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When I was six and had refused to eat soggy vegetables placed on my plate for dinner, my mother told me that I was headstrong and stubborn. At eleven, when I convinced a half-dozen neighborhood kids to jump from Johnny Relfino’s rooftop into an above-ground pool in his backyard—naked—Mom bemoaned my forceful personality. And on my thirteenth birthday, I overheard my mother discussing her concerns with my Aunt Betty.

“Carla could coax the stripes off a zebra!” she complained. Then she continued, and Mom was rarely concise when waxing metaphorically. “That girl could persuade the Jews and Palestinians to hug and kiss and then feed them a pork dinner before getting them to hold hands and sing Kumbaya!”

I didn’t know much about Jews and Palestinians at the time, but I got the thrust of her concern.

“I just hope she channels it into something worthwhile,” Mom had sighed. “But I worry about that girl, Betty! I worry plenty!”

I wasn’t a bad kid, but there was validity in Mom’s words. I had always been persuasive; I knew how to get what I wanted, and it seemed relatively easy for me to convince those around me that I should write the script. Few people stood in my way, and when they did, I bowled them over without a second thought. But for those who adhered to my way of doing things—my way of thinking—I was never malicious or nasty. I just intuitively understood how to make people want to please me, and in my estimation, my methods were never unreasonable. And I don’t know why, but it seemed that the shy and timid—whether it was boys or girls—would always cling to my coattails like lint on brushed cotton. I learned to make good use of the situation.

By the time I was a sophomore in high school, I was a varsity cheerleader and the co-captain of the squad. The captain, a curvy senior with the dark skin of Latin heritage, mostly stepped aside and let me lead the way—partly due to my personality, but there was another reason too. I soon discovered her attraction to me went beyond my bold leadership skills. Felicia Espinoza had a girl crush on me. I made the most of it, discovering I enjoyed the companionship of the ladies as much as I enjoyed the boys. I also discovered that while I liked my guys long and lean, I preferred my girls a little thick and meaty. Felicia Espinoza unveiled herself to me as a deliciously plump and sumptuous morsel, compliant to my wicked whims. It was not only my desire, but hers, that I dominate her in every way.

I graduated Valedictorian from Ringgold High School, claiming a nice chunk of scholarship money. Ringgold is a small town in North Georgia, on the Tennessee border and part of the metro Chattanooga area. My mother worked in tourism for places like Ruby Falls and Rock City, popular spots for visitors from all over the Southeast. Nice for tourists, but I couldn’t wait to get out of the mountains, so I looked for a Georgia school where I could use the HOPE scholarship and be reasonably close to the beach. Georgia Southern University in Statesboro seemed perfect. The college was only a forty-five-minute drive to Tybee Island and just half an hour or so to the quaint and trendy city of Savannah. It was the perfect location.

During my first two years at college, I stayed in university housing. Basically, it was like an apartment—spacious and roomy with amenities including a kitchenette, gated parking, and even a washer and dryer. Like any girl away from home, I got a little wild with the boys the first few years, less wild with alcohol and drugs, and only occasionally dabbled in my desire for female flesh. And while I liked sex with the guys, I tired of Friday and Saturday nights watching them play beer pong and listening to the same worn-out tales of their conquests—a contest to see which fella could one-up the other. So when I returned from my summer internship in Augusta for my junior year, I was pleased to meet my new roommate, Mary. I instantly liked her. She was shy, soft-spoken, deferential, and very pretty—right up my alley!

Mary stood about five-two and likely weighed under 100 pounds. Soft and feminine, her silky blonde hair slid halfway down her back. She had the bluest eyes I’d ever seen, and her symmetrical features and full pouty lips made me buzz with electricity every time I saw her. Small, yet firm breasts with a cute little butt tapering to tanned, sexy legs practically had me drooling. Mary was a stunning girl!

She was also a challenge. Moving in on a Thursday before classes began the following Monday, I assumed we’d get acquainted by going to a few mixers and parties around campus together. But Mary seemed apprehensive.

“Uh…I…uh,” she stammered. “You see Carla, I’m not much of a partier.”

She sat cross-legged on her bed as I stood just inside her bedroom door, her toned and tanned legs enticing me to take another step inside her room. That’s when I noticed the Bible sitting on her nightstand. Her eyes followed mine to the thick word of God before hesitantly peering up at me again.

“Do you go to church?” she inquired.

I shrugged. “Not often.”

“Oh,” she said. “You’re not religious?”

I shook my head. “I believe in God, but I don’t drink the Kool-Aid, sweetie,” I said as kindly as I could. “There are some things about religion that just don’t add up for me.” I paused briefly. “But I respect other people’s beliefs and their right to seek whatever spirituality they desire.”

She seemed to soften—to relax a bit—when I said that.

“Oh, okay,” she breathed meekly.

“So while I’m out having fun you’ll be reading scripture?” I asked.

She gave a little laugh.

“I’m going to organize my sock drawer and then take a bath,” she replied.

I let loose of a little laugh. I couldn’t help it.

“Organize your sock drawer, huh? Sounds riveting, Mary. Why don’t you come along with me, instead? One glass of wine or a bottle of beer won’t hurt you.”

I took a step closer, towering above her. She blinked and looked at me a little tentatively. I’d seen the look a hundred times before. Beneath the mask of uncertainty was an undeniable feral attraction; I’d noticed it with both guys and girls. Mary had briefly allowed her eyes to roll over my scantily clad body. I could tell she liked what she saw. Why wouldn’t she? I didn’t quite measure up to her beauty, but I wasn’t far off. My build was more athletic than petite. I wasn’t some bodybuilder type, but I had good muscle tone in my legs and arms, a curvy and ample bottom, and average-sized breasts that had been a source of admiration for my numerous lovers—both male and female. At five-eight, I was a half foot taller than Mary and outweighed her by twenty-five pounds. Thick and wavy brown hair that often had an auburn hue if caught in the right light kissed the middle of my back. And my best feature? Sparkling green eyes that I used to pin my prey. I was doing so now with Mary.

“I don’t know,” Mary said uncertainly.

I took another step forward and reached out with my right hand, touching her cheek and moving a strand of hair off her face. When I lightly dragged my nail around the curve of her ear, she shivered and blushed.

“I’ll look after you, hon. Come on, let’s go have a little fun. We’re college girls after all,” I said with a sly smile.

She blinked and gasped as I slid my nail slowly across her cheek again before removing it. I knew I had her. Her face was flushed and goosebumps had sprouted on her dreamy thighs.

“Well, maybe for a little while. But if things get crazy, I’ll want to return here. Okay?”

“Sure, Mary,” I smiled. “Of course. I’ll even come back with you if you’re not having fun.”

She smiled at that and stood, her face even with my chest. Time stood still for a few seconds as I let the dazzling effect of my proximity soak in. I took her hand as we danced gleefully from her room, two college coeds heading out for an evening of fun. She had no idea how the night would end, but I sure did!
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Our first stop was actually a grill and bar in downtown Statesboro. I convinced Mary to order a beer, which she nursed, but at least she was going through the motions. It took her nearly forty-five minutes to polish it off, and when she did, I made sure another one was placed in front of her. She looked at me questioningly for a second, but then sighed and hefted her beverage, tipping the frosty mug at me and laughing, offering me a golden smile.

We sat at a table with six people: two other girls and four guys, all friends of mine from past semesters. It was a handsome group, but with Mary being the newcomer, much of the attention from the boys was focused on her. Little did they know that I already had a flag in her ass for the night. I wondered if Mary knew, but I suspected it was at least lurking somewhere in her subconscious. If not, it would be soon.

Food arrived and we stuffed our faces, the conversation trailing off to a few mumbles as the boys gorged themselves, and the girls nibbled at chicken fingers and fries. Mary had tried to nurse her beer, but the food had made her thirsty. After trying to flag down our busy waitress several times for a glass of water, Mary finally gave up and slugged her beer, finishing off the second with her meal. By the time the waitress came around again, I had convinced her to have a third adult beverage. While still a bit shy and reserved, Mary was clearly getting tipsy. But she wasn’t so sheepish that she recoiled when I brushed my leg with hers a few times under the table. The warm silkiness of her creamy legs was bringing me to a boil, so I started devising a plan to escape my friends and get Mary back to our dorm room before she drank too much more. I didn’t mind greasing the wheels a bit with alcohol, but I preferred not to have a drunk chick on my hands.

After making a brief stop at one of the guy’s dorms, Mary and I begged off. One of the boys had gotten a little frisky with her, and I couldn’t take another round of beer pong. So we strolled the quarter of a mile back to our place, me looping my arm with hers as I escorted the little hottie through the balmy summer night. A bit giggly but stable on her feet, Mary clung to me, her warm skin melding deliciously with mine as we made our way across campus.

“Let’s have a glass of wine to celebrate our new friendship,” I commanded.

I didn’t wait for a reply. Snagging a bottle of cheap Chablis from the fridge, I poured two glasses. Mary really didn’t need any more to drink, but I needed the setting to make my next move.

“Let’s lounge on my bed,” I said, taking her free hand and leading her into my room. “It’s a little larger than yours.”

She giggled but toddled along, her tiny warm hand in mine. We settled onto my cozy duvet, leaning against the wall and sipping our wine.

“Thanks for talking me into going with you, Carla,” she said. “I had a great time tonight. You’re so nice. I’m glad you’re my roommate.”

Mary leaned her head on my shoulder, and I pressed my nose into her hair. Her golden locks smelled of lavender, and the smooth skin of her sleeveless arm felt like silk as I ran my hand over her bicep, past her elbow, and down the inside of her forearm. She moaned in my ear.

