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Seduced By My Bestie After Bible Study


As I drive home from Bible Study, my heart is filled with bliss. I never feel better than when I’ve had a good strong session with the Lord. It gives me a buzz through my whole body, unlike any other feeling I know.

I mean, I guess I kind of get good feelings when I hold hands with Josh. And my 18th birthday last month was magical, when I let him kiss me for the first time. No tongue, of course. I’m not a…a streetwalker.

But even those times cuddling with my boyfriend, it still isn’t quite the same. My bible buzz is much better. Maybe when I’m Mrs Josh Reilly I’ll experience some of those other feelings my sinful best friend Becki is always talking about.

Sometimes I wonder why I’m even friends with her, anymore. We met in grade school, but while I’ve stayed pure and faithful, she’s let herself be led astray. I’m certain that’s why her parents asked if she could move in with us.

Her parents are good, upstanding churchgoing folks, but they can’t hold a candle to the devotion my parents have for the Lord. Nobody around here can claim to have more love for God than my family.

A blush fills my face as I realize I’m dangerously close to committing the deadly sin of pride. I’ll spend an extra ten minutes praying before bed tonight.

If only Becki would pray, too. I keep asking—begging, almost—for her to come to Bible Study with me. Instead, she stays home and…well, I don’t think I want to know what she does in her room, all by herself. I’m sure it’s something the baby Jesus would frown upon.

When she goes out, she’s even worse. I hate even thinking this word, but my best friend is a…strumpet. I know she’s been fornicating for at least a year, now. And with men she has no intention of ever marrying!

Whereas I’ve never even seen a…y’know. A man part. And that’s exactly how it will stay until I marry Josh in two years’ time.

I park my car out front of the family home and head in. My mom and dad are visiting interstate so it’s just my best friend and me for the whole week.

Becki’s playing loud music in her room. It sounds like rock, or maybe that hippety hop stuff. Whatever it is, I’m certain that the Devil conjured it up. I believe my friend relishes the idea that she’s the black sheep of our little flock.

I knock on her door, and she pulls it open. She’s wearing nothing but her underthings, and has quite a glow on her skin, like she’s been up to all kinds of mischief.

“Hey, Meredith,” she says, smiling at me as if she’s doing nothing sinful. “Come dance with me.” She shakes her body to the beat, and her long blonde hair dances around her head like a tainted halo.

“Um, no. You’re almost naked.”

“Yeah, almost. God, you’re so uptight. Not like when we used to have sleepovers in high school. It didn’t bother you to come in and brush your teeth while I showered.” She winks at me as if we’re sharing a joke. “It sure didn’t bother me.”

There’s no way I can hide the blush in my cheeks. Not while I’m holding my thick, heavy bible in my hands. Yes, I used to do that. It didn’t seem strange at the time.

If I’m honest, I only stopped that kind of thing when I realized Becki had started sinning. With boys. As beautiful as she is, seeing her in the buff would only ever remind me that all boys only ever want to do impure things to girls. And I don’t want that to happen to me.

“Please, Rebecca,” I say, hoping that using her full name will turn her sensible. It’s a vain hope, of course.

Becki pokes out her tongue, then grabs my hands and pulls me forward. She yanks hard enough that I drop my bible, but she won’t release her grip to let me pick it up.

Honestly, I love her like crazy, and not just in the way I love all God’s children. She’s my oldest friend and as close as I’ve ever had to a sister.

But I can’t stop fretting for her eternal soul. I spend every night thinking about her before I fall asleep.

I mean, I’m praying for her. Of course. That’s what I’m doing.

“Come on, Merry. Shake that booty.”

“Please, Becki. I have chores.”

“Ugh. Your mom and dad won’t be home for a week. Chores can wait.” She backs away and drags me with her. We’re the same size, but she’s always been able to overpower me.

“Okay, okay,” I groan. “If I have one dance, then will you let me go?”

“Fine. If you still wanna go after that, then you can go.”

I try to pretend the music is Christian Pop as I shift my weight uneasily from foot to foot. Becki rolls her eyes and spins around. She’s moving in ways that are clearly designed to elicit lust. Rolling her hips, gyrating her bottom, making her…her…breasts jiggle.

It’s utterly hypnotic to see her move in such a brazen fashion. I mean, if a boy was here, then he would surely be feeling immoral things for her. Tightness in his chest that halts his breath. A tingling up the back of his neck that migrates quickly to the sinful place between his…

Wait. Do boys react like that? Why do I even have the slightest idea how they might feel? I mean, I’m certainly not feeling anything like…that.

Still, I can’t help admiring her body and her confidence. The Lord did very good work when he made Becki.

I’m still covered from neck to ankles by my white blouse and my long plaid skirt. My best friend is wearing next to nothing and yet I’m the one who’s embarrassed. It must be embarrassment, surely. Why else would there be such heat in my face?

“C’mon, Merry. Let your hair down.”

She doesn’t even give me a choice, reaching over and pulling out the combs I always wear.

My dark chestnut brown hair is as long as hers, but I always wear it up. Closer to God. As it cascades over my shoulders and down my back, I gasp. My scalp tingles where the combs were, as if it were Becki’s fingernails that scratched me there.

“Becki, I really need to—”

“Relax. That’s what you really need to do, my little Boo. You’re gonna give yourself an ulcer before your 21st birthday.”

She grabs hold of one of my hands again, and pulls me into a spin, sending my hair flying like hers. I only stop when my back thuds into her front.

“Becki, this is…silly.”

She puts her arms around my waist and leans her head on my shoulder. “What’s wrong with silly?”

“It’s…well, it’s in the word itself. It’s silly.”

My bestie inches her mouth up to my ear. “Boo, you could use a little bit of silliness,” she murmurs, her hot breath tickling at my neck. “You’re 18, not 80.”

The sweet scent of her hair caresses my senses, and the soft way she strokes at my belly feels awfully nice. It reminds me of how we were years ago, when we’d braid each other’s hair, and try on each other’s clothes.

But that’s when we were schoolgirls. Now, we’re both grown up and we have a moral duty to be sensible, and devote ourselves to God’s will.

I don’t really understand what’s happening between us right now, though. I’m more comfortable swaying to this Satanic music with my best friend than I am slow-dancing with Josh. And he always keeps a respectable distance between our…nethers.

Becki’s all pushed up against me, and I believe I can feel the heat from all her bare skin on my back. When she slides her hands out to my hips and gives them a squeeze, it breaks whatever mesmeric spell she’s woven, and I wrench myself forward.

“Becki, this is weird.”

“What’s weird is you have this killer bod,” she says, stabbing her hands toward me. “And you don’t make any fucking use of it.”

“Language!”

“Oh, shut up, Merry. And fucking live a little.”

“Live a little? Like you, you mean?”

“Could do worse.”

“Uh, no thank you. Sinners might think they’re having fun in this life. I’ll do my living in the next life. For all eternity. While you burn—”

I gasp at my own rudeness. That was a horrible, uncharitable…downright nasty thing I was about to say to my best friend.

“Well, um…” I say, studying my hands. “I know you don’t believe in any of that.” I expect Becki to send me packing, or call me some kind of horrible name.

Instead, she steps forward and takes my hands gently in hers. “No, I don’t. But I know you do, and…yeah, it hurts me a bit that you think such terrible things about me.”

“No, no, I don’t.”

“You do, Boo. Because you believe the same thing of all sinners, and as far as you’re concerned, that’s all I am.”

“No, Becki. Doesn’t matter we’re not related. You’re family, and I love you. I just wish you’d…make better choices.”

“Boo,” she whispers. “I wish the exact same thing for you.”

“So you think I should forget about my promises? I should just go out and…and…sin?”

“You don’t have to go out.”

“What?”

My bestie tightens her grip on my hands, and tugs me forward. She steps in against me and before I understand what’s happening, she has her soft mouth on mine.

I’m so far beyond confused I don’t know what to do. I want to speak, but my lips are locked in by Becki’s. So instead I just make a little moaning sound, and she obviously interprets that in a certain way.

She parts her lips and draws mine along with them, and then she flicks her tongue against mine. This is as far as I’ve ever gone with Josh. Actually, it’s even farther. He kept his mouth closed.

But…but when he kissed me, he was as nervous as I was.

My best friend doesn’t have that problem at all. She dominates my mouth, the sweet softness of her skin against mine somehow overpowering my common sense. Surely that’s why I haven’t broken this kiss, yet. Haven’t pushed her away or cried foul, or…or done anything except respond in kind.

Becki glides her mouth off mine, and slides up to my ear again. “Was that so bad, Boo?”

“But…girls don’t kiss each other.”

“Oh, fuck yes we do, Merry.”

With every passing moment, my best friend racks up more and more black marks. Bad words, wicked thoughts and such naughty…immoral behavior. Not to mention that she’s corrupting my innocent mind, and apparently just for fun.

Becki glances her velvet lips across the side of my neck, and every inch of my back tingles. The only time I’ve felt anything like this is…well, I was going to say whenever I read a particularly inspiring passage from the New Testament.

But in all honesty, even that doesn’t feel like this does. This…this is more like when I stood at the top of the waterfall last summer. When Becki dared me to dive into the pool below.

And just like that time, my best friend knows exactly how to press my buttons. I’m deathly scared of heights, but I went up there because she somehow convinced me to. And I jumped because she called me out, saying in front of everyone that I’d be too scared.

There’s nobody here with us now, but the feeling is the same for me. She’s taken me to a new height…and she wants me to dive in and get all soaking wet.

She has the skin of my neck between her teeth, her hands around my waist, and there are waves of uncertainty pulsing through my body.

“Becki,” I moan, struggling to keep my thoughts on track. “We…can’t…” I try to push her away, but my hands land on her scarcely-covered breasts, and she of course thinks I meant to do that.

“Mm,” she hums. “More.”

Oh, my gosh. I know I should take my hands off her. I don’t even touch my own breasts like this. I use a sponge in the shower because I’m so scared of how naughty—how good—it feels when I wash them, skin to skin.

But Becki puts her hands over mine and pushes, and the warmth of her bosoms fills my palms.

“Don’t they feel nice, Boo?”

“Um…”

My bestie slides her hands up my arms and down again, and for some reason I still don’t release my hold on her. When she reaches behind and unclasps her brassiere, I bite into my own tongue just to ease my tension.

Then she pulls her bra loose, and my hands are suddenly on her bare skin. Her hard nipples dig into my palms, like Stigmata.

I should pull away. Girls aren’t supposed to touch girls. Good girls wouldn’t even think about it. If a girl sins, it should at least be with a boy, right?

Finally, I look up from my hands, still holding my best friend’s breasts, and into her eyes. Where Becki is usually so confident, so sure of herself, I see only doubt and fear.

“What’s wrong?” I ask her.

“I’m scared.”

“But…you’ve been with…I mean, you’ve been doing stuff with other people since forever.”

She licks her lips, which only makes me remember so vividly how sweet they taste. How soft they feel.

“Because I didn’t care about any of them.” She reaches over and holds my face in her warm hands. “I care about you, Boo. Maybe more than is healthy.”

Then she pulls me into another kiss, this one harder, and much deeper. She drives her tongue right past my defenses and swirls it inside my mouth, and Lord forgive me but it feels so very good.

Becki has me all worked up in no time. So much so that I barely register her unbuttoning my blouse. But I do register it, and I still do nothing to stop her.

When she has it open, she strokes her fingers down my throat, and on down to my breasts. She cups them and lifts, and it awakens all new tingles down in my lower belly.

Becki pulls her mouth away from mine and drives in beneath my chin, licking at the hot skin of my throat.

“Mm. You taste so good, Boo.”

“Becki…”

My best friend glides lower, kissing the swell of my bosoms where my brassiere can’t quite contain them.

I can’t believe I let this get out of hand so quickly. Nor that I haven’t stopped it now it’s gone this far. But the fact this is beyond sinful is…is what makes it feel so darn good.

“Merry, you’re so beautiful…”

The last part of that word is completely muffled, when she drives her face into my cleavage. She starts out by kissing but in moments she graduates to soft biting, and oh my!

Becki pushes my blouse back over my shoulders and then draws my bra cups down. And I just let her. When she lands on her knees, and enfolds my stiff nipple in her hot mouth, every hair on my head tingles with desire. In moments she has my bra all the way off.

But when my bestie slides her hands around my waist and works open my long plaid skirt, I freeze.

“Becki, I don’t know if we should.”

“Mm. Me either. But I guess we’ll find out soon enough.”

“What if someone finds out?”

“Are you gonna tell?”

She curls her mouth into a tiny smile as she runs her tongue in a circle around my belly button.

I can’t breathe well enough to speak, so I just shake my head no.

“Then I won’t, either.”

She kisses my belly as she pulls down on the open garment. When it drops to the floor, I’m surprised when the evening air cools against a wet patch on my panties.

“Ohh, somebody’s been sinning,” Becki moans as she strokes her fingers over the front of my underwear.

There’s no way her touch should feel so good. So…heavenly.

“Y–you have, Becki. You’re being all…naughty.”

“But you, my girl, have been lying. To me a little, but mostly to yourself.”

Then she steals away the last of my protection. My modesty. She glides my panties down to my ankles, and I clamp my hands over my blushing cheeks to try and cool the embarrassment.

“God damn,” she blasphemes. “You are so fucking pretty, Boo.”

She shouldn’t be cursing. The words form in my throat to ask her—beg her—to stop saying such sinful things. But that’s as far as it goes. I can’t force myself to say them.

Becki licks her lips, and my heart leaps in reaction. Just because I’ve never done anything doesn’t mean I’ve never heard about the things people do. The sinful, indelicate ways people touch each other. Putting their mouths in places they’re not supposed to go.

Seeing the hunger in my best friend’s eyes only makes me more confused, though. I do love her, so very much. And I want the best for her.

But right now, I can’t stop thinking about what’s best for me. And if it’s possible that it’s her. It’s a double-barreled sin. Selfishness and lust.

A moment passes between us. This is when I should tell her no. Or step away. Or drop to my knees and pray for her.

Except if I drop to my knees now, I know what’ll happen. I’ll kiss her, the way she’s been kissing me.

Then Becki takes the doubt away from me. She presses her hands to my hips and pushes me back onto her bed. I land softly, and she squeezes her shoulder between my knees.

I have no strength, no resistance, and she parts my legs so darn easily it’s utterly embarrassing.

When she kisses a meandering trail up the inside of my thigh, my breath palpitates in my chest. I’ve never been more excited or scared than I am right now. Even at the top of that waterfall.

And I’ve never wanted anything more than my best friend’s mouth on my…pussy.

Becki pauses and takes a breath, moaning with outright pleasure at my scent. “Damn, Merry…you’re perfect.”

I can’t stop the thought running through my head. Only God is perfect. But I keep it to myself because in my vanity and weakness, it makes my heart soar to be told such a wonderful lie.

When Becki kisses me, right in there, I cry out in surprise. She awakens a sweet little tingle with just the press of her lips. But then she opens up and strokes me with her glistening tongue, and it’s more than I could ever have believed.

I’ve never known such pleasure. Becki drives her mouth against me and slips her tongue inside, swirling it like she did with that first hungry kiss. Every part of my body sparks and whirls as my best friend pleasures me in the most intimate way.

“God, you taste so fucking good, Boo.”

My spine gives way and I flop backward on her bed. Becki pushes my legs up and turns her head sideways, punching her tongue in and out of me.

Then she slides higher and flicks my clitoris, and my whole brain ignites with a bizarre blend of shame and elation. She makes tight circles around that little bud, but keeps drifting away from it. I barely even understand what I’m doing as I take her hair in my fists and hold her, right where I desperately need her to be.

“Ohhh, Boo…you’re fucking naughty.”

“Mm. Well, you’re the one who’s…eating my pussy.”

“Fuck…it’s so hot to hear you talk like that.”

It’s as hot for me to hear such filth in my own voice. And it takes me past any semblance of sanity.

“Oh, Becki…oh, my…”

“Y’gonna come, Boo?”

“I—I don’t know…”

“Oh…then you probably are. Come in my mouth, Merry. Come hard for me.”

My belly tightens and I grip my bestie’s lush hair even harder. And then the world turns to spikes and they all fly into my skin and out the other side as a thunderstorm of pure bliss breaks deep inside my belly.

Becki releases my pussy from her mouth and climbs my body, keeping her naughty tongue pressed to my skin all the way. She pauses with her face above mine, and I’m not sure what to do.

I so very much want to give her pleasure the way she’s done for me. But when she comes down to try and kiss me, I turn away.

“I’m sorry, Becki. I’m…not ready for that.”

“It’s cool,” she says but she sounds disappointed.

“I loved it, Becki. So much. But I really can’t do…what you just did.” Not yet, anyway.

Oh, my. Did I really just think that? Think about maybe doing this again? “Is there some other way I can…?”

Becki smiles, and it highlights the glossy wetness on her lips and her chin. “Lie back down.”

I do as she says, and she comes up onto her knees. She slides her soaking wet thong off, and moves above me.

My best friend straddles my thigh, pressing her own juicy slit against my skin. Then she glides forward until her nether lips are kissing mine.

“Give me your leg, Boo,” she murmurs, and I again do as she asks. She takes hold of my ankle and rests it over her shoulder. “You ready?”

“I…don’t know.”

Becki rolls her hips and it grinds her pussy against mine. I gasp in surprise at how pleasurable it feels, and that only seems to make her more excited.

“Mm,” she says. “Oh, you’re lovely and wet. And so fucking hot.”

Then she pumps her hips forward, lifting my bottom off the bed. She bounces herself down against me, and it’s like a punch. A punch that delivers pleasure and not pain.

Becki kisses the inside of my knee as she grinds and rolls, and her clit wrestles with mine. She laps at the skin of my inner thigh and whimpers with pleasure.

Before long, she’s coated in sweat and she releases my leg. She comes down over me, her hands either side of my head, gazing deep into my eyes as she curls her mouth with effort.

And down there, between my legs…it’s heaven. I’m so close to coming again, and I can see it on Becki’s face that she feels the same.

“Please, Boo?”

“Mmm?”

“Say something dirty?”

“Oh…” I catch my breath as I prepare to smash another of my taboos. “Becki…please make me come. Fuck my…my hot, wet little cunt. Please…”

“Jesus,” she rasps, and then she arches her back, and cries out to heaven, or to the stars, or to whatever it is she sees up there. And as my best friend comes against me, I come against her, and we become a duet, each of us worshipping in our own way.

When both our climaxes flutter away to nothing, my bestie falls beside me, our legs entwined like garden hoses. I press my hand to her beautiful face, and then despite all my reservations, I lean over and I kiss her again.

I drink in my own juices from her beautiful mouth, and it gives me another buzz. Just like when I stood above the waterfall. When Becki urged me on.

Once again, she’s taken me to a new height. And if this should happen again, and if she wants me to dive in…then I’ll be glad to.

And I will get all soaking wet.


At Her Command


It had already been a tough morning. Stress at the breakfast table, stress on the subway, and now stress at work.

I love my job, mostly. Working as a PA for Deidre French has all kinds of fringe benefits. Hers is one of the top marketing agencies in the city.

The fact I scored the job straight out of college was an even bigger surprise, but there’s a dark side that comes with it.

Deidre has a reputation. A history of being extremely volatile. Maybe that’s par for the course given she’s a statuesque redhead who got her start as a runway model.

Or maybe she’s simply playing the role of diva, for the many ways it makes things easier for her. Lucky for me, I’d never had the dark side of her personality directed at me. Not yet, anyway.

I’ve seen her in meetings with half a dozen men—sometimes more—and she just bulldozes them. When attitude doesn’t work, she falls back on sex appeal, and she wins. Every damn time.

As a matter of fact, I was kind of jealous. I still got my share of male attention, even with my shiny new wedding ring. But as a short and curvy brunette, I was a whole lot easier to overlook.

“Nikki.”

I jumped out of my contemplation at the sound of Deidre’s voice right behind me, and turned to face her.

“Hi. Um, yes?”

“Is everything set for the Louse Brothers meeting?”

“Um, it’s Krause Brothers, Ms French.”

“I know, sweetie. It’s just my little joke with them.”

“Oh, okay. Yes, I have pastries in the kitchen, coffee brewing, a fruit platter and all the paperwork right here.” I patted a pile on my desk.

“Excellent.” She cocked her head to the side a little. “Are those new earrings?”

I automatically put my hands up to touch the jewelry, as if to hide it from her. “Oh, yes. I bought them last week.”

“Hm. A woman as sexy as you shouldn’t be buying her own jewelry, Nikki. You’re letting the team down.” She flashed a little wink at me.

See, that’s the thing about Deidre French. She definitely was volatile. But of course, that meant that on the good days, she was the most amazing and nurturing boss you could imagine.

It’s just the other times—the times I’d only heard about so far—that things were more…troubling.

“Besides,” she continued. “Don’t you have a brand spanking new husband? What good is having a pet man if he won’t…wag his tail for you once in a while?”

Holy moly. Did this woman have a secret camera in my house? It honestly felt as if she’d seen the dynamic between Andrew and me.

“He isn’t that new. We got together in high school. And we’ve been married about a year now.”

“Hm.”

I couldn’t read any meaning into Deidre’s little grunt one way or another. But it still made me feel totally called out.

See, my husband is…well, let’s be charitable, and say he’s between jobs right now. He quit just before we got married at the beginning of last year, with the idea he’d go into business for himself.

Only, he never did. There was always something blocking him. Paperwork, taxes, a lack of startup money. All things he assured me he had in place before he quit.

So now, he’s basically a freeloader. Emotionally as well as financially. Why the hell else would I have to buy my own presents, for goodness’ sake? And from a department store rather than a jeweler.

The other problem was, he was freeloading sexually, as well. We never fucked anymore. Like, literally never. I was too tired when I got home on weekdays, and he was too busy gaming on the weekends.

His biggest contribution to the relationship was that he kept a great supply of batteries in the house. He needed them for his dozen different controllers and remotes, but I think I burned through more of them every week with my single vibrator.

There was no doubt my frustration was leaking into my work life, as well. So far I hadn’t messed up big time, but I’d been making more and more silly mistakes. I knew it was frustration. I’d never truly needed the release of sex the way I did right now.

