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Chapter One

It was at night,
that she put her plan into action. The mature woman with the
chestnut haired was lying in bed with her young blonde lover when
she brought up the young girl’s former lover.

"So, I got to meet you former roommate," The
chestnut haired woman said.

"When?" The blonde asked.

"Pretty soon, she's nice I don’t understand
why you didn’t suggest. You said she’s a great lover and very
adventurous, we need to have her over for dinner sometime and
"Establish a relationship" as she put it."

"You’re going to tell her about us?" the
blonde asked.

"Yea and if all goes well and she says she's
okay with us. She's single, I can see a lot of sexy times with the
three of us."

"Well we do love each other," The blonde said
with a smile.

"So it would be okay if she came over for
dinner this weekend?" The mature woman said asked.

"Absolutely, I'd like to see her again,” The
blonde replied.

"Thank you so much," the older woman said.
She kissed her young lover, who gave her a look, then pulled her in
and kissed her even harder.

"Get your toy," The blonde whispered as she
pulled off her clothes. The mature woman took off her clothes and
pulled her strap on out of her dresser drawer.

"Let's see how much cardio you did today,"
the blonde said as she warmed up her pussy for her lover's cock.
The blonde let down her long hair and rubbed her clit until she was
wet. The chestnut hair was always down since she had her natural
hair in a shoulder cut.

The blonde got on her hands on the bed and
waited for her lover’s cock. She used the tip to tease the blonde,
then spat on her cock and slid it into her pussy. She grabbed the
blonde's hips and pulled her further onto her cock.

"Oooh yes. Just like that, baby, just like
that. Faster," she moaned. The older woman sped up and watched as
young girl took all of her cock over and over again.

"Are you gonna cum yet?" the brunette asked
seductively.

"I'm not that easy," She replied. She grabbed
the blonde's hair and pulled her head back causing her to moaned
louder and started rubbing her clit.

"God yes!" she screamed, "Keep going! Fuck!
YES!"

"Yea, you like that? You gonna cum on my
cock?" The brunette said. The blonde nodded, than collapsed onto
the bed as she came. She shook as the brunette slowly thrust her
cock into her pussy. The older woman slid her strap on out, took it
off, and licked the blonde's juices.

"Your turn," the blonde said as she pulled
her lover down onto her back and started licking her pussy. She
grabbed the brunette’s tits and watched as she started cumming. She
felt the blonde's tongue in her pussy but visualized her former
lover fucking her.

"Oh god!" The brunette moaned. This was all
she could muster before she came. The blonde got up and kissed her
lover hard as she slapped the brunette's pussy.

"Your pussy tastes so good," The blonde said
as they kissed.

"I know," the older woman said. “Now if you
will excuse me I have an errand to run.

***

Veronica squealed in pain as the woman in
front of her in line took an unexpected step backwards and stepped
on her right foot. She instantly stooped to rub the injured toes
that protruded from her patent leather sandal. As the woman turned
to apologize she was startled to find herself confronted by a
canyon of cleavage at the scooped neck of her summer blouse.
Flanking this delightful view, her silken chestnut hair shimmered
as she massaged her big toe.

"I say, I really am awfully sorry…" she
managed to blurt, distracted by the proximity of the twin globes
which undulated alarmingly at the brink of the gaping opening.
Their situation looked distinctly precarious - practically
untenable, in fact. She leaned back just far enough to avert
catastrophe.

The woman's voice was soft and cultured, full
of concern and contrition. Veronica looked up, ready to give her
hell for her clumsiness. Then she saw the gleam in her dark,
almond-shaped eyes, and the flush of embarrassment that reddened
her face and neck and knew she had observed that she wore no bra.
Still clutching her foot, she tried to rise and would have
overbalanced had she not graciously taken her elbow. It was a firm
yet gentle grip. The hand was manicured – the hand of a pianist,
perhaps; or a call girl! She was well dressed, tall and slender,
with black hair combed back from her brow without a parting.
Beautiful, well, yes, she acknowledged – but there was something
ominous about her, something cat-like; something exciting…

"Next, if you please!" The harsh voice of the
middle-aged woman behind the glass louvers broke in. The woman
stood aside and motioned Veronica to take her place. "It's the
least I can do", she said.

