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Introduction

Kayla and Danielle meet at a friend’s birthday party and hit it off immediately!  New friends, they begin texting and learning that they have a lot in common – namely a bi-sexual side they share with each other.  Their texting goes into sexting filled with dirty lesbian-talk and mutual masturbation!

Finally, they decide to meet up a few times but time and time again Danielle keeps blowing Kayla off.  Frustrated with being blow off, but even more frustration with not getting any girl-on-girl, yummy lesbian action Kayla has about had it with Danielle. 

When they finally do hook up anger and aggression turns in to rough lesbian sex where both go at hit hard and realize this is how they love to have their girly girl fun time! 


Chapter One – Kayla and Danielle Meet

“The fact that it’s not my birthday party doesn’t mean I’m not allowed to get wasted.”

This was exactly what Kayla said at her friend’s party, and that was her exact intention, evident from the way she talked crazily and spilled the contents of her plastic cup. It was Olivia’s birthday party, and it was lit; then again, to be fair, all her parties were usually lit. She’d called up Kayla weeks earlier and made her intentions known about throwing a party to mark her birthday. Of course, Kayla was in, who didn’t like a good party?

It was pretty much obvious why Olivia had stressed on Kayla’s attendance at the party—she always somehow managed to make it a fun place; she was a buzz to be around, and that was what she was doing at the moment as she spun around, dancing awkwardly to the music blaring loudly from speakers and laughing just as loud.

Her intention was to get drunk, or at least a reasonable amount of intoxicated. She was beautiful, and the fact that she was red-headed and curvy made her a focus on way too much attention. The booze helped, for when you are intoxicated up to a certain point everything had the tendency to feel like one big joke.

Kayla realized that her cup was empty and she needed a refill, and fast. She skipped through the bodies mashing against each other, swaying her hips to the music as she searched out the bar. She soon slowed her steps, however, when she realized that she was actually getting exhausted. And where the hell is Olivia? She wondered.

Patting her hair to the side, Kayla got to the bar and poured herself a drink. It was one of those parties where you go to serve yourself food and drinks, and everything was surplus. She swirled the liquid in her cup, her movements uncoordinated, spilling a few drops. She gulped it down and then stared at the bottle in her hand.

“What the hell?” she shrugged and sauntered off, the bottle in her hand.

Kayla found her friend outside the house, by the pool, but that was not the only thing she saw; as a matter of fact, she spotted her friend for only a second before focusing all her attention on the person she was in conversation with. Kayla had recently begun to come to terms with her sexuality, and the fact that she actually liked girls. It was still an awkward subject for her to approach, but she knew she was making progress.

Taking deep breaths and trying to ignore the way her heart thumped as she took in the tall, strong-looking woman in tight jeans and a tight low scoop-necked top which pushed against her breasts, exposing her cleavage. Kayla looked at the bottle in her hand and looked at the woman again. She took a swig, exhaled, and walked up to them.

“You know, if I wanted to listen to so much low-grade stuff I’d have gone to the subway.” That was Kayla’s opening line and she gave it with a big smile on her face.

“Kayla, what’d I say about those kinds of jokes?” Olivia said.

“Actually, that was kinda funny,” the lady with her said with a smile that exposed her teeth. Kayla returned the smile, feeling herself boil over inside. She stared at her friend and made tiny gestures with her eyes.

“Kayla, is something wrong?” Olivia asked. “Do you have dirt in your eye?”

Kayla gasped out of exasperation and spoke through her gritted teeth. “Just freaking introduce us already.” She turned to the lady and winked, “the smart ones are not yet born, am I right?” she laughed even though Olivia barely cracked a smile.

“Kayla, I’d like you to meet Danielle.”

Kayla, glad that she felt sharp from all that booze, stuck out her hand and grimaced when Danielle took it in hers. “Ooh, strong grip. Should have expected that,” she said and giggled, trying hard to keep her eyes off her busty cleavage.

“And this fun talkative is Kayla,” Olivia said to Danielle.

“Kayla, huh? Didn’t see that coming,” Danielle said. They stared at each other, almost as if communicating through telepathy. Olivia stood beside them, switching her gaze from one to the other, then she said. “I should leave you both to uh finish up with uh, whatever this is.”

“How about a drink?” Kayla asked, waving the bottle in her hand, almost immediately forgetting about the birthday girl.

