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CHAPTER 1




Abigail stared out the rain-streaked window of her family's spacious suburban home, the gray sky mirroring her restless mood. It was December 25, 2025, but Christmas felt like just another day with her parents away on a last-minute business trip to the city. They wouldn't return until tomorrow evening, leaving the eighteen-year-old blonde to her own devices in the echoing emptiness of the house. The holiday lights twinkled half-heartedly on the tree in the living room, but Abigail's thoughts were far from festive. She paced the polished hardwood floors, her bare feet silent against the cool surface, her mind buzzing with a familiar itch—an insatiable craving that had been building all afternoon.

She'd always been precocious, discovering the delights of her body early on. Fingers had been her faithful companions for years, dipping into her slick folds during stolen moments in the shower or under the covers at night. But lately, they'd felt inadequate, like teasing appetizers when she craved a full-course meal. That's why she'd taken the plunge two weeks ago, scrolling through discreet online shops until she found it: a realistic eight-inch dildo, veined and girthy, made of soft silicone that promised to feel like the real thing. It arrived in plain packaging, and from the first tentative thrust, Abigail was hooked.

Now, with the house to herself and the rain drumming a steady rhythm on the roof, she couldn't resist. She retreated to her bedroom, a cozy sanctuary with posters of indie bands on the walls and a queen-sized bed piled high with plush pillows. The dildo waited on her nightstand, gleaming under the soft glow of her lamp. Abigail stripped off her oversized sweater and leggings, her lithe body revealed in the mirror—pert B-cup breasts with pink nipples already hardening in anticipation, a flat stomach leading to the smooth, shaved mound between her thighs. At eighteen, she was a vision of youthful allure: long, wavy blonde hair cascading down her back, blue eyes sparkling with mischief, and a smattering of freckles across her nose that made her look innocently sweet, even as her thoughts turned filthy.

She lay back on the bed, propping herself up against the headboard, her legs spread wide. The rain outside intensified, thunder rumbling in the distance like a distant lover's growl. Abigail's hand trembled slightly as she picked up the dildo, admiring its weight, the way it flexed just enough to mimic a real cock. "God, I need this," she murmured to herself, her voice husky with desire. She teased her entrance first, rubbing the bulbous head against her outer lips, feeling the slickness already gathering there. Her clit throbbed, begging for attention, but she held off, savoring the build-up.

With a slow, deliberate push, she eased the tip inside, gasping as her walls stretched around it. It was so much better than fingers—fuller, deeper, hitting spots that made her toes curl. She worked it in inch by inch, her free hand circling her clit in lazy patterns.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned, her hips bucking upward to meet the thrust.

The silicone slid smoothly, lubricated by her arousal, and she imagined it was a lover's cock, pounding into her relentlessly. But in her fantasies, that lover wasn't a boy from school; no, Abigail had known for years that her desires leaned toward the softer, curvier forms of women. She pictured full breasts pressed against hers, a woman's tongue tracing her skin, fingers delving into her heat.

Deeper now, she fucked herself harder, the dildo plunging in and out with wet, obscene sounds that echoed in the quiet room. Her breaths came in ragged gasps, her body arching off the bed as pleasure coiled tight in her core. "Oh shit, I'm gonna cum," she whimpered, her fingers blurring over her clit. The orgasm hit like a wave, crashing through her, her pussy clenching around the toy in rhythmic spasms. She rode it out, thrusting shallowly until the aftershocks faded, leaving her flushed and satisfied—but not entirely. As she pulled the dildo free, glistening with her juices, a pang of loneliness hit her.

"I wish I had a real girl to play with," she sighed, setting the toy aside. Fingers and toys were fun, but she craved the warmth of another body, the taste of another's desire.

Hunger gnawed at her now, both literal and figurative. The fridge was stocked, but nothing appealed. On a whim, she grabbed her phone and ordered a pizza from the local spot—extra cheese, pepperoni, the works. It was a rainy night, perfect for indulgence. As she waited, she cleaned up, slipping into a simple tank top and shorts that hugged her ass just right. The dildo she left on her nightstand, a silent reminder of her solo session.

The doorbell rang forty minutes later, pulling Abigail from her reverie on the couch. She peered through the peephole, expecting the usual delivery guy, but instead, a stunning young woman stood there, drenched from the downpour. Cianna held the pizza box aloft, her uniform clinging to her voluptuous frame. At twenty-one, she was a BBW goddess—big beautiful woman, with curves that screamed sensuality. Her dark skin glowed even in the dim porch light, her full lips curved in a tired but genuine smile. Plump hips and thighs strained against her pants, and her ample breasts pushed against the wet fabric of her shirt. Her hair was pulled back in a practical ponytail, but rogue curls framed her face, adding to her urban allure. Cianna loved her body, loved the way it moved, and she loved women even more—especially the taste of a sweet pussy after a long shift.