"No," Veronica replied, "the very least you
can do is to buy me a coffee when we get out of this place."

So it was then Veronica first met Hillary
Winston. She took her arm – merely to ease the strain on her
injured foot, you understand – as they crossed the road and entered
the "Black Bottom Bistro" – a trivial alliteration. It was actually
much more civilized than one might imagine from its name and the
quirky calligraphy. They found an unoccupied table outside, and
when it arrived, the coffee was good and served in elegant
bone-China cups. Hillary took out a silver cigarette case (yes, she
actually used one of these relics) and flicked it open. Veronica
declined. "But don't let me stop you," she said.

They made small talk for a minute or two
before Veronica challenged her. "When you stepped on my toe in the
Post Office… Well, was it really an accident?"

Hillary puffed out her cheeks, slowly
releasing a trickle of smoke into the air. "Well, it was - and it
wasn't" she admitted. "You see, there's a security mirror up in the
corner, above the partition and I happened to be looking at it as
you came in. I thought I recognized you the moment I saw you, but I
wasn't sure. Then you came and stood behind me in the line. I just
meant to take a closer look at you and was pretending to look
around quite casually when I accidentally stepped on your
foot."

"Apparently you did get a closer look…" she
said coyly.

Hillary nodded and smiled appreciatively. "I
did indeed! But that was not my intention, I assure you. You see, I
am in need of your services…"

Veronica stiffened. "Just what do you mean by
that?" she demanded.

Hillary removed the double entendre with a
wave of her hand. You are Ms. Veronica Richards, of the Charming
Detective Agency, are you not?"

She eyeballed her. “Let's be more precise – I
AM the Charming Detective Agency. But how did you know? We've never
met, as far as I'm aware.”

Hillary took a wallet from her purse, and
from one of the compartments produced a business card – one of
hers, with a good clear photograph alongside the text. She dropped
her voice and looked around, but no one was within earshot. "You
see, I have – how shall I put it – a ‘partner'. A roommate. She and
I are very… close, if you follow."

Veronica nodded.

"Well, Kelsey – Kelsey Mount, my roommate --
has disappeared. I've seen nothing of her for over a fortnight. She
took none of her possessions – simply vanished into thin air. Not a
phone call, or even a post card. I thought nothing of it for a few
days, but then I started to get worried. Asked various friends of
her and of mine, but no one knew a thing. I started to think about
it. She'd been – what shall I say – a bit – distant for some days
before her disappearance. She seemed to have been worried about
something, but I I'm damned if I know what it could have been.
Decided to have a look through her possessions. No address book, no
wallet, no diary! I didn't even know where any of her relatives
lived. If she has any, that is. Or HAD…"

"Past tense. You think she's dead, then?"

"I just don't know what to think! I suppose I
should report this to the police, but well, there might be some
perfectly good reason for her disappearance, and I wouldn't like to
cause unnecessary work for our gallant boys in blue. I'd hate to
have them trampling all over our quaint townhouse and the whole
thing ending up with our relationship getting splashed over the
front pages of the Sunday papers. I do have a certain reputation to
maintain… Well, I went through the pockets of her clothes in the
wardrobe, and this is what I found." She tapped Veronica's card.
"This clearly indicates that she was in some sort of trouble. She
needed a private detective and had picked up your card from
somewhere. Probably had others, and she may have employed one of
them to sort out her problem, whatever that was. Now – did Kelsey
Mount ever seek your services as a private detective?"

Veronica looked hard into her eyes. "There is
such a thing as client confidentiality, you know – but in this
instance it does not apply – I am not betraying any trust by
assuring you that your roommate is not on our books. Well, thanks
for the coffee. Now I'd better be hobbling along…"

"No, don't go! There is something else I'd
like to ask." Her voice dropped into confidentiality again. "Will
you take on the task of finding Kelsey; may I employ you as a
detective?"