“Where did you go, Nikki?”

“Huh? I, uh…I’m right here.”

My beautiful boss leaned over and took hold of my chin, angling my face up to look deep into my eyes. “Everything okay at home, sweetie?”

I’d never been so close to her before. Not like this, at least. Face to face, with all our shields down. Her hair smelled so good, in stark contrast to mine, with the bargain store 2-in-1 crap that I’d been reduced to using.

“At home? Um…y–yes, it’s all good, Deidre.”

She gazed into my soul, her deep blue eyes so clear they looked like glacial ice. It was the most intimate moment I could remember happening to me—like, ever—and she was barely touching me.

Finally she relented, though it was clear she didn’t believe me.

“Well, I’ll be in the boardroom. Show the boys in when they arrive, please.”

“Will do, boss.”

“Hey…” She reached over to me and adjusted the collar of my blouse. That wasn’t unusual. The woman was always casually touching people. Hers were pretty much the only hands I’d felt—apart from my own—in the past three months. “You know what would really help me?”

“Um…what?”

“Would you mind undoing the top two buttons on your blouse?”

“The top…uh, what do you mean?”

“Am I speaking in code?” She put one hand on her hip, and I’d been around her long enough to know that was a switch to DEFCON 4 for her temper. I thanked my lucky stars I’d never seen DEFCON 3 or worse.

“No, of course not. I’m just not sure why I would do that.”

She relaxed and knelt before me, which felt odd. As she brushed my hair back behind my ears, she gave me a warm smile.

“Nikki, these guys are middle aged, straight and white. They’re masters of the universe in their minds and that makes them cocky as hell. I plan to subdue them with my legs, which is why I have this stupidly short skirt on.”

“Um…”

“But sweetie…I need your girls. You have such a perfect rack. You’ll have the guys half drunk before they’re even in the room.”

The blush filled my cheeks as I looked away from her. “Uh…well, okay.”

It was actually quite embarrassing how easily she could talk me around. I guess it was because it felt nice that at least somebody thought I was attractive. Less than a year into my marriage and I couldn’t tell if my husband did anymore.

I hesitantly opened the top buttons of my blouse, like Deidre asked. She reached over and fiddled with my collar again, easing it wider open.

When she glanced down into the depths of my cleavage, she smiled and nodded. “Sheesh. Color me jealous.”

Seriously? This woman won the genetic lottery and she envied my boobs? These girls got me all kinds of attention, sure, but most of it was the homeless-guys-leering-on-the-subway kind.

Deidre looked up and caught my eye again, then booped my nose.

“You’re the best, Nikki. Thanks.”

Once again, I felt the heat rise in my cheeks. This time, though, my belly tingled as well. And a little lower. I had to uncross and recross my legs just to get comfortable.

If she was a man, I’d have believed she was making a move on me. And at the moment, if she was a man, I just might have welcomed it.

Hell, she was about as feminine as a person could be, but right here and right now, I couldn’t be certain I’d reject her if she offered.

Believe me, I’m not into women in that way, and have never even experimented with one. Of course, the longer I went without my husband’s cock, the more open I felt about…well, about other things.

So it was weird how nice it felt to have Deidre up close, complimenting me.

The elevator bell chimed, and the big, loud and burly Krause brothers barged out of it and into my lobby space. Ugh.

They walked up to my desk, all three of them, maintaining excellent eye contact…with my boobs. Seriously, you’d think they’d never seen anything like them before.

But hell, all it did was prove to me that I was definitely feeling needy for attention. Even the blatant ogling from these mid-50s sleazebags gave me a jolt of confidence.

I made sure to keep my back straight and my breaths deep as I showed the men through to Deidre’s glass-walled boardroom.

My boss looked up and flashed her radiant smile. “Thank you so much, Nikki. You’re indispensible.”

“Yes, Ms French.”

All four of them watched me as I backed out of the room. As soon as I closed the door, the men turned back to my boss.

As the only one whose chair faced toward me, Deidre held eye contact with me a moment longer, then flicked me another tiny wink.

My belly tightened with the thrill of it all. That one tiny gesture told me I’d done everything she asked, and assured me the meeting would be a success.

I was still riding that high when I sat back at my desk. It was odd, but I swore I could feel Deidre’s eyes on me. She could see me from where she sat, but I would have to turn almost completely around to see her.

The hairs on my neck prickled as I pictured her watching my every move. My pulse raced, and my breath went with it. Suddenly, I couldn’t even type, my hands trembled so hard.

A moment later, the high and the excitement both burst. The elevator bell chimed again, and out stepped my husband. Still wearing the same black T and…eugh…sweatpants he’d been wearing yesterday.

Not that I had a problem with comfy clothes. That combo was my go-to at home as well. But that’s the thing.

At home.

The man was at my workplace now, and he hadn’t even brushed his damn hair.

“Nik-nok,” he said with a cheesy grin as he walked up to my desk.

“Please, Andrew. Don’t call me that at work.” Or at all, ever. I held back from bringing up his attire. “What do you need?”

“Need? How do you know I’m not here to take you out to lunch?”

“Because it’s only 10am. And the way you’re dressed they wouldn’t even let you in the drive-through.” Damn. I tried so hard not to mention it.

Not that it seemed to bother my husband. He didn’t even seem to register my words. “Yeah, you got the spare credit card, Nik-nok?”

“Don’t call me that, darn you!” I hissed.

“Darn me? When are you gonna grow up and use real fucking cuss words, Nik-nok? Y’know, the fun ones.”

“I don’t speak that way, you know that. And you’re a fine one to talk about being a grown up. Why would you need the spare card when you have your own?”

Andrew did that thing he always did when he was guilty of something, or lying…or both. Licking his teeth behind his lips. Thank goodness he didn’t play poker or we’d be homeless by now.

The phone beside me rang and I picked up the receiver. Before I could connect the call, my husband spoke again.

“Not important. I just need the card.” He even did the whole gimme thing with his hand, and I was tempted to crack him in the face with the phone receiver.

Luckily, at least I could remember how to behave in a work environment. I gave Andrew the wait a second gesture, reached down to connect the call…and only then did I notice it was an internal one.

Coming from the boardroom. Ugh. Fiddlesticks. Deidre was going to tear strips off me because of my hobo-esque husband.

I swallowed heavily, and pressed the button.

“Yes, Ms French?”

“Nikki, could you come in for a moment, please?”

“Yes, Ms French.” I gave Andrew the dagger-eyes as I stood and hung up the phone. “Honey, please go home.”

“Need the card.”

“Ugh. Look, just go to the kitchen, would you? I’ll come see you there as soon as I’m done.”

He rolled his eyes and put his hands on his hips. “Fine. But be quick about it, would you?”

I should get a medal for holding my tongue at moments like that. Rather than speaking my mind, I turned on the spot and headed back to the conference room.

Deidre motioned for me to enter.

“Nikki, would you please make us a fresh pot of coffee? This one has gone cold.”

I tried not to let my relief show. There’d been no doubt in my mind she was either going to reprimand me or fire me on the spot.

“In fact,” she continued. “These likely lads need a few moments to discuss things in private. I’ll come and help.”

“Yes, Ms French.” Heck. I didn’t need any help, and she never came out of meetings.

Then it hit me. Whatever trouble I was in, she was going to deal with it now, but privately.

We walked through to the kitchen in silence. My legs barely held me up, I was so nervous.

To my embarrassment, Andrew was rummaging through the fridge.

“Excuse me, sir,” Deidre said, in her crispest, coldest voice. “This is not a homeless shelter.”

Andrew tensed and stood, turning toward us. He slammed the fridge door closed. “What?”

“Honey, please,” I said, hearing the begging tone in my own voice. “Just go home?”

Deidre crossed her arms and turned to me. “This one is yours?”

My cheeks flushed with heat and I sighed before speaking. “This is my husband, Andrew.”

The only sound for a moment was the gentle hum of the fridge running. Deidre glanced from Andrew to me and back again.

“No,” she said. “I don’t see it.”

“Hey!”

I silenced Andrew with a good old reliable stop gesture. “Um, what?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what she meant, in truth.

Deidre frowned, then shook her head. “Nikki, would you go and wait in my office, please? Take your…him with you.”

“Listen, red,” Andrew sneered. “You’re not my boss. If I don’t wanna go to your office—”

“Then I’ll fire your lovely wife.”

I couldn’t help but suck in a huge breath, just from the shock of it. How could she do that? I’d been a model employee. In fact, the only real black mark against me was this, right now. My husband barging in and bringing down the tone of the place.

“Ms French?”

“Go. Both of you. I’ll be there soon.”

She turned on the spot and marched back to the boardroom, her long legs looking a million bucks, framed by her high heels and short skirt. Her round ass rolled and swayed, just about hypnotizing me with its perfection and complete absence of visible panty lines.

“Thanks a bunch, Andrew.”

“What? It’s not my fault your boss is a total bitch.”

“Uh, yes it is. She’s been great all day, until you walked in wearing homeless chic. Now, come on.”

“I’m not going to her fucking office. What, is she the principal and I’ve been a naughty boy?”

I let all my frustration out in one thick sigh. “It might as well be that. And yeah, you’ll come with me now. You can’t possibly think we can live without my income.”

He frowned and closed his eyes, and I knew he’d heard the words I didn’t say. About how mine was the only income we had.

“Ugh. Fine. But it better not take too long.”

I led him down to Deidre’s office, wondering if I should even ask what incredibly important things he had on his schedule for the day. And then realizing this wasn’t the time to sink the knife in.

We waited for a few minutes, with me trying to stop myself fidgeting, and begging my husband to sit up straight rather than slouching.

Deidre joined us, making an entrance the way only a redheaded 6-foot tall former model in stilettos could. She moved in almost complete silence, but I simply couldn’t stop looking at her.

The way she moved was silky and graceful, and she filled out her skirt and jacket like they’d been shrink-wrapped to fit her gorgeous body.

Oh, gosh. Why the heck was I even thinking of stuff like that? There’s no doubt she’s an incredible looking woman, and I could watch her all day. I felt as though I was her pet, sometimes, rather than her PA.

But I’m not that way inclined. I’ve never been with anyone but Andrew, and I’m married to the guy now so even if I wanted to kiss the soft lips of another woman, and touch her silky skin, and explore all the wondrous bounty of her beautiful body, and have her touch me in ways that no man truly knew how to…I couldn’t.

Deidre stood in front of her desk, towering over us, and as I looked up into her crystalline eyes, I swore she was seeing inside my head. And the thought that she’d be reading that stream of inappropriate thoughts I’d just had made my cheeks flush.

“Nikki,” she said, raising one eyebrow. “This is not just your place of work. This is my business. If you can’t dress your boy appropriately—”

“Hey!” Andrew stood like his chair was electrified. Even at his full height, he couldn’t quite see Deidre eye to eye. “I’m a grown man. I don’t take orders from my wife. Or from any woman.”

His words, his tone and his posture were all about aggression, yet it didn’t seem to faze my boss one little bit. She merely turned her head to glare at him.

“I wasn’t talking to you, little man. Sit down.”

“Please, Ms French,” I said, trying to make peace. “I didn’t know Andrew was coming in. And if I had, I definitely would have asked him to dress properly.”

“That’s as may be, Nikki. But can you honestly guarantee me it’ll never happen again?”

I whipped me head to the side and glared at my husband. “Andrew?”

“I ain’t guaranteeing shit to you.” He crossed his arms and looked off to the side, like none of this mattered in the slightest. Like this job wasn’t the only thing keeping us off the breadline. “Either of you. It’s a free country.”

I shut my eyes and hung my head. This wasn’t the man I married. This was the brittle shell left behind when his spirit went into a coma. At least he sat back down, though it was probably just because he was tired from standing up for more than ten seconds.

Deidre sighed and hopped up onto her desk, sitting there with her perfect posture from all those years of modeling. She smoothly crossed her long, beautiful legs, and for a moment they were all I could see.

Apparently those perfect pins caught my husband’s eye, as well. When I looked across at him, his mouth hung just a little open. Kind of how it used to back at the beginning, whenever he got a glimpse of my breasts.

Not gonna lie, it kind of hurt that my boss’s legs were level pegging with my naked boobs. But that pain was just one more little sting in the whole scheme of things.

Deidre leaned forward, staring down my fragile but aggressive husband. “Is that your last word on this, little man?”

“Don’t fucking call me that.” I swore Andrew was about to stick out his bottom lip and threaten to tell his mom on her.

My boss sighed, and shook her head. “Then I’m afraid I have no choice. Nikki, please clear out your desk.”

“Ms French, no. Please? I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“You let riff-raff into my office, girl. It’s bound to happen again. This little mongrel man seems quite attached to you, after all.” She turned her attention to me and quickly looked me up and down. “But if you ask me, he’s punching well above his weight.”

How did she do that? Fire me in one breath and compliment me in the next? What kind of weird-ass game was she playing? And why did her praise still make me warm inside, even when she was being so damn unfair?

“Ms French, please? Whatever it takes, just let me keep my job? I’ll do anything.”

She closed her eyes slowly, as though trying not to spook her prey. When she opened them again, she was looking straight at the floor. “Anything?”

And as I sat there and watched, Deidre French, the tall, gorgeous woman I idolized…parted her shapely thighs, revealing the reason I saw no panty line before.

She wore no panties.

“Um…uh, what are you…”

“You said anything. There’s only one thing I want.” She looked up again, captivating me in her beautiful eyes. “Sex.”

My husband let out a little moan, and inched forward on his seat. “I mean, sure…if it’ll get my wife her job back, I can, uh…take the hit.”

Ugh. So darn magnanimous.

Deidre fired a look so cold and sharp I’m surprised my husband didn’t fall down dead.

“What on earth gave you the impression I’d want anything from you? Was it the way I insulted your appearance, or the way I belittled you in front of your wife? Hmm?”

“But…” Andrew crinkled his brow. “You said you wanted…sex?”

Deidre kinked her head a little as she waited for my husband to catch up to the rest of us. “Keep chugging, little brain train. You’ll get up the hill soon.”

Andrew suddenly jolted, his eyes wide in shock. “You mean…you want…Nikki?”

“Like you wouldn’t fucking believe, sunshine. And for months now.”

My cheeks went redder than ever, and I wondered if I’d ever stop blushing around this woman.

Andrew stood, revealing something I hadn’t seen in so damn long. A bulge in the front of his sweatpants.

“No. I forbid it. It’s, uh…against our marriage vows.”

Deidre slid back down onto her feet and stabbed him in the chest with her long, elegant finger. “Vows you were prepared to break only a matter of seconds ago.”

“Well…well, yeah. But…uh…”

My statuesque boss put her hands on my husband’s shoulders, and shoved him bodily back down into the seat.

“Sit down and shut up, boy. You’ve done enough damage here.”

To my surprise, Andrew actually did as he was told. I couldn’t remember a single time that had ever happened. He sat there, shock written across his face, but he made no sound.

Deidre turned to me, and I put my hands up over my cheeks as if she hadn’t already seen the color in them. She reached out and slid her fingers beneath mine.

Slowly, she peeled them away from my face, and eased me up onto my feet. She pulled me close, like we were about to dance together. She even turned us around on the spot, heightening the effect—and my arousal.

God, she smelled so good up close. And she felt like heaven. All heat and softness beneath the battle armor of her business suit.

My boss backed me up against her desk, her face filling my vision as she came closer.

The instant her soft lips glanced across mine, I jolted as if she’d electrocuted me. Even though I’d known she was coming—had watched as she grew ever closer—the tender impact still shocked me.

Deidre eased away from me and hummed as she flicked her tongue across her own lips. “That was very nice, but if you want to keep your job, sweetie, you’re gonna have to try harder.”

I definitely needed this job. But could I really go through with this? It was so hard to tell what my own limits would be. I mean, Deidre already said she wants sex but there’s no way I could go that far. That one tiny touch of lips on lips was already too much. Yet, in a whole other way, it was nowhere near enough.

A small part inside my head reminded me there was no way on earth she could actually demand this of me. She couldn’t fire me for not having sex with her.

But that small part was currently drowning in the rich, beautiful ocean of sensations that came with being wanted. Desired.

Okay, it was by another woman, and I’d never even thought seriously about doing that. But it wasn’t like I’d be getting any of the good stuff from my husband anytime soon. So why the hell wouldn’t I take this opportunity?

I was used to being the shorter part of a couple, so I let my instincts reign. As Deidre stroked my cheek with the backs of her fingers, I took her beautiful face in my hands and stood up on my toes.

This time, as I pulled her closer, I was ready. I took her mouth in a soft kiss that rapidly grew harder. As her lips pulsed against mine, she coaxed me open and slid the tip of her tongue inside me.

I had a very short list of people who’d kissed me. A couple of half-hearted boys in middle school, before Andrew came into my life. No surprise that he was the only person I’d kissed in the last few years. Right up until now.

Yet nobody had ever kissed me with the belly-tingling, nipple-stiffening skill that Deidre French did. I even found myself wondering if maybe they named French kissing after her. She was just so good at it.

Off to the side somewhere, perhaps in another dimension, I heard Andrew rasping out exclamations of disbelief. That only spurred me on.

There was no way this would go any further than kissing, of course. How could it? We were at work, for goodness’ sake. Besides, I’m straight. Like, 100% straight. Or at least 85%, anyway.

Deidre’s kiss grew hungrier, her tongue exploring deeper inside my mouth. She took hold of my hair and wound it around her wrist, giving it a gentle but sustained pull. My scalp woke up and joined the party, and I whimpered with desire straight into my boss’s soft mouth.

No less than 70% straight. That’s me. For sure.

My beautiful boss came away from me, her lips swollen and slick. “You scared, sweetie?”

I definitely was, but not in the way she meant. I was just too nervous what my voice would reveal. Let Deidre and Andrew both believe it was fear coursing through me. That seemed so much more acceptable than the truth.

That I was turned on like I’d never been before, in my whole life.

Deidre reached past and patted the desk behind me. “Come on up here, sweetie.”

It was a struggle for me, given I’m a half a foot shorter than her, but I got there. Deidre hooked her elegant hands around my knees and drew them apart, gliding her hips between them.

She kicked off her shoes, then removed her jacket and tossed it at Andrew, who barely managed to catch it. Then she eased my hands up off my lap and directed them to the buttons on her blouse.

“Open it, sweetie.”

I fumbled like crazy as I struggled to undo them. Once I had the top half open, I suddenly realized she was bare beneath, and my mouth went dry while my pussy grew wet.

With the whole front open, I wasn’t sure what I was meant to do. I only knew what I wanted.

To see her.

My boss parted the two sides of her blouse, baring her breasts to me like it was nothing at all. My jaw hung slack as I took in the sweet perfection of them. Nowhere near as big as mine, the lucky thing, but they sat proudly against her chest, shaped so perfectly you’d think they were carved from marble. Her nipples reached for me, so hard and so pink they were like candy.

My husband made some weird animal sound, which I guessed was probably a moan of appreciation. I’d almost forgotten he was in the room, I was so transfixed by my boss’s boobs.

“Sweetie,” Deidre said, her voice low and musical. “They’re not gonna suck themselves.”

I closed my eyes as once again my cheeks went hot. When I opened again, she seemed that little bit closer to me, though I couldn’t tell if she’d moved or I had.

And though I’d never entertained the idea of doing anything with another woman before, in that moment there was nothing I wanted more than to please her, in exactly the way she wanted.

So still, like, 60% straight. Minimum.

I slid my hands up the outsides of her breasts, admiring the silky softness of her skin against mine. When I pressed them together, Deidre let out a tiny moaning sound, and arched her back just a little, bringing her perfect boobs closer to my face.

I wanted to look her in the eye, but her sweet pink buds had me hypnotized. I parted my lips, my breath racing in fear and excitement, the wash of hot air puckering her nipples even more.

Deidre wove her fingers into my hair and guided me down. I fell on her tight nipple and closed around it, sucking gently at that perky little bud. The same way I’d always loved it to be done to me.

My boss tightened her grip on my hair, and let out a tiny ooh sound as I ran my tongue in circles around her bud. Off to the side, my husband made guttural noises of ragged pleasure.

Deidre brought her other hand up and stroked my cheek, and down to my neck. “That’s the girl…yes…”

She pressed herself harder against me, turning her body slightly to the side so she could grind her hip bone against my embarrassingly wet panties.

Little bursts of pleasure pulsed through me at the dull pressure against my clit. Every touch only made me that little bit wilder.

I switched sides and clamped my teeth into my boss’s other nipple, and she tightened her hand in my hair. The pain in my scalp was more like pleasure, and I made a little snarling sound as I lapped Deidre’s pink bud.

She moaned as I sank my fingers into her flesh, and she fired her other hand into my hair as well. Deidre guided my mouth from side to side, and I kissed and licked and sucked every inch of her gorgeous boobs.

“Mm. What do you think, little man?”

Andrew’s breath growled in his chest as he watched us. “Fuck…”

“There’s nothing quite like it, is there, boy? Watching your beautiful wife really going to town on another woman’s tits.”

“Uhhh…”

I stroked my tongue up between her breasts, and on to her throat, sliding my hands around behind her. The instant she looked down at me I slammed my mouth against hers, driving my tongue deep inside as I scratched my fingernails down the soft skin of her back.

Deidre opened wider and devoured my lips and tongue, kissing me wildly and viciously, turning my head one way and then the other. She slid off the side of my mouth and lapped at my cheek, then bit into my ear lobe.

“Little man,” she hissed to Andrew. “Come take my top off.”

She stepped back out of my embrace and I felt suddenly cold without her there. Especially where the air hit the now soaking wet heart of my panties.

I watched in awe as my husband reached for Deidre’s blouse, his hands positively shaking. The outline of his cock was clear as day in the front of his sweatpants, and I couldn’t remember the last time I saw it so thick and so hard.

When she was bare from the waist up, she crooked her finger toward me and made a little come-hither gesture. I slid off the desk, and she turned around as I approached her.

“Skirt,” she moaned, and I dropped to my knees so I could unzip her. I yanked it down, baring her ass to me.

