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The Lesbian Threesome
 
   As a divorced mother in her mid-30s, my time is spent in one of two very different ways. I share custody of my young daughter, spending Sunday to Wednesday with my child and then releasing her to the walking garbage can that is my ex-husband, David. I guess I shouldn’t be too sniffy, as his alimony payments are more than enough to see me through the rest of my life quite comfortably. I no longer need to work, and therefore I get to spend Thursday to Saturday fulfilling whatever leisure pursuits that take my fancy. I like to fill my time with painting, writing and swimming, in addition to all the chores that need doing around the house every day. It always amazes me how messy I can be, but I guess with my husband gone I no longer have anyone else to blame. Anyway, I often like to go to the park with my painting canvas to set up for a few hours and capture some beautiful aspect of nature, but one fine summer’s day a few months ago I happened to notice out of my back bedroom window that the sun was filtering through the trees behind the house in a most spectacular fashion. I had been planning to relax with a good book and a glass of crisp Chardonnay in the garden, but I simply had to at least attempt to bottle the golden speckles of light glittering through the leaves. So, I grabbed my canvas and paint palette, and started to set up on the stone patio out back.
 
   I could hear the neighbours’ teenage daughter had invited some of her friends over, and although they were splashing around in their pool and giggling raucously on the other side of the varnished wooden fence, they weren’t doing any harm so I let them be. I had managed to create an outline of the trees and was in the process of applying my first layer of colour when the sharp crash of glass sounded out from next door. The girls went quiet, as they had clearly broken some glass. They burst into laughter again, though, and continued on merrily so I guessed it wasn’t serious. About ten minutes later it happened again, and their voices were becoming oddly slurred. My curiosity got the better of me and I wandered inside to spy on them from the back bedroom window. When I got there, I peered out through the white lacy net curtains and tried to squint to see what they had broken. Straight away I saw a couple of bottles of wine, some vodka and some whiskey that they had clearly pilfered from her parents’ spirits cupboard. I remembered they always kept it fully stocked, as I’d been invited round for a quick drink when their daughter, Emily, had turned 18. She had always been a beautiful young girl, and as she turned into a woman she had become even more sublime. In fact, as a bi-sexual woman myself, I had fantasised about her on a number of occasions, despite being much older than her.
 
   Emily’s friends were almost like clones of her, with practically the same petite body and small, but juicy and supple breasts nestled beneath their skimpy multicoloured bikinis. All three of the girls looked incredibly well toned and any man or woman would have been lucky to spend a night with any of them. At that point I had not yet begun to scheme, but over the course of the following hour or so, my day was about to become much more interesting. I stayed in the back bedroom for a little while, watching as they played around and got progressively more and more drunk, biding my time to strike. The sun had since passed behind the tall trees and was out in the open again, slowly baking their delicious skin to a satisfying beige tan. I was wearing my favourite light floral summer dress, which was nice and baggy to allow the breeze to waft under and cool my clammy skin. In the humid bedroom, however, I found myself becoming very hot and sweaty as I watched them, and as I didn’t want to alert them to my presence by opening the window, I decided to remain in the stale, warm climate. Their drenched, jiggling breasts and perky little ass cheeks every time they climbed out of the pool were making my clitoris throb, and since I was I alone with only my own conscience to judge me, I ran my right hand down and began to nudge my fingers up to my pussy. 
 
   I bunched up the material between my thighs as my fingers went to work, circling around over the top of my panties to massage my clit and digging in deeper to rub over my pussy lips. I kept trying to will myself to ignore them and catch the last traces of light escaping through the leaves, as my progress on the artwork lying on my canvas below would be for nought. The rampant, red blooded side of my brain had already decided for me, and I spent a good while touching myself, even pulling my dress up to slide my fingers down inside my panties. As much as I touched myself, though, my burning arousal had awoken a dormant, playfully sadistic side of me that I was itching to try out. Not only were the girls under the legal drinking age, but knowing Emily’s parents there was no way they would allow her to be drinking so much and so recklessly by the pool. Her friends must have goaded her into it, as I had never known her to be so silly. That said, her poor judgement was to be my gain, and with a slightly uneasy tremble in my step, I made my way down to the garden again. The prospects of my plan were potentially very fruitful, but I knew I would have to handle it with a great degree of care if I was to get what I wanted from the incredible opportunity that had been presented to me.
 
   I walked over to the fence and stood on my tip toes on the large stones that were propped up all along in front of the wooden slats. With my fingers gripping the top of the fence, I peered over to watch as their fooling around became even naughtier. It seemed that one of them had dared Emily to take off her top, but she was shyly refusing in a fit of giggles. I chuckled to myself as I watched them drunkenly trying to hold her down to untie her bikini, and even though it was two against one, their utter inebriation was causing a lot of problems in the hand-eye coordination department. I climbed up onto a higher stone, making my appearance more noticeable and coughed loudly to attract their attention. They tensed up and glared over at me like deer caught in the headlights of my car, quickly hiding the bottles of spirits and wine behind their backs, as if I couldn’t smell the pervasive scent of alcohol from over the fence.
 
   “Hello Emily...” I said with a curious frown, scanning each of their delectable young bodies in turn.
 
   “Oh, hello Mrs Jones!” she said, clambering to her feet with her most adorable smile on show, “I’m sorry, were we making too much noise?”
 
   “No no, make as much noise as you like...” I replied, trying not to make it too obvious that my fingers were twirling around between my legs even as I spoke to them.
 
   “What can I do for you?” she asked, most likely hoping to get rid of me so they could continue having fun. Their bikinis were clinging to their flesh, highlighting the curvature of their slinky little asses and supple young breasts, and as the breeze washed over them I could even see the small protrusions of their nipples poking through. It was turning me on even more than I already was, and any iota of doubt in mind had long since vanished.
 
   “I was just wondering if your parents would approve...” I hinted, nodding at the stray empty bottle of wine that was lying discarded by the pool. Their giggling fits ceased immediately as they straightened their backs respectfully, keeping their heads down as Emily pleaded with me.
 
   “You wouldn’t tell them, would you?” she asked, begging me with her eyes for mercy.
 
   “Hmm...” I pretended to consider my options, even though I knew exactly what I wanted, “That depends what you’re willing to do for me...”
 
   “What do you want?” she replied, looking over at the others as they exchanged worried glances.
 
   “Come through...” I said, waving them over to the gate connecting our gardens a little further along the fence, “I’ve got a few things in mind...”
 
   They stepped over nervously, whispering to each other and asking Emily what I was going to do. She was none the wiser, though, and even as I led them past my now useless half painted canvas, through my kitchen and into my front room, they still had no idea what I wanted from them. 
 
   “Please, have a seat...” I said, waving to my glorious black leather couch. They sat side by side on the cushions, the sides of their legs brushing over each other as the three of them squeezed between the arms of the chair. 
 
   “So...” asked Emily’s blonde friend, “What do you want?”
 
   I looked at her with a cruel, naughty smile and tapped my teeth with the tip of my tongue, considering how to phrase my first command. They had little choice but to do as I wanted, but I knew if I went too fast they would baulk at the idea. However, with the alcohol still severely affecting their judgement, I decided it was time to strike.
 
   “Okay...” I said, sitting opposite them in my comfy arm chair, “Kiss Emily.”
 
   They burst into a fit of laughter again, collapsing onto each other’s shoulders as they propped themselves up. Then, as they looked at me they saw that I wasn’t joking, and their giddy chuckles gave way to a drunken sense of courage and sensuality. Not wanting to back down to the challenge, Emily smiled at her slightly vulnerable looking friend and whispered something to her to reassure her that it was okay, and then as they leaned in nervously towards each other I could feel the tingle around my clitoris growing ever more intense. They made a couple of timid attempts to kiss, but kept pulling away at the last second before their lips could meet, giggling into their crunched up fists before trying again. I picked up the phone next to my chair, threatening them with a potential call to her parents. Emily focused herself and touched the tips of her fingers to her friend’s cheeks, staring into her eyes as she leaned in closer. Finally they kissed, and began to press their lips together as saliva trails formed between them. Her other friend, who had long jet black hair flowing down over shoulders, was quiet by their side and watching intently as she kissed. 
 
   “Now her!” I commanded, pointing at the other girl. She moistened her lips anxiously and waited for Emily to turn around and face her. Then, as they began to kiss, the blonde watched on almost with a look of jealousy in her eyes. I waved my finger at Emily’s back, urging the blonde to untie the back of her friend’s bikini, which she silently did as she tried to hold back her gleeful laughter. The material loosened around Emily’s chest, exposing her delicious young breasts and her perky, firm nipples. She laughed and tried to tie it back up, but I snapped my fingers to tell her to leave it. 
 
   “Lie back, and let them suck your nipples...” I said, slowly rotating my fingers around between my outstretched legs. My dress was draped over my thighs and was hanging low between my legs, nudging slightly with the movement of my fingers as I played with myself. Emily simply stared across at me while her friends cupped her breasts in their fingers and began to clamp their lips around her teats, sucking on them with their tongues and nibbling with their teeth around the edges of her areolas. She closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure, not expecting it to feel as good as it did. In fact, after a minute or so of intense nipple play, I watched as her hand descended slowly towards her crotch. The camel toe of her pussy was clearly visible through the damp bikini bottoms, and as her middle finger pressed onto her clitoris and began to circle around it, I got to my feet and walked over to them. They continued sucking on her nipples, fondling her breasts in their hands as their saliva slurped down over her stomach. I untied each of their bikini tops, and as they tossed them to the floor I was finally able to see their incredible tits in all their glory. They looked like clones more than ever, with almost certainly the same cup size and small nipples perfectly aligned in the centre of their fleshy mounds. 
 
   “Stand up.” I said softly, unable to avert my eyes from their silky smooth, lightly tanned flesh. They got to their feet before me and I crouched in front of them, placing my hands onto their thighs and feeling their skin one by one. Then, I worked my way back down the line, slowly gripping the sides of their bikini bottoms and pulling them down to their ankles to reveal the tasty young pussies hidden within. As each one fell to the carpet, a tiny patch of pubic hair was unveiled before my eyes, as well as their moist pussy lips tucked neatly away between their thighs. I gave each one a light stroke with my middle finger, coating it in their juices and running it over my tongue to taste each of the girls in turn. With all three of them completely naked, I was able to really have some fun. I gently pushed Emily onto the couch, and positioned her to lie with her back flat against the cushions. Then, I told the girl with the striking black hair to lie on top of her with her legs around her face in a sixty nine formation. I told them to begin eating, and with a surprising level of eagerness, they began to snack on each other’s throbbing clits, rolling them around on the tips of their tongues and thrusting their fingers inside each other as they groaned in pleasure on the sofa. I wrapped my arms around the blonde and caressed her naked breasts with my chin resting on her shoulder. She couldn’t have gotten away if she tried, but from the way she was staring at the girls licking each other and the sound of her excited panting as my fingers strolled down casually towards her pussy, I got the feeling it would be harder to get rid of her than keep her there. 
 
   I rubbed her clitoris around with my fingers, feeling her pubic hair brushing on my palm as I toyed with her pussy. Her little ass was pressed flat against my crotch and was bobbing back and forth to meet the pressure of my fingers on her clit. She groaned with every tight pinch of her nipples and nibble of her earlobe as we both watched her two friends eating each other out. 
 
