
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Hey there, reader 

Thanks for coming to sit on The Naughty Step. Whether you're here for one story or the whole sexy ride, I appreciate you taking the time (and the risk).

If you enjoy the book, feel free to leave a quick review wherever you got it. It really helps more than you’d think.

Now, lets get nasty..

Mia
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​Check out more on The Naughty Step

This is what you can expect...

​ALL SUBSCRIBERS:


●  Three filthy stories of fucking, slurping, sweating and cumming per week (normally Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday).



​PAID SUBSCRIBERS:


●  An extra TWO EXCLUSIVE stories that really push the boundaries and normally land me in hot water (Tuesdays and Thursdays mostly)



50% OFF PAID - LIMITED TIME OFFER

Here is the important bit my friends:

I don’t do “niches”. I write about whatever is making my pussy drip at any given moment.

One day it could be swingers eating each others assholes, the next it could be stepbrothers bonding over filling each others mouths with cock.

Anything (legal) can and does go. So be open. And be ready.

Come sit next to me on The Naughty Step...

MIA X X X
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​TWENTY SIX
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When Frank and I first met in College, we couldn’t keep our hands off of each other. We’d be fucking in a different dorm room each night, before, during and after parties, exploring each others bodies and pleasure zones with the help of MDMA, Magic Musrooms, THC, anything we could get our hands on. Frank would fuck me six ways from Sunday, and could last for an age, before producing a huge load of cum that I loved all over my tits and face. I was something of a nympho back then and, of course, Frank loved it. He used to call me his “wet dream girl”.

That kept going while we moved into our first apartment, making sure both our body fluids were in every room, screwing morning noon and night, living that bohemian life.

And then we fell into that trap. That old cliche. We became that couple...with kids.

We bought a house, and focused all of our time on raising our two amazing children. Frank focused on career-progression, and I focused on making sure our kids were ready for school, all the while wondering where that sexy college nympho with the tight tits, pussy and ass had gone. It was replaced with a frumpy exhausted zombie in sweats who couldn’t remember the last time she came, the taste of a cock, the feeling of being pleasured.

Frank was still horny, and would try to get me in the mood every now and then, telling me how hot I was, grabbing my ass, asking if I wanted to fool around once the kids had nodded off.

But I just wasn’t feeling it anymore. And I hated myself for it.

Frank booked a week off in August, just to burn some annual leave, and volunteered to drop the kids off at school for a change. 

“You want a coffee, sweetheart?” he asked me when he came back to find me channel surfing on the couch.

“That would be lovely, thank you”, I told him over a yawn.

He disappeared into the kitchen, and came back with a nice, warm, soothing coffee, and a wry smirk on his face as he passed it to me.

“What is it?” I asked him.

“Nothing!” he protested, as he sat on the couch beside me. “Enjoy, sweetheart.”

I snuggled up beside him and sipped on my coffee as we watched 90 Day Fiance. It was cool a lot quicker than normal, seemed like it had extra milk, but it was one of the nicest cups of coffee Frank had ever made me.

I finished it, and laid the cup down. 

As we were watching TV and the minutes passed by, I noticed that Frank’s cock was sem-hard through his shorts. Normally, I would just look back at the TV, but this time, I couldn’t look away from it.

I felt...different.

Strange, somehow.

An unfamiliar feeling was washing over me in waves, my body covered in goosebumps and my clit swelling against my panties, and without realising I was licking my lips and thinking about how much I really wanted to suck Frank’s cock and gargle on his thick load.

I was confused, having not had thoughts or feelings like this for nearly a decade!

Then it started dawning on me. This was a feeling I used to get in college, that feeling of wanted to be fucked like a dirty whore, to do something naughty, filthy, be violated, and to violate.

My nipples were stiffening and my breathing was getting faster, and Luke looked down at me, feeling it through my sweats.

“You okay?” he checked with me.

“Yeah, I, um, I feel weird”, I told him. As I stuttered, I noticed his cock had grown getting harder, and began to tent his shorts.

I wanted to taste it.

I was biting my lip, again.

Frank saw me looking at the outline of his rod, and grinned.

“You wanna see it?” he asked me, his hand around my shoulder gently caressing my arm.

I didn’t know what to say. It had been years since I’d seen Frank’s hard cock, Even longer since he’d touched my skin in that way. Even when I had given in and let him get a perfunctory fuck in, it was lights off, eyes shut, whats for dinner tomorrow.

