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Chapter 1

“What are you getting into tonight?”

“Phil is taking the kids trick or treating in his Mom’s neighborhood, but I’m staying home.”

“You didn’t want to go with them?”

“Girl, no. The post office was a fool today. I didn’t get done with my route until 5:30. I’m beat. I made dinner, took a shower, and now I’m just relaxing.”

“Sooo… You’re going to be home all alone tonight.” It was a statement rife with suggestion.

Michelle arched her eyebrow and turned towards her bedroom window. She was standing in front of it, dressed in only her short, silk robe. “What’s your point?” she sarcastically asked the woman on the other end of the phone.

“I’m saying… You should let me come over and eat that pussy.”

Michelle’s thighs involuntarily clenched together. She closed her eyes and shook her head. Bless her neighbor Jan’s heart. She was always trying. And Michelle was always denying.

Keeping her eyes on the small crowd of trick or treaters that had begun to make their way up and down her cul de sac, she sat down on her window seat and tucked her legs beneath her. “Now, why would I do that?”

“Because I keep asking you nicely.”

“And I keep telling you no nicely.”

Jan sucked her teeth. Michelle could imagine the look of annoyance on the attractive older woman’s mocha colored face. “You don’t say no. You never give me an answer.”

“No answer is still an answer.”

“Okay then. No.”

“You don’t sound convincing.”

Michelle bit her lip and stayed quiet.

“Are they gone yet?”

Michelle paused. “They left about half an hour ago.”

“How far away does your mother n law stay from here?”

“She lives in Mint Hill.”

“Oh, that’s a nice little drive. It’s 6:00 now. If I came right now…”

“Bye Jan,” Michelle said with a bored yawn.

“Girl stop playing. You know you want me to eat that pussy as bad as I want to eat it.”

Michelle’s thighs squeezed together again. She hated how true that was. “What makes you so sure?”

“Because you keep answering my calls.”

“You’re my neighbor and my friend.”

“And there’s that. I’m still your… ‘friend’. You could block me. You could stop me from coming to your house. You could tell Phil. You haven’t done any of that.”

Michelle paused again. “I’m not going to stop talking to you just because you’re a tacky pervert.”

Jan laughed uproariously, and Michelle had to smile. It sounded as phony to her as she was sure it did to Jan.

“Okay Chelle. Whatever.”

Michelle looked down at her lap and played with the hem of her robe. “I’m tired. I’m going to take a nap before they get back.”

Jan’s voice had dropped to that low, seductive register again. “Why don’t you let me come over and put you to sleep?”

Why was Michelle considering this? She was a married woman, but most important, a mother. She had no business entertaining the idea of her lesbian neighbor’s face snuggled in her crotch.

Ooo wee. Why was that such an appetizing thought?

“Do you know I’ve stared at your pictures every day since I took them? It’s like an addiction. I literally do it all day, in between everything else. You have no idea how sexy, appetizing, and beautiful you looked. When you were finally able to relax, you were on fire. You had no inhibitions. I want to see that woman in bed. I want you to let it all go while I eat that pussy again and again.”

Michelle suppressed a moan. God help me.

“As I’ve told you before,” Jan huskily continued. “I love pussy. I love eating pussy, and I do love yours. You need to let me come over there and show you how much. I’ll take real good care of that pretty hairy cat. I promise you that.”

Michelle closed her eyes and shook her head. She put her head back against the wall and heavily sighed. Her body was on fire from the moment she’d heard Jan’s voice on the other end of the phone. Her neighbor of one year had that effect on her. As hard as she tried to fight it, the curiosity of giving in and letting her lesbian neighbor- 30 years her senior – have her way with her, was getting harder and harder to resist.

She blamed herself for this open-door Jan kept cajoling her to step through.

It was the boudoir shoot that had done it.

A month before, Michelle had let Jan take boudoir photos for her husband’s 35th birthday. Not long after they’d first met, Jan let it be known she was a photographer and she specialized in boudoir photos specifically. Not catching on to the subliminal message that was being sent, Michelle told Jan her husband’s birthday was coming up, so she might be interested. A few days before his birthday, she’d called Jan and set up an appointment. Still naïve, she didn’t pick up on the excitement in Jan’s voice. When she went to her house for the appointment, Michelle was relieved her photo studio in her basement was set up professionally with a lot of props, including a bed and a swing.

Michelle had chosen a sexy, lace one-piece for the occasion. It wasn’t hard to detect the heated look in Jan’s eyes when she emerged from the bathroom to begin her shoot. She couldn’t stop staring at her, and she did it for minutes without speaking. Her eyes were trailing all over her body. Slowly. Michelle just stood there and let her. She wasn’t embarrassed or put off. She actually liked it.

“I think you should know something about me before we start,” Jan began, after what seemed like hours. “I’m gay.”

Michelle simply blinked at her. She nervously smiled and shrugged. “Okay.”