   “Do you want to join in?” I whispered into her ear, sending a chill of excitement down her spine. She nodded, unable to form the words over the top of her orgasmic panting. I pulled her over to the couch behind the dark haired girl, whose ass was wiggling in the air above Emily’s face.
 
   “Do you want to taste that?” I asked, and once again she nodded with a shy enthusiasm. She climbed onto the couch and leaned down, placing her hands onto the girl’s ass cheeks to spread them wider apart. Her tongue extended out and began to curl up over the tiny little pink, puckering rim before her, prodding at it with her saliva before licking hungrily up and down her ass crack. The girl quivered at the feeling of having two tongues simultaneously pleasuring her tight, young orifices, making me even hornier. I quickly ran the zip down the back of my dress and let it drop to the floor, unhooking my bra and pulling my knickers down to leave me as naked as they were. Emily tried to watch, but the blonde’s arm was getting the way of her perverted line of sight. I stood at the end of the couch watching as the blonde girl’s ass bobbed up and down in front of me, with her mouth busily licking at her friend’s anus. I couldn’t resist even for a moment, and like some terribly naughty sex train, I knelt behind her and stretched her ass wide open with my thumbs digging into her crack. Her little ring opened up slightly to reveal the dark red walls of her rectum, and I began to lap at it as if it was the greatest meal I’d ever tasted. She moaned repeatedly, and as I worked my fingers around her throbbing wet vaginal opening, her exasperated cried of pleasure became louder and louder, matched only by those of the other girls as they edged each other closer and closer to an orgasm. I had been touching myself while watching them for so long that I was already nearing a climax myself, and the feel of her ass hole on my tongue and her ass cheeks pressing against the sides of my face while I rubbed my clit from side to side was propelling me even closer.
 
   I decided it was time to up the ante a little, and left them writhing on the sofa for a moment as I quickly darted up the stairs to collect some toys from my bedroom. When I returned to the front room, I saw that they had barely registered my absence at all, and were still busily snacking on each other’s pulsating orifices, moaning and slurping up the excesses of saliva, sweat and pussy juices. They heard the jangle of the various items I was holding in my arms and looked over as a series of wide smiles stretched across their cheeks. As they got up and sat normally on the chair, I tossed the various toys onto the coffee table in the centre of the room, and proceeded to sort through them. The first thing I picked out was my trusty strap-on dildo, which I proceeded to attach to my waist as they watched on in giddy excitement. Then, with the bright red phallic shaft protruding from my crotch, I tossed each of the girls a shiny black plastic butt plug. There were three sizes, and purely by chance Emily got the thickest. She looked at the other two in dismay and tried to snatch the smaller one from the blonde, but she held it away from her grasp and she finally relented. I passed them a tube of lubricant jelly, and they each began to smother the stumps of the plugs in it before lining up on the couch, kneeling with their asses in the air as they each pressed the tips up to their contracting little pink ass holes. Directly beneath the expanded rings of their ass holes, there were three glistening sets of slippery labia aching to be fucked by my plastic cock. 
 
   I stood behind the dark haired girl on the left and pressed the head of the dildo up to her pussy, watching her move slightly forward as I pushed it between her quivering labia. She groaned noisily, and the other two watched as I began to thrust the shaft in and out of her pussy, smoothing it in her juices and growing faster and harder with every push. They giggled to each other at her sensual moaning, most likely having never heard her making such satisfied noises, and then as I spanked her ass she gasped with ecstatic joy. The pressure of the base of the dildo on my clitoris was immense, and I had to focus every ounce of strength that I could muster in order to continue pounding her from behind without falling into an orgasm myself. Just as her moaning reached fever pitch, I retracted the dildo and moved along to Emily, who was in the middle. Without missing a beat, I glided the shaft deep inside her pussy and began to fuck her just as hard as her friend, who was reaching over to pull me back to her. I spanked both of their asses and slipped the middle two fingers of my left hand into her vagina as a compromise. She leaned over to kiss Emily, and so did the blonde, each of them fighting over their friend’s lips and tugging her mouth to face each way as they shoved their tongues into her mouth. Emily herself was breathlessly rocking back and forth in front of me as I slammed the dildo inside her, and once again as she reached the precipice of a climax, I pulled the dildo out and proceeded onto the blonde. 
 
   With the other two still reeling from their intense fucking, I slid the dildo inside the final girl in the row and began to thrust it in and out equally as hard as I’d given it to her friends. She clamped her hands around the back cushion of the sofa and held on for dear life as I slammed it into her from behind, ramming myself against her ass and causing the butt plug in her ass to press even deeper into her rectum. She moaned and panted louder and louder, and I was glad that my neighbours were away as there was no way our rampant fucking would have gone unnoticed. I drew her close to a climax as I needed her, and then just like with the others I withdrew the plastic penis and left her gagging for more. She pleaded me with her eyes to finish the job, but I had one final task in mind. I returned the dildo to Emily’s pussy and rolled the tip up and down over her quivering labia. I’d lusted after her for so long, it felt fitting that she be the primary object of my affections. I slid the shaft inside her to the sound of a loud gasp, and then began to fuck her once more. The other two squashed up at her sides, pressing their ass cheeks against hers as I slipped my fingers into each other their tight pussies. In an act of incredible dexterity, I fucked and fingered all three of them at the same time, pounding the dildo into Emily’s pussy while I massaged the inner walls of her friends’ vaginas, drawing all of them to an inevitable and unavoidable climax. The sound of their overlapping groans and ecstatic wheezing was tipping me over the edge as well, and then just as the orgasmic contractions forced my hips to slam extra hard against Emily’s ass, a chorus of blissful cries sounded out all around the room. 
 
   Like a flock of seagulls descending on a patch of food, they cackled and panted their way through their respective orgasms, smacking the back of my couch as their bodies seized up and convulsed with ecstasy. I too joined in the wailing, spanking each of their asses firmly and clutching hold of their cheeks as the final throes of passion left my body. By the time I had finished thrashing around behind Emily’s trembling body, my legs had turned to jelly and I had to reach out to stop myself from falling as I stumbled backwards. The three of them curled up in a twitching heap on my couch, and joined them, sitting on the edge and stroking their skin for a little while. I could hardly wait for her parents to go away again!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Lesbian fun at the Office              
 
   Erica and I had just met in the lobby of the Indigo Publishing building. We were new interns at the company stationed there for a year as part of our sandwich degree placements, the idea being that we gained employment experience in a relevant company before completing our final year of university. I was immediately taken aback by her beauty, and as she studied her course at a different institution, we had never met before until that moment. We were both fairly petite young women, and the flurry of businessmen and women filing in and out of the building around us as we waited all seemed to tower above just as the skyscrapers did whilst we were on the sidewalk outside. Erica had pixie cut blonde hair, a few threads of which draped over her forehead causing her to blow them aside with her pursed lips. She was adorable, and when combined with the curvature of her breasts nestled beneath her neatly pressed office blouse, I almost fell in love with her. When Janet, our new manager, came to collect us and led us over to the elevators, I walked behind Erica ogling her juicy, firm ass cheeks, unable to avert my gaze from the indentation of her panties in the fabric of her grey skirt, which was tightly wound around her thighs. 
 
   Janet took us up to our new office – a vast open plan floor containing several columns of cubicles separated by not very sturdy looking wooden barriers. They were just about tall enough that you could see along the top of them if you stood up, but whilst sat down you had only yourself and the person opposite you for company. Luckily, when she showed us where we would be working, we were glad to discover that we would be working on opposite sides of the aisle. We were new in the office and, despite the warm, welcoming attitude of most of the people around us in the adjacent cubicles; we naturally took a little while to get accustomed to the new surroundings. I, in particular, had always had difficulty in starting at new places, and had almost phoned in sick on my first day I was so nervous. The work, which mostly involved proof reading and trying our hands at first drafts of articles at first, was enjoyable and kept us moderately busy, but we would often find ourselves distracted by the silliest of things. One time a wasp had found its way into the building and we couldn’t settle down to work until it had been vanquished from the realm of the editing floor. The first few weeks flew by, and Erica and I struck up quite the friendship, even meeting outside of work hours to go for drinks. I didn’t let on that I was a lesbian, nor did I give any clue as to my affections for her, and she never seemed to hint at anything more than a platonic view of me.
 
   However, all that was to change roughly two months into the placement. We had both been assigned a fresh work load of articles to proof read, and were silently and diligently making our way through them in the confines of our cubicles, only occasionally looking across to see the other with her head buried in a stack of papers. Then, shortly after lunch I leaned back in my seat for a stretch of my muscles, reaching as far into the air as they would extend. I groaned quietly as the stress evaporated from my joints, and then as I opened my eyes again for a quick yawn, I noticed that Erica’s eyes were pinned to my chest, staring at my breasts as they stuck out in front of me. I looked over at her and she quickly turned away, trying to make it seem like she had been working all along. I squinted at her suspiciously, smiling as the possibilities of her sudden interest in my body started to infect my mind. She flat out refused to meet my gaze, steadfastly getting on with her work. 
 
   Then, a little later in the afternoon, Pauline, the woman who worked in the cubicle directly behind mine got up to leave early, and as she passed by between the two of us, she accidentally dropped a small stack of papers. She swore to herself and bent over to pick them up, waving her ass out high behind her. My eyes couldn’t resist looking at it, almost like magnets drawn to an opposing force, and I stared for a second at the material of her trousers tucking under her crotch. Instinctively, I peered over at Erica to see her staring at Pauline’s ass just as I had been doing, and for a few seconds she didn’t notice my curious glance. As Pauline finally picked up her things and continued on down the aisle, Erica’s gaze finally landed on me, beaming the widest smile imaginable back at her. It was so obvious that she was looking her ass, and in the face of such damning evidence there was nothing she could do to hide her shame. She looked away and tried to pretend she was still working, but the giddy grin stretching across her lips betrayed her.
 
   “Hey!” I whispered, snapping my fingers to get her attention. Finally she looked over at me, burying her smile beneath a look of inconvenience, as if I was the one stopping her from working and not Pauline’s sweet ass.
 
   “What?” she asked, nervously meeting my gaze. I wondered if she was definitely a lesbian, or if she was simply struggling with the same conflicting emotions that I had experienced for years during my teenage life. I decided I should lighten the mood, and raised my fingers up to my mouth, splitting my fore and middle fingers apart as I poked my tongue through them, simulating cunnilingus. She burst out in laughter, holding her palm to her mouth to stop herself from making too much noise. Spurred on by her response, I continued to make various suggestive and, some might say explicit, mannerisms. I clenched my fists at my side and pushed them back and forth, thrusting my hips forward in my chair like I was fucking the table, and then clenched my breasts and rode sensually on my chair, as if I was sitting on a dildo. She watched intently, allowing her nerves to subside as my charades became more and more explicit. Suddenly, Janet appeared from behind the cubicle wall and thankfully went to Erica first, allowing me a second to sit normally on my chair to pretend that I was deep in work. As soon as she had gone, I saw that Erica was giggling her little head off that I had nearly been caught doing something very inappropriate. 
 