But I did. I wanted to see it. Touch it. Taste it. 

A witness was building in my pussy and I wasn't ready for it, almost feeling ashamed.

Eventually, Frank stopped waiting for an answer, and pulled down his shorts, letting his cock flop out, nice and hard and pointing to the stars. It was still a nice long shaft, with a thick bulb at the top that I remember used to pull on my pussy lips when he’d thrust into me back in the day. Yeah, it was still a nice cock still, even if the belly above it had got a little pudgy with age.

“Can I...can I touch it?” I asked, blushing.

“Hmmm. My wife wants to touch my dick. Should I let her?” Frank said playfully.

I nudged him gently in the ribs, and we giggled at each other, as my hand, with a life of its own, found that warm, pulsing cock, at the base.

I could tell Frank was holding his breath, trying to contain his excitement, to look cool. But knowing he was just as horny as me was amazing.

I gently rubbed down his cock, and found his ball-sack hanging tight below his rod. I massaged them, and could see little shiny blobs of pre-cum, transparent and shiny, dripping out of his slit.

“Be careful, I might cum soon, it’s been a while!” Frank chuckled nervously.

“I’ll be careful”, I whispered.

I touched the blob of pre-cum with the tip of my finger, wiping it up. Frank watched, fascinated, as I brought it to my lips, and licked it.

“That was sexy, sweetheart”, Frank gasped.

“Do you remember your huge loads?” I asked him.

“Yeah, those were the days!”

“You were infamous on campus. So much thick, white, stringy cum, covering me, filling me up. You think you could still do that?” Who the hell did I think I was, talking like this?

Frank gulped. “I’d fucking love to try”.

I leant down and licked his dick briefly, feeling shy with the man I’d shared a bed with for the past twenty years. After I tested the waters, I put my lips around that bulging bulb, the taste of salty cum, manly sweat and the slightest whiff of piss filling me with excitement.

I sucked all the way down to the base, and could feel Frank squirming above me, trying to stifle moans of pleasure. I’ve still got it, I thought. Even after all these years without practice, I’ve still got the head skills.

I kept sucking hard, enjoying it, getting a good rhythm, while massaging his hardening testicles, feeling him trying to hold in his cum as I tried to drain it out of him.

I felt so fucking horny, my pussy was so fucking wet, I stuck my free hand down my pants and started rubbing my clit, sliding two fingers into my cunt, spreading my ample pussy juices around my crotch, lubing up everything.

“Oh fuck, sweetheart, baby, I’m gonna cum!” Frank moaned.

I immediately jumped off him and stood before him, wiped my mouth, and paced, feeling my chest beating fast, my pussy aching, like I was having a sexual panic attack.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s happening Frank, I feel weird, and horny and sexy and just wanna, wanna...”

“Fuck?”

“YES! So bad! Just want your cock inside me, but I, I’m not used to this Frank, it almost feels like I’m having a heart attack, my heart, my blood, my pussy is pulsing-”

Frank stood, and held me still, calming me, his cock still out, and pressing directly against my sweats, right where my pussy was leaking.

“Hey, just, calm down, Taylor. Don’t panic, you are allowed to feel...horny. You used to feel horny all the time, remember? It’s normal. I feel horny every damn second of every damn day!”

“But...since the kids, my body, I just...I’m normally so tired and...”

“It’s okay, I get it. I do. Come here”.

And he pulled me close, and hugged me. A deep, longing hug as he gently rubbed my back, and nestled my head in his chest. The sort of hug only a man who really understood you could give you.

As he calmed me, I felt his cock, pressing through my sweats, against my cunt.

And I wasn’t calming. All I could think about was getting that thing into my body in whatever dirty fucking hole he wanted to use.

His hand slowly lowering down my back was certainly helping, especially as it travelled beneath my sweats and began squeezing my dimply butt cheeks, his fingers close to my asshole with every squeeze.

I began sucking and kissing and licking his neck, and his fingers crept closer and closer to my anus.

Sweet fucking christmas, I started to have flashback, of how Frank introduced me to the taboo pleasures of all things anal, and how, once he’d made sure I loved it, I used to beg HIM for it.

My asshole started searching for his fingertip.

