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I don’t know why, but exercise makes me wet. Horny, juiced up, and ready for anything. And nothing gets me slicked up and desperate like pilates.

Maybe it’s just the exercise. Maybe it’s all those hot bodies in ridiculously tight clothing. Maybe it’s not anything to do with that.

All I know for sure is exercise revs my engine like nothing else can. And all I can say to that is, thank fuck for fuck-buddies.

With class over and done, I say a quick good-bye to everyone and race out to my car. As tough as the gym is, this part is always tougher. Driving all the way over to David's house when I’m soaked and horny.

I wish he’d come meet me in the car park and just flat out fuck me over the hood of his Mustang. Or even up against the side of my crappy little mid-90s Civic. When I’m this horny I’ll do pretty much anything to get off.

So many fucking traffic lights. In my old bucket with a stick shift, it means I’m constantly using the clutch. Rubbing my thighs together, getting me more frustrated.

The thin fabric of my yoga pants blocks out most of the sensation, but I’m hyper-aware of all my tender bits gliding over each other.

The lack of power steering means I can't even touch myself properly. If I could only take my hand off the wheel for 30 seconds maybe I could take a bite out of this cherry.

Finally, after what feels like hours, I pull up outside the house David shares with his stepmom, Fiona. It’s a bonus that she’s so cool about all this. I wasn’t sure she would be when I first met her, since she’s that much older, and David is her stepson and all.

I’m on the verge of biting my own clothes off just to rub one out, but a self-induced orgasm would only dilute the magnificence when David fucks me senseless.

While the guy is anything but boyfriend material, the fact is he can fuck like nobody else. With my warmup and his talent, orgasm is a foregone conclusion.

I’m a little surprised when it’s Fiona who answers the door. Usually she makes herself scarce on a Saturday morning, so we can really let loose, anywhere and everywhere in the place.

“Hi, Tonya. Right on time as always.” There’s a twinkle in her eye and it catches me by surprise.

"Hi, Fiona."

"Come on, call me Fee. We know each other well enough now."

"Okay. Fee.”

I step inside and drop my gym bag, glancing around me as if a force of invisible butterflies has launched an attack. If I don't get some hard hands and smooth tongue on me soon I’m going to explode.

Yet I can hardly ask Fee to leave since she’s part owner of the place, so if she stays, she’ll just have to put up with my moaning and wailing.

I jiggle from one foot to the other, as if I have to pee.

Fee seems determined to delay the inevitable, making conversation like she never has before. “I love your outfit. That crop top really shows off how tight your abs are.”

“Thanks. So, um... is David here?"

She shakes her head and my belly almost drops out of me.

"Sorry, honey. He had to leave about ten minutes ago. That interview he'd been chasing, with the drug lord? Yeah, it came through this morning and you know how he gets. He's convinced this is the one that'll make his career take off."

"Oh. Of course. That's, um... that's fine." Fuck. No, it isn't. The heat in my face and throat is a strange combination of embarrassment and frustration.

Fee absolutely knows why I come over every week so I shouldn’t be ashamed. It’s just that every other time, she took off before I arrived. Having her see me like this is too revealing for my comfort levels.

Reaching down for my gym bag, I turn back to the door. I have a wonderful array of toys at home, and I’m an expert at using them. But I really, really, really want a good long fuck. After the gym, anything else will just be a watered-down excuse for an orgasm.

“Wait, Tonya. He did say he was sorry. And..."

I make fists with my hands as the tingles in my pussy grow louder and more irresistible. I need so much to get home and take care of this sensation, but Fee just won't stop talking. "Yes? And?"

"Well, he asked me to take care of you."

"I'm not a child, y’know. I drove here all by myself.”

The bitchy tone in my voice is beyond my control at this point, but Fee doesn’t seem to mind. She simply smiles at me, her full lips curling up on one side as she steps forward and puts her hand on my arm.

"No. I mean he asked me to take care of you."

As she finishes speaking she presses her pretty mouth to mine and I have no idea what to do or say.

