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		Prologue

		

		The shower curtain was abruptly yanked open, making Jacqueline pull back in confusion as she wiped her dripping bangs from her eyes trying her best to recover from her intense orgasm. In front of her Gwen's daughter Sonnie was staring incredulously at her.

		"What the hell, Jacqueline ...? Why are you having a shower in our house?"

		"I just... er..." Unable to think up a plausible explanation on the spot, Jacqueline switched off the shower off and grabbed the towel she'd left on the side of the bath. Eventually she settled on, "I was helping your mom with... something... and I got a mess all over me..."

		"Where is mom?" Sonnie asked impatiently.

		"She's using the other shower... the one in her bedroom..."

		Just then Gwen called from along the corridor, "Sonnie! I didn't know you were due back so early..."

		"Yeah, obviously," Sonnie snapped, stepping out into the corridor to eye her mother suspiciously. "What's been going on in here? Why are you both taking a shower?"

		"We were... ahm... getting a bit sweaty..." the interior decorator floundered, as Jacqueline followed Sonnie out of the bathroom wrapping the towel around herself.

		Sonnie looked from her mom, still pulling on her dressing gown, to her former school friend. There was a shiftiness to them that made her forehead furrow with mistrust.

		She muttered, "What have you two been up to...?" as she noticed pink scratch marks across her mom's voluptuous chest and that Jacqueline 's shoulders were red with the indents of dug-in fingers. "Have you girls been... oh my God... you've been having sex, haven't you?"

		Jacqueline gaped wide-eyed at Gwen - wondering how the hell would Sonnie be able to figure that out so quickly - and Gwen looked in horror at her daughter, stammering, "Having sex...? What d'you mean...?"

		Sonnie pushed passed her and into her bedroom.

		"There's a man in here, isn't there? What the hell have you two been...?" Her voice trailed off as she saw the mess in her mom's bedroom.

		There was no man in sight but the two women's clothes were haphazardly strewn around the floor as if discarded in a flurry of impatient passion. The bedspread was in wild disarray where bodies had clearly been wrestling and cavorting, but worse than that the sheets were wet with something yellow she could tell by the aroma it wasn't all sexual fluids.

		"What is this?" Sonnie gasped. "Jesus... it smells like pee!"

		Her eye fell on a line of other wet white splashes reaching across the bed and on the pillows. It was unmistakably girl goo which had been shot from a squirting pussy with great enthusiasm.

		"You have been having sex," she mumbled with disbelief. "But with each other!"

		"Look, I can explain..." Gwen said but was unable to continue when she realized she couldn't.

		"The smell!" Sonnie winced. "All that yellow on the sheets... is it you girls' piss?"

		"Things got a bit... you know... nasty..." Jacqueline chipped in.

		And then, with a snicker, added, "That's what made it hot!"

		Sonnie flew at her, eyes blazing.

		"When you fuck my mom, you don't get to say it's hot!"

		Jacqueline just looked back nonchalantly, like a bull-mastiff who has just been yapped at by a Pomeranian.

		"Actually, she mainly fucked me, so most of the piss is mine... and the trail of girl goo definitely is!"

		"Jacqueline , I think you should go," Gwen said. "You're not helping, toots."

		"Okay, cool... whatever," Jacqueline shrugged, and tossed her towel on the floor to start picking up her clothes.

		She made no attempt to conceal her nudity as she grabbed her stuff from where it was scattered around the room. She stuck her cute bubble butt out as she bent low to retrieve things, flashing Sonnie an eyeful of her swollen cunt still oozing with her last orgasm.

		She smirked as she strutted about, letting her full breast though a bit low-hanging swing around on her chest, while clearly delighting in parading her gym-chiseled bod and huge boobs.

		"Your mom fucked me as a woman," her triumphant grin told her former friend. "You can't think of a body like mine as a normal chick's."

		Then, with a final sneer, she left mother and daughter alone in the bedroom as she went downstairs to pull her clothes on and let herself out.

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Earlier that afternoon.

		"You left your cell phone at my mom's," Jacqueline announced as Gwen opened her front door.

		Standing outside in her tight jeans and leather motorcycle jacket, the well-built twenty-year-old looked little short of stunning.

		"It's good to see you, Jacqueline ," Gwen smiled, grabbing the phone. "You wanna come in for a wine or something...?"

		"Yeah, or something," Jacqueline chuckled, as she followed Gwen into the house.

		"Thanks for bringing it over," Gwen said, walking through to her kitchen to get a couple of glasses and the wine out of the fridge. "You on your way somewhere?"

		"Nahh... I just wanted to get out... needed a bit of air."

