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Brooklyn
Gorgeous Brooklyn is smoking hot. Slim body, amazingly large and  
perky boobs, and a pussy that leaves mouths watering. She drizzles a little 
oil on her ample chest and get her boobs shining. After that slick warmup, 

that she focuses on a wet blowjob and filling her tight little pussy. 
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Angel always likes to get what she wants and today she has her 
big boobs pointing at Christian’s bald head and well-traveled 
cock. But what she really wants is his big python sliding be-
tween her boobs and ending up spewing his all on her pussy.
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I’d never try hiding my stare when 
she flipped a sweatshirt over her head; 
I’d smile too wide when Angie stood 
matter-of-factly before me in a tight 
bikini top.

Our unspoken agreement of yes-
we-know-you-love-them-and-want-to-
see-them-and-I-will-only-allow-you-
this-little-ever-so-teasing-looking still 
existed as strong as ever, but lately I 
felt something in the wind. Angie was 
changing clothes around me more and 
more often, wearing the lowest-cut 
tops, brushing too close. 

Let me explain: Angie is resolutely 
heterosexual.  I, on the other hand, 
have been involved in a wide variety of 
sexual encounters with both guys and 
girls. We each knew where the other 
stood. And I knew that she knew of my 
need to see her tits, as well as I knew 
that my friend enjoyed teasing me with 
them.

The teasing went a step further 
last Saturday, when Angie drove over to 
my house for an afternoon of shopping. 

“We got a few secs, right?” my 
best friend asked, walking into my tiny 
kitchen. “We don’t have to head right 
out, right?”

“Yeah,” I said. She stopped not a 

foot from me.
“Sit,” my friend. “I want to show 

you something.”
Believe me, you are one step ahead 

of me! I had no idea what my friend was 
up to, truly. Despite all my hoping, fan-
tasizing, and solo salivating, I had still 
thought impossible what was about to 
actually happen. 

Taking three steps back from me 
as I plopped myself down on my rickety 
kitchen chair, Angie began unbutton-
ing her sweater! “We both know you 
hunger for my tits, honey,” she began, 
breathing as heavy as I. “You know I’m 
not into girls...really. But....” Placing a 
hand to either side of her sweater, An-
gie had it completely unbuttoned and 
was spreading the halves apart as my 
pussy flooded. What the hell was she 
doing?! Her tiny blue eyes on mine, my 
friend’s thin lips spread in her usual 
crooked smile.

“I see you squirming when I get 
dressed around you,” she admitted, 
and the sweater was off her shoulders, 
down at her sneakers in a flash! Her 
low-cut black bra barely held the white 
flesh pushing out of its cups! “If you’ve 
noticed, I’ve been doing it more and 
more lately. I guess I like showing them 

off for you more than I realized.”
With Angie talking like this, so mat-

ter-of-fact, I was feeling all the more 
vulnerable...and all the more turned 
on! Without pretext she was giving me 
this simple opportunity to see her.

“So I thought, why not let you see 
them...all the way? I don’t know if I’ll 
ever get up the nerve again....”

I couldn’t move let alone speak as 
my best friend brought her hands up to 
her back and unhooked her underwire! 
After all these years of my dreaming, 
Angie was now standing before me 
bare-breasted!

“Like I said, you know I could nev-
er really do anything more.”

“I know, I know,” I said, sitting 
straight up.

“But this does turn me on, I’ve got 
to admit. It turns me on showing off for 
you,” .

Angie’s breasts were as pale as the 
rest of her. Her nipples were slightly 
pink, little, and hard, her smooth are-
olae and not all that large, a bit more 
than half-dollar size, I’d guess. The 
swell of her tits, the heavy spill of them, 
was unbelievable though.	 Angie had 
confidence to spare! “I want you to 
look at them,” my best friend said, as if 

SEEING ANGIE

Lately I sensed Angie going out of her way to show off her tits to me. 
She knew I loved her perfectly round DDs, and although I sport a 

firm set of 34Cs myself, I ached to see my blue-eyed friend topless. 



from my wet lips to present her left tit 
the very same way she had the right. I 
finger-fucked my gloppy hole.