   However, in my eagerness to make her laugh, my farcical poses had had the unintended consequence of turning me on a little, and as she finally calmed her laughter I could feel my pussy becoming wet as my clitoris throbbed with excitement. She continued to stare at me, only with her joyful grin slowly faded to a much more erotic, softer eyed smile. I watched as her hands crept along her thigh, stroking the fabric of her skirt. She checked up and down the aisle for intruders and as Pauline had vacated her cubicle there was nobody within direct line of sight to see her. So, she gripped the bottom of her skirt and dragged it up her thigh, exposing the top of her black lacy stockings. She looked so nervous, but the longer I stared at her exposed thigh the more at ease she became. She could tell that I was interested, and as she peeled the skirt back down to conceal her modesty, I mirrored her action and showed her my own stockings. The guy who worked behind her was tapping furiously at his keyboard and was oblivious to the world around him, allowing me to keep my skirt up for a little while as Erica gazed at it, nudging her fingers into between her legs. It was so naughty, and the knowledge that we were surrounded by so many other people just made it that much hotter. 
 
   She swivelled around on her office chair to face me directly, spreading her legs as wide apart as her skirt would allow so I could see up between her thighs. At soon as I caught the shadowy glimpse of her panties, I almost lost control of my senses. I just wanted to ravage her right there in the cubicle, but somehow I managed to maintain my dignity. I spun towards her and spread my legs open as well, and we stared up each other’s skirts, admiring the form of our stocking wrapped thighs and knickers for a little while. I yearned to reach out and touch them, but we both knew that going much further would get us fired. We needed to come up with a plan, and Erica didn’t need very long to formulate something. 
 
   “Can you take a look at this?” she said, pointing at her computer monitor with a look of mock confusion. I stood up and stepped across the aisle, standing behind her as I leaned in to examine her screen. I could smell her perfume rising up into my nostrils with the warmth of her body, making me shiver with delight. She moved the mouse around randomly, explaining some imaginary problem, but I knew she just wanted to get me closer. I placed my hand on top of hers and tried to make it sound like I was being helpful, but really I was just feeling her skin while I smelled the hair on the top of her head. I leaned down slightly further to kiss the top of her ear, and she giggled as she felt the slippery touch of my tongue sliding around it. I gripped her ear between my lips and sucked gently on it, making her shudder with a rush of pure anticipation. She wanted me so much, and her body trembled even more intensely as I moved my free hand around underneath her other arm and pressed it onto her stomach. I felt her blouse for moment and then moved my hand up towards her breasts, cupping each one in turn and squeezing them between my fingers and thumb. She let out a long, wavering sigh as I fondled them, still sucking on her ear and stroking her hand on the mouse. She moved her hand away, allowing me to pretend to be working on the computer while she placed her palm on my thigh, stroking it up and down and feeling the ridges of my stockings through the fabric of my skirt. 
 
   Our burning desires were getting the better of us, and we had to measure our breath so as not to give away what we were doing to the hundred or so other employees surrounding us. Her hand moved around behind my ass as she began to grope my cheeks in her fingers. I wasn’t sure if the beating I could feel through her chest was her heart or her clitoris, but either way I knew she wanted more – much more! I unfastened one of the buttons on her blouse, allowing my hand slip inside the white cotton fabric to caress her ample cleavage. Her skin was impossibly smooth and I could have squashed those fleshy orbs between my fingers all day long if I’d been given half the chance. There was so much more to explore on her body, though, and I eagerly slipped my hand back out and lowered it down to her crotch, feeling the waist band of her skirt wrapped around her stomach before sliding my hand inside it. She sighed quietly as my fingers edged closer and closer to the front of her panties, and then as my middle finger finally reached the knobbly ridge of her clitoral hood, I began to massage it in a slow circular rhythm. I leaned even closer to her and kissed her neck, and she clenched her ass to meet the pressure of my finger with her head knocked back and her eyes completely closed. She was in a state of utter bliss and I’d only just begun to play with her. 
 
   With her head resting on the back of her office chair and her face looking up towards the ceiling, I kissed my way up over her neck and cheeks to press my lips up to hers. I pecked her hungry mouth a few times, teasing her with morsels of kisses before finally giving her what she yearned for. I slithered my tongue into her mouth, almost forgetting that we were in the middle of the office. A quick check along the aisle confirmed that we could continue for at least a little while longer, and with my hand on her mouse we did at least have a little cover to protect us. With a little bit of awkward fumbling, I managed to manoeuvre my hand inside her panties and began to stroke her clitoris anew, feeling the accumulation of moisture that had collected on the insides of her knickers.  I stroked my middle finger down over her labia, splitting them apart as I touched the moist pink tissue of her vulva and slowly worked it around her vaginal cavity. Her muscles were contracting wildly as she awaited my finger, and I teased her pussy a few times, inserting it in by an inch before retracting it again. She tired of my teasing pretty quickly, and pinched my right ass cheek to get me to go deeper. Her wish was my command, and I slid my whole finger inside her and began to stroke her g-spot as coarsely as I could, massaging her clit with my thumb at the same time. Her whole body tensed up, not expecting me to go the whole hog and try to make her cum. She squirmed in her seat as I pleasured her pussy, biting her lip so as not to scream out in ecstasy. I giggled at her, watching her heels digging into the carpet and fists clenching at her sides as she tried to control her senses. 
 
   I had made it my mission to make her cum right there in her seat, and luckily I had just the thing to make it happen. I pulled my hand out from inside her skirt and stepped back over to my cubicle, rooting around in my hand bag while I scanned the office floor. Everybody was going about their normal business, completely oblivious to our steamy mutual masturbation. Erica composed herself; most likely thinking it was over for now. However, as I fished out my shiny silver pocket vibrator from my hand bag her eyes lit up. I resumed my position behind her, only this time she rolled the zip of her skirt down half way, exposing her panties and allowing me a little more room to move my hand as I lowered the toy down to her crotch. I nudged it against the front of her panties, reaching around her waist once again as I grasped the computer mouse in my free hand. That guise didn’t last long, though, as no sooner had her incredibly soft panting started had I moved my hand from the mouse to grope her breasts again. I undid the first few buttons of her blouse, allowing me to slip my hand in and wedge my fingers easily inside her bra. As I fondled her breasts, she seemed to like it when I pinched her nipples, so I kept doing it and each time she had to clench her jaws shut to stop her excited squeals from seeping out. I twisted the two ends of the vibrator to turn it on and after smothering it in a healthy coating of her juices, I slid it as deep inside her as I could push it without letting go completely. Her breath became long and drawn out as I pushed it in and out, and the humming noise grew louder and quieter with each thrust as the walls of her vagina muffled its mechanical whirring. 
 
   “That fucking wasp is back!” we heard from behind the cubicle barrier, instantly cracking us up in a fit of giggles. I looked up over the wall to see Jeff, one of our co-workers with a rolled up newspaper scanning the nearby area for any sign of yellow and black striped movement. There wasn’t any, though, and by the time I’d finished playing with Erica I’m sure he thought he was going insane from the persistent buzzing sound in his ears. She was so close to cumming, I had to grab a thick wooden pencil and pin it between her teeth to bite down on as her hips began to tremble with orgasmic fury. She clenched it between her jaws, and then as her hips thrashed back and forth in the chair I had to hold on to her to stop her from toppling sideways, holding the vibrator inside her all the while. The pencil snapped in her mouth under the pressure and her neck went completely rigid as she shuddered her way through the final stages of her orgasm. I held her in my arms, and continued to grope her breasts and kiss her neck softly until the very last second. She slumped in her chair with her arms draped down at her sides, and I checked up and down the aisle to make sure nobody had noticed. Everyone was still working away on their various stacks of paper work, unaware of the earth shaking climax she had just experienced. I kissed her neck one more time and then pulled out the vibrator from her pussy. I held it to my lips and slipped it into my mouth, sucking up her juices.
 
   “My turn!” I whispered into her ear, and she chuckled to herself. However, the batteries had worn down to nothing, rendering it no more useful than our own fingers. I set it aside as she got out of her seat, fixing her skirt and blouse as I sat down in her place. 
 
   “I’ve got an idea...” she said, climbing down onto her knees and crawling under the desk. I shook my head, thinking it might be a step too far, but she insisted and pulled my legs closer to her, concealing her presence with my legs as I tucked them under the desk. I pretended to be working at her computer again, using the mouse and keyboard randomly while busied herself between my legs. I slouched in the chair, resting the small of my back on the edge so she could have the best possible access to my pussy, and she wasted no time in reaching up underneath my skirt and pulling my knickers down. I dragged my skirt a up as far as I could without any passersby noticing my naked thighs, and thankfully it was far enough to allow her to lean in close and lick the tip of her tongue around my throbbing clitoris. Up until that point, she had been the only one eating the fruits of our little playtime, and now she was finally sharing it. I quivered as her tongue lapped fervently over my clit, and then as her middle two fingers slid inside my pussy and began to stroke my g-spot, I had to grip the arm rests of the chair to stop myself from shrieking with joy. It couldn’t possibly have been her first time eating a girl’s pussy – she was far too good. In fact, maybe it was just because I’d been so turned on by her thrashing orgasmic body, but she was taking me to places I’d never even visited with my real lovers, with whom I had shared a bed. 
 
   The constant pressure on my two erogenous zones was too much to handle, and the chair rattled under the weight and momentum of my shaking body as I started to cum. She didn’t let up for a second, though, and kept licking my aching clitoris as I came, flicking it from side to side while her fingers scratched at the insides of my pussy. I didn’t even care if we got caught at that point, all that mattered to me was finishing my orgasm, and as I let out my final few slow, steady gasps I slumped the chair just as she had done. It took me a minute to recover, and she waited patiently under the desk while I regained the use of my arms and legs. We both stood up and looked around at our co-workers packing up for the day.
 
   “Can I have my panties back now?” I asked. She thought about it for a moment and then shook her head.
 
   “Souvenir!” she replied with a cheeky smile. 
 
   “Why take a souvenir when you can have another go?” I said, pointing at the clock, “It’s home time – the question is: yours or mine?”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Enjoying Nature
 
   As a nature photographer, I got to travel all over the country to locate and snap the finest areas of natural beauty, often taking me well off the beaten path in an effort to find local beauty spots that didn’t show on any map. It always amazed me how the locals in any given area of the countryside, or even urban areas, always seemed to know of a great little hidden spot where I could capture something special with my lens. I had generally operated within a hundred mile radius of my home, never straying too far from the comfort of my own bed. That gave me enough leeway to find a decent spread of locations, from the desert in the south to icy mountains of the north, and the lush forestland in between. However, when one of the magazines for which I regularly did freelance work offered me the chance to photograph a series of locations all around the world, I jumped at the chance for a free holiday. The list of destinations was incredible – Prague, Vienna, Istanbul, Dubrovnik, and those were just to start with. I was to be forwarded a few more destinations after I had successfully completed and sent over my work. As I packed up my things in Dubrovnik, I received an email from my superiors congratulating me on my progress and to instruct me to continue on to Varese, Italy. The journey was cripplingly long, meandering along on a rickety old bus up the Croatian coast. At least I had a incredible view of the Adriatic sea, and as I finally reached the Italian border I was able to exchange the back breaking seat on the bus for the relative comfort of a train. 
 
