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My blonde hair flew in a horizontal spray behind me as I whizzed down Piedmont on my roller skates toward the 12th Street park entrance. The red and white visor, complementing my crimson leotard, sufficed in doing a respectable job of corralling my long platinum mane and keeping it in some form of organized chaos. Classes had ended for the semester and summer was quickly approaching. The late May sunshine, kissing my golden arms and bare legs as I barreled along, sparred with the slightly cool air of the late spring morning—it felt like freedom.

I had decided to stay in the big city during summer instead of returning home, funding the rent for my one-bedroom apartment with savings from modeling jobs I’d taken on during the school year and a part-time position I’d picked up as a barista at a 10th Street café near my dwelling. The deal with my parents seemed reasonable. They paid for school while it was in session, but if I wanted to forgo living in my upstairs bedroom in the house where I grew up while classes weren’t in session, I would have to cover the cost of my lodging until August. And because of those modeling jobs I’d completed, I would have no problem paying the expenses. And a summer in Atlanta seemed like a thrilling adventure for a twenty-one-year-old who had some wild oats to sow! I was giddy with excitement regarding my prospects. The world was my playground!

Exiting Piedmont, I crouched and whipped into the park on the smooth pavement leading to the section where local skaters did their thing. Orange cones separated the surface where walkers and those on wheels moved along with distinguishable locomotion. A large zone to the left was cordoned with more orange cones where skaters could slalom and perform various tricks without leaving the area. I opted for a quick tour of the park to warm up, passing the already crowded slalom arena. As I navigated slowly through the congested area, I caught a glimpse of an attractive girl whom I’d seen a number of times in the park but had yet to meet. And now, she had stopped about ten feet away and tracked me as I rolled. The young woman was average-height but leggy with small perky breasts. Long auburn hair flew in the breeze, and white tube socks with green stripes climbed her shapely calves to just below her knees. She wore a leotard like mine, but hers was green with white striping. Perhaps my similar attire had grabbed her attention, since most of the other skaters chose faded cutoffs with sports bras or tight-fitting Lycra. Had my choice of outfits annoyed her? I couldn’t be sure, but I wasn’t interested in making enemies, so I smiled and waved. She stared for a moment before smiling and wiggling long fingers in my direction. Still, I couldn’t be sure. The gesture could mean almost anything.

Reaching the other side of the mob, I turned and sped through the clearing, the feeling of the girl’s eyes still upon me. As I skated around the corner and out of sight, an odd yet tingly feeling consumed me. There was something about the girl that made me both uneasy and excited simultaneously. Furthermore, I was also confused by my unlikely reaction to her—normally, I was unaffected by such an incident, shrugging it off with little thought. Was it her striking beauty that had me unsettled, or was I simply unnerved by our similar tastes in wardrobe—or at least my perception of her possible misgivings regarding our clothing? Was I overthinking it all?

I shook myself and sped on, trying to enjoy the increasingly balmy morning in The Deep South. I passed lovers lounging in the grass on blankets, an old white man, shirtless and juggling three bowling pins, and a middle-aged black man playing the sax—the latter two with hats on the ground near them, competing for tips. I spotted young and old people alike, walking dogs the size of squirrels and others whose animals could have passed for small horses. Just another glorious day in the park.

I reached the halfway point and sped up, challenging the muscles in my legs and butt to push me faster and faster. And before I knew it, I was back near the 12th Street entrance, my heart racing and a light sheen of moisture covering my skin. I coasted over to a bench where a young black kid named Quinton sold bottled water for a dollar.

“Hey, girl,” he chimed, winking and undressing me with his eyes.

Boys will be boys, I figured. I knew he meant no harm. He was there to sell his wares, which also included more than water if you were in the clique.

“Water, Quinton,” I breathed. “A girl gets thirsty, you know!”

“Sure, missy,” he said. He called every female either “missy” or “girl.”

I handed him a crumpled bill as he reached inside the cooler, extracting a cold bottle.

“Thanks,” I said, popping the cap and scooting away.

“Sure thing!” he hollered after me, adding a parting shot. “Looking good, girl!”

I waved over my shoulder, drinking my beverage as I moved on. Then I set the half-full bottle near a tree before rolling into the slalom zone. The skater area was active but not crazily crowded, and I had no trouble whipping a series of figure eights through one of the rows of cones. When I reached the end, I turned and saw it was vacant behind me, so I rolled backward through the course, speeding up at the end and nearly nicking the last cone before spinning and stopping abruptly at the course terminal.

The girl in the green leotard had appeared out of nowhere, and I sucked in a gob of air, revealing that I’d been startled by her presence.

“Nice moves,” she drawled in a syrupy southern accent. “Show off,” she added with a wink before wrinkling her nose in mock snootiness.

I placed a hand over my chest and exhaled slowly. She smiled and offered a hand of her own.

“What’s your name?” she asked, like we were ten-year-olds meeting for the first time on the school playground. I found it both endearing and refreshing, if not a little odd.

“Uh…I’m Mirena,” I said, gathering myself.

She released my hand and waved again.

“Hi, Mirena. I’m Kyleena,” she chirped.

I stared a second too long. “Kyleena,” I muttered.

“Yup,” she giggled, taking hold of my wrist and pulling me from my stationary position. “Let’s skate together.”

I stifled a chuckle. Was this young woman for real? Was she a little off? Nevertheless, I couldn’t help resist her girly charm. Allowing her to guide me through the maze of skaters, I followed her lead. Her hand segued along my wrist, gradually lacing slender fingers through mine. I felt both awkward and electrified by her touch. I’d just met her, and suddenly we were gliding through the park, holding hands like school children.

We skated smoothly. I could tell her skills were commensurate to mine. Speeding around the course, we became acquainted with the flow of each other’s movements, her hand still gripping mine.

“Let’s try something,” she said.

I turned, looking at her with uncertainty. Kyleena explained what she wanted to do, and while it seemed doable, I was a bit apprehensive—not because I lacked the skill, but I knew all eyes were upon us.

“Okay,” I said, a little nervous regarding her request.

Traveling along another twenty feet, we kept an even pace. Then she whipped forward, clasping both of my hands, and turned facing me as we sped along. In a flash, she dipped and crouched, releasing my hands. I widened my base, and she slid under me without a hitch. Slowing, I turned, skating backward now as she caught up. We clasped hands again, and I repeated the movements she’d just performed, tunneling through her shapely legs with ease.

I smiled and laughed while Kyleena grinned. Meanwhile, onlookers cheered and applauded our acrobatics. To the crowd’s delight, we performed the trick several more times, getting smoother and faster with each rendering.

“Let’s try something else,” she insisted, pulling me along to the slalom course.