“That’s good,” she moaned as she 
leaned into me more. 	 “ E n o u g h , ” 
she said, breaking from me a half min-
ute later.

I still sat there, one hand up my 
pussy, the other squeezing my right tit. 
God, that couldn’t be all that she was 
going to give me! Jesus, I was about 
to explode from the aching in my clit. 
I was all full up, ready. I needed to feel, 
taste, smell Angie close.

“I want to watch you let go,” Angie 
said, retreating two steps. “I won’t play 
with them unless you do,” she teased.

“Angie, please!” I pleaded, feed-
ing another finger into my hot hole. I 
suddenly felt more exposed than I had 
ever felt before in my life...and that’s 
saying a lot, considering my history! 

Not only was I naked, 
fingering myself, but I 
was begging her! God, 
was I ever turned on! I 
fed my fingers into my 
pussy deeper.

“Good,” my 
friend said as she 
put her hands to her 
tits and squeezed her 
nipples.

I watched her. 
Two fingers up my lit-
tle hole, and I felt that 
rise that comes when 
I am on the brink of 
my last slow climb. My 
legs began to shake 
like they always do, 

and I took my hand from my tit and 
pressed hard on my belly.

“You’re gonna come, honey?” An-
gie asked, pulling at her little nipples.

“Ah,” I screamed as Angie pushed 
her tits together and took two steps to 
me again.

“Bury your face in them,” she said, 
and I spread my legs as she walked into 
me, and I did just that! Again I pushed 
my wrist against her thigh, planting 
myself on my hand. “Go ahead, honey,” 
she coaxed as I rubbed and sputtered 
and smothered myself there in her 

I could do anything else. “Really look.”
“Shit,” I managed, ever the con-

versationalist.
“Stare as hard and long as you 

like, honey,” she continued.
I was literally squirming off my 

seat. My pussy was flooding, my own 
nipples rock-hard points under my 
blouse. Did Angie have any idea how 
wet I was? Would she care to know? If 
I could just get her to come up closer, 
take a step to me, I knew I could get 
my mouth....

“Now take off your clothes,” Angie 
said. “I want to watch you masturbate 
while you look at them.”

Angie so damn sure of herself, so 
confident in her teasing, in her big, 
beautiful tits and my need for them. 
She was right, of course—plenty of 
nights I had lain on my bed, on my belly, 
grinding my hips into a tented pillow, 
rubbing my clit to 
thoughts of Angie’s 
big, bare tits, Angie 
holding a tit in each 
hand, urging me to 
suck them hard!

I would have 
easily gotten naked 
for her in a second 
on any other occa-
sion; I have a tight, 
taut body...I love 
showing off myself! 
But I needed to know 
my best friend really 
wanted this. I needed 
to know that see-
ing me masturbate 
would turn her on. 

“Are...you...sure?” I panted. Angie 
raked her long nails up her belly, slowly 
strumming herself. Resting her palms 
just under each tit, she held each 
breast as I stood.

“I can’t say I’ll ever want to do this 
again,” my friend explained, rubbing 
the underside of her breasts lightly 
as I yearned to rip my clothes off. “All 
I know is that I am getting really wet 
thinking about you sitting under me 
masturbating to my tits.”

I was out of my jeans, peeling off 
my thong, and my bra in a minute.

“Sit,” Angie said, and I did.  With 
all my might I kept my taut thighs 
together. Let her get a good look, I 
thought, as I arched my back ever so 
slightly, wiggled my ass, and all but 
thrust my perky tits in the air, my trim 
brown-haired mound in full view.

“Here,” Angie said and actually 
took a step to me. I spread my legs 
then, and she did walk right into me, 
touching my inner thighs with her legs. 
I ached to scoot up closer so I could 
rub my pussy against her!

“I want to watch your face while 
you do it,” she said with her tits right 
there in my face...so fucking close! I 
took my right hand to my own right tit, 
sneaking my left in between my legs to 
my flooding pussy.

I wanted to lie back, spread my 
legs, grab my tits, and show Angie my 
hard, rosy red nipples, letting her see 

my spread, thick pussy-lips. I wanted 
to make her realize how glistening and 
hot I was for her. On the other hand, 
I wanted to stay this close to her, as 
close as I could. I wanted to open my 
mouth, have her lean in and....