		Gwen uncorked and poured the wine and passed a glass to her closest friend's daughter. She'd always had a soft spot for Jacqueline .When she used to pick her up from school with her own daughter Sonnie many years earlier, she'd grown fond of Jacqueline 's playfulness and her mischievous sense of humor.

		Now that she was a young woman in college, she admired Jacqueline 's developing sexual confidence. Unlike Sonnie, who could be awkward around people, Jacqueline not only had a long-term girlfriend but made no secret of the sex she enjoyed with other bisexual girls.

		"Last time I saw you," Gwen said after taking a sip from her glass, "our banter got a bit raunchy..."

		Jacqueline grinned back at her, drinking her own wine. Gwen was her mom's favorite fuck-buddy and a few weeks earlier when the decorator had been around at her house for a few drinks, she and Jacqueline had had fun talking dirty about each other's pussy smells.

		They'd groped each other's inviting pussy slits and had sniffed the stinky fingers their fumbling had produced, and it had been clear from their flush-faced excitement that both women had ended up extremely turned on.

		Gwen smiled and continued, "I'm sorry if I took things too far... I get a bit carried away sometimes..."

		"Come on, Gwen... sniffing each other's pussy was hot," Jacqueline chuckled, hanging her leather jacket on the back of a wooden chair. "And if you ask me, I don't think we took things far enough."

		Gwen grinned more broadly,"Yeah?"

		"Yeah," Jacqueline smiled. "Smelling hot pussy can be fun."

		Then the younger woman said, "Actually, can I use your bathroom? I really need to pee."

		"Be my guest," Gwen nodded. "Follow me upstairs I'll show you where it is..."

		Jacqueline had been around to her friend Sonnie's house so many times she could have found the bathroom blindfolded, but she followed the older woman up the stairs while checking out her nice round rump so temptingly filling the ass of her jeans.

		Gwen went into the bathroom and put the toilet seat down ready for Jacqueline to perch her bum down to take a pee.

		"It's all yours," she smiled, showing no signs of leaving the room to give her guest privacy.

		This was better than what Jacqueline had been hoping for, and she quickly pulled down her jeans and bright stripy panties and sat herself down on the toilet. Her lightly haired sex pointed downward into the bowl.

		As she let out a first stream her sex started slowly dampening and was soon dripping conspicuously over her sex and her thighs from her puffy damp quim. She grinned up at Gwen.

		"You know when you're relieving yourself when you have to go really badly you start getting aroused from it...?"

		Gwen laughed at her young friend leaning forwards to empty her kidneys.

		"So right, girl. You know, your pussy's even nicer than your mom's."

		"Yeah, and my butt's a lot cuter," Jacqueline smirked, as another blast of piss streamed into the bowl so steadily that it seemed she hadn't relieved herself in days.

		"Oh wow!" Jacqueline guffawed without the slightest trace of embarrassment. "Talk about a piss-orama!"

		Gwen sniffed the air and as the full aroma of the younger woman's outpouring hit her.

		She laughed, "Aw fuck, that's rough! Your ass might be cute but... hell, Jacqueline ! It has to be the mother of all pisses!"

		"Yeah, my pee can be really smelly," the college student beamed, as if proud of the odd odor her pussy had just produced. "It does that when I eat asparagus dunno why but it reeks to high heaven."

		Gwen noticed that the younger woman's pussy was now almost fully visible. It slanted upwards from the closely trimmed bush of her pubes, and her lips had separated enough to expose the blunt slitted tip of its cute wet clit.

		"Are you turned on, girl?" Gwen smirked down at her.

		"Just about, yeah," Jacqueline grinned back, passing a little gas before the stream started up again.

		"Trouble is, the aroma is kinda sexy it reminds me of having some sitting on my face, riding me hard!"

		"Aw really?" Gwen chortled. "Is this how your room smells this when you're gettin' your pussy eaten...?"

		"Absolutely right!" Jacqueline laughed, as the memory made her pussy clench up at the thought, also causing her clit to pop out through the hood of her cunt. "I love it though... it's really horny when girl-sex gets a bit golden!"

		"Like a wet fuck, do you?" Gwen asked with a sly leer.

		"Yeah, I love it!" Jacqueline guffawed. "Especially when it's dead rough and fast and her pussy gets splattered with my piss!"

		Gwen chuckled naughtily and adjusted the crotch of her jeans, to address the obvious camel toe that was forming in the crotch of her jeans, making no attempt to disguise that it was her own developing arousal that needed attention.

		Then she removed the toilet roll from its holder and said, "Guess you won't be needing this then!"

		Jacqueline shot another stream again as the last few ounces of pee were expelled from her cunt.

		Gwen gestured her off the toilet, muttering, "If you're finished, move over; I'm gonna need to piss myself."