Kyleena spun around, taking my hands in hers and skating backward as I glided forward. Then we entered the slalom course, facing each other and doing figure eights in tandem to the roar of the gathering crowd. In a flash, we had become a two-person circus. We slid in-and-out, deftly moving between the cones, narrowly missing a few, but reaching the end without disrupting a single one. We switched roles and exacted the same results without a single error. We did a few more tricks for the onlookers before waving and rolling off, cooling our bodies as we skated away from the crowd and maneuvering down the paved road I’d used earlier for my warm-up.

After skating about a quarter-mile, Kyleena pulled me off the main drag toward a fenced walkway along a large pond. She led me to a bench and gently nudged me until I was seated.

“Just a sec,” she said, before stomping over to a bush and retrieving a small backpack she’d hid in an isolated spot.

In less than a minute, Kyleena was seated next to me on the bench, her golden legs, warm and smooth, brushing against mine. A spark of electricity shot through my body as the wacky girl leaned into me. She pulled a bottle of water from her backpack and looked at me.

“Crap!” I said. “I bought one from Quinton but left it back at the skating area.”

Kyleena reached into her pack once more, producing a second bottle.

“I’ll share,” she giggled, handing me a fresh beverage.

“Thanks,” I said gratefully, taking the bottle and twisting off the cap. “I’m thirsty after our performance.”

“You’re a natural,” she said and followed that with another giggle. “Just like me!”

We both laughed and then Kyleena’s attention was diverted. The corners of her mouth rose into a big smile, and I followed her eyes and blinked. A girl with some serious junk in her trunk weaved along the pavement in front of us. She had the caramel skin and dark hair of Puerto Rican heritage, wearing very short blue jean cutoffs and a tight red halter that struggled to restrain her massive breasts. She was perhaps twenty-five and had the swagger and confidence of many big and voluptuous women who took pride in their very curvy figures. And though thick and slightly jiggly through the hips, when she stopped and turned in front of us, her muscular thighs and ample butt tapered to a smooth and reasonably trim waist. Her black mane fell to her shoulders, and her big onyx eyes gleamed with mischief. When her full ruby lips parted, sparkling white teeth glittered beyond.

Kyleena turned to me and spoke.

“My girl is back on the scene! Oh, goodie!”

“Kyleena!” the Latina screeched. “I’ve been missing you, sugar!”

I detected the slightest accents as I looked between the two friends.

“Well, if it ain’t Big-booty Trudy!” Kyleena squealed. “As I live and breathe!”

I stifled a chuckle at the very fitting nickname as Trudy rolled her big booty over to us, coming to a halt in front of Kyleena and posing with hands on hips and ass jutting right in Kyleena’s face. Kyleena reached out and smacked the big girl’s bottom with her open palm, eliciting another raucous squeal from them both. Then my petite morning companion was swallowed up in the arms of the curvaceous Latina as the two girls embraced. They chatted back-and-forth like friends who hadn’t seen each other in a while are prone to do before Kyleena remembered her manners.

“Mirena,” my new friend chirped. “Say hello to Big-booty Trudy.”

Trudy steered her attention toward me and did a little maneuver with her thick eyebrows, assessing me to the point where I felt slightly uncomfortable.

“Nice to meet you,” she said before returning her gaze to Kyleena and appraising her with amused skepticism.

I could tell something passed between the two friends—likely regarding me—but I wasn’t exactly clear on the meaning. My discomfort was mounting when Trudy slid back a pace and glanced along the path.

“Y’all wanna roll with me?” Trudy asked.

“We’ve been at it all morning,” Kyleena answered. “We are taking a little break. Maybe we can catch up later today or tomorrow.”

“I’ll be around,” the big girl said with a wink.

Then she gave me another look and smiled before deftly turning for such a big woman and thundering away along the path. I watched in awe as her big, shapely ass bounced away from us. Kyleena’s laughter shook me from my trance.

“She’s something, huh?” Kyleena inquired.

“She is something plus a whole lot more,” I quipped before both of us fell back on the bench, holding each other’s arms in raucous laughter.

We sipped water for a spell and then skated around the park for another hour before hitting the slalom course once more, perfecting our earlier tricks to the delight of the new onlookers. Then we rehydrated once again under a big pine as the mid-afternoon sun threw its warm rays in our direction. Again, Kyleena cozied up to me, touching her skin against mine. I found it odd, yet oddly delightful. I was a bit flummoxed as to how I’d taken to this girl, and her me, in the course of the afternoon. In fact, I didn’t want the day to end. Perhaps she read my mind.

“We should hang out tonight,” she said, producing an iPhone from her backpack. “What are your digits?”

Without hesitation, I gave the kooky girl my number. I didn’t regret it.
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Upon return to my apartment, I discovered a text from Kyleena. Meet me at Einstein’s on Juniper at 8 pm the message read. I was familiar with the eatery and watering hole near the park as a popular place among twenty and thirty-somethings, but I’d only been in the establishment once. That had been over a year ago.

I scarfed a late lunch consisting of a banana, some yogurt, and a little salad I had left over from the previous night. I showered and performed my oral hygiene before taking a short nap. The day of skating had worn me out, but I knew a few hours of rest would perk me right up, and I’d be ready to go for the evening. I entered Einstein’s a little after eight and found Kyleena sitting at the bar, an empty stool next to her.

The girl smiled and waved me over. I did a double-take at her outfit. Her auburn hair was in pigtails, a southwestern headband covering her forehead. Sporting a burnt-orange cotton blouse showing the dainty cleavage of her small breasts, Kyleena wore a very short skirt of a coarse-looking brown material. But it was the almost knee-high suede boots that knocked my socks off. Her attire was both comical and striking, making it impossible not to take notice of her. As pretty as she looked at the skate park, she looked even prettier now. She hopped off the stool in girlish glee and squealed as she embraced me, the strength of such a little thing taking me a bit by surprise.

“Let’s drink!” she caroled, taking her seat again.

“What are you drinking?” I asked, eyeing the large glass that was nearly a bowl in front of her, an umbrella nonchalantly drifting in the pinkish liquid.

“A Tequila Mockingbird,” she grinned. “Want one?”

I smiled. “Sure!”

Kyleena waved her fingers and an enormous black bartender, bald and muscled with shiny white teeth, had my beverage in front of me in a flash.

“Thanks, Emanuel,” Kyleena said, giving the bartender a wink.

Emanuel nodded and drifted away to serve another customer. I sipped my drink and looked around. The place was buzzing but not at full capacity—lively but not overbearing. There was something just a little off about the establishment though, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. I was pulled from my meditation when Kyleena’s leg brushed mine, similarly to how she’d done in the park, and again I felt a little shiver consume me for a brief moment. The girl was chummy, no doubt, and while I was often reserved when it came to my personal space, there was something about Kyleena that had the opposite effect on me. I seemed to revel in the warmth of her proximity.