She smells fresh and clean, like she showered just before I arrived. It’s more than pleasant, both her scent and her touch, but it makes me hyper-aware of how sweaty I am. All sticky and grimy from a hard session.

I turn my face away to break our lip-lock. "Hey, um... okay, so I'm flattered. But I'm also straight.”

“Does that matter?”

“Um, kinda. Don’t you think?”

She runs her thumb across my mouth, which is still wet from her kiss. “It doesn’t have to. Don’t you want your needs taken care of?”

There’s no denying that. But I need cock. Don’t I? It’s all I’d ever had. “Well, yes, but… I mean, I like guys.”

“Oh, so do I. For the most part, anyway.”

“And who the fuck is David that he thinks he can just assign me a replacement? Like I don’t have a say in it?”

It’s Fee’s turn to blush. “Okay, so I might have changed his words a little.”

“What did he actually say?”

She shifts her weight, accentuating the curve of her hip. “He asked me to apologize. That’s all.”

“So this, what you’re doing…?”

Fee puts her hand on the side of my neck. Damn, one of my weak points. The redness in her cheeks spreads to her throat. “I’m sorry. I took a chance. I’ve wanted to fuck you since… forever.”

“Y–you… but you never…” I don’t know how to finish that sentence, so I bite my lip. Meanwhile, the heat between my legs is crying out for something—anything—to relieve it.

Suddenly it’s weird to me that I’ve never truly noticed her before. The sweet little crinkles at the corners of her eyes from laughing. The delicious width of her hips. The fullness of her breasts.

"So..." I press my thighs together but otherwise remain still. "What exactly did you have in mind?"

Fee brushes her long strawberry blonde hair back over her shoulder and smiles. "I thought maybe I'd devour your sweet little pussy until you come, screaming, all over my face. Does that sound like something you could handle?”

I deal with blunt people all the time. At work, at bars, and even at the gym. But I’ve never had anyone spell something out quite so clearly before. Most guys try to make it all flowery or something, as if girls are scared of honest desire. Clearly that is not the case with Fee.

I realize my jaw has frozen in a half-open position. My mouth has dried up too, but thats no doubt because every speck of moisture in my body has suddenly pooled between my legs.

"C–can I have a shower first?" I ask, when my voice comes back from its vacation.

"If you want to. I honestly don't mind either way.” She brushes her hand down my arm and takes hold of my fingers. “I love the natural taste of a woman."

A fresh burst of arousal awakens inside me, coupled with a tight nervousness. I worked out for an hour and have been simmering for at least twenty minutes. "I think I'd rather take one."

"Let me know if you need help.” Fee squeezes my fingers and runs the back of her other hand down my face. She spins it to curl her fingers around my neck again and I moan without meaning to. “Y’know, if you’ve forgotten where to lather or anything like that.”

She pulls me to her and presses her hot, open mouth to mine, suckling on my lips and whimpering sweetly. I flick my tongue across the tip of hers, feeling my limbs turn languid.

She bends my head to her will and licks her way up to my ear. Her voice, when she speaks, is a ragged whisper. “You kiss even better than I hoped you would.”

I struggle to breathe as she sinks her teeth into my neck and runs her hand down my body. When she delves her fingers into my yoga pants I grasp her wrist, but that’s all I seem capable of as she presses on.

Soon her fingers are inside my panties, and gliding toward the sopping wet opening of my pussy. Before I can even think about trying to stop her, she drives her finger inside me.

"Please," I murmur. "I need to have a shower."

Her sigh fires out, hot against my ear, and sounds more than a little frustrated. She eases her finger slowly out of me, running it around my clit a couple of times and making me shudder with pleasure. “You sure?”

“Uh-huh…”

Still leaning on me, pinning me to the wall, she draws her hand back up. All I can see is her pretty pink mouth and her glistening fingers. All I can smell is my own arousal.

And then when Fee puts the two together, suckling my juices from her skin, I almost collapse to the floor. It’s somehow both the dirtiest and the sexiest thing I've ever seen, and it feels as if it’s melted my bones.