“Is that alright? You still want me to take your pictures?”

Michelle contemplated for a moment. She resisted the urge to cover herself. Her nipples were hard, and she knew Jan could see it. “Why shouldn’t I?” she finally answered. “That’s your business.”

Michelle tried to ignore the fact that her pussy was suddenly very wet and jumping a little. Jan stood there staring at her a little longer; then finally told her to sit on her posing stool. Michelle walked to it on shaky legs and heavily sat down. Her heart was literally pounding, and she breathed slowly in an attempt to calm it down.

Jan directed her throughout the shoot, encouraging her and directing her. It didn’t take long for Michelle to loosen up and relax. Before long, Jan didn’t have to direct her at all. She merely went off emotions. She thought about how excited her husband would be when he saw them and how turned on he’d be. Her husband never neglected to tell her how beautiful and sexy she was. He always wanted to make love to her, and she was lucky he was gifted in that department. He was also very good at eating pussy.

While she was posing, Michelle couldn’t help thinking about how it would feel if Jan ate her pussy. The fact that she was practically naked in front of a lesbian who wouldn’t stop leering at her didn’t help. She wasn’t surprised when Jan suggested she take off her lingerie and pose nude. She said her husband would love it. Michelle was no fool; she knew what Jan was doing. But with a little prompting and encouragement from her older, gay neighbor, she went along with it.

Jan looked like she was going to come undone when Michelle’s naked body came into view. The silence and staring started again and seemed to drag on longer than the last time. Michelle resisted the urge to smile. She knew was blessed with an enviably beautiful body. She had beautiful, large, caramel-colored boobs, a wide, protruding ass, long, natural hair that fell below her shoulders, a fat pussy, and a flawless, pretty face that belied her 30 years. She was in shape, but she did have a fupa. Jan didn’t seem to mind. She practically salivated the whole time she was taking the pictures. She didn’t touch her once or even try, but she did make suggestive and lewd comments, especially when Michelle started getting bold and touched herself while posing.

Jan encouraged her to pose on the bed, and she did so willingly. She held her big titties up to her chin, opened her legs, put her hands on her pussy, and ran her fingers through the coarse hair that covered it.

She stopped short of spreading her lips open and showing off how wet she was, even when Jan tried to talk her into doing it. When she got on the swing, she couldn’t help but be momentarily distracted by how her billowy breasts swayed and jiggled as she went back and forth. One time Jan even stopped shooting and just watched her for minutes, before started again. Michelle bullied herself into keeping her legs closed, but she wanted to open them and show Jan the inside of her pussy so bad. She was afraid of where it might lead if she gave in to the temptation of being a hoe and offered her new neighbor some pussy. So, she refrained.

The session lasted two hours, and Michelle immediately left afterwards. Needless to say, her husband was pleased with the photos, especially the nude ones. He took pictures of them with his phone, so he could look at them at work, when he was using the bathroom, or stuck in traffic. He fucked her so hard and so good that night, she couldn’t walk the next day.

Jan called her before noon, telling her how much she appreciated her business; then she started going on and on about how hot she was and how much she loved her body. She boldly told her she wanted to eat her pussy. No pretense. No build up. She just came out and said it.
 

“I want to eat your pussy,” she hoarsely said. “You’re so beautiful. I have to have you. I’m dying to see what you taste like.”

Michelle didn’t answer her. Her heart was hammering away in her chest again. She felt like she couldn’t swallow.

“Did you hear me?” Jan pressed.

“Yeah, I heard you,” Michelle affirmed in a small voice. “But you know I can’t do that.”

“Why not? He’ll never know. We’ll keep it between us.”

“No,” Michelle insisted, unconvincingly.

That was over a month ago and Jan had been begging and almost demanding for Michelle to give up the pussy since then. Michelle either said no or changed the subject. She was never offended. On the contrary, she was so turned on it frightened her. There had been more than one occasion since then when she thought about Michelle tonguing down her pussy while her husband ate her out or fucked her. She always came harder when she did.

Now, she feared she could no longer resist her aggressive neighbor. She felt powerless to her curiosity and knew she was going to give in.

Just one time, she insisted to herself. Just let her eat it one time so you can see what it’s like. Then you never have to do it again.
 

“You still there?” she heard Jan ask her.

Michelle blinked away her thoughts and adjusted herself on the window seat. “Yes,” she quietly said.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”

“No, I’m not.”

“Yes, you are. You want me to eat that pussy, don’t you? I don’t know why you keep denying yourself. And me.”

Michelle bit her lip and stayed quiet.

“Just let me eat it one time.”

Michelle watched the seasonal leaves fall to the ground and rolled every scenario over in her mind. What if Phil found out? What if she liked it? What if she wanted more? What if Jan became even more obsessed after she got some and wouldn’t leave her alone? Was giving her some pussy worth the risk of any of it?

“Just once,” Jan repeated in a low, sexy voice.