We sipped our drinks and chatted—mostly, she talked and I laughed, but it was a comfortable exchange and I liked her more and more by the minute. The tequila began to buzz through my body, and when I finished my drink, Emanuel was there to provide a second. By the time I was halfway through it, I was feeling a bit tipsy. Kyleena nursed her second Mockingbird and seemed a bit more sober than I was. I began to pace my drinking, not wanting to make a drunken fool of myself. That’s when she stood up and grabbed my hand, dragging me from my perch.

“Let’s dance,” she chirped.

I laughed and furrowed my brow. Background music droned softly from speakers somewhere, but no one was dancing, nor was there really a place for us to shake it. But Kyleena was dismissive to my concerns and continued to pull me toward the exit. When we pushed through the door, the music hit me, coming from a trio playing on the deck next door—another trendy spot called Joe’s on Juniper. Plenty of people were dancing—guys with girls, girls with girls, and guys with other guys. We skipped down the steps of Einstein’s, turned, and galloped onto the deck of Joe’s. Kyleena led me along until she stopped in the middle of the dancers and began shaking her stuff. Laughing again, I joined in the irresistible revelry. We bounced and shook and spun for several songs, and then a slower number filled the air. Without warning, Kyleena moved her body into mine, pressing her creamy flesh against my skin. I was slightly taken aback, but it felt nice—very nice—so I relented and acquiesced to her demands. She slid a hand into the back pocket of my shorts, pulling me into her and pressing her crotch into mine. Then it dawned on me how naïve I’d been. She hadn’t invited me out to pal around. We were on a date! When her lips bit at my neckline, I shivered and gasped. This was all new to me. Sure, I’d fantasized about sex with another woman. Didn’t most girls? But I’d never seen myself actually pursuing the fantasy. I was suddenly a little frightened, but the arousal I was experiencing trumped any trepidation. Her touch felt electrifying!

Kyleena’s other hand snaked through my blonde mane, her nails gently stroking my scalp. She pulled me forward and placed her puffy lips on mine, kissing me with a passion I’d never experienced. I yielded and kissed her back, sparks flying through every pore of my body. Her tongue breached my lips, swirling inside my mouth, exploring the conquest. Then she pulled back, leaving me dazed and bewildered. Kyleena flashed that devilish girly smile and tapped a finger to my nose.

“Wanna come over to my house?” she asked in a voice commensurate to a couple of ten-year-olds finishing up a round of hide-and-go-seek in the backyard.

I sputtered initially but marginally found my voice.

“Uh-umm-uh, yes,” I barely whispered.

Next thing I realized, we were clomping down Juniper before turning toward the park on a side street. A row of small, well-kept houses appearing to have been built in the forties lined the narrow lane, most with tidy lawns and big trees. Kyleena yanked me up a walkway and onto a stoop beneath a small portico. Producing a key, she unlocked the front door and led me inside to a small living room.

I glanced around the dwelling, wide-eyed and mystified. The place looked more like a new-age retail shop than someone’s home. Displays of crystal, pottery, and colored glass filled shelves, and door beads covered accesses to what I assumed was a short hallway in the middle of the room and a kitchen to the right. Hardwood floors lay beneath assorted rugs, most a little worn and weary but otherwise clean and functional. An olive sofa with an accompanying ottoman sat along the far wall with a southwestern throw having a similar design to her headband tossed over a back cushion. A matching chair jutted diagonally to the sofa, and a small glass coffee table accompanied the modest furniture. Two small end tables were placed at opposite sides of the space and were littered with a variety of candles. Kyleena lit a few, illuminating the room with a comfortable glow.

“Do you like my house?” she asked, but it was almost more of a statement than a question.

“I love it,” I answered sincerely. “It’s…uh…unique.”

Kyleena danced in place. “Unique! Unique! I like that,” she cheered as I tried not to shake my head in wonderment at her.

She was silent for a moment as she gazed around her living room, and it gave me a second to asses my situation. I’d willingly followed her to her home following the glorious kiss on the deck at Joe’s. There was no denying that my infatuation with the girl had grown exponentially throughout the day. She was very pretty and the childlike cuteness was damn near irresistible. There seemed to be no hidden agenda with Kyleena. She wanted to play and had chosen me as her playmate. It was sweet…and sweetly erotic. I just wasn’t sure how far I could take it, nor was I certain if I could resist. These were unchartered waters, and she’d assumed the role of the boat’s captain.

“Wanna see my bedroom?” she finally asked.

Before I could respond, she had grabbed my hand, leading me through the beads and down a hallway. We passed a bathroom on the left and another beaded opening that I assumed was a spare bedroom. The master was at the end of the hallway, another set of beads covering the entrance. I was nervous, like I was being led inside a funhouse, but also eager to investigate her bedroom and maybe coax another kiss from her.

A simple master boasted a queen bed, a single nightstand, and a bookshelf littered with paperbacks. A long table matching the wood of her bedframe held another assortment of candles. Again, she gave light to the room by striking a match and touching it to several of the wicks. Then the girl strolled over to her bed, pulled the comforter back, and began removing her clothes. I watched in dumb fascination as she stripped. First, off came her blouse. She removed a skimpy bra, and I wondered if she could get by without one. Her tits were small but magnificently perfect, proud nipples extending from pinkish areolas the size of a quarter. Kyleena looked at me and gave me a sly smile as she undid her skirt. I watched mesmerized as the garment dropped to the floor. She stepped out of the skirt and plucked each boot, one at a time, from her feet. I gulped as she stood naked except for the black thong covering her crotch. Her smile faded and a pink tongue emerged from her lips as she brought two thumbs under the thin elastic band on each of her hips.

I sucked in a little rush of air as she worked the last article of her clothing down her thin yet muscled legs. A small patch of reddish-brown pubic hair, exquisitely shaped and groomed, crowned two succulent lips budding between her legs. Closing the gap, Kyleena took two steps toward me, eliminating the distance between us. Again, she placed her hand in my pocket and pulled me close and pressed her lips against mine. The kiss was soft at first but soon became needy and urgent. I could hardly breathe. She seemed to sense it and withdrew slightly, raising a hand and tracing her nails gently down my cheek.

“I invited you over to play,” she said. “It’s time to play now.”

Kyleena led me to the edge of the bed and began removing my clothes—top, shorts, bra, and sandals—until I stood before her in lacy, red panties. Slowly, she knelt, leaning in and kissing my belly, soft warm pecks tingling my skin and sending shock waves to my girly bits. All of a sudden, I was dripping wet, my love nectar flowing freely from my pussy and soaking the only material left on my body. Kyleena pressed her face against my mons and inhaled.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned.

