

The Pink Posse

Amber Skye


The Pink Posse

2nd edition. Copyright © 2017 by Amber Skye

Published by Amber Skye Erotica

All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information retrieval or storage system, without the prior consent of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, events, or locales, is entirely coincidental. All characters in this book are over the age of 18.


Contents

Books by Amber Skye

The Pink Posse  by  Amber Skye

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12


Books by Amber Skye

Laci’s Lingerie

Autumn Sizzle

The Pink Posse

Community Cervix

Crack of Dawn

Side Out

Block Party

Wet Chemistry

Fender Bender

Tea with Trina

Eating Out


The Pink Posse


by


Amber Skye


1

I blew a few stray hairs out of my face, stood straight, and stretched. The last of the boxes had been unpacked, the daunting two-day process finally concluded. Knowing that the kitchen was the most difficult and time-consuming task, I had left it for last. I looked around at my beautiful new home and pinched myself. I couldn’t believe my good fortune.

Marrying Dansby had been a godsend. He was smart. With an MBA from the prestigious Wharton Business School, he had moved his way up over the past eight years, and at thirty-three, he had struck gold. Moving away from Philadelphia and our friends and family had caused some apprehension for us both, but we had unequivocally agreed that the move to Savannah was a good decision. And we loved the warm weather. Now a top executive at a well-known investment firm, Dansby had practically set us up for life.

The multi-million dollar home on Jones Street was a dream come true! The three-story brick structure housed six bedrooms, seven baths, a beautiful parlor with classic furniture, and a spacious living room and dining hall. The kitchen was huge with granite countertops and a monstrous island and eating area. A balcony off the master offered spectacular views of the city. The house was enormous, with beautifully and intricately handcrafted appointments which showcased an iron staircase railing and gorgeous, crystal chandeliers. Hardwood floors throughout the open, spacious home and sunlit rooms provided a cheery atmosphere that was worthy of a magazine cover.

Our front porch sported a dual staircase, leading to the famous street where some argued that the saying “keeping up with the Joneses” had originated. Sturdy, live oaks with Spanish moss, ornamental in the foliage, boldly lined the streets. And spring was eternal in this part of the world. We had first visited in late January, scouring the city for a suitable residence. Leaving the snowy, twenty-degree Pennsylvania City where we had both grown up, we were stunned by the mid-sixty-degree temperatures that greeted us in the charming coastal town. And in the dead of winter, everything was green! The live oaks, palms, and oleander remained alive year-round. The little patch of grass in our courtyard was vibrant as well. Dansby and I fell in love with the home and the city at once.

And here I was, two months hence and April quickly approaching, living the dream. My only apprehension was the fact that I knew no one in our quaint new city. But I had heard enough about southern charm and the friendliness of the region’s natives to feel optimistic about making fast friends. I planned to begin that journey today.

I took a quick shower in our elaborate master bath—an area the size of our living room in our former home. I threw on a cute, little outfit that showed off my creamy, athletic legs, tied my strawberry-blonde hair in a ponytail, and journeyed out to the Savannah Tennis Club and Spa. I had made an online reservation to participate in a doubles match that afternoon, so I would immediately make three new friends…or so I hoped. Afterwards, I planned to get a pedicure and perhaps a massage.

The day had warmed into the mid-seventies, and I enjoyed the way the sun kissed my skin as I strolled across the lot toward the facility entrance. I checked in and found my way back outside to the court specified for my afternoon match. I arrived about ten minutes ahead of time, but three ladies I guessed to be in their early thirties were already sitting under a little cabana next to the court, wearing cute, little tennis outfits and sipping from water bottles. They were smiling and laughing comfortably, obviously well acquainted with each other.

The women stopped their conversation as I approached and gazed in my direction. I smiled sweetly and greeted them.

“Hi!” I said brightly. “I’m Christine.”

A brief moment passed as they took me in. Then a dark-haired, Asian beauty popped up and greeted me first.

“Hi, Christine,” she chirped in a sweet, little southern accent. “I’m Kim.”

Kim stood just a few inches over five feet. Silky, black hair hung a little ways down her back. Her tennis outfit showed off thick, muscular legs—tanned, shapely, and smooth. Her arms were toned and dark, small perky breasts straining against her outfit.

“I’m Rochelle,” said a pretty blonde as she stood and towered about six inches over Kim. She offered her hand and a tentative smile, displaying a mouth full of perfect, white veneers.

A curvy redhead with a jaw-dropping bosom displaying her sun-kissed, freckled cleavage greeted me last.

“I’m Jamie,” she purred in a sultry voice, making me a little uneasy as her gaze climbed up and down my body.

Finally, her eyes settled on my face and she gave me a wicked smile. “Very nice to meet you, Christine,” she said as she extended a smooth, bejeweled hand.

We chatted briefly and then took the court. I paired up with Kim, who was clearly the most athletic and by far the most skilled out of the group. We played three sets, Kim and I winning the first and third. I estimated that Rochelle, Jamie, and I were comparable in our skills—solid tennis players, but nothing close to the athletic prowess Kim displayed. She was quick and fluid, crafty and clever, mixing nice touches when required with powerful strokes past our opponents at other times. The match took just under an hour to play, leaving us all glistening and subdued as we shook hands and congratulated each other on a great outing.

“I could use a drink and a bite to eat,” Kim said as we toweled off under the cabana.

“That sounds wonderful,” the redheaded Jamie said. “Christine! How about joining us for a little ladies’ luncheon?”

Rochelle, the quietest of the bunch, just smiled politely and looked at me inquisitively.

“I would love to,” I said.

The rigorous match had made me a bit hungry. Besides, I was eager to make some acquaintances, and I felt quite fortunate to have stumbled upon this trio of lovely and sophisticated young women. I could spend a little time with them at lunch, maybe work in that massage, and get home in time to greet Dansby.

The girls led me into a facility that was a bit like a small shopping mall. A number of specialty stores dedicated to serving the wealthy members and designed for their convenience were strewn throughout the little mall. Clothing boutiques, a sporting goods store, several sandwich shops, a few upscale eateries, a coffee shop, and even a martini bar were all represented. We selected—or rather Kim did—a little bistro that also served cutesy, alcoholic beverages that arrived with fruit, vegetables, and little umbrellas poking from the drinks.

I followed suit as all the girls selected various salads for their early-afternoon meal, and I joined Jamie and Rochelle by ordering a margarita. Kim sipped water, a little lemon wedge bobbing along the surface.

“Not drinking today, Kim?” Jamie asked.

A brief sour looked crossed the little Asian’s face. “I have a client later,” she explained.

“A client?” I inquired.

Kim nodded. “Yep. I’m a masseuse,” she explained. “I do about four to six a week. I have a 6 p.m. tonight. I enjoy it and it gives me a little financial independence from Malcolm.”

“Wait! You do massages? I was planning to get one today in town. Want to squeeze me in for a thirty minute?”

Kim looked at a ladies’ Rolex adorning her left wrist. “Sure thing,” she said, suddenly all smiles. “We could probably do it at four.”

“She’s the best!” Rochelle piped in. And oddly, I thought I saw Kim shoot her a sharp look before smiling again and thanking Rochelle for saying so.

Jamie emitted a low chuckle, making me curious about the odd dynamics between these three women. Rochelle sat back and sipped her drink and spoke little during the remainder of our lunch.

We finished our salads and drinks, split the tab, and Jamie and Rochelle departed. I stood alone with Kim. Reaching into her bag, she extracted a business card with her address on it.

“OH, WOW!” I exclaimed. “We are practically neighbors. I’m on East Jones.”

“Well,” Kim smiled. “Isn’t that convenient?”

The little masseuse lived about three blocks over, just north of Monterey Square near the famed Mercer House where a murder had taken place in the early eighties. The house offered daily tours for those obsessed with the macabre.

We parted and I drove home to shower and change. Kim suggested light, loose-fitting clothing like gym shorts and a T-shirt. I decided to set out on foot and arrived at her beautiful home off the square just minutes before four.

A fresh-faced Kim greeted me at the door and granted me entrance into her palatial estate. She was dressed in snug shorts and a tight-fitting tank top. She was a stunning, young woman to say the least. Leading me to the lower floor—a basement of sorts—she explained that her appointment for later had re-scheduled for tomorrow, so if I wanted a full hour, we could do it.

“I only charge my friends half price too,” she said. “And since you helped me beat my besties in tennis today, this one is on the house.”

“Absolutely not,” I intoned. “You should be compensated for your services.”

She waved me off. “Nope. It’s free today. I don’t want to hear another word about it.”

“Well…thank you. You are very generous.”

We moved into a clean, well-lit room, set up with a spa bed in the center. Alongside the bed sat a rolling cart with lotions and oils on the top and clean, white towels beneath. A porcelain Jacuzzi tub sat in the corner, candles spaced evenly along the edge. Near the far wall sat a Bose sound system remotely connected to four speakers mounted where the walls met the ceiling in each corner of the room. Soft, relaxing music played at a low volume. A long table in front of the spa bed held an assortment of candles with a large lava lamp placed in the middle. A soothing blend of artwork and photography adorned the walls.

Kim lit a few candles, turned on the lava lamp, and extinguished the overhead lights. The room became instantly seductive, yet instilling a sense of calming relaxation at the same time.

“Would you like some green tea or water, Christine?” she inquired.

“Some green tea would be nice. Thank you.”

She placed a few towels on the bed, and then looked me over.

“Any particular soreness or muscle aches you need worked out?” she asked.

I shook my head and smiled. I simply found a massage most relaxing and enjoyable. I had them as often as possible.

"Okay. I'll get your tea. Disrobe as minimally as your comfort level will allow. Completely naked is fine and most common with my clients," she stated matter-of-factly. "Lie face down and cover yourself with a towel if you like."

Kim cracked a door connecting to another room and slipped into the darkened space. She emerged several minutes later with my tea and two water bottles. In the meantime, I had stripped completely, leaving my clothing folded on the edge of the tub. I lay prone with the towel draped from my ass to just below my shoulder blades. I closed my eyes and relaxed, the lighting from the candles and the soft music soothing my senses.

Kim handed me my tea. I propped up and took a few sips of the warm beverage before handing it back to her. She placed it on the little cart and picked up one of her scented oils. After pouring a healthy dab onto her palms, she vigorously rubbed her hands together. I watched the corded muscles in her forearms and biceps ripple as she prepared to begin my massage. Pulling the towel halfway down my back, she started in on my shoulders. The combination of her hands and the warm oil felt nice, and I immediately felt very relaxed.

Although short in stature, Kim was incredibly strong. Her hands worked deep into my tissue, kneading, squeezing, and tugging at my muscles. Working her way down my back, she folded the towel so that it only covered my round, curvy buttocks. The sides of my breasts were now fully exposed, my firm and large tits squishing out from the table.

“You’re in great shape, Christine,” she said, as she dug her powerful fingers into my flesh—tinkering at the threshold where pain and pleasure collided.

“Aaahhh…thanks,” I managed in a grunted reply.

“How’s the pressure?” she asked.

I toyed with the idea of having her back off just a hair but ultimately decided against it. "Feels perfect," I breathed.

“Good! I’m glad you like it.”

She worked the middle of my back, her hands intermittently spanning wide, barely avoiding brushing my ample breasts. I felt my body temperature rise and my nipples stiffen at the near contact. Experiencing this wasn’t out of the ordinary for me; I often felt a low level of arousal during a massage, whether it was at the hands of a man or a woman. I had always written it off as just a normal reaction. But I couldn’t deny that the arousal was elevated at the hands of this beautiful Asian woman running her smooth, warm paws over my body.

Then suddenly, I noticed the heat of her body close to mine. She placed her forearm on my back and ran it in a smooth arc, causing my muscles to pop and grind pleasurably with each roll of her muscular arm. I felt her silky hair brush my skin on several occasions, and I was slightly embarrassed when I shivered noticeably. But the embarrassment was a small price to pay for the incredible feel of this woman's hands roaming my body. I became putty, a mindless object being molded and squeezed, a simple body of flesh plied and pounded. I wanted to scream mercy but didn't dare. The torture was divine. I wouldn't have stopped her if the house had been on fire.

Gradually, she moved downward, working my lower back mightily. When she pushed the towel farther down my frame, exposing the top half of my ass, I caught my breath. She firmly caressed my lower back, occasionally touching the curve of my ass as she labored over my body. Gazing to the side, I could see her firm body bent over mine, her hips right next to my face. The curve of her back suggested that her face was just above my bottom. She slid the towel again, this time almost completely off my butt. Her hands went to work once more. She worked one cheek with two hands, and again pushed the envelope by coming very close to my asshole with her fingertips. I wondered if I should protest, but her assault on my backside felt amazing, causing me to remain silent.

Suddenly, her hips moved from my view, and I could tell from the rotation of her hands that she was now south of my well-rubbed ass. She grabbed both cheeks in her hands and pushed inward and then upward. Then she would release my ass and let it jiggle back into place. Kim repeated this process several times. I’d never had a masseuse engage in this practice until now, and I wondered if I was getting some kind of special treatment.

Kim gradually worked her hands to my inner cheeks, and I knew when she pushed upward that my pussy was exposed. She began rubbing the underside of my butt at the base, where my legs and ass met. I must admit, as apprehensive as I was about her proximity to my most private parts, the sensation of her touch was amazing. I decided to relax and enjoy the wonderful work over I was receiving.

And just as I was settling in again, her finger lightly brushed my labia. A lightning bolt shot through my body. Part of me—the cultured me—wanted to indignantly jump up and scream at this woman for violating me, but the animal in me wanted her to do it again. I gave in to my base need, and instead of taking this woman to task, I sighed and subtly—oh so subtly— parted my legs. I could hardly believe my actions, but I was so caught up in the heat of the moment and the thrilling feel of her hands near my pussy that I totally relented.

And then she touched me again. This time it was bolder, not the inadvertent touch of her first stroke. She ran a smooth, silky finger purposefully along the folds of my cunt. I exhaled audibly but said nothing. The massage had made me slightly moist, but now I felt the full-force flood of juices flowing to my hot pussy. As a sophomore in college, I had done some heavy petting with a coed, but it never led to actual sex. Like many women, I had fantasized about being with another female but had never seriously considered it. But here I was, another woman stroking my feverish pussy, and I didn't want her to stop.

I felt a curious finger go inside of me, exploring. When Kim located the corrugated patch of my G-spot, I had to bite the towel to keep from screaming. Kim slid a second finger into my throbbing cunt, doubling the pleasure that was already blowing my mind. I was in an awkward position for her to easily access my clit, so I subtly arched my back just enough for her to locate my engorged bud. When her finger touched my clit, my whole body quaked with desire—the forbidden act of lesbian sex and the ingrained stigma of it temporarily disabled from my consciousness. There was no turning back for me; I was along for the ride and had given myself over completely to the attractive, little nymph rubbing my clamoring pussy.

Soon, both of Kim’s hands were working my sex. An oiled thumb toyed with the rosette of my asshole. I greeted the light pressure with several moans of appreciation. As the area became more lubricated, Kim inserted one of her digits into my anus. With her thumb on my clit, two fingers rubbing the sensitive tissue inside of my vagina, and a finger from the other hand probing my perineal sponge, I went into orbit. I began to buck and writhe from the intense pleasure. The world suddenly centered on my cunt and asshole. A warm rush of sensation built in my tummy and inner thighs, a primal need and instinct taking over any logical reasoning my brain had to offer. Nothing but the pleasure between my legs mattered. When Kim’s warm tongue replaced her finger inside of my ass, I felt the powerful surge of the first wave of orgasm encompass my body. I cried out loudly—an unusual occurrence as my orgasms with my husband almost always induced only whimpering. I began to hump Kim’s hand like a madwoman, crying out in unfathomable lust as I rode a second and even more intense orgasm.

I was putty in her hands as she deftly rolled me onto my back. I propped up on my elbows, fascinated by the fire this woman had ignited within me. Kim’s mouth went straight to my hairless pussy. She was obviously no rookie, as her experienced tongue parted the pink folds of my protruding, wet labia. An uncontrollable paroxysm engulfed me when her tongue flicked my clit, and I knew the third wave of orgasmic bliss was soon to follow. I heard myself weep with pleasure as her tongue lashing became more fervent, almost maniacal. The vision of my pink petals covering her mouth was perhaps the most arousing sight I had ever experienced. Kim was singularly focused on my clit now, tongue flick after tongue flick burning my loins with lust and desire. I was shocked at my reaction. I began humping the face of this beautiful Asian woman. She was drenched with my juices, and as if that wasn't enough, when my third orgasm arrived, a copious gush of pussy nectar squirted from my cunt, soaking my new lover. I screamed obscenities that had never crossed my lips before, as I creamed the face nestled between my legs. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, and I had to lie flat on the bed to keep from passing out.

Finally, the ecstasy of my first lesbian experience subsided. Kim continued to lap at my inner thighs, making me shiver with delight as her warm tongue explored me. I closed my eyes, delighted but embarrassed, and slightly ashamed of what I'd just done…or allowed to be done to me.

Kim rolled me over again, and I was glad to be face down on the spa bed. I averted my eyes from her while she resumed the massage as if nothing had happened. I tried to close my mind about what I’d just experienced, knowing I would have to sort through my naughty behavior later on.

When the massage was finished, Kim moved into the mysterious room connected to her little spa and closed the door. I dressed quickly, a feeling of unease beginning to gnaw at me. I hung around for several minutes, waiting for Kim to return, shunning the almost overwhelming desire to cut and run from this house and the salacious sex I’d just enjoyed. When she didn’t return, and my anxiety about the experience became too much, I simply skipped up the stairs, found the front door, and let myself out into the early evening warmth of the city.
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As I strolled home, a gentle southern breeze brushed my body. My nipples stiffened and pebbled, poking through my shirt as I walked toward my new residence. I took some deep breaths and contemplated what had just happened at the hands of a woman I’d met just hours before. The deep breathing helped little—my mind was going a thousand miles a minute as I tried to sort through my confusion. I was terribly conflicted. I felt as if I had betrayed my husband, but I knew I was undeniably hot for this woman. My Catholic upbringing didn’t help either. I had managed to cast aside the bigotry and hatred that some religions tried to hide behind seemingly virtuous motives. Reason and logic had allowed me to reject the notion that sex between two women was morally wrong, but emotionally I knew I was grappling with the idea that suddenly women were sexually alluring to me. Adding that to the fact that I’d cheated on my husband left me feeling more than a little guilty.

Dansby had been a wonderful husband, friend, and lover. Handsome, caring, and well-endowed, sex with him had usually produced a pleasant climax for me. Sometimes I had multiple orgasms, but that was rare. How was I to handle this? If I confessed to him, would he be angry? Hurt? Both? And the looming question was: “What about my new group of friends?” Was I to avoid them, or would I simply avoid Kim? Did I want to avoid Kim? Again, I was conflicted.

I entered my home and was welcomed by my husband, who had recently arrived home from work and was sipping a drink. He stood to greet me. I moved into his arms and embraced him. I gave him a long kiss and was instantly turned on. The moisture flowed to my pussy and I found myself wantonly humping his leg.