Veronica thought for a moment. "I don't come
cheap, Ms.. Winston. But in this case I'm prepared to offer a
unique deal – no solution, no fee! Nobody else in the business
would make such a proposition. And I do work fast. $1,500 per day,
including expenses, up to a maximum of six working days. Absolute
discretion guaranteed and every penny of your money back if I fail.
That's the deal - take it or leave it."

She did not haggle. "When can you start?"

"No time like the present! It just happens
that I've got a free afternoon. Let's go straight to your place if
that's convenient. I want to pick up the trail as soon as
possible."




Chapter Two

Twenty minutes later
Hillary Winston's emerald Mercedes (‘No, not the white, dear soul –
so vulgar, so much like a pretentious taxi cab', she had told the
salesman) drew up in the communal parking space and she led
Veronica up three steps into the desirable mews dwelling.

"I'd like a complete tour, if you don't
mind," she said, slipping off her sandals and massaging her still
tender big toe. Her feet sank into the deep pile of the carpets as
she looked around the otherwise slightly austere apartment. It was
furnished in impeccable taste, with several original paintings on
the walls and an intriguing blend of antique and ultra-contemporary
furniture.

"This is my bedroom," she announced, pushing
open the door and motioning her to enter. The first thing that met
her eye was the full-length mural painting of a voluptuous, totally
naked woman surrounded by a scene from Dante’s Inferno . It
completely filled an arched alcove, forming a remarkable three
dimensional art work in the corner of the room. Standing with legs
apart, hips thrust forward, the girl had a vicious-looking whip in
her hand and a leer on her face. Veronica stared at it in surprise,
a thrill rising in the pit of her stomach. She said nothing but
continued looking around the room. A monstrous divan bed with black
satin sheets and cover dominated the main wall, then came a
matching alcove, in which a young girl was depicted
unselfconsciously nude and urinating into a fiery stream. She
stood, deep in contemplation before it.

The broad window was fitted with vertical
blinds, whilst the wall opposite the bed consisted of a
mirror-fronted, four-door, wardrobe. Its gleaming surface reflected
the bed and the figures in the alcoves. The highly polished
floorboards shimmered in the raking fingers of light that
penetrated between the slats of the blind.

Veronica let out a soft whistle. "This is
quite something, Ms. Winston…"

"Do call me Hillary. Same amount of syllables
but far less formal. And may I address you as Veronica?"

She nodded vaguely. "Well, Hillary, you seem
to enjoy the best of both worlds," she said, gesturing towards the
two figures in the alcoves.

"Well, one day after I had reached the age of
indiscretion, my dear old mater confided to me in her cups, "Take
it from me, my dear - It's a man for thrills, but for sheer
pleasure it's a woman every time…" I bow to her judgement.

"And did you pass on these words of wisdom to
your missing roommate?"

"No need to, my dear. Kelsey, too, sees the
value of a balanced diet. That's her, by the way," Winston
indicated the youth in the alcove. "Painted from life, by a very
good friend of mine, some months ago. Take a good look at her face
and so on. That will give you a fair idea of what you are looking
for."

"Well, I would hardly anticipate finding her
in such a pose, but nevertheless, it gives me something to go
on."

Winston grinned briefly. "I do have plenty of
photographs, of course. I'll sort one out for you before you
leave".

"And the girl?" she enquired raising her eyes
to the other figure.

"The bitch, rather! I still bear a faint
scar. Marked for life. But it was worth it! However, let me show
you Kelsey's room." She led her into the adjacent room.

The alternating walls of deep purple and
olive made the room much darker than Winston's, and Kelsey's taste
in art was confined to minimalist watercolors. Veronica glanced
around then sat upon the edge of the bed. It rippled seductively,
and she realised it was a waterbed. "Is this where you and she…"
she gestured eloquently.

"Sometimes. On other occasions we used mine.
Or the settee downstairs. Or the kitchen table. Occasionally we
went into the woods, or the beach. Practically anywhere, come to
think of it. Kelsey is very imaginative."