“What’s happening?” she asked.

I answered her question with one of my own.

“What do you want to happen?” I inquired.

She turned to face me, but I didn’t give her a chance to respond. Planting a firm kiss on her mouth, I used an outstretched hand to set my wine on the nightstand before taking her glass and repeating the process. Then I devoured her, kissing those hot pouty lips with mine as I caressed her warm thighs with a curious paw. I snaked a hand up her tank top, unhooking her bra and pulling it out before tossing it to the floor. Then my hands were on her tiny tits, feeling her nipples grow between my fingers as I gently tugged at her turgid flesh. Mary moaned again when I released the kiss.

“Carla! Oh, my, God! What’s happening?” she asked for the second time.

“Your pleasure, hon,” I snickered. “Relax and enjoy!”

Whipping her top off before she could protest, I lowered my mouth to one of her long, pink buds. Her hands brushed through my brown mane as I nuzzled her cute little titties, biting, nibbling, sucking her rigid prongs.

I ran both of my hands down the back of her shorts, relishing the feel of her warm skin and exploring her crack with greedy fingers. Then I turned my wrists up, went to my knees, and yanked off her shorts and plain white underwear in a burst of energy. As I did, her arms flailed backward and she fell supine on my bed.

Mary gasped and panted, gazing at me with a mixture of burning curiosity and confused panic. But the soaked crotch of her panties told the real story. I gave a short laugh and brought her garments to my face, breathing in her musk. Then I tossed them alongside her forgotten bra and dove in.

Pushing Mary’s legs up, I pressed firmly on the back of her thighs. Between where I rested my hands and her firm little fanny, I noticed a light patch of downy fuzz, the fine white hairs of her upper legs where she eschewed the use of a razor. I found the presence of her little blonde hairs heavenly and displayed my approval by running the flat of my tongue from mid-thigh all the way to the crack of her ass. As my face neared her crotch, I inhaled the wonderful aroma of a young woman in an excitable state. Her feminine scent furthered my arousal as I slowly brought my mouth to her pussy. Mary was all natural, unshaved, wheat-colored curls swirling around glistening pink folds. I breathed warm air over her pussy and she cried out, and then I teased the delicate wet fruit of her forbidden sex with the tip of my tongue, tasting my new conquest for the first time, savoring her mouthwatering bouquet. Mary’s flavor was divine, sweet and salty and indescribably delicious. I got down to business. Parting her puffy petals with my tongue, I scooped her yummy nectar, thick and hot and creamy. Her unique taste danced on my palate as I savored the blended concoction of her gooey production on hot female flesh. When my lips smothered the hood of her bulging clit, Mary cried out again and gripped my arms with surprising strength, digging her nails into my skin.

Sucking the bud into my mouth, I used my tongue to swirl her clit with random, rapid flicks, rapaciously assaulting my new lover’s cunt. Mary released my arm and pounded the duvet while shaking her head back and forth like a woman possessed. Then she became vocal, screaming obscenities that would make a rapper blush, urging me to take her to The Promised Land.

“OH, FUCK!” Mary exclaimed! “Ah! Oh! EEEEEE!”

I became relentless in my attack, struggling to keep the small young woman in my grasp. What a wild little bucking bronco, I thought, as she briefly evaded my oral invasion. Redoubling my efforts and laying siege to her dripping snatch once more, I hooked my arms under her legs and clamped her tiny hips in my hands. There was no escape for her now as I brought her down the final stretch.

Mary’s legs began to rattle. The rattle turned to shaking, and she followed that by arching her back and twisting her head in violent fits. I caught a glimpse of her face, a painful mask of ecstasy covering her countenance. And then she released herself to the climax rampaging through her body. Juices poured from her hot pussy, creaming my face with her frothy cum. I lapped at her cunt, matching the ferocity of the seismic action of her undulating hips. And then gradually, she began to still, soft whimpers filling the room as I took mercy on her and relented.

Mary lay twisted in an awkward position, the back of one hand covering her brow as her chest heaved up and down in rhythmic bursts. While she recovered, I stripped from my clothing. Then I climbed back onto the bed and kneeled over her chest, my body clamoring for its own release. When she removed her hand and opened her eyes, I spoke.

“Whatever I do to you, you do to me,” I said firmly, menace dancing in my green eyes. “Now get busy!”

Mary balked initially. I would have bet my bottom dollar that aside from her own, she’d never gotten a close look at another woman’s vagina like she was getting now. My sex was inches from her face, drooling with desire. Despite her hesitation, I could see she was fascinated with my girly bits. Perhaps her fascination was related to how differently her coochie compared to mine. Hairless from a recent wax, my meaty and protuberant lips quivered in the space above her, the coloring of my pussy significantly contrasting to the bubblegum-colored twat of my little love toy. My lips were fleshy, more corrugated, and the color of burgundy wine.

“I know you want to lick me, Mary, don’t you? You are dying to taste Carla’s delicious pussy, right?”

Mary whimpered and I giggled, lowering my cunt a little closer to her mouth.

“Stick your tongue out and taste me,” I instructed. “Lick my pussy like I licked yours, babe. DO ME!”

I gripped her blonde hair firmly in each hand and watched in rapture as her tongue breached her lips, now agonizingly close to my dripping muff. When the tip of her tongue coaxed my quivering quim, I released a breathy groan.

“That’s it, baby. Lick it! Love it! Please me like I pleased you!” I roared, my mind briefly hearing The Beatles in the back of my brain.

I looked down at her and smiled. I could tell she was enjoying what was happening to her. Her eyes were half-lidded now, and she was hungrily lapping at my sex, Mary’s first taste of pussy obviously beyond her wildest dreams.

“OH, FUCK!” I moaned, rotating my hips and grinding my pussy against her mouth. “Fuck me with your tongue!”

She was a quick study, which wasn’t a big surprise. Passion often trumped technique. Not that there was anything wrong with her technique—she was a natural. But her burgeoning ardor for this forbidden sexual act had even taken me a little off guard. I recovered quickly, however, focusing on the heightening pleasure soaring through my body.

“Oh, Mary! Fuck, yes! Eat my pussy, girl!” I encouraged.

We found a rhythm, dancing in Sapphic bliss on this virgin voyage. Mary was now greedily sucking my cunt, nibbling my throbbing clit, while alternating probes inside my slick canal. I began to feel the warm glow that I recognized as the prelude to my ultimate bliss. Heat expanded from my core outward, a fiery liquid rush sparking every nerve ending in my body. My nose began to tingle. I could feel the wetness increase in my pussy and see the glistening glow of my girly sauce on Mary’s cheeks. My climax was imminent. Releasing Mary’s hair, I grabbed her hands and placed them on my tits.

“Pinch my nipples, luv!” I commanded. “Squeeze them! Squeeze them hard!”

Once her hands got into action, I resumed the grip on her hair, pulling her blonde mane with ferocity.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! OH, FUCK!” I screamed as Mary’s wicked tongue tortured my love nest.

The world went white. I couldn’t feel my limbs. All sensation was centered in my eager cunt, along with my stiff nipples, which Mary continued to manipulate with her dainty little fingers. Then I saw stars and my body stiffened momentarily before I began shaking—paroxysms so intense I feared I might come apart at the seams.

“I’m gonna cum, baby! Yes! Yes! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” I bellowed, drenching my lover with my hot fluid and grinding my pussy onto her face.

The orgasm seemed timeless, bursts of pleasure ebbing and flowing like waves on a violent sea. Mary continued her assault, and I rode her face until my abused vagina could take no more. I slumped forward, briefly smothering the little blonde beneath me. And then I rolled over, huffing and puffing, sweat beading on my forehead, breathless and sated.

Mary lay still with her eyes barely open and her hands at her sides, the sheen of my feminine jizz glistening on her face. I leaned over and kissed her mouth, tasting my pleasure on her pouty lips. She kissed me back and we settled into a huddled mass on top of my duvet, falling asleep in each other’s arms—a dreamless sleep for me until I awoke on Friday morning.
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The first thing I noticed upon awakening was that I was alone in my bed. Stretching, I yawned and sat up, shaking the slumber from my head. For a few moments, I sat motionless on my duvet, listening. The air conditioner hummed, but aside from that, I didn’t hear a peep inside our apartment.

I climbed from the bed and dressed in the clothes I’d worn the night before, pushing through my closed door into the short hallway. Mary was stationed at the small dinette table just off the kitchenette. Her uncombed blonde hair was wet from a recent shower, and she wore no makeup. Dressed in unflattering pajamas that nearly covered her whole body, she sat with her eyes closed with a cup of coffee in front of her. Her lips moved silently and her hands were spread on the open bible that lay in front of her. I stood and watched her for a minute, assessing her. It was as if she were trying to make herself as unattractive as possible. It wasn’t working; she was still a striking beauty, a curse she’d have to learn to live with, I mused.

I walked past her into the kitchen and poured myself a cup of coffee. Mary opened her eyes after breathing a barely audible “Amen,” just as I sat opposite her at the table. When my roommate saw me, she averted her eyes briefly before slowly looking into mine. I took a sip of coffee and waited.

“I’m a sinner,” she said.

I nodded and took another sip of coffee.

“Join the club, hon,” I responded. “It’s fun, isn’t it?”

“I’m in turmoil,” she stated flatly. “What we did last night was wrong.”

“But you liked it.” It was a statement not a question.

“Whether I liked it or not is immaterial,” she retorted. “I’ve sinned against God.”