“Oh, my,” I said, my voice almost failing. I reached out hesitantly, desiring nothing more than to stroke my fingers down the flawless white skin of her firm, round butt.

Deidre foiled me at the last second, turning and stepping past me, and planting herself exactly where I’d just been on her desk.

“Sweetie?” she said, her voice coming to me like hot syrup.

I turned on the spot, still on my knees, and was confronted with my beautiful boss, naked before me. Her shapely white thighs parted, her hairless pussy glistening, her lips parted and swollen with need.

At that moment, I suddenly realized something about myself. My job security had nothing to do with this anymore. I was completely prepared to do this—to have sex with this woman, while my husband watched—no matter what.

I caught the enticing scent of her and licked my lips. She made the same come-hither gesture as before, and I crept forward, sliding my fingers up around the outsides of her knees as I pressed my mouth to the inside.

Closer and closer I went, kissing the crazy soft skin of her inner thighs, one side and then the other. The heat of her bare slit radiated against my face as I came right in to her.

All I could see, all I could feel, all I could sense in any way…was Deidre French’s hot pussy. My beautiful boss wrapped her hand around the back of my head and gently pulled, and suddenly I crossed a boundary I’d never expected.

I had my mouth on another woman’s pussy.

For a few seconds I hovered there, my lips pressed to hers, soaking up the spicy scent of her.

“Now, sweetie,” she purred, her voice deep and soft but still thrumming with power. “Eat me.”

I flicked my tongue out at her, drawing in the sweet musky flavor of her arousal. Deidre’s whole body quivered, her nipples peaking as she gazed down at me.

Andrew made a deep groaning sound, and I heard the rustle of cheap fabric. I had no doubt exactly what was happening over there. My husband would have his cock in his hand, stroking himself while he watched.

All that did was drive me on. My husband had been neglecting me—and especially my sexual needs—for far too long. Let him see the passion and hunger he’d been missing out on.

I lifted Deidre’s legs and eased them wider apart, placing her feet up on the desk. With her pussy open and slick and so darn hot, there was nothing I could do but stroke my tongue all the way up her pretty slit.

“Gosh, you taste so good,” I whispered. “So…so darn good.”

“You can use all the words here, sweetie. In fact, I insist. I want the dirtiest language you can come up with as you eat my fucking pussy.”

“But I don’t…I never swear.”

My boss smiled sweetly down at me, and traced a finger across my lips, still slick with her pussy juices. “Then it’s just one more new experience your pretty, pretty mouth gets today, sweetie.”

She rolled her hips and it was as if her pussy kissed me on the mouth. I let instinct take over and I opened wide, dashing my tongue over her tasty wet lips, my belly buzzing with excitement as she made little mewing sounds.

I kinked my head a little to the side and pressed my mouth right into her, savoring the sweet and spicy tang of her. My husband whispered a stream of curses, his voice going dry by the end of them.

“That’s so fucking good, sweetie,” Deidre moaned.

I made a high whining sound as I pulsed my mouth on her, delving my tongue in and out, getting more and more confident with every stroke.

Deidre made little sobbing sounds of pleasure and released my hair, her body pulsing almost like she was being punched by fairies. I drove my face harder and harder between her thighs, losing myself in the moment.

My boss drifted back, throwing her hands behind her to support her weight. She boosted her pretty ass off the desk and swung herself at me, ordering me without words to go harder. Deeper.

“Little man,” she barked. “Strip your fucking sexy wife for me. But don’t touch her…only her clothes. Her bod is mine.”

Andrew hissed out a nearly silent yes, and then came in behind me. I kept my mouth clamped to the sweet heaven of Deidre’s hot pussy, as my husband worked the rest of my blouse’s buttons open from behind.

Even when he’d opened it, and was drawing it down my arms, I never relented. Eating my boss out was the most exotic and exciting experience of my life and I didn’t want to miss a second of it. I just put my hands behind me while I plowed Deidre’s slit with my slick tongue.

“Uhh…fuck…” Deidre’s voice went all ragged with pleasure as she gazed down at me. Her clear blue eyes sang to me as I coated my face in her delicious juices.

She pouted her pretty mouth as she watched Andrew unfasten my bra, and work it off me.

When I pulled her clit into my mouth and sucked, she threw her head back and howled. I wasn’t sure if the Krause guys had left or not, and a dark, sinful part deep inside me told me it didn’t matter. That it could be even more exciting with a bigger audience.

Deidre looked back down at me, her full lips curled into the sexiest smile. “I can’t fucking wait to see your tits, sweetie. Come up here.”

I honestly didn’t want to stop what I was doing. It surprised me just how good I seemed to be at eating pussy, for one thing. But it truly shocked me how much I loved doing it.

So, yeah…maybe my straightness index was much closer to 50/50. Not only could I live with that…I felt certain I’d embrace it like heck for the rest of my life.

“Sweetie? Now.”

I gave her sweet pussy one last, long lick, and kissed my way up her silky body. I made sure to let one of my breasts stroke its way over her hot, wet slit as I rose.

Deidre puffed out a breathy moan as my nipple teased her clit, then hauled me all the way up, taking my mouth in a kiss that had my toes curling up so hard it was like aliens were trying to abduct them.

Andrew took the opportunity to unzip my skirt and work it down, taking my panties along with it. I was in my boss’s office, bare except for my shoes. A moment later, my husband slid those off me as well.

I could feel the guy behind me, as I drank deeply from Deidre’s mouth. His breath washed over my thighs, and my bare ass, for the first time in a long time.

For just a few seconds, he gripped my hips, and the heat of his skin came right in close, as though he was about to literally kiss my ass. Something he should have been metaphorically doing for months now.

Deidre wrenched her incredible mouth away from mine and leaned over my shoulder, curling her long legs around my back. I wouldn’t be surprised if she kicked Andrew in the face, she was so quick and possessive.

“Hey, little man! I warned you. No touching.”

“But she’s my—”

“No. Right now, she’s not your anything. She’s mine.” Deidre sank her teeth into my shoulder and I let out a little moan of pleasure. “Back off, boy,” she growled through her mouthful of me.

Andrew hissed out a little fuck, but backed away. Deidre slowly uncurled her legs from around me, and slid to the side.

“Switch with me, sweetie.”

She came down onto the floor and helped me back up onto the desk. The instant my ass hit the wood, my boss dived in at me, swooping on my boobs.

Deidre hauled one nipple into her mouth and sucked like her life depended on it. I couldn’t suppress the moan that came from deep inside me, and I arched my back to give her even better access to me.

“Mm. I can taste myself on you,” she murmured.

As she licked and nipped my flesh, switching from one stiff bud to the other and back, I slid my legs up and around her back, pulling her in against me.

She made a little musical moaning sound and gripped my curvy ass, pulling me forward as she ground herself against my slit. It was a gentle little sensation of pleasure but it gave me room to imagine more.

“Oh, fuck, sweetie,” she said, her voice turning thick and syrupy. “I have to taste you.”

She pushed my shoulders and I eased myself down onto my back, my legs spread wide before her. Deidre stood tall for a moment, looking over every inch of me.

“God, your body is so fucking gorgeous, Nikki.”

I was halfway through thanking her when she dropped out of sight, landing on her knees and slamming her beautiful face into my pussy.

She hit so hard, and so perfectly I couldn’t help but shriek with the overwhelming mix of sensations. Pain, surprise and especially pleasure.

Deidre sucked my lips into her mouth and pulled back, letting them slip back out with the most deliciously naughty smacking sound.

“Holy fuck,” she moaned. “I was right to call you sweetie. You taste incredible.”

“Thank you, Ms French.”

Deidre smiled, her beautiful face framed by my generous thighs. “Do you want more, Nikki?”

“Y–yes. Please.”

“Then you have to ask me the right way.”

What did she mean? I’d used my good manners and everything. “Uh…I don’t understand.”

My boss bared her teeth, this smile looking much more predatory than the last one. She leaned across and sank her perfect teeth into the soft skin of my inner thigh.

“I want to hear you beg, with the filthiest words you know.”

“Oh…” Somehow, breaking that vague, self-imposed rule seemed more challenging than eating Deidre out had. “P–please, Ms French? Lick my, um…my pussy?”

She narrowed her eyes even as she broadened her smile. Then she switched sides and really bit hard into my other thigh.

“C’mon, Nikki. You can do worse than that.” Deidre moved closer, more central, and her breath swept across my most intimate flesh. “I’m so close I can still almost taste you, sweetie. Just say the word. Or words.”

Oh, god. I don’t think I’d ever wanted anything more than I wanted Deidre’s mouth on me. My belly tingled and my breath raced, as I summoned up the courage to cuss.

It’s so stupid. Everyone around me swore all the time. It didn’t bother me to hear the words…only to say them.

On the other hand, how could I turn away from the bliss of Deidre’s mouth?

I held myself up on my elbows, gazing down at my boss’s beautiful alabaster skinned face, at the hunger in her eyes and the glistening heat of her tongue.

“I want you to…to fuck my cunt with your beautiful mouth, Ms French.”

My boss closed her eyes in bliss, and my husband groaned in reaction to my filthy gutter mouth. I didn’t even need to look across to know he’d just cum. He always made the same sound.

My boss shot me a cockeyed smile and licked her full lips. And then she came back down on me so hard I slammed my eyes closed and saw lights of all colors behind them.

She plunged her tongue deep inside me and ground her thumb over my clit. I just about lost my head as waves of ecstasy pounded through me, and I gripped Deidre’s long, beautiful red hair.

Deidre opened wide and lashed at my cunt with her tongue, her lips, even her teeth. She consumed every pore of my pussy, shoving my knees up and back, stretching me wide open.

She pumped her head forward and back, wetting me from my navel all the way down to my ass hole. There wasn’t a single square millimeter of intimate skin she didn’t taste, and I’d never experienced a pleasure anything like it.

I took an even tighter hold on her hair as I arched my back, my head hanging off the chair side of her desk.

My climax was so close I could almost taste it. But I knew there was something else I desperately needed to taste again instead.

“Please, Ms French…come up here?”

She stood slowly, still burrowing her tongue up inside me. As she climbed onto the desk, I slid around to the side.

Deidre shoved all her stuff off the top and laid beside me, taking my mouth in a deep kiss, rich with the flavors of me.

When she reached down and pinched my clit, I let out another squeal, a blend of pain and pleasure.

“Please, Ms French. Sit your perfect cunt on my face?” God, I’d never said that word before today, but I felt certain now I’d be saying it every chance I got, just for the way it made my belly buzz.

Deidre swung around and landed on her hands and knees, her incredible porcelain-skinned ass hovering just above me. A moment later she came down and ground her tasty slit against my mouth, and thrust two fingers up inside me.

I felt Andrew come in behind me for a closer view. He was wise enough to stay silent, but just knowing he was there drove me to put on even more of a show.

Deidre clamped her mouth over my clit and sucked, and I swore I almost blacked out. I returned fire, taking her pearl between my teeth and biting down, while I drove two fingers inside her tight, hot snatch.

Deidre made the most exciting and adorable snarling sound, and pushed another finger inside me. She turned her hand to the side and really stretched me out, the sensation almost like the burn when Andrew took my cherry a few years back.

My boss curled those fingers, and pressed against a spot inside me that sent jolts of ecstasy up and down my spine. I howled in reaction, and she chuckled with delight.

I was too far gone to come back at that point. It was all welling up inside me, and it was about to burst.

The way Deidre squeezed my fingers in the tight grip of her sexy cunt told me she was keeping perfect pace with me.

I pumped my hand forward and back, and sucked on her clit. She swabbed my little bud with her tongue and rolled her fingers inside me.

My climax hit me like a fucking train, slamming through my whole body at once. I wailed out my release straight into Deidre’s juicy slit, and she bucked and lurched on top of me. Her breath came out in a sharp hiss, and she slapped her desk with her free hand, over and over, as she rode out the orgasm rocking her body.

For a few more minutes we laid there, catching our breath with our limbs entwined. I kept kissing every part of Deidre I could reach. Her pussy, her thighs, even her calves where they rested beside my head.

She finally swung her leg back over and clambered down off the desk. She stumbled slightly as she reached the floor, like her legs no longer worked properly.

“Holy fuck, sweetie,” she moaned. “I haven’t cum like that in…forever.”

Neither had I, but even in the afterglow I still had questions. Concerns.

“That was amazing, Ms French. But…I need to know if—”

Deidre leaned forward, pressing a finger to my lips. “Shh, sweetie.” Then she leaned down and slid that finger aside, replacing it with her mouth. I opened wide and welcomed her tongue inside me yet again.

She pulled away too soon—way too soon—for my liking, and gazed down at me.

“I could never fire you, sweetie. In fact, I think I need to give you a raise.”

“You do?”

Deidre held my hands and helped me off the desk. My husband remained silent, but I noticed he’d picked up my clothes and was ready to dress me again.

“Definitely. But there’s likely to be some…extra duties. Maybe even some weekend work. Over at my place.”

My belly tingled at the thought. And that excitement grew as I realized what I was about to say.

“If those duties include fucking your beautiful cunt with my fingers and mouth…then I accept.”


Teasing My Best Friend's Fiancé


I can barely believe my best friend Lana is getting married tomorrow. She’s been engaged to Rodney for a couple years, so of course it’s not a surprise. It’s just that it’s kinda crept up on me.

And of course, I’m excited for her, and equally excited to be her maid of honor. The thing is, I'm gonna miss the way things have been. Selfish, I know, but I’ve absolutely loved our hos-before-bros years.

Now, she’s moving in to the next phase of her life, and I'm still hovering somewhere in the middle. In the gray area between yay, school's finally over and excuse me, I’d like to speak to your manager.

Yeah, we’re only in our mid-20s, but I’m sure I’m supposed to have even a tiny fucking idea of what I want to do with my life. Some kind of direction. Right?

I scan through photos on my phone of the two of us, while she showers in the luxurious hotel bathroom. We’ve lived the dream together. All the highs and lows.

I’m still staring, and tearing up a little, when Lana comes out, wrapped in only a black towel and looking a million dollars. The contrast against her creamy skin is a work of damn art.

Rodney’s a lucky bastard that he gets to marry this goddess tomorrow. But I guess Lana’s lucky, too. Rodney’s one fine-looking man who’s probably the only person on the planet who’s more into Lana than I am.

I mean…not that I’m into her in that way. I don’t think. All I know is, if I was ever to be with a woman, Lana would be my first and only choice.

“Bree?"

“Hmm?"

"You wanna help me with something?”

"It's my job, as maid of honor.”

"Sweet." She throws off her towel, standing absolutely naked before me. Like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Like it didn't just about give me a heart attack to see the way the warm light of the room glistens on her still-wet skin. "I want to send some dirty pics to Rodney. One last tease before he puts a ring on it.”

I swallow the ball of tension—and heat—that takes up residence in my throat. "S–so what do you need from me?"

Lana walks over to the bed, her every movement graceful yet athletic, little jolts running through her curvaceous body with every step. Her toned back rolls, and her perfect ass quivers, and I totally get what guys see in women like her.

When she leans over to pick up her phone, the slightest hint of pink shines out between her ass cheeks, and I see more of her than I ever have. I really should look away…but she’s as pretty there as she is everywhere else.

She hands her phone to me. "I need you to take the shots. And pose me.”

"Pose you?”

“You’re the artistic one. You have such a great eye for detail and composition. I just don't know what's gonna look good.”

"Well, uh..." I cough out of sheer nervousness. "I mean, if you're in the shot, then it's gonna look perfect.”

"Oh, shut up.”

"I mean it, honey.”

I slide the phone into the pocket of my shorts, and grasp her by the shoulders. When I turn her toward the full length mirror, I come in behind her, resting my chin on her shoulder.

"I mean, look at you," I say, my voice dry and rasping. Maybe it's because my pussy’s hogging all the wetness in my body at that moment.

Lana smiles, and slowly brings her hand up. She presses her palm against my cheek as she gazes into my reflection's eyes, and then turns me to face her.

She comes toward me at the same moment, and suddenly her lips are on mine. I let out a tiny moan that’s as much from shock as from arousal, and Lana presses her mouth harder against me. I open without realizing I even meant to, and flick my tongue across hers.

When Lana turns her luscious body toward me, I whimper with pure delight. I've been kissed plenty of times, of course. But never like this. Never by such full, soft lips. Never by someone who smells so damn sweet, with such satiny skin, and with a touch that still comes across as gentle, even when it’s hard.

She takes hold of my blonde hair as she tilts her head, opening her perfect mouth wider than ever. When she yanks back on my golden mane, I turn my face to the ceiling and she dives in on my throat.

She hums, as she laps at my skin. "I've wanted to do that for so fucking long, babe.”

"R-really?" My voice barely makes it out of my throat, I’m so overwhelmed with arousal and nerves.

"Uh-huh. I've seen how you look at me. Rodney's noticed it, too.”

"Oh, fuck..." My cheeks heat with embarrassment. How could I be so fucking transparent?

Even so, it isn't enough to make me stop. Especially with Lana's fist still in my hair, and her other hand on my breast, while she nibbles on my ear lobe.

My knees tremble, and Lana reads my damn mind. She spins us on the spot and shoves me backward until I land on her bed.

Standing over me, her perfect body naked and her eyes flashing with sass and desire, she’s the picture of everything I've ever fantasized about. No other woman has ever appeared in my dreams, and as I look her over, from her long, dark hair down to her pedicured toes, and every plentiful, fleshy inch in between, I can't hold the moan inside my body.

"So, it really is true," she says, a wider smile playing across her luscious mouth. "You're a dirty, filthy girl, after all. You want to fuck me, don't you, Bree?”

I nod slowly, and sit back up at the end of the bed. My face is mere inches from Lana's perfect breasts, and she smiles down at me as she weaves her fingers through my hair.

"Take my phone out of your pocket, honey," she says, the words coming out almost like a single long, liquid hum. I obey as well as I can with my fingers trembling, and hand the phone back to Lana.

She points it toward me, and glances at me over the top of it. "Take off your top, honey. Let my man see how gorgeous you are.”

"Wait..." I take a moment to catch my breath. "Rodney wants...to see me naked?”

Lana rolls her eyes. "Oh, please, honey. Everyone does. I sure do. Have you looked in a mirror?”

I unbutton my top and slide it slightly open. My tits are small enough I rarely wear a bra. Lana takes a couple of pics, and then sends them through to Rodney. I just hope I didn't look like a dork.

Almost immediately, my bestie's phone sounds as her man replies. Her smile grows wider than ever.

"I, uh...take it he liked that?”

"And then some." She hands me the phone, and kneels between my thighs. "You ready, honey?”

“I...don't know if I'll ever be ready. But don't you dare fucking stop.”

She blesses me with her beautiful smile and reaches out for my top, gliding it off my body.

"Oh...you really are gorgeous, honey.”

When Lana cups my tits, I drop the phone and put my hands over the backs of hers, arching my back to press my hard nipples into her palms.

My bestie coughs, and nods at the phone. "You had one job, Bree.”

I lick my lips out of pure nervousness, and Lana's eyes flash wide.

"Okay," she says. "Two jobs. ’cause that mouth...damn, girl.”

I pick up the phone and try to control it. I hold it out to the side to show Lana's hands on my breasts, and her beautiful face as well. I snap off a few pics as she pinches my tight buds, drawing new moans of pleasure out from deep within me.

Lana comes in closer, and I keep clicking, getting all weird angles as the hot pink of her glistening tongue flicks across first one of my nipples, and then the other. I wrap my free hand around the back of her head and pull her to me, smooshing the small, soft body of my breast into her gorgeous face.

All while taking photographs for her husband-to-be.

Damn, but my pussy has a hell of a tingle going on. I've never been this aroused before in my life.

Lana pulls my nipple into the sweet heat of her pretty mouth and sucks hard on it, and I throw my head back as I moan with pleasure. Any shots I take at this moment are definitely gonna suck. But that’s only because my bestie is sucking so damn perfectly.

"Lana...baby...you're so fucking good at that.”

"Mm," she hums back at me. "I can't wait to taste you, honey…"

“Fuuuck…"

Still suckling on my bud, she reaches down and works my shorts open, then hooks her fingers into the front of my panties. When she pulls them away from my skin, I swear a flood of my scent rises to greet us, and Lana pauses.

"You smell delicious, honey…"

I bite into my lip as I try to hold the phone steady. With my open shorts at the bottom of the frame, and Lana's face at the top, I click away, capturing the moment she kisses my belly. The moment she yanks my shorts and panties off.

The moment she plows her beautiful mouth into the glistening, blistering heat of my cunt.

I drop onto my back as my best friend strokes her thick tongue up and down the length of my slit, moaning and sucking, making the filthiest, wettest noises as she devours every part of me.

In desperation, I switch the phone to video and prop my hand up, hoping like hell it catches everything in its pure glory. I can’t even watch the screen...my eyes are closed in ecstasy.

Lana moans as she sucks on my lips, and stretches them away from my body. She lets them slip with a delicious smacking sound and I whimper in reaction. A few of my old boyfriends had a little skill down there, but nobody has ever eaten me out so fucking well. To have me panting and writhing and pumping like this in so little time.

"Fuck, you taste so sweet…honey…"

“Ohhh..."

My best friend grips the backs of my knees and shoves upward, opening me completely. I catch my breath as I lose my mind, but still manage to check the screen of the phone.

All I can see is Lana's beautiful face, from the nose up, and my glistening pink pussy lips bunched up against her cheeks. She has her mouth so hard against me we’re practically a single entity. The thrill of her tongue gliding up inside me is matched only by the pure ecstasy in her eyes.

"Sweetie," I moan, and reach down to grip her hair. "You're so fucking good at that.”

This time, when she moans back at me, it buzzes against my clit and makes every inch of my skin tingle with pleasure. She has me cruising right at the crest of my own personal wave, in almost no time.

Harder and faster she strokes her tongue. When she drives two fingers up inside me and savages my clit with her perfect white teeth, my brain goes supernova, and my core follows along.

The most intense orgasm I've ever experienced shoots through my body like red hot needles of bliss, and I cry out like a siren.

Lana keeps licking and sucking at my pussy, as the aftershocks jolt at me. Then she slowly climbs up onto the bed, kissing every part of my body on the way up. When her face hovers above mine, I make fists in her hair and pull her down to drink my arousal straight from her perfect mouth.

