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GIVE US THE PUSSY

“Have you thought about what we said?”

“About what?”

“About hooking up with us? Letting us have our way with your?”

“Or to put it more bluntly, giving us that pussy?”

London peevishly stared at her coworkers, Stella and Macy. They unflinchingly looked back at her. All three women were in their workplace cafeteria, sitting at a table in the back, away from their coworkers, as they did every day.

London was tense. Playing with her fingers. Struggling to breathe. She knew this was inevitable. She’d known it was coming. The three of them had been having lunch together every day, 5 days a week, and she’d known they were attracted to her within their third day of working together. They’d been at the call service center for years; she’d only been there three months, and they had been on her heavy since that first day.

Both women were strikingly beautiful, older, and married. They were also lesbians. That had come out on the second day. They wanted to be upfront with her in case that revelation made her uncomfortable, they’d said. It hadn’t. On the contrary, it had intrigued and excited her. They were so gorgeous it would surprise many that they liked girls. Behind closed doors, they were both very aggressive and alpha. Unapologetically butch, and London liked that.

Not only had they confessed they loved pussy; they let it be known they found her attractive. That hadn’t surprised London. She caught them staring at her all the time, their eyes lingering on her youthful face and flawless curvaceous body. She was on the short, thick side, and they marveled over that. They were both at least a foot or more inches taller than her. They went on and on about how sexy she was and teased her about her deep dimples.

They also spoiled her rotten. One of them always paid for her lunch daily. Stella texted her all day, until the wee hours of the morning, while by month two, Macy was gifting her with sexy panties ranging from cheeky to crotchless. She never refused them and didn’t show them to her husband. She hid them at the bottom of her lingerie drawer.

As forward as they were, she knew she should end the friendship and stop hanging out with them, but she did enjoy their company. And she loved the attention they bestowed on her. The three of them sometimes even hung out after work to grab a drink or dinner, and they had taken her to a few hole in the wall lesbian clubs. They kept a possessive and protective eye on her, but she got to see their full-blown gayness in action. They were outwardly aggressive and flirtatious with the women they met and would disappear sometimes in the bathroom for minutes, doing God knows what. They women they took in there would always come out looking worn out and disheveled. London secretly envied them.

“London,” Macy said, breaking her thoughts. “What about it?”

“Have you thought about it?” Stella pressed.

London looked at them for a long moment without speaking. Admittedly, she was attracted to both women. Not in a eat their pussy kind of way, but they were enviably easy on the eyes. Macy had long, cascading hair that fell all the way down her back, smoldering dark eyes, flawless dark skin, and was on the slim side. She had an angular, almost hard face, but she was stunning. Stella was thicker (not as thick as London) with wide hips, a generous bosom, light-skin, and striking mixed-color eyes. One was brown; the other green. She kept her reddish/blonde hair in a fierce bob. They both kept themselves up very well and like London, turned heads everywhere they went.

“Of course, I have,” she finally answered them, her voice low and quiet.

“And?” Macy impatiently asked.

London bit her lip, contemplating. “I just don’t want things to get weird.”

“Why would they be weird? Because we all work together?”

“We know how to keep things professional,” Stella plaintively said, defiantly raising her chin. “We know how to behave at work, as the past few months have shown. Haven’t we been doing that already? As hard as it is,” she added with a light chuckle.

“Yeah, because every time I look at you, I want to rip your clothes off,” Macy said. Her tone was humorous, but her eyes dimmed with lust as they drifted over London’s body.

London nervously laughed and snorted, spitting out the tea she was sipping. She missed Macy’s head by inches.

“Not me,” Stella insisted. “I want to peel every layer of clothing off your body, one by one. Slowly.”

London looked down at the table, wringing her hands. She was struggling with her decision. She had never cheated on her husband before, nor had she ever been with a woman, while both women had been with several. By their own estimates, they were highly experienced and knew how to bring immense pleasure to a woman’s body. London was innately curious about what it would be like. Based on their conversations, she had no doubt it would be beyond phenomenal and undoubtably blow her mind.

If she was being honest with herself, she had been wanting this and prepping for this since day one. She didn’t rebuff their flirtations or stop the salacious comments about her body. Whenever she hung out with them, she always wore something tight or see-through with a plunging neckline. She made sure to wear dresses or tops that accentuated her huge bosom and leggings or skirts to highlight her big, chubby ass. When they made comments about her body or what she was wearing, she sometimes flirted back, especially if she’d had too much to drink or was feeling adventurous or horny. But they never made a bold move. Until last week. That’s when they’d broached the subject of a hook-up. Stella was the one who’d come out and said it first.

They were at their favorite lesbian bar enjoying cocktails and chicken wings when she came clean.

“London,” she began, licking chicken grease off her fingers. London had found herself staring at her long, pointy tongue and wondering what it felt like. Her pussy jumped.

“Yes,” she managed to answer.

“You know we’re attracted to you right?”

London swallowed and gulped the rest of her cocktail. “Yes.”

“Ever thought of letting us have some?”

London frowned and wrinkled her nose. “Some what?”

“Pussy girl!” Macy shouted, guffawing. “Pussy!”

London gripped the sides of her chair and cleared her throat. Stella looked back at her, not laughing.

“What she said,” she acknowledged.

London’s leg nervously shook beneath the glass table. “I… I uh…”

“Can I confess something?” Stella leaned across the table towards her. “We’ve wanted to fuck you since we met you. That was the main reason we struck a friendship with you.”

“Well damn Stella!” Macy was beyond drunk. “Just tell her all our goddamn secrets!”

“Oh, come on. She knows.” She fixed London with those intimidating eyes. “Don’t you London?”

London stiffly nodded.

“Well?”

“I… I uh…”

“I am dying to see and get my hands and mouth on those big ass titties,” Macy slurred, openly leering at them. “They’re pretty covered up, so I know they’re pretty unclothed.”

“I just want to eat that pussy,” Stella said, licking her lips. “I know it’s fat. And juicy.”
 