I tried not to laugh. “You’ll get used to it,” I said, a hint of sarcasm in my voice.

She shook her head. “No. I can’t do it again, Carla. Never! I’ll go to hell!”

Having pity for someone struggling with internal conflict was not one of my better attributes, but I almost felt sorry for Mary. She truly believed that her God was against two consenting adults giving pleasure to each other. How sad, I thought. But I knew what had occurred the previous night would happen again. It might not happen right away, but there would be an encore—as many as my heart desired. I was certain of it.

I shrugged and sipped coffee.

“Suit yourself, Mary,” I said flippantly.

She seemed disappointed in my response. Not that I’d been glib, but that I hadn’t tried to persuade her more forcefully. But the persuasion from me was over—temptation would be my sole tool going forward. She’d have to fight her own demons.

“I have to run to the bookstore,” I said. “You want to come along? Or maybe I can pick up items you need.”

Mary looked at me with bewilderment. How could I be focused on a few textbooks when her eternal damnation was imminent? I stifled a grin and brushed her foot with mine under the table. She allowed the sensation for several seconds before recoiling, her pretty face going scarlet. Mary stood abruptly and stormed toward her bedroom. She turned when she reached the door. Mary looked angry, but there was something else working in that curious expression on her face.

“Give me fifteen minutes,” she said. “I’ll go with you.”

School began on Monday. Mary and I were both busy with our coursework and studies, but the following Sunday evening, I retreated to my bedroom for a little ménage Uno. Removing one of my favorite toys—a chunky, ribbed, ten-inch dildo I’d named Goliath—from my nightstand, I lubed up my not-so-little buddy and rubbed it over my already damp cooter. By the time I slid the phallus into my pussy, I was well past horny. I was on fire. The first thrust inside my canal caused me to groan loudly. God, it felt good. After several more thrusts, I was practically in heaven, the first orgasm racing to the finish line like an Olympian in the 100-meter dash—fast and furious! I lost track of time and space as I catered to my desires, not giving a flip about the noises I made or who heard me. Perhaps in the back of my mind, I had concocted a devious plan, but now in the throes of passion, only the next climax mattered. I was nearing my third orgasm when a knock on the door threatened to return me to reality.

“Carla! Are you okay?” Mary asked from outside.

“Aaahhh! Unnhhh! EEEEEE!” I moaned.

“Carla! Is something wrong? Do you need help?”

“Aaarrrhhh,” I spewed, continuing to push the fake cock in out of my slippery hole.

That’s when the door flew open.

Mary stood at the threshold, eyes wide, mouth agape. I grinned and kept thrusting the toy dick in and out, in and out. The room went quiet except for the squishy liquid sounds my stretched cunt was making as it devoured the dildo—in and out, in and out.

I maneuvered in the bed so that my spread legs were in perfect view of Mary. The orgasm that had been delayed when she’d entered my bedroom was now rushing full force toward its peak.

“Oh, fuck it feels so good, Mary,” I breathed! “Mmmmmmm!”

Mary didn’t budge. She stood in my doorway, mesmerized, eyes glued to Goliath sliding into and out of the depths of my overheated pussy. I reached down and fingered my clit with my free hand, and that’s when I knew it would happen. I could feel it deep within me. It had occurred once or twice before but wasn’t something I could command every time I masturbated. But I knew it was brewing and that a few more strokes would do the trick. I rubbed my clit vigorously as I slammed Goliath home several more times before withdrawing my oversized buddy. And that’s when the dam burst. Mary had taken another step closer, and the spray from my pussy nearly reached her. My tortured quim shot several geysers of clear liquid, forming arcs across my bedroom before I nearly fainted. But the last thing I wanted was to pass out. I was too interested in Mary’s reaction to the performance I had provided.

She still stood in place, a look of incredulity on her face. My hands, inner thighs, and especially my pussy were dripping wet. A puddle of my lust had formed on the tiled floor, reaching just beyond the rug that covered about a third of my bedroom. Mary was practically in a trance. She took another step forward, nearly slipping in my spunk.

“Wanna try?” I asked, holding up Goliath. “He’s all slick and ready for you.”

Mary finally reacted. She gulped and let out a sound, like she’d been holding her breath and realized she should probably release it. I held up my free hand and gave her the universal “come hither” finger wiggle. I wasn’t at all surprised when she walked like a zombie toward the bed, this time having sense enough to step around my girly production on the floor. But I think she surprised herself.

“Take off your clothes, Mary. I’m going to fuck you with my not-so-little toy. I’m betting you’re wet enough to take it all.”

She opened her mouth but closed it again quickly. She was naked in a flash. I didn’t mess around, getting right to work. Just as before, I pushed on the backs of her thighs.

“Grab your ankles and hold your legs back,” I instructed as I nestled myself between her thighs.

I smiled. Her pink, juicy hoo-ha was leaking with lady lust, glistening with dewy desire under my bedroom lights. I placed the tip of Goliath at her opening and slowly and gently entered her. She gasped as the huge phallus stretched her pretty little pussy. As her flesh expanded, her bud made its appearance from under her clitoral hood. I smiled again. I could have sworn it was throbbing in anticipation.

“Take a deep breath and relax, sweetie,” I coaxed. “I won’t hurt you.”

She did as instructed and I slid the cock in another inch.

“Aaahhhrrrr,” Mary moaned. “Ooohhh!”

Her blood engorged clit was practically pointing at me, beckoning me, begging for attention. I slipped Goliath in another inch and dipped my face to her pussy, probing her clit with my tongue. Mary screamed her approval.

“YES! OH, GOD! YES!”

I snickered and ran the flat of my tongue over her slippery chasm, scooping her honey with greed. Mary tasted amazing, and I told her so.

“I love the taste of your pussy, baby. You’re delicious!”

The sweet talk caused a whimper, so I dove in again, lapping at her bulging clit as I shoved the dildo halfway into her pussy. Then I began fucking her with my buddy, pulling Goliath nearly all the way out before sliding it back in. Watching her pink folds stretch and then gulp my toy was getting me hotter and hotter each second. The sight of her cunt consuming the dildo was beyond erotic. Her froth glistened more and more on the faux cock with every thrust, and the juicy chattering of her hot box began to fill the room. I doubled down on her clit while increasing the rate of each thrust, driving the big dildo farther and farther into her dripping slit each time.

Mary’s face flushed and her legs began to spasm. I stroked her clit with my tongue using the wickedest flicks I could summon. She was nearing the golden meadow, and I had to use my forearm across her tummy to hold her in place. Then her whole body began to shake like mad as she released breathy moans, uneven and raspy, into the night. Mary’s ecstasy consumed her. Like before, her hips and tummy began undulating, similar to a girl in a hula-hoop contest, and then she gave in to her base desires. Mary screamed as she came, liquid love spewing from her overheated vagina as I licked her without mercy while ramming Goliath vigorously into her depths.

After coaxing at least two more orgasms from her tortured twat, I allowed her relief before making her go down on me.

“Now finish me off,” I said, once sanity had been restored to her brain.

I lay back in my bed, pulling her hair roughly as I brought her face between my legs. And then I struggled with my own lucidity as she went downtown.

This became the routine for Mary and me over the remainder of the school year. We’d have mind-blowing and riveting sex every ten to fourteen days, and then she’d repent, lamenting about how she would burn in the fires of hell, falling from God’s grace into the devil’s hands. The first couple of days after we would fuck was the craziest. She’d eschew makeup, wear clothing more suitable for a Mennonite, and have episodes of crying. After three or four days, she’d come out of it and we would do normal things college coeds did on campus: go to ballgames, attend a few parties, go shopping, and meet up with friends at a bar or restaurant in Statesboro.

Then, about ten days later, I would lay a trap for Mary and seduce her. It became a game we played. The games continued until early May, just a few weeks before school ended for the year. That is when I began considering options for my summer break. Having worked the past two summers fulfilling internships at accounting firms, I wanted a more leisurely break. Maybe I could tend bar at the beach, I thought. When I discovered Mary’s parents who lived in a swanky neighborhood on the Wilmington River between Tybee and Savannah would be spending eight weeks of the summer in Honduras, I began to devise a plan. I knew it would be easy enough to convince Mary to have me as a houseguest.
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“No way, Carla,” Mary said. “My mom and step-father won’t go for it. They barely know you.”

I’d met them twice when they visited their daughter over a weekend and another time during the holidays. They were nice enough but seemed pretty strict and stern. Mary’s step-father was some big-wig cosmetic surgeon who had gotten religion after a messy divorce with his first wife. He was taking his current wife, Mary’s mother, on a mission trip to Central America. The plan was to leave the house in the care of Mary and her step-sister, an eighteen-year-old whom Mary hardly knew—and the best I could tell didn’t care for much.

“They won’t know I’m there unless you tell them. I’ll clear out and spend a few weeks at the beach before they return and we have to go back to school,” I said.

Mary bit her lower lip.

“I need time away from you, Carla,” she stated, revealing the real reason for her hesitation.

“I’ll go home to Ringgold for a few weeks and drive back down after Memorial Day when your folks leave for Honduras. You’ll get time away from me then.”

She shook her head.

“We have to stop doing what we’re doing, Carla. It’s a terrible sin.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Besides, I plan to recommit myself to Jesus this summer. I’m working eight to five every day in a Christian ministry—Monday through Friday. I intend to get right with God. I’m going to prove to myself that I’m strong.”

I saw an opening.

“Think of it this way, Mary,” I said. “If I’m there and you’re strong, you’ll prove your true devotion to God by resisting me. You’ll prove your purity. God will see it!”