“Whoa! What’s got into you?” he asked with a big grin.

He placed his drink on a table and wrapped his arms around me again.

“I had a massage and I’m horny,” I said.

I ran my fingers through his thick, dark hair that was just starting to grey at the temples. Dansby stood about six-one and weighed over 200 pounds. Muscular and fit, he had been a turn-on to me from day one.

I dragged him to the sofa and had him out of his clothes in no time. Then I fucked his brains out, screaming like a wanton whore and probably broadcasting my lust to the neighbors as I came.

We lay together on the sofa, my head nestled in his neck as he gently stroked my hair. Then the tears came. He pushed my head back and looked at me quizzically.

“What’s wrong, baby?” he inquired.

“I did something today…and…uh…I’m all out of sorts over it.”

“What happened?” he asked.

So I told him. I told him everything. I explained how I'd met new friends and played a doubles match at the club during the afternoon. I mentioned the luncheon and the drinks and how I'd discovered one of our neighbors was not only a tennis club member but also a masseuse. I told him how she'd invited me over for a free massage, and then subtly seduced me. And finally, I told him about the mind-blowing orgasm I’d achieved as a result.

Dansby stared at me for a moment—it was an agonizing moment. A pivotal point in our marriage I was sure. I could glean nothing from his gaze. Then he started laughing. Then he kissed me hard on the mouth, and I noticed that he was hard again and rigid with desire. I hadn't expected this reaction. My tale had produced arousal for Dansby, not the hurt, anger or distrust I'd expected. Then he was on me again, fucking me with strength and vigor—pounding me mercilessly with heated desire. My mind was awash with the craziness of the day as I exploded with yet another intense orgasm. Then we lay quietly for a spell, sweaty, spent and sated.

When Dansby stood up, his cock was still heavy and glistening with my lust. He said, “You fuck all the women you want. That’s not a problem as long as I’m the only man. Deal?”

His smile was infectious, and I loved him more than ever. Not for granting me permission to see other women—I wasn’t even sure that’s what I wanted—but for relieving me of the terrible guilt I’d felt just hours earlier.
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I awoke early the next morning, cooked some bacon and eggs for Dansby and me, and saw him off to work. After finishing a second cup of coffee and cleaning up the kitchen, I showered, applied some light makeup, performed my oral hygiene, and dressed in a sundress that fell just above the knee. I pulled up my reminders on my iPhone and saw that at noon I was scheduled to meet with our new maid from the agency with which we’d contracted. I had an hour or so before her arrival. The only thing I knew about her was that her name was Celine.

I sat down at the computer in our bedroom and paid a few bills, checked social media, and wandered around the Internet a bit. I was trying to keep my mind off of the events of the previous day, but I was having trouble doing so. My thoughts kept coming back to the sight of Kim with her face buried in my pussy—the thong I'd put on just a short while ago now damp with my dewy desire. The house was pleasantly cool, but I felt heated and I was on the verge of breaking into a light sweat. On a whim, I pulled up a porn site that I infrequently visited and watched a rather generic five-minute loop of a young couple fucking. It made me hornier but I knew why I had really pulled up the site, and I finally let my curiosity and desire get the best of me. I clicked on the tab linking me to an assortment of lesbian thumbnails. After searching through a few screens, I found one that looked interesting. A young Asian and a pretty blonde girl started off kissing. The Asian was clean-shaven, a chocolaty, pink pussy spread as the other girl lay off to the side. The blonde, who had a thick, dark bush, began toying with her and soon was moving her head down the Asian girl's body—kissing her tits, navel, and inner thighs before finding her sweet honey pot. As she began licking the girl, my hand went inadvertently to my moist crotch. I started rubbing myself through my thong, my warm sticky fluids finding their way through the sheer material. Then I shoved my hand down the front of my panties and touched my clit. I shivered with the contact and felt my bud grow under my fingers. The action was getting hot on the computer screen, and I soon slipped two fingers into my well-lubricated slit. I moaned as I found the corrugated patch of nerves in the upper region of my love canal.

Feeling sweat beading on my forehead, I decided to slip completely out of my clothes. Pausing the video, I dumped my clothing in a neat pile on the floor and dashed quickly to my nightstand. I extracted an eight-inch, ribbed dildo—thick and chunky. I scrambled back to the computer screen and resumed play. I watched the two girls go at it while I ran the tip of the giant phallus over my lips and clit, the wet sloshing sounds from my cunt igniting my desire. The girls on the screen moved into a sixty-nine with the Asian girl on top. Her ass was directly in my face, and her pussy fascinated me. I slipped the head of the big cock into my vagina while I watched the two hot girls on the screen lick each other. My pussy soon was soaked and I began to moan softly with the girls in the video. I ran the dildo in and out of my cunt, the thrusts becoming faster and more urgent with every stroke. I gazed at the screen as the blonde girl swirled her tongue over the Asian’s beautiful pussy. Then she found her clit, whipping the dark-haired girl into a frenzy. The screen alternated back and forth between each girl’s pussy and the mouth attached to it. The blonde girl’s vaginal lips were almost red, and the forest of black hair surrounding it gave her vagina an exotic look. As the Asian’s long, deft tongue continued to torture the young blonde’s creamy cunt, I began to feel the familiar fire burning in my belly. I drove the fake cock inside of me harder and faster—urgently now as I felt the initial wave approaching steadily. The girls on the screen were becoming animated, matching my thrusts with their frantic tongue flicks. I had just reached the point of no return and was perhaps a stroke or two from cumming as the girls on the screen started bucking and screaming. I rammed the dildo into my soaking cunt with vigor, and I heard myself cry out Kim’s name. Then the doorbell chimed, just as I started cumming.

I shook uncontrollably for another thirty seconds or so as the climax slowly subsided. I glanced at the time near the bottom of the computer monitor and noticed it was a few minutes before noon. In my distracted bliss, I’d forgotten all about the visit from the agency maid. I scrambled into my bra and sundress, leaving my panties behind while hand combing my hair as I scurried down the stairs. The doorbell rang again, sounding more insistent than the previous ring. As I approached the door, I felt a trickle of girl cum tickling my inner thigh.

“CRAP!” I thought.

I opened the door and was greeted by a pretty, young black girl wearing a formal maid’s uniform. I was stunned at first. It looked like something someone would wear to a costume party. A frilly skirt cut about mid-thigh showed off a pair of smooth, ebony legs. The girl was tall and shapely, probably no more than twenty-two years old. A tight, low-cut blouse barely housed her protruding breasts and supplied me an eyeful of dark cleavage. Symmetrical features, pouty red lips, and eyes that danced with mischief met my gaze. A striking figure to say the least.

I found my voice. “You must be Celine,” I said, offering a smile and extending my hand.

“A pleasure to make your acquaintance, ma’am,” she purred.

“Please come in, Celine.”

I stepped to the side, allowing her entry and closed the door behind her. She sashayed into the house like a model walking down the runway. She pulled a large tote bag from her shoulder and set it gently against the wall in the foyer.

“I have mops, buckets, and cleaning supplies in the car, ma’am,” she said. “But the agency stated that you would supply all the cleaning products. Is that accurate, ma’am?”

“Yes,” I answered. “I have everything you need in the utility closet off of the laundry room. How about an orientation?”

She smiled and followed me through the house. The cum trickling down my leg had made its way to mid-thigh but seemed to be drying. A little nasty, yes, but better than gooey, girly jizz rolling past my knee when I had a visitor.

Starting with the main floor, I showed Celine around the house. Focused on my task at hand, I had practically forgotten about my masturbatory shenanigans from earlier. As we strolled up the stairwell, I continued with my monologue about the expectations, rules, and requests required by me regarding her service. I was in full Christine mode now, the mistress of the house, showing the hired help the lay of the land. Therefore, I didn't hear the noise as I strolled confidently into the master bedroom with Celine in tow. By the time we'd entered the room, it was too late.

“OH FUCK! LICK MY PUSSY!” screeched from the porn website I’d failed to shut down upon my haste to open the door.

My breathing hitched and I stood silent. I suddenly wished I could just disappear. Celine's lips curled into a smile that I could tell she was straining to moderate, but I was paralyzed nonetheless. I was simply mortified that a young girl in my service whom I'd only just met was now privy to my most private act. It could not be undone.

Finally, my brain started working well enough that I dashed over to the computer and exited the website—silencing the horny girls existing in the digital ether. My hand went to my forehead, and I rubbed it as if the beginnings of a headache were overcoming me. I took a deep breath and looked up, half expecting Celine to have run from the room and bolted from the house. But she hadn’t. She stood politely in the center of my bedroom, but her eyes weren’t on me. Her eyes were set squarely on the floor next to the antique desk where my laptop sat. I followed her gaze and nearly died of embarrassment. The huge dildo, with which I had fucked myself senseless, lay glistening with my juices about a foot from the edge of the desk alongside my panties.

I was aghast. Celine made a little twist of her succulent lips, and then mercifully took charge of the situation.

“How about we take a look at the master bath?” she inquired professionally.

Without a word, I ushered her into the bathroom, steadied myself, and continued with the tour of my home. As we walked back through the bedroom, neither of us looked at the dildo lying on the floor as we passed, and I liked Celine a little more for not exacerbating my humiliation.

“I think I’ve got a good feel for the house, ma’am,” she said as we returned to the lower floor. “I can get started now. I expect that it will take most of the day to complete about half the house. Then I can return on Thursday to do the other half. Will that arrangement work for you?”

“Perfect!” I said, not completely sure what I was agreeing to in my current flustered state.

Celine smiled gently. I began to get the feeling that she was simply amused by the incident in the master bedroom and not at all grossed out or offended. Nevertheless, I silently scolded myself to be more careful in the future about my private activities.

I looked Celine over. The more time I spent around her, the more enamored with her I became.

“Would you care to join me for a cup of tea before you begin?” I asked.

She smiled. “That’s very nice of you. I suppose I could do that.”

I heated the teapot on the stove and when it whistled, I steeped two mugs with a nice herbal tea I kept on hand. I put out a plate of macaroons and we sat at the breakfast room table, absorbing the charming view of Jones Street.

“So tell me about yourself, Celine,” I began.

She shrugged. “Well…I’m a senior at Savannah College of Art and Design. I work for the agency three days a week, and I do a little modeling to pay for school and to supplement my income.”

“Oh!” I said. “How interesting. What type of modeling?”

She met my gaze and the mischief once again sparked her countenance. “Oh…various kinds,” she stated vaguely.

“Did you grow up in Savannah?” I asked.

“No. I’m from Jacksonville, Florida. I think I’d like to settle here in Savannah, though. It’s my kind of town,” she added with a grin.

We made more small talk, and then she set to work on the lower floors. I scampered up to my bedroom and put away the toy I’d neglectfully left out in the open. I showered again, cleaning the stickiness off my legs and crotch, and when I emerged from the shower, I had a text from Jamie requesting my presence for another doubles match with the same group.

Some exercise to rid the tension I’d created for myself over the past twenty-four hours seemed like a grand idea. After little deliberation, I texted Jamie back and we settled on a 3 p.m. match on the court adjacent to our first meeting.

I located Celine, explained that I’d be gone for most of the afternoon, and gave her a spare key so she could lock up upon departure. She thanked me, gave me a big smile that lit up her pretty face, and I departed for my midday tennis outing.

A little nervous about facing Kim again, I resolved to play it cool and act as if nothing had ever happened. My brain still reeled from the orgasmic massage she’d provided, and I needed some time to fully corral my feelings about the encounter. I focused simply on playing tennis.

Just as before, the three ladies sat under a cabana as I approached—I was a few minutes early again—and they looked me over as I strolled toward them. Feeling a bit of discomfort at their stares, I steeled myself to be as nonchalant as possible.

“Hi, ladies,” I chirped as I moved under the cabana. I set my bag on the table and pulled my hair back into a ponytail.

“Hi, Christine,” Jamie purred in her sultry voice, causing me the same unease that she had before.

Rochelle simply smiled and gave me a little finger wave while Kim looked straight into my eyes. Perhaps it was my imagination, but I thought I detected a little smirk on her face. If so, it passed quickly. She stood up.

“Ready, ladies?” Kim asked. “Jamie, why don’t you and Christine pair up today?”

Jamie jumped up, her big tits bouncing and moved in my direction.

“Happy to be Christine’s partner,” she said.

She took my hand like we were girls on a playground and led me to the far end of the court where the sun was to our backs. She probably figured we needed whatever handicap we could find against Kim and Rochelle. Kim was spectacular, just as before, but I was on my game this afternoon—all the sexual tension of the past few days providing an extra spark. Jamie played solidly, but without much flair, and Rochelle was a little off. So the match became significantly more spirited than the initial meeting with the girls. We split the first two sets by thin margins, numerous games bouncing back and forth between deuce and advantage. I was sweating vigorously and was returning shots from Kim that she hadn't expected me to run down. I began to sense frustration on her part—both with me for matching her strokes and also with Rochelle for providing little competitiveness during the match. But ultimately Kim and Rochelle overcame us. It was championship point, Jamie playing up with me playing behind her. Jamie attempted to drop the ball just over the net but struck it a little too hard. Kim had no problem getting to it and whacked a wicked stroke on a straight line that seemed on a trajectory to whizz past both Jamie and me. Instead, the ball clipped the net, sending it somersaulting in a tight arc through the air that caught Jamie off guard. I followed the flight of the fuzzy green sphere as it cascaded directly at Jamie. Jamie was frozen, not knowing whether to step to the side, swing her racket, or duck. She did none of the above. Instead, the tennis ball landed inside her low-cut blouse, wedging itself directly between her massive globes, like a diminutive third tit in the middle of her chest.

The intensity of the match dissolved in that split second, as we gaped incredulously at Jamie—the fluorescent ball gleaming between her sweat-slickened boobs. Jamie grinned, plucked the ball from her cleavage, and simply tossed it over her shoulder, leaving the remainder of us doubled over in laughter. And that’s how it ended.

We were still laughing when we reached the cabana. Jamie, to her credit, appreciated the levity of the situation as much as the rest of us. We were still giggling and joking about it as we ordered margaritas at the poolside bar.

As we sipped our beverages, Kim took charge.

“Let’s do a weekend getaway, girls,” she said. “Malcolm is off to L.A. and I want to use the beach house.”

“Oh! What fun!” Jamie exclaimed. “It’s been too long since we partied at your beach house.”

Rochelle, reticent as usual, smiled big, raised her eyebrows, and nodded vigorously.

I remained silent. Figuring I was being issued an invitation, but not completely sure, I awaited clarification. I didn’t have to wait long.

Kim turned her attention to me. I felt more relaxed about our situation now that we had separated our encounter with an intense tennis match.

“So, how about it, Christine?” Kim asked.

I smiled. “Sounds like a lot of fun. Where is your beach house?”

"Tybee Island," she said. "About a fifteen-minute drive."

Dansby and I had driven out to Tybee a couple of times. Once during our search for a home back in January, and we also spent a near eighty-degree day in early March soaking up the rays, touring the island, and enjoying a sunset dinner on the Back River.

“I think I can,” I said cautiously. “What did you have in mind?”

“We can head over there Friday morning—probably return Monday afternoon. The beach is perfect this time of year, and not terribly crowded like it is during the summer months,” Kim intoned.

I was happy to be included. While there was something strange and mysterious about this trio of women, I found them to be fun, free-spirited, and highly entertaining. I felt fortunate to have stumbled upon a group of new friends who had included me in their beach trip. I knew I should cash in on it.

“I’m not aware of any specific plans for the weekend. I bet I can make it happen,” I said, gaining enthusiasm about the prospect of a weekend beach trip with my new pals.

“We have so much fun every time we go,” Rochelle said, uncharacteristically gregarious all of a sudden. “Kim’s house is on the north end of the beach, away from the riffraff near the pier, and the views are spectacular. Instead of tennis matches, we play Kadima in the surf.”

Kim gave Rochelle a half-lidded stare, but a little smile graced her lips this time.

Rochelle, suddenly undeterred by Kim’s silent command, continued. “There are some bars and restaurants on the island also. We rent bikes and leave our cars garaged the whole time usually. I can cook for y’all too.”

Kim nodded her approval and Jamie chuckled at the dynamics between her two friends. As odd as the group of gals was, I found them terribly intriguing and figured a weekend with them would not only be a blast but potentially cement my position within this active sorority of women. It seemed foolish to pass up such an opportunity.

We finished our drinks, tidied up arrangements for the weekend, and parted ways. I ran a few household errands, returning to Jones Street in the early evening. Dansby was home, sipping a drink in the living room and reading The Wall Street Journal. I kissed him and we chatted briefly, but I could tell that he was absorbed in an article, so I let him be. I moved to our bedroom, showered and primped a bit. After dressing, I sat down at my computer to check emails and social media. I flipped open my laptop, and a business card was sitting face-up on the keyboard. It was a nice linen card, off-white with rose petals sprinkled around the border, and two red hearts arranged symmetrically around the font. The lettering was simple: Luscious Ladies with a website link appearing below it.

I furrowed my brow. Where had this card come from? When Dansby arrived home, he always fixed a highball and sat in the living room reading or fiddling with his phone. So it was very unlikely he'd been up here. Besides, he had a study where he kept his own computer; I'd never known him to mess with mine. I frowned. The other oddity was that I rarely, if ever, closed my laptop and it dawned on me that it had been closed when I'd sat down at the desk. Curious, I looked at the card again. Hesitantly, I typed in the website. Sitting back while the site loaded, I chewed my bottom lip. A long, leggy, black woman appeared on the screen. With her back to the camera, I could not clearly make out her face. The ebony woman's head was turned to the right at forty-five degrees—as if she were glancing over her shoulder. A delicate arm was bent at the elbow and her hand was at shoulder height, fingers poised with a come-hither waggle. The woman was naked except for a pair of red stilettos. A nice, big, well-proportioned rump invited roaming eyes and a thirst for more. A button next to the exotic beauty's picture suggested that the viewer press "here" to enter.

I clicked on the button and four square video boxes popped up on the screen. The first quadrant was what appeared to be the black woman from the welcome page sprawling on the back of a sofa with a white woman kneeling on a cushion, her face pressed between ebony thighs. A white arrow button appeared in the middle of the screen and I clicked on it. The black woman threw her head back and groaned. With beautifully manicured fingernails sporting a slutty, red polish, she grabbed the back of the white woman’s head and pulled her into her sex. I slowly raised my gaze to the black woman’s face and scrutinized it carefully. It was difficult at first with her head thrown back, but after a few minutes and an ear-shattering orgasmic scream, she lowered her head. I gasped. There was no mistaking the woman. It was my maid, Celine.

My hands began to tremble, but there was no denying the wetness building in my pussy. It had been obvious to me earlier that she was an attractive, young woman…very attractive, in fact. But I was stunned at the sheer eroticism she had displayed in the short video clip. I was even more stunned that she had left the card for me. Surely, leaving a trail to a pornographic website for her customers would jeopardize her employment, but I doubt any of her other customers had been caught masturbating to lesbian porn. And it was even more unlikely that they had left a very large dildo unattended on the floor of their bedroom.