Michelle had never cheated on her husband. Jan was a woman. Much older. And their neighbor. There would be no avoiding her if they went through with this. Would she be able to mask how she felt the next time Jan came by and her husband was there? Would they hook up if he was home?

Michelle’s eyes stretched in fascination at that thought. How sexy would that be? Letting Jan eat her pussy while her husband was somewhere in the house. Damn.

Michelle roughly shook her head and put her hand to her face.

“Michelle,” Jan called, nearing impatience.

“What?” she snapped.

“Let me come over and eat your pussy. Let me come over and eat that pretty pussy,” she finished in a sexy whisper.

Michelle’s pussy started jumping and wouldn’t stop. Her panties were drenched. “Okay,” she hesitantly agreed.

She heard fumbling on the other end and imagined Jan almost dropping the phone at her acquiescing.

“You sure?” Jan breathlessly asked. She was literally panting on the other end of the phone. That made Michelle even more aroused.

No, she wasn’t sure, but the slut in her refused to back down or hang up. She wanted to know what it was like for a woman to eat her pussy, for Jan to eat her pussy. She wanted to watch her do it and engulf herself in the whole experience. She had no doubt the older woman would blow her mind. She could tell that just by the way she looked at her.

“Yes, I’m sure,” she answered.

Jan released a sinister, low chuckle. “Thank you, God. She finally said yes. I’m coming to tear that pussy up girl. Just you wait.”

Michelle put her hand to her large nipple and absently stroked it. “I can’t either,” she whispered.

Jan sucked her teeth and chuckled again. “You’re not going to be able to believe how good I’ll make that pussy feel.”

Michelle’s thighs tightly squeezed together. She swallowed another moan. “I’ll be in our bedroom,” she shakily said. “It’s at the top of the stairs, on the right.”

“You’re going to let me eat that pussy in the room you share with him? Damn, I’m really going to eat your ass up now.”

She promptly hung up. Michelle sat frozen on the window seat for a few minutes, contemplating. She knew what she was doing wasn’t right, and it bothered her she didn’t care. She had no idea when her husband and children were coming back, but she was eager to take the risk to experience having a woman eat her pussy.


Chapter 2

Quickly, Michelle got up from her seat and went downstairs to unlock her front door. She hurried back upstairs to her bedroom and went to the standing mirror in the corner of the room. She removed her robe; then stood there appreciating her naked body.

She softly ran her hands over her huge titties; then slowly slid them down to her stomach, on to her pussy. She ran her fingers through the thick, coarse hair; then spread her pussy lips open. She foolishly smiled to herself.

“A woman is getting ready to eat my pussy,” she breathlessly said to herself. “I’m getting ready to let a woman eat my pussy. I have officially lost my mind.”

She slightly turned and ran her hands over her fat ass, savoring her soft skin. She bit her lip, thinking of all the nasty things Jan would possibly do to her. She wanted Jan to be nasty and disrespectful. She wanted her to make her scream and come again and again. She had been suppressing these desires for months, and she was ready to let it all hang out.

She glanced towards the hallway, impatiently eager for Jan’s arrival. Her chest was tight with anticipation, and her pussy was dripping with arousal. Jan lived a block away, so it wouldn’t take her long.

She turned her full body back to the mirror and ran her hands over her pussy again. She smiled, thinking about her boudoir shoot. To think, it had all led to this. She was glad she’d made that appointment. Proud she’d been bold enough to remove all her clothes so the freaky older woman could see everything. She couldn’t wait to see the wolfish leer in her eyes as she viewed her flawless body again.

She slightly jumped and gasped when she heard the front door open and close. Holy shit! She was here!

Michelle stiffly turned away from the mirror and nervously stood there, waiting on her potential lover. Her heart raced as she listened to the scuffle of Jan’s feet climbing the stairs; then walking down the hall.

She wet her dry lips and swallowed hard. Her throat felt uncomfortably dry. She hated she was so nervous. She felt like a virgin about to get her first piece of dick.

“Chelle?” she heard Jan cautiously call.

Michelle cleared her throat and shifted back and forth on her bare feet. “I-I’m in here,” she stuttered.

Her heart leapt in her throat when Jan walked into the bedroom. The older woman lingered in the doorway, fixing her with a sexy smile.

“Already naked?” she teased.

“I was wearing a robe when you called. Nothing underneath.”

Jan put her hands in her jogging pants pockets and casually leaned against the doorjamb. “I like that.”

Michelle just stood there naked, shyly staring at her. Anxious.

Jan lazily ran her eyes over her body and slowly shook her head. “Goddamn, you’re beautiful. You have no idea.”

Michelle wanly smiled.

“As beautiful as the day I photographed you. Except this time, I get to sample the merchandise.”

Michelle said nothing; just continued to stand there looking at her older neighbor. She wasn’t a bad-looking woman, but she wasn’t gorgeous by any means. She was long and limber with big hands and long fingers that belonged on a man. She had shoulder-length black and purple dreads and flawless mocha skin. She also had several piercings in her ears and nose and several tattoos. It gave her a hard, edgy look that had intrigued Michelle the first moment they met.