Mary blinked and I knew I had her. I moved in the Tuesday after Memorial Day.

The house was spectacular. Sitting on the shore of the Wilmington River east of Savannah, the cream stucco home had to be valued in the millions. I parked my Toyota in the large cobblestone circle in front of the house and carried my bags to the front door. Mary greeted me with a sisterly hug but pulled away with a gasp when I gave her butt a healthy squeeze.

“Don’t you start,” she warned without much conviction.

I smiled and winked but held up my hands in mock surrender nonetheless. Truth was, I was a little weary from the six-hour drive that took me from the northern edge of the state deep into the southeastern portion. Traffic coming through Atlanta had been a nightmare.

Mary led me into the house and proudly showed me around the beautiful estate with all its trendy appointments and furnishings. If possible, the inside was even more stunning than the outside. Mary guided me into the rear of the terrace level where I set my bags down in a spacious guest bedroom overlooking the backyard. The term “backyard” was an understatement. French doors opened from my room onto a stone patio with a gazebo and furniture that looked nice enough to be inside. Beyond the gazebo was a large pool with a tiled deck covered with lounges and a few circular tables with chairs and umbrellas. A hot tub sat at the edge of the pool and to the left was a little putting green. But it was the view that was breathtaking. About 100 yards down, The Wilmington River flowed majestically, the afternoon sun shimmering off the clean, blue water. It was a sight to behold. I turned to Mary.

“You grew up here?”

She laughed.

“We moved here during my junior year in high school—five years now—when my mom married my step-father. Before that, we lived in a small ranch on Whitemarsh Island.”

“Where is Whitemarsh Island?” I asked.

“A few miles east of here, going toward the beach.”

I nodded.

“Y’all have a beautiful home,” I said sincerely.

Mary waved me back into the house.

“Let’s get you set up. I bet you want a shower after that drive; I’ll show you where the towels are. Come on.”

I took a long, hot shower, and when I emerged from the elaborate stall—which boasted stone-tiled walls and a large bench—I toweled and dressed in a short skirt and blouse. A text from Mary indicated she went shopping for groceries, asking if I had any specific requests. I texted back a message, requesting she snag a few things for me. Dropping a twenty on the kitchen table to cover the items Mary was purchasing, I headed outside to my car. I wanted to spend the afternoon exploring the area.

I headed east, crossing the Wilmington River onto Oatland Island, soon encountering a wildlife center that I mentally noted to visit during my stay. I drove through Whitemarsh—which I’d recently discovered was pronounced Whitmarsh—and onto Wilmington Island. Crossing the Bull River, I entered The Fort Pulaski National Monument marsh area, and a few miles later hooked a left into the actual fort. I parked and found some trails that I thought would be perfect for a little hike. I wasn’t mistaken. A path—paved at first but turning to sand later—led me to Lazaretto Creek, the barrier between the marsh and Tybee Island. The Cockspur Lighthouse, which I had seen numerous times when I drove to the beach the past few years, was almost walkable at low tide, but a shallow, ten-foot-wide stream separated the end of the path from the base of the lighthouse. I stood in the balmy yet comfortable temperature and watched enormous cargo ships coast in from the Atlantic, where they would head up the Savannah River to the fifth largest port in the United States.

I took a seat on a little dune near the water and watched where the ocean, the river, and Lazaretto Creek converged. Dolphins sprang from the sea majestically, and the setting sun sparkled on the water’s surface. I took a deep breath of sea air and smiled. It was going to be a fabulous summer.

Half an hour later, I was back at my car, driving east into Tybee. I parked on Center Street and hopped down to the beach as dusk set in. I dipped my toes in the ocean and kicked about in the surf for a few minutes, and then I headed back to my car. Driving south on Butler Avenue, I took in the walkers and bikers on the main drag, a clean, well-lit street lined with Palm Trees and Live Oaks. Hooking a left on Tybrisa, I absorbed the nightlife as I drove. Bars, clubs, shops, and restaurants were all abuzz as the summer tourist season kicked into high gear.

When I returned to the estate on the Wilmington River, it was after nine. I found Mary in the gazebo by the pool, sipping a glass of wine.

“I set your things from the store on the dresser in your room,” she said.

“Thanks! Did you find the cash I left on the table? Was it enough?”

“You had a dollar in change,” Mary replied. “It’s in the bag with your stuff. Wine?”

She slid an empty glass over and held up the bottle.

“Just a little,” I answered.

“Tired?” she asked.

I shrugged and took a sip of wine. “More subdued than tired. The coast does that to me, especially in the evening. It’s such a beautiful area around here.”

She nodded. “I need to get to sleep pretty soon. Work in the morning.”

“Where’s the ministry?” I asked.

“On Tybee,” she answered. “I leave at 7:45 every morning.”

It was my turn to nod.

“What are your plans, Carla?”

“I think I’ll chill out tomorrow and start looking for work on Thursday. I can tend bar or something. Any ideas where?”

“Either Savannah or Tybee are good options,” she answered.

We sipped our wine in silence for a spell and then Mary begged off. I watched her cute little ass swish and sway as she walked into the house. I sighed. She worked days and I would likely work nights. We’d be passing ships except for the weekends. And I would probably be working Friday and Saturday nights—good for Mary and her plans but not so much for mine. I chuckled. I’d figure something out; I always did.

I fell into a restful slumber the minute my head hit the pillow, sleeping until nearly nine. When I pulled the curtains, I was greeted with a beautiful blue sky and glorious rays of sunshine. I found some coffee in the kitchen and ate a bagel before washing up and tending to my oral hygiene. Slipping into a skimpy bikini, I was lounging by the pool shortly before ten. The sun was reasonably potent, but not so harsh that I needed sunscreen if I finished sunbathing before noon.

A cool breeze from the river sparred with the hot sun, keeping me comfortable and free of sweat. The pool looked inviting, but I figured I’d wait until the temperature got a little warmer before I dove into the water. Instead, I snoozed under the sun’s warm glow.

I must have felt a presence; I woke up with a start, raising my sunglasses that had fogged a little while I napped. I shook my head, wondering if I were seeing things. A girl stood before me in a golden bikini even skimpier than mine. Or maybe it was her figure that made it seem so.

Curvaceous! That was the only way to describe her body type. The girl’s legs were at my eye level, and there was no mistaking the bulkiness of her physique. Starting at her ample calves, I worked my way up. Thick thighs, tanned and buttery, terminated at the broad expanse of her hips. Her waist tapered nicely, despite a cute little pooch to her belly, before widening again at her chest. The girl’s meager top struggled to contain mammoth and pendulous tits, and she swayed back-and-forth a little, letting me know she was quite proud of her substantial pair. Golden arms were moderately thick, but not at all flabby, and perfectly proportional to the rest of her body—a chubby girl who knew those luscious curves worked well for her, a body she was proud to own.

The young woman smiled when my eyes reached her face, displaying brilliant, straight white teeth. Long black hair, matching her dusky eyes, flowed to her bulbous butt, and a red rose protruded from her dark mane just above her left eye. Crimson hoops dangled from her ears, matching the rosiness of her thick lips—perhaps unnaturally so. I couldn’t tell if the red hue was from lipstick or the cherry Popsicle she held in her hand. The young beauty brought the cold confection to her mouth and lapped at it with a thick, pink tongue. I felt wetness brewing in my crotch. The girl was the second coming of Felicia Espinoza, my love interest from my high school cheerleading days!

“Hello,” I said slowly.

The girl used her free hand and gave me a little finger wave.

“Hi,” she giggled. “I’m Francine…people call me Franny, though.”

I felt a wicked grin spread across my face.

“Hi, Fanny!” I teased.

“Franny,” she corrected.

I stood up and walked around her, marveling at her perfect big round ass.

“I like Fanny better,” I snickered. “It suits you.”

She giggled again and licked her Popsicle. Then she turned and took a few strides over to a table, pulling a towel off the back of a chair. I watched the sway of her mighty ass as she walked. The girl looked every bit as sexy going as she did coming. The jiggle of her big booty made my heart skip a beat. I licked my lips. What a ripe and juicy specimen!

“Okay if I join you?” she asked.

“Of course, hon,” I said. “You’re Mary’s sister?”

“Step-sister. I arrived last night. I’m helping Mary keep an eye on my Dad’s place while they travel.”

“Oh, that’s right. Mary said you’d be here. I’m Carla.”

Franny let my name roll from her lips in a sweet southern accent.

“Carla,” she echoed.

“So where do you live the rest of the year, Fanny?” I asked.

She snickered at my pet name for her. I could tell she didn’t mind—maybe even liked it.

“I live with my mom in Jacksonville, Florida. I just graduated from high school. I’ll be here until mid-August.”

We chatted comfortably for a bit while we tanned our bodies together. The sun was getting warmer, and I was getting thirsty. I lifted my phone from the table next to the lounge and checked the time. It was just after noon. My! The time had whizzed by.

“How about a margarita?” I suggested.

“Mhhmmm, that sounds yummy,” Franny replied.

Smiling and giggling, we traipsed into the house and strolled to the kitchen. I had made a fast friend! Within minutes, I was pouring the tropical concoction from the blender into Solo cups. We took our drinks back to the pool and sat sipping them for a bit. The sun was heating up, but the drinks were refreshingly cool. I glanced over at the putting green near the pool. Eight holes with flags protruding from them zig-zagged around the well-manicured grassy area. I got an idea.

“Hey, hon,” I said. “How about a little game of Putt-putt?”

Franny set her nearly drained drink down and surveyed the putting green. She giggled.

“I’m not too good at golf,” she grinned.