"And what about girls? Did either of you
brings girls here?"

"We both did, from time to time. Sometimes
simultaneously – pooling our resources, so to speak. ‘Variety is
the very spice of life, that gives it all its flavor', so the poet
Sappho insists - and who am I to contradict her?"

Veronica leaned forward, rubbing her toe
pensively. The front of her blouse sagged, exposing two generous
servings of white meat. "Is that dainty toe still troubling you, my
dear?" Winston asked solicitously.

Before she had time to answer, Hillary
dropped to her knees and taking her foot in both hands, planted an
ardent kiss upon its scarlet-painted nail. Then she engulfed the
toe in her mouth. Veronica gasped with surprise and pleasure. The
wet lips, the hot saliva, her heavy breathing - all excited her
more than she could have thought possible. As she swayed backwards
and forwards, sucking and sliding her lips and tongue expertly over
the toe, she lay back on the bed with a moan of pleasure. Bowing
eagerly to the inevitable, she hitched up her skirt and shrugged
off her blouse.

One of Winston's hands began to caress her
calf whilst she continued to pleasure her toe. Her hand slowly
progressed upwards, her fingers pausing to massage the hollow of
her knee-joint before proceeding inexorably along the flank of her
thigh.

Veronica began to tease her already taut
nipples with her fingertips, tugging and squeezing the
coral-colored cones which seemed to grow longer and harder with
each tweak. She felt moisture beginning to form unseen, deep inside
her body. At last Winston abandoned her toe, and sliding both hands
beneath her skirt grasped the sides of her primrose-colored
panties. She wriggled as she expertly drew the flimsy garment down
and discarded it like an unwanted candy wrapper. Which, in a way,
is exactly what it was. Where her exploring hands had led, her
mouth followed, her wet tongue flicking like that of a snake as she
moved relentlessly along her right leg - from ankle to calf; from
calf to knee; from knee to thigh. Her breath was coming in hot,
excited gasps as she neared her goal.

She was pleased that she did not shave. The
reddish/gold pubescence of her mound was perfumed, overlaying the
faint scent of ripe pineapple emerging from her swollen labia. Soon
her mouth was upon her, her tongue exploring, licking, expertly
penetrating into the depths of her moist cave. At times she slurped
eagerly, noisily, at others nibbled delicately at her labia and
clitoris.

Veronica’s body felt a sudden, friendly
warmth encircle her womb. Hot scalding breath pacified her groin as
Hillary hungrily sealed her mouth upon her. She briskly jerked,
realizing how sensitive she was down there to absorb the swift,
loving actions. She could feel the strength in her tongue as it
carefully traveled along the folds of her drenched vagina...

Veronica screamed her delight aloud when she
unearthed her hidden, yet eager pearl. Since her sight had been
hooded, millions of tiny bursts of light came over the darkness as
her entire body focused its energy on her simmering womb. No one
had ever brought her to the early stages of orgasm so quickly;
another convincing indication that this indeed was pure...
lust.

Her hips were clutched in Hillary's grip as
her dedication flourished with each thrust of her tongue. She must
have inhaled her clit into her mouth because it completely robbed
Veronica’s entire body of any remaining resistance. All she could
feel was the quick, rapid jolts of her body as Hillary skillfully
guided her to perfect and utter delight. She began panting out
loud... trying to be as boisterous as she could so that all could
hear the pleasure she was feeling... she wanted to proclaim to all
that this moment (and this woman) was driving her insane with
pleasure. Each scream inspired Hillary to trounce her tongue across
her clit... each gasp sustained her feast... Veronica’s body was
held in place by the sheer power of Hillary's grasp. Her head fell
back as pure lust etched itself upon her face... this shocking,
bold new experience was all that she could have ever hoped for. Why
did she waste all those years with men when she could have had
this? No time for questions... she was about to cum, and hard.