She opens up and drives into me with her tongue. The same tongue she drove into me down there, so rich with my flavor. But then she steals that treat away from me. In its place she drops her full, round breast, and I suck on her nipple as I reach down between her thighs. All I want now is to give her as much pleasure as she gave me.

So, I hand her the phone, and hook my fingers inside the fiery wonder of her pussy. With a quick drag, I move her forward, and she gets the hint straight away.

A moment later, my best friend is right above me, on her knees. The fragrant, beautiful wonder of her lush pussy is right there for the taking, and I bite my lip as I smile. Lana has the phone pointed at me, and I blow a kiss to it. To her lucky fuck of a fiancé.

And then, I drive my mouth into my best friend's pussy. The spicy tang of her juices washes across my tongue, and I drink them like wine. Lana reaches down with her free hand and makes a fist in the top of my hair, dragging me into herself as hard as she can. I suck and lick and bite down on her, exploring every wonderful perfumed millimeter.

Her knees slide wider and she sits heavier on my mouth, but I don’t mind at all. It just makes it easier to devour her. Stroke after long, rapid stroke, I slice my tongue through her slit, and then I suck on her clit like I’m trying to take it home with me.

Lana releases my hair and falls forward, grinding her clit against my mouth as she pumps her hips. I feel certain any video she takes now would be blurry and jerky, but so be it. I’m not letting go of this prize just yet. Fuck, the way I feel right now, she’ll be lucky if I let her out to marry Rodney tomorrow.

Lana sings out with pleasure as I reach up and squeeze her juicy round ass. And she grinds down on me as I press upward, until I swear we’re about to merge.

My best friend tightens up, squeezing her eyes shut as she pulls her lips back from her teeth. And then, her climax hits and she lurches above me like she's drunk. Arching her back, wailing out in a bluesy tone as pleasure pulses through her voluptuous body.

A fresh, tasty burst of her pussy gushes across my tongue, and I drink it in like nectar. My bestie will be a married woman tomorrow. I have to milk this moment hard as I can.

Lana's grip on the bedspread slips, and she falls forward. As she tries to roll to the side, I grip her thick, beautiful thigh and pull her back down to lick some more at her clit.

“Breezy...c'mon..."

"You don't like it?”

"Fuck...I love it. But...I mean...I have to save something for my man tomorrow.”

I kiss her mound, and reluctantly let go of her. "He gets the video." Even to my own ears, I sound like a petulant little brat.

Lana sits beside me and picks up her phone. “Huh..." she sighs.

"What?" I roll onto my side and gaze up at her.

"I, um…I musta fucked up. It hasn't recorded anything.”

"Oh." I lean forward and plant a gentle kiss on my best friend's knee. "You know what that means...don't you?”

Lana sinks her teeth into her luscious bottom lip as she smiles at me. "Mm. Take two."


Hot Lesbian Strip Show For My Brother’s Best Friend


I’ve never told my family or friends about my double life. Sometimes I want to, just because secrets are hard to keep. It would take a bit of pressure off.

I could tell my brother, Eric, I guess. He’d be cool with it. Maybe when he gets back from overseas I’ll do just that.

The problem is, he’ll tell his best buddy, Jonathan. I don’t know if Big J would dig it, but the idea of him knowing makes me fucking hot. I’ve been crushing like hell on him since I was a giddy schoolgirl.

Too bad he’s spoken for. And, of course, my brother’s bestie. He’s been around so long he’s almost like family.

All my mom and dad know is that I’m still attending college, and that I don’t ask them for any money. I’m not sure if they even want to know more.

Likely they assume I’m waiting tables or working in the library at school. If they find out what I’m actually doing, well…they’ll pitch a fucking fit. No doubt about it.

See, I’ve always been Sarah the sweet. Sarah the safe. Squeaky-clean Sarah with her socks pulled up and her two shoes all goody.

They don’t know about Sarah the sexy. Sarah the stripper. And they have no idea that I’m teaming up with my best friend Annaliese, and working parties and office functions.

I go by the name Saskia Silk, and she calls herself Honey Lace. Together, we’re—wait for it—Silk and Lace.

Yeah, I know. Lame as fuck, but the guys go for it like crazy.

It does suck, sometimes. I had to pull out of a family function just to do tonight’s show, but money’s pretty tight for both of us.

On the plus side, it gets me really hot, performing like this. I never knew I had an exhibitionist streak until I took the plunge. It’s even hotter when we do our lesbian act, like we’re booked to do tonight.

It’s surprisingly easy to make out—and more—with my bestie. Not that I’m into chicks, exactly, but Annaliese is hot as fuck. If I’m gonna pretend to be a lesbian, she’ll always be my first choice.

We only ever go halfway between second and third bases, anyway. Touching each other’s ass is impossible not to do, when we’re wearing such skimpy thongs. But we don’t get our…hands dirty.

Tonight’s a special gig, though. Buck’s night. These things are real hard to judge in advance. Office functions and regular parties, we know what to expect. Exactly where the hands will squeeze us, the kinds of tired lines they’ll use, the names they’ll call us when we reject them.

But a buck’s night is random as hell. You get your good-natured dudes who understand we’re performers. And you get your chilly-footed assholes who think we owe them one last fuck before they tie their dick up in knots.

And it’s always potluck as to which we get.

We stand behind the makeshift curtain, and I take hold of my bestie’s hand as we wait to be announced. She’s looking amazing, as always.

“And here they are, fellas…Silk and Lace!”

We stride out to the beat of the music, all tits, heels and attitude. Plenty of all three to go around, with Annaliese and me.

The guys all clap and cheer and whistle, and we go straight into the early part of our act. Just moving to the music, letting little bits of skin “accidentally” show.

Honestly, this part of our act gets me nicely juiced up. Especially with a group like this one. Already it’s clear they’re polite—in context—and appreciative. Nobody bellowing at us to speed it up, take it all off, or anything like that.

We’re down to bras and thongs in next to no time. But when the song changes, and it gets quiet, I hear something I never expected to. A deep, sexy voice saying holy fuck. A voice I absolutely, positively recognize.

Jonathan. Holy fucking fuck. It’s his buck’s night? I’m stripping for my brother’s best friend? I don’t know why I didn’t do the fucking math. The function I pulled out of to do this show was Olivia’s hen’s night.

The shock of knowing my brother’s devastatingly sexy buddy is in the audience, watching my every move, makes me miss a step. Like, for the first time ever.

Luckily, Anneliese catches me. Literally. She grabs me as I stumble and she somehow turns it sexy. Probably something about the way she clamps her hands around my tits.

That brings a huge cheer, so I get back to my feet and try to regain my composure. My bestie leans in and whispers that maybe we should move to the next section of our act.

The one where we dry hump the fuck out of each other.

Usually, I’m ready and raring to go. Like I say, my bestie is a goddess, and her skin is heaven to touch.

But the tall, gorgeous, sex-on-legs groom-to-be is out there. The guys are in darkness and we’re in bright light. I can’t see him…but I know he’s there, and he can see me.

Anneliese starts things off, obviously unaware of my little predicament. She steps behind me and slides the shoulder straps of my bra down my arms.

I put my hands over the cups just as she pulls down, and manage to hide my tits. All the guys clearly think it’s a tease, rather than a sudden burst of shyness.

My bestie quickly clicks that something’s wrong, and she puts her hands on my waist and leans in to ask me about it, while we sway our hips and slowly turn on the spot. The guys don’t seem to mind, since they get to stare at our bare asses.

“Jonathan’s here,” I hiss back.

“Who?”

“The buck. He’s my brother’s best friend. Remember him?”

A flash of mischief shines in her eyes, and then she bites her lip in that way that makes all the guys crazy. And me a bit, as well.

“Really? Juicy Johnny is here?” Yeah, my bestie’s been crushing on him nearly as long as I have.

“It’s his buck’s party.”

“Well, then…we should make this an extra special show.”

“How about an extra-short, super-tame show where we quickly put each other’s clothes back on?” I don’t know quite why I’m coming over all shy, but it’s probably more about Annaliese, and her wickedness.

Whenever she gets that evil twinkle in her eye, it always ends up with me having the kind of fun I need to go to confession about. And I’m not even Catholic.

Sure enough, my evil witch of a best friend simply winks and takes my hand. “Work with me here, babe.”

She guides us back around until we’re face to face, side-on to the group of guys. Anneliese presses my breasts together, gripping them tightly.

Of course, all the guys whoop and cheer. But when she leans forward and takes my nipple into her pretty mouth, everything goes quiet.

Or maybe that’s just for me. Maybe I’m losing myself in the moment, because it feels so fucking nice. I mean, she’s touched them before, and even squeezed them. But this is the first time she’s ever sucked them.

I throw my head back in pleasure as Anneliese switches from one side to the other, and bites down nice and hard.

“Jesus…”

Again, I know that’s Jonathan’s voice. But this time, with my nipple in my best friend’s mouth and my pussy tingling as I get all fucking wet, I don’t feel any shyness at all.

In fact, I feel utterly liberated. I know I can’t have the guy. He’s in love with his girl, and all that.

But I can make him fucking want me. I can be the one he jacks off to for years to come, when his little wifey grows cold. And I don’t even care what kind of a bitch that makes me. Because I know I’ll be jilling off to the memory, too.

Anneliese releases my nipple and stands up again. She takes my mouth in a deep kiss, and this time, when she glides her tongue past my lips, it feels genuine.

I slap my hands onto her ass, landing loudly on her silky skin. She’s completely bare down there apart from that micro-thin thong. When I squeeze her soft flesh, she moans against my tongue, and rolls her hips forward, grinding her hot little pussy against my thigh.

Even with all the primitive, brutish noises the guys are making, I barely even register the audience at all anymore. I just keep Jonathan in my mind, and Anneliese in my arms.

There’s no choreography anymore. Now, we’re simply fumbling at each other. I’m actually desperate to get my girl out of her clothes and see just how far we can go to tease my brother’s bestie.

We come down onto the floor of the temporary stage, Anneliese above me, between my thighs, as she kisses my throat. I moan with pure, genuine pleasure, and she glides down between my breasts, pausing to circle my navel with her tongue.

The guys all go a little quiet when she keeps sliding lower. And when she pulls my thong all the way off, I listen out for one voice.

When I hear Jonathan growl out a damn, my heart races and my belly tightens. Knowing this is affecting him only makes me hotter than ever.

Anneliese kisses the inside of my thigh, then switches to the other. “Ready, babe?” she says, a quiet murmur.

“Uh-huh,” I moan.

The first stroke of her tongue through my slit makes me quiver with pleasure. And it has all the guys panting and barking.

I turn my hips slightly toward the audience, as Anneliese absolutely fucking devours my hot little cunt. Harder, faster, deeper, she pumps her tongue, whimpering with pleasure as she drinks my juices down.

Then, when she bites down hard on my clit, my belly erupts with bliss, and a rich, burning orgasm rains down on me.

I take her hair in my fists and pull, and she thankfully gets the message. She climbs back up my body and plants her fragrant mouth onto mine.

Between deep kisses, I urge her to strip off, and to spin around. She does it all in two shakes of a lamb’s tail, and suddenly all I can see is my best friend’s glistening, hairless snatch.

I grip her perfect ass and pull her down, driving my tongue inside her and tasting the rich, beautiful tang of another woman’s pussy for the first time.

Anneliese is a pure feast of sexiness. Sweet and salty and perfect as I haul her soft, rippled lips into the heat of my mouth. She glides her tongue back inside me as well, and we grind and munch and bite and lick like there’s no tomorrow.

I hear all the guys groaning with pleasure off to the side, and I cast a quick glance over there. Every one of them is jerking off as they watch us.

As hot as it already is to be eating out my best friend, when I see Jonathan on his knees, his huge cock in his fist, and the expression of shameful bliss on his face…it takes me right to the fucking edge.

As I suck hard on my bestie’s clit, I thrust two fingers inside her. The way she cries out with pleasure as she clamps down on me only makes me wilder.

And in a moment of pure magic, my best friend, my brother’s buddy, and me…all climax at the same time.

As Anneliese cries out in ecstasy, and coats my tongue with hot juices, I wail like a siren. I glance over at Jonathan again, at the jets of hot cum shooting from his cock, and ripples of sinful, taboo pleasure scamper up and down my spine.

By the time my bestie and I disentangle from each other and sit up, the buck is nowhere to be seen. Maybe he wants to pretend none of this happened. Or at least, that it was some girl other than his best friend’s sister he just jacked off to.

Either way, one thing is for sure. Next week’s wedding is gonna be so much more fun than I ever expected. Especially now I’m thinking I’ll take Annaliese as my plus-one.


Seduced By My Brother's Blind Date


Normally when I go out, it’s to a club, or to see a band. Tonight’s a whole other thing, though. I’m in a mid-level chain restaurant, underdressed as hell, and acting as an intentional third wheel.

And why the hell am I putting myself through this? Well, the free food is one thing. But mostly it’s because I’m acting as my big brother’s wingman. Wing woman, I suppose. Or maybe icebreaker is a more fitting term.

I’ve never seen Spencer so nervous. Even when he picked up Misty for senior prom, he had his shit together better than he does tonight.

I guess that’s what having dinner with a girl he's only ever met online will do, but he’s seriously acting like a teen virgin.

To ease his tension, I put my hands down on the backs of his. “Bro. What's the worst that could happen?”

“It’s not about that, Jasmine. You know I’m just out of a six year relationship.” He dismisses me with a wave. “You wouldn’t understand.”

“Harsh, dude.” But on the other hand, mostly fair, too. So, I’m a serial dater with a pretty fucked-up taste in men. Bastards and bullies, for the most part. I just don't seem to be able to break out of the cycle of looking for love in all the wrong places.

At least Spencer seems to understand what he’s just said.

"Fuck. I'm sorry, Jazz. I'm just…y'know..."

"An asshole?”

"That's the one.”

I glance around the restaurant, though I don’t really know what I’m looking for. He’s told me nothing about this girl.

"Bro, are you sure you want me here? I know I’m totally extra most of the time, but that doesn’t mean I want to be an extra.”

“Please, Jazz? I haven’t dated since…fuck, the bronze age. And you’re so much better with people than I am. You can big me up.”

"Fine. But if I see someone hot, I'm ditching you.”

“No more or less than I’d expect.”

I flip him the bird but he pretends not to see, turning his focus to his menu.

“Now, Spence…you did tell this chick I’m coming, right?”

Spencer lifts his menu a little higher. Enough to cover his face, as he coughs.

"Dude. You're fucking kidding me.”

“What?"

"You can not be that fucking dense.”

He lowers the menu again, and then glances across to the entrance. "Shit. She's here.”

I cool my jets on tearing him a new one and turn around to switch my attention to his date. Of course I have no idea what to expect, but by the time I see her, she’s already halfway over to the table.

And I have to pause to catch my breath.

This woman is fucking gorgeous. Tall and voluptuous, with smooth, dark skin that looks equal parts sweet and spicy. She's dressed somewhere between formal and slutty, and now more than ever I feel like a reject from the grunge era. Sitting her in my jeans and loose shirt, with only my big brother as company.

But there’s something else that strikes me. I know this woman. Or knew her, at least.

"Stand up, Spence," I whisper, maybe a little too harshly. “Greet her properly.”

He does as I say, but he bumps the table and knocks over the candle. Thankfully, it's not lit.

"Spencer?" she says, in a voice that's cool and smooth and comforting.

"Uh...y–yeah. Hi." He indicates me, and starts to introduce me. "And this is my—”

“Jazzy?"

"Alysha. Shit girl, how long's it been?”

She comes forward and swoops me into a tight hug, like we're best friends, and always have been.

"I guess it was junior high?" she says.

"Yeah, I guess it was.”

She eases me back out of her arms and looks me up and down. "Girl, you're looking awesome.”

A hot blush fills my cheeks. Alysha was absolutely the coolest girl at school. Genius level at math, head cheerleader and the voice of…well, I would have said an angel, except she could make hymns sound like bawdy stripper songs.

Yeah, okay. I had a huge girl-crush on her from the moment we met. Not that I swing that way, but if I was ever gonna try…

We sit at the table, and Alysha looks from me to Spencer and back again. "So, Spencer," she says, curling her luscious mouth into a little lopsided grin. "You didn't tell me this was a double date.”

It was Spence's turn to blush. "Sorry, I…uh..."

When he glances across at me, I can read the help me in his eyes. I figure honesty is best.

“Spencer's my brother. He hasn't been on a first date in a long time, and he asked me to come and hold his hand.”

Alysha simply raises an eyebrow at first, then breaks out that incredible smile I remember from years ago. “And you did it. That’s kinda sweet.”

With the ice finally broken, I sit back and let the date roll along. I promised myself before we started that I'd split as soon as I could. I even thought maybe I’d go cruise for hot guys.

But now I can't keep my eyes off Alysha. It's been so long since I've seen her, and I just want to catch up on what she's been doing.

On the surface, my brother seems to have relaxed. But I can't help noticing we've gone through two bottles of wine, and Alysha and I are both still on our first glass.

By the time dinner's done, my brother is fucking wasted. He's loud and silly, and I figure it's time to get him home. He’s definitely not scoring tonight.

"Hey, sorry about this, Alysha," I say, as I stand. "I better get this big ass back to his place."

Spencer stands and almost keels over. I swoop in and lodge myself under his arm, holding him up.

"It's okay," she says, then comes over to the other side. "You looked like you needed the support.”

Together, we lug my brother outside and hail down a cab. We shove Spencer inside and I turn to Alysha, ready to hug her goodbye.

"Won't you need help with him at the other end?" she says.

"Oh...um. Yeah, I guess. But you have better things to do, right?”

She flashes that gorgeous smile at me again and touches my arm. “Maybe."

I'm as confused as hell, but there's no doubt I'll need help at Spencer's place. I'm not the biggest girl, and Spence lives alone now. "Well," I say. "I'd really appreciate it. Thanks.”

The cab ride is blissfully hurl-free, and once we're inside my bro's house, there's not a lot we can do. We take him to his bed and flop him down on it, then go back and sit on his couch.

"So," Alysha says after a minute or so. "It's amazing to see you again, Jazzy.”

"You, too. Didn't you go off to some fancy school? Scholarship or something?”

Alysha waves it off. "It didn't take. Music's where I’m at. And what about you?”

"Not much to tell. Made it through school, fell into shitty jobs and shittier men. Now, I’m 25 and still trying to work out what I wanna be when I grow up.”

Alysha chuckles and reaches across to rest her hand on my thigh. "It's a trap.”

"What is?”

"Growing up. Zero outta ten, I do not recommend.”

She squeezes my leg, and the warmth of her skin infuses mine. I have no idea what's happening at the moment, but my head is way lighter than it should be from a single glass of wine.

“Jazzy?"

I risk looking up into Alysha's eyes. They're so dark it's like they're bottomless pits, and I fear I'm falling into them. “Um...yeah?"

"What're you thinking?”

She really doesn't wanna know the answer to that. Because I'm thinking stuff I've never thought about before, except once in a while when I'm jilling off. Fantasy moments, when I'm just dreaming. Things like how fucking glorious female bodies are. How sometimes I'm just not in the mood for the bruises and scratches that inevitably come with fucking the kinds of men I fuck.

After all, this goddess went on a date with my brother tonight. Clearly she's as straight as I am. There's no way she wants to know I'm suddenly picturing her naked, straddling my face while I pleasure her with my tongue, and fingers, and whatever else she might want me to use.

“Um..."

"It's just...I'm getting a vibe from you.”

I lick my lips, purely out of nerves, but Alysha zeroes right in on it. And she slides closer.

"A...a vibe?”

"Uh-huh," she says, her face now only inches from mine. "I'm usually right about these things, so y'know...please tell me if I'm not.”

"About...what things?”

She comes right in and plants her luscious mouth over mine, and my brain jolts like it's been punched. I think immediately that I'm supposed to push her away, yet all that happens is that I whimper with desire and take her beautiful head in my hands, holding her there. I part my lips and drive my tongue into her mouth, and she moans back at me like she's singing.

Alysha winds her fingers into my burnt honey locks and pulls lightly, drawing my face to the side. She comes down and kisses my neck, and it's so close to heaven I can't believe it. The soft fullness of her lips cushions the sting of her sharp teeth as she bites into my throat.

"Oh, fuck." I barely recognize my own voice as this woman licks at my skin.

"Yeah, baby," she replies, as she squeezes my breast through my shirt. I part my thighs and Alysha comes up onto her knees, sliding one of them between my legs. The impact as she bumps it into my pussy is frustratingly dulled by my jeans and panties, but I grind against her anyway.

I sink my teeth into Alysha's ear lobe as she unbuttons my shirt. My voice is just one long, high moan as she bares more and more of my skin. I've never been so glad to have gone braless.

This gorgeous dark skinned goddess swoops down on my tits, digging her teeth into my nipple with a hunger I scarcely believe. I bite into my own hand just to keep from crying out. The last thing I want is for my brother to wake up and come out here.

Alysha switches to my other nipple and treats it just as harshly. I swear I'm falling a little in love with the woman. She slides her knees down off the couch and onto the floor, her gorgeous wide hips between my outstretched thighs.

She gazes up into my eyes as she works my jeans open. Every button she pops makes me jump, and brings an impish flash to her eyes. Then she glides her thumb down the front of my panties until she hits my clit.

Even through the fabric, the pressure sends electrifying sparks through my core. Alysha hasn't looked away from me for a second, though I'm struggling to keep my eyes from closing out of pure pleasure.

"You're so much more beautiful now, Jazzy. And you were fucking gorgeous back in school.”

"Liar. But...ohhh...but don't stop.”

"I mean it.”

She makes hard circuits of my clit, and steals away any more denials I might have said out loud. I'm nothing but linguini in this woman's skillful hands. Limp and hot and wet.

Alysha takes a breath and then moans. "Wow. You're like perfume, baby." She grips my jeans and tugs downward, but my thighs are too far apart. I swing my legs up and she yanks the jeans down to my knees, taking my panties with them. She pauses with my legs in the air—held together by my half-mast jeans—and lets out a happy sigh.