“Me neither,” I fibbed.

I had played a lot in high school, and Mary and I visited a course near campus on a number of occasions. I had a lot of experience. And this was a flat course without obstacles. I figured it would be a walk in the park.

“I guess we will be equally bad,” she laughed. “Okay, I’m game!”

I felt a little tipsy from the alcohol as I rose, but not so much that it would hinder my game. After locating two yellow golf balls and two putters in a little hut near the green, we stepped up to the first hole.

“Since we are both awful, let’s make a little game out of it,” I said to Franny.

“Okay,” she agreed. “What’s the game?”

“Whoever is leading after four holes, the other one has to remove their top—after eight holes, their bottoms.”

Bending over in laughter, Franny agreed.

“That will make it interesting.”

“You first, hon,” I said.

Franny made three attempts before sinking the shot. I placed my ball on the marker and stroked it smoothly. Franny gasped when it disappeared inside the hole on the first stroke, looking at me incredulously.

“Lucky shot,” I chortled, snagging the ball from the hole and moving to the next, Franny tagging along like a puppy.

She nailed the next hole in two strokes and I held serve, avoiding sinking the first shot to minimize her suspicions regarding my devious plan. By the fourth hole, I was up three. She got lucky and connected for a hole-in-one, jumping up and down in glee, her gargantuan jugs flopping distractingly on her chest. Playfully, I made it interesting, beating her by one stroke.

“Off with that top,” I ordered.

Franny grinned and reached behind her, unclasping the hook and letting her top drop to the ground. Two huge melons sprang free, bouncing and jiggling in the sunshine. Her tits were a sight to behold. Drooping slightly from the sheer force of gravity, her mounds were perhaps the most spectacular pair I’d ever seen. Smooth and creamy with large, brown areolas, Franny’s boobs drew me in, mesmerizing me momentarily. Her smile expanded when she wiggled them back-and-forth, causing me to gulp. I gathered myself quickly though, returning her smile.

“Wow, Fanny, maybe I should call you Bubbles!” I kidded.

She cackled and shook once again, making me burn with lust for her.

“The game continues,” I said.

I let her stay close until the final hole, and then I closed the deal, beating her by one.

“Off with those bottoms,” I commanded. “A bet’s a bet!”

Franny turned, her big curvy ass facing me. She hooked thumbs into the sides of her bikini and ever so slowly worked the garment down her shapely hips, over her lush and thunderous thighs, and past her calves. Turning her head over her shoulder, she gave me a playful smile and stepped out of her bikini bottoms. Taking two steps toward her, I leered at her splendid bubble butt, licking my lips upon approach. As I closed the distance, Franny squealed and took off running toward the pool. I sprinted after her in hot pursuit. Catching up with her about three feet from the pool, I gave her a solid smack on her backside just before she propelled herself into the water. Right on her heels, I jumped in behind her, corralling her just before she reached the other side of the pool.

I got a handful of Franny’s ample rear, causing her to squeal once again as I gave it a vigorous squeeze. That’s when she turned to face me, her cheeks blushing with excitement. I knew then that this luscious, full-figured specimen was as eager for mischief as I was.

I backed Franny into the corner of the pool and pressed against the juicy girl. My mouth found her hungry lips and met them in a glorious embrace. She kissed me back with greed as I ran my hands all over her thick, curvaceous frame. Getting a handful of her giant globes in one of my paws, I used the other to rub her ass. Franny moaned into my mouth, and I pressed into her harder, rubbing my pussy along her meaty thigh.

When we broke the kiss, I managed to push her bulk onto the ledge of the pool, her fine fanny resting on the smooth tiles surrounding it. Licking my lips, I gazed at the delicious delight between her spread legs.

Franny had waxed around her lips, which were meaty and colored a pinkish brown, slightly corrugated and dewy with her desire. A thick and luxurious black bush, yet carefully manicured, topped her sex—a remarkably beautiful pussy begging to be sucked and licked.

Pushing the girth of her upper thighs back, I drove my face between her outstretched legs. Her scent was strong and musky, the aroma of her arousal beckoning me onward. As I used my fingers to manipulate the girl’s fleshy hood, her clit blossomed like a spring lily. I greeted the throbbing bud with the tip of my tongue, producing another girly squeal from my horny prey.

Copious girly sauce leaked liberally from her twat as I lapped at her tasty pussy. Franny raised her head from the pool deck, a mask of ecstasy covering her countenance as I devoured her cunt.

“Yeeeeee,” she wailed, both hands moving to her hefty bosom, fondling her own flesh like a baker kneading dough.

I pulled back slightly and she gasped.

“You like having your pussy licked by another girl, Fanny?” I teased. “Yeah? Beg me to eat your pussy, girl!”

“Please! Please! Lick me up,” she cried, using an expression I’d once heard in a porn video. “Lick my kitty!”

I grinned and extended my tongue again, this time tracing it over her thick lips. Franny moaned with need, maneuvering her sex in a vain attempt to contact her clit against my tongue. I deftly avoided her effort, making her groan with need.

“Fuck me, Carla. Eat me! Make me cum!”

I relented, giving her clit a long lap with the flat of my tongue.

“Aaahhh! Ooohhh! Yeeeeee!” she screeched, as I tortured her puffy quim.

I went to town, attacking her sex with a renewed fervor. Her legs began to shake thunderously as I struggled to keep her big body in my grasp. I bit at her flesh, nibbled her clit, and probed her canal. Her big hips began to thrust and rotate, but I stayed the course, probing her throbbing bud. When I sensed she was close, I ran two fingers inside of her, locating the rough patch of her G-spot. Franny roared like a wounded animal as she came, a gush of fluid flowing from her pussy like a waterfall in the forest, the sweet bouquet of her girly jizz dancing deliciously on my palate.

A few aftershocks rocked her body as I continued my oral administrations, and then she laid her head back on the pool deck, releasing those wondrous tits from her vise-like grip and panting like she’d just sprinted a mile.

I allowed her a short recovery time as I climbed from the pool, and then I had her on her feet, tugging her inside to seal the deal.
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Franny was wild-eyed when I got her inside the house. I peeled out of my wet suit and pushed her onto my queen bed with little fanfare. Jumping on top of her, I sank into the girl’s plumpness, pressing my mouth against her mammoth jugs. I suckled a hard nipple, teasing and tantalizing her stiff bud. Franny moaned and smiled, throwing her head back in delight. I sampled the other and found it equally enticing, repeating the process as I pinched lightly at the boob I’d just abandoned.

Then I slithered up her body and pressed my lips against hers, a delicious melding of mouths, the taste of tequila lingering between us. My tongue breached her pouty lips and mingled inside her mouth with a riveting French kiss.

When I pulled back, her eyes were half-lidded with lust, and her tongue snaked outside her mouth begging for more. But I had my own needs to tend to, and I was hell-bent on seeing that they were met.

Kneeling, I pushed her legs apart, once again exposing her dreamy cunt. Taking hold of her chunky left leg, I pushed it up before straddling her in the scissors position. Franny’s meaty calf was wedged between my breasts as I began rocking back and forth, my drenched pussy sliding lustily on hers, the squishy sounds of two horny girls making love filling the silence of the early afternoon. Franny’s meaty lips slipping back-and-forth against my puffy hoo-ha instantly sent me into orbit. Her warm, smooth curves had my senses firing on all cylinders. I was in heaven as I felt the initial outward flowing of hot lava brewing in my core, a rush of energy challenging my senses, my sanity. But before I reached the point of no return, I wanted more than anything to see my hairless pussy pressing against my chubby lover’s face. Dismissively, I pushed her leg aside and hopped forward, straddling her chest, my ass resting on her giant tits.

“I want you to lick my kitty, Fanny,” I said. “Have you ever tasted another woman?”

She shook her head, but her eyes were bright with anticipation.

“Tell me you want to taste my delicious pussy, girl! Say the words.”

“Yes,” Franny wailed. “I want you so bad!”

That was all it took. Grabbing her black hair firmly, I slid forward until my dripping slit was inches from her face. Franny inhaled my musk and smiled, a dreamy look of anticipation roaming her eyes. Then I lowered my sex onto her mouth, giving the delicious tart in my grasp her first taste of pussy.

Just as Mary had been, Franny was a quick study. She lapped at my pussy like a kitten slurping milk from a saucer, probing my canal before lashing at my clit with wicked flicks from her tongue. Franny found a rhythm, and I slid and rotated my hips in time to her cadence, a spirited Sapphic harmony where neither of us missed a beat. Looking down at my chunky lover, I could see sheer lust covering her face, and I had little doubt that my countenance mirrored hers. Then I closed my eyes and threw my head back as I ground my cunt against her hot mouth. Reaching behind me, I found the thick thatch of Franny’s pubic hair. I moved southward until my fingers probed her slick hotness, gooey girl cum oozing from her fiery chasm. Franny moaned her approval at the invasion to her slippery cavern as I pounded her flesh. Another lap of her tongue sent me reeling.

And that’s when the mountain moved. The first wave of bliss began to rush through me, filling me with an indescribable tingle from head to toe, as I heard my moans echo in our lusty lair.

“Aaahhh, Uuunnnhhh! Oooohhh! FUCK!” I screamed.

Then the walls caved in. My frame shook and rattled, and pleasure so intense it was almost painful roared through every pore of my body. My mind ceased any coherent thought. Only the feral energy of the euphoria soaring through my core and centered in my pussy held any significance. Nothing else mattered. Surrendering to my orgasm, I quaked against my lover’s face, drenching her with liquid lady love.