   When I finally arrived in Varese early the next morning, I could tell from the grimace of the hotelier that I smelled particularly foul. At first I felt incredibly insulted, but then as I checked under my arms I realised I had simply become immune to my own scent, and was giving off a rather pungent odour that needed to be dealt with straight away. I quickly ascended the narrow stairwell to my room and took a long, hot shower, washing away the agony of my arduous trip to that point. I hadn’t so much as touched as myself in days, owing to the less than private accommodation I’d had in Dubrovnik, and as I lowered the shower head down towards my crotch, I knew I would be in the bathroom for a fair while longer even though my skin was fresh as a daisy. The water gushed out in a concentrated jet over my throbbing clitoris, driving me closer and closer to a climax as I fondled my breasts and thrust my hips against the powerful stream. However, just as I was nearing the shuddering end of my intense self pleasure, the water abruptly turned freezing cold, and I realised I had used up all my hot water for the day. My blood turned to ice, replacing my sexual gratification with an unshakeable sense of frustration. Still, I knew I had to be out of the hotel to secure some snaps of an impressive valley a few miles outside of the city, and proceeded to get dressed. Despite being near the mountains of northern Italy, it was surprisingly humid and so I dressed in some light beige combat shorts and a white crop top that emphasised the curves of my heaving breasts.
 
   So, I hailed a cab and set off for the valley, although I instantly regretted wearing such a revealing top as the driver nearly crashed the car on no less than five separate occasions as he tried to peer back at my cleavage in the rear view mirror. I tried to ignore him, and instead covered them up with my arm as I pretended to take photos out of the side window. He didn’t seem to notice that I was supposedly snapping old ladies waiting at bus stops and dilapidated shops as we drove by, making our way steadily into the countryside. We did pass a fair few young Italian women, though, and I made sure to take a couple of cheeky shots of their slender forms as we passed by, teasing myself even more as the memory of my failed masturbation began to resurface. By time I arrived at the start of the footpath down to the valley, my clitoris was tingling with expectation, and I couldn’t wait to get beyond prying eyes so I could relax in the sunshine and relieve myself. However, as I ambled down the rocky stone pathway along the side of the valley, I was instantly struck by the crack that God had forged between the two sets of sugar topped mountains, stretching out for miles with smatterings of woodland along the base. There was a small sprinkling brook running along the very centre, and I knew I would have to get a closer look. The itch around my pussy lips would have to wait, and I climbed down as quickly as I dared to take some photographs.
 
   I could hear a strange noise in the distance, like a chorus of birds singing, or possibly the laughter of children. It was emanating from the tree line ahead, into which the brook slowly tinkled. So, after I’d taken a few pictures, I proceeded on along the sandy bank of the water to the trees, and began to follow the sound of giggling until I came across a waterfall. The brook fell sharply down into a round basin of almost still water about twenty feet below, but that wasn’t the only beautiful thing that I noticed. The sound of laughter was indeed coming from a small group of people, but they were certainly no children. Three young ladies, maybe a few years younger than me and only just out of their teens, were splashing around in the pristine water below, naked as the day they were born and playfully kissing each other while their hands busied themselves under the surface. I took a couple of snaps without even thinking, but then I allowed the camera to hang from my neck for a moment as my burning arousal came back to the fore. Two of the girls sandwiched the other between them, holding their arms around her before submerging their heads down under the water in front of and behind her. The thoughts of what they were doing down there invaded my mind, and sent the juices gushing to my pussy. I began to nudge my crotch with my fingers, edging myself to greater and more potent states of arousal until I decided I had to get a better angle. 
 
   I climbed down the rocky sides of the waterfall, with my desire to not be seen almost as important as that of not falling to my death. The throb around my clitoris was impossible to ignore, and since I’d filled my quota of images already I didn’t see any reason why I shouldn’t enjoy the sights for myself. I found my way safely down to the same level as the girls, making sure to pass behind the trees to obscure my presence. I positioned myself behind a large trunk near the sandy bank of the water, and peered around to watch them with my hand eagerly sliding down inside my shorts. The two girls had since come back up for air, and were in the process of swimming over to the falling wall of water. They disappeared behind it for a minute, and I wondered if my little peep show had come to an annoying end, but then with a loud shriek I saw one of them leap out through the water from a little higher up. They had found a rocky ledge to leap from and dive into the water basin, giving me a perfect view of their thin strips of pubic hair above their delicious little young pussies as they jumped feet first into the pool. The circling motion of my fingers around my aching clitoris was making me so horny that I began to thrust my hips forward, almost humping the tree trunk in blind lust. Then, as my arousal became even more intense, I accidentally caused the self test button on my camera to press against the bark of the tree in front of me, and the large lens rings began to expand outwards with a noisy mechanical whirr in a pre-defined pattern. 
 
   I tried to hide it and press all the buttons on show to stop the camera from making so much noise, but then as it finally ground to a halt I realised the sound of laughter had stopped. I peered back around the tree to see that the girls had seemingly vanished from existence, but then almost within a split second I noticed a series of small footprint trailing up the sand towards my location. Suddenly, I heard whispers behind me, and as I glanced around the other side of the tree I saw the three girls standing there, not even trying to hide their modesty as they giggled, like some timid but irresistible curious wild animals. I jumped out of my skin and tried to run away, but they quickly gave chase with a cackle of laughter and easily caught hold of my flailing arms, pulling me back over to the sandy shore. They were speaking in Italian, and I couldn’t understand a word of what they were saying, so I have no idea if my relentless apologies and pleas to be forgiven had fallen on deaf ears or not. Then as they flipped the strap of my camera up over my head and began to run their hands over my body, I realised that my sense of alarm was entirely needless. In fact, the touch of their fingers enclosing around my breasts and the feel of their warm breath on my neck was once again making my clitoris tingle prominently inside my panties. Their olive skin and thick black hair was incredibly sexy, and all three of them had supple young breasts with small dark nipples perfectly aligned in the centre. They led me over to the water’s edge and began to strip me of my clothes, one of them pulling my top up over my head while the others pulled my shorts down and stood either side of me, kissing my exposed panties and rubbing their small hands all over my pussy and ass cheeks. I was so horny I would have happily let them do whatever they wanted, and after they peeled my panties down they placed my clothes in a neat pile on the sand and started to pull me down the slight incline into the water.
 
   They had ensnared me with the siren-like beauty, and we played with each other in the pool for what seemed like an eternity, embracing for long tongue slithering kisses and allowing our fingers to wander down below the surface to explore each other’s holes. They crowded around me, smothering my lips, earlobes and neck with long, lingering kisses while they caressed my breasts, gently squeezed my nipples and worked their fingers around my clitoris. They even started to fight over who would get to play with me next, diving under the water to stroke their tongues over my pussy as I tried to remain afloat. It was difficult to maintain, as they constantly wanted my legs spread apart, making it very difficult to tread water properly. The others would hold my arms to keep my head above the water while they took turns in licking me, but it soon became apparent that we could solve all our problems by retreating to the bank. So, we swam over to the shore and they laid me down on the warm, silky sand to bask under the sunlight glittering through the gaps in the thousands of leaves in the canopy over our heads. One of the girls flipped her leg over my head and sat back on my mouth, clamping her soaked thighs around my face as her labia pressed down firmly onto my mouth. I began to lick hungrily at her pussy, holding her ass cheeks in my hands and groping at them as the sound of pleasurable moaning seeped from my lips. The other two pulled my legs apart and began to snack on my pussy as the same time – one kneeling directly in front of me with her head skulking low near the sand to slither her tongue up and down between my quivering, moist labia, and the other lying the side of her face on my small tuft of pubic hair to flick my clit with her tongue from above. 
 
   I shivered as the bliss overwhelmed me, reigniting the fire that had been burning inside me ever since the steamy shower earlier that morning. The girl sitting on my face began to thrust her crotch down onto my mouth, urging me to lick harder and faster as she played with her tits, groaning noisily and clenching her cheeks together in my hands. I spanked her gently, eliciting a few giggles from their lips. They spread my legs even wider apart and started to work their fingers around my juicy pink vulva, nudging it open with the tips before sliding them inside me to massage my g-spot. They were like sex angels who knew exactly where to stroke and with the perfect rhythm, and as they worked away at drawing me closer and closer to an orgasm, I writhed in ecstasy on the sand, digging a trench for myself with the gyration of my hips. The sound of my moaning voice was muffled only by the pussy that was pressed flat against my mouth, and then as she turned around to face down towards the other two, the girl who had been licking my clit shuffled up behind her, just above my head, and pushed my hands away from her ass cheeks. She replaced them with her own and spread them wide apart, and I watched up close as she stretched out her tongue and began to lap up and down wantonly over her ass hole. 
 
   It was so hot I could barely contain myself, holding down the head of the girl who was between my legs so I could fuck her face with my crotch while the girl whose pussy I was eating lapped away at my clit. It was an overwhelming orgy of sexual pleasure, with naked sweaty flesh everywhere I looked and the sound of childish giggling and the splash of the water replaced with an endless stream of sensual moaning and breathless panting. They kept switching around, each one taking a turn at eating my pussy, licking my clit and sitting on my face for me to snack on theirs. Once I had tasted all three of the girls, they pulled my knees back to squash them against my chest, foisting my ass a little more into the air. The girl sitting on my face held onto the back of my thighs, pinning them flat to my stomach while she peeled my labia apart and coaxed my clitoris out to wrap her tongue around it. The girl kneeling between my legs proceeded to slide her tongue over the puckering rim of my ass hole, nudging it gently and coating it in a healthy dose of her saliva before pressing the tip of her middle finger up to it. I couldn’t move, and I wouldn’t have even if I wasn’t pinned to the shore. She slid her finger inside me and began to thrust it in and out of my rectum as my tight sphincter hugged it. While the two of them fingered my contracting holes, the third girl lay by my side and took my hand to use as she desired. She extended out my middle two fingers and guides them down to her pussy, so I glided them up inside her and began to stroke her g-spot as firmly as I could with her friend’s ass cheeks pressing down around my face.
 
   They drew me to within a few seconds of an orgasm then released me, pulling their fingers away just moments before my ecstatic groaning reached a zenith. I panted in exasperation on the sand as they repositioned themselves, with one of the girls sitting on my hungry mouth once again, while the other two straddled my widely parted thighs. They began to thrust their throbbing clits against my legs, smearing their juices all over my skin while their fingers twiddled away around my pussy – one of them taking charge of my clitoris while the other rampantly fingered me. The girl on my face ground her hips on my mouth I flicked her exposed clit with my tongue, spanking her ass and reaching up to fondle her breasts intermittently as she played with mine. The three of them leaned in for a sloppy, tongue filled kiss between their mouths, slobbering their saliva all over their chins and drooling down onto my bare breasts as all fours of us thrashed and writhed enthusiastically towards a climax. Their skin was unbelievably smooth, and I would have happily stayed there for the rest of my life, simply touching their sublime beige flesh and licking on their orifices while they moaned with gratification. It was a million times more erotic than any encounter I’d ever had, and I didn’t know how I’d be able to simply have sex with one person ever again. My sexual world had been shattered and in its place was a hunger for more and more sexual depravity. Then, as the girl on my face thrust shuffled slightly forward, she pressed her ass hole onto my tongue, sending me over the edge into orgasmic bliss. 
 
   I continued to lick her ass hole as energetically as I could manage while she finished herself off with her fingers rapidly vibrating over her shiny little pink bean. The other two were in fits of climactic sexual fury, thrusting themselves violently against my thighs as they reached their peak, leaning in to kiss each other to amplify their arousal, as if the intense four-way lesbian orgy wasn’t hot enough already. We shuddered with deep, long breaths, holding in the air as we came at the same time, and then as the ground shaking pleasure began to subside we regained control of our bodies, and lay on the sand side by side, twitching with the aftershocks of our orgasms. I still have no idea who they were, or if they were even real, but I knew that I would never forget the day I visited the brook near Varese. I could only hope that I would get to return one day, and maybe then I would be prepared enough to bring some toys with me. As it was, the attention of their multitude of fingers and tongues was plenty enough to make me cum, and as I got dressed again they ran back into the water to play some more. I knew I didn’t have much longer with them, and that I needed to get to the airport by that evening. I took one final photograph of them diving hand in hand through the waterfall, and made for the road to catch a bus back into town. I had never cursed a scheduled flight more in my life!
 