She glances at me and smiles, slowly lowering herself to her knees. When she speaks, she punctuates the words with soft kisses across my bare belly. ”Last time…I’ll ask. You still need that shower?”

She finishes by taking the exposed waist band of my panties between her teeth and pulling at it, her big blue eyes staring up at me. And when she lets the elastic snap back against my skin, I jump like I’ve been shot.

“I…yes, I’m all sweaty.” One thing I’m certain of is it’ll be the quickest shower of my life. I stride up the hall, pulling my tight Lycra clothes off on the way, and kicking out of my shoes and socks. I’m naked before I reach the bathroom. Before I can get to the shower, Fee is all over me.

"Damn, your ass is fucking gorgeous, Tonya."

She buries her face in my hair and cups my tits. I can feel she's taken her top off by the stiff nipples poking me in the back like gun barrels.

When she pinches my dark brown buds I slam a hard breath down into my lungs and press my palms to the backs of her hands, smearing my tits against her.

As Fee bites my shoulder, I turn the faucet on and let the water run hot, then pull out of her grip to dive my head under the stream. Wiping the water from my eyes, I turn back around to see Fee in the shower with me. Still wearing her jeans.

"God, you're perfect, Tonya."

Before I can reply she drops to her knees and slams her mouth right into my waxed bare pussy, driving her tongue across my lips and up inside me. The shock of it is amazing, and though I’d wanted to get cleaned up first, no way am I about to complain. No warmup, no foreplay, just diving right in, sucking straight onto my clit, and pumping her tongue in and out. And oh, god, it is fucking perfect.

I rest my hand on the back of her head and watch her work, scarcely able to believe what I’m seeing. I’ve had my share of mouths all over me, but every one of them has been male up until now. Fee’s beautiful face seems both scarily wrong and beautifully right, all at once. Her agile tongue does all kinds of magic to me. A magic that nobody else has ever matched.

When she runs her clawed hands up the outsides of my thighs, digging her nails into my skin hard enough to hurt, a cool invigorating shudder runs through my body. Fee pushes me back into the corner, letting me balance better, and she lifts my leg, kinking it and opening me right up.

Pulling her mouth off me, she drags her wide wet tongue right up my opening, lapping at me as if I’m made of chocolate. The sensation alone is intense enough to have me shuddering, but it hits even harder when I watch her at work.

Those perfect white teeth of hers, and the pure pink of her tongue, all flashing and gnashing as she devours the hell out of my wanton pussy.

"Oh, fuck..."

From almost nowhere, I feel it coming. A climax I don’t want. Well, of course, I want it. Just not yet, not yet, please. If Fee will just let me build up for a while I can come like crazy. But then she drives two fingers up inside me while she nibbles my clit, and I’m gone.

And as if this climax has a mind of its own, as if it knows something is completely different this time, it hits me like no other orgasm ever has. Starting in my scalp, it pours down through my body, pins and needles of pleasure.

Down there, on her knees, her mouth all over my pussy, Fee moans and laps and sucks, and it’s the dirtiest, sexiest, naughtiest sound in the history of the world.

Her sweet voice, shuddering out of her in little moans and gasps, adds an extra spice to the moment. Even if I close my eyes, I could never pretend this is a man eating me out.

Nor do I want to. She’s too feminine, too smooth. For fuck’s sake, she’s too damn precise. It’s like she has a map of my every pressure point, my every desire.

"Fee... that was..." No words come to me. Nothing can explain how unbelievably good it feels to have a woman fuck me.

"I know," she says, between soft lingering kisses all over my mound. "That was way too quick. You're a dirty girl, Tonya."

“I’m dirty? Seems to me there’s only one of us here who needs to wash her face."

She stands and pressed her big, soft boobs against mine as she leans through the stream of hot water. "You really want me to scrub this precious juice off my lips?"

I bite my tongue and smile, looking her directly in the eye for as long as I feel brave enough. Finally a rush of shyness comes over me and I look down for a moment, shaking my head in a silent no. Nothing can take the smile off my face, though.

