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Disclaimer

Depending on the person, a taboo work of fiction can be read inconsequentially or with hard judgment. That being said, This book contains sensitive subject matter that may be offensive or triggering for some. Read at your own discretion and remember, this is a work of fiction.


Let Me Devour You

Christina knew she should’ve called her folks to pick her up when her high-school’s football game was over, but she didn’t. Mainly because her best friend Olivia’s mom volunteered to drive her home. Olivia was going out with a few of their cheerleading friends and some of the football players, but Christina wanted nothing of it. After a heavy week of testing, she just wanted to go home and relax. Besides, her ex-boyfriend was going, and she didn’t want to be bothered with him. So, when Ms. Simpson asked if she wanted a ride, she acquiesced.

She wasn’t dumb though. She knew Ms. Simpson had no intentions of taking her home. She could tell by the way the older woman was always staring at her that she had the hots for her. She was sure she would try something. The question was, whether or not Christina would let her or stop her.

When Ms. Simpson drove by Christina’s house and headed in the direction of the home she shared with her daughter, her suspicions were confirmed. When they arrived, Ms. Simpson got out the car without an explanation and without looking back, and Christina nervously followed her inside the house. When Ms. Simpson closed the door and locked it behind them, Christina knew she’d reached the point of no return.

Ms. Simpson got right to the point. She stood extremely close to Christina and stared deeply into her eyes.

“Chris, have you ever had sex?”

Christina swallowed hard and met the older woman’s eyes. “No.”

A look of danger and possession darkened Ms. Simpson’s eyes. “You’re a virgin?”

Christina shyly nodded.

“Well, that’s a beautiful thing”

“Kind of outdated for my age group.”

“No, no. Trust me. It’s a good thing. So, I’m assuming you’re not interested in sex? With men?”

“No, it’s not that. I just want to wait until I’m married. If I ever decide to get married.”

“That’s admirable.” She paused. “Your boyfriend ever play in your pussy?”

“A-A few times.”

“Hmmph… He ever eat it?”

Christina’s light-brown eyes stretched in surprise. “No!” she almost shouted.

Ms. Simpson simply smiled, showing off her dimples. Christina had always thought the mature woman’s dimples added to her allure.

“That’s one of the reasons we broke up. He wanted to do more, and I wasn’t comfortable with that.”

“Typical male,” Ms. Simpson sourly said, sucking her teeth.

“He ever suck your titties?”

“Sometimes,” was her nervous reply.

“Did you like it?”

A shameful blush spread from her neck to her cheeks. “Yes.”

Ms. Simpsons looked annoyed but quickly recovered. “Well, breasts are sensitive so you might have thought he was good and knew what he was doing,” she smugly replied. “I guarantee you he didn’t.”

Christina just looked at her.

Ms. Simpson put her hand to the bottom of the girl’s cheerleading top. “Ever been with a woman? Had one touch you?”

Christina’s legs began to shake. She could feel Ms. Simpson’s hot breath on her lips and longed to kiss her. She struggled to stay upright. “No.”

Ms. Simpson stood nose to nose with her. “Want to see what it’s like?”

Christina stiffly shrugged.

Ms. Simpson’s mouth hovered over hers. “I want to kiss you. I want to kiss you all over. Taste you. Can I?”

Christina feared she might faint. “O-Okay.” Ms. Simpson was getting ready to kiss her when she stopped her. “Wait!”

“What?” her best friend’s mom impatiently asked.

“I don’t know if this is right. You’re so much older than me.”

Ms. Simpson raised her eyebrow at her. She smirked. “So?”

“You’re Olivia’s mom.”

“Again. So?”

“I’m too young for you.”

Ms. Simpson looked down at the girl’s protruding chest and circled her palms over her boobs. Christina’s thighs squeezed together as moisture trickled out. “I guarantee when I start making you feel good, you won’t give two fucks.”

Christina’s nerves were fried. She licked her lips.

“Put that tongue in my mouth.”

Attempting to be brave, Tina did as she was told. Ms. Simpson immediately swooped her up in a long-winded, passionate tongue-thrusting kiss. Christina’s panties became flooded. She whimpered and kissed the woman back. She had little experience in the kissing department, but the older woman made her feel like she knew what she was doing.