   
  
 

 
 
   A Rough Initiation
 
   I’d met Sophie while on a night out with my friends, and had immediately fallen for her demure figure and the way she would only hint at a smile before allowing it to vanish from her lips. Her smile was a wonderful sight to behold, but she only displayed it in tiny morsels, teasing me with it as I tried to buy her a drink and chat to her. I’d spotted her glancing at me from across the dance floor, and sensing my opportunity I quickly made my way over to cast my hook before some other lucky person stole my catch. She seemed like such a quiet girl – just my type and the perfect person with whom to strike up a relationship. I’d been out of the dating game for a while, and felt kind of rusty in asking her out, but she immediately put me at ease by taking the first step. Little did I know that there was a side to her that was not entirely apparent on that first night. We had gotten along so famously that she asked me back to her apartment, and I couldn’t wait to accept her gracious offer of a night of steamy fun in her bed. However, while that night was one of the most erotic and eye opening of my whole life, I couldn’t have prepared for what she was to tell me a few weeks into our relationship. 
 
   “I’ve been meaning to tell you something...” she offered one evening when I’d gone round to hers for dinner.
 
   “Oh?” I replied, putting on my best poker face as my heart sank like a lead weight, expecting some terrible confession about having a disease, or even worse, another girlfriend. As it turned out, I was half right.
 
   “Well, you see...” she started, trying to find a way to explain her naughty secret without sounding too slutty, “I’ve got this group of friends who I meet sometimes for parties...”
 
   “Uh huh...” I murmured, frowning with confusion. I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant, but as she continued she painted a rather sordid picture of her private life.
 
   “Sort of kinky sex parties.” she said bluntly, almost ready to retract it in favour of a more pleasant description as she noticed my amazed expression. 
 
   “Like an orgy?” I asked, simultaneously disgusted and aroused by the idea. I’d always been something of a prude, and at first I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My cute little Sophie went group sex parties, and as she unspooled the gory details I could feel my clitoris throbbing with an uneasy curiosity. 
 
   “Kind of, but there are only five of us, including me.” she explained.
 
   “Are they the people you were with at the club when we met?” I asked, warming to the idea as I’d noticed that her group of friends were particularly stunning. She nodded with a longer smile than I’d ever seen her radiate before, and I could tell she was nervous as she told me her secret.
 
   “Anyway, we’re getting together this Saturday... here.” she continued. 
 
   “Ah!” I said, slightly annoyed that she had double booked her evening, “So you’re cancelling our date?”
 
   “No, no!” she cried, chuckling nervously as she tried to clarify what she meant, “I was thinking maybe you could still come over.”
 
   A shiver of excited fright washed over my body, making the smallest hairs on my skin stand on end. 
 
   “Erm... okay.” I said, utterly terrified at the thought and yet unable to decline. The itch inside my pussy had prevailed over my common sense, and I trembled with anticipation for the entire remainder of that week. The people at work thought I was having a stroke, and one of my co-worker joked that I’d gotten my vibrator stuck inside me on the maximum setting. Sophie advised me to pick out a suitable dress, and I fished out my elegant burgundy maxi from the back of my closet just for the occasion. She had made it clear that if I didn’t like what happened on the night, I was free to leave at any point, but that simply made me worry even more about what went on at their get-togethers. When the night finally arrived, I went round to her apartment early for a glass of wine to calm my nerves, and the persistent buzz of adrenaline rushing through my veins was even fiercer than ever. Sophie was busy in the kitchen preparing the dinner, and was already kitted out in her slender black evening dress, which descended down to her ankles and emphasised her slinky curves beautifully. I almost felt under-dressed in comparison, but as her friends finally started to turn up I was put at ease somewhat.
 
   The first to show up were Sam and Claire, two very sporty looking but still incredibly pretty and feminine in their appearance. Apparently they played netball together at the local sports centre, and I could totally imagine their perky round asses jiggling around inside those skimpy little gym shorts. They both had shoulder length dark hair, whereas Sophie’s locks draped all the way down her back. Connie was next, a stunning red head with immense breasts and the most ridiculously curvy hips imaginable. She looked fantastic in her evening gown, and I had to fight myself to stop staring at her wonderful cleavage. The last to appear was Amy, a South Korean girl with a mesmerising bust and the smoothest skin I’d ever seen. She had a gorgeous smile, rivalling even Sophie’s pearly whites, and was by far the cheekiest of the girls. As we chatted on the sofa over a glass of wine, the subject of the post-dinner festivities hardly came up. Even during Sophie’s delicious meal the only thing saucy on our lips was the gruyere. When we finally polished off our deserts and relaxed on the couches for a moment, Amy suddenly perked up.
 
   “So...” she said, circling the tip of her middle finger around the rim of her wine glass, nodding at me as she stared at Sophie. I giggled softly and realised they were all eyeing me up. It turned out that when Sophie had explained about their sordid arrangement, she had left out on key piece of information. She knew that by the time we were all sat around it would be too late, as even though I was free to go at any point, she was completely aware that my clitoris would be pounding at the insides of my panties. She was right, and even as she laid forth the final part of her plan, I remained completely eager to join in. 
 
   “We kind of have an agreement...” she said, once again beating about the bush in her frustratingly indirect way.
 
   “Yeah, I know.” I replied, shaking my head in confusion. What more could there possibly be to explain? She stalled a little longer, prompting the boisterous Sam to interject.
 
   “Put it this way...” she began, “We like to play rough!”
 
   “When new people join our little club, they have to submit to our every will.” said Amy, already nudging herself between her legs as she imagined doing all manner of awful things to my body.
 
   “How rough are we talking?” I said, my logic centres completely drowned out by the thump of my clitoris and the tickle of moisture forming around my labia. With that, they all rose from their seat and began to walk towards the bedroom door. Sophie took my hand and guided me over, whispering into my ear that I could tell them to stop whenever I wanted. I had never been so terrified in all my life, and yet I had also never wanted to proceed with anything as strongly, either. She gave me a moment to catch my breath and then we followed the others into the bedroom, and straight away I saw that they were sat on the edges of the bed in twos and had begun to kiss and grope each other. Claire’s hands were all over Connie’s cleavage, pulling her dress down to expose her delicious firm red nipples. Sam and Amy, meanwhile, were sat next to them and groping each other equally as rampantly, and as I stared at them Sophie stood behind me and wrapped her arms around my stomach. I felt her fingers crawling down to my crotch, and then as she pushed the material in to massage my pussy I closed my eyes for a moment and enjoyed the touch of her fingers massaging my clit. I’d been waiting for it all night, and when I finally re-opened my eyes I saw that the others were just as horny as me, stripping their clothes away in a frenzied display of sexuality. The dresses came off in seconds, and as they unhooked their bras and peeled their various types of knickers down their delectable thighs, I felt Sophie’s fingers running down my back as she unzipped my dress. 
 
   The four naked girls circled around me and began to feel my naked flesh as the dress fell away from my body. I hadn’t worn a bra as my breasts were fairly small and didn’t need much support. Also, it kind of turned me on to wear as little as possible, and the knowledge that the girls had one less barrier to my naked form was part of the reason why I’d felt so horny during dinner. I felt their hands stroking over my skin, cupping my breasts and very softly spanking my ass as Amy peeled my skimpy black thong down to my ankles. It all seemed so sensual, but once Sophie had removed her exquisite dress and joined the other four, things quickly started to heat up. She pulled out box from under her bed, and the girls crowded around it like chickens at the trough as the meal pellets tapped onto the metal tray. They squawked and grabbed at the contents of the box, and as soon as I saw what it contained I knew that I was in for a very intense evening. Each one of the girls held a strap-on dildo to their waist and proceeded to attach them around their hips, leaving me surrounded by a rainbow of thick plastic cocks, all pointing at me like some bizarre firing squad. 
 
   Sophie guided me onto the bed, and the others climbed on and enclosed around me. Then, without speaking a word she placed her hand onto the back of my head and pushed it down to the level of her dildo, prompting me to place it in my mouth. It was so kinky and as I wrapped my lips around the solid purple shaft and started to suck on it, I felt the hands of the girls behind me playing with my pussy lips and stretching my ass cheeks open. I was shaking with anticipation, almost incapable of absorbing so much pleasure in one go. I was sure I would faint at any moment, but thankfully I managed to retain my consciousness the whole way through my ordeal. Some fingers began to work around the edges of my vulva, sliding inside me slowly at first, but quickly speeding up as they saw I could take it. At least two of them were fingering my pussy at the same time, jerking their fingers in and out violently and hooking them to drag on my g-spot. I groaned with pleasure and immediately felt the crash of a hand striking my ass cheeks, sending a shockwave of stinging agony through my veins. As the burning subsided, though, the light tingle it left in its wake was even more arousing than the fingers massaging my sensitive erogenous zones. 
 
   Amy was kneeling next to Sophie, and after a few minutes of watching me sucking my girlfriend’s dildo, she pulled on my hair to move me along to hers instead. I placed it in my mouth, and she thrust it even deeper into my throat, clutching the sides of my head in her hands as she fucked my mouth. I gagged on it, but quickly acclimatised to the intruding shaft of plastic nudging its way down my neck. Behind me, I felt two hands stretching me ass cheeks apart, followed by the hungry lap of Sam’s tongue as she licked up and down over my crack. The feel of her rough taste buds slithering around my soft, puckering ring was heavenly, and every time I moaned in response to her rimming me, she spanked my cheeks even harder. I felt her tongue tense up as she prodded the tip on my anus, slowly lubricating it with her saliva so she could slide the first inch or two inside me dark red glistening rectum. I could feel her mouth opening wider as she fucked my ass with her tongue, as well as the fingers of Sam and Claire at her sides still fingering my tight pussy at the same time. I moved on, sucking on Sam’s dildo while Claire took her turn at eating my ass, and continued on around the five girls, smothering their plastic cocks in my spit and giving each one a taste of my rectum. I had never had anyone eat my ass before, and having all five of them, including Sophie with whom I had shared my most intimate fantasies, licking at my ass hole was making the throb of my clitoris almost unbearable. Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait long before they put the toys to good use.
 
   Once I had worked my way around the group, Sophie lay back on the bed and pulled me over to straddled her crotch, pushing my dripping wet pussy down onto her dildo. I began to ride on it enthusiastically, moaning and panting as I groped my tits with the other four girls waiting their turn behind me. Or at least I thought they were waiting their turn. They were actually just giving me a moment to warm up for the intense gang bang that was to follow. After a few minutes of ecstatic grinding on Sophie’s crotch, she pulled me closer to lie flat against her chest, squashing my small breasts against her ample fleshy mounds as out nipples danced together. She pressed my lips to her mouth, and as we kissed and slapped our tongues together, I felt another pair of hands stroking my ass, which was sticking out behind me with my ass hole fully on show as my legs were perched wide at the sides of Sophie’s body. They spanked me a few times, turning my ass red and covering it in hand prints. Then, I felt some additional pressure around my labia, and it took me a few seconds to realise that one of them was pushing a second dildo inside my pussy. I was already stretched wide open by Sophie’s purple one, and I didn’t know if I could take another. I caught the scent of lubricant jelly, and instantly knew why I hadn’t been split in two already as the second thick shaft entered my pussy. 
 