“Yeah, you look like you got some good pussy. I told Stella that the day you walked in the building.”

London nervously ran her fingers through her natural, curly hair. Her heart was beating way too fast for comfort.

“Look at her,” Macy chuckled. “She looks like she’s about to pass out.”

“I’ll make her cum so hard she surely will.”

London started coughing and couldn’t stop.

“Here,” Stella said, sliding her drink across the table. “Drink that.”

London grabbed the cold glass and gulped it down, choking. Stella rolled her eyes. “You want to think about it?” she patiently asked her.

Still coughing, London nodded.

“Take all the time you need.”

That was the last time they’d talked about it. Until today.

But London hadn’t stopped thinking about their offer since that moment. She wanted it. She wanted it bad. That’s what she was most afraid of. What if she liked it? What if she wanted more? How could things possibly work with the three of them working together?

“Are you wearing a pair of those panties I got you?” Macy impulsively asked her.

London shyly smiled and nodded.

“Which pair?”

“The silk blue ones.”

“Ooo, I want to see,” Stella purred.

“I do too. I want to see how that fat ass hugs them panties.”

“Oh, they’re panties? I want to see that ass in a thong. Honestly, I just want to see you naked.”
 

London’s skin flushed. She nervously looked around the cafeteria at their coworkers.

“Chill, no one’s paying attention to us.”

“I know they all wonder about us,” London distractedly said, still studying their faces for any sign of judgment or curiosity.

“That’s all in your mind.”

“As we told you, we’ve never fucked a girl here,” Stella insisted.

“No one has been bad enough,” Macy said. “Or worth the risk. Until you.”

“No one knows we love pussy. Except you.”

London momentarily turned away from her paranoia and looked back at her friends. Her eyes trailed back and forth between the two of them. They were quiet, looking at her with impatient expectancy.

“Where would it be?” she meekly asked.

“My house,” Macy said quickly. “My husband drives a truck. He’s always on the road.”

London’s mouth wryly twisted. She looked down at the table again. “I feel bad about Tylen.”

“Hell, it’s not like you’d be fucking a man. It’s different. It’s still cheating but not technically. You wouldn’t be doing anything per se. Just lying there.”

“Or standing. I love eating pussy on my knees while a woman stands with her leg cocked up on something,” Stella smirked.

London loudly coughed.

“Hell, being honest, we could come over your house and eat your pussy while your husband is there,” Macy said. “He wouldn’t suspect a thing. Men are so stupid. He’d think we were just a group of girls hanging out like we do all the time.”

My God, the thought of Tylen being in the house while her closeted and married lesbian friends ate her pussy and sucked her titties without his knowledge turned her on so much, she was embarrassed.

A blush started at her cheeks and slowly crawled all over her body. She felt unbearably hot all of a sudden.

She loudly cleared her throat. “Would I have to do anything to you?”

“What do you mean?” Stella asked.

“Would I have to…” She gestured with her hands and uneasily looked at them.

“Oh,” Macy started, getting it. “You mean would you have to eat us in return?”

She blanched and nodded.

“Well, don’t look too disgusted,” Stella chuckled.

“I’m sorry. I just… Don’t think I can do that.”

“Don’t worry, you won’t have to,” Macy assured her, waving her hand. “Besides, I’m not interested in all that. I’m a top.”

London frowned and tilted her head at her. “Top?”

“She’s a giver; not big on receiving,” Stella explained.

“Oh.” London thought for a moment. She was still confused. “What about you?” she asked Stella.

“Don’t worry. I know you’re a novice. Besides, it’s more about pleasing you than getting a return. I have the women in the club for that anyway, so…” She shrugged indifferently.

“So, I take it you’re not a top?”

“Hardly,” Macy laughed. “That bitch loves throwing her legs up for any butch that’s willing.”

London tried not to frown again. Just the thought made her sick.

“Ain’t no shame in my game,” Stella co-signed.

“Look girl,” Macy began, moving to the seat next to London. “We told you what we wanted last week, and you’ve still continued to hang out with us. Without fear or hesitation. So, we know you’re curious. We know you want this. You want it as much as we do.”

“You do,” Stella said, moving to the other seat beside her.

London refused to confess her truth. Her body tensed with sexual awareness when Macy took her hand. She wrapped her fingers around London’s and slightly pulled. “Come and go with us in the bathroom so we can give you a little preview.”

London’s eyes widened. Her heart raced. “What?” she croaked.

“Yeah.” Stella looked around the room; then allowed her hand to rest on London’s thick thigh beneath the table. She eased her hand beneath her dress and caressed the bare skin. “Come go in there with us.”

London’s eyes were filled with alarm as she looked back and forth between them. “What if we get caught?”

Macy’s eyes fixated on London’s heaving bosom. She was wearing one of her low-cut dresses today and those titties were sitting up nice and high. Several of the men at work had noticed. But they were never getting what Macy and Stella had on lock.

She forced her eyes back up to meet London’s. “So?”

London could barely breathe. She was speechless. Stella’s hand on her thigh felt so good. Too good.

The idea of them getting caught by one of their coworkers, or better yet, their supervisor, made her heart race as much out of excitement than fear. The idea of letting them have their way with her at work had her mind reeling and her panties soaked.

No one else had seen her naked in over 10 years. She always imagined if someone else did it would be a man, never a woman. Let alone two. And at the same time. Oh, but the images, ideas, and fantasies corralling around in her head right now.

Stella’s hand crawled further up her thigh. “Come with us London.”

“Come for us London,” Macy heatedly whispered in her ear. “Now.”


TWO ON ONE

London was shivering. Her body wouldn’t be still. It wouldn’t stop moving. It had nothing to do with the cold climate in the bathroom. It was them. Macy and Stella. On her. Enjoying her. Exploring her. Possessing her. Taking what they wanted. With little resistance from her.

They were the only ones in the bathroom. They were standing in front of the counter, out in the open. She had wanted to go in a stall; they had refused. They would only go in one if someone came in. Maybe.