“Here’s my answer to that,” Danielle said and also waved a bottle in the same manner as Kayla. “Damn, where’d that come from?”

“Magic,” Danielle said and they both laughed.

As the night wore on and the party seemed more alive than ever, Kayla still found herself with Danielle. Oddly, she had to admit, she was surprised that she’d spent a full ‘party hour’ with just one person. Even those times when she’d dated guys, she’d found it difficult maintaining focus.

“This was fun,” Danielle said and tossed aside a plastic cup. She turned to Kayla, “you’re really fun.”

She blushed and her hand subconsciously went to her hair. She had no idea if it was the booze intensifying her emotions, but she suddenly felt sad when she thought of the fact that Danielle would have to leave sooner or later, and then, also suddenly, she felt a bit excited when she felt the phone in her pocket. On second thoughts, she concluded that it was the booze, but that didn’t stop her from going ahead with what she had in mind.

“Are you ummmm ... like on Facebook and stuff?” she asked.

Danielle turned to her and smiled. “The first one; never heard of this ‘and stuff’, is it any good?”

Kayla studied her face to see if she was actually serious, then they both burst out laughing. They immediately became friends on Facebook and soon had to deal with the final awkward moment that came with giving someone your contact and then having to leave almost immediately, not knowing if the person would make anything of it the next day.

Kayla was especially nervous when she woke up the next morning. She’d gone home the previous night feeling high, partly on the alcohol she’d taken and mostly on the thought of Danielle. When she’d gone home the name had been all that occupied her head — while she showered her thoughts screamed the name, and while she admired her body in the mirror she thought of Danielle, and (this particular one made her a bit shy just thinking about it) while she masturbated as she always did on most nights, especially when she’d had a hot encounter with someone who pleased her eyes.

She’d thought of Danielle while massaging her pussy; she’d imagined those strong arms holding her head and shoving it in between her cleavage. The thoughts had taken her by surprise, and also the intensity with which her body rocked as her orgasm exploded through her. She’d slept thinking ‘Danielle’, and now she was awake the first thing she did was quickly reach for her side and grab her phone.

Her heart thumped as she opened her Facebook app; the loading all of a sudden felt like it took forever. Notifications, she thought and boom! (that was probably what she thought her heart sounded like), there it was: a message from Danielle. Kayla squealed with joy and told herself to chill. She scrolled by the message, planning to look at it last. It was hard not to try and guess what the message said.

“What if it’s just a regular hey?” she thought to herself.

She placed the phone, screen down, on the bed and wiped her sweaty hands.

“What the hell, girl?” She was surprised at how excited she was. At the rate she was going she knew her palms would not be the only part of her body that’d be wet.

The message was not just a regular ‘hey’, as she’d feared. She found out soon enough, after which she read it a couple more times before replying. And that was how it started. They got busy on each other’s profiles, sharing pictures and funny videos, placing comments on various comments and typing lots of LOL’s.

It’s amazing how much we have in common.

She sent it to Danielle one day, and she immediately agreed. It was past eight and the evening was going pretty fast. Kayla thought of making herself dinner when she heard her phone's notification tone—a ding. She sat on the bed and tapped on it, smiling when she saw that it was from Danielle.

Hey, can I ask you something?

The message read. She bit her lower lip and quickly typed “Yeah”. She was about to press send but she paused and wondered if it felt a bit hasty; it didn’t matter though because she’d already sent her reply. The three hovering dots popped up indicating that Danielle was typing.

Kayla kept her eyes on the screen, waiting for the reply to show up. She exhaled and got off the bed, making to move towards the hallway to the kitchen, but her mind remained on the phone and the reply Danielle was typing.

“I’ll better just take the phone with me,” she thought to herself and walked back to the bed. Picking up the phone, she scrolled up through their past messages hoping that once she scrolled back down the new message would have appeared. Still, those hovering dots remained.

“The hell?” she said and found herself sitting on the bed, the kitchen forgotten. Then, she  heard the soft dripping sound and her heart skipped a beat—the message had come in.


Chapter Two – New Girlfriends

The car slowed to a halt in front of the theater. Kayla alighted and paid the driver. Alright, no nerves, she told herself and scanned the area, hoping to spot Danielle. There were quite a number of people moving about the theater, mostly couples, and it was almost impossible to pick out Danielle but that didn’t matter the moment she heard a voice behind her.