I clicked on the second clip. The white woman was sitting on the cushion now, kissing Celine's long, smooth legs as Celine stroked the girl's blonde hair lovingly. The blonde's pussy was now exposed; she was completely hairless. Celine, in contrast, had a beautiful thatch of curly, black pubes. Her velvety chocolate labia were equally gorgeous. She had, without a doubt, a heavenly pussy. The blonde lifted a thick dildo from the sofa and gradually worked it into Celine's wet slit. Celine moaned her approval as her cunt opened to reveal the ripe pinkness inside. The blonde extracted the dildo and pushed about four inches into her mouth, licking the juices from the thick phallus. She presently removed it and again inserted it into Celine's clamoring twat. I watched with fascination as Celine took the entire fake cock into her pussy. She began humping it and panting, pulling the blonde's hair and writhing in her grasp. The white girl leaned over one of Celine's muscular legs and licked along her inner thigh toward her enticing dark garden of lust.

The girth of the enormous sex toy had opened Celine in such a fashion that her clit bulged from its hood. The blonde girl found it easily with her tongue and began rapid flicks to Celine’s engorged bud. The blonde began thrusting the dildo feverishly into Celine’s cunt as the dusky girl grabbed a handful of her own tit, pinching and tweaking her nipple as her pleasure rose to near ecstasy. A feral scream burst suddenly from Celine as the girl licked her and thrust the plastic cock into her like a pro. Then Celine gave the girl three quick pats on the head. The blonde girl pulled the dildo from Celine’s pussy and lifted her face just inches from the black woman’s twat. A clear stream of fluid gushed from Celine’s pussy as she bucked and screamed. The blonde dove back in with lust, taking some of the spray in her face, and lapping away at her dark lover’s drenched quim.

Then the clip ended. I exhaled and tried to make sense of my emotions. Feeling violated that my new maid had been so bold as to direct me not only to a porn site but to one that featured her, created a palpable anger inside of me. But I had to admit that the overwhelming feeling of arousal and intrigue trumped the ire I felt for Celine. I was burning with desire and I had soaked yet another pair of panties.

I jumped up and ran to the bedroom door. I poked my head outside and listened carefully. Dansby was still downstairs. I could hear him stirring about and clunking ice into a glass, clearly fixing another drink. Returning to the bedroom, I closed the door behind me, strode purposefully to my desk, and sat again at the computer. Dansby might possibly be amused and turned-on by what I was about to do, but I craved solitude for my imminent adventure.

I opened the third video. The blonde was lying on the sofa, knees bent and legs spread. Celine was slowly licking her way up her inner thighs. The blonde’s pussy was exposed. Pink, corrugated, meaty lips were dewy with her lust. With the protruding delicate petals of the blonde’s vagina begging for attention, Celine commenced to tease her. Kissing along her inner thighs, Celine would intermittently flick an incredibly long, luscious tongue from between her lips, igniting cries of wanton desire almost to the point of begging from the young, white girl. When Celine’s tongue slipped between the folds of her labia, the girl shuddered and tossed her head from side to side. She gripped Celine’s head, holding it in place. My new maid cackled devilishly and reached a long, sleek finger up to tweak one of the girl’s turgid nipples. Celine used her extraordinarily long tongue to probe the insides of the blonde, thrusting in and out of her delicious-looking snatch.

Then Celine shifted her attention to the girl’s clit. The first flick sent the blonde into an eruption of joy. She screamed, cursing and groaning so loudly I had to adjust the volume on the computer. My panties were now a dripping, soggy mess. I reached my hand inside of my thong to sample the effect these lusty chicks were having on me. My middle finger brushed my clit, and I inadvertently yelped with pleasure. Once my clit was swollen, I ran two fingers inside of my aching pussy and began to thrust as I continued to watch my maid lick the girl in her grasp. Her orgasm arrived quickly, in sync with mine. I imagined Celine’s long tongue torturing my wet cunt as I fantasized about being beneath her. I bit my lips and grunted, trying to keep as quiet as possible as I masturbated myself into oblivion. I came with such force that I almost bounced myself out of the chair. With the way my luck had been running, I could see myself falling from the chair, knocking myself out on the corner of the desk, and Dansby finding me unconscious, half-naked with my hand in my twat and lesbian porn raging on the computer. But I steadied myself as I climaxed and was able to regain my composure as I heard soft steps climbing the stairwell.

I got my clothing straightened and wiped my sticky fingers on my panties. I closed the website and slid the card under the laptop just as Dansby opened the door to our bedroom. He walked in cautiously, alternating his gaze between me and the door.

“What’s up?” he asked, raising his eyebrows and pinning me with a curious stare.

I opened a website for Tybee Island and said, “Just looking at porn and masturbating.”

“Really?” he asked, suddenly grinning from ear to ear.

“I’m kidding, silly,” I responded. “I’m checking out this site about Tybee Island. The girls I play tennis with want me to join them for a girls’ weekend getaway.”

“This weekend?” he asked.

“Yeah. Friday morning…returning sometime on Monday.”

“Okay,” he said. “You going?”

“Are you okay with it?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I was planning to play golf on Saturday. Maybe I’ll play Sunday too. Go, baby. Have fun with your new friends.”

I nodded slowly, as if I were casually considering it. I wanted to go more than anything, and I was glad Dansby was agreeable to my weekend sabbatical. I stood and moved into his arms. I could taste the Scotch on him when I pressed my lips to his. Still horny, I dragged him to the bed and fucked him senseless for the second straight day. My libido was running wild, and so was my mind. Racing thoughts of these odd and attractive women burned a steamy lust through my loins, and I climaxed again as my husband humped me vigorously.

We dined at a nice restaurant on River Street later that night and strolled the touristy section of the city along the Savannah River. We were both exhausted upon our return home and sleep came easily. I dreamed of feminine heads nestled between my thighs, bringing me to new heights of ecstasy. I awoke an hour after my husband left for work, my pussy wet and sticky with desire. I fired up my laptop and watched the fourth video, remembering to return my dildo to the nightstand when finished this time.
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I spent an uneventful Wednesday running a host of errands, shopping for some furniture to fill the rooms of our giant home, and doing a bit of laundry for my weekend trip. In the late afternoon, I took a vigorous run down to the river, over to MLK Boulevard, and finally headed back east toward the house. The run encompassed nearly three miles, and I was sweat-soaked and tired upon my return. I showered and ate dinner with my husband, retiring early to catch up on some much-needed rest.

Thursday morning arrived and shortly after Dansby’s departure, Celine appeared for the second cleaning of the week. I still hadn’t decided quite how to deal with her provocative calling card. I played several scenarios through my mind but hadn’t landed on anything satisfactory, so I resolved to let it play out during the morning.

I was in the kitchen when she arrived, and she let herself in through the front door with the key I'd provided. I greeted her neutrally and tried to hide the quiver that raced through my body when I saw her. Whether it was for my benefit or not, I can't say, but she wore a very short, white skirt with white stockings stopping just above the knee. Her dark thighs looked smooth and silky, and I wondered if she noticed me gulping when I looked her over. Her plentiful bosom spilled out of a red blouse that appeared to have an extra button undone, and her shiny black hair glimmered in the light from the chandelier in the hallway.

“Good morning, ma’am,” she purred. “How are you today?”

“I’m fine, Celine,” I said. “How are you?”

She smiled, displaying white teeth that would make any dentist proud, and said, “I’m marvelous. Is it okay if I begin upstairs today?”

“Sure,” I said. “I need to pay a few bills upstairs, and then I’ll be out of your way.”

“Oh, you’re never in my way, ma’am. I enjoy your company very much,” she said coquettishly.

I must admit that I was a bit nonplussed by her subtle cockiness, a gentle smugness in her demeanor. She managed to be polite and courteous but exhibited an aura of power nonetheless. It was like she knew what was going through my mind simply because she had planted naughty thoughts there herself. And indeed she had. Part of me wanted to throttle her due to her veiled insolence, and another part of me wanted to kiss those succulent, ebony thighs. What made it worse was that I was sure she knew how conflicted I was, and how she was affecting me. This young woman, probably ten years my junior, was controlling me in a most troubling fashion.

“Very well then,” I said. “Please get started.”

I watched her move up the stairs and my gaze focused on her big, firm buttocks as it swished with every step she took. As she ascended farther up the stairs, I caught sight of frilly, pink panties under her skirt. I gasped and felt a low rumble of lust in my belly. I shook myself and turned away. Heading back to the kitchen, I noticed that a sheen of perspiration had beaded on my forehead, and my ire rose concerning this young, impertinent girl. I resolutely cleaned up the breakfast dishes in the kitchen and strode upstairs to my bedroom. Sitting at my laptop, I opened various sites and paid a number of utility bills and reconciled our credit card statements. The pleasant smell of a mild, citrus cleanser told me that Celine had been through the bedroom and bathroom. I heard occasional noises coming from the neighboring room and the soft patter of feet on the flooring in the hallway. As I was putting the finishing touches on my bill paying, I saw Celine pass the bedroom door in the hallway. I picked up the card she had left in my laptop and turned it several times in my fingers.

“Celine?” I called. “Will you come here for a minute, please?”

I heard her steps stop in the hall, and then she retraced them and appeared at my door. Taking several steps into the room, she smiled and said, “Yes, ma’am?”

Hoping to catch her off guard and startle her, I held up the card.

“Did you place this inside my computer?” I asked, both of us knowing the answer.

She smiled, clearly unaffected by my inquiry. “Oh…yes, ma’am. I certainly did.”

“Oh?” I asked, sounding uncharacteristically haughty. “Why did you give this to me?”

“I thought you might enjoy it,” she answered.

“Do you leave this card for all of your clients?” I asked, sounding like a bitchy grade-school teacher.

She chuckled. “Oh! No, ma’am. I rarely leave it at houses I clean.”

I waited but she said no more. She just looked directly into my eyes and smiled.

“Why am I so fortunate to be the recipient of such a suggestive calling card?”

Without hesitation, she responded. "Because you are so hot and sexy, I figured you'd be one to enjoy watching the videos. Considering what I'd witnessed earlier this week, I was almost positive you’d thoroughly enjoy them.”

I was speechless. I couldn’t believe the audacity and boldness of this young woman.

“You watched them I presume?” she asked, raising her eyebrows.

I found my voice. “Well…yes, I accessed the website out of curiosity, of course. Who wouldn’t?”

She smiled again but this time it was different. A seductive smile graced her countenance. She took several steps into the room, towering over me. She was only a few feet from me, and I couldn’t help dropping my gaze to her luscious legs. Then she took another step toward me. She was close enough that I could reach out and touch those smooth, thick thighs.

“I’m at your service, ma’am. Would you be interested in a live performance?” Celine inquired.

I couldn't speak but astounded myself when I nodded once.

Celine smiled. She moved closer and I caught a faint whiff of gardenias. Her firm, bulky, dark thighs glistened in the glow of the morning sunshine filtering into the bedroom. I felt lightheaded and weak. My mouth ran dry and my breathing became an audible pant. Celine’s legs were perhaps the most beautiful and erotic pair I had ever seen. Suddenly I longed to run my tongue along them and taste her.

She reached under her short skirt and hooked the pink thong that had enticed me so as she'd climbed the staircase earlier that morning. She slowly and seductively slipped it down over her thighs. When her panties were just above her knees, she let loose of them and they fell to her ankles. Then she lifted her skirt, exposing her luscious, dark wonder to me. Her chocolaty lips were just inches from my face, and I could smell her sex. The arousing scent of her caused my head to swim, and I had to brace myself on the arm of the chair.

Celine placed two, long fingers into her mouth and wet them by swirling her lengthy tongue over them, most seductively, several times. I followed her crimson fingernails as she lowered her hand to her pussy and pulled at her luscious, brown lips. Inserting her middle finger between her labia, she rubbed the hood of her clit with her thumb.

“Do you enjoy watching me play with my pussy, ma’am?” she asked.

Knowing my voice was temporarily lost, I could only nod.

She slipped a second finger inside of her cunt, the wet sloshing sounds causing my own pussy to moisten. I watched, fascinated, as she masturbated in front of me. I needed to do something with my shaking hands. Did I want to touch myself or touch her? I chose the latter. Reaching out with both hands, I stroked her black thighs where they met her stockings. It was like touching warm liquid. The soft creaminess of her ebony skin was intoxicating. I reached around her, squeezing her big, round bottom. Her flesh was smooth and flawless. My face was practically in her sex now, and her aroma beckoned me forward. I planted my nose in her black bush, her scent thick, musky, and heavenly. A long, hot breath rushed inadvertently from deep within my lungs, causing Celine to shudder when the warmth crossed her pussy.

“Have you ever tasted a woman?” she asked.

“No,” I whispered.

“Do you want to taste me?” she panted.

“Yes,” I breathed.

Celine removed her skirt, grasped the back of my head, and pulled me gently forward as she rose up on her toes and arched her back. My lips met hers in a forbidden kiss. The feel of her moist vagina on my mouth was intensely arousing, and her aroma was amazing. I hesitantly moved my tongue between the thick folds of her labia. The sweet and tangy taste combined with her pungent scent rocketed me into orbit.

“Oh, yes, that feels amazing, ma’am. Lick me! Fuck me with your tongue!” Celine roared.

I ran my tongue upward and located her meaty bud. Celine squealed when I flicked her throbbing clit. I took this as a sign of encouragement and delivered long, bold flicks to her nub in rapid succession. As my face slickened with her copious juices, I lapped at her steaming box with alacrity. She was moaning her approval now as I continued the assault. The apprehension I'd had about tasting the nectar of another woman had completely disappeared, and I was now an eager participant. In fact, I felt as if I'd discovered a glorious new secret, sinfully sweet and deliciously thrilling.

“OH, FUCK!” Celine cried. “YES, YES, YES,” she encouraged. “Lick my pussy. It feels so good!”

I honed in on her clit, circling and swirling my tongue over her erogenous bud with rapid-fire strokes. She grabbed a handful of my hair and began bucking against my face, which was now soaked with her juices. I felt a low, constant tremble develop in her body. I held her tightly as she shook in my grasp. I became incredibly aroused, knowing that I was about to cause another woman to orgasm. Celine became very noisy, but the sturdy walls of this fine, old home would likely contain the raucous screams of her desire.

“OH! MY! GOD!” she yelled. “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum! OH FUCK, I’m CUMMING!”

I stayed with her as she writhed and arched and bucked. Her sweet cream was running down my cheeks and pooling on my chin. I ran my tongue as deep as it would go, and she yelped her approval as she continued to climax.

And then she quieted, her screams tapering to whimpers and ultimately to silence. She pulled me up and kissed me. Her thick, bulbous lips were soft and pliable, the new experience of kissing a woman incredible. I darted my tongue inside her mouth and our tongues battled and sparred. Then her hands were roaming my body, pulling my clothes off.

My breasts sprung greedily from my chest as she unsnapped my bra. I quickly had her out of her blouse and bra as well. While I kicked off my sandals, she pulled me to the bed. We carelessly threw back the comforter while maintaining our hungry grasp of each other and piled onto the sheets. She looked sexy as hell dressed only in the sheer, white stockings and the sensible black loafers she wore to perform her duties. She slipped out of her shoes as we lay kissing in my marital bed.

Celine and I tongued and groped each other for several minutes, my aching pussy longing to be fucked. Presently, Celine made her way down my body, and as she reached my breasts, she paused. Glancing up at me and flashing a wicked smile, she darted her long tongue out of her mouth and flicked an erect nipple. Her tongue was so long; I wondered briefly if she could lick her eyebrows! I watched in awe and ecstasy as she swirled the thick organ over my larger-than-average tits—alternating from one breast to the other. Her ministrations to my tits were so amazing that I began to wonder if I might orgasm without her ever touching my pussy. Then suddenly she slipped off the bed as she trailed licks toward my navel. Grabbing my legs and pushing my ankles over my head, she stood at the edge of the bed. Spreading me open, she lowered her face to my quivering pussy and breathed hot, moist air onto my sex. I shivered in delight and felt sticky girl cum oozing from my cunt and further slickening my already drenched quim.

"My, aren't you wet, ma'am!" she teased.

“Aaahhh…” I whimpered.

I couldn’t recall ever being this horny before—never had I felt such animalistic need and base desire. So when I saw her extend her long, coiled tongue and plunge it into my depths, I exploded. I had never orgasmed before on initial contact, and the sensation was so strong I thought I might pass out. I cried out loudly, shrill and feral, wanton and lustful. I thrashed as Celine held my legs in place with her long, corded, ebony arms. She continued to fuck me with her amazing tongue, and I can’t begin to guess at how many times I orgasmed—perhaps as many as five, one after the other.

Giving me a slight breather, she kissed my inner thighs and tongued my asshole. As I caught my breath, she brought her head a little ways above my pubic area. Celine was massaging her big tits and looking lasciviously at me, an evil smile covering her pretty face. Her nipples were long and erect, so when she leaned down and ran one of her brown buds through my wet petals, I became aroused once again. She began with long, slow strokes, narrowly missing my clit and torturing me mercilessly. She laughed at my agony, and then swapped tits and started rubbing me with the other. She moved back and forth, each of the big, hard nipples of her glorious breasts teasing and delighting my inflamed vagina.

Then, after several minutes of her lusty torture, she ran her hard erect nipple over my clit. By the third stroke, I was soaked, and I could see her chocolaty areola glistening with my sticky nectar. With each flick of her nipple over my bud, I got closer and closer to climaxing. I could hardly breathe. She stroked me several more times. The tingling sensation shooting from my quivering pussy to the tip of my nose gave warning that another burst of orgasm was near. As the rush of irreversible climax was at hand, Celine moved down and planted her face onto my fiery box. She ran two fingers inside of me and curved them upward, coaxing the patchy flesh of my G-spot into action. I began bucking and thrashing, spilling juices from my steaming pussy onto my lover's face. She lapped greedily, tonguing me with her long, thick organ, savoring my juices and fingering me without mercy.

“Ah, fuck! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” I screamed, likely rattling the windows and perhaps causing the lights to flicker—or at least it seemed so in my orgasmic daze.

“I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING! AAAHHHHH! FUCK!” I bellowed.

I may have passed out from sheer bliss. When I roused, Celine was hovering over me, kissing my lips softly and stroking my hair. She smiled gently.

“I see you’re back with me. Looked like fun. I wanna go where you just came from,” she said.

I took several moments to catch my breath and orient myself. And then I pulled Celine up so that she straddled my chest. I rubbed her firm, dark melons, enjoying the smooth texture and contour of her taut breasts. Soon, I pulled her up farther, her pussy just inches from my nose. I breathed in, absorbing her hot scent of arousal…musky, rich, and pungent. She smelled of sex, of wanton desire.

I wrapped my arms around her thick upper legs, the smoothness of her stoking my desire. With her legs spread on either side of my head, her labia protruded—the ruby-redness beyond the dusky color of her outer skin reminiscent of a juicy summertime plum. I licked her folds as my nose met with her throbbing clit.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. “Lick my pussy!”

I was quite agreeable to her encouragement. I lapped at her steaming cunt with cheerful willingness. I probed her as far as my tongue would go, and she accommodated me by pressing her crotch firmly into my face. Soon she was writhing and panting, riding my face like a champ.