Stella was standing behind her, holding her arms. Macy was standing in front of her. Kissing her. Passionately. Slowly. Exploring her mouth like it held secrets she was desperate to expose. Her hands were moving over her large covered breasts, agonizingly slow. She was moaning. Deeply. Like London’s taste had her possessed. Stella was nibbling her ear; licking her neck. London was struggling to kiss Macy back, but her lips felt weak and were trembling. It didn’t distract Macy any. She kept making moves.

Her hands creeped inside London’s dress and caressed her soft skin. London heard someone moan. She believed it was her. She felt Macy smile against her lips.

“Take her tits out Mace,” Stella said. “Let me see them big titties.”

“Ooo, yes,” Macy purred. She broke to roughly pull the sleeves of London’s dress down. Stella assisted her.

London reminded herself to breath. To enjoy this moment, as rushed as it may be. They didn’t have long. They’d have to get back to their desks soon. Or someone might come in. Would they watch? Would they let them watch?

“These things are so big and so perfect.”

“Hurry up and get her bra off or pull it up Macy. I want to see them thangs.”

Impatient with lust, Macy yanked her bra straps down, exposing her melons.

“God damn,” she gasped, gawking.

“My God.”

“Pretty. Just fucking pretty.”
 

“Big ass brown areolas. Just like I like em.”

Both women began groping and fondling London’s titties. London’s mouth dropped open. Her eyes crawled to the back of her head. Her knees buckled. She felt like she had the first time she’d allowed someone to fuck her. Take her virginity. The excitement. The crippling fear. The heightened sense of danger of the unknown. It all felt the same. It was so excruciating she feared she might pass out.

“I love your titties London,” Stella whispered, tonguing her ear.

“They are as pretty as I knew they’d be,” Macy growled. “Big ass titties.” She moved Stella’s hands out the way and grabbed them, slapping them together. Then she dove in and began ravenously sucking them.

“Oh my God,” London gasped. She wanted to reach up and run her fingers through Macy’s beautiful hair, but Stella had her arms pinned down, restraining her. That was turning her on too. These women were having their way with her the way they wanted and not asking for permission about a goddamn thing. She loved it.

Macy’s tongue whipped round and round her nipples. She sharply sucked her titties one by one, moaning crazily. Her hands caressed her ample ass. Stella slowly sucked her neck and held her arms behind her back. She opened her eyes and looked down at her friend’s mouth on their crush’s big titties.

“Suck them big titties Mace,” she groaned. “Suck them big ass titties. That looks so good.”

“Hold them to my mouth.”

Stella was immediately obedient.

“Oh!” London cried out. She looked down at Stella’s hands crushing her titties together and Macy’s tongue all over her titties. Her mouth dropped open in astonishment. Talk about sexy! The sight of the two of them on her tits was the most fascinating thing she had ever seen.

Macy’s tongue rapidly flicked her nipples; then bit them, before inhaling both of her jugs together. Her hands yanked up the bottom of London’s dress, and she pried her nails in her fat ass.

“Ooooo,” London whined.

Macy yanked her hips up and down, moving her hands in formation with her head. Stella’s mouth partially parted as she watched her friend go ham on the pretty titties. She moved London’s titties back and forth against Macy’s mouth.

“Damn Macy. That’s right Macy. Suck her titties. Suck em.”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Ahhhh,” London cried. “Ahhhh. Ahhhh. Yes. Yes.”

Two women were on her body. Two women were doing things to her body. In their workplace bathroom. While they were on the clock. London’s senses were heightened, almost seizing her in place. The image of Stella’s hands on her, moving her titties back and forth against Macy’s mouth. Macy’s mouth all over her tits… Her nails digging into her ass, imbedding it… This was far more pleasing and more erotic than any encounter she’d had with a man. Their foreplay was superior to her husband’s. She’d always thought Tylen was incomparable when it came to pleasing her body. But it had never felt like this. Never, not once!

She didn’t need to redirect them, tell them what she wanted, show them what to do… They just knew. They just knew.

They were pressed for time, but they were taking their time. London’s head was all over the place, in wonder land but still apprehensive. Still worried and anticipating someone coming in. Still pining over Tylen, over cheating. Over letting them do this to her. Still wanting more. Still desperate for more.

She wanted to go to Macy’s house now. She wanted them to lie her down on a bed, any bed. Pry her open. Bury their faces in her twat. She wanted that fantasy so much right now, while the good girl inside of her was holding on for dear life, struggling to have her way and make her stop it and run away. But no. She could not win. The bad, hedonistic side of her had to have her way. She needed this moment to be bad, to be immoral. She had been faithful for ten years; had fought off her curiosity for three months. That was long enough.

London shuddered watching Macy. She was out of control, literally gobbling up her breasts. And Stella was smushing them together, jiggling them, groping them, and moving them separately up and down, while her friend wreaked havoc on them. They were making her body feel so good, and she was making so much noise, she was embarrassed. Her response to them only egged them on.

Her body jerked and a scream caught in her throat when Macy’s hands eased around her thighs to confront her pussy.

Macy growled deep in her soul when her experienced hands connected with her thick, younger coworker’s pussy. “Damn baby, you wet as hell.”

“I want to feel it too,” Stella feverishly whispered, moving her hands down to London’s crotch. London wanted to smack her for abandoning her breasts.

Both women’s hands and fingers grazed over the front of her panties. London bit the back of her hand, helpless. Women were touching her pussy. Her coworkers were touching her pussy. Her married, lesbian friends were playing with her pussy. They weren’t even in it yet, and it felt amazing.

“Damn, you got a fat pussy,” Stella hissed. Her hands fought Macy’s for access.

“I want to see this pussy,” Macy said, pulling back. “Hold up her dress Stella.”

Stella followed suit, and Macy gripped the sides of the pretty panties she’d given London. “These look delectable on you, by the way,” she smirked. She wolfishly grinned at her paramour. “But I need to get a look at this pussy.”