   The two of them began to thrust their dildos in and out, making me cry out with a potent combination of agony and ecstasy, straining as they buried the entire shafts inside me so that my labia were kissing the bases of both of them. The fucked me so hard, spanking me relentlessly even though my skin was blazing red and almost numb from the endless strikes. That was only the beginning, though, as the other girls moved around and grabbed my arms, bending them back behind me and holding them in place so I couldn’t fight. “Leave anytime you like, my ass!” I thought. Sam and Claire moved around in front of me and started to slap my face, and as tears began to roll down my face, my eyeliner smeared down with them, coating my cheeks in black streaks. I looked a mess, and yet every slap that they lashed across my face just turned me on even more. Being treated so submissively was an incredible turn on, and having them use me however they wished was propelling me towards a climax of world shaking proportions. Sam knelt over Sophie head and presented her dildo to me, and whoever was fucking me – either Amy or Connie, I couldn’t see – pulled back on my hair to force me to look forward. Sam pushed the dildo into my mouth and began to fuck my throat, lodging the plastic shaft deep in my neck as she thrust it in and out through my jaws. Huge wads of saliva trailed out and stuck to it as she retracted and then rammed it back down my throat, spilling out over my chin to further mess up my face.
 
   They started to take turns at being the second dildo in my pussy, and as Connie appeared from behind me I felt Amy taking the reins from her. Likewise, as Sam moved behind me, Claire took over fucking my mouth, and then Connie and then Amy – each girl getting chance to pound me from behind and to mess up my face even further. I was almost on the verge of a climax when they stopped for a moment as applied some more lube to their dildos. Sophie swapped places with Amy, who lay underneath me as I rode on top of her for a moment. I wondered why they would need so much lube, but I was so distracted with playing with Amy’s wonderfully round, juicy tits that I wasn’t paying much attention to the others as they climbed back on behind me. However, as they pushed me down onto Amy’s chest and peeled my ass cheeks wide open again, I felt the sudden cold touch of a dildo pressing up against my ass hole. I wasn’t sure if I was ready for such a brutal fucking, but the pounding of my clitoris as it rubbed on Amy’s pubic bone silenced me long enough for Sophie to slide her dildo gently through my well lubricated rim. She pushed it in a few inches at a time, fucking my ass gently at first but then as I groaned louder and louder, she increased her pace until both of them were slamming their plastic cocks into my two holes at pretty much the same speed. I had never known that anal sex could feel so good, and as my sphincter gripped the sides of the shaft in a perfect circle, the build up to my orgasm seemed to be amplified beyond what I thought was possible. 
 
   She fucked my ass hard until I was almost cumming, and then pulled it out, teasing me as she did with her smile when we first met. I begged them for more, and Connie gladly gave it to me. Her dildo was slightly thicker than the rest, and pushed out the sides of my rectum even wider as she ploughed it into my tight hole. I had never been so glad for slippery substances in my life, and as her hips slammed against my ass cheeks she pulled my arms back once again. Seeing my orgasmic exasperation, Amy gripped her claws around my throat and squeezed, cutting off my breath for a few seconds at a time. It was so intense, and as they each took a turn at fucking my ass I had to close my eyes and focus every bit of strength in my body into not cumming. I wanted to prolong the ecstasy as much as possible, but it was ultimately beyond my abilities. My whole body began to shake and even though all five of them tried to restrain my petite little body, there was no way they could have dampened the powerful juddering of my hips as they convulsed on top of Amy’s crotch. My eyes rolled back in to my skull and I let out a final cataclysmic groan before dropping into a lifeless heap at her side. The others stared at my completely still body and then at each other, wondering if they were going to need some saws and plastic bags. Then, as twitches of life showed in my arms, they breathed a sigh of relief and started to kiss each other, congratulating themselves on a job well done.
 
   I was broken, and yet I had never felt so complete in all my life. In fact, I couldn’t imagine having sex with only one person again and could hardly wait for their next meeting. The only thing turning me on more than being submissive was the idea that maybe one of them would introduce a new girl, and I would be able to take the dominant role instead. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   A Handy Tutorial
 
   I’d been working at the Utopia adult store for a little over a year and was finding it to be a surprisingly pleasant experience. I had half expected the shop to be filled with seedy old men looking for porn, or even worse to ogle the cashier – i.e. me. However, when I started work I realised that the place was a little more mainstream than I was expecting, and attracted a far more normal clientele than the dank, black fronted stores that littered the city’s back streets. The walls were painted white with bright pink and purple floral patterns plastered across them, livening the place up, as if the colourful array of kinky outfits, sex toys and pornographic DVD covers hadn’t done the job already. The cashier desk was situated along the back wall of the store with two separate rows of product shelving between it and the door. I would often spend my time sitting at the desk watching the various types of customers coming in and browsing the products. A lot of the time it was couples looking to spice up their love life, but occasionally we would get, let’s just say fringe customers. I remember once an old lady wandered in thinking it was a candle shop, and had picked up no less than four hefty butt plugs before she realised they didn’t have any wicks. She promptly left in a huff, no doubt blaming the shop for existing in the first place rather than her own myopia. 
 
   Another time there were two gay men debating how wide their ass holes could stretch, and which of the various objects on offer they would be able to fit inside them. I had to bite my knuckles to stop myself from bursting out into laughter, and thankfully for the most part I managed to maintain a strong sense of professionalism about my work. I made a point of not interfering with the customers while they were browsing, as the sensitive nature of the products meant that most people wouldn’t want to be bothered. Even when they paid for their items, they would often keep their heads low as if I was going to report them to some higher authority that would seek to limit their pleasure. That was never so accurate as with one particular girl, who came into the store one blustery afternoon in her work clothes. At first I barely registered her presence, as I was casually flicking through a magazine and the rest of the store was empty. She was fairly petite, with pinned back brown hair and with a cute pair of glasses emphasising her sparkling blue eyes, and I could tell from her attire that she worked in an office, maybe as a secretary or support staff. Not to sound like too much of a detective, but one of the games I used to play to entertain my bored self in the hours I spent in that cashier’s chair was trying to guess what people did. Sometimes I would even ask them if they looked willing enough to converse with me. This one, on the other hand, I knew would almost certainly not want so much as a whisper from me, and I tried to keep my eyes down as I watched her out of the corner of my eye.
 
   She disappeared behind the farthest row of shelving, but thankfully a stretch of angled mirrors along the back wall made it impossible for her to escape my glare. I don’t think she even noticed they were there, although that was kind of the point. They were generally used for detecting shoplifters, but I was using them for a much naughtier purpose. Even through the slightly murky reflection of the rarely cleaned mirror, I could tell she had a sweet little ass tucked away inside her grey office skirt, and as she tried to sort the wisps of hair that had been blown out of place by the wind, I could see the ample, round form of her breasts covered by her pinstriped white blouse. She really was adorable, not just because she was clearly very pretty, or because I had a thing for nerdy girls who wore glasses, but because of the mousy way in which she was inspecting the products. It was pretty obvious that she was there to buy a sex toy, and even though there was nobody else there to judge she was burning up with embarrassment, constantly dabbing a tissue to her neck and the top of her chest to wipe away the anxious sweat. 
 
   Now, I had always been very confident about my sexuality, and with my somewhat gothic appearance and multiple piercings, I gave off something of a domineering persona. I was actually quite a sweet girl when people got to know me, but from the way she kept looking over at me I was fairly certain that we wouldn’t ordinarily be friends, or even mix in the circles. Still, I was far more intrigued by her curious expression than by the mundane articles in my magazine, so I continued to watch as she picked up one of the most popular toys. It was a rabbit vibrator, and as she picked up the long cardboard box and stared into the thin plastic window at the device, the look of recognition on her face made it plainly obvious that she had been recommended to get just that variety of toy by someone. However, whoever had told about them had clearly not explained the concept very well, as she stared at it with a confused grimace for a little while, turning the box every which way to figure out how to use it. Nobody could be that dumb, I thought, wondering how she could be taking so long to realise how the clitoral stimulator worked. Finally, after a few minutes of murmuring to herself she finally stepped around from behind the shelving to walk over to the desk. I placed the magazine down on the counter as if I’d only just realised she had entered, and shot her my friendliest smile.
 
   “Hi...” I said warmly, but she kept the box by her side, “How can I help?”
 
   “Um...” she sighed, trying to find the words from some deep place within her, “I was wondering... how does this work?”
 
   She raised the box up sheepishly and placed it flat on the desk in front of me, and once again I had to bite my lip so as not to let a chuckle slip out from between my lips. I even had to fight the urge to smile too much, but I figured a little grin wouldn’t hurt.
 
   “Ah!” I said, getting to the point a little too directly, “Is this your first one?”
 
   “Yes.” she replied after a moment of consideration, “Why?”
 
   “Well, I think this might be a little... much, for someone looking for their first toy.” I explained, running my finger along the box to follow the shaft behind the plastic window, “This is designed for both vaginal and anal penetration.”
 
   “Oh!” she said in a shocked tone, suddenly realising what the additional, slightly thinner shaft was for underneath the main one. She had chosen a vibrator that was designed to provide pleasure to not only her vagina and clitoris, but to her anus as well.
 
   “It’s okay...” I said, reassuring her that she didn’t need to be so shy, “I can show you some other models, unless this is what you were looking for?”
 
   “Oh God no!” she cried, chuckling under her breath, partly at her mistake and partly because I was shining my widest smile at her, “Yes, okay...”
 
   I led her across to the toy shelf again and placed the box back with the others, scanning the available toys for something a little more suitable. Admittedly, there were far too many to choose from, each offering a slightly different twist on the traditional rabbit specification. There were some that were custom designed to allow better g-spot access, some with expanding shafts and others with special vibration settings. I sometimes wondered if they put as much research into the space shuttle as they did into those toys. I picked up one and handed it to her, not-so-accidentally brushing my arm over her suit jacket as she took it from me. It was a fairly standard model, with the a vivid blue jelly shaft and plastic base, and several buttons to control the vibration and rotation settings. Not only that, but its special function was that the shaft grew length ways by an inch or so when the special button on the top of the panel was pressed. I explained this to her, noticing the increasingly nervous tremble of her fingers as she clutched it in her hands. She still seemed a little confused, and was very conflicted about discussing such private matters with a complete stranger. However, every time she looked at me she giggled at my enthusiastic smile and salesperson-like pitching skills. 
 
   “I used to have one just like this...” I said, trying every trick in the book to get her to buy one.
 
   “Oh really?” she perked up, “Why don’t you still have it?”
 
   “Well, if I’m honest, I broke mine.” I responded, entirely honestly I might add.
 
   “So they break easily?” she said, grinning at me as I tried to come up with another angle to sell it to her.
 
   “No no, it worked perfectly for two years...” I said, on the verge of laughter as I continued, “But my dog thought it was for him and bit it in half...”
 
   We both let out a guttural laugh, and she even reached out to hold herself steady on my shoulder as she held onto her stomach. The touch of her fingers sent a chill down my spine and the feeling of arousal that had been building inside me the whole time she been there was setting my clitoris on fire. 
 