“Hey.”

She turned around and a smile lit her face when she saw Danielle.

“Hey,” she said and looked around. “I’m glad I didn’t have to start grabbing people one after the other before I found you.”

“You were hard to miss; pretty redhead dressed to kill.”

Kayla laughed and shrugged. “You’re one to talk, you look like you might actually kill someone.”

She wondered how Danielle somehow managed to pull off jeans and tops, and still managed to look so damn sexy. And those boobs, Kayla licked her lips—the way they almost seemed to glare at her.

They both entered the main building to make their movie selection. Kayla grabbed Danielle’s hand and pulled her to a large movie poster.

“I’ve always wanted to see this movie,” Danielle said.

“I thought so. You and I, we’re two peas in a pod,” Kayla said and hooked her hand into Danielle’s hand as they went to get tickets.

The movie turned out great, at least in their opinion even though most of the audience grimaced or let out groans and casually shrugged at what was supposed to be a hilarious scene. Danielle and Kayla laughed through most of the movie, attracting a few confused stares from people giving them the ‘we’re watching the same movie, right?’ look.

They were among the last people to leave the theater as they walked out into the cold night. “That was fun,” Kayla said, watching the lights around her.

“Yeah. We should do this again sometime,” Danielle suggested and Kayla nodded, “yeah, we should.”

“So, it’s settled, we’ll do this again,” Danielle said and watched a cab stop close to them. “I’ll get that for you,” she said and opened the car door.

“Thanks,” Kayla said as she got into the car. “And thanks for tonight. It was great,” she said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Kayla had no idea what it was, or what label to place on it, but she didn’t mind at all; she just enjoyed the flow between her and Danielle. They may have both told each other goodnight, but their night didn’t exactly end there. Kayla lay in bed, clad in her skimpy nightgown with nothing underneath, cooing at the way the cool air in her room caressed her skin.

She lay on her back and slowly trailed her fingers over her skin, her eyes closed and her mind filled with images from the night out with Danielle.

“How could this night get any better?”

A soft beep filtered into her ears and she opened her eyes. It was a message from Danielle, asking the casual stuff like how she was doing and all.

Readjusting herself on the bed, she typed a reply and Danielle replied immediately. In that way, they began to chat. Kayla found herself smiling as they texted, and she felt her body getting hotter as they chatted on. Left for her alone, they would have maintained the casual wave they were currently riding on. She couldn’t tell what led to it, but Danielle’s next message sent a throbbing between her legs.

I usually sleep nude. I find that it’s easier when I need to take care of some business, if you know what I mean.

And then she added a winking emoji.

Kayla blushed; she definitely knew what she meant and body shivered as she tried to think of the perfect response. The ball is in your court, girl, don’t mess this up.

After typing and retyping, she thought, “What the hell?” and tapped send, tossing her phone on the bed and biting her nails. It took over a minute—possibly more, or even less—for her phone to beep. She exhaled and picked it up, turning it slowly. The first thing she saw was the reply she’d sent.

I’d love to be a curtain in that room of yours, gazing down on you.

Danielle’s reply was a heart emoji followed by a kiss, and a blushing face. She also typed, what exactly would you want to gaze down on?

Kayla clamped her legs together and typed a reply, feeling less tense and catching a familiar tingle between her legs. The texts soon got hotter and Kayla soon confirmed that Danielle was in fact bi-sexual.

She slipped her hands in between her legs and caressed her folds as she read through Danielle's texts. Her legs quivered and her pussy gushed out its juices with each stroke she made. A soft moan escaped her lips as she closed her eyes and thrust her fingers deeper into her pussy. Another message came in.

Are you fingering your pussy?

She gasped and wondered how she knew, then she saw she'd mistakenly sent a voice note. She clicked on it and her voice played back to her, her moans.

I'm fucking horny!

She replied and everything took a whole different turn. Danielle described in detail everything she wanted to do to Kayla, and Kayla fingered herself harder as she imagined it all.

Her pussy slushed; her fingers coated in her juices. She sucked it up and an idea popped into her head. Taking one of her pillows, she propped herself up from the back and spread her legs wider. The light in the room was good enough, so she switched to her camera and took a photo of her glistening pussy.

She felt a thrill as she sent the photo to Danielle – a certain kind of electricity buzzing through her. She wanted more.