I returned the moan and raised her one.

“You smell so good,” she breathed. “And now I’m going to make you feel so good.”

As Kyleena pushed me back onto the bed, my legs flew up and she took the opportunity to free me of my panties. I stiffened a little as her soft, warm cheeks brushed my inner thighs and I gave a little cry.

“First time with a girl?” she asked.

I couldn’t speak. I could only nod. Kyleena winked and flashed her devilish smile as she dove between my legs. Hot breath covered my sex as she teased me. Then a warm tongue toyed at the junction where my right leg terminated and the treasure she sought burned with desire. A distant part of me wanted to resist, but it was too late. I was overwhelmed with need. A recent wax had removed all of my pubic hair, so the initial contact to my flesh was without barrier. Kyleena worked her tongue in figure-eights, barely avoiding my sex. I was nearly out of my mind and couldn’t believe the words that betrayed my lips.

“Please! Please! Yes!” I cried.

Kyleena’s eyes met mine, and I could see the delight they held in my torture. She played with me a little longer until I was nearly mad, craving for release. Then she relented, coiling her tongue and separating my petals with a vertical stroke, but stopping just short of my pulsating clit. I cried out again in agony.

“God! Please! Fuck me!” I moaned.

And that’s when she went to town. Her tongue was everywhere, assaulting my pussy without restraint. I arched my back and she pushed my legs apart, alternating laps to my sensitive bud with probes inside my canal. I was on fire, and while usually undemonstrative during arousal, I could not help myself at the hands of the impish nymph with her face nestled in my honey pot. My screams were shrill and unusually obscene.

“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” I roared. “OH, MY GOD! YES! EAT MY PUSSY!”

Kyleena’s attack continued. I felt my back involuntarily arch even farther. The muscles in my legs went rigid, and my arms flew to my sides, gripping fistfuls of sheets. I was a madwoman, bucking and writhing in the grasp of my new and odd little friend. My body became light as a feather, and my mind went almost completely blank. My world was reduced to Kyleena’s tongue and my cunt. I felt my head twisting back-and-forth, whipping my blonde hair over my damp cheeks. And then I exploded. My entire body went rigid, followed by tremors until I shook uncontrollably with my release, soaking my lover with a gush of lust.

I lay whimpering, my breathing raspy and uneven, wondering if I’d died and gone to heaven. I’d had plenty of orgasms, both self-administered and otherwise, but nothing had compared to this. I realized my fists still gripped the sheets, so I slowly released them, my hands shaking and sweaty. And then I felt Kyleena slithering up my body until our mouths were locked in an earthy kiss, my lady love lingering on her lips. The girl lifted her head, breaking the kiss and brushing hair from my face. I closed my eyes and breathed another sputtering whimper.

“Open your eyes,” she instructed. “We are just getting started.”

“Oh, God,” I moaned. “I’m not sure I can take anymore.”

She gave me a gleeful grin and raised her eyebrows.

“Well,” she said. “You can see to my needs while you recover.”

I froze momentarily. I was both thrilled at the prospect of her suggestion and utterly terrified. But as she slithered up my body and straddled my chest, I knew I was more intrigued with the unchartered waters than I was fearful. I displayed this by reaching out and grasping her tanned and smooth hips. Kyleena gripped my hair forcefully with both hands. The sensation was a little painful, but oddly erotic. She moved her treasure a little farther north while pulling my head south.

“Eat my pussy, Mirena,” she breathed. “Lick me!”

Her feminine fragrance hit me first. She was both earthy and floral, similar to the aroma of a damp forest of wildflowers on a dewy spring morning. Her scent was surprisingly enticing, and I suddenly found myself filled with lust. Perhaps it was the pheromones trapped in her ginger pubic hair, or maybe it was the smell and touch of her warm and creamy inner thighs as they caressed my cheeks.

And then, when I focused my eyes on her sex, I knew there was no turning back. She was a beautiful creature. Her pinkish brown lips, even and full, glistened with her desire. Kyleena descended upon me, and I opened my mouth to receive her, unleashing my tongue on its virgin voyage into the great unknown. She was both salty and sweet, a hint of tang lingering on my palate. To my delight, I found her incredibly appealing, and my enthusiasm was rewarded with a low breathy sigh from my lover.

I brought my tongue through her folds as she’d done to me and was rewarded with a shiver from my playmate. Kyleena threw her head back, unleashing a growl as she began to gyrate her hips over my face. Juices flowed from her fiery snatch, dribbling down my cheeks as I lapped at her quim. My tongue located her jewel, and I made tight circles over her pulsating bud, swirling my tongue eagerly, absorbing her musky delight.

“That’s it, Mirena,” she cried. “Yes, baby! Lick me! Suck my cunt!”

I doubled down, greedily nibbling and gnawing her flesh. Her moans became more audible as she unhanded my hair and pawed at her own little tits, tweaking and pulling her long pink nipples. I reached my hands up to join hers and she cried out again.

“Fuck! Do it! Squeeze my nipples!”

I did as instructed, but it wasn’t good enough.

“Harder! Harder! Pinch them!” she bellowed.

I squeezed with greater intensity, and she yelped approvingly at the pressure.

Centering my tongue on her clit, I rapidly flicked back-and-forth, side-to-side, as her hands returned to my hair. Kyleena started rocking. The rocking segued to shaking until she was seized with a stiffening just prior to a violent paroxysm, roughly abrading my face with her overworked pussy. A warm flow of nectar poured from her cunt, soaking my face with her cum.

She slowed and began rotating her body, falling onto the pillows against the headboard. But she didn’t release me. Instead, she gripped my face between her vise-like thighs and took me with her. I landed with my head between her legs, this time hovering above her.

“You did such a good job, sweetie,” she cooed. “Do it again!”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. I dove back in, licking the delicious honey, warm and slick, from her sopping cunt. She sang her approval with girly giggles and yelps as I went downtown. Kyleena’s hands seized my hair again, pulling it forcibly while gyrating her hips.

“Oh, Mirena! Baby! Eat it! Lick it!” she hollered.

It didn’t take her long before she was flopping all over the bed in ecstasy. Encouraged by the prowess of my newly developed skills, I chased her around the bed as she both begged for mercy while pleading for more. And then she came, once again showering my face with her slick sauce. When she could take no more, Kyleena pushed me dismissively from her, shaking and trembling for a few moments as she recovered.

Once settled, she reached for me again and we entwined our bodies in a tangled mass of limbs and locked lips in a passionate kiss until we drifted off in each other’s arms.
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It was still dark when I stirred. I wasn’t aware of how long I’d slept, but the candles across the room still burned with vigor. I turned and saw Kyleena was awake too. She crinkled her nose and gave me a big grin.