She sharply gasped when Ms. Simpson lifted her shirt and bra over her extra-large breasts. She hissed through her teeth and whistled as she stared at them.

“My, my, my,” she said, shaking her head. “You have the body of a goddess. Of a woman.”

Christina loved the way her best friend’s mom was looking at her.

“Look at these tits.” She put her hands to them and started stroking, groping, and pumping them.

Christina dazedly looked down at the woman’s mature hands and quietly moaned. Ms. Simpson’s touch felt beyond capable and amazing. She touched her like she knew her body inside and out.

“You have the most incredible body to be so young. I just want to devour you.” The older woman increased pressure on Christina’s flawless titties. Her fondling became more intense. “Make you feel good; make you scream.”

She kissed her again, drawing a cry of surprise from the girl. She dominated her mouth. She squeezed her tits together and slapped them around in circles. She squeezed and circled them again and pulled back to greedily and loudly suck them.

“Oh my God!” Christina gasped, opening her eyes wide.

“Yes,” Ms. Simpson growled.

She sucked Tina’s titties with out of control hunger, making the sixteen-year-old cry out in surprise and unhinged desire. She pulled back to look at them and grope them; then inhaled them again, staring at them.

“Ms. Simpson!” Tina cried out, moving wildly against her. “Ms. Simpson!”

“Yes baby. Call out my name. Call me Yancy.”

“Oh Yancy,” she whimpered. “Yancy sis. Suck my tits.” Christina was shocked by the assertive boldness of her own words, but Ms. Simpson’s perverted tongue egged her on. “Suck them. Just like that.”

“You like the way I suck these big titties pretty girl?”

“Yes, I do. Yes.”

Ms. Simpson went back and forth, sucking and kissing the pretty, perky brown mounds. Her wet mouth made sucking suction noises that drove Christina wild. She never knew someone sucking her breasts could bring her such pressure. Yancy was right. Her ex hadn’t known what he was doing, because his juvenile mouth on her had never felt this good. This intense! Despite their huge size, her ex rarely paid attention to them. He mainly liked to finger her, and he wasn’t very good at that either.

A helpless gasp escaped Christina when Yancy lifted her skirt and aggressively pulled her lacy panties to the side. The woman put her hands to Tina’s tight pussy and rubbed. She smacked it and bit her nipple hard before smacking it again.

“Ms. Simpson!” Christina whined, opening her legs.

“You dirty girl,” Yancy admonished, smiling against her boobs. “You really like being bad with this old broad, don’t you?” She smacked her pussy again and a small tremor went off in Christian’s pussy. Was that an orgasm?’

Yancy paused and looked down at the partially covered pussy and wickedly chuckled. “All this pretty hair down here. Look at that.” She ran her fingers through it, gaping at it. “And it’s fat too. Just like I love my pussy. Hairy and fat.” She smacked it and ran her fingers through the fine hair again.

Christina uncontrollably trembled against her, closing her eyes. The sensation of Ms. Simpson spanking her young pussy was indescribable.

Yancy began lightly stroking her pussy beneath her panties and Christina’s eyes shot open. “Uh!” she cried out. She looked down at Ms. Simpson’s hand in her panties and felt a flood of fire go through her. Her fingers in her pussy looked so good.

The older woman began sucking her titties again while simultaneously fingering her pussy. “Your pussy is so wet for me baby. I love it. I love it!”

She thrusted her fingers in and out of Christina’s pussy, drawing a symphony of queef sounds out of it. The sound of her pussy loving Ms. Simpson made the cheerleader’s pussy sing. She watched her best friend’s mom’s mouth and fingers on her body, awkwardly winding her hips and chest against her.

“Uh-huh,” Ms. Simpson encouraged her. “Uh-huh. Just like that. You’re doing good baby. Open your legs a little more. Spread them wider.”

Christina crouched down and spread her feet further apart. She shyly put her hands in the woman’s long dreads, pulling softly. Ms. Simpson puckered her lips and blew her nipples, eliciting a girlish giggle from her.

Yancy fingered her tight pussy harder and faster. Juices trickled down her finger to her hand and wrist.

“Oh Yancy! Yancy that feels so good!”