Danielle sent her a photo of her boobs clasped together with her nipples erect and her dark areolas looking inviting. Kayla drooled as she zoomed into the photos, wishing she could take those nipples into her mouth.

She clipped her nipples with her hand and fingered herself as she watched Danielle's nude pics flood her phone.

Hmmmm ... dominate my gallery, she replied and stared at Danielle's pink pussy and marveled at how swollen it was. She wanted to stick her tongue inside it and lap up her juices; she wanted so badly to thrust her fingers into Danielle's pussy and taste her juices.

At a certain point she found it difficult to pick up her phone as her fingers were stuck in her pussy and the others pinched her nipples. Her body trembled as she got closer, moaning and writhing on the bed, raising her hips and clasping her legs tight. Breathing fast, she managed to let go of her nipples and, with much effort, switched on the voice recorder.

One she heard the beep she focused on her pussy, fingering harder and rubbing her juices all over her fingers as she screamed and moaned, making sure she was loud enough for her audience. She soon brought herself to a powerful orgasm, thrashing all over the bed and gasp wild.

"Fuck," she said, catching her breathing now. She picked up the phone and giggled into it, then she sent Danielle the recording.

Fuck, that is so hot!

That was Danielle’s reply. They decided to meet up once again, setting a date for the next weekend. Kayla lay awake for most of the night, brimming with excitement as she went over Danielle’s photos and teased her pussy with her fingers. She thought of their next date and the possibilities—hopefully they’d translate their chat into something more physical.

She soon fell asleep, a smile on her face as those sweet thoughts swam around in her head.


Chapter Three – Meeting Up to Hook Up

Danielle chose a local sports bar for their meet up. It was a perfect choice – complete privacy, which actually meant that you could do anything without anyone stopping by to lecture you on how 'this was not the right place for that', for example a lady screamed at the far corner of the bar as a guy pounded into her from behind, and yet there were people just a few tables beside them, talking about the game or whatever they thought was important.

“So, perfect,” she thought.

It had not really been difficult for Danielle to figure that Kayla was bi; she'd sensed it from the buzz between both of them when they first met. It had been a pleasant surprise when her teasing worked and she realized just how willing Kayla was. She’d thought about her, and her body and the things she could do to it; she just couldn’t wait.

Kayla arrived soon enough looking sexy in a tight-fitting dress which hugged her curves and exposed her cleavages. She walked into the bar, looking around and ignoring the constant stares from the men she walked past. It didn't take her too long to find Danielle. She smiled to herself and tried to steady her thumping heart as she walked over to a table.

"Perfect, right?" Danielle said, looking around.

"I'll say," Kayla replied and took her seat opposite Danielle, but not before eying her over and taking in every bit off her outfit. "You look great, as always," she said, and meant it.

"You look sensual," Danielle replied through pursed lips. Kayla smiled and felt her cheeks flush. This was their first meeting since they’d begun sexting and exchanging nudes, so the excited tension between them was hard to miss. Luckily, Danielle was a bit casual about the whole thing and so Kayla just followed her lead.

They ordered drinks and soon got lost in their conversation once it arrived. Kayla sipped her drink a bit too enthusiastically, burping occasionally.

“You have to take it easy, okay?” Danielle said. “You nervous?”

Kayla was about to reply when a thought crossed her mind. “That sounds like something you’ll hear in a porn movie.”

Danielle’s face lit up with a sly smile and she bit her lips. “What type are you into?”

Kayla looked around, as if to check that no one was eavesdropping, and then sipped her drink. She leaned over the table, her face barely a few inches away from Danielle, and whispered. “Lesbian porn.” She buried her face in her palm after she made this revelation.

“Me too,” Danielle also whispered and Kayla looked up at her, her eyes bright now. Danielle continued, her voice smooth and sensual, “there’s something about two girls fucking that just makes my pussy wet.” She lowered her voice, “I think I’m even getting wet just thinking about it.”

Kayla felt her mouth grow dry as she heard Danielle. Of course, this was also the case with her, and she could feel her pussy throbbing beneath her dress which had ridden up her thighs. She looked into Danielle’s eyes and thought, if only she could just reach her hand under this table, she’d feel how hot my pussy is.

As they refilled their drinks, they remained in the topic of lesbian porn, and it was obvious the topic was getting to them as they were both flushed. “I like it a little rough myself,” Kayla revealed. She went ahead to mention a particular porn she’d watched featuring a certain actress.