"So fucking pretty," she sings, as she comes down and kisses the backs of my thighs. One leg, then the other, gradually moving lower.

Until, suddenly, she strokes her hot, wet tongue up the length of my slick slit. I struggle to part my legs, to open myself up to her, but my fucking jeans are still caught.

Then Alysha stills me completely, pressing her thumb up against my ass hole. I'm far from a virgin back there, but somehow this feels different. Softer. More intimate.

Slowly, as Alysha guides her tongue between my lips, she works her thumb inside my ass. I need, more than anything, to open myself up completely to this woman, but my knees are locked in denim. Somehow, that frustration only makes me hotter.

The flick of her tongue against my clit makes my spine tremble with want. By now, she has the whole tip of her thumb inside my ass, and I'm practically speaking in tongues.

I finally manage to get a grip on my jeans, and I work them down—up, really—to my ankles. My damn boots are blocking me taking them off. But at least it means I can spread my thighs to this incredible woman.

As I open myself up to her mouth, I put my feet down into the middle of her back. Alysha glides her fingers up and down my juicy slit, and then pinches my clit. She spreads me wide open, and I pull my feet forward, driving her beautiful mouth into the fragrant, heated heart of my cunt.

She shakes her head side to side, guiding her tongue deeper inside me. When she twists her thumb inside my ass, I just about explode from the instant burst of pleasure it gives.

A moment later, when she bites into my clit, I'm completely gone. My whole body electrifies and I buzz like a sex toy as my climax lights fires through my blood and my nerves.

“Holy fuck, Alysha…” I struggle to get the words out while my entire body trembles. In fact, it’s embarrassing just how easily she made me come. This incredible woman makes me feel like I’m a teen virgin.

I swing my legs up and over her, then cup her beautiful face in my hands and pull. She comes up on her knees while I slide my ass forward off the sofa, and we meet in the middle for a deep kiss, spiced up by my juices on her lips and tongue.

The heat of her body in my embrace makes me weak, and I glide lower, drawing her dress down with me. Her sweet dark skin flows like silk against my lips, and the hard button of her nipple works like an on switch. The slightest touch of her stiff bud pulls my mouth open.

Alysha hugs my head against her as I explore the tight midnight of her bud. The dirty sweetness of her moans has my neck tingling and my hands aching with the need to touch her.

She works her dress down over the thick swell of her hips, and a burst of her fragrance hits me right between the thighs. I cascade down over the cute swell of her tummy and plant a long, soft kiss in the heart of her spicy black bush.

“Naughty,” she whispers, and strokes my head. A head that’s getting lighter by the second.

I drift onto my back, and hold out my hands to Alysha. She kicks her dress all the way off and stands bare and statuesque over me. An optical illusion, the way her skin blends with shadow yet glows with light.

“Come to me,” I say, more a plea than a request. She flashes that broad, heart-breaking smile and glides down, planting her knees either side of my head. I slide my hands up the outsides of her thick, juicy thighs, and curl my fingers around her, just beneath her hips.

Then I tighten my grip and guide her home.

The rich burst of her flavor gushes through my senses, sends sparks through my blood. I swirl my tongue through the hot pink of her slit, tentative at first. When Alysha puts her hands over the tops of mine and rolls her hips, it obliterates any fear I have left. She wants this, as much as I do.

I drag her body down, push my face up, and completely immerse myself in the essence of her.

“Jazzy,” she moans. My name has never been sexier than it is right now. The way I’ve coaxed it from deep inside her like that, with just the touch of my tongue. I seize her clit between my teeth and slide my hands up to her breasts, squeezing her every place I can.

Alysha’s eyes tremble behind their lids, and she falls forward, parting her legs even wider. She grinds herself into me, and I drink her down. Faster, harder, deeper, until the only way to tell where she ends and I begin is by the contrast of our skin colors.

And when she comes, she arches her back and croons, a long, filthy-gorgeous note of pure release that fills the room and warms my soul.

Alysha works her way backward and falls on me, gliding her perfect, curvaceous body over mine as she scouts out my lips.

When we come together, she sings into my mouth. Down my throat. Straight into my heart. In my entire rough and sordid sex life, I’ve never experienced anything like this.

I roll her onto her back and come up over her, tracing her full, pretty mouth with my fingertip. She smiles as she bites into my skin, and I fall just a little bit harder.

I’m not sure what I’m going to tell Spencer. He probably won’t even remember the night. I know I’ll never forget it, though.

All my time looking for love, and suddenly I can’t help but wonder if I’ve finally found the right place.

THE END


No Man's Landlady


The bus ride home had been super-crowded, sweaty, hot, and rich with halitosis. Even in my low heels, the walk home from the bus stop was hard damn work.

But I could tell without even going inside that my husband had been lazing around all day. Yet again. The front yard looked like shit, despite him promising he’d mow the lawn today. We couldn’t afford this place anymore, but we had to make it look decent before we moved out.

When Michael got laid off a few months back, we thought it would be a short term thing. But there wasn’t much work around, and the guy had lost his drive, anyway.

All his drives, if I was being honest.

So now here I was, coming home from a long, crappy day at work, with nothing to really look forward to. No time for a hot bath, no chance of a massage, or any other kind of tension relief. None that didn’t require batteries, at least.

And as I paused at the front door, I couldn’t help wondering just how much Michael might have done inside. He’d clearly done nothing outside.

As I jiggled the key in the lock, I closed my eyes and dreamed of walking in to rows of boxes, packed, sealed, and clearly labeled. We had under a week until we had to vacate, and we hadn’t even found a place to move to yet. Michael had at least volunteered to do the packing so I didn’t have to take any time off work.

I never expected to find him asleep on the sofa, with the TV blaring. And he was cheating on me, as well. He’d gone six episodes ahead on the series we’d been watching together. The bastard!

I had to wake him up. But as much as I wanted to beg him to do something—anything—to help, there was simply no time. We had places to be. Well, one place in particular.

“Michael?”

I tapped his cheek with my fingers, and he grunted and rolled onto his side. With so little time left, I had to pull out the big guns, so I gripped his underpants where they poked up over his jeans and pulled them up, giving him the wedgie from hell.

“Fuck!” He rolled up into a sitting position, then promptly fell onto his ass on the floor. “What are you doing, Bella?”

With his messed up hair and his half-asleep face, he looked almost comical. I had no time to laugh, though.

“C’mon, Michael. We have to get going. See that new place.”

“Huh?”

“The one I rang you about at lunchtime, remember?”

He scratched his head while he dredged through his memory. “Oh, yeah. Duplex, right?”

“Uh-huh. The rent is $200 less than this place. Plus we’d be living next door to the woman who owns it, so we wouldn’t have to wait a week to get a return call if anything goes wrong.”

“Can’t you go without me? I gotta keep packing.”

“Keep?”

He at least had the decency to look embarrassed. “I was gonna have some done before you got home, Bell-bottoms. I just…I fell asleep.”

That fucking pet name. It was cute when we were 19. Not so much now we’re 25. “No time to argue, Mike. Get a decent shirt on, huh? We have ten minutes to be there.”

At least it was walking distance. Only three streets away from our current rental. And if anything, it was a better street. A little closer to the bus stop, but with less car traffic.

On the outside, the place itself was nothing spectacular, but it was neat and tidy. Just as I pushed open the shared gate, Michael’s cell phone rang.

“I gotta take this, Bel. Be there soon.”

I closed my eyes and hoped that was a call back about a job. Given his recent form, I doubted it, but a girl could always dream.

The path led up to the middle of the building, then split two ways to lead to either door. I strode up the left side path to the owner’s door, and rang the bell.

The door swung slowly open, and I plastered a friendly smile on my face. When the landlady stepped into the doorway, I paused for a moment.

I don’t know what, if anything, I’d expected, but it wasn’t her. All I’d had was a name. Celeste. Our phone conversation had been brief and businesslike.

Yet there she stood, her makeup immaculate, her hair lush and vibrant, wearing a classy black dress that fit her tall, shapely body perfectly. She carried herself in that easy, languid way older women do. If I had to guess, I’d have put her around ten years older than Michael and me.

“Bella?” she said, the corner of her mouth curling up slightly as she raised her immaculately shaped eyebrows. Glamor simply radiated off the woman, and in my utilitarian business wear I felt as frumpy as a sack.

“Um, yes. Celeste?”

She held out her hand and I took it lightly, captivated by the silky softness of her skin as much as the pristine polish on her short but smooth nails.

“So lovely to meet you, Bella. Let me just get the keys and I’ll show you the place.”

“Thank you.”

She glided back inside, then reappeared a moment later with keys in hand.

“Lovely manners, Bella. I hope you like the place. It would be just perfect to have a respectful young woman like yourself living next door. I’m afraid I haven’t always been so fortunate.”

“Oh?” I glanced over my shoulder, looking for Michael, hoping he’d finish up and join us soon.

My husband was pretty easygoing, and I doubted he’d have any problem with this place. I just wanted to make sure he felt included in everything. I had no doubt his current malaise stemmed directly from feelings of inadequacy.

“Yes, I only rent out to women, these days. I’ve been burned too many times by men. In so many ways.”

Shit. She obviously thought I was here on my own. That I was single. Had I not even mentioned Michael when I was on the phone to her?

Celeste slotted the key into the door and paused, looking slightly dreamy. “Of course, I managed to burn the last one back as well. That’s what bought me this little nest egg you’re here to see.”

I was about to tell her about my husband when she opened the front door and went inside. All I could do was follow.

The moment I got inside, though, I was spellbound. The place was immaculate. Small, but cosy, and with the kind of decor that made me believe Celeste was either an interior designer herself, or had incredible contacts in that world.

“Wow,” I said, and it came out as more of a moan than a word. “This is lovely. It’s exactly how I’d decorate, if I had the money.”

“Ah,” Celeste said, a burst of happiness in her voice even with just that one word. “A woman of taste. Even better.”

I pulled out the advertisement I’d printed out from the website, just to double check the cost.

“You’re really only charging that much?”

“Absolutely.”

“But…how can you afford to charge so little?”

Celeste paused for a moment, then her smile broadened and warmed. “Oh, you’re just perfect, darling. You have an honest-to-goodness conscience as well.”

She meant it as a compliment of course, but it hit like a dagger. And all because of that one big, scruffy secret outside. The one chattering away on his cell, probably to a bookie for all I knew.

“Well, about that,” I began.

“Let me show you the kitchen.”

“But I…”

She was already halfway there. Though her heels were at least three inches, she moved like they were extensions of her long, shapely legs. I was flat out just keeping my ankles from exploding when I wore stilettos.

“You’ll see it’s already fully set up. Refrigerator, induction cooktop, electric oven.” She leaned back against the kitchen island, her hands set wide. “I do hope you’ll take the place, Bella. I live alone and would love to have someone around I can talk with.”

“Well…I mean, everything is just lovely. But there might be a problem.”

“Oh, nonsense. Here, let me show you some more of the place.”

Celeste had just begun to lead me out to the hallway again, when my husband finally came inside.

“Bell-bottoms?” he called out, and I cringed again at that stupid pet name. I’d never agreed to it, but in fairness, I never told him it made me wince. He seemed to think it was adorable.

“Up here, Michael.”

He came clomping up the hallway—something I would have thought impossible to do on a concrete floor with carpet, but there it was.

I risked a glance at Celeste, and as I’d feared, her face radiated some intense blend of anger and distaste.

“You have a…a boy?”

I’d never heard such venom in a single word before.

“It’s my husband, Michael. I—I don’t know how we got our wires crossed, Celeste. I honestly thought I’d mentioned him.”

“Well, not that I heard, Bella.”

“And I’ve been trying to tell you.”

She crossed her arms, driving the creamy globes of her breasts just that little bit farther out of her dress, awakening a mild tingle in my belly.

Fuck. I couldn’t believe I was even noticing that kind of thing. Had I been so thoroughly neglected by my lazy man that I was heading for the other side of the street?

Well, the answer to the first part was a resounding yes. I couldn’t remember the last time Michael even hugged me. But that didn’t have to mean the second part was true.

It didn’t have to mean that. But perhaps it meant it anyway. Celeste had captivated me from the moment I saw her. She was everything I wished I was. Tall, glamorous, self-assured. Older and wiser, and with the confidence to set proper boundaries.

I’d known the woman for ten minutes and she was already my girl-crush.

“Well,” Celeste said, her voice icing over as she looked my scruffy husband up and down. “I’m afraid I can’t rent the place out to you after all.”

“Celeste, please? We don’t have much time, and we really need this.”

As she turned her attention to me, her expression softened. But it was tinged with regret as well. “I simply can’t, darling. This was a promise I made to myself when my last marriage ended so…spectacularly.”

“But…Michael won’t make any trouble. Will you, honey?”

My husband put his hands on his hips as he glared from me to Celeste and back again. We’d been together long enough I could just about read his mind.

There was a little war going on inside his head. Knowing we needed this place meant he had to agree. But he’s a man, and men love when people think they’re trouble. Dangerous.

“I’m nobody’s lap dog,” he said with a half-assed snarl.

“You don’t have to be,” I said, pleading with my eyes.

He scratched his messy hair and sighed. “Look, I want the place, too. But how can I promise not to break this woman’s rules if they’re gonna be so fucking random?”

“Random?” Celeste said with a sneer. “It’s one simple rule, boy. No. Men. Now, if you’ll just see yourselves out…”

“No, Celeste. Please?”

“For you, Bella, I would bend my rule. If it was a man worthy of you, at least. But his attitude stinks.”

“There must be something we can do here?” I almost dropped to my knees to beg her. “Some way to change your mind?”

Celeste paused for a few seconds, then looked me up and down, her eyelids growing heavy.

“Well,” she said. “I would very much like to fuck you, Bella.”

“I…uh…what?” Where the hell had that come from?

She stepped in a little closer, and stroked my cheek with the back of her perfectly manicured fingers. “You’re so very beautiful, darling.”

God, I was totally pathetic. Her praise was musical, and it had my belly and my pussy both tingling with pleasure.

“I’m…I’m a mess.”

Celeste stroked her fingers back through my tight hair, until she reached my ponytail. With a quick yank, she took the band out, and she fanned my mane down over my back and shoulders.

“That’s just cosmetic, darling. I’m talking about you.”

Michael made a small coughing sound. “Uh, do I get a say in all this?”

“Of course you do, boy,” Celeste said, not once breaking eye contact with me. “I mean, I won’t listen to you, but your sexy little wife might. And if she says no, then that’s that.”

I knew I should say no. That I basically had to. I’m not just married. I’m straight.

Or at least, I always had been. And maybe the truth was that I’m not just straight. Hell, even the thought of Celeste touching me, giving me pleasure, was a pleasure in itself.

“Well?” Michael said, though his tone was far more meek by that point. “Do you want to, Bel?”

“I…I don’t know.” I turned to my husband, expecting to see disgust, or anger. Instead, there was an expression I hadn’t seen in ages.

Arousal.

I looked a little lower and even in his jeans, it was clear every part of his body agreed.

With a nod toward his hard cock, I gave Michael a smile. “I was going to ask you what you wanted, but I can see already.”

He looked down as if he was surprised. As if he hadn’t even noticed his own hard-on.

“Can you blame me?” he murmured. “You’re both so beautiful. And you deserve to be treated nice, Bel.”

Celeste led me into the beautifully appointed living room, and Michael followed.

“You, boy,” she said, pointing to the coffee table. “Move that aside.”

My husband leapt into action without hesitation, dragging the table across to the side.

Celeste then drew me over to the now vacant center of the room and stood me there.

“Shoes off, darling,” she said, her voice a low, dark sound, not much more than a whisper.

I slipped them off and stood in bare feet, feeling suddenly tiny despite being only an inch shorter now.

Celeste looked me up and down, then lowered herself onto the fancy leather chair behind her. She crossed those lovely long legs and leaned back, a hungry smile on her beautiful face.

“All right. Strip for me, Bella.”

“S–strip? I don’t know…how to.”

Celeste raised an eyebrow like I’d challenged her in some way.

“I–I mean, I’m not much of a dancer. I wouldn’t know, y’know…how to make a show.”

She placed her hands on her knee, fingers interlaced. “I don’t want a show. I want to see the real you. The way you’d undress if you were alone.”

The heat in her voice almost cut my legs from under me. What she’d asked for was, in one sense, nothing much at all. But a hip-swaying, tit-jiggling pole dance would, in a whole other sense, be much less confronting. Because that would be something to hide behind.

“Are you sure? I’m…I’m nothing spec—”

“You stop that right now, Bella. Darling, you’re a treat. A wonderful present. Please…unwrap yourself for me.”

I couldn’t stop my fingers shaking as I worked my jacket off. With nowhere else to put it, I tossed it across to land on the displaced coffee table.

The trembling grew even stronger as I unbuttoned my blouse. When I had that open, Celeste sat a little forward and passed her tongue across her lips.

I closed my eyes as I peeled the blouse off. Only then did I realize I’d always used my business wear as a shield. It’s so easy to hide my true self behind neat, squared-off clothing, plain makeup and tightly controlled hair.

That was all well and good, but now, as I slowly unzipped my skirt and worked it down past my hips, the heat within me started boiling up. The heat I’d become accustomed to suppressing. Normally this wouldn't be the place to let my passions show, but Michael hadn’t been…stirring my pot for far too long.

A moment later, I was standing there, wearing only my sensible but mis-matched bra and panties. In a beautiful stranger’s living room, with her staring into my soul.

“The rest of it, darling. Please.”

I swallowed my tension and took a heavy breath in and out. Shyness overcame me and I turned my back on Celeste as I unclipped my bra.

All that did was have me looking straight at my husband, who’d fallen to his knees. His face was a mask of longing, but not in any way I’d ever seen before.

This wasn’t him showing simple arousal. A basic, instinctive desire for a naked woman.

“Michael?”

He wrenched his gaze up from my now bare breasts to meet my eyes. “Huh?”

“Last chance.” There was a part of my mind begging him to object. I’d never been with a woman before and as sexy as it always looked, I was still scared by the idea.

But that frightened little mouse of emotion inside me was slowly and surely being devoured by the hunger of my pussy.

Michael closed his eyes a moment. When he opened them again there was a sheen that suggested tears were not far behind them. “You’re…so fucking beautiful, Bella.”

The rich honesty in his voice seemed to surprise him even more than me, and I remembered my pledge from earlier. To make sure he felt involved. I slid one hand into the top of my panties and beckoned him with the other.

“Come here, honey.”

He crawled forward and knelt before me, gazing up into my eyes.

“Take these off for me, Michael.”

His hands shook even more than mine had, as he hooked his fingers into the waistband and eased my white cotton panties down.

My husband gazed longingly at my waxed mound as he bared it. The cool air kissed my slick, wet lips, and Michael made a low humming sound as he drew in a breath rich with my scent.

Celeste coughed behind me, and brought me back into the moment. I turned slowly until I faced her, a new determination steeling me.

“Oh, my,” the glamorous landlady said, almost a moan. “You really are so…so very tasty, darling.”

She inched forward to the edge of her seat, parting her legs and licking her lips. With a quick, sharp glare she sent my husband backing away into the corner again. And with a languid wave of her hand, she drew me toward her as if by magic, or hypnosis.

“Kneel please, darling.”

I obeyed instantly, dropping between her outstretched legs. Celeste stroked my cheeks, both sides this time. Then she held my head softly and pressed her lips to mine.

There was no denying the tingle that ran up and down my body, and set off delicious little flares in certain areas. My nipples felt as though they’d unfolded like flowers, and my pussy clenched and released.

All from just a tiny, soft kiss.

Spurred on by the sensations brewing inside me, I leaned into the moment, parting my lips and drawing her tongue inside me. The softness of her skin was a revelation, and the sweet scents of her hair and perfume only made the moment feel more opulent.

Celeste moaned with need and pulled me closer, turning her head as she explored my mouth. I softly gripped her elbows and slid my hands up to cover hers.

Even over the thumping of my heart, and the sweet, dirty moans of Celeste, I could hear Michael. His breathing rapid as he made little growling sounds. The kind he used to make when he fucked me.

Celeste took her lips from mine and moved to my throat, biting into my flesh for a moment before licking the spot she’d just tortured. The pain of her teeth rolled into the pleasure of her tongue, driving me half wild with desire.

She covered my throat with kisses and I arched backward, welcoming her mouth. Lower and lower she moved, gliding her hands down as well, until she cupped my breasts and lifted them.

When she flicked one nipple with her tongue, I jolted in pleasured surprise. Then, as she took that bud into the wet heat of her mouth, I threaded my fingers into her hair and held on for dear life.

Michael growled, and I remembered the sound. Pure desire. I matched him with my moans, as Celeste worked my nipples over with teeth, tongue and lips. My spine softened and I was about to fall flat on my back and beg her to fuck me.

But she clearly had other ideas. She pulled away from my breasts and sat straight, her eyes taking a moment to find mine, and a moment longer to focus.

She curled her beautiful mouth into a smile, her lipstick already smeared and wild from our kisses. Then she came at me again, taking my mouth in the most ravenous embrace I’d ever experienced.

All that did was make me wilder in response. I lanced my tongue in and out, rolling it and wrestling with hers. I pushed harder, going deeper, as I made tight fists in her hair.

Celeste pulled back suddenly, and I fell forward, my face landing amid the soft warmth of her breasts. She hugged my head to her for a moment, then pushed my shoulders, easing me backward.

“Oh, darling. You’re even better than I hoped you’d be.”

“Thank you.”

She tapped her lips, still puffy and swollen from the heat of my kisses. “Now, everything you just did up here,” she said, then slid her hand down the center of her body. “You do down here.”

Celeste stroked her pussy through her clothes, and I bit my lip in reaction. There was still a little spark of fear inside me, but it was the same delicious kind of sensation as riding the roller coaster.

I placed my hands on her knees, and she blinked languidly before nodding. As I slid higher, climbing her silky thighs, I took her dress along with me.

A moment later I had it all scooped up above her waist. And discovered the woman was going commando.

Like me, she was waxed bare, and with her thighs so wide apart, her pussy was all I could see. Her rich, musky scent rose to meet me and I took a long breath laced with her.