“You like candles,” I said.

“I like candles,” Kyleena repeated.

“Maybe you should buy one of Gwyneth’s,” I quipped.

Kyleena raised her eyebrows, rolled over, and opened the drawer to her nightstand, producing a long, thick, ribbed stick of blue wax.

“If I want a candle to smell like pussy, I have a better way to do it,” she retorted.

My eyes went wide when she pinned my leg with her torso and placed the tip of the paraffin phallus near the opening to my vagina.

“Prepare to get fucked, Mirena!”

Before I knew what was happening, Kyleena’s mouth covered my pussy. When she was satisfied I had been properly lubed—it hadn’t taken much—she gently pushed about one inch of the faux-cock inside me. I groaned. The sensation was equally frightening and pleasurable, but I wasn’t sure I could take the candle’s girth. I braved a big inhale and followed that with a slow exhale as my lover drove another inch inside of me. The sight of the candle entering my pussy was obscenely erotic, causing my juices to flow mightily.

“That’s my girl,” Kyleena breathed.

She had half of what I guessed to be about eight inches inside of me now, stretching me to my limits. The invasion was mind-boggling. On one hand, there was no denying the satisfaction I was receiving from it, but I had concerns it might rip me in two. And now, as Kyleena gradually worked the makeshift toy in and out of me, it began to glide with greater ease, not to mention the agonizing delight it was bringing to my now frothy quim.

“Arrrrr…ahhh…ooohhhh,” I moaned. “Oh my God, that feels incredible!”

“Yeah, baby,” Kyleena cheered. “Good girl!”

She pushed the candle in farther still before leaning in to give my clit a spirited flick with her tongue…and then another. My eyes rolled back in my head, and once again, I grasped the bedsheets with fisted hands.

“OH, FUCK!” I screamed. “Don’t stop!”

“Yeah?” she teased.

Her tongue did its magic while she continued to fuck me with the candle. I could hear my own voice, groaning, moaning, crying out in ecstasy, but it somehow seemed foreign and distant. My cream ran from my tortured pussy, pooling in my ass, and Kyleena followed the trail with her free hand. With her tongue still on my clit and one hand guiding the candle in and out of my twat, she used a skilled finger to toy with my now slick asshole. The sensation was insanely delicious. All senses were firing now.

Kyleena entered my third input, pressing up and hitting a bundle of nerves on the wall separating my asshole and vagina that simply set me ablaze. I opened my mouth to scream, but no words escaped. I had never felt anything quite as amazing as the glorious violation I was now enduring.

“I’m gonna cum,” I finally managed in a raspy voice.

“Yeah, sugar,” Kyleena prompted. “Cum for me! Cum for me, baby!”

In a frenzy, I threw my head back into the headboard, the cushiony pillows possibly saving me from injury. Screaming like I’d never screamed before, I climaxed with an intensity I had never imagined possible. My legs shook and my belly undulated. I watched in bizarre fascination as my body was consumed with the uncontrollable orgasm. I thought I might die. Gasping for air, I flopped and twisted in my lover’s clutch. Still, she hung on like a champ, continuing her massage of all my parts as my trip to The Promised Land escalated even further. I’m not sure how many times I came, or if it was all one big orgasm, but I nearly lost my mind, the madness of my ecstasy taking me to the brink of insanity. And then the world went black.

**********

I awoke to the sun breaching the blinds through the bedroom window. This was odd because I had blackout drapes, and only the jangling of my alarm had ever awakened me. Abruptly, I sat upright and looked around, confused and disoriented. I was alone in the room, but it wasn’t my room. I fell back onto the bed and covered my eyes with both hands, rubbing vigorously in an attempt to clear my vision. When I opened them again, nothing had changed. Then it all came rushing back to me. I’d had the wildest night of sex in my entire life, and with a girl no less. I lay listening to the surrounding environment but heard nothing at first. Then I heard a faint tinkling noise, like metal against porcelain—a sound from the kitchen perhaps.

Making my way down the hall, still naked, I located the bathroom, closed the door, and peed. Noticing a jug of mouthwash on the back of the toilet, I swigged a few ounces, swishing the liquid around my mouth to freshen up. Looking in the mirror, I laughed. My hair was in complete disarray—like two chipmunks and a squirrel had nested in it overnight—but it suited the situation and looked kind of good in a wild sort of way. So I left it how it was and bumbled into the kitchen, finding Kyleena topless, wearing only skimpy shorts.

“Hi,” I said.

She smiled brightly and spoke.

“I’ll make you some breakfast,” she sang.

“No, Kyleena, don’t go to any trouble.”

She waved a hand at me and went to the cupboard where she removed a box of Fruit Loops and a box of Lucky Charms. Holding them up in each hand, she waved them in the air.

“Which one?” she asked.

I pursed my lips together to stifle a laugh and possibly succeeded in keeping my amusement to myself.

“Uh…umm…either one is fine, sweetie,” I said, now biting my lower lip.

I usually had a bagel and banana or toast with cantaloupe for breakfast. I hadn’t eaten sugary cereal in years, but I once again found her childlike qualities refreshing.

Kyleena glanced at each box and then back at me.

“Lucky Charms for you,” she decided gleefully with a wink.

She poured out my cereal before splashing some milk over it, and then she dropped a spoon into the mix. We chomped on cereal but were otherwise quiet while we nourished our bodies with sugar, gluten, and dairy.

“Do you have coffee?” I finally asked.

“Yuck,” she said. “Besides, caffeine is bad for you.”

I stared at her to determine if she was for real, but she apparently didn’t see the absurdity of her disdain for caffeine as she shoveled tons of processed sugar into her mouth. I stifled another laugh.

“I like your house,” I said. “It is your house, I assume?”

She smiled. “Daddy bought it for me. He’s rich!”

I raised my eyebrows and pursed my lips before responding.

“Oh, uh, how nice.”

“Uh-huh,” she said, directing her attention back to her bowl of cereal.

I devoured my Lucky Charms, enjoying every spoonful as I contemplated my predicament. On the surface, it might have been easy to dismiss Kyleena as a flighty airhead, but I sensed a real shrewdness about her. She was one of these people who knew how to get what she wanted. The girl had set her sights on me, in fact, and here I was, naked in her kitchen, eating a child’s breakfast. I was willing to bet she’d worked her dad over for the nice little cottage she lived in, though not in an underhanded or shifty way. She likely hadn’t needed to; she was plenty persuasive with the straightforward approach. I hadn’t been tricked, for example. Kyleena had just been convincing. There was no denying that the pretty little thing had a certain charm about her. I was duly charmed without a doubt. And while I’d surprised myself that I had dove into a torrid lesbian encounter, I knew in the back of my mind I’d always been curious. I had Kyleena to thank for showing me the ropes. And boy had she! I felt my juices flowing just looking at her now.