“Suck,” Angie commanded, and 
her right tit was in my face “That’s 
it, honey, suck,” she said. I could do 
nothing but. I knew she could feel me 
strumming away down there below her 
line of sight. She held her tit steady as 
I suckled like a feeding baby.

“Now this one,” she said, releasing 



as well.
Finally I sat back and eased my 

drenched hand out of myself. Trying to 
still my breathing, I watched as Angie 
placed her hands to her hips again. Her 
big tits were a bit red from all her grab-
bing and squeezing, and had I had the 
energy I would have asked to console 
her by sucking on them again!

“Did you like that?” she asked, 
bending to retrieve her bra.

With the heat of the moment past, 
I assumed Angie’s modesty was tick-

ling her mind. I could 
have stayed as I was; 
I liked her looking at 
me, having no choice 
but to look at me. I 
knew if I thought hard 
on the way we were 
right then, me being 
exposed with my red 
pussy alive and jump-
ing, my tits perky and 
ready, I knew I could 
raise another orgasm 
out of myself. But if I 
got going right then, 
I’d want a whole hell 
of a lot more from 
my best friend than I 

knew she could give me.
Some thoughts are better left fan-

tasies, I thought as I bent to retrieve 
my thong. “Very much,” I finally an-
swered her.

“Good,” Angie said, standing up 
fully then. “Say good-bye,” she teased, 
fitting her massive jugs back into her 
bra. “Maybe you can help me pick out 
a bra today,” my best friend continued, 
as I eased my thong over my heated 
pussy, settling it between my cheeks. 
Angie bent for her sweater.

“Love to,” I said, reaching for my 
jeans.

“Maybe we can get you a new 
thong, too,” she added as we continued 
dressing. I didn’t answer, didn’t need 
to. “But you’ll have to model it for me 
later.”

As we both finished dressing, my 
mouth stayed shut out of pure shock, 
but I realized this just might be the best 
damn shopping spree I’d ever gone on!

fruity-smelling cleavage. “Go ahead, 
Jenna, do it, honey,” she said. “I want 
you to come every time you think about 
this day.”

I held my lips spread as wide as I 
could manage, easing a last finger into 
my steaming wet hole. What I wanted 
more than anything was to stay here, 
locked right like I was, my face pushed 
deep in between those juicy, heavy 
melons.

I pushed my wrist against Angie’s 
thigh, using her leverage to stick my 
fingers into myself 
even deeper.

“Yes, that’s it, 
honey, that’s it,” 
she said from above 
me.

 I was torn be-
tween wanting to 
stay right there 
and smother my-
self between my 
best friend’s tits 
and wanting to pull 
my face from her 
and stare at them. I 
wasn’t going to get 
the chance, though, 
close as I was to 
coming.

For her part, I could feel Angie 
breathing heavily around me, little 
moans escaping from her lips as she 
shifted from foot to foot.

“Stay with me, stay with me,” she 
said as I felt Angie push her tits togeth-
er even more. My chin was slipping; my 
hand inside my pussy was out of con-
trol. I had my wet, thick pussy spread 
as wide as I could, humping my clit on 
the heel of my hand.

“Urm, urm,” I suffered as I lapped 
at Angie’s tits, as I ate at them, as I 
nuzzled my nose in as deep as I could 
and she egged me on!

“Come honey, come,” she said as 
I clenched my little ass and began to 
bang, fucking bang, my hand into my-
self! “Mmm, you’re just jumpin’ around 
so much,” Angie cooed, and I felt that 
last rise, my clit engorged fully.

“No....” I managed, placing my 
cheek to the side of Angie’s right tit.

“Yes,” Angie countered. and I bur-
ied my face back in deep as my convul-
sions began.

“Mmm, look at you!” Angie said, 
standing back from me then as I cried 
out. She watched me come, my hand 
clenched and deep, my taut thighs 
spread as wide as I could get them, 
planted there on the chair, my back 
arched and my eyes wide on hers.

“All of it,” Angie said. “All of it, Jen, 
every last fucking drop.” With this, my 
best friend grabbed at her magnificent 

tits. I can’t say I have ever seen that 
particular look in Angie’s eyes, and I 
was damn glad I was bringing it about.