Fee rests her hand on the side of my neck—damn, how the hell does she know to go there?—and before I think about what I’m doing, I take her mouth in mine, kissing her like it’s everything, and suckling my own sweet and spicy juices from her lips and tongue.

I know I have to be quick before I get spooked. And even more importantly, before the shower completely washes me off her.

To my delight, she responds even fiercer than before, sucking my tongue as if she can take it from me, and squeezing my nipples so hard it hurts. It’s a beautiful, dirty overload and I don’t want it to stop.

With one final hot press of her lips, Fee pulls away and shuts off the faucet. "Come to my bed. I have so much more I want to do to you."

“Oh, god..." More than she's already done? More than giving me the finest and fastest climax I can remember? Is there anything else?

Suddenly the idea hits me that maybe, just maybe, she'll want me to do a couple of things to her, as well. Somehow that’s more confronting, but right at this moment, nothing about the idea scares me in the slightest.

Okay, maybe a little. What if I can’t do it? What if I try it and hate the way she tastes? Oh, man... can I actually be thinking about eating another woman's pussy? As she leads me to her bedroom, and I watch her perfect thick ass bump and grind, I realize the answer is a resounding hell yeah.

When we reach her bed, she unbuttons her wet jeans and I help her pull them down. She’s commando beneath them, and suddenly I find myself face-to-face with her neatly trimmed slit. Her lips are plumper than mine, and she has the most beautiful reddish-blonde bush that I can't wait to touch.

She steps out of her jeans and I push lightly on her round belly, getting her to sit on the bed. Standing quickly, eagerly, I straddle her thighs with my knees and push my breasts against her face.

"Is this where you want me?"

She closes her eyes and glides her mouth between my big boobs, kissing my chest as if it’s all she’s ever wanted. "It's, um...one of the places I want you.”

She squeezes my tits together and kisses them like she can never get enough. All over, from bottom to top, from one side to the other, she presses her soft lips to my tender skin and leaves teasing little wet spots.

But she saves her best work for my spiked nipples, running her tongue around each one slowly. Perfectly. The heat and wetness of her tongue coats my sensitive flesh and when she blows a cool breath over my skin, the tingles grow and pulse through me.

It’s delightful, but it’s all too gentle. I need her to treat me a little rough. Not like a guy would, but just with more intensity than she’s using. Cupping my breast, I lift it and guide my stiff bud into her mouth, running it over the rippled surface of her sweet tongue. “Please, Fee?”

Her smile is gorgeous as she looks up at me, but it evaporates as she answers my barely-asked question. She sinks her pretty white teeth into the firm flesh of my nipple. I push my hand to the back of her head and rub my soft breast all over her face.

Fee opens her thighs, pulling mine farther apart as well. She holds my nipple hostage between her teeth and curls her arms around me, cupping my ass in her hands. The tightness of her grip has me moaning again, and she spreads my cheeks hard enough that my skin burns in the most perfect way.

If I’m going to do this properly, though, I need to take some control. Using just my weight at first, then with a firmer push, I get Fee on her back, with her legs still hanging over the edge of the bed. We land almost face to face and I seize her mouth for a moment, once more tasting the delight of kissing a woman.

It’s only when she squeezes my ass again that I take the hint, raising myself off her and dangling the weight of my tits all over her face, toying with her searching mouth.

Crawling forward, I press my still-wet pussy against her, leaving an aromatic trail all the way up her body until I reach my target—her flicking tongue.

The hunger in her eyes tells me what to do next, and without hesitation, I lower myself on her, letting loose with my first full-throated scream of the day as she sucks my lips into her mouth and grabs my thighs.

Her grip is way stronger than I expected, and she pulls me down, mashing her face into my cunt.

As intense and perfect as it is to have her devour my pussy, it hardly seems fair. I've already had a killer orgasm, just from dancing on the end of her tongue.

Now she’s diving in again and impelling me toward another one. Maybe even a bigger one, though it seems as though that would be impossible. Damn. For a woman who claims to be mostly straight, her tongue is magic as she lashes at my most sensitive flesh.

The strength seeps out of my arms beneath her onslaught, and though I try to hold my weight up, they threaten to give way.

