sniffed. Fuck, she smelled amazing. Her pussy was going to be so damn good. I knew it.

“You smell so fucking good,” I groaned.

She bumped against my face and pulled my dreads. “Please,” she gasped. “Please.”

“Patience, my sweet,” I said, patting her plump behind. “Patience.”

I sniffed her pussy again, gritting my teeth. I could see someone committing murder over this pussy. If it smelled delicious I knew it was going to taste just as good.

Leaning away from her, I looked up into her eyes and ran my fingers through her long hair, pulling it slightly. She was patiently looking down at me. Her eyes were heavy and dreamy at the same time. She was looking like at me like I held a case of a million dollars in my hands. She wanted what I was going to give her as bad as I wanted to give it to her.

I had to kiss her. I was craving her taste.

I pulled her head down to mine and touched my lips to hers. They were so soft. I flicked my tongue against her lips and she opened her mouth with a soft sigh. I growled and deepened the kiss, thrusting my tongue in and out her mouth. She tasted heavenly and deadly all at the same time. Now that I’d had a taste of her, I immediately felt a sense of possession I’d never felt with anyone else. I wanted to kill whoever came after me. Maybe if I played my cards right I’d never have to worry about anyone else.

Maybe.

We kissed for minutes as I ran my hands all over her youthful, tender and succulent body, focusing primarily on those ridiculously huge breasts. Time seemed to stand still. I could literally kiss her until my dying breath, but I needed to move on. Time was ticking away.

Tearing my lips from hers, I trailed a wet line down to those Playboy Bunny tits.

“Fuck, I love these tits,” I sighed, inhaling one and then the other with my mouth.

I went back and forth, stabbing her nipples with my tongue and sucking greedily over the tips of her breasts. Fuck, the noises she was making was so sexy. I was sure I would hear them in my dreams for decades. I had no problem pulling the shrillest of screams out of women; making love to the female form was one of my best talents. But coming from Neisha it was like winning the lottery.

Every dude in the neighborhood wanted her and few had succeeded. I felt ten feet tall that I was able to bag her with very little effort. I was indeed a very lucky stud.

Neisha tangled her fingers in my dreads and looked down at me in amazement while I sucked her tits. My fingers roamed until I got to the treasure between her legs and I eased her panties back, sliding my fingers in. She was slippery and wet. My eyes rolled to the back of my head and I deeply groaned as I began teasing her quivering flesh.

Fuck. Extra slippery when wet.

Her eyes widened, and her legs opened slightly to grant me better access. And I took it. I stuck two fingers inside of her and worked them, watching her reactions as I continued to French-kiss her breasts.

Her mouth was wide; her eyes were in the back of her head. She was rotating her hips in formation with my talented fingers. Every now and again she would let loose a helpless mewl and it nearly drove me insane. A person could become addicted to her moans of pleasure. I wanted to hear more.

Stopping abruptly, I stood up from the bed and yanked her around, bending her over the bed. That fat, juicy ass was right in my face.

“I want to eat your ass,” I said in a gruff voice that sounded unfamiliar, even to me.

If I fucked her to death I was going to plead insanity. This chick had me over the edge, and we’d barely gotten started.

I gripped her panties and pulled them down below her hips. She put her fists down on the mattress and looked over her shoulder at me, heat flooding her eyes with a desperation I hadn’t seen in a long while. 

I aggressively palmed her ass, tenderly scraping my nails over the fat flesh. She scrapped her teeth over her bottom lip and smiled, her eyes dangerously narrowing. I slapped one ass cheek and then another. She bumped her ass back at me and hissed a lustful, “Yes.”

Opening that perfect ass, I slid my finger down her crack and spit in it, looking at her. Her bottom lip was trembling as she looked back at me. She was so gone.

Holding those delicious cheeks open, I bent down and ran my tongue all over her ass; then to the crack, licking slow.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck,” she softly murmured.

I did it again and she reached down, playing with her clit.

“Play with my pussy,” she whispered. “Play with my pussy while you eat my ass Tami.”

I answered her request with bold excitement. Three of my fingers stroked that pretty pussy while my thumb roamed her engorged clit. She said my name again and again.