“Damn, she’s good, and she’s my favorite,” Danielle said and that sly smile came up on her face again. “You know, this is cheesy, but at one point I really wanted to be a porn actress. Lesbian porn, of course.” She sighed dreamily, “all the pussy I could eat.”

“That’ll be the life,” Kayla said, her eyes on Danielle’s boobs which seemed to shake in response to her words. She watched the way they pushed against her dress, and she could even see her nipples.

“Take it easy, don’t devour me already,” Danielle said and chuckled. Kayla smiled and tried to look away (a difficult task).

“You know what I would like to have right now?” Kayla asked, subconsciously spreading her legs wider as her panties soaked through.

“Pussy on your face?” Danielle guessed.

“Fresh pussy on my face,” Kayla replied and they clinked glasses. Silence immediately fell between them—Kayla had no idea what Danielle was thinking, knowing that she had her eyes fixed on her, but she knew that her own thoughts were currently filled with images of Danielle, spread eagle on a bed while she ate out her pussy.

She gasped when she felt something graze her legs under the table. She looked at Danielle who smiled back at her, as if she was up to nothing, but Kayla could feel her toes lightly moving up her legs. A little higher, she thought and moved her hips forward.

They stared at each other in intense silence, both unable to deny the excitement buzzing around them (and this had nothing to do with the game going on in the background). Kayla frowned when Danielle suddenly dropped her legs, but the frown was short-lived when she said.

“Hey, do you want to get out of this place?”

Kayla looked up hopefully. “Yeah. Let’s go to my place.”

She wasn’t exactly sure if what she actually meant was ‘yeah, let’s go fuck at my place’, either way she was thrilled when Danielle gleefully said “okay”. Kayla fumbled for her keys when they got back to her apartment. Knowing that Danielle was standing right behind her and teasing herself with the possibilities of what was to come, was enough to make her a nervous mess.

“Take your time, I don’t mind,” Danielle said. “The view is great from here.”

Kayla blushed and wiggled her ass, then she pushed the door open. “Welcome to the place I call home,” Kayla said and turned to Danielle.

“Where you get to fuck and watch porn without no one bothering you,” Danielle said, sounding as sensual as she could. They sat on a sofa, close to each other with their knees barely touching. Kayla knew what she wanted; she knew just why her breathing was a bit tense and why her heart thumped against her chest; she knew just why her pussy throbbed, with her juices flowing through the thin material of her underwear. The question was: did Danielle also want the same thing? There was only one way to find out.

“A nice place you got here,” Danielle said and spoke before Kayla could reply. “Ummmm, do you got a girlfriend?”

Kayla spread her legs slowly, shifting to the edge of the sofa so her dress rode up a bit, exposing her thighs. “No, I don’t,” she said and looked up at her. “But I’d be nice to have one though, especially on those lonely nights.”

Danielle smiled and looked her over, “yeah? any girl would be lucky to have a fine ass like you.” She shifted closer, her voice softening. “You got a great body, you know that?”

“I know now,” Kayla replied in a voice rough with desire. Their legs were touching now, and she could feel the excitement building up.

“This is it!”

She closed her eyes as the gap between their faces reduced. She could feel the heat of Danielle’s body and hear the crumpling of her clothes, and even smell her perfume. But then it all suddenly went away.

“I’m sorry, I have to go now,” Danielle said and got up quickly.

It had happened so suddenly so the only response Kayla could really give was a stutter as she watched Danielle walk out the door.

“What the hell just happened?”

She picked herself up, not bothering to lock the door, and walked into her room. The silence in the room jeered at her and only reminded her of the need in her body and the fact that she had no one to help her with it. She dropped herself on the bed and lay on her back. Trying not to think about the overwhelming bewilderment she was feeling, she licked her fingers and rubbed it over her panties.

She was soaked through, and the fingers sliding her panties down her legs should be Danielle’s and not hers. Spreading her legs wide, she began to rub her pussy, splitting it open with her fingers and rubbing her thumb over her engorged clit. She fingered her pussy furiously, her thoughts still filled with images of Danielle but in a more skeptical way—why the hell did you have to leave like that?