“What are you waiting on?” she quietly asked her.

Jan shrugged. “I just want to stand here and look at you for a minute.”

Michelle slowly inhaled and exhaled, willing herself to relax.

“You nervous?” Michelle nodded. “You should be. I’m not gentle with pussy. I go in for the kill. Like I told you, I do love eating pussy. And it shows.”

A trickle of pussy juice eased down Michelle’s thighs. Jan noticed and crookedly smiled. “You want this. You want this bad. Don’t you?”

Michelle refused to answer.

“It’s all in your eyes. You’re desperate for it. I like that too. Your husband is an extremely lucky man.”

Michelle’s eye involuntarily twitched. “Can we not talk about him?”

Jan simply smiled. “Of course we can’t.”

Her casualness with the moment made Michelle want to lose her mind. She was ready for her to take her pussy. Enough small talk.

Feeling extra bold, she spread her legs apart and put her hand on her hip. She tilted her head at the older woman. “You want to eat this pussy?” she naughtily asked.

Jan’s eyes slightly stretched at the question; then dimmed lecherously. “You know I do.”

Michelle put her hand to her pussy and softly stroked it. “You want this pussy?”

Jan stood upright and walked further into the room. “Fuck yeah, girl.”

“Well, come and take it.”

Jan was on her in a flash. She grabbed Michelle by her arms and yanked her to her. She immediately began kissing her, forcibly thrusting her tongue in and out of her mouth. Michelle whimpered and almost lost control. Her legs became weak at the force of Jan’s kiss. She was glad she was holding her up, because her knees instantly buckled.

Jan groaned and gripped her arms tighter, kissing her with extreme passion.

“Oh God,” Michelle gulped. She hadn’t expected it to feel like this. Jan’s kiss was unlike anything she had ever experienced, even with Phil.

She cried out when Jan’s big hands left her arms to circle her breasts.

“Oh God,” she screeched again.

“Do you know how bad I wanted to suck these things when I was taking your pictures?” Jan stared deep into her eyes as she played with the enormous jugs. “I wanted to suck the skin off these big mother fuckers.”

Michelle was so turned on by Jan’s dirty talk. This was what was missing from her marriage. Pure, unadulterated, unhinged, LUST.

“I wanted to eat your pretty hairy pussy when I first met you,” Michelle roughly whispered against her neck. Her hands continued to paw the younger woman’s gigantic breasts. “But when you took that negligee off and pulled it down and I saw it… God damn!”

She thrusted her tongue back in Michelle’s warm mouth, eliciting a gasp of delight from the younger married woman.

“You taste delicious,” Michelle murmured. “So damn delicious.” She kissed her way down to Michelle’s neck and lengthily sucked it. Her hands momentarily left her breasts to trail down to her wet pussy. She cupped it; then squeezed it, releasing a dirty moan. “Damn baby.”

Michelle desperately moved against her hand. “Oh Jan.”

“Your pussy feels so good.” She pulled back to look down at it. She attempted to squeeze it between her thumb and index finger and chuckled darkly when her finger wouldn’t stretch all the way across. “God damn, you got a fat ass pussy.”

Michelle’s legs trembled as she watched Jan’s weathered hands move between her legs. Her hands looked so good between her pussy. She cried out when her neighbor abruptly leaned to her left titty and began loudly sucking it. Her hands flew up to Jan’s hair and pulled it. She looked down in lustful delight as the aggressive woman sucked her titty with wild abandon.

“That looks so good,” she heatedly whispered. “That looks so good.”

Jan’s hands left her pussy to cup her titty. She held it in her hands and jiggled it. She licked and sucked it; then jiggled it again. She bared her teeth at the sight of Michelle’s large brown areola. “Damn baby.”

Her tongue nastily sucked the soft skin. She rapidly flicked her tongue over her pert, hard nipple; then softly bit it. She looked up at her and inhaled as much of the titty as she could in her mouth, squeezing it as she sucked.

“Oh,” Michelle moaned, practically drooling. “Ohhhhh.”

Jan moved to her other titty and grabbed it, jerking her head back and forth as she sucked and slurped it. She moved it in and out of her mouth and around in circles as her mouth consumed her.

“Oh my God!” Michelle cried. She was about to lose it. Jan was incredible at sucking titties. Good wasn’t the right word to describe how great it felt. She hadn’t known her nipples were so sensitive until Jan put her mouth on her. She enjoyed it when Phil sucked them, but it had never felt like this. She literally felt like she was about to cum. That had never happened. With anyone.

Jan sucked and jiggled her titty fast as she watched her in return. She was gorging on her titty so amorously; she was almost gagging. Michelle’s body moved back and forth in rhythm with her sucking. She deeply moved when Jan began playing in her pussy with her free hand.