Abigail opened the door, her breath catching at the sight. "Hey, that was quick considering the weather."

Cianna chuckled, her voice rich and melodic. "Last delivery of the night, thank God. Here's your pie—extra cheese, pepperoni. That'll be $18.50."

Abigail handed over a twenty and a crisp hundred as a tip, her eyes lingering on Cianna's curves. "Keep the change. And hey, it's pouring out there. My parents are out of town, and I'm bored as hell eating alone. I'll tip you another two hundred if you come in, dry off, and help me demolish this pizza. No strings, just company."

Cianna blinked, surprise flickering across her face. The blonde was gorgeous—slim yet toned, with that fresh-faced beauty that made her heart skip. And two hundred bucks? Her shift was over anyway.

"You serious? I mean, yeah, why not? Name's Cianna."

"Abigail. Come on in." Abigail stepped aside, a sly smile playing on her lips as she took in Cianna's ripe, urban grip—the way her body swayed with confidence as she entered.

The house was warm and inviting, the scent of fresh pizza mingling with the faint aroma of Abigail's earlier activities. Cianna shrugged off her wet jacket, revealing more of her plush figure. "Nice place. You live here with your folks?"

"Yeah, but they're jet-setters. Dad's in finance, Mom's a consultant. Always traveling. Leaves me with the run of the house." Abigail led her to the kitchen, grabbing plates and sodas. They settled at the island, the pizza box open between them. Rain lashed the windows, creating a cozy cocoon.

Cianna took a slice, cheese stretching enticingly. "So, what's a girl like you doing home alone on Christmas? No hot date?"

Abigail laughed, a light, playful sound. "Hot date? Please. Boys are... meh. I've been figuring out I prefer girls. Way more fun, you know? What about you? Delivery life treating you okay?"

Cianna's eyes sparkled with interest. "Girls, huh? I feel that. I'm all about the ladies myself. Love a good pussy-eating session—nothing beats it." She said it casually, but with a flirtatious edge, testing the waters. "Delivery's alright. Pays the bills while I figure out college. Art major, actually. Love drawing curves." Her gaze dipped to Abigail's chest briefly, then back up.

Abigail felt a thrill shoot through her. "Art? That's cool. I'm in my first year at community college, undeclared. Family's loaded, but I want to do something creative, maybe writing. Erotica, even—filthy stories that make people squirm." She winked, taking a bite. "You draw nudes? Bet you'd be amazing at capturing... assets."

Cianna grinned, leaning in. "Oh, honey, I could draw you all day. That blonde hair, those blue eyes—pure inspiration. But yeah, nudes are my jam. Love the human form, all shapes. Especially plush ones like mine." She patted her thigh playfully.

Their conversation flowed effortlessly, laced with humor and depth. Abigail shared about her sheltered upbringing, how her parents' absences left her independent but lonely. "I mean, they're great providers, but emotionally? It's like living with ghosts sometimes. That's why I explore... myself. Keeps the boredom at bay."

Cianna nodded empathetically. "I get it. Grew up in the city, single mom, always hustling. Learned early to find joy where I can. And girl, self-love is key—literally." She laughed, a deep, infectious sound. "But sharing that joy? Even better."

The flirtation heated up as they ate. Abigail's foot brushed Cianna's under the table, "accidentally" at first, then lingering. "You know, you're stunning. That rain made you look like a goddess emerging from a storm."

Cianna's cheeks warmed. "Flatterer. You're not so bad yourself. Bet you turn heads everywhere."

After finishing half the pizza, Abigail suggested a tour. "Come on, let me show you around. Parents' pride and joy—this McMansion."

They wandered the halls, Abigail pointing out the home gym, the theater room, her parents' lavish master suite. Cianna oohed and aahed, but her eyes kept straying to Abigail's ass in those shorts. Finally, they reached Abigail's bedroom. The dildo still sat on the nightstand, forgotten in her haste.

Cianna's gaze locked on it. "Whoa, what's that? Fresh from playtime?"

Abigail blushed but didn't shy away. "Yeah... got tired of fingers. This bad boy changed everything. Feels like a real cock fucking me deep."

Cianna stepped closer, picking it up with a wicked grin. She brought it to her nose, inhaling deeply. "Mmm, smells like sweet white pussy. Fresh and filthy—my favorite."

That did it. Abigail's pulse raced. She closed the distance, their lips crashing together in a passionate kiss. Tongues danced, hands roamed—Cianna's plump fingers gripping Abigail's waist, pulling her close. The contrast of their bodies—Abigail's slim frame against Cianna's voluptuous curves—ignited sparks.