“Wait, wait.” Stella held up her hand and jerked her head towards the door.

Muffled conversation could be heard out in the hallway, and the voices sounded like they were headed their way.

Macy had gotten London’s panties halfway down and was leering at London’s bush when Stella stopped her. “Damn baby,” she sighed. “Your pussy hair is so thick and pretty.”

London’s pussy jumped several times in response. Juices oozed out of her, creating a creamy mess in her panties. Macy pulled her panties down more, noticed, and smiled at the mess. “Damn,” she said again, grinning foolishly.

“Bitch, did you hear what I said?” Stella fussed, jerking her chin up to look at her.

“So what? Let them see.”

“Wait!” London shrieked, wild-eyed and shaking her head. “No.”

The door opened just as Macy and Stella scuttled London to the handicap stall and shut the door. Stella immediately locked it in place. London’s panties were still mid-thigh. Both women paused and stared at her exposed, hairy pussy, rapt.

The rude interrupters took their time in the bathroom, continuing their conversation as they peed in the other stalls, washed their hands, etc. It was three of them. Their conversation about their hot married boss extended beyond what was necessary. It was juicy gossip but neither of the women in the handicap stall gave a damn.

Stella and Macy were staring at London’s pretty pussy with unwavering intensity and London was reveling in them looking at her. She knew her pussy was fat and pretty, and she took pride in it. Her husband enjoyed it very much, as had lovers of her past. But this was about to be their pussy now too.

Unable to restrain herself much longer, Stella charged towards her, pushing her against the wall. The move elicited a light thump, but the interrupters were so engrossed in their thirsty conversation they didn’t notice. London was thankful for that.

She desperately kissed Stella back, her arms limp at her sides. She suppressed a moan when Stella began playing in her pussy. Her legs gaped open, and she felt Stella’s appreciative moan against her lips. Her back arched when Stella inserted not one but two fingers inside of her at once. Her hands flew around Stella’s broad back, and she gripped it through her clothes. Her hips bucked against her. This woman knew how to play in some pussy. Was it her experience, her age, or both? Stella was 35, and Macy was 41 to her 22. So, they were much older. She couldn’t help wondering if a woman her age could be this masterful and good. This controlling.

The rude bitches were still talking and lingering. Good God, would they ever leave? She was dying to let her screams out. She felt like she was choking on them. She could feel the tension in Stella’s body, like she was holding back too. She could feel her struggle not to breath so loud. She didn’t know what Macy was doing, and at that moment, she didn’t care. Stella was proving to be as adept at pleasing a woman’s body as she was.

London assumed she was watching and possibly enjoying herself. Exercising her own restraint.

Her mind drifted for a moment. What time was it? Had they surpassed their lunchtime? Their boss was going to hang their asses for this one.

Who cared? Stella’s fingers were doing marvelous things to her pussy.

And then she felt Macy’s lips on her titties again, and…


UNRESTRAINED

One woman was kissing her passionately while playing in her pussy; the other was drawing one of her titties in her mouth, sucking it gently, while holding it with two hands. MY GOD! If someone had told her even an hour ago that this would be happening an hour later, she would’ve slapped their face and ran screaming from the building. But she was all in. She was gone. Beyond rhyme or reason at this point.

She was in the bathroom at her job with two of her friends, one 13 years her senior; the other, almost twenty, letting them have their way with her in a bathroom stall for the handicapped, while three of their coworkers were just inches away, clueless. The forbidden, taboo aspect of it all made her want to explode on Stella’s punishing fingers.

Her chest levitated against Macy’s mouth; her hips arched to Stella’s probing fingers. The beautiful woman was fingering her with ardent aggression, swiftly moving her fingers in and out of her tight pussy. London was turned on by the wet sounds her fingering emitted from her super wet pussy. How didn’t these women hear them?

Time seemed to pass with ease. London felt tension building in her hips and knew she was going to explode soon, and she knew she wouldn’t be able to keep quiet. She was struggling now. The combination of fingers, lips, and tongue made her want to lose her mind. She wanted to scream so bad it was agonizing.

Finally, after what felt like decades, the intruders left the restroom. She exploded just as the door closed. She covered her own mouth, suppressing her screams. Tears trailed out the corners of her eyes as a rebuttal. Macy kept sucking, licking, and slurping her tit; Stella was now sucking the other titty while her fingers kept thrusting in and out of her in a punishing, almost angry matter. Her panties had slid down her legs to her feet, so her thighs were no longer restrained. Stella pushed them open wider with her knees.

Macy was sucking her titty so greedily, spit was coming out the sides of her mouth; Stella was gentler, slowly French kissing her fat titty, in contrast to her mean fingers. London’s shaking hands reached down to grasp the back of both women’s heads. Her mouth trembling; her eyes weakly opened to gaze dazedly at the bathroom ceiling. Her mind was blown. Her body was weak. She was theirs. All theirs.

“Oh God,” she weakly called out.

Macy smiled against her titty. “Don’t call God now sweetie. The Devil is in full control.”

“And I’m so fucking glad,” Stella cackled.

“I can’t take this,” London dazedly murmured. “It’s too good. You’re both too good. So, fucking good.”

Her chest jerked when Macy released her titty with a rude pop. She stared deep into London’s glazed eyes. “You ready to go home with us now?” she sexily whispered.

London silently nodded.

Macy’s smile didn’t reach her eyes as she continued. “You think this was good? You haven’t seen nothing yet.”



All three women were written up for getting back to their desks forty-five minutes late but neither gave a goddamn. They were beyond fired up and uncomfortably aroused for what the night would bring.

London never made it home. She called Tylen and told him she was going out with her friends.

“Again?” was all he initially said. She could sense his irritation, but he was too much of a gentleman to let it out. “The three of you just went out last night.”

“We want to go see that new Denzel Washington movie,” she sweetly insisted. “You know how much I love Denzel baby.”