It was a lot looser now than it was in those college days, after two kids had pushed their way out, stretching everything down there and sometimes even tearing. But I still wanted to feel that cock going in there.

Franks spun me around, and almost picked me up and pushed me across the room against the wall, pressing his cock against my ass cheeks while I had no chance of escape.

He squatted down behind me, and pulled my cheeks apart, diving tongue first into my eager asshole, the tip disappearing in my rectum with ease.

My heart was skipping beats as his tongue prepared my ass for what was to come.

It was ten in the morning on a Tuesday and I was about to have my insides rearranged like a total fucking whore, what had come over me?

My face pressed against the wall, I reached down and held my cheeks open, pulling harder than my husband could, stretching my tunnel wider and allowing more of his snaking tongue to invade my crevice, my pussy oozing and quivering.

He stood, and wiped up his drool with his dick.

Ashe moved my hair and kissed my neck, teasing my asshole with his cock, he whispered “Do you want me to?”

I nodded, lapping at his tongue with mine, sweat and drool and racing heartbeats vibrating between  us.

“You have to say it, you have to be sure”.

“Do it!”

“Do what, sweetheart? What do you want me to do?”

“Put your cock in my asshole, fuck my asshole baby”, I demanded, devouring his tongue as I felt his bulbous end pushing against my well eaten back entrance, my suction cup chocolate  starfish begging for it to come in and play.

But I was ravenous, and Frank had become too much of a gentleman, softly pushing his way into my canal. So I took the initiative, and pushed my ass back hard and fast, swallowing his entire length and making the pair of us gasp in shock at the violent penetration.

There it was.

Frank’s fat middle aged daddy fuck-stick stretching my loose mommy shit-hole and touching my belly button from the inside. Our kids would be so proud.

I hadn’t even showered yet.

I hadn’t thought about it for years, but suddenly felt like I’d been longing for this for decades.

Franks grabbed my waist, and I could tell he was watching in awe as his length came in and out of my ass, and my back-pussy sucked it back in.

“This is crazy...” he moaned, as he upped the tempo, his hips slapping my ass cheeks and sending ripples across my flesh.

I felt every bit of his cock, could read every freckle with just the feeling from asshole, as I pressed back again, and again, wanting it deeper, harder, faster.

I let out a yelp as he thrusted hard into me, smashing my gooey pussy against the wall and holding me there. I swear to Satan I felt that cock all the way into my chest, as he groaned and exploded inside my rectum, the weight of his huge load weighing down my ass with warm stickiness. I think I pissed a little as I came, his cock rupturing my bladder, rearranging my insides like a monster inside me.

He pulled out and I felt his splurge squirt out onto the back of my legs from my well-used shit-hole. He stood there, breathless, looking at the mess he made.

I reached down, and stared at him, sweaty, and squeezes, all inhibitions gone, farting loudly a handful of cum and brown ass-juice, fresh from the source.

Not looking away, he watched, as I ate his shot-smeared cum from the palm of my hand, his huge load dribbling through my fingers.

“You dirty bitch!” he laughed.

I let out a chuckle;e too, the vibration of it making my ass sting a little. It was extra-sensitive now, and would probably need a little time to heal.

But not too long.

We kissed passionately, and spent the rest of the day in each other's arms.

It was amazing, just like the old days.

The rest of Frank’s annual leave was like that. We would fuck every chance we’d get, I’d eat as much of his seed as I could and he’d gape as many as my orifices as he could, and then he’d pick up the kids and we would be happy families.

Everything improved, but mostly, we fucked. Hard.

It was me who initiated it every time. I'd have his morning coffee and then become a horny little hoe about an hour later and we would ravage each other like horny college sweethearts again, doing things that would make my parents disown me.

On the last day of his annual leave, Frank went to the kitchen to brew up, as usual, but I knew the fucking was gonna come, and wanted it twice. So I snuck into the kitchen, to surprise him with a nice rimjob while he made the coffee.

I couldn’t believe what I saw.

What I caught him doing.

While the kettle was boiling, he had my mug in one hand, while his other hand was wanking his cock, hard and fast, until he squirted his fluid into it.

“Frank, what the fuck?” I said, startling him so hard he dropped my mug.

The mug exploded with a spray of jizz on the kitchen floor, leaving Frank standing with his cum-dribbling dick in his hands, looking pale as a ghost.