“OH! MY! GOD!” she suddenly screeched. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

I gripped her firmly, shoving and swirling my tongue into her maniacally, and grinding my nose into her clit.

Celine threw her head back and moaned. Reaching up with both hands, she pulled and tugged viciously at her erect nipples. And then she flooded me with her cum. The juices soaked my face, sweet, tangy, and earthy. I savored her taste, her texture, her exotic aroma. As she came back down to earth, she sighed heavily, and then fell in a heap next to me on the bed, giggling softly before quieting.

I wasn’t finished with her. Thinking back to the video where I watched her performance, I got an idea. I popped up and opened the drawer to my nightstand, retrieving a large vibrator. Celine lifted up on her elbows and eyed me warily. She let out another heavy sigh, but the beginnings of a grin flashed her countenance.

“I’m going to fuck you with this, Celine…just like your friend in the video,” I said.

Turning on the vibrator, I crawled back between her legs. I opened Celine wide, the delicious smell of sex and desire coming off of her in warm, musky waves. The vibrator slid smoothly into her silky wetness, and she released a low, guttural moan. I kissed her forest of pubic hair, relishing the soft bristles of her splendid bush while avoiding her clit. Raising her hand to the back of my head, Celine ran her long fingers through my hair lovingly. Gently, she tried to push my mouth to her clit but I resisted. I kissed just above the hood that led to her engorged pink bud. She bucked and arched and I slipped the vibrator into her farther.

“Oh my God!” she breathed. “Please, ma’am…fuck me, fuck me hard.”

Emboldened, I rammed her with the vibrator over and over.

“YES! OH, YES! FUCK!” she screamed.

The slick surface of the metallic phallus was covered in her juices. Suddenly, I needed to taste her. I planted the vibrator deep into her pussy and held it in place. Dipping my head a little south, I gave Celine’s clit a long, bold stroke with the flat of my tongue.

“Aaahhh…Ooohhh…” she groaned. “You’re gonna make me cum…I’m gonna cum, I’M GONNA CUM!”

Pulling the vibrator from Celine's depths, a loud, wet, sloshing sound filled the room. I found it utterly sexy and erotic. Her face grew grave as the unexpected void frustrated her. But I ran two curved fingers inside of her and found the fleshy, rough skin of her G-spot. I stroked and drummed the engorged bundle of nerves with two fingers and used my tongue on the underside of her clit and the vibrator just above it. Celine screamed her approval, thrust her hips in uncontrolled paroxysms, and released an inhuman cry. Her pussy was absolutely drenched with her thick, gooey nectar. I sensed that she was about to explode, withdrew my fingers while maintaining the pressure on her with the vibrator, and lapped wickedly at her clit. Then, just like in the video, Celine shot a spray of clear fluid from her pussy into the air. I repositioned to catch some of it in my mouth, her fluids sweet and sticky, warm and delicious. When the geyser ceased, I lapped at her wet folds, hungrily gobbling up her desire. Her breathing became labored and she pushed my head away. I allowed her the relief she required and crawled up her body, kissing her navel and lovely tits as I ascended. My face was still sticky with her lust when I pushed my tongue into her mouth. She opened up for me and I swirled my tongue over hers. Locking in an embrace, she wrapped her long, thick legs around me. The soft bristles of her pubic hair ignited a new fire in me and I began grinding against her. Soon I was humping her like a man humps a woman during the home stretch. My engorged clit flicked over her soft mound, and the warmth and wetness of our crotches rubbing together were more than I could bear. A cloud of bliss consumed me, and I began trembling in the grasp of my dusky lover. When I came, I came with unrelenting force, the stickiness of our union becoming thicker, wetter, hotter.

After, we lay still for what must have been an hour, followed by soft kisses and caresses. And then I climbed off my lovely, young maid and spoke.

“Thank you for that, Celine,” I said. “I will need you to replace the bed linen, please.

“Yes, ma’am,” she answered.
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Friday morning arrived and I was packed and ready for the beach trip with my new friends and waiting at the door when Kim pulled in front of my house. She drove a big Escalade and found a spot right in front of the house. I wheeled a case down the porch stairs and lugged a large bag with my other hand. Kim sat still in the car, but Rochelle emerged from the back seat to help me with the luggage. She smiled and greeted me in her usual reticent manner as I followed her to the rear of the vehicle. We hefted the case and bag into the back, and then Kim lowered the hatch remotely. She poked her head out the window, motioning me toward her. Rochelle climbed in the back seat and Kim smiled warmly at me.

“Jump up front with me,” she said.

I peered through the window, thinking Jamie would be in the passenger’s seat. She wasn’t.

“Where’s Jamie?” I asked.

“She’s meeting us there,” Kim said. “Jump in up here.”

I glanced back at Rochelle. I was a little confused that she had sprung from the back seat when the front passenger’s side was vacant. I found this a bit odd, but everything about this trio of women was odd. I shrugged and walked around to the front of the spiffy SUV and climbed aboard. Looking over at Kim, I was again startled by her sex appeal. While most of the apprehension about the encounter at her house had passed, there was still an undeniable sexual tension that I felt in her presence. Looking at her didn’t help either. She had on hot-pink shorts that were snug and showed a lot of her muscular, toned thighs. A tight, black tank top revealed the cleavage of her firm, perky breasts, and her silky, black hair shone in the morning sunshine. She smirked knowingly at me and I felt my face flush. Then, mercifully, she focused on the road and pulled out into traffic.

Sitting back and enjoying the luxury of the big vehicle, I pondered what the weekend would have in store. Mostly I’d been thinking about basking in the sun, walking in the surf, and drinking and dining with my new friends. But now I was wondering if Kim and I would have another sexual encounter. After being with Celine, I now felt empowered and more than a little eager to experiment with Kim again. I wondered what was going through her wicked mind, and how we might find some time alone, away from the other ladies.

As we headed east out of the city, Kim chatted idly about the assortment of activities we could engage in during our long weekend at Tybee. She spoke solely to me and didn't once direct any comments toward Rochelle. And there wasn't a peep from the back seat. I turned and glanced at Rochelle a few times, but she would just give me a pretty smile and sit quietly. I decided I would attempt to engage her in conversation.

“Do you have a favorite place to eat, Rochelle?” I asked.

I looked over my shoulder at her, and her eyes flicked up to the rearview mirror. When I glanced back at Kim, she was looking into the mirror as well. Curious…damn curious! I thought I detected a slight nod from Kim when I had cut my eyes her way.

“I like the Sundae Café,” she said. “They have wonderful food.”

I wasn’t familiar with it. “Is it fancy or casual?”

“It’s pretty nice…dressy casual I’d say. They serve delicious steaks and fresh seafood. It’s frequently rated one of the best restaurants on the island.”

“Sounds great! I hope we can dine there. Will we need reservations?” I inquired.

“Yes,” she said, “They are always busy.”

It was the most I’d heard her talk. But when I turned back to smile at her, she was again looking into the mirror and her smile faded. She became silent again.

Kim filled the brief silence with some banter about other activities the beach town offered and soon we were driving through the marshes between Wilmington Island and Tybee. We crossed Lazaretto Creek and entered the quaint coastal beach town. Traffic slowed as the speed limit decreased and I took in the scenery. We passed an array of shops selling an assortment of island and beach fare: clothing stores and boutiques, fish art stands and bike rental shops, surfboard and beachwear stores, all with colorful, eye-catching signage.

Kim guided the big Cadillac into the north end of the island and made a few turns, finally stopping at the end of a cul-de-sac featuring huge, stately, oceanfront homes. As we eased into the driveway of a beautiful and towering estate at the southwest end of the circle, I marveled at the sheer beauty of every house on the street. Pristine lawns with green grass, palm trees, and oleander surrounded massive homes with large wrap-around balconies. Sea oats and palms growing on the dunes offered a rugged beauty unseen in more touristy spots I'd visited in Florida or along the Mid-Atlantic States. When I climbed from the Escalade, I breathed in the balmy ocean air and immediately felt at peace. I knew this was going to be a great girls' weekend!

“Let’s unload, ladies,” Kim said.

I moved to the back of the vehicle, breathing in the humid air and enjoying the slickening kiss with which it showered my body. We unpacked quickly, stocking the fridge with water, beer, wine, and food. Jamie arrived during the process and within thirty minutes, we had everything in place.

I took in my surroundings. A huge great room with cream-colored, leather furniture led to the open, airy kitchen. A breakfast room just off the kitchen provided spectacular views of the beach and the luscious, blue water beyond. An enormous cargo ship drifted majestically from the Savannah River into the wide-open ocean. It was like a painting, tranquil and peaceful.

Kim showed us upstairs to our quarters. Roomy, clean, and cheerfully beachy, my room offered grand views of the Atlantic. Blue waters and blue skies resplendent in the morning sun further enhanced my sanguine demeanor.

A spacious bathroom off my room connected to another bedroom where Rochelle unpacked her belongings. Jamie occupied one farther down the hall, and yet another enormous suite with a big four-poster bed loomed unoccupied across the hallway. It was a grand room but lacked the beach views the three on the north end of the house provided.

Kim and Jamie appeared in sheer sarongs covering their bikinied bodies.

“We’re gonna head to the beach, Christine. We have most of the beach gear here,” Kim said, patting a big bag she hefted on her sturdy shoulder. “There are two chairs at the door for you and Rochelle, and you’ll need to bring a towel and probably sunscreen.”

With that, she gave me a wicked smile and about-faced, leaving Rochelle and me behind. I found a skimpy blue bikini and set it on the bed. I heard the door shut, and shortly, Kim and Jamie appeared on the walkway leading to the beach. Grabbing a bottle of sunscreen, I moved toward the dresser and slid out of my shorts and T-shirt, leaving me in a lacy thong and bra. I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor, catching a glimpse of my ample bosom in the dresser mirror. My breasts were perky and robust, and I enjoyed admiring their reflection. My pink nipples were alert under the AC vent, the gentle, cool stream of air caressing my skin. I tweaked one of my nipples and gasped—the thought of sexy, attractive men and women walking and sunbathing on the beach causing a subtle arousal in my loins.

“Would you like for me to rub some sunscreen on your back?”

The voice startled me and I jumped, causing my tits to bounce and jiggle. Rochelle stood behind me, scantily clad in a yellow bikini, her bronzed skin glimmering. I covered myself and caught my breath.

“Oh my God,” I said. “You frightened me, Rochelle.”

“I’m not all that scary,” she said, making her way to the dresser and snagging the sunscreen. “Come sit on the bed and I’ll get your back.”

Seeing Rochelle for the first time with barely anything covering her body, I realized how stunningly attractive she was. Sure, I had recognized that she was pretty the first time I saw her, but she was quite the vixen in her little swimsuit. I exhaled but kept my tits covered and moved to the bed. I felt awkward, but I did need sunscreen on my back. I had a decent tan, but nothing like these bronzed, beach bunnies. Being from the north, I didn't sunbathe nearly year-round as they did. I would need the protection.

Rochelle squeezed a dab of the white cream onto her hand, and I heard her rubbing it in her palms to warm it. Nonetheless, I shivered from the contact when she applied it to my back—not from the temperature, but from the delicate smoothness of her touch. I relaxed as she caressed the lotion over my back. It felt wonderful and I heard myself sigh, causing her to emit a little girly giggle. When her hands left my back briefly to squirt more lotion, I felt a tinge of disappointment from the void. She repeated the process and my back, neck, and shoulders began to feel smooth and moist from the application. Suddenly, I felt her hot breath in my ear as she leaned closer to apply the sunscreen to my sides.

“Hold your arms up, honey,” she purred in my ear. “I need to get your sides completely. You don’t want to burn.”

I let go of my breasts and raised my arms. Rochelle rubbed my sides, covering the skin I had exposed, and even coming around to the front of my torso a bit.

“Stay there,” she instructed, and I sensed a different Rochelle than the timid, giggly one I had come to expect.

I followed her instructions as I heard her squeeze more lotion onto her hands, again rubbing her palms vigorously to warm them before applying it to my skin. Then suddenly, her soft hands covered in sunscreen curled under my arms and enveloped my breasts. Electricity fired through my body. While I felt a little violated at this woman’s uninvited trespass to my tits, it paled in comparison to the sheer delight that ran through my body.

Rochelle caught my stiff nipples between her fingers and gently tugged and tweaked them. I groaned at the pleasure racing through my body. Her lips found my ears and I felt her warm, wet tongue slide into my ear. I shivered and moaned, shifting my head to allow her access to whatever she desired. I was suddenly putty in this woman’s hands.

She kissed my neck and I felt my pussy moisten. I had been in Tybee barely an hour and had wondered if I would figure a way to catch Kim alone again, but instead, I was being seduced by her odd, yet sultry, friend. I hadn't even considered something like this.

Rochelle turned my body and laid me flat on the bed. She fell on top of me and her lips found mine. I returned her hungry kiss, our tongues meeting in a wet tangle of lust. Her long, lithe body flowed over mine, twisting and churning, rubbing and grinding. Avoiding my sunscreen covered breasts, she moved down my body and licked a trail over my abdomen, swirling her tongue in my navel. I groaned again and ran my fingers through her blonde mane. She moved her tongue over the outside of my thong, where my warm, sticky desire had breached the fabric. I quivered and bucked, begging for more, craving direct attention to my aching cunt. Mercifully, she peeled off my panties.

“Oh,” she giggled. “What a pretty, waxed pussy you have.”

She turned her head a few times, examining my fiery box before leaning in and blowing a glorious stream of hot breath over my sex. I nearly came right then. And when her tongue ran through the complex folds of my labia, I wailed loudly.

"OH FUCK! Oh, my God, that feels so good."

I saw her tongue shoot out again and give my pussy a long, wicked lick. Stringy bands of my thick girl cum stretched from her mouth to my pussy. Her face glistened with my desire. She swirled her tongue over my bud, now swollen and hard with arousal. Alternating long, slow licks through my entire slit with rapid flicks to my clit had me shuddering helplessly. A raging fire built in my tummy and spread through my center and upper legs. I heard myself whimpering at the hands of this odd woman who moments ago was applying sunscreen to my back, but now had her face planted firmly between my legs.

The sensation was like floating in the shallow surf, watching a mighty wave building in the ocean. I knew what was coming as the riptide began to pull me into its grasp. The force was stronger than me, and my world closed to a singular purpose. Succumbing completely to my desire, I gave into the wave and let it carry me where it would. A new feeling overcame me. I felt like I was floating above the sea as the raging wave approached, my body bouncing softly in its midst. The large crest of gushing water was closer now, imminently wonderful and terrifyingly beautiful. Then it hit me. The wave crashed into my body with such force that I could hardly breathe. I could not feel my arms or legs, only my throbbing vagina as massive waves of orgasmic bliss shot through my center. I continued to float in ecstasy, and I was vaguely aware of the sound of my passion echoing off the walls. All senses were dulled except the fiery lust in my pussy—thrilling, yet nearly overwhelming from the magnitude of the rippling torrent of desire racing through my loins. The full force of my powerful orgasm engulfed me. The world closed in and I felt myself shake and shudder uncontrollably in the grasp of this unusual woman—a woman who had coaxed an orgasm from my body like none other I had ever experienced. And then, almost sadly but with relief, my sanity was restored. A sheen of sweat covered my skin, and I realized I was panting.

A few moments passed and I gradually became aware of my body again. It trembled in the wake of the mighty ocean wave that continued to carry me wherever it pleased, as I had no say-so in its direction or effect. I tensed as another bolt of pleasure shot through my cunt. My vision had blurred at first, but now it had cleared. The source of the flaming pulsations in my pussy was still between my legs, lapping lustily at my soaking cunt. The sight of Rochelle eating my pussy like it was all she had ever wanted in life triggered yet another explosion between my thighs. I began to wonder if I would pass out from the wonderful pleasure this woman was delivering to my aching pussy. I lost track of time. I’m pretty sure it all happened quickly, but my senses were so distorted, I could not be certain.

Finally, the ocean calmed and Rochelle worked her way up my body. We kissed again and I tasted my sweetness on her lips. And now I had an overwhelming desire to return the favor.

Taking control, I flipped her over, causing her to giggle like a teenager. I had her out of her sexy bikini in a flash. I dove back on top of her and planted my mouth on hers. Slipping my tongue over hers in a torrid battle of lustful desire, I ground my crotch into hers. Moving down her long, lithe frame, I kissed her neck and she giggled more. Her giggling produced a little laugh of my own, and I felt a little silly frolicking with this strange, hot woman. When I reached her breasts, I took a long, pink nipple into my mouth. I pulled my lips over my teeth to nibble her gently, causing her to cry out. Thinking I had caused her pain, I released her bud and licked her gently.

“God, no! Don’t stop doing that. Please, Christine! Bite me!”

I repeated the process, and she sighed and then yelped.

“Please, Christine, bite me. Bite me hard!”

I gently grazed her with my teeth and she cried out again.

“Please, please, please,” she begged in a high-pitched squeal. “Bite HARD! BITE ME!”

I bit down hard enough to feel her nipple give between my teeth, but didn’t press any harder. Fearing I might hurt her, I glanced up at her face. Her half-lidded eyes opened completely.

“Please bite my tits, Christine. Bite them hard…bite them very hard.”

I clamped down on her nipple with a vice-like grip, causing her facial expression to change to sheer delight. I was astounded but I wanted to please her like she had pleased me. I truly wanted to reciprocate the roaring multiple orgasms she had provided me. And if biting her was what she wanted, then biting she would get. I clamped down even harder.

“Oh, God! Yes! Yes!” she raved. Her body shook as I bit more forcefully, but fearing I would draw blood, I was reluctant to bite any harder. Switching to her other nipple, I bit down firmly and she shrieked inhumanly. Moving slightly to her side, I cupped her pussy. Firm, yet softly yielding, her mound rose to grind against my hand. I guided my fingers between her labia, which was copiously slickened with her juices.

I left her tits and slithered down her washboard tummy, swirling my tongue over her pierced navel. My nose met the soft bristles of her honey-colored and nicely manicured pubic hair. She smelled of scented soap and feminine desire. Glancing up at her face, I noticed her eyes were half-lidded again. Then I noticed her hands reaching for her breasts. She pinched her own nipples, squeezing them hard and gasping when she did. She tugged, rolled, and pulled viciously at her tortured buds as I moved down between her legs. I replaced my hand with my mouth, pressing my face firmly between her thighs. In just a matter of days, I had grown to love the scent of another woman. Both she and Celine had been similar in their aroma: sweet and musky, a devilish flower wafting its enticing power through my senses, firing my lust. But each had been unique: Celine’s powerful and feral, while Rochelle’s encompassed me with a rich subtlety that was equally lovely.

I tasted her nectar. It was sweet, sticky, and warm. When my tongue lightly grazed her clit, she bucked and writhed. Again she squealed and giggled as if I were tickling her. Then she made another inhuman screech as I brushed her again.

“Eeeeeeeeehhhhhh, ah-hah, ah-hah, ah-hah.”