They tumbled onto the bed, clothes shedding like unnecessary skins. Cianna, more dominant, pinned Abigail down, her full breasts pressing against the blonde's. "You want this, baby? Want me to fuck that pretty white pussy?"

"Fuck yes," Abigail gasped, her hands squeezing Cianna's ass. "Make me yours."

Cianna kissed her way down, nipping at Abigail's neck, sucking on her nipples until they peaked like diamonds. "These tits are perfect—perky and pink. Gonna make you scream." She spread Abigail's legs wide, gazing at the shaved, glistening slit. "Look at this tight pussy. All wet for me."

Abigail moaned as Cianna dove in, her tongue flat and broad, lapping from ass to clit in one long stroke. "Oh God, yes! Eat my pussy, Cianna—devour it like a starving bitch."

Cianna growled, vibrations humming against Abigail's core. She sucked on the outer lips, tugging them gently with her teeth, then plunged her tongue inside, fucking her with it. "Tastes so fucking good—sweet white honey. Your first black girl eating you out? Bet it feels dirty and right."

Abigail's hips bucked, hands fisting the sheets. "Fuck, you're amazing! Suck my clit—make me cum on your face!"

Cianna obliged, circling the swollen nub with her tongue, then sucking it hard while slipping two thick fingers inside. She curled them, hitting Abigail's G-spot with precision. "That's it, slut—ride my fingers. Your pussy's gripping me like a vice. Gonna finger-fuck you till you squirt."

The room filled with wet slurps and Abigail's cries. Cianna added a third finger, stretching her wide, her mouth relentless on the clit. Abigail shattered, orgasm ripping through her, juices flooding Cianna's mouth.

"I'm cumming! Oh fuck, yes—drink it all!"

Cianna lapped her clean, then climbed up, straddling Abigail's face. "Your turn, white girl. Eat this black pussy—make me squirt all over that pretty face."

Abigail inhaled the musky scent, diving in eagerly. Cianna's pussy was plump and juicy, dark lips parting to reveal pink depths. Abigail licked hungrily, tongue exploring every fold. "Mmm, so tasty—hot chocolate heaven. Grind on my face, baby."

Cianna rocked her hips, smothering Abigail with her wetness. "That's it—tongue-fuck me deep. Suck my fat clit, you nasty bitch."

Abigail obeyed, sucking and nibbling, her hands kneading Cianna's thick ass. She slipped fingers inside, pumping fast, feeling the walls clench. Cianna moaned loudly, her body trembling. "Fuck, yes! Deeper—make me cum!"

With a cry, Cianna squirted, hot jets splashing Abigail's face and chest. Abigail drank greedily, loving the salty-sweet flood. "Yes, drown me—your pussy juice tastes like paradise!"

They weren't done. Cianna grabbed the dildo, slicking it with their combined juices. "Time to fuck you proper." She positioned it at Abigail's entrance, thrusting in deep. Abigail screamed in ecstasy, the toy filling her completely.

"Pound my pussy—fuck me like a porn star!" Abigail begged.

Cianna dominated, slamming the dildo in and out, her free hand slapping Abigail's ass. "Take it, whore—your white cunt loves this black girl's toy-fuck."

They switched, Abigail wielding the dildo on Cianna, plunging it into her sopping hole while sucking her clit. Cianna bucked wildly, cumming again with a gush.

Hours blurred in a haze of kinky bliss—deep fingering, ass play, scissoring their slick pussies together until friction sparked more orgasms. Cianna introduced light bondage, tying Abigail's hands with a scarf, teasing her mercilessly.

"Beg for it, slut—beg for my tongue."

"Please, Mistress—eat my dripping cunt!"

Finally spent, they collapsed, bodies entwined. Abigail fetched the remaining pizza, and they ate in bed, naked and giggling.

"Stay the night?" Abigail asked, tracing Cianna's curves.

"Hell yes," Cianna replied, kissing her softly.

Abigail gathered Cianna's wet clothes for the laundry, while Cianna headed to the shower, the promise of more fun lingering in the air.


CHAPTER 2




The warm hum of the dryer echoed faintly from the laundry room as Abigail padded back upstairs, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet of the hallway. The house felt alive now, not with the sterile silence of her parents' absence, but with the lingering scent of Cianna's shower—jasmine body wash mingling with the steamy air that had escaped under the bathroom door. It was still Christmas night, December 25, 2025, and the world outside was a blur of relentless rain, but inside, Abigail's heart raced with a mix of exhaustion and exhilaration. She'd just tossed Cianna's damp delivery uniform into the wash, along with her own discarded clothes from earlier, opting to stay naked under a loose robe she'd grabbed from her closet. Why bother dressing? The night was young, and the promise of more intimacy hung heavy in the air like the holiday lights strung across the mantle downstairs.