“Angie,” I sighed as I continued 
to come, a torrent of thick pussy juice 
dripping down my wrist. I sat there and 
suffered through this deepest of or-
gasms as we locked eyes. “Angie,” I 
repeated as she continued to pull and 
knead her big tits, as if she was trying 
with all her might to keep her hands 
away from me, maybe even her pussy? I 
began bouncing on the chair then, get-
ting every last bit of juice, every last 
drop from my open, heaving hole.

“More? More? More?” Angie asked 
as I milked myself, turning my fingers 
around and around in my hole, eas-
ing them out, then in, shaking my tits 
at her. Angie just kept right on playing 
with her rock-hard nipples, poking at 
her pale, firm flesh, massaging the shit 
out of her tits so much that I knew she 
would damn well remember this night 





Alexis
We just love watching Alexis fuck every chance we get, and this 
looks like a really good one. Check out those oversize boobs, 
and drool. They’re real, and look out, she really knows how to use 
them. She does not disappoint. Another great fucks from Alexis.
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Bridgette
Bridgette B puts a lot of effort into keeping her boobs looking per-
fect. After all, they are a big part of her livelihood. Her boobs look 
amazing as she twists and turns on her lover’s dick. Then, he squirts 
on her bountiful chest, keeping us all excited and enthralled.
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It was the guys who started it. They 
started this “night out” thing, and they 
started what happened between me and 
Brittany. So they have only themselves 
to blame. Or at least, they would…
if they had any clue about it. But they 
don’t, and Brittany and I are never go-
ing to tell them. Some things are better 
kept just “between us girls.” Like what 
we really do on our nights out. That’s 
going to remain our little secret.

Like I said, it was the guys who 
started it. First of all, they wanted a 
night out. A night without us girls or 
the kids. A guys’ night for doing “guy 
things.” When I asked Mike (my hus-
band) what sort of “guy things” they 
had in mind, he said, “You know…
shooting a little pool, having some 
drinks at a bar, maybe even going to a 
topless bar and watching the girls. You 
don’t mind, do you?”

I laughed. Mind? Mike’s been “too 
tired” too often, lately. Maybe if he 
went to a topless bar it would put him 
in the mood for some action…and I’d 
be the beneficiary! Mind? “No, I don’t 
mind. But there is one thing,” I added 
quickly. “If you and Pete are going out 
together for a ‘guys’ night out’, I guess 
Brittany and I are entitled to a ‘girls’ 

night out’ too.”
Mike grinned. “You want to go to 

the topless show too?” he teased me.
“Why not?!” I challenged him. 

“They have male dancers on Thursday 
nights at Cicero’s. Maybe we’ll go out 
on Thursday nights.” I could feel my 
eyes flashing; Mike was starting to bug 
me, teasing me about the topless bar 
as if it were all right for guys but ques-
tionable for us girls. “You have a prob-
lem with that?”

“N-no,” Mike hastily retreated. He 
recognized that he was on dangerous 
ground. “But if you two get all worked 
up over the dancers, remember to 
come home to us.”

“Did I feel it necessary to give you 
that kind of warning?” My hand was on 
my hip now, one eyebrow raised, as I 
felt resentment building in me. “Do you 
think we’re going to jump up on stage 
and go down on the male dancers?”

“No,” Mike said, physically back-
ing away from me.

“Is that what you guys do at the 
topless bar…get off with the danc-
ers?”

“No!” Mike protested. “It’s 
just….” and he left the sentence hang-
ing. He seemed uncertain, himself, of 

what he was concerned about. Finally 
he said, “Well, maybe you and Brittany 
would…you know….” He didn’t finish 
that thought either.

“No, I don’t know,” I said. “We 
would what?”

“You two. Together. A little girl-to-
girl action.”

“You think we’re lezzies?!”
Mike laughed nervously. “No, 

not really, but don’t all girls…some-
times…you know…like in the dorms at 
college or something…I thought….”

“You didn’t think. That’s your prob-
lem.”

“Well, if you do, we guys want to 
watch,” Mike blurted out. Then he re-
alized he had really gone too far this 
time, and he said, “Just have fun.” And 
he walked away.