I let out another short laugh into her pussy, causing her to repeat a similar mantra. As humorous as her verbal outbursts were, I found myself as aroused as she. I lapped at her pussy furiously as she continued bucking and screaming. Then she let out a flurry of affirmations.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeessssssss!”

I looked up at her again to catch her facial expressions. An agony of lust graced her countenance and her fingers were mangling and devastating her poor nipples—now engorged, red and purple from her maniacal tweaking. A thick gush of fluid burst from her hot pussy, drenching my face with her cum. She writhed and screamed, unintelligible ramblings that resembled old-time religious fanatics speaking in tongues. Her hands left her tits and beat the mattress. When she could take no more, she pushed roughly from me and rolled to the other side of the bed, panting and heaving with a crazed look in her eyes. Strands of her pretty, blonde hair hung in her face, a few of them stuck to her glistening cheeks. Wide-eyed now with a half-crazed look, she peered at me as if she'd never seen me before. Then her face cleared. She smiled a childish smile and began bouncing on the bed, pounding the mattress with her fists.

“Christine, Christine, Christine,” she said and giggled, kind of freaking me out a bit when she did. “Yummy Christine, yum, yum, yum,” she continued.

She bounced across the bed and embraced me, kissing and licking my neck as she continued to giggle. I became a little unsettled. Was this woman on something? Was she mentally unstable? Had I just been seduced and wonderfully fucked by a disturbed person? She ran her hands through my hair, mussing it and continuing to make me uncomfortable.

Then as if nothing had happened, she popped up from the bed, grabbed her swimsuit, and walked into the adjoining bathroom.

Glancing over her shoulder, she said, “We better get going. They’ll wonder what we’re up to.”
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We met Kim and Jamie on the beach. Remarkably, only an hour had passed since the pair had left Rochelle and me to hit the surf. Kim was sprawled in a chair reading some smutty magazine that promised thirty new ways to turn on your man. I wondered what came after "touching his dick"…probably "touching his dick" again. Men really were simple creatures, but I loved them nonetheless. I especially loved Dansby just now for letting me explore my newly discovered desires for women. I wondered how many husbands would have reacted the way he had.

Jamie lay supine on a towel in her bikini. Her auburn hair, splayed out behind her, was thick and luxuriant. Her large breasts poked from her skimpy bikini top, brown and lightly freckled. Her curvy figure surely drew the interest of male onlookers strolling the beach, as I’m sure all of ours did. But Jamie was eye-catching, buxom and juicy, thick and athletic. She gave us a little hand wave and a smile, and then returned to her sun worshiping.

Kim set the magazine in her lap, lowered her sunglasses on her nose, and peered with a rather severe scrutiny at Rochelle. I followed her gaze. Rochelle lowered her head and kicked at the sand before setting her chair down next to the sultry Asian woman. Kim stared at Rochelle for another moment before looking up at me and smiling.

“A pretty day, no?” she asked.

“Very pretty,” I said. “Thanks for letting me tag along with you girls.”

Kim smiled again and looked me over. “Did you apply plenty of sunscreen? You don’t want to burn on the first day. Were you able to get your back? If not, I can apply some,” she said with a seductive look.

“Thanks, Kim. Rochelle applied sunscreen to my back. I’m good.”

Kim smiled, but something changed on her face—a fierce and menacing flash through her dark eyes. And then it was gone. She chewed her lip and nodded.

“Oh did she?” Her voice was soft and pleasant, but again a dark cloud flooded her face.

Leaving the magazine in her lap, Kim pushed her glasses back up and raised her face to the blazing sun. She took in several deep breaths and then abruptly stood.

“Take a walk with me, Rochelle?” Kim asked. It was stated as a question, but there was no denying the command in her voice.

"What the fuck!" I thought and heard Jamie chuckling lightly.

Rochelle said nothing but stood and stripped off her cover-up. Kim walked toward the ocean and Rochelle followed a few steps behind as they strolled south on the beach. I watched the pair for a few moments and then sat down next to Jamie. The beach was far from crowded, but tomorrow would likely bring a parade of college kids and families, so it was nice to have a little separation from the beachgoers on either side of us.

Jamie propped up on her elbows and surveyed me. “How was it?” she asked.

I tried not to blush, but she had removed her sunglasses, and her emerald eyes were burning a hole in me.

“How was what?” I responded testily.

Jamie chuckled and then ran her tongue over her pouty red lips.

“She’s freaky, right?”

I turned and looked at the ocean, suddenly very uncomfortable.

“You know you were recruited? Right?” Jamie asked.

I kept my eyes on the ocean, but my curiosity was getting the best of me.

“Recruited?” I asked.

“Christine,” she said.

I looked over at her again.

“We are like a little club. We call ourselves the Pink Posse. We thought you’d make an excellent member. You don’t have to be embarrassed.”

I opened my mouth, but I wasn't sure what to say. Suddenly I had a lot of questions, but I wondered if Kim wouldn't be a better source of information than Jamie. I glanced down the beach. Kim and Rochelle were nowhere in sight.

“The Pink Posse? Really? You have got to be kidding?”

“Nope,” she said. “Not kidding one bit.”

I stayed silent. I wasn’t sure what else to say.

"Oh, we've all had massages from Kim. Very nice, wasn't it?" she asked.

I blushed again, and Jamie laughed.

“This weekend is going to be so much fun,” she said.

I looked over at her and changed the subject.

“What’s going on between Kim and Rochelle? It’s a very weird dynamic,” I said.

Jamie nodded her head. “Yeah, well…it gets weirder. You just wait and see,” she giggled. “But it’s oh so much fun!”

She placed her glasses over her eyes and reclined on the towel. I looked south and saw Kim and Rochelle returning in the distance. I watched their approach, suddenly apprehensive about what I’d gotten myself into by agreeing to join these very peculiar women at the beach. But curiosity and sheer arousal dominated the unsettling feelings I had about the strangeness of it all, so I sat back in my chair and enjoyed the sun and the pleasant ocean breeze.

Presently, Kim and Rochelle returned to our spot on the beach. Kim sat in her chair, but Rochelle stood before her, seemingly waiting for some kind of remark or comment from her friend. Kim took a few slugs from her water bottle and applied sunscreen as Rochelle stood like a wooden Indian in front of her. Then Kim looked up at Rochelle, finally acknowledging her presence.

“Sit down in front of me, sweetie. I’ll reapply sunscreen to your shoulders.”

Rochelle followed the instructions and Kim lovingly applied sunscreen to the blonde's neck, back, and shoulders. Then she handed the lotion to Rochelle so that she could complete the application. When she finished, Rochelle sat down next to Kim for a few minutes before popping up and standing in front of her again. Rochelle gazed down to the ocean, and I saw Kim give her a slight nod.

Rochelle turned and walked toward the surf, and that’s when I noticed the crimson mark across her shapely ass. I hadn’t noticed it before, and my mind reeled. I watched her as she stepped into the cool waters of the Atlantic, hugging herself when the water reached her waist.

“How about some Kadima, Christine?” Jamie asked, pulling me out of my trance.

“Uh…okay…sure,” I answered.

“Mind if I join?” Kim asked.

“Of course I mind, Kim. But come on anyway,” Jamie snickered, causing Kim to laugh with her.

We found a smooth, flat area about halfway between the water and our beach chairs and commenced to smack the little, rubber ball around in a tight triangle. We found a rhythm and soon we had the ball flying between us dozens of times before one went astray and rolled down the beach. During our volley, Jamie had made a rather spectacular hit, followed by a tumble—coming up sandy and wet only to recover in time to put a nice touch on the ball that came drifting toward me. We used our tennis skills to apply backhanded touches when required, and we skipped along our claimed area with flawless footwork. We stayed at it for about a half hour, stopping to cool off in the ocean when we tired.

As we strolled to the water, I noticed Rochelle was no longer in the ocean. I looked back and saw her sunbathing in a chair. I motioned to her to join us, but she gave a little hand wave and stayed put.

I looked at Kim. “Should I go and get Rochelle?”

Kim shrugged without glancing up the beach at our friend. “She’s okay,” she said evenly.

We cooled our bodies in the water, and then Jamie and I elected to take a long stroll to the south end of the beach near the pier. When we returned to our spot, Kim and Rochelle were gone and so were their belongings. I checked my phone and saw that it was mid-afternoon. My belly grumbled with hunger, and I assumed the other girls had returned to the house to grab lunch.

“I’m pretty hungry, Jamie. Are you?”

“Yeah.” She grabbed the string of her skimpy bikini bottom and shook her suit. “I feel like somebody built a sandcastle in my vagina too.”

I laughed so hard I snorted, and then we were both laughing. When the hysterics tapered, we gathered our belongings and made our way through the sand dunes to the walkway. When we entered the house, Kim was sitting on a bar stool munching on a sandwich and surfing her phone. Rochelle was nowhere in sight. Jamie and I made turkey sandwiches, grabbed a couple cold bottled waters, added some chips and joined Kim at the bar. She set her phone down and smiled at us.

“Great first day at the beach, don’t you think?” she asked.

“Thanks again for bringing me. I’m having a blast,” I said with genuine cheerfulness.

“Oh I bet you are, Christine,” she said, raising her eyebrows and nodding while Jamie blessed us with her patented chuckle.

Suddenly I was a little uncomfortable. Had Kim found out about Rochelle and me? What had Rochelle told her when they walked the beach? Jamie surely knew what happened so it wouldn't be a stretch to think Kim knew as well. But why would she be troubled by it? Did she think she had some claim on either Rochelle or me…or both of us? A strange feeling washed over me, and I felt the need to consult Rochelle.

I changed the subject. “So, ladies, what’s up for tonight?”

“Let’s go to the clubs on Tybrisa and dance and party,” Jamie said.

Kim nodded. “We could do that. I’ll call one of those trams that cruise the island. That way we don’t have to drive.”

We showered and cleaned up, and I tried to corner Rochelle, but it appeared she was napping during the mid-afternoon. I didn't encounter her until a few minutes before we departed for the clubs. When Rochelle finally emerged, she walked downstairs with Kim, and I didn't get a chance to speak with her alone.

We danced and drank at the Rock House and surveyed a few other clubs, including a blues bar that played some quality, loud music. Jamie and I danced with a couple of guys for a while who, despite being a little bold with their hands at times, were fun and mostly gentlemanly. When we returned to our table, Kim and Rochelle had disappeared. A text on Jamie’s phone from just after eleven advised that they had called it a night and taken a taxi back to the north end of the beach. Jamie and I grabbed a tram and headed back just before 1 a.m.

The house was dark, and we slipped upstairs quietly, so as not to awaken our friends. Jamie seemed a little drunk. When we got to my room, she pulled me in and surprised me with a rather passionate kiss on the lips. It was a wonderful kiss. Her thick, pouty lips felt marvelous on my mouth, and her curvy body snuggled against mine sparked a fire in my pussy. All of a sudden I wanted to sample this luscious and buxom vixen pressed so seductively against me.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, wobbling away, pointing and waving her hand at me as she stumbled down the hall.

I watched her go into her room and turned to enter mine, frustrated at having to wait until tomorrow to experience her. I was horny, and not for a man. I wanted a woman's touch, and I was resigned to the fact that I may be the only woman left standing, and that I might just have to touch myself.

I heard a whimper behind me and turned. The bedroom door across the hall with the four-poster bed was closed. "Odd," I thought. The door had been open all day, being the only unused one in the house. Then I noticed very dim lighting coming from the small space at the bottom of the door. Listening carefully, I took a few steps toward the room. I can't be sure, but I thought maybe I heard another whimper. Then it was quiet. Taking a few more steps toward the door, I briefly considered knocking. Instead, I touched the doorknob and slowly began turning it. It was locked. A small metallic click sounded as I released the door, so I scurried into my room and shut myself inside. I glanced over at the bathroom; the door was cracked, and a nightlight shone beyond. As I moved into the lavatory, I noticed the door to Rochelle's room was open. I peered in. The bed was in perfect order—untouched and unslept in. So she had decided to sleep across the hall perhaps. No big deal I assured myself but felt unsettled about everything all over again.

I sat on the toilet to pee and thought about what Jamie had said to me on the beach: “You know you were recruited? Right?”

I flushed the toilet, washed, and brushed my teeth, finishing my oral hygiene with some mouthwash. I stripped off my sundress and thong and walked into my almost completely darkened bedroom. As I approached the center of the room, I noticed a shadowy figure sitting on the edge of my bed. Startled initially, I recovered and wondered if Jamie had sobered enough to try and seduce me. My fright turned to arousal, and then aroused apprehension when Kim's voice breached the silence.

“Hi Christine,” she said. “Mind if I join you for a little while?”

I was speechless, but when she reached out and took my wrist with a firm grip, my arousal deepened. She pulled me onto the bed, and I fell on top of her. She was completely naked, ready, and wanting. I eagerly kissed her mouth, our tongues swirling together in a passionate dance. Her taste was clean but with a hint of alcohol on her breath. Electricity ran through my body when our pussies touched. Her skin was smooth and bare, a hairless pussy just like mine. She was wet with anticipation, and I soon was equally moist. Her fleshy mound rubbing against my clit sent shivers through my body and caused my heart to race. I wanted to stay there, but the need to taste her—to absorb her scent—was greater.

I slipped quickly down her body, kissing her tits and rock-hard abdomen. I tongued her navel, and I heard her sigh. As I moved toward her pubis, I felt her hands brush through my hair. Upon the first contact of my mouth on her vagina, her grip tightened, and I felt her strong hands claw at my scalp. She moaned audibly.

Kim was drenched with a combination of our juices, and I greedily lapped at her pussy. My eyes had adjusted to the lighting—or lack thereof—enough that I could see the fleshy protuberance of her cunt, a flowering flow of petals longing to be suckled. I ran my tongue from the bottom of her slit through her wondrous folds, absorbing the sticky, warm sweetness of her nectar. I pulled one side of her labia into my mouth and used my tongue to caress it. Then I moved to the other side, deftly avoiding her clit. I breathed in her aroma. It was fragrant, like a wild, erotic, and forbidden flower. I exhaled hot breath over the hood of her clit and used my fingers to explore her. She moaned and bucked, trying to latch her bud onto my mouth. I maneuvered away, continuing to tease. She tensed and pushed my face into her drenched pussy, my tongue connecting firmly with her rapidly growing and throbbing clit.

“Aaaahhhhhhhh…oh, fuck!” she wailed.

She created a rhythm of cadenced thrusts, running her cunt up and down my face and crying out with each flick to her clit. Her thighs began to tremble and quake, and the muscular smoothness of her skin on my face deepened my own desire for her. Then she shrieked loudly and coated my face with her cream. Her spasms seemed to go on for some time, and I stayed with her, licking the copious spoils of her lust from her pussy and inner thighs. Finally, when she could take no more, she pulled me up and we kissed passionately again. Gradually, we segued into gentle pecks, giggling softly and licking each other’s lips. So, it caught me off guard when she rolled me over and mounted me, pinning my arms back over my head. I didn’t resist. I would let her exert her superior strength and have her way with me. My clamoring pussy begged for her touch, and I would not protest…whatever it was she had in mind. I was putty in her hands, a willing passenger as she directed the route.

Kim slid her left leg over my right and positioned my other leg over her right thigh. Fire raced through me when she rubbed her enflamed pussy lips over mine. Both of us hairless and soaked, the smooth friction heightened my arousal. My clitoris stiffened and throbbed under her movements. Kim’s hands were firm on my wrists, and she thrust and writhed against me. She built momentum and soon her frenzied gyrations over my pussy had us both groaning in ecstasy. The feeling of her pussy gliding over mine was incredible! I’d never felt anything quite like it. Wet sloshing sounds and the hot delight of our combined juices running down my legs, into my ass, was driving me crazy. I looked at Kim’s face, my eyes now adjusted to the near darkness. I could see her desire and the base, animal lust in the distorted expressions she made. I cried out.

“Fuck me, Kim. Fuck me with your pussy!”

She released one of my arms and grabbed my hair, pulling it roughly as she bit her lower lip. It was odd, but the pain from the hair pulling increased the pleasure in my pussy. The sensation was amazing, and I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer.

“OH FUCK!” Kim breathed. “HOLY FUCK!”

Her gyrations became faster and harder; she rode me frantically, her dark hair flying and bobbing in the air, adding to the sheer eroticism of the experience. Hot juice covered our pubic areas, and the smell of sex wafted between us, spiking our mutual lust.

We came together, crying out, shaking and quivering in unison—an indescribable sensation, a magical tingling in my nose, fingers, and toes that Kim seemed to share with me. She appeared to be convulsing over me, her cum face contorted in an expression of ecstatic agony.

Finally, our movements tapered and Kim released her hold on my hair. She loomed over me on all fours now, panting with a half-lidded expression of post-coitus relief. Slowly, she lay over me, her hair falling in my face and smelling of lilac and lavender. Our bodies, coated in a light sheen of sweat melded together. Then she brought her lips to mine and kissed me. We lay in a heap for moments and then she rolled over on her side, allowing me to breathe again.

“You’re really hot, Christine,” she said. “I love fucking you.”

“That was amazing, Kim. What did you just do to me?” I asked. “My whole body is still tingling.”

She gave a short laugh. “You like scissors, do you?”

“I do…I guess. So that’s what you call it?” I asked.

“Uh huh.”

We were quiet for a moment, only the sounds of our breathing and the crashing of the waves from the beach audible.

Then Kim surprised me. “Did Rochelle make your whole body tingle?”

“Oh,” I said. “You know about that?”

She paused. “I do now.”

A little sting of resentment shot through me. We had just shared mind-blowing orgasms together, and she had tricked me into divulging information about Rochelle.

“Is that a problem?” I asked.

She paused briefly. “You and I don’t have a problem, Christine. We’re cool.”

“So what about Rochelle? She’s very odd, but I like her,” I said.

“Oh, we all like Rochelle, Christine.”

Kim abruptly climbed from the bed and moved toward the door. “Get some sleep, Christine. I’ll see you in the morning.”
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I awoke a little after 8 a.m. and had to pee. I used the bathroom, brushed my teeth thoroughly, and hand combed my hair. Returning to my room, I opened the blinds and looked outside. A gray, overcast morning greeted me, and a spooky fog covered the beach, making the ocean barely visible. Maybe it would burn off and we could enjoy another splendid day on the beach. If not, there was always shopping at the numerous boutiques around the island. I dressed in some skimpy gym shorts and a tight tank top and smiled at my reflection in the mirror. My tits bulged in the snug top, and my skin looked slightly bronzed from yesterday’s sun. I made up the bed and skipped down the stairs and entered the large great room. Then I stopped dead in my tracks. Kim sat on the sofa wearing a tight, black, leather skirt. Her muscular and tanned thighs looked spectacular, causing a twitch deep within me. Dressed in a black studded vest and black pumps, she smiled at me when I entered the room.

“Good morning,” she chirped.

Kneeling on the floor and completely naked, except for the studded, leather choker around her neck, was Rochelle. A crazed fire burned in her eyes, but she sat motionlessly. A thin leash led from a silver ring in the choker that Kim held in her bejeweled hand.

“Well…it looks like Rochelle’s been a bad girl again,” a voice said from behind me.