Her wails of rhapsody were shouted shrilly
... she tried saying her name over and over, yet now her flesh was
dealing with the violent tremors that held her hostage. Her groin
thrashed about as she felt Hillary's assertive fingernails dig into
her... there was so much hope between them at this moment. She knew
it... and each loving gesture Hillary bestowed upon her sent her
closer and closer to a nirvana never before experienced. Hillary
must have had her entire mouth over Veronica’s pussy... there was
no way anyone could ever do this to her. With her arms still above
her, her involuntary muscles lifted her up in towering ecstasy as
wave after wave washed over her... she was now crippled in undying
devotion from this creature...

"Hillary... oh my Gawd what are you... what
are you doing?" She tried to voice, realizing that she probably
wasn't making much sense.

Veronica felt the gentle reverberations of
Hillary’s low, voracious moans resonate throughout her swollen
pussy. There was nothing quite like feeling a woman's moans within
the most sacred and tender region. Veronica knew she was loving
every fleeting moment of this incredible act of unconditional love.
She responded by lifting her legs up, and wrapping them around
Hillary's head, resting upon the foundation of her shoulders... she
easily held her in place as her actions only encouraged a deeper
swabbing of her fertile womb. Veronica felt Hillary’s head gyrate
side to side, sliding her moist lips between and under the folds of
her pussy... whimpering in bliss with each stride. her ankles
rested on her back now, tightening her lock... Another flash of
light came out of nowhere... Veronica shot up again... she
lunged... Veronica begged; she replied twice fold.

"Hillary, gawd... you... you... have me..."
Veronica tried to declare.

She was met with a soft wet tongue moving
down her pussy, now focusing its efforts on the scanty area of skin
between her pussy and asshole... together, they discovered just how
susceptible she was there. Slow gentle hearted strokes of her
tongue greeted the flesh as she felt Hillary’s soothing tongue
revolve around her asshole...

Veronica shrieked at the top of her lungs;
aghast yet delighted to feel this beautiful sensation now upon her.
God, her tongue was so carefully slow and attentive... Veronica had
no clue how she was positioned for this feast, but it was
unthinkable how she must have been. Throughout the flurry of images
and feelings dancing throughout her mind, she could see herself
doing the exact same thing to Kelsey the night before... just the
mere act of having her tongue perform anal intercourse with her was
mind boggling in its concept.

Loud and erratic gasps followed as she
attempted to structure a sentence; "Oh... you're... you're tongue
fucking me... my ass... in my ass."




Chapter Three

Her bowels savored
that warm slithering piece of flesh that eased inside her as she
tried to relax her muscles... She wanted that tongue inside her, no
matter where it was. To have someone actually inside you holds a
powerful meaning for females. It is an expression of so much truth
and carries vast significance... and the deeper her tongue went;
the further Veronica fell for her. She then felt warm palms grasp
each globe of her full, ripe ass... kneading the thick knolls
together as she swam her tongue inside her ass... She simply
couldn't believe that this could feel so good. Her cheeks were
aggressively massaged, and with each gesture of her hands, an equal
and generous 'stab' of her tongue was felt inside. Veronica then
tightened her sphincter muscles to see what she would do...
'milking' her tongue in a way. Veronica glowed with rapport as she
heard a inaudible moan of approval emerge amidst her full ass. It
was simply divine.

Hillary robbed me of all possible hints or
thoughts of ever returning to a life of heterosexuality. How could
one ever rightfully decide to do so after such incredible acts of
lust are bestowed upon them? To her, there was no choice, except
that of just her, and only her. She annihilated all the pain and
suffering that poisoned her heart for so long... and lying there
like a gutted animal felt absolutely wonderful. It was just the
right prescription needed for a complete satisfaction. After
slipping her tongue out from within Veronica’s enchanted rectum,
Hillary stood before her and lifted the veil of chestnut hair from
her face. Veronica’s mouth was swiftly pressed against hers for an
arresting soulful kiss to seal our act of unbridled lust. Between
her lips and tongue, Veronica could taste the fruits of her
labor... her ass. It was just as if she had tongued Kelsey's
backside, purified with the sacred aroma of sex and ass juices. It
was distastefully erotic.