“I should dress,” I said, standing up and carrying my dish to the sink where I poured out the milk and placed the bowl and spoon into the dishwasher. As I turned to head down the hall, a tinge of pain shot through my foot and I sputtered a little cry.

“What’s wrong?” Kyleena inquired.

“Oh, nothing,” I said. “My foot is just a little tender and crampy from all the skating and dancing yesterday, I guess.” I smirked and added, “Maybe I tweaked it with all the acrobatics last night.”

Kyleena grinned. “I know just what you need!”

She danced over to me and took my arm, leading me to the sofa.

“Sit,” she said, giving me a little shove until I bounced onto the olive couch cushion. “I’ll be right back.”

Kyleena returned in short order, carrying several squirt bottles and towels. As she got closer, I noticed they consisted of some sort of massage oils along with a water/alcohol mix. She kicked the ottoman toward my feet and draped it with a towel. Then she instructed me to place my feet on the towel. She perched spread-eagle on the back of the ottoman and sprayed my feet with the alcohol cleanser. I giggled like a schoolgirl when she took a small rag and worked it between my toes, over my arches, and on my soles. The sensation was a mixture of bizarre awkwardness and delight, but soon I settled in, enjoying the manipulation.

I looked up at my new lover and noticed she was all business, now working each toe by passing the knuckle of her thumb over each of my joints.

“Ahh-ahh,” I cried, but Kyleena ignored my pleas.

I reflexively tried pulling away, but she was having none of that, giving my foot a gentle swat and admonishing me with stern eyes. I endured, sometimes gritting my teeth and other times cackling like a hen.

She toweled off my cleansed feet and smiled coyly as she reached for the oils. I watched her as she squirted a liberal dose of potion onto her hands, rubbing them together vigorously. When she touched me again, I moaned with ecstasy. I’m not sure if they were warming oils or if the friction of her hands created the heat, but the sensation was heavenly. Closing my eyes, I lay back, relaxing into the cushions as Kyleena massaged my feet. The process went on for about ten minutes, and then she worked her way up to my ankles before massaging my calves. When she got to my thighs, I gasped. I looked down at my slickened legs and felt the additional slickening of my dewy petals.

“God, that feels good,” I breathed. “Don’t ever stop!”

Kyleena giggled and worked her magic farther up my legs, kneading the muscles of my thighs with her strong little hands. I felt her bare breasts at my knees as her hands continued their ascent, culminating with two thumbs toying the creases where my legs terminated at my crotch. I cried out as her caress continued north, her oiled paws narrowly missing my inflamed labia.

“Ahh! Fuck!” I bellowed. “Oooohhhh!”

Kyleena slid farther up my frame. As she kept her hands working all around my sex, she nibbled on my flesh before running a slick tongue up my inner thigh. Her thumbs pushed at my outer lips, coaxing and teasing them until I could literally feel my juices flowing. When her oily fingers brushed my lips, I nearly came from the contact.

The girl slithered along until her face hovered over my throbbing twat. Kyleena breathed hot breath over my pussy, causing me to shiver with anticipation. Then her thumb flicked my clit, and I instinctively thrust my hips to increase the pressure. Deciding she had teased me long enough, Kyleena circled a slippery thumb over my pearl. I inhaled a raspy breath, a little noise catching in my throat. I felt the tremor building in my belly, a warm flow of liquid quenching the thirst that lay within. The tremor segued into a rattle, my thighs quaking in anticipation. Then I lost control, exploding in the grasp of my lover, the elusive crescendo of my lust reaching its high note. And that’s when Kyleena dipped her tongue into my sex. There was no turning back. My orgasm was upon me with a blistering fury. The only choice was to submit to its power and force. I felt a gush and a spray escape from my quivering quim, soaking Kyleena’s face with my cum. Twisting and bending, I shoved a fisted hand into my mouth to stifle the scream as sanity became an elusive commodity. I felt a finger probe my insides, toying with my G-spot, bringing a second wave of bliss roaring through my body and another release of hot lava from my cunt.

Sensing I could take no more, Kyleena relented. Panting like a marathon runner at the end of the race, I tried to relax my shoulders, stiff with glorious post-coitus tension. Several minutes passed before I opened my eyes. My lover was stroking my thighs lovingly, coaxing me back to reality.

“Well, that was fun,” she finally said, causing us to giggle in unison. “How about we shower now?”
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Following another sex-crazed adventure in the shower, I reluctantly begged off on Kyleena’s offer to go skating again. My part-time job at the coffee house had me scheduled the next two days, so it was later in the week when I met up with my frisky new pal. We skated the slalom course and then glided around the park in the warm, early-afternoon sunshine. After lunching on a few fish tacos and iced tea from a food truck along Piedmont, we hit the course again, this time hooking up with Kyleena’s curvy and buxom friend, Big-booty Trudy.

By mid-afternoon, we were all ready to take a break from the day’s vigorous activities, so Kyleena suggested a rendezvous at her house an hour or so later, giving us all time to shower and change.

“I’ll bring a little something I snagged off of Quinton,” Trudy winked.

Kyleena balled her fists in front of her little breasts, squealing and bouncing like a child standing next in line for ice cream. I looked between the two girls nervously, wondering about the mischief they were up to. Then, reminding myself about my summer of discovery, I soon joined the laughter before we all ambled toward the park entrance, splitting up and heading our separate ways.

It was close to evening when I arrived at Kyleena’s cottage. I banged on the door and Trudy, dressed in snug red shorts and a tight blue tank top that hid little of her monstrous melons, offered me entry. Her black hair shone and glimmered against her brown skin, and her shapely thick haunches bounced and jiggled as she led me into the room.

Kyleena sat on the olive sofa, a short white sundress covering her small frame. She smiled and raised a drink.

“We’re having vodka and grapefruit juice,” she cried. “Cuz, like healthy! Let me fix you one.”

Trudy smiled and raised a glass of the pale pink concoction. It was then that I realized what a remarkably pretty young woman she was. I watched as she sat down and removed something from a backpack on the floor—a cylindrical device with a cartridge attached to it as it turned out.

“Is that a dab pen?” I asked.

“Sure is, sweetie,” Trudy cooed. “Quinton gets the best stuff. This here is an Indica strain called Granddaddy Purple!”

I looked around nervously for Kyleena. She strode back into the living room and handed me my drink. I took a sip and swallowed, measuring the strength of the beverage. It was plenty stout, but not overly so. In fact, she had done a good job mixing it proportionally. Kyleena turned her attention to the big Puerto Rican girl and raised her eyebrows.