“Hold these big titties for me so I can suck ‘em while I play in this pussy,” she growled.

Michelle’s chest involuntarily jerked at her words. She put her hands to the sides of her breasts and squeezed them together, arching to Jan’s waiting mouth.

“Yesssssss,” Jan said, leaning into them.

Her hand circled Michelle’s bush. She cupped and squeezed it. She raked her short nails through her pubic hair; then she inserted her finger deep in her silky pussy. She expertly began fingering her as she deeply sucked her big titties.

Michelle’s eyes drifted to the back of her head. “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

“Fuck, your pussy feels so good. You’re so fucking wet baby. I love that.”

“Uh,” Michelle cried out. She bumped her pussy back and forth against Jan’s finger and her chest to her nasty mouth. “Uh.” She looked down to watch her neighbor’s finger swiftly moving in and out of her. “Uh. Uh.”

“I knew I could make your pussy super wet like this. I knew it.”

She began sloppily sucking her titties again, her head shaking back and forth roughly as she mouth fucked them. Her head yanked back and forth; she slurped obscenely.

Michelle’s head drifted back. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Suck my titties Jan. Suck them.”

“Mmmmmmm.” Jan stuck her finger deeper in Michelle’s cunt, prompting a high-pitched scream from the younger woman. “You like the way I finger this fat pussy baby?”

Michelle’s sugar walls vibrated at Jan’s explicitly words. “Yesssssssss. Yes Jan. I love the way you play in my pussy, yes.”

Jan ran her tongue all over her titties, focusing primarily on her pretty areolas. She puckered her lips and wildly kissed all over them. She rapidly licked her nipples in turn, going back and forth between the hard, perky nubs.

“Oh my God,” Michelle whined.

Jan smacked her pussy with her free four fingers and squeezed her fat lips. “I love this pussy baby. Love these titties.” She slowly sucked them, pulling and releasing them with nasty pops. She slurped them again; then began leisurely sucking them again.

Michelle’s mouth was wide open in desire. Jan sucking on her titties sounded so sexy. Her eyes were so far back in her head she looked possessed. Her pussy was a waterfall at this point. Between the fingering and the titty-sucking she didn’t know her left from her right. She was in another world. And she did not want to leave.

Jan inserted another finger in her pussy and pumped both fingers mightily. She yanked Michelle’s leg up and put her foot on her dresser. Her fingers moved maddeningly, creating salacious popping sounds each time they entered and left her cunt.

“Oh Jan!” Michelle sobbed. “Jan! Jan! Jan!”

She erupted and her knees gave way. Jan scooped her up and kissed her hard. Once she was certain her sexy neighbor wouldn’t collapse, she put her fingers back inside her. She kept pumping her fingers as she kissed her. Overcome, Michelle pressed her at shoulders in protest, but she kissed her back. The flood of sensations rushing through her body made her feel dizzy and drugged. She had never come so hard in her life. Jan’s fingers were magical demons.

“I told you I’d be good to this pussy,” she mumbled against Michelle’s trembling lips. “Didn’t I tell you? Didn’t I tell you I’d be good to this pussy?”

Michelle was too weak to respond. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.

“You wanted to give me this pussy, didn’t you?” Her thumb circled Michelle’s sensitive clit. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Michelle managed to choke out. “I wanted to give you some pussy Jan. I wanted you to have this pussy.” She arched to the older woman’s demanding, unyielding fingers. “This pussy is yours. Take it. Be unkind to it. Do whatever the hell you want. Just don’t stop.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” Jan enveloped her in yet another tongue-thrusting kiss. The two consenting adults looked at one another as their lips and tongues disrespectfully wrestled together. Their moans were dark and manic.

Jan backed her to the bed and laid her on it. She pulled her ass to the edge of the bed and pushed her knees back, spreading them wide. She paused and just stared at her neighbor’s exposed pussy. It was so creamy, and her juices looked like rain pouring out. Michelle desperately stared down at her, still twitching and trembling.

Jan put her fingers to the top of her pussy and spread her hairy lips. She used three fingers from her other hand to plummet them in and out of Michelle’s unbelievably tight snatch.

“God damn, your pussy feels so good,” she rasped. Her eyes were wild and on fire as she stared at Michelle’s pretty peach. A vulnerable, agonizing moan escaped the 30-year-old as Jan hit her G-spot. She moved her fingers extra slow, extending the torture. Michelle’s moans were continuous and helpless. She put her hand to her mouth and bit the back of her hand. Her head aimlessly moved back and forth across the pillow; her hips winded in sexy circles.

“Yes baby,” Jan encouraged her. “Yes. Cum for me again.”

“Oh Jannnnnnnn. Oh Jan. Oh baby. Oh baby! OH BABY! OHHHHHHHHH!”

Her body jerked and spasmed against the bed as she soared again, this time squirting. Jan’s fingers kept moving, and she kept screaming. She pushed at her hand, but Jan refused to bulge.