“Yeah, I know,” he gruffly said.

“They love him too. We’re going out to dinner after that.”

“Babe, it’s Thursday. This can’t wait til Friday? Or Saturday?”

London impatiently sighed and squirmed in her driver’s seat. Her free hand gripped the steering wheel, her mind reeling for the night that lay ahead. She was anxious to get her husband off the phone so she and her pussy and titties could concentrate solely on her two lovers. “Come on Tylen. I promise I’ll be all yours the rest of the week.”

“Yeah and then next week you’ll go out four times again. Whatever babe. Just be careful and have a good time.”

She grinned. Good wasn’t the word. “For sure.”

“Should I wait up or will you be spending the night?” He was being sarcastic but that actually wasn’t a bad idea.

“I don’t think so,” she carefully said. “I don’t know.”

“Well, which one is it?” That alpha man was starting to rear his ugly head now.

“I don’t know,” she stressed again. “I’ll let you know. I did hear something about a thunderstorm later this evening, so if it’s too bad I’ll probably go home with one of them.”

“Aren’t they married? You sure their husbands won’t mind?”

“Well, Macy’s husband drives on the road, so he won’t be there to care.” She stopped and instantly shut her mouth, regretting telling him. She had to remind herself it didn’t matter. He had no idea Macy was a carpet muncher. She reveled in the fact that she could sneak around with them, and Tylen was clueless. As well as their husbands.

“Well, if you’re afraid to drive, I’ll come pick you up,” her husband stubbornly insisted. “I don’t like you staying away from home.”

London was losing her patience. When had Tylen gotten so silly?

Her feet pressed harder on the accelerator as she urgently steered her Land Rover in the direction of Macy’s house. “Tylen, don’t be silly,” she fussed. “It’s just one night. Damn.”

“Well, fuck you too.”

London briefly closed her eyes and counted to ten. “Sorry. I’ll be home. I promise.”

“Well, don’t forget you have to work tomorrow so don’t be too late.”

God damn dude. “Bye baby. Love you. I’ll call you later.”

“Goodnight. Have a good time with Denzel.”

As if! “For sure. Later.”

She ended the call before he could say anything else. Her mind was one way and that was on getting her box destroyed by two hungry, alpha lesbians waiting for her less than ten miles away.

When she arrived at Macy’s palatial two-story house minutes later, both women greeted her at the door. They wasted no time pouncing on her. They alternately kissed her, touching her all over as they whispered dirty, filthy words of promise and lust to come.

“I’ve been thinking about eating your pussy since we left work,” Macy hissed, cupping her pussy beneath her dress.

“It’s only been thirty minutes since we saw you, but I swear it feels like thirty years,” Stella murmured. She was already in beast mode, removing London’s dress with heightened intensity.

London hastily kicked off her shoes and stood there, waiting. It wasn’t long before she was wearing only her panties and bra.

“I swear, those panties look delicious on your body,” Macy said, rubbing her hands over her ass. “And your fat ass hugs them in the most intoxicating way.”

“Not to mention that fat pussy.”

“And these titties…” Macy went behind London and unfastened her bra, almost tearing it off her body.

London almost lost her composure. She watched with fascination as her boobs bounced and swayed against her chest. She had always felt blessed to have the breasts she had. They were the envy of many and now they were about to be a full course meal for two, hungry, woman-eating lesbians.

“These big ass tits are fucking ridiculous,” Macy rasped, going in for the kill. She held them in her hands and attacked, sucking and slurping on them with unrestrained greed.

“Yes,” London whined. Her head fell back. “Yesssss. Suck them Macy, suck them. Suck my titties.”

Her legs parted slightly when Stella eased behind her, put her hands to her pussy and began playing with it.

“Oh my God,” she sighed.

Stella parted her lips and ran her finger up and down her protruding clit. “I can’t wait to put your clit in my mouth,” she whispered. She pulled London’s hair with her free hand and bit her neck.

“Stella!”

Macy motorboated her tits and looked up at her, licking them lengthily. “Mmmm,” she moaned, swirling her tongue. “Mmmm. Mmmmm. Mmmm.”

London lifted her head to look down at her. She desperately frowned at the dark level of lust in Macy’s eyes. She loved the way Macy looked at her. The way both women did.

“Suck them Macy. Suck my tits. Yes, like that. Oh, that feels so good. That feels so good Macy, oh my God.”

Macy’s head yanked back and forth with each suck, pull, and release of her tits. London’s mouth trembled. Her ears rang at the wet sounds of her pussy as Stella possessively played with it.

This magical moment went on for minutes, each woman swapping back and forth between playing in her pussy and sucking her titties. Then they were both sucking her titties and one was playing in her pussy while the other played with her clit. London felt like she was coming undone. She still couldn’t believe she’d allowed herself to hook up with two women- her friends- simultaneously. They were so nasty and ruthless with her it almost drove her insane. This was how sex and seduction were supposed to be. This! Women were truly the best and gifted at this. No man would ever come close. She was sure of that.

And to think, they hadn’t even started eating her pussy yet. Heaven help her when that happened.

“Let’s go up to my bedroom,” Macy said, pulling away from her titties. She was breathing so hard London feared she’d pass out.

“Yes, let’s,” Stella chimed in. “I’m ready to put my face all up in this juicy pussy.”

London almost orgasmed at those words alone.

“You ready for us to destroy this pussy baby?” Macy breathlessly asked her.

London couldn’t do anything but stare at them and nod. She was so turned on she’d forgotten how to talk.

She allowed the women to usher her up the stairs to the bedroom Macy shared with her husband. They led her to the California King bed in the back of the room and pushed her down on it. She lifted her hips as both women grabbed a side of her panties and pulled them off. Stella instantly put the panties to her nose, sniffing them like an animal. Macy took them from her and put them in her mouth, consuming them. Stella leaned towards her and pulled some of the material into her own mouth. Both women licked the panties as they watched her. London’s hands formed into tight fists as she anxiously watched them, squirming. Her eyes were anxious with anticipation.