		Jacqueline smirked broadly at the older woman and then stood up, keeping her trousers and panties down around her ankles and letting her spectacular cunt stand proudly with its shiny lips showing drops of her juices at the bottom of her slit.

		Gwen pulled her own jeans and pale blue panties down, causing her own hairier but equally aroused sex to pop into view and leave a thread of sticky girl goo clinging to her panties.

		She glanced down at the golden water in the toilet and laughed, "What the hell, that's 14 karat for sure! I've never seen a pee so golden!"

		Jacqueline chortled back. "My first piss of the day is always that beautiful color! These days, my piss comes out as gold as if Midas himself touched it."

		Gwen peered at her with surprised interest.

		"Is that a thing among you bi-girls, then?. Do you all have a taste for the gold, even in the crotch of your designer panties?"

		"Yeah, 'course it is," Jacqueline nodded. "When a girl eats a lot of pussy, she develops a taste for urine. Starts expecting it like it's a given during sex!"

		"And that's when you started pissing for fun and recreation?"

		"Pretty much," Jacqueline laughed. "I know this girl Wendi Peters who's such a fucking tart, she enjoys peeing outside, standing up!"

		Gwen plonked herself down on the toilet so that her pee hole was just inches above Jacqueline 's 14 karat piss.

		Her pussy hair was visible hiding the hot sex beneath it throbbing with excitement, with its pink slit just visible through the furry covering. Gwen's let out a high pitched, pussy fart and then she said, "This bathroom's gonna get flooded worse than when Katrina hit;. and that had thirty many days of rain!"

		"And how many people engaged in 'golden showers' during Katrina do you think?" Jacqueline asked her with a smirk.

		"Yeah, never thought about that, but I'm horny as fuck," Gwen told her. "Haven't had sex in two days."

		"I'm not complaining and you can see that mine's already leaking juice."

		Gwen smiled cheekily.

		"I fancy havin' a pee frigging if I'm bein' totally honest. You ever done that...? Finger yourself while you were takin' a whiz?"

		"Aw yeah!" Jacqueline laughed. "It feels pretty awesome. But I've got a better idea..."

		Gwen looked up eagerly, wondering what this flirtatious young woman had going on in her surprisingly dirty mind. She'd known for the last couple of years that Jacqueline was getting increasingly sexually adventurous, but she'd had no idea that the girl had such a racy side to her tastes.

		Jacqueline grinned back at her before squatting down in front of the decorator's saggy blue panties stretched between her shins. With her mouth already watering, Jacqueline said, "I'll lick your cunt while you take a piss!"

		Gwen laughed and grabbed her throbbing sex, yanking the lips apart to expose her fat red clit. She angled the tip of it towards Jacqueline 's eager mouth and said, "Go on then, get me off while I piss out a river!"

		Jacqueline craned and said in a high-pitched voice, "Whatever you say, Ms. Gleason!"

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		When she'd been a lot younger and Gwen had made her tea when she'd come around to visit Sonnie, she'd always politely called her friend's mom 'Ms. Gleason'.

		Gwen chuckled back all too aware of the reference and watched the same young woman, who was now an assertively self-assured adult, take a rigid slick clit into her well-practiced mouth.

		The girl started slurping her lips, rapidly sucking in the stubby little 'girl cock', using her tongue to tease the engorged labia underneath and sucking powerfully at the dribbling slit with lip covered teeth.

		"Fuck, you give good head!" Gwen laughed. "If you'd have been at school with me, you'd have had girls lining up to use you on both ends!"

		Jacqueline momentarily pulled off the wet button and said, "Come on, let loose a big stream of your own on top of my golden soup!"

		Gwen grabbed the girl's head and forced it back down on her cunt. As she continued to hungrily lick up and down the swollen organ, Jacqueline smelled a new fragrance as another stream started to erupt out of the older woman's urethra.

		"Faster," Gwen commanded, working Jacqueline's head faster along the top of her cunt. "Suck it hard while I let it out."

		Jacqueline licked furiously at Gwen's tiny oiled marble, engorging herself on the button occasionally taking a bit of her stream into her throat. She loved the growing heat building up from between the woman's thighs. Her urine was nowhere near the golden hue of her own, nor were there any indication she had eaten asparagus lately.

		Jacqueline mused, of taking the burly woman by smashing her cunt over her face. .

		"Fuck yeah!" the decorator roared, loving the sensation of having piss streaming out of her while her cunt was being so eagerly sucked. "Eat it sweetie! Jesus that's good!"

		The full stream finally came out, splashing lewdly onto Jacqueline's already expended pee, and Gwen roared with laughter as she squeakily passed more gas that was amplified within the bowl of the toilet.

		Jacqueline pulled off her with a slurp and asked, "How did it feel? Your cunt was throbbing so hard I thought you were gonna come!"