“That’s what you get for teasing me all these months,” Jan chided her. “Making me wait on this naughty, bad pussy. See what teasing will get you? You fucked around and found out, didn’t you?”

Michelle was so weak her vision was blurred. She looked down at Jan’s fingers in her twat and shook her head. She tried to slap her hands off. “Wait. Wait! Wait, wait, wait. No more. No more please.”

Jan playfully frowned at her. “No more? Bitch, I’m just getting started.”


Chapter 3

Jan made sure her girlfriend in training came and squirted two more times before she went in for 1st degree murder on that cat. She pushed Michelle’s knees back and held them in place, before ducking her head and diving in. She went in on the pussy immediately, eating it like she had zeros fucks to give and nothing to lose.

Her eating was ferocious, angry, and merciless, and had Michelle crying out and screaming at the top of her lungs. She flattened her tongue and rapidly moved it up and down the hairy cunt, then round and round and round in swift circles. Michelle’s pussy was sloshy and saturated, and the sound effects it made as her almost 60-year-old neighbor demolished it turned them both on.

“Eat my pussy,” Michelle wildly shrieked. “Oh, eat my pussy. Just like that. Yes. Yes! Eat my pussy! Eat my pussy!”

Jan heatedly watched her with her face buried deep inside of her, eating, slurping, licking, and smacking away.

Michelle’s hands circled her large breasts and held them together, watching Jan. Damn, her face looked so good in her pussy. What a delicious and forbidden sight. She couldn’t help but think of her husband in that moment. She wondered how he’d react if he caught them. Thought about how disrespectful she was being letting their lesbian neighbor tear her pussy up in their bedroom.

Phil wasn’t like a lot of men; in that he wasn’t the least bit turned on by lesbians. He detested anything homosexual; thought it was an abomination and a sin. The realization that she was doing something that he heavily disapproved of but would also hurt him didn’t faze her in the least. In fact, it shamefully spurred her on. She wanted Jan to keep eating her pussy. She wanted Jan eating her pussy after today. There was no way in hell she could give this sinful treat up.

Michelle’s mouth stretched wide as Jan sucked languidly on her pussy lips, alternating between the fat, juicy skin. Her tongue moved deep in her pussy in a ripple design.

“Hmmmmmm,” she deeply moaned. Her eyes drifted to the back of her head as she buried her face deeper in Michelle’s hot pussy.

“Ohhhhhhh.”

“Mmmmm. Mmmm. Mmmm.” She sucked and sucked on Michelle’s pussy. Her tongue rapidly flicked her clit; then tenderly sucked on it. She flicked her tongue again. Sucked. Flick. Suck. Flick. Suck.

Michelle was going out of her mind from the tease. She twisted and turned against her lesbian lover’s face, begging for more. Begging for her to stop. Demanding she go harder. Go faster. Go slower. And Jan followed suit like the nasty woman she was.

“Uh! Uh!” Michelle cried. She played with her nipples. Her hips wildly bumped back and forth against Jan’s mature face. “Uh! Uh! Oh! Ohhhh-a. Ohhhhhhhhh-a! Eat my pussy Jan! Eat my pussy!”

Michelle hated it when she could hear someone chewing their food, but the sounds Jan’s tongue and mouth made on her pussy was like the best jam in the world! She wished she could record the shit it was so hot. And coupled with Jan’s nasty moans and her own tortuous screams…

“Oh my God!” she whimpered, closing her eyes. “Oh my God! Oh my God!”

Jan’s face moved back and forth against her cunt hard. Her mouth and tongue was everywhere; all over her pussy. Her weathered hands were grasping and fondling Michelle’s chunky ass, moving her back and forth to her face. She was on fire, obsessed with that pussy, and she wasn’t letting up.

“God damn you taste so good!” she bellowed with her face deep inside of her. “You got some good ass pussy! I swear, I could eat this shit all god damn day!”

Michelle erupted at her words, cursing viciously. She sat up on her elbows and moved her hips wilder. “Yes, god damnit, yes! Yes! Fuck yes! Ahhhhhh! AHHHHHH! AHHHHHHH!” Her eyes filled with tears at the sight of Jan’s face buried deep in her flesh. Damn, that shit looked good.

“Eat that mother-fucker, eat it! Tear that pussy up!”

She stretched her legs up high and spread them as wide as she could.

“Yesssssss!” Jan angrily growled, smacking her ass cheeks hard.

She looked up at her unhinged neighbor and growled again at the sight of her jiggling titties. Damn, this bitch was sexy as fuck. The baddest thing walking.

She put her hands on her jugs and shook and slapped them together, growling darkly again at how scrumptious and delicious they looked. She wanted to suck them and slobber all over them again but later. No way was she breaking away from this good ass pussy.