I’m not certain how many times I came, but the intensity was overwhelming. Wave after wave of ecstasy consumed me as I rode the ocean of orgasm bouncing me about on a turbulent sea. And then mercifully—and sadly—it ended.

I slumped and sanity returned shortly. I looked at Franny, her cheeks rosy from friction and glistening with my cream. I could smell her arousal and knew she yearned for attention. Suddenly there was nothing I wanted more than to dine at the Y, her tasty cunt the featured item on the menu!

It didn’t take long once I buried my face in Franny’s steaming muff. The girl was already a soggy mess, her juice soaking me upon contact. Franny squealed as I licked her sensitive bits, once again reaching for her monstrous mounds and pulling menacingly at her nipples while I assaulted her tortured sex.

It took only seconds before she exploded, her massive thighs pounding my ears as she twisted and turned in my grasp. A hot river flowed from her loins as she squealed and squawked her approval, and I drank her juice with greedy lust, sucking the hot cum from her pussy like a demon possessed. When she finally stilled, I crawled her frame, letting her taste her desire from my lips. And then I fell asleep in her cozy embrace, waking when I heard the front door slam in the entry hall.

Nestled in Franny’s ample bosom with my brow a little sweaty from her body heat, I stirred. Then I heard footsteps traipsing into the kitchen. Mary was home from work. I sat up and glanced at the digital clock on the nightstand and shook my head in disbelief. It was nearly six thirty. I stood naked and stretched before finding a pair of gym shorts and a sports bra from my unpacked bag. Glancing at Franny, still sound asleep, I slipped through the French doors and wandered out toward the pool. Then a golden gleam caught my eye off to the left. Chuckling, I veered off to the putting green, snagging Franny’s bathing suit that had been dropped at various holes. I carried it back to my bedroom and gently woke her.

“Mary is home, hon,” I said. “I brought your suit in from outside.”

She smiled drowsily and I kissed her forehead. Then she sat up and dressed.

“I’m gonna clean up outside before Mary has a fit,” I said.

I gathered the yellow golf balls and putters and stowed them in the hut. Then I picked up the Solo cups we’d used for our margaritas and tossed them into a trash bin. Following that, I collected the towels we’d used at the pool and walked through the kitchen toward the laundry room. Before reaching my destination, I encountered Mary standing at the granite countertop, considering the blender half full with our daytime drinks.

“Have one,” I said. “Loosen up a bit, Mary.”

My college roommate turned, assessing me with her beautiful blue eyes. I swooned internally but maintained a poker face. She chewed her lip and shrugged before pouring a bit of the mostly melted concoction into a cup. Mary took a sip and nodded.

“Good. It would be better if it were actually cold. How long has it been sitting here?” she inquired.

“A while, I guess. How was work?”

“I like it,” she stated unconvincingly.

I privately wondered how much more fun she would have had spending the day playing games with Franny and me. Maybe she was wondering too.

I meandered into the laundry room and hung the towels on a rack next to the washer. When I strolled back through the kitchen, Mary spoke.

“What did you do today?” she asked.

“I met your sister. We hung out by the pool and got acquainted,” I replied, making quite the understatement.

Mary looked at me suspiciously.

“She’s my step-sister. I hardly even know her,” she reminded me. “Where is that girl? I haven’t even seen her.”

I shrugged and tilted my head. “Around, I guess.”

“So what’s tomorrow hold in store?” Mary probed.

“I’m gonna look for a bartending job in Savannah,” I responded.

I poured a drink and followed Mary out to the pool. We didn’t talk much as we watched the evening sun shimmer off the Wilmington River. A gentle breeze blew my hair, and a feeling of satisfaction washed over me, the events of the afternoon causing a little shiver to run down my spine. After an extended period of silence, I spoke.

“Wanna play backgammon?” I asked. “I saw the game in the hut where y’all store the golf clubs.”

Mary smiled. “I could play a game or two.”

We ended up playing several games with me winning three out of five. I packed the game up into its case when we finished, and Mary stood.

“I better get some sleep. 6:45 will be here before I know it.”

“That’s right,” I chided, glancing at my phone and seeing it was after eleven. “Only things open after midnight are bedrooms and barrooms, Mary.”

I winked and she stared at me, a bit nonplussed. Then she turned without another word and marched off to bed. I licked my lips as I watched her shake her sexy little ass across the deck before disappearing inside the house. I left the backgammon game on the table and headed to my bedroom. Despite the nap, I was tired from the sex and the sun. But I wondered what became of Franny; I hadn’t seen my plump princess since I had fetched her discarded swimsuit for her. I found out soon enough.
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I took coffee and my laptop outside and sat by the pool the following morning, doing some searches for bartending openings in the city. I found several prospects and emailed them to my phone so that I could easily locate them later. I figured I’d venture out around lunchtime when I knew places would be open. After eating breakfast, I worked out for a bit and then showered before exiting the house for my car. When I circled my vehicle, I looked up and caught movement in an upstairs window. I smiled. Franny stood naked doing a seductive little move for me. Then she reached a hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy before bringing her fingers back to her lips and blowing me a kiss. A little tingle shot down my spine again. I ran my tongue over my lips before blowing her a kiss in return.

I got a job on my first stop, a funky little bar and grill near City Market, the less touristy alternative to River Street. I preferred the area. The district was inhabited more by locals, mostly SCAD students, than by out-of-town visitors. I was scheduled to work Tuesday through Saturday from 6 p.m. until closing—closing loosely slated as midnight during the week and 2 a.m. on Fridays and Saturdays. The pay was $25 per shift plus tips, the manager suggesting that I could potentially earn nearly $200 in tips on a good night and probably gross just under $1000 a week. Not bad for a college girl!

I began work on Friday evening, slinging drinks at the cozy bar and courteously deflecting a few unwanted advances from clientele. I was dead tired when I departed just after two. The drive home took only ten minutes, and after a quick shower, I was out before three. The alarm on my phone awakened me just before noon, and I hung out in the kitchen sipping coffee with Mary and chomping on an English muffin. I saw no trace of Franny and asked Mary about her.

“I think she’s at Tybee. I saw her leave around ten with a beach chair and beach bag,” she said.

I nodded, figuring I’d probably go several days without seeing much of Franny or Mary now that I was employed.

“She seems nice,” I said. “Why don’t you like her?”

“Who says I don’t?” Mary asked.

“Me, Mary. You hardly ever mention her, and I haven’t seen y’all together since I arrived.”

Mary shrugged. “I just don’t really know her.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“She’s odd,” Mary finally conceded.

“Fair enough,” I agreed. “But she’s adorably odd, I’d say.”

Mary scrutinized me.

“You find her adorable, huh?”

“Sure. She was sweet to me…you know, pleasant.”

“Uh-huh,” Mary replied, before changing the subject. She fiddled with her phone before looking up at me again.

“There’s a tropical storm brewing in the West Indies. The path may shift and bring some nasty storms our way by the end of the weekend.”

“Are you afraid of a little storm, Mary?” I teased. “You can sleep in my bed with me if you get scared.”

Mary’s cheeks flushed a little, and I thought maybe she was suppressing a grin. But she didn’t respond to my flirtatious offer. Instead, she tried to return the conversation to the weather.

“Flooding can be an issue,” Mary replied. “That is my concern, Carla.”

“We are at sea level,” I agreed. “I guess that happens during heavy rains, huh?”

She nodded and set her phone down.

“More coffee?” she asked.

When I declined, she turned off the pot.

“Wanna go for a run?” I asked.

She gave me two thumbs up.

Mary and I ran four miles, returning mid-afternoon. We lounged in the pool after that until I had to leave for work.

“You should swing by for a drink, hon,” I said, making my way through the kitchen toward the front door. “I’ll make you a tall one!”

Mary smiled.

“You like to get me tipsy, don’t you?”

“Maybe,” I grinned. “What do you say?”

Mary twisted her lips, regarding me with amusement and a hint of suspicion.

“One drink,” she agreed. “What time?”

“I hear it gets busy after nine, so maybe eight?” I suggested.

She allowed me to place a strand of hair behind her ear. I felt her shiver slightly when I did so. Then I leaned in and gave her a sisterly kiss on the top of her head. A conflicted expression covered her face when I stepped back, like she was partly relieved that I hadn’t played naughty, but equally disappointed at my restraint. I left her then, standing in the kitchen a little confused and bewildered.

Work was steady and tips were decent, but it wasn’t crazy busy and I enjoyed the pace. Mary showed up around 8:15, wearing a pair of snug pink shorts and a tight black tank top. She had tied her pretty blonde hair into a ponytail, and her bronzed skin glimmered in the dim barroom light. Mary hopped onto a stool toward the end of the bar, and I set a napkin down in front of her.

“What’s your pleasure, ma’am?” I asked, smiling and winking.

Mary smiled back.

“Surprise me,” she laughed.

“I can do that,” I offered in response, moving down the bar a few paces.

A guy sitting near her struck up a conversation, and I used the distraction to go heavy on the five white liquors in the Long Island Tea I made for her—a stiff drink when prepared normally, but a highly potent concoction the way I had made it.

“Her ya go, babe,” I said, setting the drink on her napkin.

I joined the conversation for a few minutes, yucking it up with Mary and her new pal until I was flagged down for a couple of Coronas. Then I had a little busy spell during the next fifteen minutes. When I returned, the guy had wandered away, and Mary had drained most of her drink. I raised my eyebrows, causing Mary to giggle.

“Did you Uber?” I asked.

“I sure did,” she giggled. “Another!”

I made the second one a little lighter and served my roommate.