Then she rolled Veronica onto her back

Slowly, her eyes gleaming with malice,
Hillary lowered her torso onto Veronica's, pushing her breasts down
onto her helpless lover's. Veronica's breasts did not flop to the
side, thanks to her wide well-developed upper chest muscles, but
rather settled comfortably and evenly over her pectorals. This,
however, made it easy for Hillary to line their nipples up
together. Her swollen pink nipples pressed against Veronica's.

There were no sinews to control there. There
was no control she could possibly exert on her nipples like that.
Yet, Veronica found herself flexing muscles that didn't exist,
wishing that her nipples could somehow stand up to Hillary's, push
back, resist... instead, they were being crushed, pushed to the
side, overpowered. She whimpered, hating how she sounded - like a
girl about to be taken - and shifted her chest, to try and move her
nipples away from Hillary's. She didn't want to see or feel them
being dominated like that.

But there was no escape. Hillary began to
swivel her upper torso side to side, so that their breasts were
smooshed together and her nipples brushed hard against Veronica's.
Each contact was like a small electric jolt. Veronica had never
known her nipples could be so sensitive. She clenched her jaw and
swayed her chest from side to side too, matching motions with
Hillary, pitting her womanhood against hers.

With every flick of nipple on nipple her
arousal was growing, until it was almost painful. Her moans got
louder and louder - she couldn't stifle them - until she was almost
crying out in ecstasy. And above her, Hillary's face remained
relentless. She was aroused, too - her moist lips were parted and
she panted - but she was fully in control of herself, setting the
pace, feeling just enough stimulation to enjoy the game, while at
the same time turning Veronica into a shivering, throbbing mass on
the verge of orgasm.

.Finally Hillary raised up, breathing hard
but evenly, her breasts and nipples jutting out in arousal, while
Veronica lay with her face turned to the side, eyes closed,
moaning, and whimpering with aching need. When Hillary grabbed hold
of Veronica's left foot and lifted up her left leg, propping it up
against her shoulder, Veronica found herself thrusting her pussy up
to meet Hillary's descending one.

But her willpower was almost drained, and the
mental battle was all but lost. Hillary's top side advantage,
overwhelming display of arm strength, and exceptional sexual
prowess all combined to sap Veronica's fighting spirit. The
domination, the control, of being taken like this, while she
watched...

Hillary was watching – while she was
fingering herself openly, then Hillary went in for the finish. Her
eyes met Veronica's for an instant, and then she averted them, as
if humiliated by her complete surrender to this woman.

Hillary's pussy mashed forcefully against
Veronica's, flooding Veronica's mind with the liquid warmth of that
contact. Soft, wet flesh planted itself firmly upon her pink,
swollen womanhood. The tribbing began.

She was being sexually dominated. Hillary was
doing it, fucking her, even though she wasn't using a strap-on - it
was the same, in effect. Hillary's pussy was... was dominating
hers. Hillary's juices were flowing down, into her own pussy -
wasn't that part of being fucked? And Hillary held her left leg
firmly in place with one arm - now Veronica couldn't move her
captive leg even a bit - and she savagely humped Veronica’s,
grinning triumphantly down at Veronica.

Suddenly she could stand the exquisite
torment it no longer, Veronica was pinned helplessly to the bed as
she rode her harder than Ron Turcotte rode Secretariat in the epic
Belmont Stakes to win the Triple Crown. Moments later their naked
bodies were glued together. Veronica played bob-apple as Hillary’s
long nipples raked her face. Her guttural cries merged with
Hillary’s sharp squeals as they erupted in a frenzy of triumphant
climax.

Veronica could bear no more, she could fight
no more, she could hold out no more. Her fingers left marks in the
bed as she arched her back, stiffened for one long moment... and
then the convulsions overtook her body and she jerked and shuddered
and cried out in the throes of the most powerful orgasm she ever
had imposed upon her.