She paused feasting long around to say to Michelle, “Put your hands behind your knees. I want to see you like that. “

Michelle followed suit like a trained slut. She loved slutting herself out to this wild, older woman. She thanked herself for saying yes. She would never forget this moment or how incredible this old lady was making her feel.

“Yes baby, hold them just like that,” Jan rasped. “That looks so good.”

Her eyes widened approvingly when Jan spat in her pussy; then greedily slurped it up. “Oooo,” she murmured.

Jan spat in it again.

“Damn.”

Again.

“Damn Jan. Shit.”

SLURP, SLURP, SLURP. SPIT. SLURRRRRRRRRRRP. SMACK!

Michelle’s head dropped back on the bed.

SLURP! SLURP! SLURP! SLURP! SPIT. SLURP!

“Hah!” Michelle cried out. “Hah! Hah! Hah!”

“Nom, nom, nom, nom,” Michelle munched. “Nom, nom, nom.” She spit again. Slurp. Slurp! “Nom, nom, nom, nom.”

Michelle’s eyes flew open in surprise at the intense feeling building in her body. It spread like a mass from one end of her to the next. She could feel it in her muscles, in her bones, in her cells, in her heart and throat even. It was a slow build. This was going to be a full-body orgasm, and it was going to be brutal. She braced herself for the impact. Her breathing became hard and choppy. Her shaking hands found Jan’s dreads and pulled. She absently turned her head towards her bedroom window, and her mind was instantly blown at the image of Jan in her standing mirror, head winding around in circles in her pussy.

She exploded. It was so earth-shattering she couldn’t make a sound. Her body jerked frantically against Jan’s still one. Her eyes stayed trained on the sight of her spread-eagle legs and Jan’s torso and face in the mirror. Silent tears rained down her face.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!” Jan groaned with wild abandon. “Mmmph. Mmph. Mmph. This god damn pussy is the mother-fucking best!”

Michelle couldn’t talk. She just kept staring at their images in the mirror, obsessing over how sexy her legs looked stretched up high and wide and Jan’s face in her bush. She was licking her now, in slow, deliberate licks. She was still watching her and playing with her enormous, soft titties. Michelle’s chest continued to jerk as her body writhed and spasmed.

She never imagined it would be like this. Never knew it could be so… That being with a woman would be such a… My God. She should’ve said yes a long time ago.

“Mmmph, mmph, mmph,” Jan repeated. She placed soft, lingering kisses on Michelle’s pussy. She closed her eyes, savoring her taste and smell. “This is the best pussy ever. Ever. Maybe because I shouldn’t be having it. But I do love taking what isn’t mine. And making it mine.”

“You can have it Jan,” Michelle weakly murmured. “You can have this pussy anytime you want.”

Jan kissed her pussy again and daringly smiled up at her. “You promise?”

Michelle forced her eyes away from the mirror to look down at her older neighbor. She quietly nodded.

Jan foolishly grinned and put her hands to Michelle’s thick thighs, pushing them down to the bed. She butterflied them out, closed her eyes, and started eating her pussy again. Michelle’s breathing was labored and sexy as she watched her. Damn, this woman was relentless and had a hearty appetite. She acted like she was starving. Michelle loved it.

“Eat my pussy,” she whispered. “Eat my pussy Jan. Eat it baby. Eat it.”

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her hands claimed her tits again, while Jan trailed hers down to the top of her pussy. She spread her pussy lips open and sucked gingerly on her flesh.

“Oh, my God,” Michelle whined. “My God.”

“Ummmmm… Ummmmm… So, fucking delicious. I love the way you taste. Ummmmm… Married woman pussy is the bomb!”

“Keep eating it Jan. Keep eating it. Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

“You going to keep letting me eat this pussy?”

“Yes Jan! Yesssssss…. Whenever you want it. Whenever you want it, you can have it. It’s yours. Yourrrrsssssss…”

“I hope you mean that.”

“I do. I do. I want to keep giving you this pussy Jan.” She put her head up and looked deep into her eyes. “I want to keep giving you this pussy.”

Jan gave her a lecherous grin; then buried her face back in her pussy. Her hands ran all over her pussy while she ate it. Michelle helplessly shook her head. She was gone. There was no turning back from this now. No turning back. She had made her choice. And she was sticking to it.



Over an hour later, Jan’s face was still barricaded to Michelle’s younger pussy. They had switched locations now. They were on the love seat in the sitting room, off of Michelle and Phil’s bedroom. Michelle was sitting up on the couch with her knees bent and her legs wide open, holding them back. Jan was in front of her on her knees, her hands beneath Michelle’s impossibly large ass, tearing that pussy up.

Neither of them heard the car door slam outside. They didn’t hear the door open and close. The sound of the heavy shoes coming up the stairs. They didn’t see him come into the bedroom; didn’t see him standing in the doorway of the sitting room. Slack-jawed. In shock. Watching them.