Fee pulls down even harder on my widespread thighs, until it’s as if she’s driven her entire mouth up inside my pussy. The tingles turn to tangles and they roll around each other, racing together up my spine.

What surprises me most is how vocal Fee is. She fucks at least as loudly as I do, though my pussy absorbs a whole lot of the noise.

But if I could bottle her moans and groans, and her heavy breathing and sticky lapping sounds, I could sell it as an aphrodisiac.

When it finally feels as if my elbows are about to melt, I push up and lean back, sliding my ass forward a little.

Fee sinks her teeth into my wet lips as I reach for her pussy. I grind my fingers around her in a hard circle. It’s like I’ve found the button for the garage door, the way she suddenly pulls her legs up and apart, giving me even better access.

Savoring the slick heat of her pussy, I roll my hand, coating as much of it as I can with her hot juices. From the angles of our bodies I have only limited reach, but I drive a finger up inside her as best I can. Her moans grow higher and sharper as I pump in and out like crazy.

There’s only one thing left for me to do. And though I’d never really thought about it before today, suddenly it’s all I want.

I have to taste her.

With a quick swing of my leg I roll over, pressing my belly to hers and hooking my hand around her leg. I turn and plant a hot kiss on her inner knee as I slide backward to grind my pussy down against her mouth once more. Then I lick and nibble at her inner thigh.

With every passing second I draw closer and closer to home, and the skin beneath my mouth grows softer, silkier…hotter. My entire being fills to the brim with the spicy scent of her pretty pussy.

Whether it’s the heat of the moment, or the pre-orgasmic fog in my head, I honestly can’t say. The fact is, at this instant there’s no place I’d rather be than right there, locked in passion with this sexy older woman.

I dive into her, running my tongue right down the hot, wet face of her gorgeous pussy. There’s a salty tang to her flavor, reminiscent of the ocean and the earth, and it’s familiar, yet unique, and completely wonderful.

Everything about the moment is naughty...and it’s exactly what I needed when I arrived. The way she bucks her hips beneath me is a delight. Enough to have me questioning myself. My assumptions.

My orientation.

Lash after lash of my tongue meets with bigger and better reactions, as Fee whimpers her pleasure straight into the heart of my raw, soaking pussy. She smells and tastes amazing, but the sleek, oily feel of her against my lips and tongue is even better.

The softness of her trimmed bush rubs against my throat as I tickle her all the way down to her ass, tasting everything she has to offer. It’s as if I can’t get enough of her into my mouth.

No matter how much and how hard I suck and bite and lick at her, the hunger simply grows inside me. No matter how deeply I drive my tongue inside her, or how hard I squeeze her perfect ass, I swear I’ll never want to stop doing it.

She’s right on the edge of climax. But I sense that even after we both come, there’s no way my thirst for her gorgeous body could ever be slaked.

I bring my chin into the action, grinding it over her clit, coating my skin with more of her scent as if it’s an exclusive perfume. Every few breaths I’m forced to stop, to whine, or moan, or whimper with desire as she keeps munching at my clit.

Still Fee pounds her hips up and down, almost as if she’s trying to keep her bud out of my reach. To draw the moment out. Like she’s begging wordlessly for tiny moments of respite from the onslaught of my hot mouth.

She’s not getting out of it that easy. I need her where I can savor every tiny part of her sweetness.

Releasing her pretty ass cheeks, I slide my hands up and over her wide spread thighs, pressing my fingers down over the unbelievably smooth skin of that tiny round valley that separates thigh from pussy.

When she tries to buck again, I push down, holding her still. She retaliates by pushing her face up against me, sucking my lips into her mouth and pulling back.

The stretch and burn are so intense I have to catch my breath for a second, but when she lets them slip free with a loud and dirty slurping sound, I press my hands inward, pursing up those wonderful fat pussy lips of hers and gliding my tongue down over them before pumping the length of my tongue deep into her.

“You sure…uhh…you haven’t done this before, Tonya?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Ohh…then womankind has been fucking missing out. You really oughta be doing a whole lot more of it.”