I turned to look and Jamie was standing there with a huge smile on her face, wearing a sheer see-through gown and nothing else. "Fun, fun, fun," she said and clapped her hands.

I looked incredulously back and forth between these three women. I felt like I was in some bizarre movie. Once again, a feeling of apprehension settled over me. Tongue-tied and utterly stunned, I stared wide-eyed at the spectacle before me. Was this a game or was it serious business? My mind raced a million miles a minute.

“I’m glad you ladies are up,” Kim said. “Now we can get started!”

Jamie skipped over to the love seat, sitting across from Kim. She patted the seat next to her and beckoned me to join her. I moved slowly, like a robot. A voice of reason, far back in my head, told me to bolt from this house and get away from these crazy bitches, but a greater force of curiosity and arousal told me to stay. I took my seat next to Jamie and gazed across the room at Kim and Rochelle.

Kim jerked the leash firmly and Rochelle moved on all fours toward her—an odd form of locomotion but I couldn’t deny the stirrings of lust I felt watching these two women. Again I wondered whether this was real or some kind of performance to further titillate me.

“Over my lap!” Kim hissed at Rochelle, patting her sexy, toned thighs.

Rochelle slithered over Kim’s lap and the sight of her long body lying prone over Kim’s legs caused a moistening in my pussy. I felt a smooth hand on my thigh, and I looked down to see Jamie’s freckled hand rubbing me.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, Rochelle! You fucked Christine without my permission and now you will be punished.”

I was mortified. Was Kim going to try and spank me? Would I be on a leash like Rochelle? While the spectacle in front of me was oddly enthralling, I did not relish the thought of being dominated by these women.

Kim looked at me as if sensing my unease. "Christine," she said. "Whom you fuck is your business. Same goes with Jamie. But I own Rochelle; she fucks no one without my say so!"

And with that proclamation, she brought her hand down hard on Rochelle’s ass, a loud smack echoing through the chamber. Rochelle winced on the first stroke, but the second seemed to calm her. Instead of crying out, she sighed. Kim smacked her hard about a half-dozen more times. Then she grabbed Rochelle by her long, blonde hair and pulled her head up roughly. An expression of total submission covered Rochelle’s face. I may have even detected a look of relief from this strange woman.

“I own you, bitch!” she wailed, spittle flying from her mouth and hitting Rochelle in the face. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Kim,” Rochelle said in an even voice.

“You will stay naked until I tell you to dress. You will serve the three of us however we see fit. You will obey all orders.”

“Yes, Kim,” Rochelle repeated.

Jamie’s hand snaked under my shorts, and I felt her breath on my neck as I watched the submissive act a few feet away. The moistening in my pussy was palpable, and I gasped when Jamie’s finger stroked my dewy lips. I was once again stunned at the effect these women were having on me, and equally stunned at how I continually acquiesced to their advances.

Jamie slid her finger from my vagina, and the void left me temporarily disappointed. But when she reached to pull my shorts off, I accommodated her by lifting my butt from the seat cushion. Now Jamie had access to my sex, and she plunged her fingers inside of me—the wet noises emanating from my steaming box, furthering my arousal.

“Can I eat your pussy, Christine?” Jamie purred in my ear.

“Yes…please…eat me, Jamie!” I pleaded.

She crawled between my legs and I glanced at the two women on the sofa. Kim was stroking Rochelle lovingly now, rubbing her crimson ass with a gentle touch.

The initial contact of Jamie’s hot mouth on my pussy made me jump.

“Oh my God,” I said. “That feels incredible.”

Then Kim raised her hand and gave Rochelle another hard smack to her ass. “Eat Jamie’s cunt, you little whore!” she instructed Rochelle.

Rochelle slid off Kim’s lap and the leather-clad woman dragged the leashed blonde toward us.

“Lick her asshole first!” Kim hissed, and Rochelle lifted the gown and eagerly found Jamie’s puckered rosette with her tongue.

Jamie squealed with delight and briefly raised her head; her face slickened with my juice. Kim stood behind Rochelle and intermittently popped her on the backside. I was beginning to feel the deep stirrings of orgasm in my belly and legs as Jamie’s lapping of my juicy twat picked up a faster rhythm. The world began to swim pleasantly, as the hot tongue of the sultry redhead worked its magic.

“Lie on the floor and lick her pussy!” Kim commanded, and Rochelle slid under the buxom redhead.

I looked up at Kim and saw her dark eyes grow ever darker. Rochelle’s arms wrapped around Jamie’s big, round ass, tugging at her butt cheeks. Jamie lifted her face again from my pussy, her eyes half-lidded and her mouth twisting into a lustful grin. She let out a stuttered moan as Rochelle’s mouth likely connected with her pussy. Glancing back at Kim, I noticed she had somehow produced a baton of sorts. It had little leather strings hanging from the end, and she brought it down on Rochelle. From my vantage point, I could only see Rochelle’s arms and lower legs, but her long limbs trembled and quaked when Kim lashed out at her.

Then my focus changed to the pleasure between my legs. Jamie was devouring my clit, running the flat of her tongue over me in wicked strokes. I could hear my breathing escalate and the beginnings of the insistent rumble of my approaching climax. I began thrusting my hips, timing my movements with Jamie’s probes. Then a burst of flames engulfed me as I quivered in the grasp of this luscious vixen licking my soaking snatch.

"OH FUCK!" I screamed and relinquished my body completely to the intense orgasm shaking my frame with its powerful grip.

My mind was in a fog. I threw my head back and clutched the sofa cushions. I writhed helplessly and shook in the wake of the exhilarating Sapphic debauchery in which I had co-starred. I exhaled heavily, trying to recover from it all and attempting to make sense of the situation I'd gotten myself into. Everything had happened so fast, and I had been a willing participant—that I couldn't deny. Gradually, my breathing slowed and I returned from the sensual orbit from where I'd spun helplessly.

As I settled, I noticed Jamie’s wet face rise once again from my crotch—an expression of untold ecstasy covering her features. She cried out in unintelligible noises.

“Ahhh…ahhh…ooooooohhhhh…”

She grabbed my legs in a vice-like grip and began shuddering uncontrollably.

"OH MY GOD!" she wailed. "Lick me, Rochelle. Fuck, fuck, FUCK! Eat my pussy!"

She emitted several quick pants and then screamed.

“I’m CUMMING! I’M CUMMING! Holy fuck, I’M CUUUUUMMMMING!”

Jamie’s head lay against my inner thighs, her eyes dazed and unfocused. She panted and trembled as Rochelle finished her off. Then her odd expression turned into a lusty smile, and she giggled into my thighs, tickling me with the vibrations to my sensitive flesh. She shivered and giggled again, likely from a parting tongue lashing, courtesy of the freaky blonde between her legs.

After the post-orgasmic bliss faded, Jamie dismounted Rochelle’s face and climbed on top of me. We kissed, swirling our tongues together, and I tasted myself on her lips.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kim slip from her leather skirt. She had nothing on beneath it, and her brown pussy lips glistened with her desire in the sunlight that had recently breached the clouds. She knelt over Rochelle and placed her quivering quim just above the blonde’s face.

“Say it!” she demanded.

“Kim, may I eat your pussy?”

“Beg me, you impertinent cunt!” she hissed.

“Please, please, please, Kim! Can I eat your delicious pussy?”

With that, Kim grabbed Rochelle’s mane and pressed her hot box into her lover’s face. Grinding roughly and moaning her approval, Kim’s eyes glazed over as Rochelle’s tongue lapped at her sex. Jamie and I sat up to watch, finding each other’s pussies with our hands—gently stroking one another, refreshing our arousal.

“Isn’t this fun?” Jamie queried.

I could only nod. I could hardly contain my excitement regarding how the morning's events had unfolded.

Kim held Rochelle in her grasp and rode her face. Her breathing labored as Rochelle lapped away at her dripping cunt. Jamie worked her fingers deftly inside my pussy, tweaking my clit with alternating strokes inside the depths of my sex. I worked to return the favor, and soon we were both writhing in unison—our drenched digits sloshing inside each other.

Then Kim moaned loudly and began to move more frantically over Rochelle. She let out a burst of expletives and came all over the blonde woman’s face. The lewd spectacle, the cries of lust, and the thick aroma of feminine musk only fueled my desire. I came all over Jamie’s fingers and she followed shortly after.

The room became eerily quiet, as we recovered from our orgasms. Then Kim eased down her lover’s body and lovingly stroked Rochelle’s wet pussy.

The familiar sounds escaped the blonde’s lips. “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! Please, please, please, please, please.”

Kim inserted three fingers into Rochelle’s slit. Pink petals glistened as Kim thrust her fingers into the clamoring pussy beneath her. The dark-haired woman’s thumb drummed Rochelle’s clit, causing the blonde to whimper and beg.

“Please, can I cum, Kim?” Rochelle pleaded.

“Beg me, bitch!” Kim screeched.

“Please, please, please, Kim. Let me cum,” Rochelle whimpered.

“Not yet! Don’t you cum yet, you fucking tramp.”

Rochelle moaned in frustration and Jamie giggled next to me. I couldn’t believe what a turn-on this spectacle continued to be.

Kim leaned over one of Rochelle’s tits and clinched a nipple between her teeth. She bit her—not enough to draw blood, but more than enough to make Rochelle cry out. Tears welled in her eyes but she continued to buck Kim’s fingers.

“Don’t you cum yet, Rochelle. You are forbidden to cum until I tell you! Do you understand?”

Rochelle couldn’t speak. She only panted and thrashed her head back and forth in equal agony and ecstasy. Jamie clapped her hands and giggled, and I stared in disbelief at the scene in front of me.

“Please, please, please, Kim?” Rochelle begged as Kim worked her pussy furiously.

“NO! Don’t you cum yet!”

“I can’t…I can’t…I can’t HELP IT,” Rochelle screamed.

She shook violently, disobeying Kim and climaxing forcefully as the exotic Asian beauty rammed her fingers into her sloshing pussy. Rochelle writhed helplessly, paroxysms of lust shaking her body into massive convulsions. She lay on the floor, panting and gasping, tears rolling down her cheeks.

Kim smiled wickedly and licked Rochelle’s nectar from her fingers with lip-smacking lust.

“You disobeyed me, Rochelle,” Kim said gently, stroking the blonde’s cheek with affection. “I will have to punish you.”

Without warning, Kim jumped up and tugged the leash. Rochelle stood, and was led upstairs without another word, leaving Jamie and me sitting on the couch—me wide-eyed and in disbelief and Jamie cackling and giggling like a schoolgirl.
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Jugs. It was the only adequate description. Tits, boobs, melons, or any other slang seemed insufficient when describing Jamie’s huge breasts. She had jugs. And they were marvelous—bouncing and swaying above me as she straddled my face. A thick, well-manicured thatch of red pubic hair tickled my nose and trapped her scent. Her wetness was hot and sticky, like warmed honey with a hint of salt and just as tasty. As my tongue rolled over her ruby-red deliciousness, I took in her fragrant aroma—thick and heady, feminine, yet feral.

Jamie had pulled me upstairs shortly after the other girls departed, slipped out of her skimpy gown, and lured me into her bed. And now here I was, in a matter of days, tasting the nectar of a fourth woman. I loved it and I was truly amazed at how quickly one’s life could change.

Watching Jamie’s jugs bounce as I licked her pussy heightened my arousal, and I lapped at her soaking quim with fiery eagerness. She rolled her head, making her large bosom bounce and jut even more. Large, brown, areolas housed long, thick nipples. I reached up as I ate her and caressed her mounds.

“Oh, yes,” she cried. “Squeeze my tits.”

I complied, and her moans and sighs confirmed her delight.

“I love how you lick my pussy, baby,” she purred, running her hands through my hair and scratching my scalp lightly with her fingernails.

Her breathing soon quickened and the grinding of her hips followed suit. I was amazed at the wetness she produced, her slick pussy sliding over my mouth and chin, providing a sheen of sticky girl cum all over my face.

"OH, CHRISTINE!" she wailed. "Fuck me with your tongue."

I followed her request, probing her insides with wet and wicked strokes. After three or four deep tongue probes, I would swirl my tongue over her drenched labia and engorged clit. She soon was bucking and grinding wantonly, and I knew she was nearing climax. I stayed with her, lapping at her sex with torrid ferocity. She began to spasm uncontrollably over me, her jugs bouncing and flapping like coconuts in a palm tree on a windy day. Throwing her head back and humping my face, Jamie came with a gush of heat. Her fluids covered my face as I continued to piston my tongue inside her glorious hole. Then she quivered, backed away from my probing tongue and dismounted me, landing next to me and assaulting me with her oversized bosom. Her giant boobs were right in my face. Remembering how the tennis ball landed between them and wedged in her top, I began to giggle.

“What?” she asked breathlessly. “What’s so funny?”

“I was thinking about our last tennis match against Kim and Rochelle,” I chuckled.

Jamie snorted and pinched my ass. I squealed and pressed against her, and soon we were locked in a passionate kiss. We kissed for a while, touching, petting, groping. Jamie was all curves and valleys and I explored them all. After a spell, we lay quietly in each other's arms. I loved the way her soft and yielding flesh felt on my skin, how her feminine scent drew me into her as if I couldn't get close enough.

Finally, I whispered in her ear. “I wonder what those two are up to.”

Jamie giggled. “I’m sure they’re having fun.”

“Both?” I asked. “Or just Kim?”

“It may be more fun for Rochelle. She loves having Kim dominate her. Don’t take this the wrong way, but that’s probably why Rochelle seduced you. She wanted punishment.”

“And Kim enjoys punishing her?” I asked.

“Yes. They are a match made in heaven,” she said. Then she turned more serious. “They’re in love. It’s weird, I know. But they share the same kink, so they’re happy…yin and yang, I suppose.”

“What about you?” I asked.

“I like a little bit of it and I enjoy watching them. Kim makes Rochelle do things to me and it makes me hot.”

We lay silent for a bit as I pondered this. I’d heard and read about people like this, even seen porn videos depicting the fetish. It really hadn’t turned me on, but coming face-to-face with it over the weekend had affected me. I had been aroused by the spectacle; it surprised me, just like a desire for women had surprised me. It left me wondering what sexual adventures I’d yet to explore. Had I only scratched the surface? What stones had been left unturned? I was shaken from my pensive mood when Jamie started sniffing the air.

“I smell bacon,” she said. “And coffee. Are you hungry?”

Suddenly, I realized I was quite hungry, indeed. “Starving.”

Jamie slid from my grasp and stood. She looked down at me for a second or two, and I admired her curves and huge tits.

She smirked. “To be continued. For now, let’s eat!”

------------

Rochelle stood naked at the stove, frying bacon. I feared grease splatter might hurt her delicate skin, but maybe she would like it—I really didn’t know how deep her kink ran. Her cute fanny was crimson and a little puffy, and the collar remained around her neck. The leash was sitting menacingly on the kitchen table, ready to be snapped into place at the drop of a dime.

Kim, still dressed in her leather outfit, sat cross-legged at the kitchen table, sipping coffee and watching Rochelle. She cut her eyes at Jamie and me as we entered the kitchen.

“Bring two cups of coffee for these ladies, Rochelle,” Kim said evenly.

“Yes, Kim,” Rochelle replied obediently.

Rochelle turned and walked across the room. Her tits were red and swollen like they had been tweaked more than a little lovingly. A slight redness glowed around her pussy too, as if she'd been struck on or around her sensitive flesh. I winced at the sight of the markings and wondered again if I should bolt from this house and return to my normal life with Dansby. But I didn't. Bewitched and enthralled by this erotic and bizarre experience, I was held captive to my own curiosity and desire. I sat down at the table as Rochelle placed a cup of delicious smelling coffee in front of me. Jamie took the adjacent chair and began sipping from her mug.

"Thank you, Rochelle," I said, smiling at her.

She looked at Kim and I detected a slight nod from the dark-haired beauty.

“You’re welcome, Christine,” she said demurely.

Returning to the stove, Rochelle scrambled some eggs and made toast. She set a large bowl of freshly cut fruit and a little cup of whipped cream in the middle of the table. The breakfast looked and smelled wonderful. We dug in, and I had to pace myself. I was very hungry and the food was delicious. My mother had brought me up to eat with manners; Emily Post may have scowled at the speed at which I was shoveling food into my mouth. My appetite was voracious, and I had to consciously force myself to slow down and eat like a lady. But Kim and Jamie were both absorbed in the culinary delights, courtesy of Rochelle, and didn’t seem to notice my momentary lapse in etiquette.

I was about finished with my food when I realized that Rochelle had not joined us at the table. Instead, she stood like a sentry at the stove. I glanced over at Kim and caught her eye. She followed my gaze over to Rochelle and smirked. She didn't say anything though and presently returned her focus to her food. When she finished, Kim pushed her plate aside and Rochelle scurried over to take it to the sink. Rochelle sprayed off the food and placed the plate in the dishwasher. Kim took a big gulp of coffee, washed it down with some water, and smacked her thighs. Rochelle smiled. If she'd had a tail, it would have been wagging furiously. Almost running, Rochelle stopped in front of Kim, turned sideways and melted into her lap.

“That was tasty, sweetie,” Kim purred.

Kim plucked a strawberry from the bowl on the table and held it to Rochelle's lips. The naked blonde delicately bit the piece of fruit in half and chewed. It may have been one of the sexiest things I'd ever witnessed. Kim plopped the other half into her mouth and grabbed another one from the bowl. This time she dipped it in the whipped cream and held in front of Rochelle's mouth. Rochelle snaked her tongue out and scooped the cream off with it. Keeping her tongue out, she leaned down in front of her lover. Kim flicked her tongue from her mouth and swirled it over Rochelle's, licking most of the cream from the blonde's tongue. Following the exchange of frothy sweetness, the two engaged in a delicate and loving kiss. Then their hands began roaming, groping and touching, squeezing and pinching one another. Rochelle straddled Kim, and the sultry Asian started biting Rochelle's neck, nibbling and pecking, alternating gentle strokes with rough pinches. Kim's fingers found Rochelle's nipples and began rolling the buds between her fingers as Rochelle sighed and panted. Kim pulled her lover's nipple hard, twisting it and turning it a purplish red.

“Aaahhhhh…ooohhh,” Rochelle sighed.

Kim took a nipple into her mouth and bit Rochelle, causing the blonde woman to yelp. Nevertheless, Rochelle pushed herself closer to her master and grabbed the back of Kim's head as the biting continued. Then Rochelle gasped loudly and I glanced down to see that Kim now hand two fingers buried in her lover's pussy. Rochelle's cunt must have been soaking wet because the sloshing and slurping sounds were prominent in the otherwise quiet kitchen.

My hand had a mind of its own because I suddenly realized it was shoved down my shorts and wedged inside my pussy, slick with my own lust. I watched fascinated as Kim fingered Rochelle's slit. Rochelle threw her head back and moaned, her blonde hair hanging behind her like a cascading waterfall, her perky, little tits jutting out, nipples begging to be squeezed harder.