“Oh, girl! Fire it up!”

Kyleena moved next to Trudy on the sofa, and I took the chair, unsettled and unsure about what was happening. I had no real reservations about people using marijuana, but I’d never tried it myself, though I knew it would eventually be offered to me. I sat conflicted, watching the girls as they passed the pen from one to the other. When Trudy extended the device to me, I confessed.

“Uh-umm, I never tried it before,” I said.

Both girls grinned and chuckled, making me feel even more insecure. But then Kyleena’s grin turned to a gentle smile.

“Do what you want, Mirena. But if you’d like to try it, it’s safe to do so here with us.”

I looked between them once more, thinking again of my summer of exploration—the exploration I’d already experienced with Kyleena. I made a bold move and reached for the pen.

“What do I do?” I inquired.

“Hold the button for a few seconds and then drag on the end. Inhale the vapor and hold it in your lungs until it becomes uncomfortable. Then exhale,” Trudy instructed. “It won’t hurt you. I promise.”

I did as directed. When my lungs started to burn, I exhaled a plume of smoke, sputtering and coughing as I did. Kyleena laughed and handed me my drink.

“Easy now there, girly,” she giggled.

The girls took turns hitting the pen once more. Then Kyleena looked at me.

“Let’s see how it affects you before you have any more, hon,” she said.

I nodded and sipped my drink, pacing myself, considering the uncertainty of the effect the weed would have on me.

Nothing seemed unusual for several minutes as I sat mostly silent, listening to the two friends talking casually about skating, fashion, and music. Then sort of a warm calm shrouded me, like being wrapped in a cozy blanket. Suddenly the two girls on the sofa seemed more animated and lively, not quite caricatures of themselves, but almost. I giggled and they stopped their conversation and smiled at me.

“Someone is a little high,” Trudy teased, pulling a blue-tooth speaker from her backpack and using an app on her phone to turn on some soothing Latin music.

Trudy stood and started shaking her big body to the music as I stared in awe at her gyrations. Then, Kyleena joined the dusky girl, and the two began bumping and grinding, touching and smacking each other’s bottoms. Time stood still and the song seemed to last forever. When it finished, a slower song came on, sultry and seductive. I gasped when Trudy wiggled out of her top, unleashing two bouncing boobs with large brown areolas. Kyleena slipped out of her dress, revealing a naked body beneath. Reaching up, the slender nymph got two handfuls of Trudy’s fleshy breasts, tweaking and kneading them as they swayed to the music. Trudy raised her arms in the air, allowing the manipulation while swinging her dark mane back-and-forth. Then in a flash, Trudy unfastened her shorts and with a few wiggles of her big ass, slid shorts and panties down her thick legs, revealing a dark thatch of luxurious pubic hair.

The girls danced naked for a few moments as I sat stunned, wondering if the weed was making me hallucinate. As the song ended, Kyleena stepped into Trudy’s embrace. A salsa tune came on next, sexy and provocative, and that’s when the naked girls, just feet from me, began kissing. The kissing turned passionate and I couldn’t look away. I was both shocked and titillated by the spectacle only a few feet from me.

Kyleena untangled herself from the larger girl and pressed a small hand between Trudy’s massive jugs. The smaller girl looked at me, flashing a devilish grin.

“Watch for a spell if you like,” she said before pausing. “And join in if you want.”

Join in? A threesome? Had I been set up? Did I care?

Mesmerized, I continued to watch, realizing I was about to witness a live porn show. I also realized I was soaking wet between my thighs. In fact, I had never been quite this turned on. Again, I questioned the effect the marijuana played but almost didn’t care, my incredible arousal now the biggest concern.

Kyleena guided the larger woman to the sofa and gave her a nudge. Trudy flopped onto the cushions, settling in after a little bounce. Perhaps it was intentional, but Kyleena angled herself in such a fashion that I got a bird’s eye view of anything and everything. The kissing was over. My little lover had shifted her interest to the dark forest between Trudy’s legs and the treasure that lay within.

Kyleena pushed the big woman’s legs into the air, exposing her sex. Trudy took hold of the backs of her own heavy thighs, accommodating Kyleena in her quest. The Puerto Rican’s pussy was on full display, dark meaty lips with wet flesh the color of a pomegranate beyond—an exotic doorway in a forbidden jungle. I was awed. Most girls of my generation shaved, waxed, or trimmed their pubic hair. And while I could tell Trudy’s was shaped and groomed, it was nonetheless a bushy display of black curls that I found surprisingly attractive. Apparently, Kyleena did too, for she was currently licking Trudy’s inner right thigh as she worked her way toward paradise.

Trudy released a long breathy moan, and her eyes went half-lidded as Kyleena hovered just over her pussy, breathing hot breath onto Trudy’s quivering flesh. Then my little lover dove in, pink tongue flicking wildly, sending Trudy into orbit.

“Aaaaahhhh! Uuuuuhhhh! Ooooohhhh!” bellowed Trudy. “FUCK ME!”

I watched in stunned fascination as Kyleena assaulted the larger woman’s dripping cunt. Rapid-fire laps and licks lashed Trudy’s pussy with untethered ferocity. The Latina bucked and writhed, big hips swaying and grinding as Kyleena worked her over. My hand went inadvertently to my own pussy, rubbing my sex as I watched the wicked Sapphic display in front of me. I was wildly horny, and without really thinking, I began to disrobe. In the meantime, Trudy was obviously approaching orgasm. Her big body began to quiver before going still. With Kyleena’s face buried in her snatch, Trudy let loose a feral cry, an inhuman wail, before bouncing all over the sofa in mad paroxysms of lust.

When her prey calmed, Kyleena turned and looked at me. I was naked now, much to her delight, and I noticed her face glistened with Trudy’s lady love. Kyleena motioned me over. I tentatively rose and took a few shaky steps toward the pile of feminine hotness lying on the sofa.

“I need your help,” my little lover encouraged.

Trudy opened her eyes, giving me a lusty grin.

“You can play with Big-booty Trudy too, luv,” she teased.

It was quite the invitation, and one I didn’t want to refuse.

“Give me a hand,” Kyleena said.

I took it figuratively, but soon discovered she meant it quite literally.

Kyleena took my wrist and pulled me to the floor next to her. Trudy’s wet, hairy pussy was directly in front of me now.

“Touch her! Play with her pussy,” Kyleena instructed while Trudy flashed a lewd grin.

I reached out and lay my hands on the big girl, first touching the satiny brown of her inner thigh. Trudy squirmed and cackled, but gasped when my hand moved up and fondled her drenched flower.

“Fuck yes, girl. Finger my cunt!”