“Less talking. More eating.” Already my pussy is screaming to me that she’s being neglected.

Fee swabs me from clit to ass hole and though she’s been working me over for a while already, somehow it’s more intense in this moment. As if her tongue has suddenly become rougher.

When she presses her finger against my ass hole I think I might die of pleasure. Already it’s the most amazing sex of my life, but that little move just bumps the whole thing up a notch. Even though I’m on the verge of coming again, I still feel I could do this for hours. With maybe just the occasional drink break to replenish our fluids.

The sticky slurping sound of her mouth on my cunt is a symphony, and the insistent press of her finger in my back hole is the conductor. Every tiny move she makes with that finger intensifies the pleasure of her mouth on my pussy.

I follow her lead and glide my thumb deep into her pussy, licking her lips all around it as I drive in and out. Fee pulls her mouth off me barely long enough to bark out the most ragged and filthy swear words known to womankind, then smashes her face back into me.

Minute after minute passes in pure bliss. It’s not that we’re edging each other. Nothing that formal or organized. We just both seem to want the same thing. Release…eventually.

It’s all about rhythm and flow, about tease and release. She works me like the waves work the shore, and I swim across her like a dolphin in the ocean.

Whenever I get close to coming, she slows down or stops, inching me toward climax and then easing me back a notch, building the tension inside my belly.

Following her lead, I listen to the speed of her breath, the pitch of her voice, and when her body vibrates beneath me I take my thumb out of her cunt and suck it. She falls back from the brink of orgasm while I savor her taste.

“God…” I barely recognize my own voice. “Where has this been all my life?”

“Waiting for you.”

As I turn my hand and drive two fingers into her, I bite the tender skin of her inner thigh, forcing her to squeal against me. It is sheer perfection.

Taking her hard little clit in my mouth, I draw her fragrance deep into my lungs. She’s a sensual feast, the likes of which I’ve never experienced.

Fee sinks her teeth into my clit and rotates her finger inside my ass. I know I’m gone. Over the edge. Falling into the fierce ecstasy of an enormous climax.

In retaliation, just before my orgasm really hits, I bite into her little nub. Her moans turn to impassioned screams and she bucks beneath me harder than ever before.

Fee whips her arms up around my hips as if greeting them from a long trip overseas and pulls me down to meet her. She dashes her mouth against my cunt and fucks me with that magic tongue of hers as if it were a small cock.

When I come, it’s like somebody poured a bag of pins onto my back. Sharp tingles of pleasure radiate over every conceivable inch of my body, from scalp to soles. Fee rolls her hips as she pumps them beneath me, filling me with the satisfaction of a job well done. And filling my mouth with a fresh burst of salty juices as her climax hits her. If I’m any judge of it, hers is as earth-shattering as mine.

Slowly, we lap and suck ourselves to a standstill, trying to coax every iota of pleasure from each other's climax.

I could happily fall asleep with my cheek resting on her pretty pussy, but I roll off her and spin around, landing beside her on the bed with one arm and one leg across her body. Not exactly a mark of ownership, but not a million miles from it, either.

I just want to hold her close to me for as long as I can. Her skin is so smooth and hot, and it feels perfect against mine.

Fee looks across at me and smiles, most of her face coated with the slick and sticky proof that I hadn't dreamed this. I kiss her, slowly and deeply, drinking my own arousal from her skin.

I don’t think I could ever walk away from the magic of a thick, hard cock. Not permanently, anyway. But one thing I know for sure is that from now on, I’ll be so damn open to women.

The girls in my Pilates class better watch their asses.

I sure will be.

THE END

Check out the next book in the series! Heck, why not check out the whole series!?

I have even more F/F erotica on my Steph Brothers pen name. Sign up for my newsletter and keep your finger on my…pulse!


About The Author



Spicy stories of women loving women. Okay, so there’s plenty of red hot lust, too.

Kitty is the sapphic-scribing alter-ego of Steph Brothers.

cover1.jpeg
IC. /ﬂ% S
;Jiiﬂi )Dﬂ

I \v\//7 ‘)