   “Wait, so... what does it do again?” she asked, still perplexed by my horny, incoherent explanation of the device’s features. I looked at her with a slightly mocking smile, wondering how she had managed to survive in the world for so long without some awful fate befalling her. It wasn’t a complicated toy to use, but then as I tried to think how I might explain it differently, a terribly naughty thought popped into my mind.
 
   “If you want, I could show you...” I offered, bracing myself with a faint wince as I waited for her reaction. She clenched her bottom lip between her front teeth for a moment while she thoughts about it, holding the box out in front of her. I thought I’d seal the deal and ran my fingers over hers to take the box from her, and I could almost see the judder of sexual excitement passing through her body as my skin grazed across hers. She nodded, and suddenly her nervous tremors transferred into my own body. I walked over to the front door and flipped the Open/Closed sign, locking the latch before making my way back towards her. Then, I led her by the hand over to the cramped little dressing room by the side of the cashier’s desk with the box in my free hand. With the two of us inside, I closed the thin curtain just to make sure we had the absolute maximum privacy, and began to open up the box to extract its exciting contents. I tossed the clear plastic packaging to the floor along with the box as I pulled out the toy, showing it to her and placing it in her hands as the scent of fresh jelly shaft filled the small room. I picked out the pack of batteries that came with the box and loaded them into the compartment behind the base control panel. Then, with it ready to go I sat down on the little seat and patted the space next to me.
 
   “You first...“ she said, nodding at the toy as she passed it back to me. I didn’t need much encouraging, and proceeded to unbutton my jeans and pulled them down to reveal my black thong with the pink butterfly emblazoned on the front. She watched intently as I pulled it down, exposing my rapidly moistening pussy and the small strip of pubic hair just above my clitoris, which I stroked for a moment to get her even more in the mood. I had no idea if she was a lesbian like me, or simply exploring some newfound facet of her sexuality, but her eyes were burning holes in my skin and being watched as I touched myself was turning me on more than any toy I’d ever used. I spread my legs apart, splitting my labia apart as a few trails of my juices stretched out between them. Then, as I pressed the head of the vibrator shaft up to my pussy lips, I began to coat it in my slippery juices ready to slide inside me at any second. Her fingers wandered down to her crotch and nudged through the tightly wound material, hardly making a dent on the front as she tried to press them firmly onto her clit. Eventually she gave up, and started to slide the zip down the side of her leg, discarding her skirt on the floor so she could slip her fingers down inside her frilly red and black lace knickers. I watched the indentation of her knuckle rotating around over her clitoris while I pushed the vibrator shaft through my pulsating pussy lips. Her eyes were hooked on the sight of them expanding around the shaft, and then as I pressed the bunny ears up to the sides of my clitoral hood and pushed the button to jolt them to life, my heavenly moaning caused her to masturbate even more furiously in front of me. 
 
   I started to clench my ass cheeks to thrust my crotch gently forward to meet the dildo shaft, and then I remembered its special function. Making sure she was taking note, I pressed the button and felt the sudden swell of the shaft inside me plunging even deeper inside my pussy as it began to pump relentlessly towards my cervix. She finally took a seat beside me and pulled her knickers down to reveal her bare, shaven pussy. Watching the flesh of her pussy lips contorting with the pressure of her fingers as she massaged her clitoris was sending me into overdrive, but I knew something else that would turn me on even more. I slid the vibrator out, turning the various vibrating options off for a moment as I held it between legs, pulling them apart with my free hand as I aimed the shaft towards her pussy. She smiled nervously, leaning back against the hard plaster wall as the moist head touched her labia. I pressed it closer, sliding it between her labia and pushing it a couple of inches inside her, but she still didn’t take hold of the toy. Instead she simply clutched her breast in her hand and fondled it through her blouse, closing her eyes as the vibrator whirred to life inside her. I gradually increased the setting, enabling the rabbit ears and setting them to work, slapping her clitoris from side to side while the shaft pumped away inside her wildly contracting vagina. 
 
   I leaned over and began to kiss her neck just above the collar of her blouse, nibbling on her ear lobe and slowly working my way around to her quivering lips. She whimpered endlessly as the pleasure intensified down inside her pussy, and then as I kissed her she reached over to play with my pussy, twirling her fingers around my throbbing clitoris. She almost sounded like she had been possessed and was speaking in tongues, albeit incredibly soft whispered ones. I groped at her other breast, making her groan noisily and slip her tongue into my mouth. I caught what I thought was an intelligible sentence, but I had to listen more carefully for confirmation. It sounded like she was asking me to play with her ass, but as I tried to slide my hand underneath her shuddering cheeks I was unable to get any access.
 
   “I’ve got a better idea!” I said, immediately running back into the store to collect another toy. I returned moments later with a mess of straps in my hands, but her eyes were clamped firmly shut as she brought herself slowly but surely towards an orgasm. I knew I would have to be quick, so I attached the strap-on dildo to my waist and smothered the shiny red plastic shaft with some lube, sitting beside her ready to take our little encounter to the next level. I nudged her arm and she opened her eyes, gasping with shock as she laid eyes on the dildo protruding from my crotch. I feared for a second that I had made a terrible error of judgement, but then as she started to lift her ass up to crouch over my lap, I knew thing were about to get much steamier. She kept the vibrator firmly held to her pussy as she lowered her ass down onto the dildo, and I watched as her puckering rim expanded out to a perfect circle to accommodate the moderately sized shaft. She took a bit at a time, sliding her way down onto the shaft until all five inches were lodged deep in her rectum. The bouncing momentum of her ass as she bobbed up and down on top of it was pressing the base of the dildo against my clitoris, pushing me closer to an orgasm with every thrusting movement she made. She leaned back against my body and I wrapped my arms around her to unbutton her blouse.
 
   All of her inhibitions had gone out of the window and had been replaced with a sex fiend intent on having the most powerful climax possible. I fumbled with the buttons for a good minute, working my way down the front of her chest until finally the sides of the white cotton fabric fell apart to reveal her bra. I peeled it down over her shoulders and quickly unhooked her bra, unveiling her large, firm and perfectly round breasts for me to play with as she fucked both of her holes on top of my lap. I cupped them in my hand and squeezed them gently at first, becoming more and more aggressive with every second that passed and teezing her nipples between my fingers and thumbs to a cacophony of ecstatic moaning. I knew she wouldn’t last much longer, and neither would I! Her whole body began to shudder violently as her hips thrashed on my lap, grinding their way to a climax and tipping me over the edge in the process. We both groaned at the top of our voices and panted until we could no longer draw breaths, the mechanical sound of the vibrator humming away inside her pussy clearly audible as we held our breath and convulsed wildly through our simultaneous climaxes. I slapped her breasts from side to side and tugged on her hair, treating her rougher than I suspected she’d ever received in her life. She loved it, though, and moaned even louder as I pinched her nipples one final time. Finally, she collapsed on top of me, jerking a few times as the incredible pleasure wore off.
 
   We cleaned ourselves up and got dressed again, and I sincerely hoped that she was going to buy the vibrator, as otherwise it would come out of my pay cheque. However, as we made our way back out to the desk, I couldn’t shake her insistence on me playing with her ass. 
 
   “Maybe the first one you chose might be better for you after all!” I said. She took both.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Lesbian Nurse 
 
   In all my life I had never been to a hospital for any other reason than to visit others. I had always been the picture of health, regularly attending the local gym and rarely indulging in any more than a handful of chocolate biscuits. My figure was the envy of most of my friends, who all had trouble keeping those extra pounds off. Thankfully, we were so close that any jealousy they felt towards me never got in the way of our friendship. I even took on something of a mentoring role to a few of them, encouraging them to join me for nightly zumba and yoga classes, sometimes with better luck than others. I would take them to classes after work, dragging them by the feet through the doors of the recreation centre, if only to get them away from the dreary soap operas they all inexplicably loved to watch. Oh how I hated having to listen to their inane conversations about which character was cheating on whom, or who was secretly plotting to murder their best friend. That said, I would have gladly listened to hours of their pointless babble if it had meant I wouldn’t have to ensure the searing pain that was about to befall me. One cold, blustery autumn evening, I managed to persuade a few of my friends to join me for yet another strenuous workout. They complained at first, but I knew they secretly lusted after the hot young instructor, Paolo, and the begrudgingly agreed to come along. Everything was going spectacularly well until the second to last exercise pose. We had to lean down to touch our toes without bending our knees, and I eagerly gave it a try.
 
   It took me a couple of attempts, but I finally managed to touch the very tip of my big toes. Suddenly, just as I was about to straighten my back, a twinge of pain shot up my spine, leaving me in so much agony that my friends had to rush me straight to the hospital. The searing pain didn’t let up for a second, and I had to fight the urge to correct my posture just in case it led to even more damage. I had absolutely no idea what was causing it, but I knew that it could have been serious, if not life threatening. Thoughts about being paralysed for the rest of my life filled my mind, and as we finally arrived at the Accident and Emergency department of the nearby Metropolitan Hospital, even the spectre-like appearance of doctors and nurses surrounding me was not enough to quell my fears. I was terrified, and shortly after being admitted to the hospital, I passed out. When I finally awoke, my heavy eyes took a while to adjust, but I knew from the second that I opened them that I was not in my normal bed. I was in a private hospital room, lying flat on a surprisingly comfortable bed with a few sheets and blankets wrapped around my waist. My whole body felt like everything below my neck had been replaced with lead, and as I looked around I felt the twinge stabbing my spine once again. It had been dulled considerably by whatever miraculous cocktail of painkillers they had me on, but it remained persistently rooted inside my lower back. 
 
   I looked around at my new surroundings and saw a selection of inoffensive paintings, a TV mounted on the wall in the corner and some trays and cabinets that no doubt held important medical equipment. I tried to drift off once again, but the pain had been muted to the point where it was no longer strong enough to make me pass out, and also too noticeable to ignore. So, I had no choice but to lay there on the bed and try to pass the time. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was the middle of the night, as if the pitch black exterior of the small window to my left hadn’t already given it away. There was dead silence apart from the occasional clatter of footsteps down the corridor outside the door, which was slightly ajar. I could hear voices, and not wanting to spend the entire night without a wink of sleep, I fumbled around the bed to locate the little buzzer that I had seen in so many movies and TV shows. Luckily, there was one, and I hastily pressed it a few times to call a nurse. There was no response at first, but then as the pitter-patter of footsteps grew louder along the corridor outside, I knew someone was coming to help me. I had no idea, though, that moments later a super model would walk in through the door. She was beautiful, with blindingly sparkly blonde hair tied back neatly in a net behind her head and a set of loosely fitting blue scrubs draped over her body. They hung away from her chest just enough to tease me with the briefest hint of cleavage, and as she turned around to close the door behind her I could see the indentation of her perfect ass cheeks on the soft material.
 
   “Ah, Miss Francis...” she smiled, stepping over to my side to pick up my chart, “We’ve been waiting all night for you to come around.”
 
   “Oh?” I asked, becoming exhausted simply by registering what she had said, “What’s wrong with my back?”
 
   “Well, at the moment we’re not sure, but we have you booked in for an x-ray first thing in the morning.“ she replied politely, but the news was not particularly welcome.
 
   “It’s really hurting...” I pleaded, begging her to up my dosage or something.
 
   “Hmm...” she hummed, staring at my chart and flipping the pages over the top, “I can’t administer any more morphine, I’m afraid. You’re already at the maximum for the next few hours.”
 