She was dizzy, and soft, like pudding, and
wholly unable to resist as Hillary scooped her up into her arms and
cradled her like a kitty, in her warm arms.

"Poor little pussy," she laughed, harshly.
"Here, let Mama make it all better..."

The veins on her breasts could be seen, pale
blue, just below the skin surface on her heaving breasts - they
were about the same as Veronica's but at the moment, they seemed so
large, so powerful...

As if hypnotized, Veronica found herself
opening her mouth and accepting the large pink nipple that Hillary
proffered. The soft flesh - so incongruous when seen against such
hard, fucking she had just received - pressed in all around her
mouth, almost closing off her nose. Her eyes closed, and she
suckled.

Dimly, she was aware that Hillary was
climaxing - she recognized those soft moaning cries. But Veronica
couldn't stop herself, especially when the milk began to flow and
filled her mouth.

When it was all over. They lay breathless,
sated, and silent for some time, Hillary, still cupping one of her
breasts. At length she reached over the side of the bed to retrieve
her trousers. She fumbled in the pockets then; with a grunt of
satisfaction she pulled out her cigarette case and lighter. She
liked the smell of Balkan tobacco as a wisp of smoke curled into
the air. She took her nipple again.

"Well," she said, sitting up and allowing her
hand to slip from her breast to her lap. "I suppose I'd better earn
my keep as a detective. I take it our financial agreement holds
good?"

She smiled at her. "Of course. But there's no
great rush at the moment…"

"Oh, but there is! She'll be wondering where
I've got to…"

"Who will – your lover?"

"Naturally. She's called Kelsey…"

Hillary stared at her in bewilderment. "You
mean – you know where she is?"

"Of course. She's been living with me for the
last fortnight. A very competent young woman, but I wouldn't like
to choose between you. Fortunately I don't have to. Share and share
alike, that will be my motto from now on. I followed you into the
Post Office looking for a chance to speak to you. Kelsey had told
me all about you – about you and her, that is! I think we three
could be very happy together for a good few weeks. Now - my place,
or yours?"

Hillary Winston started to dress. "You are a
remarkable person," she said simply.

"Most women are," she replied. By the way,
Hillary, you owe me fifteen hundred bucks!"

The black haired beauty stopped dressing and
said, “Okay but then I need a little quid pro quo. If you get my
drift. Do you eat ass?”

Veronica thought back to earlier and how
exquisitely Hillary had tongue fucked her ass hole. Nearly driving
her up a wall. She and Kelsey had tried it because Kelsey was used
to having Hillary do it to her. Undaunted the chestnut haired
beauty smiled and pulled Hillary to the bed.

Veronica leaned forward and pressed her
tongue against the woman's pussy. She licked up the down then back
up. When the first taste hit her, she knew this was going to be
good. She emulated how she would like to be licked herself; licking
circles around the clit then sucking it into her mouth. Veronica
heard a moan come from Hillary but she said nothing.

Veronica spread the woman's pussy lips and
drove her tongue inside as far as she could go. Another moan. She
ran it upwards until it slipped out and onto the clit again.
Veronica sucked the clit in one more time, with more vigor, and
pushed two fingers inside. She finger fucked her hard while
continuing to suck on her clit.

A few moments later Veronica heard a loud
grunt and felt a splash of cum into her mouth. She opened her
mouth, surprised by this, but wanting to taste every bit of it. She
sat back, amazed at how good that was for her. Veronica's own pussy
was leaking nonstop. She thought she would have time to savor it,
but she felt Hillary’s hand on the back of her head. In just a
minute her legs wrapped around Veronica’s, the game was just
heating up.




Chapter Four

Veronica could tell
the woman was wanting more, but she didn't mind that. The woman
spread her legs and Veronica saw some very large labia. This time
Veronica dove in hard and fast and the woman's voice floated
through the room. "Fuck yes! I like it rough like that baby."

Veronica obliged and was pressing her tongue
hard against the woman's pussy. She sucked in the woman's clit
hard, then nibbled her teeth on it. The woman's legs shook and a
bevy of moans came out.