When I breathed out again, it turned into a moan. Suddenly, all I wanted was to give this woman pleasure. It wasn’t even about the duplex anymore. This was about exploring my own boundaries, my husband’s boundaries and my—apparently pretty fluid—sexuality.

Celeste raised one leg and rested it on my shoulder. I kissed the inside of her knee and she made a tiny mewing sound. Over in the corner, Michael blew out a breath through pursed lips, almost like a whispered whistle.

I gazed into Celeste’s dark eyes as I kissed a little farther up her leg. And higher again.

Every kiss I placed on the silken skin of her inner thigh was reflected in her face. Tiny changes in her expression that told me not only that she liked being kissed there…but that I was good at it as well.

Before I knew it, I was on my hands and knees, hovering my mouth so close to her pussy I could feel the humid heat of her.

“Remember, darling,” she moaned. “Do what you did up here.”

I closed the tiny gap, pressing my open mouth to the slick heat of Celeste’s cunt and soaking up the moment. My first taste of pussy.

The rich tang of her gushed across my tongue, and I hauled in a deep breath through my nose. Her scent filled me and her flavor grew more intense, and she gasped with pleasure as I stroked the length of her slit with my tongue.

“Oh, darling,” she whispered. “That’s delightful. Keep going.”

I’d had no intention of stopping. This was the most exciting thing I’d done in years. I flicked her clit with my tongue, and she rested one hand on the top of my head. Maybe she wanted to guide me, but for the moment she just held on for the ride.

Celeste drew her long, lovely legs up and rested them both on my shoulders. Like I’d done with her mouth, I really leaned into our kiss. Only this time, I was driving my tongue into her pussy instead.

“Fuck,” Michael growled from behind. “You look so fucking sexy doing that, Bella.”

Hearing the rasping arousal in my husband’s voice only made me feel wilder. Naughtier. I planted my mouth over Celeste’s cunt, pumped my tongue into her and screwed my head side to side.

“Oh, my. Darling, that’s just so…lovely…”

As I drank her delicious juices down, I moaned with desire. I’d almost forgotten I had the ability to give another person pleasure, and here I was suddenly pleasing two people.

I needed more contact with this beautiful woman, so I cupped her firm ass in my hands and squeezed. She made fists in my hair and pulled me forward, and I took her clit in my mouth, sucking like hell.

Celeste bucked her hips and drove her hot, wet snatch hard against my face. I rolled my tongue to explore all of her. Every pore of her pussy and even down to her rippled little back door.

“God damn,” Michael said as he watched me lap at this sexy woman’s ass. “That’s the fucking horniest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Celeste made a tiny mewing sound, then blew out a long breath. “Your wife is quite the skillful lover,” she said.

All I wanted at that moment was to take this woman all the way. Make her cum like a fucking avalanche.

So, I turned my head to the side and drove two fingers into my mouth. When I pulled them out, I pumped them straight into the fiery heart of her slick cunt, and she arched her back, wailing at the ceiling.

When I rolled my hand and crooked my fingers, Celeste dragged a ragged breath in, and tightened her grip on my hair. And when I took her clit between my teeth, I thought she was about to fly off the chair and out into space.

I pumped my hand forward and back, and Celeste whimpered and cried out with sheer abandon. And when she clamped her hot cunt around my fingers and squeezed, I knew I’d got her there.

She made the most tantalizing, animalistic sounds as her climax pumped through her body. The wildness of her flailing and the rawness of her voice were completely at odds with the chic, sophisticated woman I’d first met at the door.

I eased my fingers out of her and replaced them with my tongue, tasting the even richer tang of her now she’d cum.

Even when she fell loose in the chair again, I kept licking and sucking on her tender, juicy lips. She’d awakened something in me that I’d never known was there. And that I suddenly wanted to explore much more intensely.

It seemed Celeste could read my mind. She sat up quickly and took my head in her hands. I’d barely looked up at her when she slammed her mouth into mine and drank her arousal straight from me.

She pushed into me so hard I fell back onto my ass. Still she kept coming, driving me down flat on my back on the living room floor. She lapped at my throat and then attacked my tits like they were a threat to her.

First one nipple, and then the other. Into her mouth, between her teeth, against her tongue.

She pushed my boobs together and stroked her tongue between them, and all that did was make me picture her doing the same thing, a little bit lower.

God, the woman must be a fucking mind-reader, because she kissed my tits once more each, and then made random patterns on my belly with the tip of her tongue.

Still squeezing my tits, Celeste slid her mouth lower, coming out to the side and kissing the point of my hip. Strangely, that little move gave me as much of a thrill as her mouth on my nipple had.

But as she glided inward, I couldn’t control the rapid speed of my breathing, or the way those breaths became moans.

When Celeste pressed her mouth softly to my wet pussy, I slapped my hands down over the backs of hers, and arched my back wildly, forcing her to squash my soft flesh against my ribs.

She parted her lips and flashed her tongue out, stroking the length of my wanton slit. When she reached my clit, she flicked it once, and then pulled her tongue back into her mouth.

For a few seconds, she explored the flavor of my pussy, a frown of concentration creasing her brow. With her eyes closed, she took in a long, deep breath, then let it back out again.

“God, your taste is even better than your scent, darling.”

“Ohhh…”

Michael growled somewhere in the gloom behind me, the sound rumbling in his chest, letting me know he was jerking himself off like crazy.

Celeste’s smile turned hungry as she opened her eyes. She speared me on the heat of her gaze and held me there as she dived back down between my legs.

She slammed her beautiful mouth against my cunt and snarled with all the heat of her desire. Every little spot she hit with her teeth and tongue seemed to ignite with bliss, and before I knew it I was pumping my hips up to meet her.

I’d never had such a skillful mouth down there. Michael hadn’t eaten me out in far too long, but even when he did, it had only been good. This was absolutely fantastic.

Celeste gripped my thighs and squeezed, hard enough that I thought she might leave bruises. All that did was make me hornier than ever.

She drove herself into me even harder, pushing my legs right up and spreading me wide open. She pumped her face up and down, flicking her tongue over everything, from my virgin ass hole to my slick, smooth mound. And every little bit in between.

As she worked me higher and higher, I threw my hands down onto her head, gripping her lush hair and holding on as she fucked me to perfection with her mouth.

I was so fucking close to cumming, and I thrashed my head from side to side as if to deny the truth. That this was absolutely the best sex I’d ever had.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Celeste…I don’t know if I can…hold on much longer.”

“Then let go, darling,” she murmured through hard, wet sucks on my clit. “Come for me, Bella.”

“Uhhh…”

I was still teetering on the edge, when Celeste pressed a rogue fingertip to my puckered back door. It caught me by surprise at first, but it felt so damn good that it was suddenly all I wanted.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Fuck my ass with your finger, Celeste.”

Michael’s breathing intensified, and he made deep grunting sounds. The kind I only ever heard when he was coming.

“Oh, my,” Celeste whispered as she worked the tip of her finger inside me. “Your ass is just so, so hot, darling. And tight as hell.”

“Uhhh…”

Our potential landlady slammed her mouth back down on my slit as she pumped my ass. I’d never known a heaven like it.

Deep inside me, like a seismic event, my climax awoke. It burst in an instant, and shards of bliss flew through every molecule of my body.

Celeste sank her teeth into the tender lips of my cunt, and growled possessively as I pumped my hips toward the sky, and squeezed my own breasts, and simply howled with the utter nirvana of my orgasm.

I swore it took me an hour to come down from the high, though in reality it was probably more like a minute. Celeste still had her mouth on me, but now it was all about aftercare. Soft kisses, and gentle licks. Tiny glancing strokes of her finger against my clit.

If I wasn’t still lying naked on the floor, with an incredibly sexy woman between my thighs, I’d almost think I’d dreamed this moment. It was my first ever lesbian sex.

But judging how fucking good it felt, and how much my husband clearly loved it…I knew for certain my first wouldn’t be my last.

Celeste crawled her way up my body and pressed her wet mouth to mine. I drank myself from her beautiful lips and tongue as she ground her sexy cunt against mine.

Little aftershocks of pleasure burst within me, and the sweet little mewing moans coming from Celeste’s mouth told me she felt them, too.

“Bella, darling,” she moaned between kisses. “I would absolutely love for you to move in here.”

“Mm,” I said. “And my…husband?”

“He can stay, too. So long as he doesn’t mind sharing you with me.”

“I don’t fucking mind at all,” Michael growled. “In fact, I insist.”

“Are you sure, Michael?” I couldn’t help but fear he’d have a reaction to all this, once the magic wore off.

“Positive, Bella. I’ll head home now and start packing, if you want.”

I could hear it in his voice. A new sense of purpose. His drives were returning.

I pulled Celeste into a tight hug. “I can’t wait for you to be my landlady.”

She chuckled as she returned the embrace. “You really are a magical one, Bella. You got me breaking my one rule.”

“I hope I’m worth it.”

“You are, darling. You so are.”


Birthday Present From My Brother’s Girlfriend


Bright morning light pulls me from my slumber, and for a moment I almost forget where I am. And what day it is.

I thought it’d be weird, living with my brother, David, but desperate times call for desperate measures. Frankly, if he hadn’t offered his spare room, I might still be stuck with mom and dad.

Seriously, I’d absolutely had to move out of home. Our parents are sweet, and they mean well, but they keep trying to set me up with their friends’ sons.

At least now I have a little distance from their overbearing love. Though sometimes I’d like to have a little more distance from David and his overbearingly loud love with Sonja.

I hear everything, whether I want to or not, and I can’t help wondering if my brother knows Sonja is faking. Even through the muffling of one far-too-thin wall, it’s clear to me.

Honestly, it kinda squicks me to hear my brother going to town like that, but if I’m gonna be completely honest, I’m getting jealous. Not just that he’s getting laid and I’m not. It’s the fact he’s with a girl as hot and sexy as Sonja.

It’s the only reason I haven’t said anything about it, yet. I mean, I’m not a lesbian. Never been with a woman. But Sonja is just one of those naturally sensual creatures who could get it from anyone she wants. Including me.

She’s all I think about whenever I jill off at night, or in the shower. It’s moving beyond a fantasy, and fast becoming an obsession. Not that anything can happen, of course. She’s with my brother.

My phone alarm goes off, and I come fully awake.

“Hey, sleepy-head.” I clutch my sheet to my chest and sit up in surprise at the lush feminine sound of Sonja’s voice. She’s standing in the open doorway of my room, wearing only a towel, with her long dark hair still wet from the shower.

“Oh, hi, Sonja.”

“Happy birthday, Grace.”

“Thanks. Yeah, 23 today.”

Sonja comes straight over and sits on the side of my bed, and I catch my breath. It’s such an intimate and friendly move, which seems to be pretty typical for Sonja. She’s as close to a sister as I’ve ever known. But that still doesn’t stop me picturing her naked, with my face between her thighs.

I swear the girl can read my thoughts. She curls her pretty mouth into a sweet little half-smile, and combs her fingers back through my hair.

“I’m sorry, Grace. David only told me as he left this morning. I didn’t get you a present.”

“Y–you don’t have to, uh…” I lick my lips as if that will make words form. Sonja arches one eyebrow almost imperceptibly as she studies my mouth.

It’s like there’s a literal buzz in the air as my brother’s girlfriend kinks her head to the side, and strokes her fingers back over my cheek. “You okay, Gracie?”

“I’m fffine…” I hiss.

“It’s just…I’m getting a vibe.”

“Oh,” I say. “I already have three.”

“What?”

Oh, fuck. I’m so addled, I thought she meant a vibrator. Like, she’s buying me one for a birthday present. Which would be fucking weird in itself, but somehow I’ve managed to make things even weirder than that.

“Uh, never mind.” The heat fills my cheeks and Sonja’s eyes flash wide for a second as she obviously notices.

Now she’s stroking the pad of her thumb forward and back on my cheek, and it seems every inch of my skin is tingling. The hair stands up on the back of my head, and the prickling sensation runs down my spine.

“Gracie?”

“Uhhhm…”

“I do have a present I can give you. If you want?”

“Uhhhm…” My heart pounds too hard for me to speak properly. I think I know where she’s going with this. The heat in her beautiful brown eyes is a dead giveaway. I’m scared, and thrilled, and it definitely can’t happen and I so desperately hope it does, anyway.

She moves only her hand, and it’s so soft and smooth I can barely track it. But suddenly she’s holding my head, her fingers entwined in my hair. My eyes bug so wide it stings, and then my brother’s girl leans in.

The first glance of her lips across mine is soft as gossamer, yet the sensation still bites at my skin like an electric shock. Sonja holds still for a moment, her breath mingling with mine, until something deep inside me takes over.

I kink my head to the side and push forward, locking my lips with hers. There’s no real thought to any of this. Deep in the back of my head there’s a voice telling me this is wrong, but I can’t seem to remember why.

Sonja probes gently with her tongue, and I let loose with a high little moan, as I open up to her. She glides that hot, wet muscle into me, and tightens her grip on my hair.

Common sense finally erupts inside me and I turn my head away.

“Fuck. I’m s–sorry…” I can barely even form the words.

Sonja says nothing. She just sucks onto the side of my neck as she glides herself all the way up onto my bed.

With her knees between my thighs, and only a light sheet covering me, I feel naked and trapped…yet elated. My brother’s girlfriend nips at the skin of my throat, guiding me down onto my back.

I have no idea where any of this is coming from. I mean, I know I’ve had my fantasies about her, but that’s all they were supposed to be. There’s never been any hint before now that she was into me at all.

She licks her way up the other side of my neck, then takes my mouth in a kiss that curls my toes and sings to my soul.

I lose myself in the majesty of her mouth. The delicious wet heat of her, the soft, deep moans that buzz across my tongue and lips, the sweet floral scent of her skin and perfume.

Sonja creeps her fingers into the top of my sheet, scratching her nails lightly over the swell of my breasts. I gasp and suck a burst of her breath down inside me.

My brother’s girl breaks our kiss and slides the sheet down to my waist. She makes a soft little ohhh sound, and strokes the backs of her fingers over my tits.

Then she comes up onto her knees and unties the makeshift knot in her towel. She tosses it aside and I can’t breathe for a moment, as I ogle the juicy curves of her gorgeous body.

I’m really not thinking when I reach out toward her. All I want is to touch the velvet of her skin, and she holds still for me.

“Wow,” I whisper as I cup her breasts in my hands. She grips my wrists and pushes herself forward, filling my hands, and I squeeze her soft flesh tightly.

“Lovely,” she hums, then she bunts my hands away and yanks the sheet right off me.

I bite into my own tongue as my brother’s girlfriend studies every inch of my naked body. It’s bizarre to me that I feel no desire to cover up at all. I want her to see me like this.

“Fuck me,” she murmurs. “You’re so goddamn beautiful, Gracie.”

Sonja glides forward and kisses me right between my breasts, her stiff nipples tickling at my belly. Then she glides across and hauls my bud into her mouth.

I hook my hand around the back of her neck as she sucks on my stiff flesh, and scratch my other hand down her back. Sonja hums with pleasure then switches sides.

My whole body bucks, as if I’m possessed. I swear I’m not telling it how to move—it’s just doing it all on its own. My brother’s girl scratches at my nipple with her pearly teeth, and I toss my legs up over her waist, so I can drag her closer to me.

Sonja giggles against my breast, then settles her chin between my tits. Her big, beautiful eyes captivate me as she kisses my skin. And I hold her gaze as she gradually drifts lower.

“God, you smell delicious, Gracie,” she whispers, and I bite into my lip rather than risking my tremulous voice in a reply.

Sonja curls her hands around my thighs and licks the soft skin of one, and then the other. Then she gazes into the glossy pink heart of my pussy, her mouth gaping slightly in what looks like awe.

“Christ, you’re pretty,” she mutters, barely finishing the words before crashing her gorgeous mouth into me.

The sharp heat of her floods my cunt as she rolls her tongue through my slick lips. I arch my back like I’m trying to punch the sky with my tits.

As Sonja suckles on my slit, I pinch one nipple and make a tight fist in her hair with the other hand. She moans with some blend of pain and ecstasy, and pumps her tongue deep inside me.

My future sister-in-law slides one hand across and grinds at my clit as she thrusts her face forward and back. I roll my hips one way and another, but she holds on for the ride, gripping my thighs, my hips, my belly as if trying to tame the savage beast I’ve become.

When she jams her thumb in against my ass hole, it strips away the last of my resistance, and my entire belly erupts with bliss.

Lightning bolts of pure pleasure jolt through me, igniting my limbs and punching a wild, ravenous howl out from the depths of my chest.

Sonja mashes her beautiful face into my pussy and drinks down every drop of me, as I vibrate down to my bones. She moans in short bursts, and sinks her nails into my inner thighs, hard enough to sting in perfect harmony with the rapture in my core.

My head spins and my heart pounds, and I tense all over, until the final, trickling end of my climax. When it ends, I collapse in a heap of mushy limbs and glistening skin.

Sonja eases her mouth off me with a deliciously wicked sticky sound, kissing a random pattern around my pussy as she strokes my belly with her short nails.

I gaze down into the sultry depths of her dark eyes, searching for something—anything—to say. She flashes her smile at me again, and it’s so much sexier now so much of her face is slick with my juices.

“I hope you liked your present,” she says. “I didn’t have time to wrap it.”

“It was perfect, Sonja. But…what about you?”

She kisses my inner thigh and glides off the bed. “I’m good.” She reaches over and picks up her towel, and turns to leave.

I watch the perfection of her creamy round ass as she heads for the door. She pauses just before leaving, turning back to me.

“By the way…did you know it’s my birthday in three weeks? I won’t be at all offended if you…choose to regift.”


The Mouths of Babes


This is an awesome 30th birthday treat. My bestie, Sandrine, has brought me to a women-only spa for some relaxation treatment. The Mouths of Babes. Weird name for a health retreat, but then maybe they’re all about fresh starts, and the strength you get from them.

Anyway, this present is so much better than my husband did, that’s for sure. A new vacuum cleaner? Jesus. He could at least have made it an electric toothbrush. Something I can re-purpose for…y’know…other uses.

But, as well as Sandrine and I know each other, I admit I had a little hesitation stripping off and showering in front of her. But I guess nudity’s the order of the day, here. After all, we’ll be getting exfoliated and massaged and…I don’t know what else. I’ll be a new woman by the end of it, I’d say.

“You okay, Makayla?”

I glance across at Sandrine who, like me, is lying on her padded bed. They’re kind of like hospital gurneys only a fuck ton more comfy. Shaped and contoured, and with some flexible movement options.

“I’m fine. You sure you’ve been here before, Sand?”

“Uh-huh. It’s fantastic. You won’t know yourself once Bambi’s through with you.”

“Bambi?”

“She’s the best, babe.”

A moment later, the curtains open and a tall, slender redhead walks in. Also naked. Jesus, they’re really into the au naturel thing here. Still, it’s not that different to getting changed at the gym.

“Sandrine,” she says. “Lovely to see you again.”

“Hi, Bambi.” My bestie waves her hand in my direction. “And this is the birthday girl. Makayla.”

Bambi comes right over to me, and it’s hard to look her in the eye when she has those incredible boobs right there.

“So pleased to meet you, Makayla.” She picks up the paperwork beside me. “Ah. I see you’re in for the whole package, today.”

“Uh…” I look across at Sandrine, who nods eagerly.

“Trust me,” she says, then turns to Bambi. “We both are.”

“Excellent.” She walks down to the foot of my bed and stands there a moment. Then she places her hands lightly on my feet.

Ooh, I love a good foot rub. I’m more than happy for her to start there. Only…oh, holy fuck.

Bambi takes hold of my ankles and parts my legs. The weird structure of the bed beneath me seems to move with them. Almost like having my feet in stirrups.

And the beautiful redhead steps forward, right between my thighs. This is by far the fucking weirdest spa treatment I’ve ever had, and barely anything’s happened yet.

I shoot a quick glance at Sandrine, who’s biting her bottom lip for some reason. And while I’m distracted by her, I don’t see Bambi.

But a second later, holy hell do I feel her. She has her mouth on me. On my pussy!

“What the…what are you doing?”

Bambi releases my lips and smiles. “The whole package, darling.” Then she strokes her slick, pink tongue through my lips again and…oh, my.

I think I was just about to argue against this. Maybe talk about how I’m straight. How I didn’t know this was what the place was all about.

Only…the words simply dry up in my throat. The gorgeous Bambi keeps licking at me, sucking on my clit, stroking her soft hands up and down my inner thighs.

The Mouths of Babes. Makes sense now. This woman definitely is a babe.

Already I see exactly why Sandrine raved about this place. I mean, maybe she could have let me know what it’s all about in advance, but…but then, maybe I wouldn’t have come. And coming seems like an inevitability right now.

God damn, this woman’s fantastic. She works her tongue in a beautiful constant flow, like the tide. Up and down, then in and out. A flick of my clit and a tickle of my ass, and long, slow scratches with her nails, up and down my thighs.

“Mm,” Sandrine says. “God, Mak. You’re so fucking hot. Especially when you’re so turned on.”

Damn. I never realized I had such an exhibitionist streak inside me. But having my best friend watch me as another woman fucks me…it’s the hottest thing in the world.

And in no time, I’m right there. Teetering on the brink. And when Bambi clamps her teeth around my clit, and presses her thumb to my ass hole, I cry out in bliss. A rich, hard climax splashes down on me and I ride that bitch all the way home.

“Fuck,” Sandrine moans, then she turns to Bambi. “Can we, like…job share?”

I’m still in my post climactic haze, so I don’t know quite what she’s talking about. A moment later it all becomes clear.

Bambi kisses my belly and then holds her hand out to my bestie. Sandrine glides up off her bed and walks over. She stops right where Bambi was a moment ago.

Right between my legs.

My bestie gazes down at my slicked up cunt, with pure hunger in her eyes.

Then she glances up at me. “You don’t know how fucking long I’ve wanted to do this. Do you, babe?”

I moan in anticipation, and then my beautiful best friend leans forward and kisses me, right in the slick, gaping heart of my pussy.