My tongue probed her ass. Moans were coming from my lips a dime a dozen.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! The sound of my name on her lips while I tongue-fucked her ass was a thrill I’d honestly never experienced. Dreams coming true. The law of attraction. The gay gods. Whomever was responsible for this moment, I wanted to hunt them down, give them my latest paycheck, some dap, and an enthusiastic thank you with a cheesy ass grin. But later for that. I had some pussy to slay.

I ate Neisha’s ass out for I don’t know how long. I could’ve stayed down there forever but time was running out. Besides, I wanted to suck those juicy tits again. And I did. I slobbered all over them mother fuckers. And I licked her panties like I’d been dying to do when I’d first caught a glimpse of them. I pulled her panties back up to her waist and tightened them with my fist, thumping her fat pussy with my other palm.

She sat on the side of the bed with her legs wide open like a naughty slut while I ran my tongue all over her sopping panties. Then I tore those jokers off with little effort and started fingering her again, watching my fingers ease in and out of her hairy snatch.

“This is a pretty pussy,” I sighed, feeling like the luckiest stud alive.

She watched too, screaming almost at the top of her lungs. She bucked against my hand, still calling my name. I wanted to record that shit so I could listen to it at night and stroke myself.

Stopping for a moment, I leaned over to my night-table and retrieved a fresh dildo from the inside.

She looked at me with those pretty doe eyes in question.

“It’s new,” I assured her. “Ever been fucked with a dildo before? Or used one on yourself?”

She bit her lip and shook her head no.

I ran it up and down the length of her pussy and eased it inside, watching her eyes widen then roll to the back of her head.

“I love this juicy pussy,” I rasped, running my hand over her bush while I stroked her.

“Mmmmm,” she deeply moaned. “Mmmmm. That feels so good Tami. That feels so good.”

She opened her legs even wider, holding herself up with her hands on the bed. I pressed the dildo further inside of her and she shrieked, rising her hips. Her greedy pussy soaked the dildo up like a sponge. The sound of her juices sloshing against it made me almost lose my mind.

I fucked her harder with it, grazing it across her clit. Her hips greedily moved up and down in motion with my hand and I licked my lips, watching her titties jiggle. I wanted to suck them again.

I leaned up and sucked them while I continued fucking her with the dildo.

“I’m ready for you to eat my pussy,” she whined. “Eat my pussy Tami, please.”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled, tossing the dildo on my night-table.

I slapped her ass cheeks and dived my face in her muffin, groaning harsh and deep.

“Gotdamn,” I exclaimed.

Her hands yanked on my dreads as she aggressively grinded against my face. She looked at me with wild exhilaration as I tongued her pussy down, watching her with narrowed eyes. I can not even begin to put into words how amazing her young pussy tasted.

“Sit on my face. Now,” I demanded, scrambling on the bed and lying with my head by the headboard.

She crawled over to me and ran her hands up and down my body, licking her lips.

“You make me feel so good Zaddy,” she moaned, leaning down to passionately kiss me.

Zaddy? Where the fuck had she learned that word?

“I want to give you this pussy so bad,” she said, grabbing my hand and moving it up and down her coochie. “I want you to eat me like you ate Natalie.” She licked my ear and I groaned, grabbing her ass.

I didn’t want to hear about Natalie. I didn’t give a fuck about Natalie anymore. That shit was over and done. Dead. I was all about Neisha and Neisha’s pussy. At least for the moment.

“Well, get the fuck on my face so I can give you some more of this tongue bitch,” I growled.

I gulped. Damn. This girl was bringing out the feral beast in me. I was afraid I’d gone too far but she yelped with glee and hovered over my face, squatting and grabbing the headboard.

“I love it when you call me that,” she girlishly insisted. “Call me that again.”

I didn’t sound so tough the second time but whatever. “Bitch,” I said. “Sit on my face bitch. Ride me with that pussy.”

She suffocated me, purring. I grabbed that fat ass and dove in, burying my face in her incredible nectar. She screamed and threw her head back, riding my face slowly.

“Ohhhhhh,” she groaned. She winded her hips sensuously. “Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Yes. Yes. Uhhhhh. Like that. Like that, yeah.”

She deliriously moaned, hopping up and down on me. Watching her titties jump up and down, I fucked her with my tongue, overcome with untamable ecstasy. Watching those tits and eating her had me near the edge. I could come just from eating her pussy alone and that had never happened before. Ever.