“Oh, shit, it’s not what it looks like!”

“What is going on here!?!”

“I-I...”

“Have you...Have you been putting your cum in my fucking COFFEE???” I raged, completely baffled.

Frank took a deep breath, and held his hands up in surrender.

“I saw that, if you get your woman to eat cum in the morning it...it boosts their libido. I didn’t believe it at first, but, I mean, look at us!”

“Where the fuck did you read that?” I asked, calming down.

“I saw it on...on TikTok...”

There was an awkward beat, as both of us didn’t know what to say.

Then I thought about all the fucking we’d been doing and how happy we are and how crazy this all was and how weird and naughty and disgusting...

“Well, you better load up those balls and make another one”, I said. “And I hope you like the taste of my piss. Because I’m gonna make your coffee”.

And you know what? He actually did.
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​TWENTY SEVEN
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There’s something about Independence Day that always used to get me excited. When my mom and dad were still together, we would throw the biggest barbecue, the whole street would come round, and I'd spin the bottle with the hot college guys who would come round. It would normally end with me sucking some cock as the fireworks filled the sky. 

But things had changed, and my mom was now with Barry, who was okay as stepdads go, with a weirdly toned body for a fifty year old. But my stepbrother Josh was a real pain in the ass. 

They didn’t have a barbecue, or much of a party at all. Instead it was a small get together. An intimate gathering of family is what they called it. 

We had drinks, a few laughs, some food, and watched the fireworks over the river. 

Mom has always been a lightweight, so she hit the hay pretty early. 

This just left me and Barry and Josh in the lounge watching late night reruns. Josh, as usual, was being an annoying little prick:

“So, Mia, I’ve heard some rumours”, he said, sipping on a Miller Light. 

“Josh, don’t”, Barry pleaded. 

“What rumours?” I asked. 

“About how you used to spend Independence Day”, Josh giggled. “Some of my buddies from College told me...y’know...there was this chick from where you used to live...this eighteen year old slut who liked to eat cum!”

He burst out laughing, thinking I’d be embarrassed. 

But I wasn’t. 

Barry scolded him, told him to knock it off. 

As I slowly traced my fingertip around the rim of my glass of gin, I gazed into Josh’s eyes, challenging him to not look away. 

“Yeah. That was me. I love to eat cum. I love to suck hot, thick cum from hot, thick cocks as we celebrate. What about it?”

Josh didn’t know what to do, so just carried on laughing to himself. 

“You don’t have to try and score points against him”, Barry said. “He’s just being an ass-“

“Your son has an erection, Barry”, I observed, noticing the bulge that had been steadily growing in Josh’s shorts. “I think he likes the idea of his stepsister guzzling cum!”

“Fuck no!” Josh blurted, almost choking on his drink. 

I slid across the couch to him, and noticed him immediately cower, sitting straight and feeling very uncomfortable. My eyes were fixed on the thickness under his shorts. I could see it pulsing. 

As I reached out and placed a hand on it, Josh shuddered nervously and Barry stood up in disgust. 

“Can we stop please, this is inappropriate, Mia you made your point, Josh is sorry”, Barry said diplomatically. 

Looking up at Barry, I started gently stroking Josh’s juicy cock through his shorts. Barry had to look away in shock, as his son's cock got too hard to conceal. 

Josh just sat there, with no idea what to do. 

“I think Josh wants proof. Don’t you Josh?” I asked. 

“What the fuck is happening?” He muttered, anxiously. 

I dropped onto my knees between his legs, and ripped down his shorts, his wet and shiny cock springing out perfectly. 

“Oh fuck, Mia you’re mom is upstairs sleeping and we’re down here with this...disgusting behaviour? Stop, please, I’m begging you!” Barry begged, shielding his eyes from his son's big rod. 

“Relax, it’s not like we’re blood relations or anything”, I chuckled, as I sucked the blob of pre-cum from Josh’s dick and then engulfed the rest of his considerable length. 

He squirmed and winced as I sucked hard and fast, fucking the foreplay and going straight to the deep throating I was so good at. Every deep suck was polished with a long lick of his furry ball sack. It was a particular skill of mine. No gag reflex and a long tongue can be a deadly combination. 

It was only a matter of seconds before Josh erupted uncontrollably in my mouth, his semen spilling out the sides all over his cock and balls. 