She squeezed her boobs and pushed her fingers deep into her pussy, rocking her hips and imagining that it wasn’t her fingers fucking her pussy. Her body shivered in mild delight as her juices flooded her pussy and she trembled from her orgasm. She didn’t exactly feel ‘rocked’ as her orgasm subsided, so she lay on her side, closed her eyes and tried to forget a terribly dismal day. 


Chapter Four – Rough Lesbians

Kayla woke up the next morning feeling heavy. There was no excitement like the previous days, only anger and disappointment. She picked up her phone and stared at it, her mind working. What if she’d had a good reason for walking out on you that way? And then what if there hadn’t been any good reason? She hoped the first would be the case when she crafted a text, making sure to use a nice mix of sad and angry emojis, and sent it to Danielle.

She tried to forget about the phone as she went about her morning, and that worked relatively well until she heard a beep a few minutes later. Kayla picked up the phone and saw three new texts from Danielle.

I messed up yesterday, and I’m sorry …

That was exactly how the first text began. Kayla made herself comfortable on the bed and began texting back. They exchanged texts for a few minutes, then Danielle suggested that she’d do anything to make up for the way she behaved.

Anything?

Kayla replied, biting her lips and grinning. The morning was still young and the rising sun was still warm on her body, and she was still nude. She looked down at her pussy and saw that it was beginning to glisten and her nipples were erect, just from a few rounds of texting Danielle.

You kinda left me high and not so dry last night, I want you to fix that.

Kayla smiled and nodded at how good her text sounded, and then she hit send. Danielle replied with a winking emoji and those hovering dots appeared again. It lasted for a minute or two, then a video appeared. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the pixelated image of the video as it loaded. She shifted to the middle of her bed, placed a pillow under her butt and her eyes opened wide when the video came up.

I’ll give you a moment.

Another text came from Danielle, also with a winky face.

Kayla gaped as the video began to play. It started with a close-up of Danielle’s pussy, all wet with puffy lips spread wide. Then it zoomed out to show her large boobs as she kneaded them, her eyes partially closed as she moaned and licked her lips like a seductive pornstar. She spoke some words somewhere in the area of ‘I’m sorry’ but Kayla was much too mesmerized by what she was viewing to even hear it.

The video shook as Danielle placed her phone possibly by the edge of the bed (Kayla could now get a wide view of the whole bed) and crawled on all fours to the end of the bed. Kayla’s hand trailed to her pussy and her lips parted slowly as she watched Danielle’s ass, bouncing and twerking. She watched as Danielle turned and lay on her back, shifting closer to the camera so her wet pussy became ‘all up in her face’.

Kayla paced herself with the video, steadily pumping her fingers into her pussy just as Danielle squealed in the video, grunting wildly and thrashing about. She gaped when Danielle screamed, her fingers frantically rubbing her pussy, all soaked with her juices, and then suddenly shivering and clasp her legs tight as her pussy erupted, squirting her juices all over the camera.

It was just too much for Kayla as she also screamed, her voice breaking halfway and her veins straining against her neck, as she had a massive orgasm.

The sheets were soaked as she rolled to the side, her hand feebly gripping the phone as she typed a reply to Danielle.

Yeah, that worked. You’re forgiven.

Danielle used multiple happy emojis.

How about I make it even better this Friday?

What do you have in mind?

I’ll be going to the movies with a friend, why not come with us?

Kayla frowned and paused in her reply—she was hoping it’d be just the two of them, but now she had to deal with a third wheel. As if sensing her feelings, Danielle replied …

He’s gay, BTW. I don’t think you’ll be pussy-blink [tongue out, smiley face].

It almost embarrassed Kayla, how much relief she felt. She was grateful Danielle hadn’t been there to see her exhale in obvious relief.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The days leading up to Friday were among the best Kayla had known—they spent most of the day talking about the things that mattered to them: great sex (what else was there to talk about). Danielle created more of her videos and sent them each night to Kayla, which she appreciated because watching Danielle finger or dildo herself to an explosive orgasm was the next best thing to actually fucking her to an explosive orgasm.

With each day that passed, and each text, Kayla got wetter and her excitement and anticipation grew. She was absolutely sure that there would be no repeat of last week’s bummer moment, at least she thought so until the main day arrived.

Friday came and that was about it—no message from Danielle, no calls, nothing. Kayla stared at herself in the mirror, breathing heavily and flushed with rage.

“She fucking did it again!”