“Pace yourself, sweetie,” I advised. “This stuff doesn’t play!”

Mary threw back a big slug and hiccupped. I couldn’t help laughing.

“Easy, girl!” I said.

I served several other customers and made my way back to Mary a few minutes later. Her drink was half full, and she had a dopey grin on her face.

“I gotta pee!” she said, a gleam in her eye. “Come with me.”

The other bartender nodded at me, and I followed Mary into the restroom, accepting her invitation. She pulled me into the stall and planted a big smooch on my lips. I returned her kiss and let my hands roam over her legs and ass. It appeared she no longer had to pee.

We kissed for a few minutes, and then I cupped her pussy from the outside of her shorts. She moaned into my ear as I rubbed her kitty.

“Ooohhh, aaahhh, umm,” she purred.

I bit at her neck and got her shorts unbuttoned. Then I slid my hands inside her panties, skimpy ones with a little frilly lace at the edges. My hand traipsed across her blonde fuzz until I found her honey pot, soaked with her juice. Two of my fingers slid easily inside of Mary, and she gasped, leaning forward and grabbing my shoulder in an effort to steady herself. I bent slightly at the knees and worked her slick treasure into a dripping mess. My hand, coated with Mary’s gooey nectar, moved up and down, my fingers coaxing her insides while my palm and the heel of my hand brushed her clit with each stroke. Mary moaned her approval as I finger-fucked her hot pussy. I was practically supporting her weight now as I brought her down the homestretch. Strands of her pretty blonde hair stuck to her rosy cheeks as she panted raspy breaths with each probe. Then she stiffened and gave a brief cry before going mute, her mouth open wide in a silent scream. Hot fluid covered my hand as Mary’s orgasm peaked. She nearly tumbled to the ground when she came, but despite the cramped confines of the stall and awkward angle at which I held her, I managed to keep her upright.

When her breathing returned to normal, I released her slowly and she leaned against the metal barrier separating us from the next stall. When she raised her head, I saw a single teardrop slide down her flushed cheek. I stroked her hair gently and she pulled away. Mary made a little noise, a cry of sorts. Then she pushed past me without meeting my eyes, leaving me standing alone in the bathroom stall.

When I returned from the restroom, Mary was nowhere in sight. Her drink sat where she’d left it on the bar, partially consumed, the ice nearly melted and condensation covering the exterior. I sighed and returned to work. At least we got busy, and that helped take my mind off my rare bout of sexual frustration.
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A loud clap of thunder and heavy rain pelting my window roused me from a deep slumber just before eleven on Sunday morning. Franny was in the kitchen when I emerged, drinking coffee and eating a donut. A little strawberry frosting stuck to her upper lip. I swiped at it with my finger and licked it from the tip.

“Where’s Mary?” I asked.

“She went to church,” Franny answered, giving me an inquisitive smile. “She left about ten minutes ago.”

“How was the beach yesterday?” I asked.

“Been more fun if you’d come with me,” she answered.

I looked out the window at the gloom, the rain whipping the exterior of the house and the palm fronds swirling from their branches.

“It looks like Meteorologist Mary was right,” I said.

“Huh?” Franny questioned.

I smiled and shook my head.

“Your sister was giving me the weather forecast yesterday.”

“Step-sister,” she said. “I hardly know her.”

I shook my head. There was a strange dynamic between those two, and I found it odd that their responses to questions about the other were so similar.

“I guess we won’t be going to the beach or using the pool today,” I said.

“Maybe we can entertain each other inside the house,” Franny stated coyly.

“That’s quite the invitation, sweetie,” I said, smiling at the pretty plump girl across the table from me.

Franny smiled and blushed.

“You make me feel so good, Carla. I want to do it again…and again.”

My gloomy mood suddenly brightened. The scene with Mary the night before had weighed heavily upon me. While I’d experienced a rare struggle with sexual frustration and was still pretty damn horny, I’d also felt sympathy for Mary. The poor thing was dreadfully confused. But she was away at church and my plump little pet was ready to play.

I stood and spoke.

“Right this way, sugar britches,” I chirped.

“First I need to get something. I’ll be right there,” she spouted, hustling down the hallway, her thick rear jiggling as she ran.

When she disappeared up the stairs, I went to my room and brushed my teeth. I followed that with a vigorous rinse with mouthwash before stripping off my clothing. Franny was of the same mind. She returned naked, her big tits swinging to and fro. But it was what she held in her hand that caught my attention.

“I want you to fuck me like a DAWG!” she howled, holding a strap-on-dildo in her hands. “I went shopping yesterday!”

I gawked at the obscene toy she held in her hand. A large purple appendage dangled from a harness. Franny turned it to the side and pointed.

“It has a clit stimulator bump for your pleasure!”

I found my voice.

“I think we should put it to the test, Fanny,” I said. “Shag your fine ass over here and assume the position!”

She tittered, climbing on my bed and placing her bulbous ass in the air. I momentarily set the sexual apparatus aside and ran my hands over the wide expanse of her dreamy butt. A playful smack from me on her fat bottom produced a squeal, followed by a fit of giggling. I ran the thumb side of my hand along the crack of her ass and fingered her slit. I smiled. Little foreplay would be required; she was already damp with anticipation at being fucked by her new toy. I inserted two fingers, causing an intake of air from Franny. Her depths were already coated with wet slickness, but I wanted to taste her before I got down to the task at hand. Bending forward, I licked her cheeks, moistening them with an adventurous tongue as my fingers explored inside her dewy folds. Franny’s skin was smooth and silky, and there was little difference in the coloring between the area her bikini bottoms covered and where they didn’t. My big-booty babe had spent some serious time sunbathing nude.

Another clap of thunder roared outside and the rain picked up, slamming the gazebo just feet from my French doors with swirling precipitation. I followed the roar of thunder with another smack to Franny’s rear, producing another yelp and giggling. I nibbled at the crimson spot on her ass, and this time she moaned. When my tongue probed the rosette of her asshole, she cried out in lust.

“OH! FUCK! Yes, Carla! I love having my ass licked.”

I accommodated her, licking her button as I worked her slippery cunt with my fingers. Franny grabbed fistfuls of bed sheet when I brushed her clit. Her sloppy cunt was oozing with girly jizz now, and she began grinding and humping my fingers. Then she stiffened and released a powerful cry.

“You’re gonna make me cum, Carla!”

I withdrew my fingers from her pussy and slid a wet digit into her asshole before using my tongue to slide once through her tasty garden. Then I retreated, leaving my curvy lover void of any contact to her erogenous zones. Franny moaned in frustration.

“I’m gonna fuck you now, Fanny,” I said. “I’m gonna give you the ride of your life!”

It took me about thirty seconds to slip into the harness and position the dildo properly, then I slid inside her sloppy snatch. Franny groaned again, taking almost every inch of the lengthy phallus. And as I pressed into her, the friction against my clit sent me into orbit. Franny and I moaned in pleasure simultaneously.

“Oh, God,” I said. “It feels so good!”

“Aaahhh! Fuck me, Carla. FUCK ME!”

In a frenzy, I pounded her backside faster and faster, my own need swelling to epic proportions. It dawned on me that I’d become as worked up as my chunky lover. I began smacking her backside with my right hand as my left supported her big ass.

“Yes! Smack my ass, Carla! Smack it!”

I complied, popping her hard with each stroke, her substantial buttocks jiggling erotically with every strike. The sight of her ass swishing and swaying, bucking and grinding, made me hornier by the second. I threw my head back in bliss and stiffened, suddenly overcome by the tawdry act in which we were engaged. And then the floodgates opened for us both as we gave into our base need, our mutual climax shaking the sturdy bed like the thunder shaking the skies outside. Our combined cries filled the room, feral outbursts echoing off the walls as we came in unison.

Then I slumped over Franny’s back and turned my head toward the door, my raspy breathing competing with Franny’s panting beneath me. I blinked my eyes, incredulous at the sight before me. I blinked several more times to make certain I wasn’t witnessing a mirage. Mary stood in the doorway, wearing a church dress, her blonde hair coiffed prettily. The look on her face was familiar. I’d seen it before but couldn’t instantly place it. Then it came to me. Her expression was identical to the one she’d had when she’d burst into my bedroom during the fall semester as I drove Goliath in and out of my clamoring cunt. I collected myself and spoke.

“Hi, hon,” I cooed, smiling and winking. “Did you decide to skip church?”

She slowly shook her head.

“The causeway to Tybee was flooded. I couldn’t get onto the island,” Mary said. It was barely a whisper.

Franny was gaining coherency. I lifted myself off of her and leaned back. The faux cock inside of Franny slipped out with an audible pop.

“Well come on in and join the party,” I said.

Mary’s eyes burned with the fire I’d seen numerous times when she’d tried to resist me. She didn’t come forward, but neither did she retreat. My eyes went to a silver crucifix hanging from her neck.

“Enter the church of Sapphic gratification,” I teased irreverently.

I figured she’d bolt then, but she surprised me. Mary took a tentative step forward…and then another. I sat at the edge of the bed and held out my hand. Franny spoke up and it startled me as much as my roommate.

“Come and play with us, Mary,” Franny said sweetly. “We don’t bite.” She laughed. “Well, not too hard.”

Franny and I slowly stripped Mary’s dress off of her. The panties she wore were basic and white, nothing like the frilly pair she’d modeled on Saturday night. When we had her naked, I took her dress and placed it gently on a chair near the bed. Although I probably looked ridiculous, I got an odd thrill prancing around the room with a cock dangling between my legs. Perhaps Mary was equally enthralled. When I turned back to the bed, Franny was rubbing Mary’s bare shoulders tenderly and kissing her neck. It surprised me—not what Franny was doing, but that Mary seemed to be enjoying the touches from her step-sister. My roommate’s eyes went to the obscene appendage flopping at my crotch.