Because of the performance in front of me, I’d momentarily dismissed Jamie, but when I felt a wet, warm tongue rolling up my thigh, I turned my attention to her. I lifted my fanny from the chair as she tugged at my shorts. I removed my fingers from my soaking quim and placed them in Jamie’s mouth. She licked my desire from my fingers and subsequently planted her head between my thighs. As she ate my pussy, I watched Kim and Rochelle.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, YES!” Rochelle screamed.

“Not yet, Rochelle,” Kim instructed.

Kim used her free forearm to swipe at the remaining dishes on the table, clearing enough space for Rochelle to lie flat, all the while keeping her other hand inside of Rochelle. With a swift movement and with relative ease, Kim stood with Rochelle in her arms, keeping two fingers inside her at the same time. Kim’s powerful, tanned thighs flexed as she came out of the squat, and the sight turned me on so much, I orgasmed into Jamie’s mouth.

Kim laid Rochelle on the table and pushed her back. With a swift move, she dove between the supine woman’s legs and began lapping vigorously at her pussy. Rochelle let out a long inhuman screech as Kim found her clit and issued wicked tongue flicks over her burgeoning bud. I watched fascinated as Rochelle writhed in Kim’s grasp.

“M…M-may I…c…cum, Kim?” Rochelle breathed.

Kim briefly raised her head. “Cum for me, baby,” she said lovingly, and then pressed her mouth into Rochelle’s pussy as the paroxysms of lust overcame the lithe woman writhing on the kitchen table.

When Rochelle stopped squirming and I came down from the cloud Jamie had sent me to, Kim pulled her lover up and issued instructions.

“Lick your juices off my face, Rochelle,” Kim said.

“Yes, Kim,” Rochelle replied still panting from her orgasm.

She licked Kim’s face with enthusiasm, and then moved to the sink and ran warm water over a clean towel. She returned to the table and washed Kim’s face and then used the same towel on herself, wiping her vagina and inner thighs.

“Clean the kitchen, sweetie,” Kim instructed.

Rochelle began clearing the remainder of the dishes from the table and Jamie and I jumped up to help her. Kim sat at the table and watched us, but didn’t say anything. We finished in about fifteen minutes, and I glanced outside to see that the sun had disappeared once again behind the clouds. Maybe it wasn’t shaping up to be the best beach day. I noticed Kim following my gaze, and perhaps that gave her an idea for a suitable alternative. She grabbed the leash from the table and hooked it to Rochelle’s collar.

“Would you ladies like to join us in the upstairs bedroom?” Kim inquired.

Rochelle’s eyes widened in delight and Jamie looked at me with a mischievous grin. I glanced around and noticed all eyes on me. I didn’t stew over it—in for a penny, in for a pound.

“I’m game,” I said, causing an eruption of smiles from my three friends.
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Despite an intense curiosity, I entered the mysterious bedroom sporting the big, four-poster bed with some trepidation. Kim led Rochelle into the room, dragging her along by the leash while Jamie and I followed. Pulling her over to the bed, Kim gave Rochelle’s ass a hard swat, reddening her already abused bottom. Then she turned the blonde around to face her, grabbed her roughly by the chin, and pushed her onto the bed. The comforter had been neatly folded on the floor at the end of the bed, and a large towel covered the sheets.

Following her onto the bed and pinning the weaker woman down, Kim reached behind the near corner of the headboard and extracted a tether with a wrist cuff attached to it. She secured Rochelle’s wrist, and then repeated the process on the other side. Rochelle made a display of trying to buck Kim off of her and was rewarded with a firm slap to the face. I gasped and Jamie chuckled. Kim jumped off the bed and revealed two more hidden tethers with ankle straps. Rochelle put up a weak fight, and Kim easily restrained her and had all four of Rochelle’s limbs secured with little effort.

Rochelle began making unintelligible noises that increased with volume, so a ball gag was produced and subsequently installed. Rochelle, now bound and gagged, thrashed around for a bit as Kim stalked her helpless body. Then the dark-skinned beauty reached under the bed and produced a flogger; this one different from the one she'd used earlier, but similar in size. Rochelle's eyes widened and muffled sounds emerged from her gagged mouth. Kim brought the leather tails of the flogger down on Rochelle's thighs with what appeared to be practiced precision. The bound girl's muffled scream was certainly audible, but not really very loud. There was little or no chance of passersby hearing anything from inside the confines of the beach house. Rochelle's thighs were turning red, but Kim seemed to control the swats well enough to keep from marring the girl. Once Rochelle's upper legs were nice and red, Kim tossed the flogger aside and moved to the dresser. Extracting one of those muscle massagers sold from someplace like Sharper Image but likely used by practically every American woman as a sex toy, she walked back over to the bed. Then she reached into the nightstand and removed a large dildo and a glass butt plug.

Kim turned to Jamie and me. “Join Rochelle on the bed if you like. More than two can tango. We can all enjoy this ripe little bitch!”

I stood motionless and mesmerized, but as Jamie passed me, she took my hand and led me to the bed. I watched Kim place the glass butt plug into her mouth to lube it.

“Jamie, will you do the honors?”

Jamie smiled, took the plug from Kim, and inserted it into Rochelle’s puckered rosette. The gagged blonde moaned as the bulbous, tapered toy slid into her ass.

“Christine, take the vibrator and keep it on low. Place it just above the hood of her clit.”

Like a robot, I did as instructed. I was a little embarrassed and ashamed that the events unfolding in front of me were producing a deluge of wetness between my legs. As I placed the device just above Rochelle's pussy, she trembled and shook. Kim opened the nightstand again and pulled a small, black travel kit from the drawer. Reaching inside, she extracted two clothespins and promptly attached them to Rochelle's nipples. It looked like it would hurt like hell, the way they pinched her nipples to practically thin sheaths of skin, but I swear Rochelle swooned as they clamped her pebbled buds.

Kim held up the large phallus. “You want me to fuck you with this don’t you, honey?” she purred.

Rochelle nodded, eyes wide and pleading. Kim smiled, bent and picked up the previously discarded flogger, and stood still for a moment at the side of the bed. Then, with deliberate action, she ran the leather tails of the flogger over Rochelle's cunt, causing the blonde to buck and writhe. Rochelle's pussy glistened with moisture in anticipation of the pain/pleasure she was about to receive. Kim placed the head of the silicon dick at the entrance to Rochelle's vagina and pressed gently. I think her captive almost came on contact. Shaking and moving the fake cock over Rochelle's quim, the Asian beauty quickly buried the dildo inside of her lover. Rochelle twisted and thrashed, eyes bulging at the intrusion. Kim rotated the cock in semi-circles a few times, and then quickly extracted the phallus, leaving an unfulfilled void for Rochelle.

“You can’t cum yet, bitch!” Kim hissed. “You have some pussies to eat.”

Kim smiled at us. “Who’s first?”

I glanced at Jamie. As hot as I was, I figured she was hornier. Jamie had just brought me to orgasm in the kitchen, and her needs had yet to be fulfilled.

I stroked the redhead’s hair lovingly. “You go first, Jamie.”

She didn’t need to be asked twice. As Kim removed the ball gag, Jamie instantly replaced it with her soaking snatch.

“Eat her pussy! Bite her thighs!” Kim commanded.

Kim took the massager from me, and I moved over and ran my hands along Jamie’s huge jugs, tweaking her nipples as she moaned in delight. As I took one of her huge tits into my mouth, I heard a slapping sound behind me. Rochelle bucked and Jamie squealed. Consistent, light slapping sounds were steady behind me, and I knew Kim was issuing swats to Rochelle. I wondered if they were being administered directly to her pussy, but I didn’t want to take my mouth from Jamie’s boobs to investigate.

As I kept pressure to Jamie’s tits, she threw her head back, began shaking, trembling, and panting.

“OH FUCK!” she exclaimed. “I’m gonna cum! Ooohhhh…Aaahhhh, FUCK!”

Her nipple was rock hard in my mouth, as she continued to shake violently. As she came, I reached a hand to my pussy and located my clit. I was soaked, warm and sticky. Juices were running down my inner thighs, and the ache in my pussy was nearly overwhelming.

When Jamie calmed from her post-orgasmic bliss, she dismounted and flopped breathlessly on the bed next to me. I glanced at Rochelle, her face glistening with Jamie’s juice. Her eyes were still wide, needy, pleading. Her cunt was coated in her nectar, fresh markings near her vagina confirming my suspicions.

"Please, Kim," she begged. "Please, may I cum?"

Kim grabbed her wet chin and shook her. “NO! You have more pussies to eat.”

Kim slipped out of her leather skirt and mounted Rochelle’s face. “If you want to cum, you have some work to do!”

She grabbed Rochelle by her long, blonde mane and started rubbing herself over the girl’s face. Rochelle stiffened her tongue and held it out as Kim ran her wet pussy back and forth roughly over the blonde’s mouth.

“Lick me, you cunt!” Kim shouted. “EAT MY PUSSY!”

Rochelle's face became drenched and also reddened, as Kim vigorously rubbed her pussy over the face of her lover. I took the initiative and reached over and plucked at Kim's pretty tits. Her agreeable moans told me I had met her approval. Rolling her nipples in my fingers, I tugged and tweaked them, almost violently. Kim gritted her teeth as her breathing became labored, causing a feral hissing sound to escape from her mouth. Then she came—hard and long, soaking Rochelle's cheeks to the point that tiny streams of pussy juice ran in rivulets down her face.

As Kim finished with the final waves of her orgasm, I noticed Jamie had propped herself up on her elbows and was watching and stroking her own pussy just as I was.

“Your turn, Christine,” Kim said, still catching her breath.

I didn’t hesitate. I climbed on Rochelle’s face, facing the foot of the bed. The feeling of my hairless, wet pussy against her slick face almost made me cum. I was dripping in desire for Rochelle’s tongue, and when it connected with the wet folds of my labia, I screeched.

“Oh, yes! OH FUCK!”

Kim handed Jamie the massager, and the redhead turned it all the way up. Upon contact with Rochelle’s pussy, the blonde shook with agonizing pleasure. Kim re-inserted the dildo to the hilt into Rochelle’s pussy, and the sight of it combined with the wet noises of our lust pushed me over the hilltop. I came so hard I nearly fainted. I felt my body trembling over Rochelle’s mouth as her tongue darted around my sex, issuing wicked flicks to my swollen clit. The woman was amazing; she had produced earth-shattering orgasms to three women in short order. I hoped Kim would now reward her with her own.

I slid off of Rochelle and moved to the vacant side of the bed.

“I want to lick her,” I said.

“Do it,” Kim replied. She turned her attention to Rochelle. “Do you want to cum, Rochelle?”

“OH, GOD! PLEASE, KIM,” she cried. “LET ME CUM!”

“Not yet, bitch! You cum when I say,” Kim scolded.

“Please, please, please, please, PLEASE!”

A moderate swat to Rochelle’s face quieted the woman. I felt for her and wanted her to orgasm, but I must admit, there was a part of me that enjoyed the denial and prolonging of her climax.

I leaned in and hovered above her pussy. The strong, thick scent of her lust was intoxicating. I kissed all around her vagina, soothing the markings from Kim’s cruel lashings. Jamie held the massager just above her clit as Kim rammed the dildo in and out of her pussy.

“Don’t cum until I tell you, Rochelle. Hold back.”

I felt Rochelle tense, using all her will to obey Kim.

“Lick her clit, Christine,” Kim instructed.

I released a long, wicked lick with the flat of my tongue, causing Rochelle to scream. Jamie moved the massager just above my face, and I could feel the vibrations through my tongue. Kim tortured Rochelle's pussy with the dildo and began working the butt plug in and out of her asshole simultaneously.

“You want to cum now, bitch?” Kim queried.

“God, yes. PLEASE, KIM!”

Kim removed the butt plug and reached over my head. She plucked the clothespins from Rochelle’s purple nipples, causing the woman to scream in ecstasy.

“CUM, BITCH!” Kim bellowed. “Cum hard!”

Jamie placed the massager at the top of Rochelle’s clit as I worked below with my tongue. Rochelle shivered and quaked as if being shocked by a bolt of electricity. Kim coordinated the extraction of the phallus from Rochelle’s depths with practiced timing. Rochelle screamed an inhuman cry, and a thick stream of fiery liquid shot from her pussy. It tasted hot and sweet, as she drenched my face with her cum. She bucked as a second wave shot through her, producing another round of squirt into my face. I lapped at her delicious jets of female ejaculate and she continued to scream. Her restrained body convulsed as another shot of cum sprayed into the air this time, as I had moved back to catch my breath. My face was coated in her juice, and she was whimpering now. I wondered how much more she could stand.

Kim moved her hand in and took the massager from Jamie and clicked it off.

"You did really well, sweetie," Kim purred.

Tears welled in Rochelle’s eyes and I wondered if they were combined tears of joy and relief from pleasing her master.

Kim climbed up her lover’s body and kissed her lips. Jamie gently took my hand and pulled.

“Let’s give them some privacy. We can get a shower…together,” she purred.

With that, we climbed from the bed and exited the bedroom, shutting the door and leaving Kim and Rochelle behind.
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Jamie and I spent about forty-five minutes showering together. We played enthusiastically for a while, leaving our pussies raw from the aggregate of our morning sexual escapades. Both left tired and subdued, we decided to rest on the beach and soak up the rays that were beginning to peek through the clouds. It was nearly 2 p.m. by the time we hit the surf, and I fell asleep quickly—not waking until Kim and Rochelle joined us.

Rochelle had a glow to her I had yet to witness, and Kim’s demeanor was relaxed and mild-mannered. My nap helped, and we drew a little court in the sand and commenced to enjoy several spirited games of Kadima. I paired up with Jamie, and we narrowly lost to Rochelle and Kim in the third game. Kim just refused to lose—at anything. Sweat-soaked and flushed from the vigorous beach game, we rode the ocean waves for close to an hour before finishing our day with a walk along the beach. My muscles were sore and tired from the activity over the past thirty-six hours, and I craved a nice dinner and a stiff drink.

After cleaning up, we set out on foot and strolled to Sundae Café on Highway 80. Kim and Rochelle split a bottle of white wine to accompany their seafood, and Jamie and I both ordered vodka martinis. I may have had one too many—I was a little tipsy and giggly heading back to the beach house. Rochelle and Kim disappeared quickly into the master bedroom upon return, and Jamie helped me to my room.

“Want some company tonight, Christine?” she asked. “I’m not above taking advantage of a drunk chick!”

I giggled and ran my hands over her massive jugs. “Okay,” I replied.

We disrobed and climbed into my bed. We cuddled at first, the warmth from our bodies and the day’s sun on our skin comforting and sensual. Her breasts, pressed against me, were fleshy pillows, soft and yielding. We kissed lightly and I ran my hands through her silky, auburn hair. The alcohol from our evening out further loosening my inhibitions, I decided to broach the subject of the day’s earlier activities.

“So,” I whispered. “How did this all come about?”

“The freaky play between the two of them?”

“Yeah,” I answered. “I guess we’re a little freaky too, now.”

“Oh, I’m plenty freaky, but not as freaky as that pair. But they’re having fun, right? Clearly, they have something special that works for them.”

“So, how far have you gone?” I asked, very curious and wondering just how far I could explore this new kink.

I felt her shrug against me in the darkened room. “I’ve let Kim tie me up and fuck me a few times,” she answered. Pausing briefly, she resumed. “But I’m not big on pain and humiliation, so we don’t go there. Have you seen the room in her basement…the one beyond her little massage parlor?”

“No. She went in there during my massage, but I didn’t see what was beyond the door.”

She chuckled. "I'll let her show you herself sometime, but it's pretty wild in there. She's invested in the lifestyle. I admit it's pretty fucking hot and erotic in that room…a nice place to visit from time to time for me, but I wouldn't want to live it. I guess I'm not a disciple of the kink."

I made a bold move. “Can I tie you up?”

The room went eerily silent for a long moment. Then Jamie moved closer and our lips met. Soon, our hands were roaming and I found her pussy. It was hot and wet.

“Yeah,” she breathed. “I trust you, but just my hands and a blindfold for the first time. Okay?”

I was beyond excited. “Okay,” I whispered.

I climbed from the bed, a little unsteadily at first, and opened the bathroom door to allow the nightlight to provide some illumination to the room. I located a pair of thigh-high stockings from my bag and pulled them from the package. I grabbed a scarf from the bag as well and returned to the bed. Tying Jamie's hands to the posts on the headboard stirred the fire brewing in my loins. Her breasts pulled tight resembled two big balls sitting on her chest. I bent down and gave her a long, wet kiss before attaching the blindfold securely over her eyes. Then I turned a lamp in the corner of the room on low, so I could easily see the performance in which I would participate.

I really didn’t know what I was doing, but I figured I’d wing it and monitor Jamie’s response to tell me whether I was catching on or not. I looked at her mouth—parted lips displayed an uncertainty and anticipation about what I might do to her. My pussy moistened at the scene unfolding in my bed. Spreading her legs, I knelt between her and raised her ankles onto my shoulders. I ran my tongue along her calves, alternating from one to the other. She moaned her approval and I gained confidence about what I was doing. Then I lifted her left leg into the air and licked behind her knee. Her sighs further encouraged me, and I rotated to her other knee. Pushing both of her heavy limbs back over her head, I licked and kissed the backs of her thighs, adding a few nibbles to her tender flesh that made her jump a bit. But the smile gracing her mouth told me I was doing well. Wrapping a hand around one of her legs, I surprised her with a tweak of her nipple—not hard, but not gentle either. She gasped and bucked, but seemed to enjoy the stimulation. I pinched her other nipple—a little harder than I had the first time. She released a low guttural moan, rising from her throat and escaping her lips. Then I leaned into her, pressing my hairless pussy against her hot, red bush. Our combined slickness was palpable, and I knew she craved attention to her clamoring pussy. I ground my crotch into hers and she cried out.

“Oh, fuck! Yes!”

“You like it when I rub your pussy against mine, Jamie?”

“Yes,” she answered a bit unsteadily.

“Tell me,” I said. “Tell me you want your pussy rubbed!”

“Please rub my pussy, Christine! It feels so good. Fuck me with your cunt.”

“That’s good,” I said, tweaking and pinching both nipples this time.

She groaned. I rubbed our crotches together in a circular motion and pulled at her pink nipples again.

“Oh fuck, Christine! Do it, baby. Do it!”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and tugged lightly. “Beg me, you slut. Beg me to fuck your pussy.”

“Please, Christine! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!”

I rotated our bodies into the scissors position and ground my fiery box against hers. She began to whimper and moan more audibly and the moisture between us increased. I sensed she was about to cum, so I peeled my body from hers. A look of longing and frustration covered her mouth as she panted heavily into my face, her need undisguised in the dim light of the bedroom.

I bounced from the bed and the look of confusion covering her face delighted me.

“Where did you go? Christine?”

I ignored her as I searched through my bag and found the item I was looking for. I returned to the bed and an expression of relief washed over Jamie as the bed sunk with my added weight. Pushing her legs far apart, I shoved the handle of my hairbrush into her without warning. The curved ridges of the handle brushing every contour of her drenched vagina, I rotated it with force.

“Holy fuck!” she exclaimed. “Yes, yes! Fuck me!”