She pushed open her bedroom door to find Cianna emerging from the en-suite bathroom, towel-drying her curls with one hand while the other held a spare robe Abigail had left out. Cianna's skin glistened, her full curves on display for a moment before she slipped into the fabric, tying it loosely around her waist. The sight made Abigail's mouth go dry—those plump thighs, the swell of her breasts, the confident sway of her hips. God, she was a masterpiece, all soft edges and unapologetic sensuality.

"Damn, girl, you move fast," Cianna said with a grin, her voice laced with that rich, teasing lilt. "I was half-expecting you to join me in the shower. Missed opportunity?"

Abigail laughed, leaning against the doorframe, her robe slipping open just enough to reveal a hint of cleavage. "Tempting, but I figured you'd want to rinse off the rain—and my cum—without distractions. Besides, I needed to handle your clothes. They're in the wash now. Should be dry in an hour or so."

Cianna's eyes sparkled with mischief as she sauntered closer, dropping the towel on the dresser. "My hero. Though, if we're being real, I kinda liked wearing your scent home. Would've been a hell of a story for my roommates." She paused, her gaze softening as she reached out to tuck a strand of Abigail's blonde hair behind her ear. "Thanks for letting me stay. This beats crashing on my couch with leftover Chinese any day."

Abigail felt a warm flush creep up her neck, not just from the flirtation but from the genuine gratitude in Cianna's tone. It was easy to forget, in the heat of their earlier passion, that this was all so new—two strangers turned lovers in the span of a pizza delivery.

"No problem. Honestly, I'm glad you're here. Christmas alone sucks. My parents are probably sipping champagne in some fancy hotel right now, forgetting I exist."

Cianna tilted her head, her expression turning thoughtful. "That sounds rough. Mine's the opposite—big family, chaos everywhere. Mom's got like five siblings, all showing up with kids and drama. I love it, but sometimes I need a break. Tonight's my escape."

They shared a quiet smile, the kind that spoke volumes without words. Abigail gestured toward the bed, where the half-eaten pizza box still sat, now cold but somehow inviting. "Want to finish this? Or... we could do something else. Movie? The theater room downstairs has Netflix, Hulu, all that jazz."

Cianna's face lit up. "Movie sounds perfect. Something festive? It's Christmas, after all. How about The Grinch? The Jim Carrey one—classic chaos."

Abigail snorted, already heading for the door. "Oh, hell yes. That one's my guilty pleasure. The way he steals Christmas? Relatable when your folks bail on the holidays." She grabbed Cianna's hand, pulling her along with playful enthusiasm. "Come on, let's raid the kitchen for snacks first. Popcorn, hot chocolate—the works."

Downstairs, the house felt even more intimate in the dim glow of the Christmas tree lights. Abigail flicked on the under-cabinet LEDs in the kitchen, illuminating the granite counters as they rummaged through cabinets. Cianna popped popcorn in the microwave while Abigail heated milk for cocoa, stirring in marshmallows with a flourish.

"You know, I used to make this with my grandma every Christmas Eve," Abigail said, a hint of nostalgia creeping in. "She'd tell stories about her wild youth—partying in the '70s, dodging curfews. Made me feel like I could be adventurous too."

Cianna leaned against the counter, watching her with a soft smile. "Sounds sweet. My grandma's the queen of soul food—collard greens, mac and cheese that could start wars. She'd have a fit if she knew I was here munching cold pizza instead." She paused, then added with a wink, "Though, if she met you, she'd probably approve. 'That girl's got fire,' she'd say."

Abigail handed her a mug, their fingers brushing in a way that sent sparks up her arm. "Fire, huh? I'll take it. You're not so bad yourself—sexy, confident, and you deliver pizza like a boss."

They carried their haul to the theater room, a cozy setup with reclining leather seats, a massive screen, and surround sound that made every movie feel epic. Abigail dimmed the lights, queuing up The Grinch on Netflix as they settled in. Cianna kicked off her slippers—borrowed from Abigail's closet—and curled up next to her, their robes parting slightly as they shared a blanket. The opening scenes rolled, Jim Carrey's manic energy filling the room, and soon they were laughing, quoting lines in exaggerated voices.

"Who-ville? More like Ho-ville with all these cheerful assholes," Cianna quipped during a scene of the Who’s singing, popping a kernel into Abigail's mouth.

Abigail giggled, nearly choking. "Right? The Grinch is the real hero—introvert king. I'd steal Christmas too if it meant peace and quiet."

She leaned her head on Cianna's shoulder, inhaling the fresh scent of her skin. It felt natural, this closeness, like they'd known each other for years instead of hours.

As the movie progressed, the playful banter gave way to quieter moments. During the Grinch's backstory flashback, Cianna's hand found Abigail's under the blanket, their fingers intertwining.