Macy spit her panties out and turned to her, running her hands up and down her body. She spread her thighs open wide, exposing her pink, wet pussy.

“Yes,” she hissed, narrowing her eyes at it.

“That’s the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen,” Stella co-signed.

“I’ve been waiting on this moment for months sexy. Been dying to eat this pussy.”

She closed her eyes and leaned down to it, kissing it softly. Stella moved her hair out the way and watched her friend place lingering kisses all over their younger co-worker’s pussy. She licked her lips, her mouth watering. London put her finger in her mouth and watched Macy. She couldn’t stop squirming. Macy’s face at her pussy looked so good.

She loudly gasped, her eyes stretched, and her hips arched when Macy’s tongue plunged into the abyss of her cunt. She cried out and put both hands to her mouth. Stella spread her legs wider and gathered Macy’s hair in her hand, holding it back as she started loudly eating London’s pussy.

“Uh!” London cried out, staring at the ceiling. “Uh! Uh! Uh! UHHHHH!”

Wet, slurpy sounds filled the air along with her screams. Macy was going in and showing her pussy no mercy.

“That looks so good Mace,” Stella said in a hushed tone. Her eyes were unwavering on her friend’s face, mouth, and tongue in London’s bushy pussy. “Eat her pussy babe. Eat it. Eat it good. You’re doing so good. Tear it up Mace. Tear it up.”

“Mmmm. Mmmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm,” Macy moaned, her head moving in fast, wild circles as she dined on London’s juicy, delicious pussy. “Mmmm. Mmmm. Mmm.” Her tongue recklessly swirled the entire vulva, covering every spot. “Mmmmph.” She viciously fucked her with her tongue. She reached up to fondle London’s humongous tits.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!” London screamed.

Her legs moved wildly on the bed. It was too good. Too damn good. She tried to close her legs against Macy’s menacing head, but Stella held them open. She pushed them back, holding them in place.

London looked down at Macy in astonishment. She pushed against her head, pleading. “Oh please. Please. Oh, my God. Oh my God. I can’t take it. I can’t take it. It’s too much. Oh, please Macy. Macy please. Please!”

Macy growled and gobbled up her pussy, consuming it like it was the sweetest, juiciest piece of fruit in the universe. It kind of was.

“Eat that pussy Macy,” Stella demanded. Her nails pried into London’s knees. She was turned on at the visual of her friend tearing up London’s pussy. “Eat that pussy! That’s right girl. Eat that good, hairy pussy.”

London continued to press at Macy’s head, helpless. But her hips were defying her resistance. They moved wantonly against Macy’s face, winding in circles and moving up and down in rhythm to the 41-year old’s eating. Her cries of pleasure were almost as loud as Macy’s dirty moans and Stella’s vile encouragement.

“Eat that pussy,” Stella heatedly kept whispering. She watched Macy’s shaking, circling head with feverish intensity. “Eat that pussy. Eat that pussy”

London looked back and forth between both women. She stared at her pussy, at Macy’s hands on her titties, at Stella’s hands on her knees. She screamed hard, loud, and repeatedly as she erupted. She cried, her eyes pleading through the tears. But she didn’t want them to stop. Hell no. Resistance was futile. She wanted it to keep going. She was going to fight through this struggle of top tier lust and head if it killed her.

Her eyes struggled to stay open so she could see the goodness wreaking havoc between her legs. But it felt so good she had to close her eyes and savor it. Macy kept eating, didn’t pause or stop once through her spasms and screams. She watched her as she ate her, her head swelling at the damage she was doing to the younger, married woman. That’s what the fuck she got for being so mother fucking fine. She was going to keep eating that pussy until she didn’t even want her husband touching her.

Her breathing was harsh and ragged and smothered, as she was face deep in that pussy. Her tongue moved in and out of it in deep, concentrated thrusts. She stopped a few times to lick her lips but mostly kept going. She loved having her face deep in London’s pussy. Loved the smell of it as much as the taste.

She put a finger deep inside of her and switched off back and forth with her tongue.

“Friend, your face looks so good in that pussy,” Stella said, staring lustfully. “You have no idea how good this shit looks. If only you could see it.”

She reached in her the pocket of her leather pants and retrieved her phone. She pulled up her camera and started filming, not asking either woman for permission. They had filmed their escapades before, but London was new, and London was different. She didn’t seem to mind. When Stella glanced over at her she saw London watching the phone. She seemed to be getting off on it.

Stella begrudgingly left their side for a moment to go to the other side of the bed. She moved the bedside table down to line up with London’s pussy and Macy’s head and leaned her phone against the tower of books sitting on it. Her friend’s pussy eating was in full view. She looked at London for ass backwards approval and was relieved when London nodded yes. She wanted to view it later too.

Looking down to watch Macy annihilate her pussy was one thing but seeing it on camera was another. It gave her a different angle to admire Macy’s skills, and it was a salacious sight. The idea of what they were doing in a room Macy shared with her husband; knowing her own husband was not far away waiting for her at home, gave her a thrill of reckless excitement she almost felt shameful for.

And when Stella leaned over her body, gathered both of her tits and began hungrily sucking them while Macy continued to fondle them, it sent her over the edge again. She screamed so loud she almost became hoarse.

“Oh, my God Macy,” she sobbed. “Oh, my God Stella. Yes. Yes. Ya’ll make me feel so good.”

“You like what I’m doing to this pussy baby?” Macy asked her.

London’s body jerked as she came again. “Oh, my God, yes,” she whimpered. “Yes. Yes!”

Her legs weakly drifted back down to the bed and moved restlessly. Her body twisted and turned against her two amorous lovers. She had one hand in the long, flowing hair and the other in the short bob. She never wanted this moment to end. She wanted it to go on and on and on and on until she was a puddle of nothingness on the bed.

And speaking of puddles… Macy’s marriage bed was soaked. She had come so hard she’d squirted, and she had never done that before. These women were pulling the impossible out of her. The game they were playing was dangerous, risky, and wicked. And that’s what made it worth it.