As I buck and writhe under Sandrine’s magnificent mouth, Bambi moves in behind her. The statuesque redhead places her hands on my friend’s ass cheeks, and then dives in, lapping at Sandrine’s pussy.

I close my eyes in ecstasy for a moment, before temptation gets the better of me. And I watch as Sandrine devours my cunt, and I gaze at her pretty ass in the air. All I can see of Bambi is her hands and the top of her head as she bobs up and down, devouring my bestie’s slit.

There’s a nagging voice inside my head. Reminding me that I’m married. To a man. That Sandrine is, too.

But that voice is fighting a losing battle, because I’ve never felt pleasure like this. Not from my husband, nor from any of the boyfriends before him.

Sandrine cuts right through that voice, anyway, plowing her soft mouth into me, really, really hard. She drives her tongue inside me, snarling like she’s literally going to eat me.

When she pushes my legs up, it opens my slit wider and she turns her head to the side. My best friend grinds her chin into me, and licks me all over, driving me so fucking close to a second climax.

I turn my attention to Bambi, who’s now driving her tongue into Sandrine’s ass hole, and that sends me over the fucking edge.

All in one moment, my best friend and I reach a simultaneous climax. I grip Sandrine’s lush black hair and make tight-as-hell fists. As I haul her against my cunt, she wails out with pleasure.

When my climax finally relents, I ease my grip on Sandrine’s hair. She comes forward, kissing a winding trail up my bare belly, and biting into my nipple. Then she takes my mouth in a rich, fragrant kiss that I return with a fierce heat.

Bambi comes around beside us looks down. “You still have me for…” She takes a quick look at the wall clock. “Forty-five minutes, if you’d like. Or you can just have the room to yourselves.”

Sandrine looks from me to Bambi and back again. Her radiant smile tells me exactly what she’d like.

I take Bambi’s hand and squeeze it. “Um…I think we’re good, just the two of us. Thanks.”

“My pleasure, Makayla. Always.”

She walks over to the curtain, stopping just before she leaves. “Happy birthday.”


Warming Up My Bestie For Her Blind Date


It’s date night for my best friend, Sally, and I swear I’m more excited about it than she is. We’re almost at the place, and we’re half an hour early. I did that on purpose, though. I know she’s gonna need a little time to psych herself up.

I get that she’s nervous, but she really should be celebrating. This is day one of a new life for her.

Okay, so whoever this guy is tonight, he might not be the one, but he can certainly be the next one. A stepping stone on the climb to true happiness. More than anything I’m glad my bestie’s managed to shake off that disaster of a marriage and put herself back out there.

As I navigate the city traffic, I can’t help noticing how much Sally’s fidgeting in the shotgun seat. Even though I need to concentrate on driving, I reach across and grab her hand.

“C’mon, honey,” I say. “It won’t be that bad.”

“Easy for you to say, Amber. You still have your dating wits about you. You’ve never been out of the game.” She sighs heavily. “I might as well be a blushing young virgin right now. If I didn’t have you backing me up, I’d be at home in my jammies.”

“I’m not sticking around for the whole date, y’know. I’m your ride there, and if disaster strikes, I’m your ride home. And I’ll stay with you for a little while, of course. Just until you sit down with…what’s his name?”

She adjusts her seat belt and deflects my question. “I’m serious, though. I’m not ready for this. I got together with Clark when we were still in high school. I haven’t been on a date with anyone else since then. Barely went on any nights out all the time I was married to the guy, for fuck’s sake.”

I manage not to smile. The day Sally told me she’d separated from her husband, I’d wanted to throw a party. I never liked the guy, even way back when, and it’s a slam dunk that he really wasn’t good enough for her.

“I’m serious too, Sal,” I say. “Dating is super-easy. It’s like falling off a log.” I give her hand another squeeze. “Or, if you’re lucky, falling onto one.”

“Gross,” she says, but she smiles anyway.

“So, who’s the lucky guy?”

Sally shrugs as she scans the view out the window.

“Sal, you know I’m not gonna stop bugging you. If anything happens, I can at least give the police some information.”

She shifts in her seat and mumbles something.

“What’s that, honey?”

“Fine. I don’t know him. Met him through an app.” She pulls her hand away from mine so she can cross her arms. “That’s right. I went through an online thing because I’m too scared to do anything else.”

“Honey. Going through an app doesn’t mean you’re scared. It’s not a negative thing. Not ever, and especially not these days.”

“Well…” She seems to sit a little more easily. “His name is…uh…Vincent. He’s a little older than us, and he works in sales. If his profile isn’t a total load of bullshit, at least.”

We pull into the parking lot of the tavern. I’m not so sure I like the look of the place, but this Vincent guy chose the place, and organized to meet her here. I kill the engine and get out, but Sally stays put. So, I walk around and pull her door open.

“We’re here, honey.”

“I know.” She looks up at me with her pretty puppy-dog eyes. “I’ve changed my mind.”

“No, you haven’t. Come on, Sal.”

“I’m serious. You have me all spooked with your if something goes wrong bullshit.”

“Nothing will.”

“You don’t know that.”

I glance across at the cheesy tavern again. “Barney’s Bistro is hardly the kind of place a serial killer would take you.”

“Now he’s a serial killer?”

Ugh. I so regret pushing her for details before. “Sal. Come on. Stop just looking for any excuse to wimp out.”

She shakes her head like it’s a garden sprinkler. “Amber, please. Okay, so I’m not really worried about danger. I’ve done self-defense and I have a taser.”

“Then what?”

Sally clamps her hands together and squeezes them for a moment. “It’s not just that I haven’t dated in nearly ten years. It’s that…”

“That what, honey?”

“I haven’t even been with anyone. Not since probably 18 months before I separated from Clark. Long before the divorce.”

Jesus, that’s over three years. I manage not to say anything boneheaded, but I hope the shock doesn’t register on my face.

“So, there you have it,” she says, trying to pull the door closed. I manage to hold it open and reach across my beautiful but nervous bestie’s body and unfasten her seat belt.

“Honey, I get that you’re scared. But sometimes you just have to take a chance.”

She purses her gorgeous full lips and shrugs. “I don’t know.”

“Sal. Get the hell outta my car, and go have a good time.”

She sighs, bigger than ever, but she slides out. I close the door as quickly as I can to stop her jumping back in.

“Amber, I’m still scared. What if he doesn’t like how I look?”

In her skin-tight sleeveless T, and her sinfully short skirt, she’s never looked better. I’m so glad I convinced her to dress a little bit slutty tonight.

“Sal, that’s literally impossible. You’re a goddess. Anyone would be absolutely thrilled to be with you. The way you look tonight is an incredible first impression.”

“Well, what if things go really well but I’m not ready for more? And what if he wants to get…y’know. Squishy.”

I give her a half smile. “I guarantee if you call it getting squishy, he’ll run like hell.”

“Ugh, I knew it. I’m gonna mess this all up. Please, take me home.”

Jesus. I love this girl like a sister, but she’s genuinely pissing me off at this point. I know I’m going to have to get through to her somehow, but if none of my words are working, there’s not much left.

Unless…

“Surely you can see it, Amber? I’m so out of practice with all this stuff.”

“Shh.”

“I mean, I haven’t even kissed anyone since—”

I cut her off by planting a deep, open-mouthed kiss on her beautiful glossy lips. I go in hard, and I hook my fingers around the back of her neck, and I barely stop short of completely devouring her.

Sally makes a tiny little whimpering sound as I massage her sweet mouth with mine. Her whole body stiffens on impact, but within a few seconds she goes all…squishy.

Finally, I step slightly back and gaze at my best friend. Her dark, soulful eyes are wide with surprise, and she touches her slender fingers to her lips, still glistening from my kiss.

“Fucking hell, Sal,” I whisper. “Out of practice or not, you have nothing to fear tonight. That was…incredible.”

“Y–you kissed me.”

“It was the only thing I could…could think to do to…break through to you.”

What the hell is wrong with me, now? I can’t keep my thoughts on track. All I can think about is how sweet my friend’s lips are, and the silky feel of her skin, and how the warmth of her breasts felt as they jostled against mine.

“But…” Sally looks all confused, and I can’t say I blame her. I’m the one who started this and even my head is whirling.

“Do you feel more relaxed now, honey?”

“Um…” She leans her head slightly to the side. “I don’t know. Maybe one more?”

Oh, fuck. Suddenly, I’m hyper-aware of the buzzing low in my belly. The tingling in my panties. The fierce, thumping tattoo my heart’s playing.

If I kiss her one more time, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop. But she’s licking those gorgeous lips, and looking at me like I’m her salvation, and I just can’t resist.

I step in closer this time, and Sal lifts her chin just that little bit higher. Like she’s daring me to do better than I did just before. To give her my all.

She better be careful what she wishes for.

When I lean in this time, she comes forward to meet me. I take her mouth even harder than before, and she opens up, coaxing my tongue inside herself.

She moans sweetly as I caress her lips with mine, and she falls back against my car. I take hold of her face with both hands, and before I know it, I have my leg pushed between hers.

As her tongue dances with mine, I raise that leg and press my knee against her pussy. Sal makes the most delectable little grunting noise as I grind at her, and she puts her arms around my neck.

We’re a tangle of limbs and mouths, and I can’t believe just how fucking hot this moment is. I’ve never done anything with a woman before, and I’m suddenly wondering why.

Sal slides her hand up onto the back of mine and draws it down from her face. As I suckle on her sweet tongue, she guides that hand down, and places it over her breast.

I tighten my grip, and her soft firmness gives slightly against my hand. A moment later, the warmth of her body sneaks through the thin fabric of her top, and the sweet hardness of her nipple pokes into my palm.

Sal pulls her mouth away from mine and raises her head, dragging in a long, tattered breath. I switch my attention to her throat, licking her sweet, silken skin as I pinch her nipple.

I grab hold of her other breast and squeeze them up and in, and drive my tongue down into the sweet velvet valley between them.

Sal threads her fingers into my hair and squeezes tight, and I hiss with the pretty pain of it all.

Then she grasps my wrist and wrenches one hand away from her boobs. I worry instantly that I’ve gone too far, and that she’s about to end our friendship.

That fear turns to smoke as she eases my hand downward, under her slinky little skirt, and presses my fingers home between her thighs.

I let out a long, smooth sigh of pure need as the heat of her pussy comes straight through her wet panties and warms my fingers.

“Please, Amber?”

That’s all the encouragement I need. I dig my teeth into the side of her slender neck and grind my hand, searching for her clit through her panties. She steps her feet a little wider apart and whimpers with every stroke of my fingers.

I switch my mouth to the other side of her neck and lick the salt from her skin. Sal moans out loud, her whole body quivering to my touch.

“Fuck, Amber…oh, god, you’re so good at that.”

It’s hard to believe we’re in a public parking lot. It’s even harder to believe that her blind date—a man—is inside, waiting for her. But what’s even harder is the idea that I might ever stop this. That seems impossible.

I press my face into her soft cleavage as I hook the front of her skirt up. Then I drive my other hand down inside her panties, and thrust my fingers through the slicked up heat of her lips.

“Holy fuck,” she whispers, and the sweet combination of need and relief in her voice drives me on. I stroke forward and back, and make tight circles around her cheeky little clit.

I stand tall again, and grab her hair in my other hand. As I roll my wrist downstairs, I pull tight up top, and Sal rides along with it until her head’s resting on my fist, which is on the roof of my car.

When I push two fingers up inside my best friend’s searing hot pussy, she gasps, and I pounce on her beautiful mouth. She pumps her tongue against mine as I fuck her hard and fast with my fingers.

Every little moan of pleasure she sings into my mouth, every tiny whimper of need, only makes me wetter. Sal’s breath races in her chest and she sinks her teeth into my lips as I drive a third finger up inside her.

My best friend pulls free of my kiss and arches her back. I suck onto the velvet skin of her throat and drink her moans straight from the source.

And when I pinch her clit between my thumb and finger, she cries out with ultimate pleasure, her voice soaring up into the night sky to summon angels and ignite the stars.

I keep on stroking her, just long, slow glides of my hand, as her climax pulses and eases to a halt.

“Feeling more relaxed now, honey?” I ask her, as I glide my fingers inside her one more time. She jolts and arches, and I drive my tongue down between her tits again for a moment.

“Fuck, yeah,” she says, her voice all whiskey and sex, and if anything that just ignite the desire within me even more.

I pull my fingers out of my best friend’s panties and without a second thought, I drive them into my mouth, suckling the sweet and spicy juices of her arousal.

Sal’s eyes flash with a new heat, and she grasps my head between her quivering hands and pulls me toward her. She kisses me, our mouths wrestling around my fragrant fingers, and she makes the cutest little sound of surprise as she tastes herself.

When she breaks the kiss and leans back, she licks her lips as if to haul in as much of her own flavor as possible.

“Fuck…I taste good.”

“Yeah, you do, honey.”

“But I bet you taste better.”

I have no time to even form a thought, let alone speak one. Sal steps forward and mashes her lips against mine, swinging me around to the side.

My ass hits the side of my car, only we’ve moved toward the front. There’s no side window for me to lean on, and I fall back over the hood.

Sal pushes me and I land flat on my back. My bestie works with the motion and hauls my feet up off the ground, and pushes my legs up and out.

My skirt’s longer than hers, but not by much. And in the end it barely matters, because she has my knees a mile apart, and there’s nothing between her and my modesty but my panties, all sticky and wet with my arousal.

“Fuck,” she hisses, squeezing my bare knees and dragging her hands all the way up the insides of my thighs.

She hooks my panties and yanks them to the side, pausing just long enough to take a breath, and then let out a short, whispered wow. The heat of her breath tickles across my slick folds, and then a split-second later, her tongue does the same.

Sally strokes that hot, wet muscle up through my slit, rolling her head and spreading my rippled lips as she goes.

“Oh, god,” she hums, the words distorted by the fact she still has her tongue out, tickling at my pussy. When she glides up over my clit and then off me altogether, I whimper like an orphan.

My bestie comes up just high enough that her eyes show over the hem of my skirt. “You taste so fucking amazing, Amber.” Then she falls forward again, and clamps her hot mouth over my desperate clit, suckling so hard I swear I lose my damn mind.

I’m just about out of control as Sally licks and sucks and bites at my most sensitive places. She pulls my panties even harder, until the stitching gives and she rips them right off me.

My bestie squeezes my hips, and my thighs, and my lower belly, as she pumps her tongue in and out of me. I flail across the hood of my car, leaving scratches in the paintwork with my nails, and not giving even the slightest fuck about that. Anything, so long as Sally keeps eating my fucking cunt.

I roll my hips and buck them, pushing my pussy up into my best friend’s face, wishing somehow I could merge with her. Sally rides me, moaning her pleasure straight into my flesh as she wrestles me back down onto the hood.

She touches me anywhere and everywhere, gripping my tits through my top, stroking my bare, silky thighs, locking her hands behind my knees and bending me back on myself.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispers, but before I can ask her what’s wrong, she slides her magical tongue down, down, down, until she’s flicking my ass hole with the tip of it.

Nobody’s ever gone there before. No boyfriends, no toys, not even my own fingers when I’m jilling off. As my best friend laps away at my most forbidden place, I suddenly realize what I’ve been missing. I grab hold of my own legs to free up her hands for…more important work.

“That’s so wild, honey,” I moan, and Sal lets out some short little moans of pleasure. She grips my ass cheeks and pulls them wide, stretching my sensitive flesh so hard it burns. And…oh, fuck, nothing’s ever felt better.

When Sal strokes her tongue back up through my slit, she jams her thumb against my slicked up back door and presses, gliding the tip of it inside me as she bites down firmly on my clit.

That ends me. I lose grip on my legs and they fly forward, ending up over my best friend’s shoulders. And I throw my arms out wide and wild, as a blistering climax that puts all my others to shame claims me.

Pulses of bliss thud through my body as Sally grinds her soft, beautiful mouth into my cunt. Her whimpers of desire only add to my pleasure, and my only regret about any of this is that we’re in a fucking parking lot of a fucking tavern and we have to fucking stop.

Not to mention, she’s here to meet a guy, and do…things. I can’t think at all, especially about what men and women do together. I’m zeroed right in on what Sally and I just did, and what we could do if we just had a little more time, and a lot more privacy.

My bestie strokes her tongue gently up and down my opening, as if she’s unwilling to give up my pussy just yet. Finally she comes away with the raunchiest sticky sound I’ve ever heard.

Sal’s still panting like a marathon runner, and when she comes up over the horizon of my skirt, her eyes flash with heat as she gazes at me.

“Amber, I…” She shakes her head and puts an adorable little confused frown on her brow. She looks sexier than ever with my juices glistening on her lips and chin.

She takes my hands and pulls me back up onto my feet. My legs barely hold me after that earth-shattering climax, so Sal glides forward and takes my mouth in a gently but insistent kiss.

I slide my hands up her back and hold onto her shoulders, swimming in the sweetness of the moment.

When I come back up for air, Sal kisses my cheek and glides down to my neck.

“So,” I say, my voice trembling with desire, but tempered with inevitable disappointment. “You feeling more relaxed now, honey?”

“Holy fuck, yeah…”

“Well…your man’s waiting in there.”

“But…I mean…” Sal bites her pretty lip and looks me up and down. “What about…you? Us?”

“I’m still here for you, honey. If the date goes bad, call me. I’ll be here at the speed of fucking sound, and we’ll go to your place, or my place, or…fuck, I’ll get us a motel room. We can pick up where we left off.”

“Oh?” she says with a cheeky grin. “Then maybe you should start the engine. I can tell you right now, I don’t like the look of him.”

“You haven’t even seen him, yet.”

“I don’t need to.” She adjusts her skirt and heads for the tavern, looking back over her shoulder. “Start the car, baby. You and me? We’re getting real squishy tonight.”


Teaching The Diva A Hot, Hard Lesson


The bitch is back. That’s what I always think when I see her.

Most times I get through my shifts at the diner just fine. Just unfurl my winning smile and even the Karen-est diner settles down.

Not with this chick, though. She goes out of her way to be a little punk-ass bitch to me. Always sits in my section, nothing I do is ever good enough the first time.

If the Universe ever gives me even half a chance I plan to spank her pretty ass until it glows.

Damn. My pussy quivers at the thought. Because that’s the other thing that makes her so memorable. She’s a total babe.

This time around she enters with her usual attention-getting style; cell phone to her ear, Prada clutch ostentatiously held, logo out, under her arm. She seems all dressed up for a night on the town, and yet here she is. In this shitty little diner.

As always, she sits in my section and I study her closer this time. I’ve checked her out, of course, but I haven’t gone any deeper than the surface. She’s been coming in so often now, she’s piqued my curiosity.

She reeks of found money—daddy’s business dealings, mommy's lottery winnings. I don't know and don't care. I’m four-fifths of the way through college and I only need this waitressing job for a few more months.

After that, I’m home free, and ready to join the legal profession. Until then, though, I have to work hard, and take whatever crap this pretty blonde princess throws at me.

The moment I appear beside her table, the little queen bitch holds up her finger. Can’t have me talking over the vital phone call she’s on, clearly.

"That's right! I know! OMG, I can not believe she was the one they voted off! Uh-huh!"

The fact I keep my eyes un-rolled amazes me. Glancing at the other tables, there are at least two parties in my section who look ready to order. I need tips even more than I need my pissy little hourly rate, so if this bitch isn't going to order I'll go to a table that will.

I’ve only taken two steps when Miss Diva grasps me by the wrist and pulls me back. But still refuses to hang up her call.

Damn her. Not to mention I could actually have her up for assault.

“You did not just grab me.” I can’t keep the indignation from my voice.

“Shh!" She laughs into her phone. “I know. We’re going clubbing tonight. Yeah, but daddy got me a fake ID that says I’m 22. What? That’s only two years. Everyone says I look 25 anyway. I’m golden.”

I swallow every natural instinct, choosing instead to showcase that winning smile of mine while I wait for Lady Prissypants. Another half a minute passes and I start balling my hands into fists and fantasizing about what I could do with only a handful of that luscious blonde hair.

Pull it until she cries, maybe. Or bring her to her knees. Damn. The quiver in my pussy turns to a thud. That would so fucking hot, to have her at my mercy. Bring her down to size and have my goddamn way with her.

Finally, she seems to run out of celebrities to trash, or perhaps she’s exercising a rare moment of listening. Either way, she’s silent for a few seconds so I swoop in.

“Ma’am? What can I get you?"

Unlike me, she sees fit to roll her eyes so hard they might just drop from their sockets. "I'll call you back laters, Stephie-poo. Yes, I have to deal with the help."

She disconnects the call and picks up her menu. “So what exactly is good here?”

Fuck her and her broomstick. All this time and she hasn’t even chosen. She’s been here enough she should probably have the damn menu memorized.

“It’s still the same menu as always, miss.”

“Ugh. Isn’t it time you updated it?”

“Miss, I’ll come back when you’ve chosen.” It’s incredibly difficult to speak clearly through gritted teeth.

“Hey! You're serving me. Not them, or them. Honestly… Tina.”

Damn these stupid name tags. “Then may I take your order please, miss?"

She makes a huge production of the whole thing, reciting the menu and making sure to screw up her nose at anything she thinks is quote-unquote icky.

“Well,” she says, as she leans back and crosses her long legs. “Is there anything here you would eat, Tina?”

Just you. I’m sure the heat in my cheeks must show clearly, and I hope it looks like plain old anger. I’d rather lose my job than have her realize just how hot and frustrated she makes me. For the first time in forever I’m actually lost for words.

Finally, she settles on a glass of sparkling mineral water and a vegetable frittata. Once I've taken the order I scurry back to the kitchen to blow off steam. Pride is a luxury I can’t afford. One thing’s certain, though. If I run into that haughty bitch anywhere other than work, she'd better get her panties unbunched real quick. And if she doesn’t then I’ll solve the problem by tearing them off her. With my damn teeth.

By the time I’ve cooled down, her silly, pretentious little meal is made. I take it to her, but she’s leaning right across the table, taking a duck lips selfie. Once again I’m made to wait for her to finish before I can place her plate down.

She rolls her eyes again as she slides backward to make room. Before I’ve even taken my hand off the plate she curls her lip up.

“This looks too hot.”