		"Way better than a pee frigging," Gwen grinned at her.

		Gwen stood up and the two women faced each other with their pussy's facing and resplendent and their two dripping slits brazenly unwiped. Jacqueline peered down at the toilet with Gwen's pee now freshly deposited on top of her own.

		She inhaled deeply and declared, "Aw fuck, yeah. Our two pees make a really beautiful color!"

		Gwen glanced down too and chortled, "My piss's like the opposite of yours. It looks like it was more pale compared to what came out of your whore-gash!"

		Jacqueline laughed back. "I'm surprised your pussy isn't bigger. I thought you let my mom use the 'strap-on' on you, don't you?"

		"Very rarely," the bigger woman replied. "In any case, these days she prefers to get more touchy-feely than doing each other with sex toys; like doin' proper lez stuff with lots of kissing and caressing."

		"And is that your thing? Jacqueline was surprised that Gwen would enjoy stuff like that.

		"I'm okay with it.as long as I get to use other outlets too."

		Jacqueline smirked. "Well, I promise you that this daughter prefers a good hard face fuck over bullshit like that!"

		"Me and your mom have a deal; the two of us can both play around as long as it's just for fun..."

		"Fancy having a bit of fun with me, then?" Jacqueline asked, already knowing the answer.

		Gwen beamed broadly at the suggestion.

		"You any good at wrestling?"

		"What? Actual wrestling...?" Jacqueline chuckled. "You mean like what kids do...?"

		"No, nothing like what kids do. We strip off, get on my bed and wrestle each other for fucks..."

		That made Jacqueline guffaw.

		"Aw yeah let's do it! Let's fight to ram our cunt against each other's piss slits!"

		They started urgently pulling their shoes, sock and jeans off as they lumbered out of the bathroom and along the corridor towards Gwen's bedroom. Once through the door, the rest of their clothes were hastily stripped and then, naked, they fell giggling onto Gwen's bed and started grappling and grunting to overpower each other.

		They made a contrasting couple, and not just in the twenty year difference between their ages. Gwen was chunky and voluptuous; Jacqueline was smooth and athletic. Gwen's tattooed body had been built from years of experimentation; Jacqueline 's breasts and flat stomach had been sculpted from hours spent in the gym.

		The two women tried to grab each other's breasts, making each of their two sets of breast bounce comically around, and then, laughing uproariously, they lunged to finger each other's butt-cracks, enjoying rather than recoiling at how wet they were from piss residue.

		Soon their hands were covered with each other's pee and as they continued to wrestle together, each trying to outwit the other, it ended up both were covered in the wetness of sweat, girl juice and piss from groping each other's breasts, hips and backs.

		As they struggled, panting and gasping together, Gwen thought she ought to clarify with Jacqueline the terms on which they were play-fighting.

		"If I get you down, Jacqueline ," she breathlessly told her younger adversary, "I'm gonna get on top of you and place my pussy on your face. You really are okay with that, aren't you?"

		"Course I fucking am," Jacqueline muttered. "But not if I get you down first."

		"This isn't just jokes," Gwen still wanted to clarify. "I'm gonna actually shove my cunt right over your face and then I'm gonna hold you down while I face-fuck you hard and I'm gonna cum all over you!"

		"Yeah, those are the rules," Jacqueline agreed, finding the voluptuous woman's strength and cunning a lot tougher than she'd expected. "But I reckon it's your face that's gonna get a pussy juice spread all over it!"

		"No rules," Gwen panted, making a final check of how their sex was going to work. "You okay with that too?"

		"Absolutely," Jacqueline gasped. "Bring it on!"

		"In that case..."

		Gwen grabbed Jacqueline hard and effortlessly turned the younger woman over onto her back. Jacqueline giggled as she struggled but found herself powerless to free herself from the decorator's strong grip, as Gwen bent her forward, held her firm by the shoulders and then slid the full length of her reeking cunt in one rapid lunge over the young woman's shocked gaping mouth.

		"Aw fuck yeah!" Jacqueline cried out as the two of them started roughly fucking, Gwen hunkered upright over her pinned companion.

		The coating of pee lining the inside of Gwen's sex proved to be excellent humiliation, and the smell of it clinging to Jacqueline's cheeks as it slammed back and forth was like an aphrodisiac, exciting both women into an orgiastic fever, making them sweat and whimper as they rutted in their own fluids.

		Their sex was rowdy and aggressive, loveless and crude. They were getting pee stains all over the tousled sheets and smearing their girl juices across the pillows, but the sheer raunchiness of their cavorting only heightened their enjoyment.

		"Shove your tongue in me!" Gwen gasped, thrusting urgently against Jacqueline 's open mouth. "You gotta work it, girl..."