GOOD, FORBIDDEN PUSSY

Thunder. Lightning. Rain.

It started at some point, but Stella and Macy were so engrossed in good, forbidden, married, and younger pussy and jumbo titties they didn’t notice, and neither did London until the last minute. She almost smiled when she finally took note of the sound of pouring rain plinking against the windows and soaking the earth, because that meant she hadn’t technically lied to Tylen about how dangerous the weather was going to get. Now she had an excuse to linger even longer. As if she needed one.

London was in intoxicating, taboo lesbian heaven. These girls were pulling no punches. By the time the thunderstorm started, Stella and Macy had switched places and Stella was eating her pussy, while Macy consumed her melons. Macy had her hand on Stella’s head, directing it. Moving it the way she wanted it to go. She intensely watched Stella eating London’s pussy, moaning at the sight. London’s titties felt so good, soft, and plump in her mouth and seeing her friend doing that pussy dirty like she had, manifested quiet orgasms beneath her pants.

London was a pile of mush on the bed and was indeed hoarse by now from so much crying and screaming. If she’d thought Macy’s head game was on point, Stella was something else entirely. Each woman was gifted at eating pussy, but their techniques were different. Macy was nastier and more aggressive, while Stella was gentler and took her time. She luxuriated in each lick, each slurp, each kiss. She softly touched her body while she ate her, fingering her now and again, and that too was gentle. Her orgasms with Stella were quieter and less explosive but still intense. She couldn’t pick a favorite. They were both supremely gifted.

“I love your pussy,” Stella muttered against her saturated flesh. “I love your pussy.” She put her hands beneath her hips, placed them against London’s thighs and parted her pussy at the top. She kissed her all over her hairs; then began eating her again. “I love everything about this body. Everything. Thank you.” She kissed her pussy again. “Thank you.”

“Thank you indeed,” Macy drawled, still holding on to Stella’s now untamed hair.

“This pussy is so good. So good. Such good pussy. Good pussy.”

She gently licked her clit; then drew it between her lips, sucking it languidly.

“Stella,” London whimpered, beginning to cry again. “Stella. Stella.” She watched her. “Oh baby. Oh baby!”

“Mmmmmm.”

London looked at the back of Macy’s yanking head on her tits. Her mouth trembled in fascination. “Oh Macy,” she whispered. “Macy.”

She looked over at the camera and her face scrunched up at the visual of Stella’s face deep in her pussy. She had stopped sucking her clit and was tenderly inhaling her entire cavern again.

Her body stiffened, her jaw went slack, and her eyes closed. Stella putting a finger in her pussy and tickling her G-spot set it off. She kept tickling and kept eating and Macy kept sucking and slurping as her body jerked wildly against them. She helplessly spasmed and trembled against them. They were unmoved and unbothered by her pleas for them to stop. Of course, she didn’t mean it, and she knew they knew she didn’t. So, they kept going.

Over an hour later, they were still going at it like starved animals.

I could die right now, go to hell for being a cheating slut, and be completely cool with that, London dreamily thought to herself.

Women were goddamn amazing at this shit. She truly felt like she was in another world. The fact that it was women pleasing her and doing nasty, dirty, immoral things to her while talking dirty, made it feel better. She got off on knowing none of their husbands knew what they were doing and had faithful, dedicated wives as far as they were concerned.

“Oh. Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhh-a. Oooo. Ooo. Ooo. Oh, my God. Oh, my God, the two of you are so good at this. You’re amazing. So amazing. Oh, you eat my pussy so good. The two of you know how to eat some pussy!” London’s head lolled back and forth on the bed.

Both women were eating her pussy. At the same time. One was tongue deep in her pussy while the other sucked and licked her clit. Both had a hand on a titty. One had a finger in her ass; while the other was deftly fingering her pussy. Her legs were up in the air and spread super wide to accommodate both women. London had her fingers trailing through their hair. She sexily winded her hips against them and arched to their ardent mouths. Her eyes were in the back of her head; heavy, sexy audible breaths escaped her full lips. It felt so good she soon couldn’t make a sound. Only breathe.

Next thing she knew, she was on her stomach and they had her legs up in the air behind her, spread wide. Macy ate out her juicy, fat ass, while both women swiftly fingered her pussy. London was hoarsely screaming and crying. Goddamnit, she couldn’t take this shit. What the fuck were they trying to do to her? Turn her out? Drive her insane? Kill her?

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” she rasped in manic repetition. “Oh my God Macy. Oh God, Stella. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

Not long after that wild moment, Stella was able to fulfill her dream of eating London’s pussy while she was standing up. Macy had an ottoman in her bedroom, and she stood behind London, playing with her titties while Stella sat up on her knees, eating London’s pussy like a beast while she held it open. Per her wishes, London had her foot cocked up on the ottoman. She wildly looked down at her, astonished at how gifted the woman was at tearing her pussy up. With no mercy. She loved how out of control they were with her.

They made her love having a pussy. She’d always thought she had a great body, but they made her fall in love with her body. They made her fall in love with her pussy. She loved watching their faces in her pussy; the unhinged, feral expressions they had on their faces as they ate it. The dirty moans that emitted from their busy mouths. She loved looking at her pussy while they had their way with it. She loved that they were turning her out. She loved that they made her cum continuously, without effort from them or concentration from her. Infidelity was fun. Cheating with women was fun.

And who knew a fake dick could bring pleasure too? Of course, one of them would have a strap-on and of course it would be the alpha Macy. When Stella was finished worshiping London’s divine pussy on her knees, Macy pushed London back on the bed, pulled her ass to the edge, and pulled down her leather pants. What lied beneath the boxers she had on was a huge, jet black, life-like fake dick with realistic ridges, attached to a harness around Macy’s small waist. London’s mouth dropped wide open as she stared at it.

“Holy shit,” she croaked.