“I want to eat you,” Ms. Simpson gasped, pushing her backwards towards the couch. “I want to eat this tender, fat pussy.”

She pushed Christina on the couch and turned her body so that she was laying horizontally. She yanked her panties down and pushed her cheerleading skirt up over her waist. She threw her right leg over the back of the couch. She pulled the left leg over the side of the couch and left it hanging down. Her pussy was nice and open for her.

Yancy adoringly gazed down at her daughter’s best friend, the cheerleader she had secretly been dreaming about exploring and tasting for the last few months. She knew she shouldn’t, but she couldn’t help it. Christina was so pretty, and her body had sprouted and matured in all the right ways. She wanted to feast on her as much as she could; she didn’t care how wrong or immoral it was. Christina seemed to want the same. That thrilled her beyond measure. This experience was better than her wildest, most inappropriate dreams. She was getting ready to be inappropriate with that virgin pussy right now.

She pulled Tina’s top and bra all the way off, still leaving on her blue and white cheerleading skirt. She wanted that on while she ate her. She put her hand to Tina’s enormous melons and gently touched them, gradually increasing her groping.

She quietly growled when the girl arched her body to her, her mouth slightly parted with desire. She looked so delicious lying beneath her, letting Yancy have her way with her. Just like a good, dirty girl.

“I’ve been fantasizing about this moment for a long time,” Yancy huskily confessed. “I daydream about sucking these big titties and smothering my face in your pussy for hours.”

Christina’s forehead crinkled with arousal. “Oh,” she softly gasped.

Her legs parted wider when Yancy began stroking her with three fingers, going deep into her sacred treasure. Her tight pussy welcomed the invasion seamlessly.

Ms. Simpson’s thumb stroked her pussy hair while her fingers continued fucking her. “Don’t ever shave this,” she said, her gaze on her pussy hair obsessive and unwavering. “This hair is your superpower. Keep it. Let it grow.”

Christina shivered as she felt another quake in her lower region. “Okay,” she shakily agreed.

Yancy removed her drenched fingers, groaning as the cheerleader’s juices trickled off her fingers. She inserted all three fingers in her mouth and languidly sucked. “Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, closing her eyes.

Tina’s mouth opened in surprise. She put her hand to her pussy and stroked it, watching Ms. Simpson repeatedly lick her juices off her fingers.

“Ms. Simpson please,” she whimpered.

“You have no idea how much I love pussy pretty girl,” she sighed, shaking her head. She looked at Christina with a dark expression. “But I’m getting ready to show you.”

Christina arched towards her. “Yes please.”

Still staring at the young lady’s pussy, Yancy got down to her knees. She put both index fingers on either side of Tina’s fat pussy and squeezed the lips together. Closing her eyes, she leaned down and lengthily looked her lips, bottom to top.

“Ohhhhhhhhh!” Christina cried out, arching her hips.

Yancy licked her lips. She looked at the delicious, angelic pussy and licked it again, staring at it. She did this repeatedly, letting her tongue linger here and there.

“Please!” Christina begged, on the verge of tears. “Please!”

Yancy went the bottom of the long couch and laid in front of Christina. She spread her thighs wider and gazed into her open pussy. “So pretty,” she whispered. “Nice, fat, pretty pussy.”

Christina’s mouth trembled as she looked down at her.

Yancy gazed into her mesmerizing brown eyes and slowly licked her pussy. She kept her eyes on her as she kept licking, quietly marveling at the cheerleader’s cries of pleasure and facial expressions. Still watching her, she buried her face in the virginal snatch and devoured her, eating sloppily and soundly.

Christina put her finger in her mouth and watched the much older woman take control of her pussy. Yancy put her warm hands beneath the girl’s fat chubby ass and squeezed, groaning. She winded her head and shook it back and forth, tongue fucking and French-kissing her pussy with unrestrained hunger.

Tina twisted and turned against Yancy’s ardent mouth. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Yancy inserted two fingers inside of her tight cunt and rapidly flicked her tongue against Tina’s super sensitive clit. Christina had never had an orgasm before, but she imagined that was what the pressure building hard in her hips, drifting up to her pussy, and cementing itself in her engorged nub. She screamed repeatedly, the sound making even her own ears hurt. She exploded repeatedly, thrashing against Ms. Simpson, trying to throw her off of her and clinging on to her at the same time.