"You ever feel like that?" Cianna asked softly, her thumb tracing circles on Abigail's palm. "Like you're on the outside looking in?"

Abigail nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. "All the time. High school was hell—fake friends, pressure to be perfect. Coming out to myself about liking girls? That was my Mount Crumpit moment. But tonight... with you... it feels different. Less lonely."

Cianna turned to her, eyes gleaming in the screen's glow. "Girl, you're preaching to the choir. I grew up in a neighborhood where being bi wasn't exactly celebrated. Dated a few guys to fit in, but pussy? That's where the magic is." She squeezed Abigail's hand. "And yours? Top-tier. But it's more than that—you're real. Funny. Vulnerable. Makes me want to stick around."

Their gazes locked, the movie fading into background noise. Abigail felt her heart swell, a mix of lust and something deeper stirring. "Stay as long as you want," she murmured, leaning in for a kiss. It started soft, lips brushing tentatively, but quickly deepened as Cianna's hand slid up her thigh.

They pulled back just as the Grinch plotted his scheme, both breathing heavier. "Okay, focus," Abigail said with a laugh, fanning herself. "Movie first, then... dessert."

Cianna smirked. "Tease. But fine—only 'cause I love this part."

The film continued, filled with their commentary. When the Grinch dressed as Santa, Abigail mimicked his voice: "Ho-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!" Cianna cracked up, spilling popcorn everywhere. "You're ridiculous," she said, brushing kernels off Abigail's lap, her touch lingering a beat too long.

By the time the Grinch's heart grew three sizes, the tension was palpable. They were tangled under the blanket, Cianna's arm around Abigail's shoulders, their bodies pressed close. As the credits rolled to cheerful music, Abigail hit pause, turning to face her. "That was fun. But now... I want you again."

Cianna's eyes darkened with desire. "Thought you'd never ask." She pulled Abigail into a fierce kiss, tongues battling as hands roamed. They shed their robes right there on the recliner, the leather cool against their heated skin.

Back upstairs in Abigail's bed—the sheets still rumpled from earlier—they dove into each other with renewed intensity. Cianna took charge, pushing Abigail onto her back and straddling her hips.

"You were so good earlier, eating my pussy like a pro," Cianna growled, grinding down. "But now? I'm gonna make you scream my name."

Abigail arched up, her hands cupping Cianna's breasts, thumbs teasing the hard nipples. "Fuck, yes. Do it. Own me."

Cianna leaned down, capturing a nipple in her mouth, sucking hard while her hand snaked between Abigail's thighs. "Already wet for me? Slutty little white girl." Her fingers dipped in, two at once, curling deep.

Abigail moaned, hips bucking. "God, your fingers feel so good. Deeper—fuck me harder."

They kissed passionately, all teeth and tongue, as Cianna pumped her fingers rhythmically. "Taste yourself," Cianna whispered, pulling her fingers out and pressing them to Abigail's lips. Abigail sucked greedily, eyes locked on Cianna's.

"Dirty bitch," Cianna praised, then flipped them so Abigail was on top. "Now ride my face. Drown me in that sweet cum."

Abigail obliged, positioning her pussy over Cianna's mouth, lowering slowly. Cianna's tongue dove in, lapping hungrily, hands gripping Abigail's ass to pull her closer. "Mmm, yes—grind on me. Use my tongue like your personal toy."

Abigail rocked, pleasure building fast. "Oh shit, Cianna—your mouth is magic. Suck my clit—make me explode!"

Cianna did, sucking and flicking, until Abigail shattered, squirting onto her face. "Fuck! Yes—I'm cumming!"

Panting, Abigail slid down, kissing Cianna's soaked lips. "Your turn. I want to taste you again."

She buried her face between Cianna's thighs, tongue exploring the plump folds. Cianna moaned, threading fingers through Abigail's hair. "That's it, baby—eat this black pussy. Make me squirt all over you."

Abigail sucked and fingered, adding the dildo for deeper penetration. "Take this cock—feel it stretch you."

Cianna bucked wildly. "Pound me! Harder—fuck, I'm gonna cum!" She squirted in waves, drenching Abigail.

They continued for hours—scissoring, using the dildo on each other, whispering filthy encouragements and sweet nothings. "You're amazing," Abigail said during a lull, tracing Cianna's curves. "I feel... connected."

Cianna smiled, pulling her close. "Me too. This could be something real."

As dawn approached, they fell asleep entwined, the rain a lullaby outside.


CHAPTER 3




The first rays of December 26, 2025, sunlight filtered through the half-drawn blinds of Abigail's bedroom window, casting a soft, golden glow across the rumpled sheets. The storm from the previous night had cleared, leaving behind a crisp winter morning that promised a fresh start. Abigail stirred slowly, her body aching in the most delicious ways from the marathon of passion she'd shared with Cianna. The air still carried a faint musk of their lovemaking, mingled with the lingering scent of jasmine from Cianna's shower. Abigail's blue eyes fluttered open, and she reached out instinctively, her hand grazing the warm indentation where Cianna had slept beside her. But the bed was empty now, the sheets cool to the touch on that side.