		Jacqueline pulled Gwen's ass back into her more forcefully than Gwen expected, causing the bigger woman to lose her balance and fall backwards in surprise. All at once, Jacqueline was on her, exploiting the decorator's momentary confusion. Within seconds she had spread Gwen's two muscular thighs wide open, pushed the older woman's thigh up toward her chest pinning it above Gwen's head and leveled her cunt up with the forested crack underneath it.

		This was Jacqueline 's one chance to get the better of her opponent and, in spite of it not being her preferred position, she'd have to fuck the bigger woman pussy to pussy.

		"You crafty bitch!" Gwen laughed, letting out a squeal and queefing as Jacqueline slid her cunt tightly against her hot slippery tunnel.

		"You get one minute... just one... make sure you enjoy it!"

		Jacqueline grinned down at her, holding onto her by her knee as she humped her briskly up between her legs the way she made love to her girlfriend. But there was nothing remotely romantic about this fuck.

		Beneath her was a big voluptuous woman with a soaking cunt throbbing upwards and her two enormous breast jiggling around. Jacqueline 's own inflamed sex piston-pumped back and forth through the thicket of hair spilling out from between the two muscular thighs, and soon her own sex was slick with girl goo and piss. It seemed as if Gwen's meaty snatch would nearly envelope Jacqueline's throbbing pussy.

		"I love your woman smell," Jacqueline laughed. "It's even stronger than when I was sucking you off!"

		"It's fuckin' hot!" Gwen chortled. "But not half as hot as yours!"

		Jacqueline reveled in her momentary opportunity for her own cunt to get a taste of the action. She hammered Gwen furiously, panting and sweating, watching the woman's sloppy cunt pulsing and dribbling her goo into her asshole below relentlessly dribbling.

		"You're enjoying this," Jacqueline smiled at her hefty lover without missing a beat. "Your quim's dripping like a tap!"

		"I enjoy getting off on your face more; and sayin' that, I think your minute's up!"

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Jacqueline tried to hold her down, determined to cum over the damp forest of the larger woman's cunt, but Gwen easily overpowered her and freed herself from her missionary embrace.

		Soon the two of them were struggling together again, laughing and panting as they tried to outwit one another. Their two glistening snatch's jabbed and smeared fresh fluid onto the already disheveled bedsheets, incontinence was the name of the game.

		Gwen managed to swivel Jacqueline around again and roughly throw her down onto her back. Once her companion was in the position she preferred her female lovers to adopt, Gwen grabbed Jacqueline hard by her hair and used her two broad thighs to trap her head next to her steamy sex.

		She quickly worked her wet pussy back up onto her captive's nose, reached back to lever up her captives legs by tucking them under her arms and then set about pounding her features roughly.

		Gobs of stray girl goo were flung out from Gwen 's well situated sex and some of it clung to her helpless victim's forehead.

		"Aw yeah!" Gwen gasped, loving the feel of her prominent fuck-gape being probed, invaded and licked and opened by the struggles of her captive.

		"I'm really going bang you, little girl! Really stick it to you!"

		Gwen laughed and rubbed and ground faster and harder, making the head board crack noisily against the wall, her muscular buttocks assaulted younger woman's face and lunged back against her.

		"God that feels good!" Gwen panted. "I can tell why your mom's my favorite fuck-buddy!"

		Suddenly Gwen stopped, half of Jacqueline's face still buried between the two sloppy thick nether lips.

		"You reckon your mom will be pissed off with us?" she asked. "Like I told you... her and me are getting a bit... you know... 'involved' these days."

		"I dunno," Jacqueline grunted into more than around the imposing cunt in her face, eager for the fuck to start up again so she could further enjoy the way Gwen's body began to sweat in earnest as she was nearing her orgasm.

		"You said that she knows you fuck around... that you girls have a deal or whatever..."

		"Yeah, I guess... but I want you to tell her we did this. I don't wanna feel like I'm doing her daughter behind her back. I want you to promise you'll tell her when you get home."

		"Sure thing, Ms. Gleason," Jacqueline chirped in her high-pitched girlish voice. "I promise I'll let my mom know that you face-fucked me!"

		Gwen laughed. "Yeah, just make sure you do."

		Gwen started face fucking Jacqueline hard again, delighting as the younger woman let out a series of sputters trying to get her breath. The smell of their sex was on one level overpowering but on another feverishly exciting and the two of them bucked and slammed together as they worked their bodies in unison.

		"Let's get in a sixty nine," Gwen suggested. "I wanna make you cum feeling like you're taking one of those long pisses."

		"Fuck yeah!" Jacqueline chortled. "Your cunt's just about ready to explode anytime!"