I called Brittany, told her the guys 
were starting a “guys’ night out,” and 
we were to get equal time. I told her 
a topless bar might be in their plans 
and reminded her of the male dancers 
at Cicero’s on Thursdays. But I didn’t 

Two hot 

’n’ horny 

girls have 

fun solving 

each other’s 

problem

We walked in her front 
door and straight upstairs 
to her bedroom... 

GIRL’S NIGHT OUT



her house together. Her house, where 
her husband and kids weren’t home. 
Her house, where we were going to take 
out our nasty hornies on each other.

We didn’t say a word as we walked 
in her front door and straight upstairs 
to her bedroom. But when we turned 
and faced each other, I saw a moment 
of panic sweep wildly through her eyes, 
and I started to shiver even though it 
wasn’t cold. We stood there, frozen, 
for an eternity of seconds, but finally I 
started removing my clothes, and that 
sparked a mirroring action in Brittany. 
When we were both naked, we sank to 
the bed.

It was Brittany who made the first 
move, tentative though it was. She put 
her hand hesitantly on my hip. When 
I didn’t protest, she stroked lightly 
across to the other hip, trailing her 
fingertips delicately. But I was in heat, 
and I urgently thrust my pelvis in the 
air. “Touch me. There.” It came out in 
barely a whisper. Brittany moved exqui-
sitely slowly, cupping my furry mound 
with her hand, just holding me at first, 
then squeezing, and finally dipping one 
finger between my swollen labes in a 
search for the opening to my slit.

She found it, her finger dipping into 
my juice-slicked trench and wiggling 
around in an exploratory way. I uttered 
a groan and pushed upward again. I 
was sitting up but leaning sideward on 
one hand. Brittany pushed me down. 
“Let me do you,” she said, and now she 
was the one who was whispering. “Let 
me try.”

I lay back slowly and spread my 
legs, catching a whiff of the musky 
odor of my excited slot as I parted my 
legs and exposed my muff to the air. 
Brittany settled between my legs and 
looked down at my pussy, studying it 
intently. “You’re beautiful down there,” 
she said in awe, trailing a finger slowly 
down the length of my aperture and 
crossing my quivering clitty as she did.

“I’ll bet you are too,” I said, as 
she lifted up her juice-drenched finger 
and hesitantly put it to her mouth. Her 
tongue flicked out and barely touched 

mention the rest of what Mike had said.
Not till our second night out. The 

first night, we went out for drinks, went 
window-shopping, then hit a trendy new 
coffee bar before going home. But the 
second week, we actually went to Ci-
cero’s. And got turned on by the danc-
ers. As we watched a guy in a gold lamé 
bikini take it all off but a tiny g-string, 

Brittany said, “I’d love to finish unwrap-
ping that package,” and snickered.

“He’s probably gay,” I replied, “but 
I’ve gotta admit his moves turn me on 
all the same.”

“Me too,” Brittany agreed. “I wish 
Pete were under the table.”

“I just wish there was a table-
cloth—to hide my fingers,” I said with 
a grin. “Guess I’ll have to wait till I get 
home.”

“At least you have that. Pete’s tak-
en the kids over to his folks’ place. He 
said they won’t be home till 11. I said 
that’s too late for a school night, but he 
said once in a while won’t hurt them. It 
wasn’t worth fighting over. But by the 
time he gets home and we get the kids 

in bed, you know he’ll be too tired for 
fun and games.”

I got this goofy grin on my face 
then. I could feel it spreading across 
my features, but I couldn’t wipe it off. 
Brittany asked me what I was smiling 
at, and at first I wouldn’t tell her. Then, 
reluctantly, I told her what Mike had 
said about her and me.

“Well, that would take care of both 
our problems,” she agreed with an evil 
grin.

“You are teasing, right?”
“Sure. At least, I think so. Well, I 

was teasing, but…hell, I’m so horny 
now I’d squat over a fire hydrant if I 
could. Ashleigh, honey…haven’t you 
ever wondered what it’s like with an-
other girl?”