He made the cutest sound, clearly never having had a blowjob quite that intense before. I smiled up at him, his milk dribbling from my mouth, while I swallowed what was on my tongue. 

“You’re cum tastes really salty, Josh. Maybe eat some pineapple next time?” I advised him. 

He sat there, limp dick still trickling, and nodded. Who would’ve thought an eighteen year old could teach a college guy new tricks?

I noticed Barry had left the room, and found him on the back porch, staring into the night in despair. 

I snuck up on him, and realised he was actually rubbing his mature cock vigorously, like he hated it. He hated that seeing me suck his son's cock had made his own cock stiffen. He just had to get it all out, so the hardness would go away, with shame. 

“Are you okay daddy?” I teased. 

He jumped out of his skin and tried his best to hide his rock hard dick, but I gripped it as he turned, admiring its girth. 

“Don’t call me that. Jesus, tonight was unforgivable, are we degenerates?” Barry gasped. “Oh my fucking god is that...is that my sons..?”

“Cum on my lips? Yeah. I want yours now,” I said as I dropped to my knees and began sucking his musky length. 

Now, I’ve never sucked a fifty year olds cock before. And I have to say, it was delightful. As his thick leathery trunk filled my throat, Barry seemed to forget all about the shame he felt. 

His hands appeared on the back of my head, pushing his dick deeper. But there was no way he was going to gag me. It was physically impossible. I just kept sucking and licking my own drool off of his sagging testicles. 

I reached around and gripped his firm ass cheeks, using them to swallow every single inch of his dick as I possibly could. 

“Mia, fuck, you’re a naughty girl, aren’t you!” He gasped. 

He slid a finger in between his cock and my lips and I made sure it was nice and soaked. 

I carried on sucking, feeling his cock begin to convulse, the inside swelling with juicy mature cream, and I noticed Barry had slipped his own wet finger into his asshole, groaning in pleasure as he finger-fucked himself and received an epic  July 4th blowjob. 

He pulled his finger free and drowned me with his cum, actually taking my breath away for a second as I struggled to swallow it all. 

After the butt-fingering and Godzilla-sized load, my mind started drifting to what kind of sex life he and my mom had...

I looked up at him, my face and mouth cum-blasted. He slid his filthy finger into my mouth, and I cleaned the ass-juice from him. 

Yummy. 

“You can’t tell your mom about this, Mia,'' Barry said. “You have to promise”. 

“Of course”, I grinned, as fireworks lit up the sky and illuminated the dozens of shell-shocked neighbours standing in their gardens around us, having just witnessed our sordid little session. “Happy 4th July daddy!”
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​TWENTY EIGHT
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“Sammy? Samantha, wake up!”

I came around, bleary eyed and disrupted from what I think was the most wonderful dream, to see the blurry outline of Jess, standing in the dark, lit only by the mercury glow of the streetlights outside our dorm, looking down at me.

“What...what is it? What time is it?” I asked, hoping I hadn’t drooled all over myself in my sleep.

“It’s about one thirty. Sammy I can’t sleep, Debs is getting laid in my room and I don’t think it’s gonna stop anytime soon. Can I sleep in here with you?” Jess asked.

As my vision came into focus, I could see Jess’ slender outline more clear: she was hovering over me, in only an oversized pink t-shirt that ended just below her crotch, a slight peek at her white panties visible even in the darkness. After that, were those tear drop muscular thighs, evidence that she was a hard-working college Lacrosse player, all the way down to her cute little bare feet.

She sure was a sight, even with her blonde bed hair. Her ample breasts, even without a bra, cast their own shadows. And even though I couldn’t see it from here, I knew that bookshelf ass was around there somewhere.

I knew Jeff would be mad that I shared my bed with someone other than him, but Jess was a friend. A friend in need. A hot friend. In need. 

How could I say no?

“Sure, yeah, okay”, I whispered with faux reluctance.

I shuffled over in my little single bed, and Jess excitedly climbed in, pulling the sheets over herself as she got comfortable on her side, her back to me.

I turned myself, just to be respectful, and faced the wall. 

I was wearing my little satin shorts and shirt pyjama set, and could immediately feel her body heat, even though we weren’t even touching. But being an athlete, she was a hot-blooded girl, all that energy and adrenal still there while she was resting, just on standby.

I could hear her soft breathing, feel the sheet slowly rise and fall with her chest. I thought she was already asleep, this hot girl in my bed.