I pushed the handle in and out of her quivering pussy, her pubic hair soaked and sticky now with her desire. I fucked her relentlessly with the hairbrush until she cried out.

“OH! FUCK! You’re gonna make me cum,” she yelped.

With no warning or slowing, I extracted the handle from her throbbing slit and grabbed her chin firmly.

“NO!” I said sternly. “You can’t cum yet.”

Her breathing became raspy as she fought to control her desire. I turned and climbed over her, placing my ass in her face so that my dripping cunt was directly over her mouth. I slowly stroked her labia, avoiding her clit.

“Eat me!” I instructed. “Eat my pussy, Jamie. Make me cum!”

I harshly planted my rump on her face, and her hot tongue found my pussy. She swirled and lapped over my dewy petals before locating my clit. Bolts of lightning shot through me as her steady strokes filled me with ecstasy. I rode her face, grinding my sex over her wicked tongue. Grabbing the hairbrush, I toyed with her pussy lips but didn't enter her. She groaned into my cunt with delight and quickened her pace, her imminent need overwhelmingly apparent.

I flicked her clit with my thumb once or twice, causing her to shriek into my wet box, but avoided constant contact with her engorged pearl. Juices flowed from her and wet her inner thighs. The sight, the sounds, and the pressure on my cunt initiated a low, distant rumble in my belly. The wave of pleasure worked its way outward, heating my thighs and extending up my spine. With increased enthusiasm and heated passion, Jamie quickened her strikes to my clit. The boiling in my belly intensified, and the pounding in my loins reached a relentless roar from the tidal wave of orgasm steadily approaching. There was no turning back now as hot lava erupted from the volcano that was my body, and drove its heavy, liquid fire with formidable might through my core. I shook violently as I creamed Jamie’s face with my cum. The intensity of the orgasm generated a shrieking scream of ecstasy as I trembled and quaked over the buxom redhead at my mercy. A second wave hit me, and I cried out again, as I soaked my lover’s face once more with girl cum.

Finally, I gathered myself enough to take pity on Jamie. I rammed the hairbrush handle into her throbbing cunt with vigor. Pounding her pussy with fierce thrusts, I applied a steady drumming on her clit with the fingers from my other hand.

I lifted my ass from her face and breathed into the night.

“Do you wanna cum now, you shameless hussy?”

“Please. Christine!” she begged. “Please, may I cum?”

“Cum, Jamie. Cum for me, baby!” I screeched.

She bucked as she exploded around the makeshift dildo that pounded her pussy.

“I’M CUMMING! OH FUCK! I’M CUUUUUMMMMMMINGGGG!!” Jamie bellowed, her juices flowing from her hot box and soaking the sheets.

I jumped off of her and pulled the hairbrush handle from her depths. I planted my mouth on her steaming cunt and lapped greedily at her. She was hot and gooey. A salty, earthy taste mixed with an indescribable sweetness graced my palate. I lapped at her until she whimpered, her sensitive flesh unable to take any more. Her legs flopped down alongside me as exhaustion engulfed her. She panted, her entire face soaked with my desire. I climbed up her body and licked at her massive jugs. Moving farther up her body, I kissed her neck and ears, causing her to shudder and smile. Removing her blindfold, I gazed into her eyes, and she stared back with a mixture of lust, desire, and possibly love. I waited fifteen or twenty minutes before untying the restraints. I wanted to dominate her a little while longer, and she seemed perfectly happy to comply. Then we snuggled against each other, sleeping peacefully through the night until the bright morning sunshine and the smell of bacon and coffee lured us from our deep and rewarding slumber.
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Curious as to what we might find downstairs, Jamie and I dressed quickly, brushed our teeth, and scurried into the kitchen. But it was a normal scene—two wealthy women in the kitchen of a luxurious beach house preparing breakfast together. Both clothed in shorts and crop tops, Kim and Rochelle moved around the kitchen together. Jamie and I chipped in, and in no time, the four of us sat eating a grand breakfast of eggs, bacon, bagels, and fruit.

“Y’all want to rent some bikes today, and cruise the island?” Kim asked.

“That sounds fun,” I said. “I bet it’s a great way to see all of Tybee.”

“It really is,” Rochelle offered. “We can ride for a while and grab some lunch down by the pier.”

Kim nodded her approval as Jamie smiled and sipped coffee.

“I’ll order some bikes and have them delivered. Does everyone want a basket on their bike?” Kim asked, pulling out her phone to make the call.

We all nodded, knowing we would likely do some serious shopping during the afternoon. We would need something to hold our bags; having a basket would be very convenient.

We cleaned up the kitchen in short order, and the bikes were delivered a few minutes later. I dressed in tight cut-offs, a crop top, and tennis shoes, and we departed for our island journey a little after eleven. It was a fun day—four good-looking women in their early thirties enjoying a warm spring day in a beautiful coastal setting. We shopped, had a nice lunch at a place called Marlin Monroe’s, and explored the Back River. My legs were sore by late afternoon, so Jamie and I peeled off and headed back to the house. By early evening, the other two returned, and we took cups of wine down to the surf to enjoy the last of a beautiful day on Tybee.

After showering, we spent the evening getting a little drunk and playing board games. It was a light-hearted, fun evening with lots of laughter and silliness. But just before 11 p.m., I begged off to get some sleep. The others followed suit; I suppose the raucous weekend of sex and sun had exhausted us all.

I slept peacefully, without dreams, awakening at 5 a.m. to pee. I fell asleep easily after my trip to the bathroom but was pleasantly awakened again just before seven. A warm, wet stickiness between my legs jolted me. At first, I wondered if I'd had an erotic dream. But as I awakened further, I felt a presence between my legs and looked down to see a flurry of blonde hair on my abdomen.

The sensation was amazing, and I was instantly aroused. Rochelle’s hot tongue on my sex was stirring me into a frenzy. I wondered briefly if she was asking for trouble with Kim, but I dismissed it quickly in favor of the pleasure soaring through my body. I reached down and ran my fingers through her hair, gently scratching her scalp to confirm my approval—as if my soaking wet pussy wasn’t enough.

Rochelle slowly ran the flat of her tongue through my slit, brushing my pink folds, and gently teasing my clit. A low, yet powerful, rumble through my tummy caused an audible sigh to escape my mouth. I could feel my juice on my inner thighs, hot and sticky, a confirmation of my burgeoning lust. I began grinding my hips slowly, matching Rochelle’s delicious tongue lashing over my sensitive flesh. I heard the faint rumble of the ocean’s roar from the beach, as I felt my own roaring wave of orgasm building in my center.

“Oh, Rochelle,” I cooed. “Lick me, baby! Lick my pussy.”

She ran her hands up to my tits and pinched my nipples as she focused solely on my swollen clit with her marvelous tongue. I began to writhe in her grasp. My hands left her hair and grabbed the sheets, balling them in my fists with a mighty grip as the unrelenting waves of pleasure soared through my cunt.

“Fuck me, baby,” I breathed. “Make me cum!”

Rochelle began issuing lightning-fast strokes to my clit, taking me to the precipice of climax. I screamed with pleasure, probably waking the house. I came with massive force, arching my back into the air and watching in amazement, as Rochelle stayed glued to my pussy. Wave after wave of bliss shot through me as the freaky woman between my legs continued lapping at my drenched slit.

Despite the increasing sensitivity to my vagina, I felt a second wave crashing through me and screamed even louder as I came again and again into Rochelle’s mouth. My heart raced as multiple orgasms jolted my body. My nose tingled incessantly, my limbs went rigid with bliss, and my toes went numb.

Finally, I calmed. Rochelle slithered up my frame and greeted me with a wet, sticky kiss—my juices sweet and tangy, coating her mouth. We touched and caressed each other for several minutes. Suddenly, I longed to taste her. I pulled her on top of me and buried my face in her soft, furry mound. She was very wet, warm, and slick.

Coiling my tongue, I rammed her wetness with force, fucking her hard and fast. She rotated her hips in small circles, helping me find all of her sensitive spots as I poked at her hot box. Her sandy-colored pubic hair tickled my nose and trapped her luscious scent that spurred me on. I could feel her pink petals on my cheeks as I probed her canal. She began moaning and whimpering above me. I reached up and roughly tweaked her turgid nipples, causing her to gasp and grin lasciviously.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!” she cried. “Christine, Christine, Christine.”

Rochelle began humping my face, panting loudly, and making little squeaking noises.

I held my tongue out of my mouth as far as possible, keeping it as rigid as I could manage. Rochelle's juices soaked my face, and she began gliding up and down on me, rubbing her engorged bud over my tongue in rapid succession. Then, she succumbed to her lust and gushed hot liquid onto my face, drenching me in her love nectar.

“Aaaahhhhh! Oooohhhhh! FUCK!” she screamed into the dawn. “Yes! Yes! YEEEESSSS!”

I licked around her sex as she calmed, but her breathing remained labored for several minutes, as she slowly swirled her mound over my mouth. Then she gently lay on top of me, kissing my chest and neck, whispering tokens of love into my ears.

We lay holding one another for some time as the sun filtered more light into my bedroom. Finally, I spoke.

“Are you going to have trouble with Kim again?” I asked.

“I certainly hope so,” she giggled. “I will surely be punished severely!”

She cackled and a crazed expression covered her face. I wondered again—despite her sexual kinks—if she had some sort of mental disorder.

“Well,” I started. “I really don’t want trouble with her. Maybe we shouldn’t stay in bed together much longer.”

She smiled wickedly at me and pulled me from the bed. “Right! Let’s not stay in bed another moment.” She dragged me into the bathroom, locked both doors to the connecting rooms and started the shower. Round two of our morning sexual adventure was even hotter than the wake and quake to which she had treated me at sunrise. My weekend getaway with the Pink Posse surely had ended with a BANG!

After my long and arousing shower with Rochelle, I moved into my bedroom to pack my belongings. I pulled my shorts and panties from the dresser, placed my shoes in a separate bag, and opened the closet. My skirts and dresses had been pushed to either side. Hanging in the middle was a long-sleeved, pink oxford—a man's shirt, but the kind that look hot and sexy on most women. The familiar logo with a man on a horse stared back at me. A yellow post-it note was stuck to the middle of the shirt. Welcome to the Pink Posse was written boldly in caps. I smiled…and then I laughed. I pulled off my T-shirt and plucked the pink oxford from its hanger. I quickly shoved my arms through the sleeves and buttoned the shirt. Hastily, I packed the rest of my belongings and bounded down the stairs. Three beautiful women sat at the kitchen table sipping coffee. All were dressed in the exact pink oxford, smiling at me as I came through the entryway. I smiled back. I was grateful now that I hadn’t bolted from the house when better judgment had suggested I do so. I was pleased to have been sucked in by this bizarre group of women whose sanity I’d questioned more than once. But mostly, I was thrilled and delighted to have been warmly welcomed into the Pink Posse!
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Early Tuesday morning, I sat at my computer. Dansby had just departed for work, and I had dressed provocatively by design. I wore a short black skirt, white lace stockings, a red blouse, and finished off my outfit with a pair of four-inch, black stilettos I had just removed from the box. About ten minutes prior, I had heard Celine enter through the front door for her scheduled cleaning. I surfed through the Internet, checking social media and the like, reconciled our bank account, and flipped through some online news.

A half-hour passed before I heard Celine make her way up the stairs. As she passed our bedroom, I called out to her.

“Celine, will you come here for a minute, please?”

Celine entered the bedroom dressed in her patented short skirt and stockings. Her long, ebony legs looked very enticing, and I felt familiar stirrings as I gazed at her lovely figure. Her perfect smile lit up her pretty face.

“Good morning, ma’am,” she purred. “How are you today?”

“I’m quite well, Celine,” I answered. “Please come here.”

Her eyes traveled over my body, checking out my provocative outfit, as she closed the distance between us. A curious expression crossed her face as she approached.

“You look very lovely today, ma’am! I really like that skirt. Those shoes are really hot, too!” she said.

“I’m glad you like them,” I said, glancing down and admiring my Jimmy Choos. “You look lovely as well.”

She smiled even bigger and mischief danced in her eyes.

“What can I do for you, ma’am? Is there a problem?”

“No problem, Celine. Will you turn around for me?”

Celine gave me a curious look, and I twirled my finger to encourage her to do as I asked. She slowly turned, placing her fine, plump ass about eighteen inches from my face.

“Will you lift your skirt for me, please?”

She looked over her shoulder with a bemused look on her face, shrugged, and lifted her skirt. She wore a red thong today, barely covering anything other than her most private parts.

“Face forward, Celine,” I instructed.

“Ma’am?”

“You heard me,” I said a little testily.

She did as I asked and I pushed further. “Bend over and stick out that fine ass for me,” I commanded.

“Oh, yes, ma’am,” she said, playing along with whatever I had in mind.

I pulled my hand back and swung in an upward arc, smacking the underside of her ample ass with a hard thud. She squealed and I smacked her again even harder. She turned to look at me and I gave her a wicked smile. Her face was flushed but there was no mistaking the look of lust and desire in her wide eyes. I hit her again and she moaned audibly.

“Take off your clothes, Celine,” I said. “Then hand me your stockings. Pull the comforter off the bed and lie on the sheets.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said, causing my pussy to moisten and sending a thrill of delight through my body.

I took the stockings from her and watched her shapely body move toward my marital bed. I followed directly behind her and gave her another wicked swat on her bottom. She yelped and piled into the bed. The look of curiosity and desire on her face was unmistakable. I crawled onto the bed, roughly grabbed her left wrist, and used one of her stockings to tie her to the headboard. I repeated the process with her other hand, and soon I had both her hands tightly secured. I pulled a long black scarf from my skirt and blindfolded her. And now, my beautiful, black maid lay quietly in my bed, panting lightly in anticipation of what I had planned for her. I removed my clothes and threw them hastily on the floor. I pulled off my shoes, tossed one to the floor but kept the other nearby on the bed.

Straddling Celine, I bent over her and bit her lips. She moaned and I bit her harder. Pulling up, I tweaked both her nipples, not hard, but not gently either. She gasped, and I pulled harder.

“Yes…yes,” she breathed.

“Celine,” I said. “I require a maid that is much more than a housecleaner. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said softly.

“Good! Would you like to eat my pussy?”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said.

"Say it, Celine! Say, ‘I want to eat your pussy!'" I swatted her right breast for emphasis.

“I want to eat your pussy, ma’am! Please, may I eat your pussy?”

I hovered over her, placing my throbbing cunt an inch above her nose. “How do I smell, Celine? Do you like my scent?”

“I love your scent, ma’am. I want to taste you. Please, let me eat your gorgeous pussy.”

Her warm breath over my quivering labia made me shudder. Abruptly, I planted my pussy over her mouth, and she greedily ran her long, luscious tongue inside of me. I nearly came on contact. She lapped at me with alacrity, making me moan and cry out with lust. As I began to feel the stirrings of orgasm approaching, I pulled off of her. Her tongue lashed out, searching for my cunt, eager to have it back on her face.

Turning 180 degrees, I grabbed the four-inch stiletto I'd left on the bed. I looked at her marvelous pussy. Her wet, chocolaty folds in her forest of black pubic hair looked beyond delicious. I bent down and ran my tongue over her pussy, tasting and savoring her sweet juices. I found her clit and nibbled at it, causing her to gasp behind me. I lapped at her labia again and her wetness was now quite pronounced. I took the shoe I held in my hand and ran the four-inch heel through the folds of her petals. The smooth, slick stiletto teased her clit and she bucked and moaned loudly. Moving the stiletto up and down her folds, it became soaked in her nectar, glistening madly in the glow from the filtered sunshine creeping through the blinds.

Suddenly, I inserted the business end of my shoe into her cunt. Then I bent and lapped at her clit with fiery strokes, all the while fucking her with my shoe. Celine began to thrust and grind and yelp.

“OH FUCK! Aaahhhh…aaahhhh…OH! MY! GOD!” she shouted.

I sensed she was close to orgasm, so I pulled the shoe out and ceased the tongue lashing of her pussy. She moaned in frustration.

“Please, ma’am. PLEASE!”

I looked at her over my shoulder. “You want to cum?” I asked.

“Yes! YES! Please, may I cum, ma’am?”

“NO! You may not cum yet!” I nearly yelled. “I cum first.”

I pushed my butt over her face so that my asshole was just above her mouth. “Lick my asshole, Celine. Fuck it.”

I groaned as her wicked tongue shot into my ass. The feeling was indescribable. I let her perform her magic for several minutes, plucking my erect nipples as she rimmed my asshole. Then I scooted backward.

“Lick my pussy! Make me cum!”

Celine greedily lapped at my dripping cunt, and within a minute or so, I could hold back no longer. I used the shoe again to enter her, and she screamed into my aching quim as she rotated her own pussy around the expensive Jimmy Choo wedged into her soaking snatch. I fucked her with my shoe until I lost control of my body. I removed it from her cunt and fell over her, burying my face in her pussy. I just held my mouth there…I didn’t lick her or nibble at her clit. My body began to shake and tremble, spasms of sheer pleasure raced through me like an electric current. I screamed into the room, my voice echoing off the walls.

"I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! AAAHHHHH! FUCK!" I bellowed.

I ground against her face as bolts of orgasmic bliss shot through every pore of my being. I came so hard I sobbed, tears running from my eyes in rivulets down my cheeks. And then the sensation gradually eased. I lay breathlessly over Celine, her desire yet fulfilled. It took several minutes to catch my breath. When I did, I crawled off of her and turned. I slithered between her legs and ran my tongue from the bottom of her slit to her clit—her lust thick, hot, and gooey on my tongue. Celine arched her back and yelped. I swirled over her clit and alternated the swirls with wicked lashes from the flat of my tongue. Her thick, luscious thighs began to tremble, indicating she was close. I raised my head and spoke.

“Do you want to cum, sweetie?” I asked.

“Yes! GOD! PLEASE! YES!” she begged.

“Ask me, Celine. Beg me to let you cum!”

“Please, ma’am, may I cum?” she sobbed.

“Yes, baby,” I said. “You may cum now. Cum for me! Cum hard!”

She bucked and writhed, cried out and moaned, and then she sprayed me with a wicked burst of honey from her tortured pussy. My face was soaked, but I continued to lap at her, tasting and savoring her. It seemed to last minutes, her breathing frantic and her mumblings incoherent. I stroked her lovingly and then crawled up her frame.

“Lick your juices off my face, Celine. Taste! It’s delicious!”

She did as I said, and I giggled a little as her tongue lapped at my cheeks. I waited a bit before untying her and removing the blindfold. Her eyes were wild when I did, and the look on her face was pure pleasure and bliss. I had struck gold. We lay for a bit longer, stroking, touching, loving one another. Finally, I spoke.

“What are you doing the weekend after next?” I asked.

“Uh…I don’t have any plans at the moment, ma’am,” she answered.

"How about joining a few of my friends and me at a beach house on Tybee? It's loads of fun!"

“Am I on vacation, or will I be cooking and cleaning, ma’am?” she inquired.

“Well, Celine, that entirely depends on your behavior,” I said, rolling her over and smacking her hard on the ass.
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