Actually I hadn’t. But I kept quiet 
and just listened. Brittany warmed to 
her subject and went on, and by the 
time she had finished, she was per-
fectly convinced that it was logical and 
reasonable for two girls to have sex 
together if they were horny. When she 
stood up, I knew we were going back to 





her finger. She paused, testing the 
taste of the juices she had licked up. 
Then her mouth curved up into an ex-
cited, pleased smile, and her tongue 
eagerly flicked out for more. This time 
she licked her finger clean.

“Why don’t you taste it straight 
from the source?” I suggested.

Brittany didn’t need to be pushed. 
She eagerly got down to where she 
could lick me, her tongue thrusting 
out like a lizard’s and sliding quickly 
between my two labes to make contact 
with my clit. But after a few purpose-
ful licks across the tip of my quivering 
come-button, she slithered her tongue 
down into the groove to the left of 
my clit and began scarfing up all the 
pussy-nectar she could find. When she 
had gotten all she could, she repeated 
the action on the other side.

This latest motion, good as it felt, 
was frustrating as hell. She was tan-
talizing me, but by licking alongside 
my clit, not on it, she was making me 
hotter without bringing me nearer to 
orgasm. And I was terribly in need. 
Between the strippers we’d watched 
and now the excitement of my first girl-
to-girl encounter, I was blazing like a 
chemical fire, and I needed the flames 
extinguished.

Now!
But Brittany seemed bent on do-

ing things in her own sweet time. In 
fact, right at this minute, she seemed 
focussed elsewhere altogether…spe-
cifically, on my breasts. Pulling away 
from my pussy, she kissed her way up 
my belly, across my midriff, and then 
latched onto my right boob. Her mouth 
fastened around the firm cone, sucking 
it in till most of my ample breast was in 
her mouth and the nipple was tickling 
at the back of her throat. Then she be-
gan a suck-and-release motion that re-
peatedly rubbed my nipple against the 
back of her throat, tantalizing us both.

I say “tantalizing us both” be-
cause it was right at that time that Brit-
tany started to get all wiggly and rest-
less, her body making little hunching 

movements that betrayed the extent of 
her excitement and need. Apparently 
it made her approximately as hot as 
it made me to have my breast in her 
mouth, to have my nipple rubbing the 
back of her throat, to have her mouth 

fastened around the swollen girth of my 
ample breast.

But when she switched breasts and 
began diligently sucking, it seemed she 
was settling in for some protracted 
mouthwork on my boob. And, good as 
it felt, my pussy was clamoring for her 
mouth. I decided a compromise was in 
order. “Finger me,” I begged, groaning.

My friend slipped a finger between 
my thick labia and once again waggled 
it against my straining clit-bud, send-
ing a hot electrical charge rampaging 
through my pussy. “Ahhhhh,” I exhaled, 
and then I began humping up and down, 
straining to get off.

Brittany’s finger moved faster as 
she realized how badly I needed to cli-
max. She suckled hungrily on my boob 
but kept her finger going steadily on 
my clit…and, unlike my husband, she 
didn’t stray off-point. I began to spiral 
up to an orgasm. 

Feeling my charged-up body 
straining to come, Brittany finally 
abandoned my breast and moved down, 
replacing her finger with her mouth and 
grazing my clit with her teeth before 
she resumed licking. I was flying up 

near the ceiling, I was so far into the 
stratosphere with need.

My friend began making encour-
aging grunts as she tongued me, her 
tongue flying quickly but unerringly 
across my clit-tip as I writhed and 
strained and humped and pumped. 
“Ungh! Ungh! Unhhh!” Brittany grunt-
ed, and I knew she was urging me to 
“Come! Come! Come!” I was about to 
do just that.

Suddenly a blinding kaleidoscope 
burst in front of my closed eyes as 
I surged into a shattering orgasm. 
“Oh!” I called out sharply, and then I 
groaned, a long, drawn-out groan that 
devolved into a wail. Brittany kept up 
with me, tonguing me till I began to 
relax, my upthrust, arced body settling 
back down onto the bed. Only then did 
Brittany remove her tongue from my 
clit, her face from my vee. Raising her 
head and displaying a juice-drenched 





face, she grinned impishly and asked, 
“How was I?”

“You’re hired,” I laughed. “I may 
never go back to my husband.”

“That good, huh? I gotta feel that 
for myself.”