		They arranged themselves and the young girl wrapped her arms around Gwen's ass, putting her face closer to the wet, hairy opening of decorator's wet thick cunt.

		"Okay to your knees, now from that new angle, your cunt should be aimed about right," Gwen instructed her, "like you're getting ready to piss like a female dog!"

		Jacqueline clenched the muscles of her vagina like she was pushing out a particularly stubborn cock and Gwen's hand got to work vigorously rubbing up and down the length of her dripping, opening.

		"Oh God yeah!" Jacqueline cried out, her voice an octave higher from the sheer pleasure she was experiencing. "That feels so fucking good!"

		Gwen laughed at her young friend's surprise. "Keep trying to pee, girl, and I'll finger you until you cum!"

		Once Gwen's cunt had been covered with Jacqueline 's mouth, Gwen gave a hiss of pleasure then she slid two fingers back up into the younger girls cunt, and they got into a rhythm.

		Gwen's hand moved faster and Jacqueline 's gasps grew louder until, on the third repeat, the young woman let out a plaintive cry and hot streams of her piss and cum were shot simultaneously across the bedding and a nearly a foot up the headboard.

		Jacqueline panted and whimpered through a dizzyingly powerful orgasm, and Gwen changed her technique to maximize her companion's pleasure. She gently pulled the young girls cunt down and shoved her tongue inside Jacqueline's ass hole, stimulating something deep inside her that always had a similarly dramatic effect when she did it to her mother.

		She kept pulling Jacqueline's ass cheeks apart, licking her rosebud, and fingering her pussy, "That's it, girl... get it all out... I'm not gonna stop until you're all milked dry..."

		Gwen had been well-trained by a former lover, during the years they'd been partners, in the art of prolonging another person's climax to the full. Since then Jacqueline 's mom had added her own suggestions from a female, anal and vaginal perspective and these days Gwen was quite the expert in extending her lovers' final throes of passion whatever their gender.

		Once Jacqueline had fully spent herself and had collapsed forwards exhausted, Gwen said, "Okay, just give me half a minute and I'm going to get mine!"

		Moving again to her back Gwen grabbed the young woman by the back of the head and frantically stuffed her between her thighs, in a wrestling head scissors Their sex was no longer for pleasure but for pure gratification and soon the large woman's crude impatient grinding and thrusting had yielded the desired effect.

		She grunted in an animalistic manner as her big hairy cunt creamed into Jacqueline 's open mouth, the older woman, maintained the head scissors as she ripped off at least three more orgasms.

		When she dropped her thighs from around the young captive's face that had pleasured her Jacqueline fell on top of the bigger woman's stomach so that her wiry pussy hair tickled the young girl's belly button.

		Gwen clung onto Jacqueline , still rubbing her cunt roughly over the younger girls stomach, until soon the quivering of her legs began to slow and her rhythm faltered before finally petering out.

		The post-coital silence was eventually broken by Jacqueline, "Jesus Christ... I'm going to be tasting piss and girl goo for a week."

		"Yeah, I told you," Gwen replied, pushing herself up from her back, "I haven't cum for two days. I could've crushed you in my thighs that was so good."

		"Look at the fucking mess," Jacqueline muttered, as if seeing the state of the room for the first time. "You're gonna need to wash these sheets."

		"Really... no kidding?" Gwen chuckled. "And there was me thinking they might last another week."

		The two of them clambered off the bed and stood in front of each other, their sweating and pee slicked bodies haphazardly daubed with each other's juices. For a moment neither of them knew what to say after such vulgar rough session of sex which had proven for them both to be so simultaneously exciting.

		Eventually Gwen smiled and said, "Well, you've turned out to be a very dirty young woman, Jacqueline Foreman."

		Jacqueline laughed back.

		"Hey - it was you who started it!"

		"I did not!"

		"You did... you stayed in the bathroom when I was pissing."

		Gwen was about to argue that Jacqueline hadn't exactly tried to push her out, but then conceded, "Well maybe I did, but we're okay, aren't we? I mean, this isn't gonna fuck things up between us, is it?"

		"We're good," Jacqueline nodded.

		"I just really need to take shower and clean an inch of dried girl goo off my face."

		"You can use the main bathroom," Gwen nodded. "I'll use the shower in the little en-suite in here."

		After Jacqueline had flushed the toilet in the bathroom to get rid of what now seemed like some seriously unseemly foreplay, Gwen threw her a towel and headed off to wash the remnants of their sex off herself.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Once Jacqueline got under the shower, her body let her know it still needed something, she put two fingers on either side of her pussy lips, but had trouble keeping her lips spread. So she began to use her one hand to keep the lips out of the way while the other hand concentrated on the clitoris.