It was upsetting, but that was just putting it mildly. She tried reaching out to Danielle; texting and even calling, but nothing.

“Just face the fact,” a dejected Kayla thought and crawled into bed, “she really doesn’t want you as much as you want her.”

Kayla got a text from Danielle a couple days later, asking if they could meet up.

“I’ll tell you if we can fucking meet up,” she mumbled as she typed a reply. She was about to tap send when her phone vibrated and rang. It was Danielle, and she couldn’t help but feel a bit of nerve.

“Get a grip,” she scolded herself and answered the call.

“Hello?” she said plainly and listened to Danielle’s voice as it came up.

“Kayla, I know you’re mad at me.”

“You don’t know half of it.”

“Let’s meet up and I guess I can explain? I dunno.”

“Sure, my place,” Kayla said and ended the call. She was going to dictate the plays this time. Danielle arrived later that evening, but Kayla gave it a few minutes before she opened the door.

“I guess I deserve that,” Danielle said with a light smile.

Kayla stood aside and let her in. She was pissed at her, but that didn’t stop her stomach from churning at the sight of Danielle’s ass wiggling in those tight pants, and her nipples poking at the thin top she had on. Shutting the door behind her, Kayla walked into the house and watched Danielle take a seat quietly.

“I’ll just go ahead and say it,” Kayla began. “Why the hell did you have to blow me off like that? And that’s not even the first time.”

“Calm down, Kayla. I have a perfectly good explanation,” Danielle said.

“Yeah? Well, go ahead ‘cuz I can’t hear anything.”

“Well, you would if you just let me finish a goddamn sentence,” Danielle said, her face hard.

“Hey, you don’t have the right to swear. I’m the one who’s hurt, I get to swear. Fuck!” Kayla grunted and began to pace. She turned to Danielle who was about to speak and interrupted her.

“Fuck you bitch; you don’t even respect my feelings! You obviously don’t care if I’m hurt, and ... and you know what, you’re just a fucking bitch.”

Danielle shot up and stood in front of Kayla, looking much taller all of a sudden. “I’m a fucking bitch?” she scoffed, “Fuck you, cunt!”

Kayla grunted and perhaps, in hindsight, what she did next would turn out to be a good thing, but it definitely could have turned out worse. She placed her hand on Danielle’s chest and shoved her backwards. Perhaps she was aiming for a dramatic ‘tumble over the couch’ effect, all she got was just a mere shift backwards, and a fuming Danielle who leaped on her.

It started rough—it was rough; the ladies grunted like animals as they grabbed at each other’s hair, tugged at each other’s clothes and tried hard to get the other in a lock. Danielle was much stronger, but that didn’t mean that Kayla didn’t put on a good fight.

With a grunt, Kayla grabbed the neck of Danielle’s top and, with one tug, ripped the flimsy material off. Danielle gasped as her boobs bounced free, and that was it—she hooked her hand over Kayla’s waist and threw her on the sofa, going to town on her skirt and top and ripping it all to shreds. Kayla retaliated and dug her fingers into Danielle’s pants, slashing it in various placing.

What remained now was Kayla, clad in ripped attire, struggling under Danielle who sat astride her and pinned her down strongly. Her eyes glowed and her voice was sharp when she spoke.

“I’ll show you how a fucking bitch behaves!”

With that, she roughly grabbed Kayla’s nipples and pulled it, making her scream. Danielle’s eyes were wild with lust as she kneaded Kayla’s boobs, pinching her nipples and downright slapping each boob. Kayla let out a sharp squeal and moaned as she squirmed underneath Danielle.

“Don’t you like this?” Danielle asked. “Who’s the bitch now, you pussy-assed bitch?” she leaned into her and took one of her nipples into her mouth.

She kissed it and licked her boob, then she began to suck on her nipple, pulling it with her teeth. Kayla moaned, still pinned down, her face flushed. The feeling of Danielle’s tongue on her nipple was hot and amazing, and she soon almost forgot about the weight preventing her from moving. Her eyes opened wide and she screamed when she felt Danielle’s hand smack her pussy.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Danielle said and tugged her panties off. Her fingers were rough of Kayla’s swollen folds, rubbing her juices and tasting it. She jammed her fingers into the twitching pussy, putting in two at first and laughing at Kayla’s surprised gasps, and then adding two more. Kayla mumbled some words, and her chest heaved as she felt the fingers thrust deeper into her pussy.