“Just wait until it’s inside you,” Macy purred, licking her perky nipple. “Trust me, I am gifted with this mother fucker, and I know how to use it.


“Trust me, she does,” Stella smirked, getting on the bed and situating herself on her knees behind London’s head. 

It was at that moment that it finally occurred to London to ask if Stella and Macy were getting it on in secret too. They hadn’t given her any indication that they were. Even at the clubs, they were never in each-other’s faces or went into the bathroom without taking other women with them. Maybe Stella knew from watching Macy with-

Before she could finish her thought, Macy was pushing her knees back; Stella was holding them open in place, and Macy was plunging that black wonder deep inside of her. London screamed and her eyes went to the back of her head again. She reached down to grab Macy around her small waist, but Macy shook her head no.

“Put them behind your head,” she growled. “I want you completely submissive.”

London’s pussy tingled at the idea, and she willingly did as she was told. The tingling soon gave way to vibrations, pulsations, throbs, and spasms. Macy fucked her like a ruthless man, rough and aggressively. Almost callous. Angrily. Like she hated her. Like she was punishing her.

Macy thrusted in and out of her with relentless energy. London was in awe. She didn’t know if the King Kong fake dick was really that good or if it was the idea of a woman fucking her like a man, with the attitude of a man. It was honestly the best of both worlds. Not better (Tylen had amazing, out of this world dick), not the same. Just… different.

Stella leaned over her trembling body and sucked her tits as Macy fucked her. When she got tired of that, she went to the side of the bed, laid her body sideways to London, and licked her pussy while Macy continued to fuck her. London came so hard she squirted; then passed out.

When she woke up, her legs were still sprawled open and her ass was still at the edge of the bed. Both women were sitting in chairs on either side of the bed, protectively watching her. She almost screamed when she woke up and saw them sitting there. They were as still as statues, and their gazes were unwavering.

She was momentarily distracted by the sound of the rain that was still coming down strong outside. The thunder and lightning had stopped. She briefly thought of Tylen and was almost certain he’d called. But she wasn’t ready to go back to reality yet.

She stubbornly closed her eyes against thoughts of her husband; then haltingly opened them to look back at her new lovers. Being open and exposed with her guard down almost made her cover herself but their looks of lust and adoration as they gazed upon her thick goodness, made her boldly continue to just lie there and return their looks of fascination.

“You guys were amazing,” she softly said, grinning foolishly. Her hand absently caressed her titty, while the other glazed over her still saturated pussy. Both women’s eyes attentively followed her moves.

Stella simply smiled at her. Macy leaned forward and rested her elbows on her knees. “So, when are we doing this again?”

An unbearable wave of anticipation swept through her entire body.

“What time is it?” she asked, delaying her answer.

Stella briefly glanced at her watch. “1:30.”

London gasped and immediately sat up. “Oh shit! Tylen!”

Her moment of immoral escapism blown again, London bolted off the bed and ran down the stairs, naked. She ran to where she’d left her purse on the floor by the door and scooped it up, grabbing her phone. There were several missed calls and texts from Tylen.

She soberly stared at her phone, twisting her lips. She begrudgingly felt bad. In ten years of marriage, not only had she never cheated; she’d never spent a night away from him. She’d broken all kinds of traditions and sacraments tonight. He had to be worried sick. She needed to call him. What should she say to him? How would she be able to redeem herself? This was so out of character for her.

“Tell him you drunk too much, got sick, fell asleep, and you’ll see him later tomorrow.”

London startled and looked up to see both Stella and Macy standing at the bottom of the stairs. She hadn’t even heard them come down.

It was Macy who had spoken. “You’re staying the night,” she adamantly finished.

London just looked at them.

“You’re more than welcome to go home,” Stella assured her. Her lips lifted in a teasing smile. “Only… we know you don’t want to.”

“We’re calling out of work tomorrow. And so are you.” Macy slowly walked towards her, looking like the predator she was. She put her hands on both of London’s breasts and leaned into her, kissing her madly.

London’s phone fell to the floor as she submissively returned the kiss.

After what felt like hours, Macy pulled away, licking her lips. She stared deep into London’s eyes and placed her hand on her younger coworker’s pussy, cupping it. London softly gasped, already coming undone. Macy’s smile was sinister. “Call him now. Tell him what I said; then come back upstairs with us. We’re going to eat that pussy all night and all-day tomorrow. Until you’re begging for us to stop.”

“I don’t see myself doing that,” London weakly confessed.

“Trust me, by the time we’re done with you, you’ll be begging to leave this house,” Stella interjected.

London swayed on her feet.

“Call him,” Macy repeated. “Then come to us.”

Both women headed back up the stairs. London just stood there looking at them. Vulnerable. Weak. Theirs.

She needed to leave. She needed to go home to Tylen. She needed to stop this dangerous affair before it got out of hand, and she couldn’t stop it.

Too late.

Stella paused on the stairs and looked back down to her. “And trust,” she began, “tomorrow won’t be the end of it either.”

“You’re ours now,” Macy insisted, also pausing. “And until we’ve decided we’ve had enough.”

“And trust us, we won’t.”

“Hurry up and bring that pussy back upstairs.”

“I want to record you eating her pussy again Mace. This time, I want to watch you eat it while she sits on your face.”

London almost came at the thought.

“That sounds divine.”

Both women wickedly looked at her and smiled.

“Hurry up London,” Macy repeated.

“We’ll be waiting.”

They disappeared up the stairs and out of view.

London’s heart was racing. Her hands were shaking. Her pussy juices were raining down her thighs.

With great effort, she picked up her phone and called Tylen. He immediately started screaming at her and questioning her when he answered. She let him finish his tirade; then repeated everything Macy had told her to, word for word. She hung up before he could issue any demands; then immediately shut down her phone.

Whatever drama and consequence happened after this, it would be worth it. She was all in now. And she wasn’t going back.

Unfazed and 100% sure, London headed back up the stairs to her married, lesbian lovers.
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