Ms. Simpson kept licking, snacking and eating, watching the young girl come undone again and again. Her moans were deep and nasty, her fingers plunged deeper and deeper inside of her, stretching and imprinting her.

“You’re delicious,” she rasped, briefly coming up for air. “Goddamn delicious. I knew this pussy would be good.”

She started feasting again, her gaze unwavering on Christina’s youthful, beautiful face. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and Yancy considered that a badge of honor. Now it was time to really go in on that young pussy.

She put her hands-on Tina’s thighs and pushed them further apart. “Hold your pussy open baby.”

Christina reached down and opened her pussy to the older woman. Her fingers were shaking so hard it was hard to hold on to it, but she managed. She had no idea how much better Ms. Simpson’s tongue would feel with her legs and pussy spread wide together, but oh my God! What was life before all this? What was important? What mattered? What was happiness? This was everything!

“Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh, Ms. Simpson, ohhhhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Hah. Hah. Hah. Oh Yancy. Yancy.”

Yancy licked all over Tina’s pussy, annihilating it from top to bottom, leaving no spot unlicked, unsucked, unsmacked, or unkissed. She was all over the girl’s pussy, even licking and eating out her ass. Christina looked down at her bestie’s mom in shock, screaming at the top of her lungs. The way Ms. Simpson unapologetically devoured her was almost frightening. But she didn’t want her to stop. She didn’t want her to ever stop.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she whined. “Mmmmmmm. Mmmmmmm.”

“Ahh,” Yancy sighed into her pussy. “Ahhhh. Ahhh. Ahhhh.”

“Ms. Yancy… Ms. Yancy…”

“Yesssssss baby. I love this pussy. I love it!” She gave it a hard, lingering kiss. “My pussy.”

Christina exploded at her words, cumming so hard this time she couldn’t make a sound. All she could do was hump and grind her best friend’s mother’s face and look at her.

Yancy paused long enough to lean up to her titties. “Hold them to my mouth.”

Christina gripped her huge knockers and held them up to the older woman. Her breath came out in harsh, choppy gasps as she watched Ms. Simpson slurp, suck, and smack on her titties.

“Oh,” she whimpered, trembling beneath her. “Oh.”

She looked at the woman in awe, fascinated by this whole experience. She was over at the Simpson’s house frequently, but she’d never heard so much as an inappropriate comment from Yancy. Yes, she was always staring at her, many people did. She was always told how pretty she was. But even with all the stares, all she and Ms. Simpson ever did was say hello, how are you, and bye or how was your day and make small talk, but it never lingered and wasn’t frequent. This experience was taking her by the surprise, but she welcomed it with open arms and wide legs.

Yancy looked into her eyes while she sucked her melons, holding and squeezing them along with her. She obsessively palmed them, watching her. She loved the way Yancy looked at her. Just watching her on her body was enough to make her cum. It shocked her when she did, just by Yancy looking at her and sucking her boobs. It was the way she yanked her head as she sucked them, Tina decided. Her deep, vibrating moans. The sounds her mouth made when she inhaled them. Yancy was so amorous and so wild with her. It was beyond sexy.

Tina’s chest jerked when Yancy moved her hands from her tits, held one titty in her mouth without touching it and moved her head back and forth, pulling it with her mouth. Christina had never thought much of her heavy chest, but she was grateful for it today. She just lay there and watched Yancy do this with both breasts, fascinated.

“I love your titties,” Ms. Simpson groaned. She scooped the fat titty in her mouth and sucked hard.

POP! Went her mouth as she released it. POP! POP! POP! Suck, suck, suck… POP! OBSCENE POP!

Christina orgasmed again. She put her hands to her pussy, trying to squelch the quakes and tremors. It didn’t work.

Yancy evilly chuckled and pulled away from her. She got off the couch and smacked Christina’s pussy. Christina’s chest jerked again. She was not going to make it out of this alive if this woman kept these shenanigans up.

“Turn over and put your ass up in the air,” she demanded. “I’ll be right back.”