A faint clatter from downstairs caught her attention, followed by the unmistakable sizzle of something cooking. Then came the aroma—rich, savory, wafting up the stairs like an irresistible siren call. Bacon? Eggs? Coffee? Abigail's stomach growled in response, but it was more than hunger that propelled her out of bed. She smiled to herself, a lazy, satisfied grin spreading across her face as memories of the night flooded back: the way Cianna's curves had pressed against her, the taste of her skin, the sounds of their shared ecstasy echoing through the empty house. This wasn't just a one-night fling; it felt like the beginning of something electric, something real.

She slipped out of bed, her naked body still humming with residual pleasure. Glancing at the clock on her nightstand—8:47 AM—she grabbed a pair of soft cotton panties from her drawer and pulled them on, followed by an oversized T-shirt that barely skimmed her thighs. No bra; why bother when the house was theirs alone? Her parents wouldn't return until evening, giving them the entire day to explore whatever this was. Abigail padded barefoot down the hallway, her long blonde hair tousled and wild from sleep and sex. The wooden stairs creaked softly under her weight as she descended, drawn inexorably toward the kitchen by the mouthwatering smells.

In the kitchen, Cianna moved with effortless grace, her voluptuous figure clad in one of Abigail's borrowed robes—silky black fabric that hugged her curves like a second skin. The robe gaped slightly at the front, offering tantalizing glimpses of her full breasts and the smooth expanse of her dark skin. Her curls were still damp from the shower she'd taken earlier, framing her face in a halo of natural beauty. She hummed a soft tune under her breath, something soulful and rhythmic, as she tended to the stove. Eggs scrambled in a pan, bacon crisped on a griddle, and fresh coffee brewed in the pot nearby. Toast popped up from the toaster with a cheerful ding, and Cianna buttered it expertly, her movements precise and confident. She was in her element, turning a simple breakfast into an act of care, perhaps even affection.

Abigail paused at the kitchen doorway, watching her for a moment with a swell of warmth in her chest. This woman—this stunning, confident BBW who'd crashed into her life via a pizza delivery— was now cooking for her in her own home. It felt domestic, intimate, and utterly surreal. Sneaking up on silent feet, Abigail closed the distance, wrapping her arms around Cianna's waist from behind. She pressed her body flush against Cianna's back, inhaling the fresh scent of soap and the underlying spice of her skin. Leaning in, Abigail planted a series of soft, lingering kisses along the curve of Cianna's neck, right where it met her shoulder.

Cianna gasped softly at the surprise contact, then melted into the embrace, a low chuckle rumbling from her throat. "Mmm, good morning to you too, sleepyhead," she murmured, her voice rich and velvety, laced with amusement.

"You're already cooking for me," Abigail whispered against her skin, her hands splaying across Cianna's soft belly, feeling the warmth through the robe. "God, I might lock you down." She nipped playfully at Cianna's earlobe, her tone teasing but with an undercurrent of genuine affection. The words slipped out easily, born from the haze of post-coital bliss and the novelty of waking up to this.

Cianna laughed, a full, joyous sound that filled the kitchen like sunlight. She turned off the stove with a flick of her wrist, ensuring the eggs wouldn't burn, then spun around in Abigail's arms. Their eyes met—Abigail's bright blue sparkling with mischief, Cianna's deep brown warm and inviting.

"I wouldn't mind," Cianna replied, her lips curving into a sly smile.

She cupped Abigail's face with both hands, thumbs brushing over her cheeks, and pulled her in for a deep, searing kiss. Their lips met with the familiarity of lovers who'd already mapped each other's desires, tongues dancing in a slow, sensual rhythm that reignited the fire from the night before.

The kiss broke after a long moment, both women breathing a little heavier. Cianna's hands slid down to Abigail's hips, gripping them possessively. "Are we gonna eat breakfast or fuck each other senseless?" she teased, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, eyes glinting with playful challenge.

Abigail's response was immediate, her body already responding to the proximity, a familiar ache building between her thighs. "The latter," she said, her voice breathy and decisive. She pulled Cianna closer, their bodies pressing together in a tangle of heat and fabric.

With a growl of approval, Cianna's dominant side surged forward. She lifted Abigail effortlessly—her strong arms wrapping around the blonde's waist—and hoisted her onto the kitchen island. The cool granite countertop sent a shiver through Abigail as her bare thighs met the surface, but it was quickly overshadowed by the heat of Cianna's gaze. Abigail's T-shirt rode up, exposing her panties, and Cianna wasted no time. She hooked her fingers into the waistband, peeling them aside with rough urgency, revealing Abigail's pink, already glistening cunt. The air felt charged, the scent of arousal mingling with the breakfast aromas in a heady cocktail.