She started hopping up and down on me and I harshly groaned repeatedly. Her moans were as deep and as harsh as mine.

“Play with your titties,” I huskily demanded, not coming up for air.

My tongue circled her clit, went down to her pussy, fucked her; then slid back up to her clit. I did that for minutes, basking in her reactions.

“You like that bitch,” I snarled, feeling comfortable objectifying her. Hell, she liked it. So why not?

“Yes, I like it Daddy,” she purred, groping and tugging on her breasts.

Damn. From Zaddy to Daddy. Whatever.

“You like me eating this pussy? You like a woman eating this pussy?”

“Yes!”

“You like the way this old stud eats pussy?”

“Fuck yes Tami, yes!”

“Look at me bitch. Look at me. Watch me eat it.”

She looked down at me and I saw tears of wild lust dancing in those pretty embers. Her eyes were the color of old whiskey and they were shining for me. I was making her feel good. My old ass was turning her out and I loved it.

I took one of my hands off her ass and stroked the fake dick through my pants. I would’ve nutted to the ceiling had that dick been real. I wished it was.

“Is my pussy better than Natalie’s?” she gasped.

I swear I would’ve stopped then and there if she hadn’t tasted so good. What the fuck was it with that Natalie shit? This wasn’t a competition. I don’t know why Natalie was so heavy on her mind, because she sure as hell wasn’t on mine.

But fuck, if that’s what she wanted to hear.

“Yes baby,” I insisted, slurping up her juices. The shit was running down her thighs. “You’re delicious. Your pussy is so much better than Natalie’s.”

I started slurping again, hoping she’d shut up.

“I love this juicy pussy,” I said. I swirled my tongue and applied pressure, licking her up and down in slow, agonizing circles.

“Fuck, Tami…”

My distraction had worked. Thank goodness. But now I felt like getting my ego stroked.

“Anyone eat this pussy better than me?”

She was nearing her explosion. Her legs began trembling. She ran her hands all over her body, moving her hips. “No,” she whispered.

“Whose pussy is this then?” I smacked her ass hard and she yelped, grabbing the headboard again. “Whose pussy is this bitch?”

“Yours Tami!” she screamed. “Yours!”

It was probably only true until it was all over, but I’d take it.

“Oh, I’m coming! I’m coming Tami! I’m coming! I’m coming! I’m- “

That last proclamation was cut off as she exploded in my mouth. I growled and groaned repeatedly while her juices overflowed, pouring out of her like warm, sweet honey. She continuously screamed, shaking and holding on to the headboard. I continued softly lapping her, enjoying the sounds her pussy made at my contact.

She whimpered and jerked against me, weak. Spent. Satisfied.

But we weren’t done yet.

I sat up on the bed and tossed her ass to the mattress, kissing her tits all the way back down to that greedy pussy. I kept her legs flat and to the side as I started licking her again, watching her watch me. Her gorgeous hair was all over her head and her pretty brown skin was glistening with sweat. The room reeked of her delicious pussy.

I ate her again for minutes, pulling more orgasms out of her. That last one was so strong she couldn’t make a sound. Her lips curled up and her eyes crossed as she jerked and spasmed against me again and again. She was weak. But I wasn’t done yet.

“You want some of this dick?” I said, putting her hand to my eight-inch lifelike Johnson.

Her eyes widened excitedly, and she agreeably nodded.

I held her legs high up in the air nice and wide and lowered myself down, licking my lips at her pussy.

“Tie me up like you did Natalie,” she begged.

I rolled my eyes and didn’t give a fuck that she saw me. Damn! Did she want me to invite Natalie over?

My mouth watered at the thought. But, hell no. I was already in deep with her brother. I didn’t give a fuck if he was still in the Middle East. I had fucked his girl; now I was fucking his sister. He wasn’t killing me twice.

But whatever…

Momentarily distracted, I got off the bed and went to my dresser, grabbing a tie. I went back to the bed and tied her hands together; then attached the tie through the loops on the headboard. She eagerly squirmed, watching me.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

She didn’t have to ask me twice. I eased my dick in her still tight pussy and started fucking her. My moves were purposeful. Strong and deep. Fast and hard. Slow and easy. Her eyes were in the back of her head. She was moaning softly. I couldn’t take my eyes off her titties.