Either she really is the most spoiled little bitchy-pants in history, or she just wants to make my life hell. Surprisingly, I keep my temper in check.

“It will cool very soon, miss.”

“I have to be at Club Dub in twenty minutes. Honestly. You need to speed up your service here.”

I can’t tell if she’s trying to get me to scream at her, or if she really is so blithely unaware of what a total cunt she is. Either way, I decide to pin my hopes on karma, and dream one day I’ll be prosecuting her for some shitty little crime. Texting while driving. Blowing some disgusting loser on a street corner after the money dries up. The usual stuff.

Thankfully, she only eats two mouthfuls before it’s apparently too cold. It means I’ll be rid of her much earlier than usual. Scooping up her plate, I leave her the check and go back to the kitchen.

When I return, she’s gone, so I scoot back and count up the cash.

Fucking. Bitch.

No tip.

After all the shit she’s given me. And me keeping my smile in place the whole time.

It takes me a minute or two back in the kitchen, leaning my head on the counter and breathing deeply, to get myself calm again. There’s only a half hour until my shift finishes. I'd been planning a night alone at the movies anyway, so I have a cute dress in my locker. But now I have a new plan.

At least the boss lets us use the bathroom here. I dive through the quickest shower I've had in my life and pull out my party-for-one clothes. Dammit. I forgot my slinky panties. I shrug and figure commando’s fine. The black panties I wore all shift are too dark under the lemon yellow.

With my heels on, it takes me longer than usual to walk the six blocks to Club Dub. No way I can afford a cab. That’s a luxury reserved for waitresses whose customers actually tip.

When I arrived, there’s a ridiculously long line. That’s the main reason I never come to this kind of place. Libraries, theaters, art galleries...now those are the places a girl can really have a good time.

Tonight isn't about a good time, though. I just have a point to prove.

The line’s made up mostly of girls who seemed desperate to look exactly alike. Which is to say, nothing much like me.

Almost all of them are short and skinny with skin from the orchard and blonde from the bottle. With my height, my dark brown mane and my dreadnought hips, I really don’t fit in.

The self-righteous anger burning inside me lets me stare down anyone who protests as I push my way through to the bouncer.

"Sorry, miss. We're full.”

I squeeze my big tits together in a none-too-subtle way, and relish the flash in his eyes. "Are you sure you can’t fit me in?"

He adjusts his collar and checks his list. He turns the page and acts surprised. “I think I’ve found you. Could I just take a closer look at your… identification, miss?”

I pull the front of my dress right down and let the girls burst free. What the hell do I care? They’re just boobs, and he’s just a guy.

He pokes at his clipboard as if trying to stab through it. “Oh, yes. There you are.”

I give him a wink, squeeze my boobs one more time for his benefit, and tuck them away. Inside, my mission is clear. Find that bitch and fucking tell her off. Pull a little hair, kick a little ass. Here, the power is in my hands. I’m taller, stronger, more solid and far more desperate than she’ll ever be.

She is, of course, in the center of the dance floor, hemmed in by two guys who are clearly eyeing each other off in the battle to mess with her lady parts. The way she’s chugging that vodka cruiser I know exactly where she'll be going sooner rather than later, so I head straight over and cling to the wall beside the bathroom entrance.

My heart jumps when she pushes through the crowd and stumbles toward me. I watch her go in, count to ten, then follow. One stall empties and a statuesque black woman walks out, giving me a quick up-and-down look with a come-fuck-me smile. I watch her leave, biting my lip the whole way. But I can't lose focus.

I stand in front of the other stall, far enough back that she won't see my feet, close enough for what I have in mind.

The moment she opens up, I step forward and push her back in, locking the door behind me. I’m pleased this is one of the better clubs. At least the john is clean.

"What the hell? Get out!"

"I don't think so, bitch.”

And suddenly, things get weird.

“Oh…” she says. “It’s you. You found me.”

“Found you? It’s not like it would take a master detective. Of course I damn well found you.”

“I didn’t know if you’d get the hint.”

Yeah, none of this is in my plan, but I can’t let it stop me. “Look, I just want what you owe me, you cheap-ass bitch.”

“Bethany.”

“Huh?”

“That’s my name. Bethany.”

I put my hand around her throat, firmly enough to make her aware just how much harder I could be squeezing. “I think cheap-ass bitch suits you just fine.” I clench my hand a tiny bit tighter to emphasize my point.

Bethany closes her eyes and takes a ragged breath in. If I didn’t know better I’d think she’s… enjoying it.

“So, Tina,” she says in a hot-metal hum. “What is it you think I owe you?”

“An apology. A measure of respect. And a fucking tip.”

She hums and licks her lips. “So masterful when you’re not at work.”

Nothing is happening as I planned it. She’s supposed to be a quivering wreck by now, not a delectable little cunt-tease. In my anger, I lash out and take that gorgeous blonde mane of hers in my fist, tightening it until tears form in her eyes.

“What the hell are you playing at?” I loosen my grip on her throat enough that she can take a breath and speak.

“Oh, come on, Tina. You’re a smart girl. You go to college and everything.”

“H-how do you know—”

“I have more money than I know what to do with. You think your workmates value your privacy more than their rent?”

“Which just brings me back to my original question. What the fuck? Basically that’s it.”

She smiles and I want to slap her and kiss her and fuck her all at the same time.

“Oh, yes. A tip. Would you prefer the tip of my finger, or my tongue?”

“H-huh?” In my confusion I tighten my grip again, and she struggles to suck in a breath. Even so, it sound near ecstatic.

“God, you have a great touch, Tina. I’m so glad I picked you.”

“Picked me?”

“Uh-huh. For my first time with a girl.”

My head swims in confusion. “How in the hell do you think you picked me? I followed you here to get you back for being such a bitch to me.”

“Duh. Why do you think I’ve been such a bitch to you, so many times?” She runs her fingers across my cheek. “What the hell took you so long?”

No, this is not right. I’m the one who made this happen. Aren’t I? I shake my head and release her throat, grasping her beautiful hair harder, and pushing her down until she sits on the seat.

Oh, god, it’s almost exactly like the tiny fantasy I had back in the diner. Controlling her with nothing more than a hand in her hair.

Bethany looks me in the eye, a little glint of mischief flashing in hers. “Did you decide, Tina? Which tip you want?”

I have two options, as I see it. Stay angry when I now know it’s all been an act…or indulge myself. And suddenly, anger doesn’t seem to be any kind of solution.

“Uhh…t-tongue.”

With a quick drag I lift my dress, revealing my pussy to her, bare in both senses of the word. She moans with want as she studies me, and I let my hand slip free from her hair.

Suddenly, Bethany grabs my arm and looks up at me in fright. “No.”

“No?”

She shakes her head and closes her eyes. “I want you to force me… Mistress.”

The low moaning sound that fills the stall seems to come from nowhere. It takes a moment before I realize it was me. I’m the one making it.

Even though I’m kind of big for a girl, I’ve never played any power games. It surprises me just how hot the idea makes me.

I drive my fingers back into Bethany’s hair and squeeze. Fresh tears well in her eyes, and she opens her mouth wide in pain. It isn’t enough to hide the little kink in the corner of her lips, though.

“Are you ready?”

“Please, call me names.”

“Fucking eat it, you little bitch.”

I pull her mouth against me and she hits with a delicious sound somewhere between a slap and a slurp. She shoots a quick glance up at me, with her eyebrows knitted as if in wonder, before she moans and opens up, pushing her tongue deep into the wet heat of me.

"Yeah... tastes perfect, doesn't it, Princess?”

"Mm-hmm."

For a first-timer, Bethany has an amazing touch. She laps at my outer lips, always coming up and in to poke at my clit with just the tip of her tongue. As if my own fist in the hair at the back of her head isn't enough, she puts her hands onto my bare ass and pulls at me, mashing her face into my wanton cunt with a gusto I can barely believe.

Every time she pulls her mouth off me it makes the horniest smacking sound. And she seems unable to keep from licking me for long enough to speak a whole sentence. "I never...mmm...knew it could...mmm..."

When she squeezes my ass, I feel the stirrings of a climax in my belly. No way I want to finish so quickly, but I’m not sure I can hold it in. If she makes me come now, then I lose the advantage. If I turn pansy-ass and simply climax, it’d be ridiculous. I might as well be a fucking guy.

Yet Bethany's first-timer greed is so effective, I know suddenly that my fate is out of my hands. She burrows the tip of her tongue under my hood and presses my clit like she designed it. The pins and needles inside me shoot outward at the speed of light, filling my body with the sweet and painful wash of ultimate pleasure.

The volume of my moans and screams mean everyone in the bathroom will clearly know what we’re doing. Probably half the people on the dance floor now know I just came on this hottie’s tongue.

When I come back to my senses, I notice Bethany has crept her hand down into her panties as well. Her mouth glistens with my juices and she looks somewhere between angry and embarrassed.

“I can’t believe I just did that.”

“Believe it, baby. You were fucking awesome.”

I lean back on the door of the stall and nod at her pussy. “You need that taken care of?”

She catches her breath, as if she’s never considered the idea.

I sit on her lap, straddling her pretty thighs. “Come on. If you have cab fare, it’s about a ten minute ride to my place.”

“Um… I don’t know.” Her cheeks have grown red again and I know I simply have to explore her. Every inch of her delectable young body will be mine before this night ends.

With my hands back in her hair, I bend her head back and kiss her, licking at my own arousal on her lips. She whimpers in a way that makes me need her even more, and I slip up to her ear so I can hiss some new orders to her. My little sub.

“I insist, little girl. I will show you a whole new world of pleasure. And you will love it.”

“Um…”

With a little twist of my hand I get her breath hissing in. “The correct thing to say here is yes, Mistress.”

“Ohhh…” She swallows heavily and looks me straight in the eye. Curling her pretty mouth into a tiny smile, she repeats my words back to me.

I hurry her out of the club and signal a cab. I bark a quick order to take us to my place and bite out the address. The moment my mouth stops moving Bethany sweeps in and kisses me, hard, like she needs my mouth just so she can survive. The scent and taste of my own cunt is still all over her and I suckle it from her skin like nectar.

The drive to my place is long enough that I know I can get a little leverage back, so I slide my hand up her thigh and push my fingers past the flimsy barrier of her thong.

As I drive my tongue into her mouth I grind the tips of my fingers over her already slick little slit, and swallow her moans of need. Bethany digs her fingers into my scalp as I pull at her panties, tearing them from her in a rush of lust.

Every time I glance up, the driver is watching us instead of the road. I toss him Bethany's torn panties.

“Here. Something to remember us by.” He scrambles to retrieve them from wherever they land, earning more than a few angry horn honks in the process. Once he's secured the precious pussy-scented underwear and regained control of the vehicle, I turn back to Bethany.

Biting into her juicy bottom lip, I squeeze her perky breast through the scant protection of her dress. She’s braless beneath it, and for a moment I’m jealous of her. My girls are too big for that kind of freedom.

Bethany hisses a breath into her lungs as I pinch harder with both my teeth and my nails, but the moment I glide my finger inside the wet inferno of her cunt she moans with pure need.

She’s slick like wet silk as I pump my finger in and out. Even over the traffic and engine noises I can make out the wet sucking sound of her pussy squeezing and releasing me.

Damn, I can barely wait to get her juicy split into my face, but not here. Not now. This is a bit of fun, sure, but when I’m going to town on a girl, I need a lot of room. It always gets big. Every girl I've ever fucked has learned how to flail, and in next to no time.

Bethany’s moaning and mewing like a drunken cat, so I slide a second finger inside her and close her mouth over with mine. I slide my other hand inside the top of her dress and squeeze her tit.

She tightens around my fingers, and for the hundredth time I wish I had a cock to put in there. Fingers are awesome, but how I wish I could give and get intense pleasure at the same time. Guys are such lucky fucks.

As I pump harder and harder I curl my fingers upward to pulsate them across that special place inside her. Bethany bites into my tongue and pushes breath after sweet, cruiser-tinged breath across my face.

As I grind her to within an inch of a climax she curls her leg around my waist and pulls at me. She practically rubs every inch of herself on me, and I’m more than happy to take it.

She suckles on my mouth, opening wide to draw my tongue deep inside her. My lips are wet all around from her ravenous kisses, even down onto my chin. This is dirty and wrong and so, so perfect. And when she lets loose with a high keening sound that fills my mouth and vibrates through to my chest, I drink in the scents and sensations.

Bethany clamps and releases on my fingers as she comes on my hand, a fresh wave of delicious ocean scent filling the cab.

Almost the moment I pull my fingers out of her cunt, the driver pulls up at the curb.

"We're here."

"Awesome."

Bethany glances outside and a fresh look of nervousness crosses her face. "You... you live here?"

"Sure. No trust fund in my family. It was the best I could do."

"Is it safe?"

The driver turns around, staring intently at Bethany. "If you want, I can escort you ladies in. And maybe stay around to make sure you're safe."

"Ha. Nice try, goober." I wave my hand under his nose and he follows my scented fingers like a drug-sniffing dog at the airport.

"Fuck... tease."

"Be a good boy. Go home to your wife."

"Mmm... nah. After that show you two put on, I need to see my mistress."

“Like I would even care."

Bethany hands the guy a twenty and we slide out of the cab as quickly as we can. As the car drives away Bethany suddenly grabs my arm. I can feel her trembling, and I know it’s not from the cold.

"Hey, it really is safe here. Everyone knows me, and I know Tae Kwon Do."

A few seconds later I have her inside my apartment, and slam home the extra door lock. Bethany glances around the small living room.

"This is cute."

"Fuck this. It's a hovel. But it's what I can afford. The important stuff is through here."

I drag her to my bedroom. The moment I have her inside I push her back against the wall and kiss her. This time, there’s no timetable. No agenda other than two women finding pleasure with each other's body.

And though I can still detect tiny traces of my own scent on her mouth, it’s the taste of her that I want.

We take it slowly; long, lingering kisses exploring her tender mouth. Slow trips out to her ear where I whisper little teasers about what I’m going to do to her pretty little ass. Every word seems to slam home inside her, and she moans and trembles.

As I lick her throat I pull her flimsy dress down off her body, leaving her standing naked before me.

Up until now I've only seen parts of her. As gorgeous as she is in high fashion, it can’t compare to her in nothing. The beauty of her full body, totally naked, is worth savoring.

I fall to my knees before her, not truly thinking about what I’m doing.

I kiss her perfect belly and reach around behind her, cupping those tight little ass cheeks of hers. She’s all silky soft skin and fresh baked cookie warmth. I could eat her for hours, and in fact, that’s a big part of my evil plot.

"Please, Tina…” she moans. “Don’t tease me any more."

Who am I to deny a girl pleasure? Especially when she appears to have learned some real manners. I stand quickly and turn around. "Undo me.”

Truth is, I can just slip my own fucking dress off, but I need her to be more of a participant and less of a passenger. And she seems to understand what I’m doing, working the buttons open slowly, making sure to stroke her fingers across my back every chance she gets.

When she reaches the bottom she pulls the shoulder straps outward and lets the thing fall. I’m wearing nothing now but my bra, and in seconds that too is gone.

I turn back to Bethany and push my arms against my tits, presenting them to her. "Damn, but it's great when the bra comes off."

"I know just what you mean. And just what you need, too.”

Bethany drops to her knees and runs her hands all over my big boobs, holding still every now and then to pinch my nipples. It seems to work weird tricks on my knees, so I rest against her shoulders, just for a little support.

Down there on her knees, her big blue eyes catching mine as she places hot, open-mouthed kisses on my hips and thighs, and pokes her tongue into my belly button, I’m in heaven. This girl—this bitch—who’s treated me so badly in the diner, is practically my servant now. I close my eyes as I picture all the things I’m going to have her do to me. Neither of us will be getting any sleep tonight.

"Good girl, Bethany."

"Is Mistress pleased?"

"Mistress is more than pleased. But I'm also teased. That orgasm you gave me at the club was really nice but I need much more."

"Tell me what to do and I promise to do it to the best of my ability."

The thought of that, and the way she uttered it in a high, trembling voice, gets my knees all shaky. "Bed."

She stands and leans in, kissing me deeply as she pushes past. When she climbs on the bed she goes to roll over, but I land a quick slap on her tight ass, making her squeal in a way that kicks me deep in the belly.

"Wait. Stay just like that."

"Yes, Mistress."

Oh, god, I could get used to a girl calling me that. I've never played the mistress role before. On the rare occasions where I happen to be with a guy, I mostly like him dominant. That’s why I usually go for the big boys. It helps me feel smaller and more dainty.

When I’m with a woman, I’m the opposite. And having this sweet little blonde here, with her perfect muscle tone and her velvet skin, waiting for my orders... well, that’s much hotter than I've ever imagined.

I sit beside her and run my hands over her pert ass. A couple of spins over those exquisite round cheeks, and then I delve right down the middle, grazing the puckered flesh of her ass hole and then on to the fiery opening of her delectable cunt.

She’s still wet from the deep diving my fingers did in the cab, and I glide back inside her without any trouble.

"Oh, Mistress..."

"Crawl forward, cutie."

She does as ordered, and I swing around behind her. All I can see now is the golden skin of her little ass, and it seems almost as if it’s glowing. As I pump my fingers in and out, Bethany slackens all over, spreading her arms across the bed and propping that incredible butt of hers higher.

I can't resist that sweet offering and take her soft skin between my teeth, biting her cheek hard enough to hurt. Hopefully not hard enough to mark, but hey, who knows? She inspires a hunger in me like I can't remember ever feeling.

I curl my fingers again, finding that sweet spot and pressing, as I lick the skin where I tortured her with my teeth. Slowly, I work my mouth inward, constantly gliding my hand in and out, until I find the rippled skin of her pretty ass hole with the tip of my tongue.

"Oh, Mistress...you're not going to…ohhh, Christ..."

That’ll go down in history as the world's shortest protest. The sensation of my tongue flicking her rosebud while I finger her sweet pussy seems to calm any objection she might have had.

As I work her over, she begins to breathe heavily. And faster than before. Oh, man…I'm about to get her off again, already. I barely know my own power, but hell, there’s no way I’m stopping now.

Again, Bethany squeezes herself around my fingers, and she buries her face into my blankets to scream out her release.

Damn. I get so lost in the moment, I forget she’s supposed to be giving me the works. I'm blinded by the magnificence of her ass propped in the air, and the sweet split of her juicy cunt down below it.

"Okay. On your back, sweetie."

She does as I say, again without protest. I had no idea I'd uncover such a strong submissive streak, but I’m loving every moment of it.

"Damn, but you're pretty." I have to stop myself diving straight down and devouring that gorgeous pussy of hers yet again.

I lick my way up her long slender leg, moaning deeper and longer the higher I get. Her skin is smooth at the knee, but holy fuck, by the time I reach the very edge of her hot pussy it’s like satin.

Unable to resist that delectable scent, I suck her cunt into my mouth for a moment, drawing in the nuances of her flavor before licking a path up between her breasts and taking her mouth in the same way.

Sucking her lips, biting her tongue, trying like hell to drink every last drop of liquid from her beautiful body.

Though it’s hard, I move past her pretty mouth and let my tits fall in her face. She nips and licks at them as if trying to coat every pore of my skin with spit. I’m cool with that.

Her natural hunger is more of a turn on than the most experienced touch could be. And if we end up doing this again—and again—then she’ll learn even better control.

On and on I crawl, and Bethany kisses every part of me that passes over her mouth, until I’m exactly where I need to be. With my desperately hot pussy propped right over her mouth.

"Bethany, sweetie?"

"Yes, Mistress?”

"You may eat."

She smiles and a lovely shudder runs through her body. "Thank you so much, Mistress."

Bethany presses her open mouth to my juicy slit and drives her tongue deep inside me. I sit up and grasp her pretty hair, pulling her head up and grinding my softness down against her.

Every one of her moans is an extra tease. Every sweep of her tongue a magical ride. And the way she digs her long nails into the very tops of my thighs is a perfect painful bliss which just makes the entire moment heavenly.

With a natural skill that surprises me, Bethany works the tip of her tongue in against my clit and runs laps around it, firing fresh bursts of pleasure through my core. Her beautiful moans vibrate against me as she opens wide and sucks my tender bud into her mouth, and I lose all strength in my limbs. Holy fuck, this girl can eat pussy.

I grasp at the bed head to stop myself falling forward. Though her face is so damn beautiful, and what she’s doing is fucking phenomenal, I simply can’t stop my eyes closing.

Nothing can contain the feverish moaning and gasping she coaxes from within me. It’s all I can do to stop spinning around and diving into her little cunt at the same time, but to do that would mean at least two seconds without her mouth devouring me. That’s an unacceptable option.

Bethany slides her mouth down and drives her tongue deep into me, releasing her talon-like grip on my thighs. She grinds her thumb into my clit as she wriggles her tongue inside me with abandon.

As I bounce on top of her she manages to snake her other hand past me and glide her fingers into the crease of my ass. When she presses the tip of one finger to my hole I want to freeze and let the anticipation flow right over me.

But I also want to spread myself wide open and take all she has to give. Basically, I just need her to touch me every-fucking-where she can.

With a rapid jabbing motion she fires her fingertip in and out of my ass, and it’s absolutely the final step. The boulder inside my belly rolls and splits, and it shoots out fat splinters of ecstasy through my veins and fibers, awakening tingles so strong they hurt. My scalp, my soles, the backs of my knees… even my tongue and lips feel charged as the pounding blows of my orgasm thud through me.

Still Bethany laps and sucks at me, as if she simply can’t get enough of my pussy. She teases out aftershocks and sends my limbs into mild spasms as she hits all my tender spots. It’s as if she has a secret map of my body.

Finally I pull my cunt off her mouth with a delicious squishy sound, and she whimpers playfully.

“Mistress, I wasn’t done eating.”

I lie beside her and kiss the protest away. “If you kept going I might never let you leave.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Not at the moment. We might get hungry for something other than each other, though.”

“Mmm. Maybe.” She glides her fingers up between my thighs again. “But not yet.”

I slide my hand down to rest it on her sweet, bald pussy.

“By the way,” I say. “That was the best…tip I’ve ever had.”

THE END
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