		And she also decided that her inner labia might also enjoy being rubbed and massaged. She was reluctant to stop playing with her breasts, but eventually, she got the idea and it worked for her. Now she was moaning, and her hips started twerking and pivoting, as if she were fucking her hand.

		It brought to mind something she had heard of but never actually did before, find her G spot and use it to bring herself to orgasm. However she didn't stop flicking at her clitoris but convince herself it was what she wanted. Once she had convinced herself she was eager as a puppy. What a surprise that Jacqueline was still so horny ever after the time she spent with Gwen. Thinking about it only made it worse.

		She told herself, 'I'll find where my G spot is'.

		One of her former lovers had told her "If you can find your G-spot, rub it gently while you keep playing with your clitoris. It doesn't work for everyone but give it a try."

		She took her hand from her breast and used her middle finger to hook upwards into her vagina, and she found the vaguely rounded lump of tissue an inch or so inside. she started a slow back and forth rubbing action that was matched by the up and down pressure she put on her clitoris. By now, her cunt flesh was so swollen and puffy that her outer labia stayed spread by themselves, so she could use three fingers to chase and trap my clit.

		The water spraying from the shower head did not mask the wet slurping sounds that filled the stall, and her own potent fragrances mixed with Gwen's. Smiling to herself she felt like she'd hit the lottery when it was obvious Jacqueline had discovered her G spot, and her moaning was becoming louder.

		In her mind it seemed that she felt like she'd have to stop to go pee. Shit she thought I can go right here in the shower. Concluding that this sensation was normal, and that it would go away in a couple of minutes. She relaxed again.

		Every woman has different ways of masturbating, and already she had her own strategy. The main thing was that she was much more vigorous about it than other women usually are. While most of her friends tell her they kind of lightly rub and tease themselves.

		Not so with Jacqueline she was really pushing her clit and cunt around, hard and fast. The tendons on the back of her hands stretched tight like steel cables.

		She was panting like she was running a marathon race, and her chest and forehead were flushed. Her ass was thrusting as if driven by a big piston, and her thigh muscles rippled with the exertion.

		She was totally engrossed and delirious with the pleasures that her body was providing her with this new technique, and the thought was trying to push her over the top.

		She fell back against the wall of the shower, letting her entire body writhe and shimmy as she kept up the rhythmic massage of her G spot and clitoris. She had no idea how long she was swept up in the impending rapture of her orgasm -- it was timeless.

		Eventually, the sounds of her bouncing hips banging into the wet shower wall, her slurping cunt, and her guttural snorts brought her back around to reality.

		She took a moment and leaned forwards to watch herself. She had never actually watched a woman masturbate close-up, but she was sure anyone watching would find the sights and sounds and smells were intense and intoxicating.

		Her hands had a life of their own as they resumed their furious attack on her clit and cunt, that contact caused her knees to jerk. Then she traced her fingertips up the inner surface of her pussy lips. They were slippery; the muscles were quaking with the effort to pump her hips up and down.

		She slid her hands further toward her target, and then her ass was motionless, suspended under the spraying water, she wished she had Gwen to cup and knead her ass cheeks with the same energy that she was putting into her masturbation.

		She was possessed by her natural, animal appetites, and nothing was going to slow her down. In fact, thinking again of Gwen probably was the final thing that completed her long build-up.

		She felt the muscles in her ass clench up so tight and she started to twiddle her fingers over her clitoris so fast that it was almost a blur.

		The finger implanted in her cunt stopped moving, instead tightening up its determined pressure on her new-found G spot.

		Then her rasping pants stopped in mid-breath, and her back arched. Every muscle in her body became rigid. Only her fingers on one hand moved as she fluttered relentlessly over her protruding, rubbery clitoris.

		Then Jacqueline let loose with a series of quick harsh grunts, and her fingers stopped moving over her clit, matching the squeezing grip of her other hand as she squashed her hard nub of sensitive tissue.

		Whereas she normally writhed and danced in her orgasms, this time she became paralyzed by the power and electricity that raged through her body. Finally, she first sensed, then saw the final proof of the fantastic power of her climax – she was one of the rare women who ejaculate when they have a G spot orgasm!

		At the peak of her pleasure, an incredible amount of clear, syrupy liquid began to ooze out from around her embedded finger, spilling down onto her wrists and into the wet shower drain.

		She had heard of this, but to have it happen to her was wondrous and exciting. When she finally released the steel-hard flex from her body, and collapsed back into the shower wall, she struggled to catch her breath.

		She pulled her hands out from her sex, and pushing up off the wall, she stood so that she could wrap her arms around herself and embrace herself in a tender and sexually-charged hug. Her face leaned down toward her damp, heaving breasts, and she let her tongue snake out of her mouth so that she could lap lightly onto one of her amazingly large "gumdrop" nipples.