“I don’t promise to be as good as 
you were.”

“I have confidence in you.”
So I sat up, and Brittany lay down, 

and I kissed my way from shoulder to 
shoulder and then down from breast to 
breast. Brittany has pink gumdrop nip-
ples, unlike my brown pebbles, though 
her breasts are actually less full than 
mine. I swirled my tongue around each 
nip in turn, and I scraped the sides of 
her nipples with careful teeth.

But when her body began urgent-
ly humping on the bed, I let my teeth 
graze their way down across the front 

of her body till I’d reached the musky, 
headily scented pussy patch of curly 
blonde hairs. Inspired, I tugged at her 
hairs with my teeth, and it was obvious 
she liked that, as she threw her body 
wildly around on the bed and jutted her 
hips ceilingward.

Then I parted her labia and bur-

rowed my face into the split slit. Her 
fragrant juices were acrid and sharp-
scented, but having seen how easily 
Brittany went down on me, I had over-
come my worries about being able to 
eat her out. Without any hesitation, 
I thrust out my tongue and stabbed it 
deep into her juicy pussy-slit.

At first I licked the entry to her hole, 
tonguing up the juices as they surged 
down from her inner depths. But I knew 
her clit was where the real seat of her 
sensations was, and I quickly changed 
tactics and applied my tonguetip to her 
clit-tip. Brittany squealed as if she’d 
seen an apparition, then shouted, “Yes! 
Do that!” and began wildly humping her 
body on the bed.

I hadn’t realized how hot…or how 
close…she was, but when she started 
those quick hunches and sharp thrusts, 

I realized she was already nearing the 
edge of climax. I thumbed her nipples 
as I relentlessly tongued her clit, and 
soon her breath was coming in sharp, 
labored intakes. Her whole body tight-
ened under my hands. Sweat poured 
off her. She was gasping like a landed 
trout. And I knew her climax was sec-

onds from happening.
“Oh! Ohhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

She sobbed as she groaned. It was 
obviously an extra-good one. And then 
she shuddered and began to relax. I 
stopped tonguing her then, knowing 
she’d be too sensitive. But I put my 
head down on her pussy patch with 
my nose near her slit. I didn’t want to 
leave the source of that wonderful, 
sexy womanscent yet.

Brittany’s hands came to rest 
on my head. “Good—that was great. 
Thank you.” 

“What are we doing next week on 
our girls’ night out?” I asked, grinning.

“Pete and the kids might not go to 
Grandma’s then,” Brittany warned me.

“We may have to rent a motel,” I 
said.

“We could be wicked and do it in 
the backseat of the car.”

“We’ll think of something.”
When I got home, Mike asked me, 

“So…did you girls have a good time?”
“Yup.”
“What’d you do?”
“We went to the strip show at Ci-

cero’s.”
“Is that all?”
I cocked my head sideways and 

draped my face in a teasing grin. “Oh, 
we both got so horny at the strip club 
that we got into some down ’n’ dirty 
lezzy sex afterward,” I said airily.

“No…seriously,” Mike said. 
“What’d you do?”

“Well, if you don’t want to believe 
me….” I said in my best you-know-
I’m-just-teasing voice.

Mike shrugged an I-give-up shrug 
and said, “I hope you didn’t really get 
too worked up at the strip club. I’m re-
ally kinda tired tonight.”

Like usual, I thought, but all I said 
was, “No, I’m fine. It’s okay.” I got ready 
for bed and got in next to him. He was 
snoring in no time, but my hot memo-
ries of the evening kept me awake for 
quite a while.

What Mike and Pete don’t know 
won’t hurt them… or us.









Lacie
Sometimes my climaxes are quiet, soft and fuzzy and sometimes they’re 
just fucking monstrous! My biggest and best are when I’m riding hard 
- cowgirl style.  I can feel my big boobs bouncing hard against         
my chest, and that makes every wave of orgasm more powerful.
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Caught with a dildo in her pussy, Angela was just about to get off when 
Destiny and Samantha find her and jump on the bed. Soon it’s getting 
more aggressive and forcing her to fuck it while they suck and fuck 
each other. Lots of flashing boobs, drool, spit and saliva to go around.

Destiny, Samantha, Angela
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