“Lay back and enjoy, Mary. I’m about to give you the fuck of your life.”

Trancelike, Mary did as instructed, lying supine on the mattress and spreading her legs. Her face lacked expression, but her brilliant blue eyes were on fire. I stepped between her tanned thighs and rubbed the slick member along her glistening pink lips. It seemed Mary was already primed for action. I briefly wondered how long she’d been standing at the door watching our performance but quickly dismissed it as I slowly parted her slick folds with the dildo.

Franny’s hair slinked across Mary’s chest as my chubby lover bent to kiss Mary’s little titties, sucking the hardening buds between her rosy lips.

Thrusting the big dick into Mary’s cunt was a sight to behold. Her luscious pink lips devoured the cock. The visual gave me a shiver, and the scent of our combined arousal made me swoon. The room was hot with the smell of sex!

I drove the toy inside the tiny blonde lying beneath me as Franny gave Mary’s tits a workover with her mouth. Franny’s paw slowly slid southward along Mary’s tummy, across her navel, until crimson nails entered the golden forest just above those gorgeous pink lips I continued to pound. Mary groaned loudly when two of Franny’s fingers jostled her clit. My pussy was on fire as I pumped the massive cock into the glorious femininity below me.

Then Franny licked her way across Mary’s stomach, through her wheat-colored thatch, and darted a thick pink tongue over the clit where her fingers had been. Mary screamed and Franny doubled down, licking her step-sister with a greedy passion.

“Lick her pussy, Franny! Eat her dreamy cunt!” I roared, my own orgasm brewing as the clit stimulator worked its magic over my sex.

Franny lapped at Mary’s cunt like a madwoman as I continued to thrust. Then I saw stars just as I heard Mary screaming in ecstasy.

The world stilled for a moment as I floated in the aftermath of my climax. I slipped out of the harness and tossed it on the bed before falling into a heap next to the girls. Maybe one of the others wanted to give it a whirl. I’d yet to have a turn on the receiving end, and I filed that away for the next go-around. But in the meantime, a devilish idea came to me.

I let a minute or two pass. I watched Franny licking around Mary’s pussy, carefully avoiding the sensitive post-orgasmic flesh still recovering from our combined assault. Mary’s eyes were closed and her breathing still shallow, but I had plans for her. I gave her another minute before I spoke.

“Climb all the way up on the bed, Mary,” I instructed. “I have a treat for you!”

Mary eyed me curiously, but without a word did as I instructed. I looked at Franny.

“Sit on her face and play with her tits. Your step-sister is about to eat your pussy.”

Franny giggled with delight and planted her big ass over the smaller girl’s mouth. The ladies needed no further instruction. Mary wrapped her tiny arms around Franny’s wide hips and pulled her down, the blonde’s face disappearing below thunderous thighs, giving Mary her first taste from the meaty lips of our rotund lover.

I watched the girls go at it for a few minutes, but wanted in on the action myself. Nestling between Mary’s legs, I ran a hot wet tongue through her puffy pink flesh and was greeted with her warm nectar, sweet and salty and a little tangy. Minutes passed and I saw Franny’s eyes begin to lose focus. Her breathing turned raspy, and her thick thighs started to shake. I raised my mouth from Mary’s sweet pussy to speak.

“Fuck her with your tongue, Mary. Probe her deeply.”

Returning my tongue to Mary’s hot snatch, I snaked my hand toward Franny’s coochie and found her clit. She released a guttural moan of appreciation upon contact, released Mary’s little boobies, and grabbed her own mammoth melons. My positioning made it difficult to keep the appropriate pressure on Franny’s clit with my fingers, so as she approached orgasm, I bounced up beside her, abandoning Mary’s tasty twat, and altered my grip. That did the trick. As I vigorously rubbed Franny’s swollen bud, Mary continued probes to the chubby girl’s canal.

“OH, GAWD!” Franny bellowed. “I’m gonna cum! Omigod! It feels so good,” she cried.”

“Do it, Fanny! Cum! Baptize this churchy chick!” I roared.

Franny raised herself slightly and squealed like a wounded animal, releasing a gush of clear liquid onto Mary’s abraded face. Mary sputtered and coughed a little, but she was a trooper. She kept at it while I fingered Franny’s clit with increased velocity. Another squirt shot from the big girl’s pussy, soaking the cherubic face on which she sat. It was quite a sight watching the deluge from Franny’s sloppy quim spurt and sputter, coating Mary’s face with girly cum. A final squirt slopped from Franny’s pussy, and then she rolled over, huffing and puffing like she’d just run a race, a goofy smile covering her pretty face.

We rested for a while, huddled in a heap on my bed. Then we were at it again. The storms continued to brew and churn outside as three horny and insatiable girls sucked and fucked like the end of the world was imminent. Somewhere along the line, long after nightfall, I drifted into a deep slumber. I awoke when searing sunlight breached the French doors to my room with Mary in my arms, her soft snores sweet and comforting. I kissed her lips tenderly until she awoke, her little limbs tangled in mine.

“Hi,” I whispered.

“Hi,” she answered.

I kissed her again and she kissed me back.

“Are you okay?” I asked, twirling her blonde hair with my fingers.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’m troubled.”

I sat up. “Let’s shower, make some coffee, and go outside to talk.”

Thirty minutes later we were sipping coffee by the pool. Some debris was scattered in the yard—palm fronds, oak leaves, and small branches—but for the most part, the storms had done little damage. We had to use a towel to wipe down a few chairs and the table where we sat.

“Franny?” I asked.

“She’s sleeping in her room, I think.”

I nodded. Mary had likely seen her off last night after I fell asleep. Then I realized it was Monday.

“Don’t you have to work?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“The causeway is still closed, so is the ministry today. I guess y’all are stuck with me.”

I laughed before turning sober.

“It’s okay to like girls sexually, Mary. It isn’t a sin,” I opened.

She chewed her lip.

“Look,” I continued. “I respect some of the moderate religions even if I don’t believe all their teachings. But this bunch you’re involved with seems a bit over the top, hon. It isn’t anybody’s business with whom you have sex except for those involved.”

Mary shrugged and I pressed on.

“You are a nice person, but more importantly, you’re a good person, Mary. You don’t do ugly things to people, or cheat, or steal, or screw people over. You are very decent. I know you. I think you’re terrific.”

She smiled and let out a laugh of relief.

“Thanks for saying so, Carla. I’m just struggling with my beliefs and convictions.”

“I know you are, babe, and it’s killing me watching you. This is supposed to be the greatest time of our lives, but you’ve tied yourself to the whipping post—not in a good way,” I added with a laugh.

Mary raised her eyebrows but couldn’t quite conceal a grin.

“Promise me something, Mary. Promise you’ll give something I’m going to suggest a try.”

“What?” she asked, eyeing me curiously.

“Wear your faith like a loose garment. Something that fits comfortably but that isn’t confining.”

Mary furrowed her brow and looked at me closely. Then she smiled.

“That’s good, Carla. I actually kind of like that—a loose garment. Okay, I’ll try.”

“Good!” I said.

“What’s the real story with Franny?” I asked.

Mary sighed.

“She tried to kiss me last summer. I’ve avoided her since. It’s true, though, I hardly know her.”

I shook my head in bewilderment. How many times had I heard her or Franny say that now?

I hardly know her.

“I guess you know her better now,” I chided.

She nodded. “I guess so.”

I took a shot.

“So it’s not that you don’t care for her, right? You just saw her as the evil temptress?”

Mary looked down at her hands and nodded.

“I think of her often,” she finally admitted. “I guess I’ve had a reluctant crush on her since it happened—maybe even before then.”

I was encouraged.

“This is good, hon. Religious beliefs taken too far can actually force you to lie to yourself. Ah, the irony,” I pontificated.

Mary regarded me.

“I never looked at it that way, Carla. Maybe you’re right.”

“Don’t you think God wants you to be happy? To enjoy life? I have to believe you enjoyed last night! I sure did! And guess what. No one was hurt.”

I playfully used my foot to toy with her under the table. Mary smiled.

“Yeah, I had fun. A lot of fun!”

We both turned when we heard a door open. Franny strolled across the deck, a towel slung over her arm and wearing a skimpy yellow bikini showing all her luscious curves. She smiled and waved at us as she approached. Before she got close, I whispered to my roommate.

“Mary’s chubby sister! What a fun plaything she’s going to be for us this summer.”

Mary grinned and it warmed my heart.

“Step-sister,” she corrected. She opened her mouth to say more but I cut her off.

“Yeah! You hardly know her!”

Then we were both laughing.

Franny draped her towel over the back of the chair and stood looking at us.

“What’s so funny?” she inquired.

I reached over and smacked her big fanny.

“You are!” I howled.

She looked at me a little stunned but smiled when I winked at her.

“Who’s up for a little Putt-putt?” I asked, looking at Franny conspiratorially.

“If the loser has to strip again, I’m in,” Franny cackled.

Mary raised her eyebrows and glared at me.

“Your sister…ahem…your step-sister is awful, Mary. We got this,” I said.

Then three pretty young women with a leisurely day in front of them went running toward the putting green. I closed in on Franny and smacked her big ass as she jiggled her way across the yard, knowing I’d have her out of that swimsuit in a flash!

Heck! It was just like my mother said. I could coax the stripes off a zebra!
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