The excitement was building up in her pussy and she felt her juices flow down her thighs as Danielle fingered her relentlessly. Danielle took her fingers all the way out of Kayla’s pussy, still holding her down, and then knelt beside her.

She smacked her thighs, leaving a red mark, and pushed them apart baring Kayla’s wet pussy to her face.

Her lips touched it softly at first, then she went in hard and began to eat at Kayla’s pussy in the roughest way she could think of. She let go of Kayla’s hand and grabbed her boobs, squeezing and kneading as she lapped up her intoxicating juices. Kayla squirmed and moved her legs, moaning and gasping each time Danielle thrust her tongue into her pussy. She tried to push her head away because of how intense it felt—she was sure she’d pass out.

“Don’t try to push me away,” Danielle said. “I want to show you how a real bitch behaves.”

She pushed in a finger into Kayla’s pussy as she moved her tongue over it. Kayla gasped and exhaled sharply, and soon her body began to shiver. She squealed and pushed her hips against Danielle’s voice as her pussy throbbed and squirted her juices all over her face.

“Hmmmm ... honey-like,” Danielle said and brushed her lips against Kayla’s. “Taste your juices, come on.” Kayla sucked on Danielle’s lips, moaning into her mouth. She whimpered when Danielle broke the kiss and pulled her up. She led her to her room and threw her on the bed, looking around for something.

“I know it’s here somewhere,” she said. “Us bitches know how to find it.”

She opened a drawer and smiled. Walking back to the bed, she waved the huge dildo before Kayla. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you’ll have a sore pussy by the time I’m done.”

Kayla cooed and licked her lips when she heard that, both subconsciously. Danielle got on the bed and crawled up to Kayla. The dildo was in her mouth as she licked it like some massive variation of a lollipop, running her tongue over the veiny phallus and making it wet with her saliva. She got in between Kayla and pushed her legs apart.

Without waiting, she teased Kayla’s pussy with the dildo and pushed it inside, going as far as it could go. Kayla shut her eyes tight and grabbed the sheets, taking deep breaths as Danielle began to move the dildo. She pumped it hard into her pussy, making a squishing sound as a result of how dripping wet Kayla’s pussy was.

Kayla moved her hips, moaning as loud as she could, feeling it fill her up. She giggled out of excitement as she felt another orgasm building up inside of her. She kept her gaze locked on Danielle’s boobs as it bounced with each grunting thrust Danielle made. Taking out the dildo, which was now coated in Kayla’s juices, she licked it up and placed it beside her.

“Fuck! I was just about to come,” Kayla said, her chest rising and falling, and her mouth dry. Danielle didn’t answer her, but instead went back to the drawer and took out a strap-on which she wore around her waist. She grabbed Kayla’s legs, her arm muscles straining visibly, and then she aligned the strap-on with Kayla’s pussy.

She grunted and began to fuck her, moving her hips back and forth and holding the cock with her hand as she guide its entry. Kayla moved her head about and moaned, pushing her hips against the invading cock as her body became tense and hot, and her legs suddenly became weak. She cried out as she squirted yet again, her orgasm rocking her violently. She was still experiencing the throws of her orgasm when Danielle’s strong hand pulled her forward and she locked their pussy together in one hot scissoring pose.

Kayla felt as if the orgasm was in loop because she felt it wash through her body over and over, as she watched Danielle grind into her. Danielle’s breath also became rasp and broken, and she threw her head back, her boobs bouncing, as she began to squirt. Kayla broke the pose and quickly fell onto Danielle’s pussy, lapping up her juices until her body stopped shivering.

The ladies both sighed heavily and with much content as they fell on the bed, exhausted. It didn’t take long for them to fall asleep, and they slept long.

Kayla woke up with much satisfaction the next morning, feeling a warm glow on her entire body—and that had nothing to do with the ray of sunlight entering through the window. Danielle also woke up and they both stared at each other, their bodies still locked in a close embrace.

“That was ...” Kayla began. “Intense?” Danielle put in.

“Fucking intense,” she replied and pressed her lips against Danielle’s, feeling the heat buildup again. Her hands strayed to Danielle’s boobs and rested on them. Her pussy was just as awake as she was, and she was beginning to feel her wetness trickle down. It was going to be an awesome morning, and she knew just what she wanted for breakfast.
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