		Neither of Gwen nor Jacqueline heard Sonnie coming home early over the roar of hot water, nor heard her calling up to ask why Jacqueline Foreman's leather jacket was in the kitchen, nor clomping upstairs to find out why both showers were being used.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Present time.

		As soon as Jacqueline returned from Gwen's, her mother knew something had happened. Her daughter isn't always the easiest person to read but something in her demeanor, her body language perhaps, told her mother that things weren't quite right.

		"Did you return the cell phone to Gwen?" She asked her, looking for clues in her enigmatic expression.

		She chose not to answer the question but instead said, "You know how you said I could play around with any of your friends, but that Gwen was out of bounds..."

		"Yes," she replied.

		Gwen was becoming increasingly special to her.

		"Well, when I gave her the phone back we ended up playing around together," the daughter informed her mother. "And it got pretty heavy."

		At first her mother couldn't process what she'd said and it took her a few seconds to manage to articulate, "Are you saying you just had sex with Gwen?"

		She nodded glumly. "In spades."

		"What do you mean, 'in spades'?"

		She shrugged and then admitted, "It got really intense."

		Her mother perched herself back against the kitchen table, her mind reeling in shock that her daughter had just seduced the woman she was coming to think of as her girlfriend.

		"Wow," the older woman said. "That's quite a revelation, Jacqueline .You know how fond I am of Gwen."

		"I know... I didn't mean it to happen. It just sort of grew out of nothing."

		"So what did happen?" The mother asked, although she wasn't entirely sure that she wanted to know.

		"We were just joking around and then she went upstairs with me while I used the bathroom and then whoomph! We were fucking really hard on her bed and it got rough and nasty and all the added piss play made us both even more horny..."

		"Oh," the older woman said. "Well that puts a very different slant on it..."

		"Thing is... Sonnie came home unexpectedly at the end of it... kinda saw what we'd been up to."

		"Gwen's daughter saw all the... er... mess?" She asked, allowing herself a chuckle. "Gosh I wonder what her prissy little ladyship made of seeing a bit of woman-on-woman piss-play?"

		"She wasn't that impressed," Jacqueline quipped. "Actually that's putting it mildly." Then she asked, "Look, mom, are you like really pissed off with me? I mean, I'm sorry it happened but Gwen made me promise I would tell you."

		The older woman walked over to pat her daughter on the shoulder. "I like my sex with Gwen to be gentle and affectionate," she began. "We still enjoy occasional anal, but we're experimenting more with kissing, caressing and even climaxing together during face-to-face tribbing. I suppose we're moving into the realms of lesbian lovemaking rather than just having sex together as two detached women."

		"You girls are into trib?" Jacqueline chortled. "Oh my God pussy-rubbing is so for girly girls."

		The mother smiled. "If you ever meet another young woman who you feel romantically attracted to, you might also find that vaginal tribadism proves to be extremely erotic for you both."

		"So you're romantically attracted to Gwen? Does she feel the same way?"

		"She told me that she's no longer looking for a girlfriend. She was like, 'Why am I looking for a girlfriend when I've already got one?'"

		Jacqueline grinned. "So she's basically telling you that you're her bitch."

		"Given that she expressed the sentiment during a passionate bout of what you call pussy-rubbing, I found it incredibly cute."

		"So what's your point?" Jacqueline asked. "I get it that you girls are getting all kissy-cuddly together so does that make you even more angry that she goes and gets hot and heavy with me...?"

		"On the contrary," Her mother smiled. "We've agreed that we're both able to use other outlets to fulfill our more... well... bodily needs. What the two of you just did was clearly very different from what she and I have together."

		"Well, yeah... there was nothing romantic about our sex... I can totally assure you of that."

		The mother nodded. "I suppose it must be difficult to make it romantic when you're peeing on each other."

		"We weren't exactly peeing on each other per se," Jacqueline chuckled, "but it was pretty messy."

		"Your sex clearly satisfied Gwen in a very different way than the more tactile and sensual lovemaking she's growing to enjoy with me."

		"So you're okay about it?" she asked.

		"Gwen has other lovers, both male and female... just as I do, of course. As long her sex with other women involves merely rug munching and face fucking, I'm happy that the kissy-cuddly stuff is something she only does with me."

		"Yeah, there was a lot of face fucking and muff diving," Jacqueline grinned, "but absolutely nothing even remotely kissy-cuddly."

		"I assume you were the one munching," the mother chuckled. "She's not so keen on munching herself."

		"I managed to get up on her once," Jacqueline chortled back. "I reckon she enjoys eating pussy a lot more than she lets on."

		They laughed together and then smiled warmly at each other.

		"Enjoy your fun," The mother told her. "But make sure it stays as just fun..."

		END
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