Then I felt her shuffle towards me a little, and I felt the smoothness of her ass cheeks press against the shorts covering mine, so warm they were boiling. Jess was so close she was touching me, and she didn’t even know.

I became restless, unable to get back to sleep.

I rolled over, tossing and turning, to face Jess, and was met with the back of her neck, and her ass pressed against my crotch, the heat from her bare flesh making my pussy melt.

As I gazed in the dim light at the nape of her neck, watching the tiny hairs on it dance with my soft breath, I couldn’t stop thinking about the warmth that was between those ass cheeks of hers, and how her skin must feel...

I had to stop.

I had an exam in the morning and had to be well rested.

But this was tough. 

Jess was so close to me, filling so much of my bed with her toned, tight, athletic body and that soft, smooth skin, her but pressed against my cunt, so close that if she farted it would probably get swallowed by my pussy lips.

Fuck.

FUCK.

I could feel myself getting wetter with every breath Jess took in her sleep, my cunt aching for her to rub her butt against it, up and down against my clit. I felt like waking her up and seeing if she wanted to give me a friendly finger-fuck. But I couldn't. I had a fucking boyfriend, what the fuck was I thinking? I should be asleep!

But before I knew it I’d put my hand between my legs, and underneath my thin and loose satin shorts, and over my crotch, to shield my pussy from the warm sexiness of Jess’ rear.

I shouldn’t have done that.

My fingers were acting independent of me, and just slid right in between my soaking pussy lips, rubbing my own arousal over my clit, and making me shiver with pleasure.

I couldn’t believe how wet I was.

I brought my wet fingers to my nose, just to double check I hadn’t accidentally pissed myself, I was so wet. I sniffed the slick liquid and rubbed it between my thumb and index finger. Didn’t smell of piss. I licked it. Didn’t taste of piss. Tasted sweet, sour, and salty.

What the hell was happening, ten minutes ago I was fast asleep and now I’m touching myself over my friend!

I couldn’t control myself.

I slipped my hand back down to my twat and rubbed my pussy, gentle at first, but growing in confidence as I realised Jess was fast asleep. I could feel the crease of her ass on the back of my hand as I slid my fingers in and out of my flaps, rubbing my clit at the same time with the palm of my hand, the sensations truly thrilling. I leaned in, and sniffed the back 

Thoughts were racing through my mind, of Jess really being awake and backing up against me so I could slide a finger in her, too; or turning and kissing me passionately as we finger-fucked each other; or flipping her upside down under the covers and licking each others dripping wet swollen clits...

“Fuck!” I gasped, a loud whisper, as my pussy quivered and I felt a squelch of cum build in the palm of my wanking hand.

I clamped my free hand over my mouth, frozen in fear.

I stared at the back of Jess’ head, praying I didn’t wake her, even as I couldn’t take my fingers out of my juicy cunt. It felt too good.

There was a moment where all I could hear was Jess’ quiet breathing.

I was about to carry on pleasuring myself, the coast clear, when suddenly Jess turned, rolling around to face me, still fast asleep and getting more confident, and her bare leg reached out and clasped around mine, pulling me towards her as if she thought I was a teddy bear.

All of a sudden, I was brought in close by this toned and firm leg, the back of my hand pressing against the volcanic heat of her panty-clad cunt as my fingers were buried in the flood of mine.

I stared forward, gently pulsing and curling my fingers up against the bulbous mound on the inside of my pussy.

Jess’ slumbering face was beautiful. A work of art. Her breath had a slight tinge of coffee as it covered me from her pursed lips, that I desperately wanted to taste, to feel, to lock my lips onto.

I could feel her nipples press against my breasts through her top, could feel the actual flesh of her leg on the flesh of my leg, her pulse vibrating through me..

She was stunning.

It was so hot.

I rubbed my clit, now more swollen than ever before, my pussy more wet than Jeff had ever gotten it, as I leaned in close to Jess’ face, my heart urging me to kiss this sleeping beauty, my head telling me it was wrong and I was fucking crazy.

My hand had its own ideas, as it splashed around in my cunt-cavity, sending waves of ticklish aching pleasure all the way up my spine and down my legs.

Her hot breath was in my mouth, her warm skin was against mine, her pussy pressed neatly against my masturbating hand.
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