"Look at you, all ready for me," Cianna murmured, her eyes darkening with lust as she spread Abigail's legs wide, hooking them over her shoulders for better access.

Abigail leaned back on her elbows, her heart pounding, watching as Cianna lowered her head. The first touch of Cianna's tongue was electric—a long, flat lick from Abigail's entrance up to her clit, savoring the slick folds. Abigail quivered, a soft moan escaping her lips as pleasure spiked through her.

Cianna dove in with fervor, her mouth hungry and insistent. She licked Abigail's pussy with broad strokes, lapping at the sensitive labia, then zeroing in on the swollen clit. Sucking it gently at first, then harder, she made Abigail's hips buck involuntarily.

"Fuck, Cianna... yes, just like that," Abigail gasped, her fingers threading through Cianna's curls, urging her on.

Emboldened, Cianna explored further, her tongue trailing down to Abigail's puckered hole. She circled it teasingly, then pressed in, tongue-fucking her asshole with deliberate thrusts. The sensation was filthy, intimate, and overwhelmingly arousing—Abigail's body trembled, her breaths coming in ragged pants.

"Oh God, that's... fuck, don't stop," she whimpered, her free hand gripping the edge of the counter for stability.

Cianna alternated between the two, kissing Abigail's clit with wet, open-mouthed smooches, then slurping on it like a ripe fruit, drawing out obscene, wet sounds that echoed in the kitchen. She added her fingers, slipping two into Abigail's dripping pussy, curling them to hit that sweet spot inside while her tongue continued its assault on her ass. The dual stimulation was too much; Abigail's muscles clenched, her orgasm building like a tidal wave.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Abigail moaned, her voice breaking as tremors wracked her body. Her pussy began to cream, juices coating Cianna's fingers and chin.

"Fucking cum for me, baby," Cianna urged, her words muffled against Abigail's skin. She lapped at the labia greedily, sucking up every drop, her fingers pumping faster.

Within minutes, Abigail shattered, her cry echoing through the house as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Her body convulsed, pussy clenching around Cianna's fingers, squirting lightly onto her lover's face. Cianna didn't pull away; she rode it out, licking Abigail clean until she was trembling and spent, her legs shaking uncontrollably.

Panting, Abigail sat up slightly, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. "Holy shit... you're incredible." But the hunger in her gaze shifted; now it was her turn to give. Cianna straightened, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a smug smile on her lips. "Your pussy tastes like heaven, girl. But now, I need you."

They moved to the living room, the breakfast forgotten on the stove. Cianna shed her robe en route, her naked body a vision of plush sensuality—full breasts swaying, hips curving invitingly. She settled on the couch, spreading her thick thighs wide, her dark pussy already slick and inviting. Abigail knelt between them, her hands caressing Cianna's inner thighs, teasing the sensitive skin.

"Eat me out, baby," Cianna commanded softly, her voice laced with need. "Make me cum hard."

Abigail leaned in, inhaling the musky, intoxicating scent. She started slow, kissing along Cianna's folds, then parting them with her tongue. Licking upward, she found the clit, circling it with deliberate pressure. Cianna moaned, her hands guiding Abigail's head.

"Yes... finger me too. Stretch this pussy."

Abigail obliged, sliding two fingers inside, pumping rhythmically while her mouth sucked on the clit. She added a third finger, feeling Cianna's walls grip her tightly. "You feel so good," Abigail murmured against her, the vibrations adding to the pleasure. She fingered faster, curling to hit the G-spot, her tongue flicking relentlessly.

Cianna's hips rolled, grinding against Abigail's face. "Fuck, yes—deeper! Make me squirt all over you." Her breaths grew erratic, body tensing. With a loud cry, she came, her pussy contracting around Abigail's fingers, juices flooding out in a gush. Abigail lapped it up eagerly, prolonging the orgasm until Cianna collapsed back, breathless and glowing.

They lay together on the couch, bodies entwined, hearts racing. The morning had just begun, but already, it promised more adventures.

The afterglow wrapped around them like a warm blanket, the living room bathed in the soft morning light streaming through the large bay windows. The Christmas tree in the corner still twinkled faintly, its lights on a timer that hadn't been reset, adding a whimsical touch to the scene of their debauchery. Abigail nestled against Cianna's side, her head resting on the older woman's ample breast, listening to the steady thump of her heartbeat. Cianna's arm draped around her shoulders, fingers lazily tracing patterns on Abigail's arm.

"That was... intense," Abigail said finally, her voice a mix of awe and contentment. She tilted her head up, meeting Cianna's gaze. "I can't remember the last time I felt this alive. You're like a drug."

