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The room smelled distinctly of cum. Or female ejaculations. Or vaginal excretions if you wanted to call it that. 

But Telma wasn’t repelled or anything. There was a smile on her face as she sniffed the air. Telma was reveling in the aromas of the room. She was whistling. 

Telma could tell that the cum smells belonged to not one but two women. The two women had been getting it on in this room. They were lesbians. Telma was sure about it. They were bumping cunts as it was called when Telma was a young woman. Or tribbing each other as it was called now by lesbians younger than Telma. 

Telma walked towards the bed and saw two pairs of panties on the bed. Both dark pink in color. 

Telma grabbed both pairs of panties off the bed and examined them. There were clear cum stains on both pairs of panties. The cum stains looked fresh too. Like they had been made that morning. 

Telma sniffed both pairs of panties, one after the other. These panties had adorned the groins of the women when they were making out and were removed just before they began bumping cunts or tribbing each other. 

Telma sniffed both pairs of panties again. Telma felt a tinge of jealousy for the two women to whom these panties belonged. The cum stains were from the pussies of two young women. Telma could tell from their smells. The cum from the pussies of young women smelled and tasted different from the cum that were ejaculated out of the pussies of older women. Telma knew because she had feasted on both young and old pussy. 

She examined the bed closely. She found a small clump of hair near the edge of the bed. She took the clump of hair carefully in her right hand and sniffed it. The clump of hair also smelled distinctly of cum. 

It could be the pubic hair of one of the women, thought Telma. Or it could be the matted and mingled pubic hair of both women. 

They must have been tribbing and spurted cum into each other’s pussies and their pubic hairs must have gotten entangled with each other. As the two female lovers or sexfighters separated, the mingled and matted pubic hair of the two women that were glued to each other must have torn off and fallen onto the bed. 

Telma inserted the clump of pubic hair into her pocket. She now began to examine the bed. 

The bed had not been made. The sheets were all haphazard which probably meant that the two women had been indulging in a rough or frenzied kind of sex that morning. They might have been sexfighting each other. 

The fact that the women had not bothered to make the bed after fucking on it indicated to Telma that they were a couple of sluts. Dirty, unruly and undisciplined sluts. Sluts who lived purely on instinct. 

Telma decided to investigate further. 

She climbed onto the bed and examined the sheets closely. They had clearly not been washed in a while. 

Dried cum stains could be seen across the bed sheet. There were small circular stains of cum with jagged and eccentric edges. The women had both fingered and fucked each other on the bed sheet. 

Telma realized that she would soon be dealing with two women who had voracious sexual appetites. 

Telma lowered herself onto the bed sheet and sniffed it. The smell of cum. The smell of sweat. These were two women who ejaculated and sweated a lot. 

Telma savored the aromas of the bed sheet for a long time. A bed sheet can tell so much about the sex lives of the women who slept on it every night. 

After examining and sniffing the bed sheet to her hearts content, Telma stepped off the bed and began to look around the room. 

The room Telma stood in was inside a cobble stone cottage with a little backyard garden. It housed two young working women who were employed at the local supermarket – Thora Gunnarson and Thea Malcolmson. The two women lived there on rent.  Telma was sure these panties belonged to them. 

The cottage was in the premises of the local monastery, located in the small rural town of Amazonia, Missouri. 

The monastery rented out the cottages to women whom they hoped were decent and disciplined young working-class folk. It was just a way of making money for the monastery. 

One of the nuns in the monastery suspected that the two women – Thora and Thea were lesbians. They had been seen holding hands. The nun had even seen them wrestling naked in the cottage’s little backyard garden. Some of the other working women who occupied the cottages near them had heard Thora and Thea arguing loudly in the night probably under the influence of alcohol. The monastery’s Prioress had received a few complaints about the lewd conduct of the two women. 

The Prioress had telephoned Telma and asked her to check the cottage out when the two women were out at their work in the supermarket. The prioress wanted Telma to find out whether two young women were actually lesbians. If they were, they would have to be evicted from the cottage. 

Telma Robertson was Chief Disciplinarian at the monastery. She kept things in line. Kept the young horny nuns in line. Sometimes the young nuns at the monastery liked to grope each other in the night. They liked to feverishly jump into each other’s bunk beds stark naked and indulge in some ass grab when the lights were out. Not just the young nuns. The older nuns too. 

Telma’s job was to flush out the horny and the sexually amorous among the monastery’s nuns and discipline them. She knew would certainly have to discipline the two ladies – Thora and Thea very soon. 

Telma was a tall woman, nearly six foot tall and she wore a formal white shirt tucked into blue jeans. Her long blonde hair was tied in a neat ponytail. 