Her pussy soaked me up like a sponge. I watched my dick going in and out of her, grinding my teeth. She whimpered, moving her head back and forth across the pillow. Her hands wiggled in the tie.

“Tami,” she moaned. “Tami. Tami. Tami. Tami.”

I started moving fast again.

“Tami! Tami! Tami! Yes, Daddy! Fuck me, yes! Hard! Ooo, just like that! Oh, you fuck me so good! Oh, I love this dick; I love this diiiiiiiccccccck. Yes! Yes!”

The lust and fever in her eyes drove me wild. I was addicted to this girl. I was addicted to this pussy. I loved this pussy! I wanted this pussy forever!

“I love this juicy pussy,” I said again, moving even faster. “Love this pussy… This… pussy…”

“Ohhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Uh. Uh.”

She weakly leaned her head up and watched my dick going in and out of her. She licked her lips.

“I bet you ain’t never had dick this good, have you bitch?” I snarled, giving her what she wanted.

“No Daddy,” she whined, throwing her pussy at me. Her back strength was impressive. “No, I haven’t. Damn, you fuck me so good. Yessssss…”

“Nobody will ever eat your pussy like me,” I panted, nearing explosion. “Fuck you like me. Make you come like me.”

“Don’t stop please. Please Tami, don’t stop…. Oh Tami! Oh Tami! Tami!”

I had never enjoyed hearing my name on someone’s lips so much.

“Baby I’ve been wanting this pussy for so long,” I rasped. “So. Fucking. Long.”

My words sent her over the edge. She exploded, and I was right behind her. But I wasn’t done yet.

I untied her wrists, flipped her ass over and kept going. I doggied that ass like a girl on fire and showed her pussy no mercy. She screamed and shrieked loudly and continuously, looking back at me in shock and amazement. Sitting up and leaning down; then sitting back up and leaning down again. Pressing her fists down on the bed and throwing that ass back at me.

I could hear her tits flopping against her chest and the vision of what it must look like had me exploding again. She came right behind me and I kept going. I pressed down on her back and held her to the mattress while I continued to relentlessly pound her. She came almost immediately, and I collapsed on top her, sweaty and exhausted.

I ran my tongue over her back and reached beneath her, rubbing those amazing mounds. One hand slid to her pussy and I absently rubbed, grinning at her still throbbing clit.

“Thank you,” she roughly commented, coughing.

“No. Thank you, pretty girl.”

She innocently looked over her shoulder at me, smiling bashfully when I softly kissed her. “I want some more,” she said.

Was she trying to kill me?

“I want some more too,” I insisted, pretending like I still had the same energy I’d had when I was twenty. I wanted to go to sleep.

“But your mom is coming home soon,” I reminded her, rolling off her. My eyes drifted as I looked up at the ceiling. “You better go.”

She weakly sat up on her knees and glanced out of my window, peering through the blinds. “Her car’s home already. She’s there.”

I made no move to get up. “You better leave then.”

“Hell no,” she said, turning around and hopping on top of me. “Not until you give me some more.”

“She’s going to wonder where you are.”

“I’ll call her first and tell her I’m at my best friend Linda’s house. She won’t question it.”

My eyes drifted again. “Take your ass home girl.”

My tank was stuck to my chest with sweat and I was hot as fuck. I was naked from the waist down and I cringed when Neisha moved below my waist, inching to my fake cock.

“I want to suck it,” she drooled.

I watched as she licked the tip that matched my skin tone. She naughtily smiled up at me and opened her mouth, sliding most of the dick in her mouth.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” she slurred.

Watching her head bop up and down was a wonder for my tired eyes. I supposed one more round wouldn’t hurt. Or two. Or three. Or…

“Suck that dick bitch,” I growled, lustfully watching her. “That’s right. Suck it. Like that.”

She briefly stopped and tilted her head at me, smiling again. “I’m so glad you gave me a lift.”

I couldn’t help smiling back at her. “Me too.” I paused. “You know things are not going to end here, right?”

“I had no intention of letting this be the last or the only time,” she sweetly said, grinning broadly.

I felt like a giant. “Good,” I responded. I just hoped I’d never have to hear Natalie’s name again. “Now get back to sucking.”

“With pleasure Zaddy.” She bowed her head and answered my demand.

I laid there like the stud I was, enjoying the show.

Later, I was going to write the creators of ‘Caught’ and thank them.
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