I slid two fingers into her slick chasm, using my thumb to coax her throbbing clit, surprised by the silkiness of her pubic hair tickling my thumb. Trudy groaned and wet slurping noises sang from her hot box. Kyleena dove back in, licking Trudy’s labia, teasing her lips until she zeroed in on her clit. I removed my thumb, going deeper into the Latina’s vagina, prompting another loud moan from our thick lover.

I located the corrugated patch of flesh inside of Trudy’s pussy, her G-spot, and drummed it with my fingers the same way I’d manipulated mine during private masturbation sessions. Trudy responded favorably, arching her hips and biting her lower lip in agonized ecstasy.

“Harder! Harder!” Trudy demanded. “Fuck me hard! Get up in that pussy, girl!”

While continuing to flick Trudy’s clit with violent fury, Kyleena maneuvered my wrist as Trudy thrust her hips at me. Suddenly, I had four fingers inside the Puerto Rican girl’s cunt.

“More! More!” she screamed.

I pushed deeper and pressed my thumb inside the coiled fingers already soaked with Trudy’s juices. Another thrust from the Latina and my hand disappeared inside her.

“Fist me! FUCK! Fist me.”

I was tuned in now, realizing that Trudy liked it rough. Kyleena popped her head up and issued instructions.

“Spin around, Trudy,” she commanded before glancing at me. “Keep that fist inside her.”

Trudy turned and twisted her big ass with surprising grace and ease while Kyleena jumped onto the back of the sofa, nestling her petite body with long slender legs on either side of Trudy’s head. Grabbing a handful of dark hair rather fiercely, Kyleena’s voice boomed.

“Lick me! Make me cum!” she shouted at the curvy woman we now had transformed into a human skewer.

Kyleena wrapped her long legs around Trudy’s back and pulled her hair.

“Suck my pussy,” she bellowed.

I went back to work, fascinated at what I was a party to, plunging my fisted hand like a piston into Trudy’s love tunnel. Kyleena was bellowing obscenities now, her wild auburn hair flying around her face as she writhed and bounced on Trudy’s face. Then, with little warning, cries and wails from both women filled the room, echoing off the sturdy walls. Trudy’s considerable backside began to bounce and grind on my hand, which was now buried up to my wrist in her dusky muff. When she stiffened and froze, I knew the dam was about to burst. But Kyleena got there first, climaxing with a feral cry, tossing her reddish-brown mane with such vigor I worried she might suffer whiplash. Trudy raised her head, breathless and needy, requiring only a few more thrusts from me. I increased the velocity to a maddening rate until she screamed with passion.

“FUCK! FUCK! YES! YES! I’m cumming! I’M CUMMING!”

I pounded her from behind for another minute until her yells turned to whimpers. When I removed my paw from her throbbing twat, a river of lady lust poured from her pussy, trickling down her legs.

“I want to taste you,” I said to the big woman. “I want to lick your pussy.”

She didn’t respond right away, but soon she turned and smiled.

“That can be arranged, Mirena,” she breathed.

By then, Kyleena had recovered as well.

“The bedroom,” she instructed.

We followed the little redhead down the hallway like lost puppies, wondering what she had in mind.

“Lie flat on the bed,” Kyleena said, glancing my direction. “Straddle her, Trudy. I’m gonna have a shot at her sweet pussy!”

The next thing I knew, I was immersed in female flesh, Trudy’s big tits hanging over me with her dripping hairy pussy impaled on my mouth while Kyleena began tonguing my clamoring honey pot. The sensation was overwhelming, soft and creamy skin covering my body, pleasuring me, sending me into orbit.

Reaching up, I grabbed Trudy’s massive jugs as she rode my face. We found a rhythm. My tongue savaged her clit while my hands tweaked and kneaded her breasts. Trudy thrust her pussy onto my mouth as she braced herself with hands on either side of my waist. The Latina’s feminine aroma filled my senses, and I inhaled deeply, breathing in her musky scent. Her taste was thick and heady, her nectar warm and spicy, the feel of her bush brushing my cheeks deliciously erotic. I devoured her while Kyleena went rabid on my quivering cunt. I dipped my tongue deep into Trudy’s tasty pussy, brushing her clit with my nose. Again, she began to wail and moan, quiver and shake, until she was a ticking time bomb of Sapphic lust. When she exploded, her rich cum soaked my face, little streams of girly sauce rolling down my cheeks.

After Trudy alighted, I began to focus on my own needs. Upon the curvy girl’s dismount, Kyleena had come into full view, the visual heightening the pleasure of what she was doing between my legs. When Trudy had recovered, she lowered her face to my breasts, sucking and pinching my nipples. But Kyleena had other plans.

“Join me,” she instructed Trudy. “I’m heading south!”

Suddenly, my hips were lifted upward. Trudy’s mouth replaced the brief vacancy from Kyleena’s departure, and when my little lover’s tongue found my asshole, I nearly screamed bloody murder.

Reaching down, one hand found Trudy’s head, and the other located my tits. I pinched and pulled and massaged my boobs as the ladies licked my wares.

A distant rumble, low but steady, started in my belly. My skin turned hot and my scalp tingled. Again, I felt light as a feather. The rumble turned to a rattle, leading to an uncontrollable shaking fit unlike anything I’d ever experienced. A rush of heat flooded my body, every sense on high alert. Then the first wave of my violent orgasm laid siege to me, consuming me, reducing me to a singular purpose. When two rough fingers entered my pussy, I gave in to the pleasure my body and mind demanded, orgasming with reckless abandon, creaming my lovers with a frothy gush of love, rewarding their efforts with my liquid release.

I dozed off, the fiery love session leaving me delightfully weary and exhausted. I awoke to the sun, alone in Kyleena’s bed. After using the bathroom to clean up and brush my teeth, I followed sounds to the kitchen.

I smiled at my lovers, both spooning Cap’n Crunch cereal into their mouths. I sat down at the table and shook my head. But then I realized I was ravenous.

“Would you like a bowl?” Kyleena asked.

I nodded, and soon she placed the sugary cereal in front of me. I must admit it tasted quite good. We slurped our breakfast but were otherwise quiet until Trudy finished and rose.

“I better get going, kiddos,” she said.

I looked at the gorgeous woman in the sunlight shining through the kitchen windows. She was indeed a lovely creature with all her curves and caramel coloring.

“It was fun,” I said lamely, not knowing what else to say.

“Fun? You had your entire hand in my business, girl. It’s serious now. I’m expecting a ring tomorrow,” she joked.

Big-booty Trudy walked toward the door then, shaking her magnificence and leaving Kyleena and me laughing until our sides hurt. And then my little pixie grabbed my wrist, pulling me toward the bedroom.

“We have some unfinished business ourselves, Mirena,” she said, giving me a blistering smack on my bum as we headed down the hallway.
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