Nuns at the monastery liked to describe Telma as curvy. She was a curvy woman all right. Telma was like a star among the nuns at the monastery. They whispered to each other about Telma’s beauty. 

Telma was full-bodied. Her chunky ass shook vigorously when she walked. Her thighs and calves were shapely – Telma never missed leg day at the monastery’s gym. 

Her breasts made a friendly welcoming round shape as they protruded against the white shirt. 

Telma kept everyone and everything at the monastery in line. She was the enforcer for the Prioress. 

She was going to discipline Thora and Thea. Just thinking about it made Telma’s nipples hard. 
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“I think Travis really dug it when I mounted his cock yesterday. He was moaning and gasping like a fucking teenager”, said Thora. She held a bag of groceries against her large boobs. Thora was a short chunky woman. 

“Oh, fuck you! I’ve had enough with your toxic behavior Thora. You just want to dominate me all the time. I don’t even know why I fucking agreed to this whole throuple business with you, me and Travis”, said Thea. Thea also held a bag of groceries against her large boobs as they walked side by side. Like Thora, Thea was also a short chunky woman. 

Both women wore short blue skirts and white t-shirts and they both had short blonde hair. It would be an understatement to say that they both looked alike. 

“Because you enjoy the fuck out of it, Thea. You like me dominating you all the time. Both in life and while we’re in bed together, sexfighting or when we are in bed with Travis, taking turns mounting his cock”, said Thora passionately, almost shouting. 

“Oh, fuck you, Thora! I won the sexfight we had earlier this morning. My cunt beat the shit out of your cunt. You were screaming and yelling with lust, like a sex crazed porn star. Admit it! You love getting humiliated by me when we trib each other, Thora”, said Thea. She was shouting too. 

The two women were talking or rather arguing loudly as they walked through the gravel drive of the local park towards their cottage in the monastery premises. 

“Don’t fucking push it Thea. Sure, you beat me in our trib games every once in a while. But I’ll always be the dom in our relationship. You’re just a soft middle-class pussy, Thea”, said Thora, angrily. 

“Fuck you Thora,  you’re just  a stupid hillybilly from some hicksville. You can’t get enough of my naked body. You love to lick my sweat and drink my cum. Just fucking admit it”, said Thea, equally angry. 

People who walked or saw the two women arguing loudly turned back or stopped and stared at them as they yelled abuses and profanities at each other. 

“You might be from the city, you soft cunt! But this is rural Missouri. You’re in my territory you fucking student cunt”, said Thora, seething.  

Thora was the cleaning lady at Thea’s college which is where the two young women had first met each other and entered into this toxic but sexually vigorous relationship. 

“Atleast I was a fucking student. I was trying to come up in life. I was trying to make something of myself. You were just a garbage collector, you fucking pig woman”, said Thea almost hatefully. 

“What did you call me, Thea?”, asked Thora. 

“I called you a fucking garbage collector and a pig woman”, said Thea. 

They had stopped in their tracks. They stood inches apart from each other and were shouting angrily into each other’s faces even as they held on to the groceries. 

People who were out on a walk in the park avoided the two chunky lookalike women because they looked like they were ready to beat the shit out of each other. 

“You didn’t even complete your degree, you trashy wannabe social climber who was kissing and sucking cock to get better grades. You dropped out because you failed your papers you fucking loser”, said Thora. 

“What the fuck did you just say, Thora?”, asked Thea. 

“I said you’re a fucking loser and a wannabe and a cocksucking ass kisser, Thea”, said Thora. 

They were yelling at each other now. Both women were about to drop their groceries and begin to slap the shit out of each other’s faces. 

The people out walking in the park began to step away from the two rancorous women as if they were a menace to society. 

“You want to settle this behind a tree or something?”, asked Thea. 

“Yeah sure. Let’s settle this like a couple of women”, said Thora. 

Thea looked around and saw a thicket of bushes and a group of oak trees in the distance. 

“Let’s go behind those oak trees over there and settle this like the cunts that we are”, said Thea. 

“Now that’s what I call a fucking good idea, cunt”, said Thora. 

The two women walked away from the gravel drive with their groceries still in their hands. 

They quickly made their way towards the thicket where they could surrender to their violent and amatory lesbian fantasies. 

“I’m gonna show you what happens when you talked like you just talked to me, Thea”, said Thora. She said it like she meant it. 

“We’ll see”, said Thea. 

“Yeah, we’ll see soon you bitch”, said Thora. 

“Cunt.”

“Slut.”

“Whore.”

“Asswipe.”

“Cocksucker.”

“Buttlicker.” 
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