Cianna chuckled, the sound vibrating through her chest. "Flattery will get you everywhere, blondie. But seriously, you're no slouch yourself. That tongue of yours? Magic." She leaned down for a gentle kiss, this one tender rather than urgent, sealing the moment with affection.

They stayed like that for a while, content in the silence, but eventually, Abigail's stomach reminded them of the abandoned breakfast. "Okay, as amazing as that was, I'm starving now. Think the eggs are salvageable?"

Cianna grinned, sitting up and pulling Abigail with her. "Let's find out. If not, I'll whip up something new. Can't have my girl going hungry."

"My girl?" Abigail echoed, a playful lilt in her voice as they made their way back to the kitchen, still naked and unashamed. The words sent a thrill through her—possessive, yet sweet.

Cianna shot her a wink over her shoulder. "Yeah, if you'll have me. Last night—and this morning—wasn't just fun. It felt right."

Abigail's heart swelled. "I'd like that. A lot."

In the kitchen, they assessed the damage. The eggs had cooled but weren't ruined; a quick reheat on the stove brought them back to life. Cianna plated everything—scrambled eggs fluffy and golden, crispy bacon, buttered toast, and steaming coffee. They sat at the island where their passion had ignited moments ago, eating with the casual intimacy of longtime partners. Conversation flowed easily, jumping from light topics to deeper ones.

"So, tell me more about you," Abigail prompted between bites, sipping her coffee. "Art major, right? What do you draw?"

Cianna nodded, her fork pausing mid-air. "Mostly portraits, but I love experimenting with bodies—curves, shadows, the way light plays on skin. It's therapeutic. Helps me process the world." She glanced at Abigail thoughtfully. "You'd make an amazing model. That freckled nose, those eyes... I could sketch you for hours."

Abigail blushed, but the idea excited her. "I'd pose for you anytime. Nude, even." She waggled her eyebrows, earning a laugh from Cianna.

"Careful, I might take you up on that. What about you? Writing erotica, you said? Spill the tea—what's your filthiest story?"

Abigail leaned in, her voice dropping conspiratorially. "Okay, there's this one about a forbidden affair between a student and her professor—lots of power play, spanking, the works. But honestly, after last night, I think I've got new material." They shared a knowing look, the air crackling with residual heat.

As they finished eating, the conversation turned playful again. Cianna cleared the plates, rinsing them in the sink while Abigail watched, admiring the way her ass flexed with each movement. "You know, we should do something today," Abigail suggested. "Parents aren't back till evening. Pool? Movie? Or... more of this?" She gestured vaguely at their naked forms.

Cianna dried her hands, turning with a mischievous smile. "All of the above? But first, let's clean up properly. Shower together?"

The suggestion hung in the air, loaded with promise. Abigail stood, taking Cianna's hand. "Lead the way."

Upstairs in Abigail's en-suite bathroom, the shower steamed up quickly, the large glass enclosure filling with mist. They stepped under the hot spray, water cascading over their bodies like a cleansing rain. Cianna soaped up a loofah, running it over Abigail's skin with gentle care, lingering on her breasts and between her thighs.

"You're so beautiful," she murmured, her touch turning from cleansing to caressing.

Abigail returned the favor, her hands exploring Cianna's curves, suds sliding down her dark skin. "And you're irresistible." Their kisses under the water were slow and deep, hands wandering, but they held back from full escalation, savoring the build-up.

Dried off and dressed casually—Abigail in leggings and a hoodie, Cianna in her now-dry uniform pants and one of Abigail's tops—they headed to the pool in the backyard. The winter air was chilly, but the heated pool steamed invitingly. They stripped down again, diving in with laughs and splashes. Swimming turned to playful wrestling, bodies pressing close in the water, leading to heated make-out sessions against the pool edge.

"You make everything fun," Abigail said, floating in Cianna's arms.

"Ditto, babe."

Lunch was takeout—Chinese, to honor Cianna's mention of her usual Christmas fare—eaten picnic-style by the pool. More stories shared: Cianna's family holidays, Abigail's lonely ones. Emotional depth emerged, vulnerabilities laid bare.

As afternoon waned, they retreated inside for a movie, but passion reignited on the couch. Clothes shed, bodies entwined once more. Cianna straddled Abigail, grinding their pussies together in a scissoring frenzy.

"Feel that? Your clit on mine—fuck, it's perfect."

Abigail moaned, hips matching the rhythm. "Harder—make me cum again."

They did, multiple times, using fingers, tongues, the dildo from Abigail's room. By evening, as parents' return loomed, they exchanged numbers, promising more.

"This isn't goodbye," Cianna said at the door.

"Definitely not," Abigail agreed, sealing it with a kiss.
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