Christina watched her walk up the stairs; then weakly turned over on her stomach. With much effort, she put tucked her knees beneath her and put her ass up in the air. She was still touching her spasming pussy. She squirmed against it, almost making herself cum. She stopped, wanting to save the moment for her mature lover.

She assumed she must have fallen asleep when she felt Ms. Simpson gently shake her shoulder. She heavily opened her eyes and looked up at the woman who had turned her young life upside down in less than three hours.

Her eyes stretched in alarm when she saw the huge black dildo Ms. Simpson was holding. It looked like a real dick.

“Don’t worry. It won’t hurt. Not much.”

Christina nervously swallowed.

“Reach back and hold your ass cheeks open.”

Christina hesitantly obeyed. She was apprehensive. But ready. At this point, Yancy could do whatever.

Yancy disappeared behind her. Tina felt the weight of her body on the couch and laid there with bated breath.

“Uuuuuhhhh!” she gasped when she felt the dildo entering her hole. At the same time, she felt the warmth of Ms. Simpson’s tongue in her anus. She looked over her shoulder in shock. She couldn’t see anything but the top of the elder’s head, bopping up and down as her tongue fucked her ass. Her mouth opened wide when Yancy began moving the dildo in and out of her pussy.

Her nails dug into the couch and she frowned, still watching Yancy’s roving head. “Damn,” she whispered. That felt dick felt so good in her pussy right nowwwwwwww… Fuck!

“Yes,” she whimpered, keeping her eyes on Ms. Simpson. “Yessssss. Yes.”

“Am I hurting you?”

“It hurts a little, but it’s okay. It feels good too. SO good.”

“You like this mix?”

“Yes please. Please don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

Her eyes involuntarily closed, and her head dropped down to the couch. The side of her face pressed into the sofa from the pressure of Ms. Simpson’s black buck fucking her virgin pussy hard. She uncontrollably whimpered, on the verge of more tears. Having a pussy was the absolute best. The fucking best!

Nothing so wrong had ever felt more right. She didn’t care about age difference. She didn’t care she was too young and Yancy was too old. She didn’t care that she had one more year of high school or that this was her bestie’s mother. She just wanted more of this. Much more! She wanted Ms. Simpson to keep exploring her body and teaching her new things. Besides, she was still a virgin. She still planned on staying that way until she was married. IF! Besides, messing around with a woman didn’t count.

Yancy stopped eating out her ass and sat up, moving Tina’s body back and forth against the dildo. “You like this? Huh? You like this dick?”

“Ms. Simpson!”

“Do you?”
 

“Yes! Oh God, yes!”

She smacked the side of her ass and Tina gasped as a flood of moisture shot out of her, onto the couch. Egged on, Yancy fucked her harder with the dildo, holding her shoulder and using it to pull her body back and forth on the fake dick.

“Ride that dick,” she darkly ordered. “Ride it! Sit up and ride it.”

Christina sat up on her hands and moved back and forth on the dildo. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!” She shivered at the sound of her pussy farting with each push and release of the big, black cock. “UHHHH! UHHHHH! UHHHHH!”

Ms. Simpson moved the dick inside of her further, harder, and faster. She moved it around in circles, then thrusted deep, in and out.

“UHHHH! UHHHHH! UHHHHH!”

“Yes baby. Yes baby. Ride that dick.”

“Ms. Simpson, I’m gonna cum again. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cummmmmmmmm!”

She did and it almost took her out. She was sure her heart briefly stopped beating. She gasped when Yancy pushed her back down to the couch and spread her legs out, creating a split. She had seen Christina cheer enough times to know she was super flexible. She began eating Tina from the back while she was spread out open beneath her and lying on her stomach.

“Nom, nom, nom, nom,” she munched.

She reached beneath the young cheerleader to grope her massive titties. Tina’s eyes rolled to the back of her head. She looked behind her and moaned at the sight of Ms. Simpson’s head moving as she ate that pussy, her cheerleader skirt covering the top of her dreads.

“Don’t stop,” she weakly whispered. “Please don’t stop eating my pussy.”

“Never on your life,” Ms. Simpson groaned with her mouth still buried deep inside of her fat, hairy snatch. “Not today. Not tomorrow. Not ever.”

And she meant every damn word.
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