Veronica felt Hillary start to stiffen and
she braced for her cum, but then she would relax again. Veronica
repeated her steps but each time the woman stiffened; she would
then relax again.

Veronica decided to ask, "Am I doing
something wrong?"

The woman replied, "Fuck no! You're
wonderful. Maybe if you fingered my asshole. That usually drives me
nuts."

Veronica resumed her eating but positioned
her hand up to her ass crack, found her rosebud and plunged a
finger inside. The woman screamed, "FUCK YES I'M CUMMING!" and
splashed Veronica's face with cum. Veronica lapped up as much as
she could.

"Ummmm, before we go any further, are you
going eat my ass at all?"

"I never have done much of that before
honestly. But today is the first day I've ever eaten your pussy. I
wouldn't be opposed to it."

"Ok thank you," was the woman's response. And
just a few seconds later Hillary rolled over onto her belly.

Veronica knelt over Hillary then bent over,
her hands spread the woman's ass cheeks. She could see both holes
clearly and pressed her tongue in the woman's pussy first, then
licked upwards until her tongue touched the woman's asshole. She
licked around the sphincter two full revolutions before trying to
stuff her tongue inside.

Screams were coming from a delirious Hillary
as Veronica tongue fucked the woman's asshole. Her own pussy now a
never ending waterfall. The woman was near orgasm with Veronica's
tongue fully inside her asshole, squeezing it hard.

"Mmmm," slurped Veronica. "Tastes kind of
salty!"

She briefly moved down to Hillary's pussy,
burying her tongue in between Hillary's wet, inviting labia.
Veronica's tongue-tip massaged the entry to her lover's vagina,
savoring the sweet nectar that was continuously oozing out of it.
She finally redirected her attention back to Hillary's ass.

This feels so incredible, thought Hillary,
thoroughly surprised at her Veronica’s skill. I actually kinda like
the way she does it!

Hillary continued watching over her shoulder
in delight as Veronica buried her face in between Hillary's butt
cheeks. Hillary's puckered asshole was starting to open up to
Veronica's tongue. She started to simultaneously massage Hillary's
exposed clit with her finger.

"Ahhh, don't stop," growled Hillary, feeling
the onset of another orgasm. "It feels so good..."

"I'm glad you like it, sweetie," murmured
Veronica. Hillary's asshole started twitching slightly as Veronica
swirled her tongue around it. Finally, it opened up just enough for
Veronica to insert the tip of her tongue past Hillary's sphincter,
and into her rectum. She was able to get her tongue in halfway
before Hillary's butthole contracted around it.

Hillary moaned even louder as she felt the
saliva from Veronica's tongue dribble into her sensitive rectum.
Veronica spread Hillary's butt cheeks apart wider with her hands,
causing her quivering butthole to expand a little more. This
allowed Veronica to dig her tongue in even deeper. She began
tongue-fucking Hillary's anus, thrusting her tongue in and out
rapidly.

Finally, Hillary couldn't take it any longer.
She squeezed her pelvic muscles tightly, her asshole momentarily
inhaling Veronica's tongue almost fully inside. Her rectum started
to convulse and push Veronica's tongue back out. The ensuing orgasm
sent waves of pleasure throughout Hillary's body, and she braced as
a gush of milky secretions streamed out from her pussy.

"Oh, my, GOD!" screamed Hillary. The
stimulation of the sensitive nerve endings in her anus delivered
waves of arousal that resulted in an intense orgasm unlike anything
Hillary had ever experienced before.

Veronica lifted her face off of Hillary's
ass. She caressed Hillary's back while observing her friend's dark,
throbbing butthole. Hillary suddenly passed gas a couple times,
expelling a small dribble of Veronica's saliva from her rectum.
Both women chuckled when they heard it.

Hillary immediately turned around and locked
lips with Veronica. The two kissed even more intensely this time,
and it was very clear that Hillary was now totally into it.

Veronica thought to herself as she was
leaving Hillary’s that today was the beginning of a wonderfully
intense relationship.

END
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