Phil could say nothing. He could not move. All he could do was watch. His wife. That woman. That woman he’d had no idea was…

He watched her head bop up and down as she ate his wife’s pussy with untamed hunger. His eyes blindly fixated on the helpless look of surrender and fascination on his wife’s face as she watched their neighbor eating her pussy. His pussy. Pussy that had been his for over twenty years. What the fuck?! His ears burned as he listened to his wife’s shrill cries- cries that had only been initiated by him, and the dark, nasty moans from the woman he’d thought his wife was just friends with. He felt like the biggest fool. He wasn’t heart broken. He felt rage. Rage that seized and numbed his entire body. It was so strong scared him.

He should kill them both. Right now.

“Oh!” he heard his wife crying out. “Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!” Her legs restlessly moved in the air. “Oh-oh-oh! Oh! Oh! Hah! Hah! Don’t stop! Don’t stop Jan! Please keep going! Keep going! Please!”

“Nom, nom, nom, nom, nom. Nom, nom, nom, nom, nom,” the disgusting older woman snacked.

Phil felt shame at the woody that was forming in his pants. He didn’t want to be turned on. He didn’t want to like it. He didn’t want to keep watching. But he did. He stood there for he didn’t know how long, watching them. Listening to them. Listening to his wife’s soppy wet pussy sounds as that woman tore it up. When his wife started crying it weirdly turned him on, because he had never made her cry, no matter how great the sex was. The hedonistic, toxic masculine side of him stood up inside of him, flexed its muscles, and roared.

He backed out of the room to the bedroom. He stood beside the door of the sitting room and peeked around the corner, unzipping his pants. All moves were impulsive, mindless. He felt like his brain had ejected itself from his body. He just went with it.

He spit on his hand and shoved it deep in his boxers, gripping his meat. He was thankful their kids had decided to stay with his mom, because his wife could enjoy their neighbor in private. And he could enjoy them. Privately.

He didn’t have time to react to how turned on he was and why. He abhorred this kind of behavior, detested those people. But the expressions on his wife’s face… The noises she was making… The sight of their neighbor’s face moving all up in his wife’s beautiful, hairy, fat cunt…

Damn him and his tawdry male brain, but it was the most beautiful, hottest thing he had ever seen in his life. He never thought he could get off watching someone else with his wife. Now he understood what his college buddies must’ve felt when they’d experienced similar situations themselves. Except they had been in the mix. He didn’t want to be in the mix. He wanted to watch. Just keep watching. From a distance.

And enjoying.

May God forgive him.

Phil kept watching and pumping his dick in rhythm to their neighbor’s head. His eyes focused on his wife’s enormous jugs that he loved so much, their neighbor’s hands groping and fondling her fat ass, his wife’s face frowning with desire, and the wild shaking of that woman’s head. And he exploded. He came… hard.

He gripped the door jamb so hard he caught a cramp. He put his mouth to his hand and swallowed the scream he wanted to emit. His seed shot out against his hand, staining his pants. His eyes closed as he tried to catch his breath. When he opened them, he was fascinated to see his wife was now on her hands and knees. Her back was to the woman; her ass was in her face. And she was eating it from the back as his wife twerked against her face.

Holy shit. Gawwwwwd, dayum.

Phil quickly backed away from the door and turned to leave the room. He stood in the hallway against the wall. His brain burned with the elicit images he’d just seen in the bedroom that only he and his wife had been in. They’d fucked on that couch. He’d eaten her pussy on that couch. She’d sucked his dick until he’d passed out on that couch. Now someone else was possessing the pussy that had only been his for almost two decades.

He wasn’t sure how he felt about that. But he sure as hell liked it after the initial shock had worn off. Nothing had ever been sexier.

He made a decision then and there.

He went to the guest bathroom down the hall and washed his hands. He dried them; then put his limp dick back in his pants and zipped them up. He closed his eyes to the sounds of unapologetic pleasure coming from their bedroom.

He wasn’t going to say anything. He was never going to let his wife know he knew. She could have her lover. As long as it wasn’t a man and she never left him, she could have her. And their neighbor- Jan, was it? – could have that pussy.

A smile didn’t that reach Phil’s eyes or his heart tickled the side of his bearded lips. Quiet as a mouse, he retreated from the bathroom and went back down the stairs. He opened the front door and made his way to his family minivan. He started the engine and looked up towards their bedroom window, his dick hardening again at the delicious sin that was probably still going on up there.

He started his van and put the car in drive, pulling away slowly. The headlights illuminated the dark street of their once pristine cul-de-sac as he made his way to the local bar to drink his confusion away. He’d go back home in a couple of hours. Their neighbor would surely be gone by then, as they’d be expecting his return.

But he knew if his heart she’d be back. He wasn’t going to say anything. He wasn’t going to confess he knew.

Tomorrow, he was going to get a security camera after work and install it in their bedroom, where she couldn’t see it or notice it. He was going to record them.

And he was going to watch. He was going to watch every single chance he got. But he would never tell. They would have their “secret”. And he would have his.
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