   I sighed as a frown invaded my brow, and she noticed my displeasure instantly. 
 
   “Let’s see if we can make you a little more comfortable.” she said, and began to fluff up my pillows and pressed the button to recline my bed a little further, hoping it would help me to nod off. She leaned up over my face, brushing her breasts over my nose and allowing me a view of her cleavage that was so close I wondered if it was accidental. 
 
   “How did I get out of my clothes?” I asked, suddenly realising that I was dressed in a hospital gown.
 
   “Oh, that’s just standard procedure.” she smiled, hinting that there was more to the story. She gently bit her bottom lips as if she was trying to hold in a naughty secret that was just itching to get out, and I knew she was thinking about the small cherry tattoo above my crotch,
 
   “So you saw the tattoo?” I asked, grinning at her cute, needlessly guilty expression. She nodded and breathed a sigh of relief.
 
   “I’m sorry...” she blushed, turning away to hide her embarrassment.
 
   “What is it?” I asked, intrigued as to what could have set off her sudden discomfort.
 
   “I just... I’ve got a similar one, that’s all.” she grinned, rubbing the tips of her fingers around over the patch of her scrubs where her tattoo lay. 
 
   “Ah... well come on then, let me see!” I asked, and while at first she was shy and didn’t want to reveal it, a few jibing remarks and an adorable smile later, she was peeling down the waistband of her scrubs to show it to me. It was even lower down than mine, and it was my turn to blush was she lowered the elastic down to expose even the top half inch of her clitoral hood. She had no pubic hair, and in its place was a tattoo of a lightning bolt that led down to the very top of her pussy. I pursed my lips and let out a long, deep breath, expressing my amazement at it. However, as a lesbian I was much more interested in what lay even further south than what she had shown me. 
 
   “Do you mind?” I whispered cheekily as I slipped my hand off the side of the bed and tried to touch it. She didn’t flinch, though, and stood still while I pressed my thumb over the dark patch of her skin. It seemed slightly smoother than I’d anticipated, and as I circled my thumb around it she leaned a little closer. I looked up and met her longing gaze, and immediately saw that she wanted the same thing as me. She merely needed me to make the first move, and I kept my eyes squarely fixed on hers as I moved my thumb down over her clitoris. She measured her breath and closed her eyes as it pressed up and down over her sensitive little hood, holding her pants down give me prolonged access to her pussy. She sighed under her breath and looked over her shoulder to make sure nobody could see through the round window in the door. 
 
   “Maybe there is something I can do for you after all...” she said, and while I moved my middle finger under her crotch to stroke down the centre of her pussy lips, she raised her right hand up and hovered it over my hips. She dragged the blankets down to reveal my bare legs poking out from under my gown, and then slipped her hand underneath the thin nylon material to stroke my upper thigh. Her fingers crawled up towards my pussy, and the closer they got the harder my clitoris throbbed with anticipation. Her thumb grazed over my pubic bone as her fingers finally reached my pussy, and even the softest touch was enough to make me forget the stabbing pains that were prodding my back endlessly. She pressed the tips of her fingers onto my clitoral hood and began to massage it as I was doing to hers, and we toyed with each other for a little while as she stood by the side of the bed administering the best medicine I’d ever tried. I pushed my hips up to meet the pressure of her fingers, moaning softly as she expertly massaged my clitoris, sending more than just a mere trickle of moisture to my pussy lips. I was practically gushing by the time she leaned in to kiss me, and as our lips met I brashly gripped the sides of her pants and pulled them down around her legs. She giggled and stepped out of them, leaning back for a moment to pull her top over her head.
 
   Her breasts flopped out, jiggling into their sublimely round shape within a second or two. I reached up to cup them in my hand, and squeezed them like a child’s toy, unable to get enough of their incredible beauty and size. I had made love to a fair few women in the past, and while some had possessed a significant bust, not one of them could hold a candle to this girl. I had meant to look at her name tag, but it was lying face down on the floor by that point, and I wasn’t about to interrupt the proceedings with a pointless question like that. I wanted to feel every inch of her flesh rubbing against mine and taste every orifice she had to offer, and from the way she speedily climbed onto the bed, it was obvious she felt the same way. Although the pain had subsided with the onset of her magical fingers, I was still very much bed stricken, and was unable to move much beyond the gentle thrust of my hips and the lean of my neck to kiss her. She was sympathetic to my needs, though, and very delicately parted my legs before pulling up the bottom of my gown to expose my soaking wet pussy lips. She almost licked her lips like she was about to dine on a fabulous meal, and then leaned in towards my pussy with her mouth gaping open.
 
   I felt her tongue coiling around my clitoris as her fingers split my labia apart, working their way inside me and causing me to press me head hard against the pillow to avoid trying to leap to my knees. I so wished I had one of my trusty strap-on dildos to hand, and that my back was in tip top condition. The things I would have done to her if I’d been able would have rocked her world, although from the persistent rhythm of her tongue and the precise movement of her fingers over my g-spot, it was fairly obvious that she knew exactly what she was doing. She was not exploring her sexuality or trying something new. No, she was using years of sexual knowledge to reduce my agony, and I couldn’t have been more grateful. I watched as her ass bobbed up and down at the foot of the bed, and longed to fit my mouth in between those glorious cheeks. She continued to snack on my pussy, though, and as I groaned louder and louder, she simply licked more and more ferociously, flicking her tongue left and right, up and down over my clitoris while her fingers slid, nay vibrated inside me. A bead of sweat rolled down my left cheek as I became suddenly consumed with the heat of the moment. I felt so weak, but the urge to hold onto her head was too great to resist. So, I pressed my right palm around the back of her skull and held her mouth close to my pussy, giving her little choice but to continue licking it as energetically as she had been doing until I said otherwise. 
 
   She looked up at me with her lips glossy from the coating of my juices, and waved her tongue at me. I pulled softly on her hair to bring her closer, and after she had clambered up towards me, she leaned in to kiss me once again. I could taste my own juices on her tongue as it stroked across mine, and while I was aching with anticipation to taste hers, I would have to wait a little longer. She kissed my cheeks and moved down over my chin, the soft skin of my neck and down over the gown to play with my breasts. She reached behind under my back and untied the loose knot that was holding it to my body, and then with a surprisingly clean swipe she lifted it off, leaving me completely naked to match her. She was fascinated by my breasts, and spent a couple of minutes cupping them in her hands, squeezing them to expand my nipples and then wrapping her tongue around them as I held her head close. It almost felt like she was tenderly feeding on them, and for some reason that thought turned me on even more, despite the fact that I wasn’t lactating. She continued down past my belly button, stopping briefly to roll her tongue around it before descending on towards my quivering pussy lips. Then, as she reached them again, she began to turn around, flipped her leg over my body to face the opposite direction. Her ass was abruptly foisted into my face, and as she leaned down to bury her head between my thighs, her ass cheeks spread wide open for me.
 
   My mouth was just inches from her vulva, which was contracting gently as if it was breathing. It looked hungry for my touch, and as I was barely able to lean forward, she pushed herself back onto my face, pressing my head into my carefully arranged pillows. I placed my hands on her cheeks and groped them apart, squeezing them in my fingers to stretch her tight anus open slightly. My eyes were on level with her rim, and were mere inches away from it as I slid my tongue inside her. While she busied herself licking passionately around my exposed, throbbing clitoris, I licked the inner walls of her vagina. My mouth was pressed firmly to her labia, kissing them open mouthed as I explored the dripping wet fleshy cavern, and the faster I wriggled my tongue inside her the louder her deep, orgasmic breaths became. There was so much pleasure to be had I could hardly choose what to do next. I could have happily spent hours lapping at the insides of her pussy, but I wanted to play with her clit as well, so I pulled my tongue out and began to flick her firm little pink corn rapidly from side to side. My nose was resting on her anus, and as I squashed her cheeks together over my face, I felt another tingle of excitement overshadowing the pain in my back. Her cheeks were so beautifully round and free of any blemishes at all, and her ass hole was utterly clean and pink, with only the faintest of ripples leading into the miniscule hole. I had to taste it, and just as the movement of her tongue threatened to tip her over the edge into an orgasm, I moved my tongue up over her rim and began to lick it hungrily up and down between her cheeks.
 
   She giggled as my tongue slithered around on top of her anus, nudging its way inside her as I gently spanked her cheeks. The flesh rippled slightly with each strike, and the harder I licked the more she pushed her ass back to meet the pressure of my tongue. Once her ring was sufficiently coated in my saliva, I pressed the tip of my middle finger up against it and began to work it slowly in through the tight gap. She whimpered and pulled away slightly, but as the finger glided inside her over and over again, she realised she actually liked it. She let out a long, wavering breath and backed up onto my tongue again, allowing me to lap at her clitoris as we writhed, licked and sucked our way to an imminent climax. I could feel her breasts squashing up against my stomach and the gentle thrust of her hips to meet my tongue was getting me off better than any lover I’d ever taken to bed. Maybe it was all the pain medication I was on, or maybe she was just some sort of heavenly sex angel sent down purely to help me out, and as I inched closer and closer to a climax I held on to her body in fear that she might vanish from existence. Her anal muscles were contracting around my finger, gripping it as I reached deeper and deeper inside her rectum. I was sure it was going to appear at the back of her throat, I was so deep in her ass, pressing my knuckles up to her rim as it squirmed around inside her. 
 
   Her ass cheeks began to jiggle as the onset of her orgasm became apparent, and within a matter of seconds the vibrations being drilled into her clitoris by my tongue had thrown her head first into a pit of sexual bliss, causing her to thrust her hips and let out a long line of exaggerated moans. She didn’t stop licking me, though, and as she fell into her powerful, earth shaking climax, she clamped her mouth down around my clit and licked almost at light speed. The pain in my back made big movements very uncomfortable, but as she tossed my clitoris around in her mouth, I simply had to react in some way. I clenched my ass and thrust my pussy up onto her tongue, and moments later I gave in to the burgeoning itch that had been building inside me since she climbed onto the bed. I cried out in ecstasy, and it was a good job the door was closed as I might have woken up the entire ward. Then, finally as the climax subsided I pulled out my finger from her ass hole and lay back on the bed in an exhausted mess. 
 
   “Hmm...” she said, climbing down off the bed to fix her hair, “I think we could probably give you your next dosage a little early.”
 
   She pressed the button to release some additional morphine into my system, and then as I began to feel sleepy she quickly wrapped my gown back around my body to keep me warm, tucking the sheets and blankets in around my hips. The last thing I saw was her perfect ass wiggling its way out of the door, and when I awoke the following day she was nowhere to be seen. I was about to put her presence down to an incredible hallucination, but then I noticed the faintest trace of her perfume lingering on the pillow by my side. She may have seemed like an angel, but she was definitely real!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   See Me After Class
 
   In all my years of teaching, I had always maintained a strictly professional attitude and a steadfast dedication to my students. Working in a high school presented more than its fair share of challenges, and while there were days when I just wanted to crawl up in a tight ball and go to sleep forever, the rewards were more often than not far greater than the drawbacks. Even when a rumour began to circulate around the school regarding my sexuality, I did not shirk my responsibilities and came into work regardless, despite the suspecting eyes of my colleagues and the pupils that I taught. I was surprised that nobody had suspected it before, as I had always been impervious to the approaches of the male staff and tended to be much softer edged around the women. I suppose the fact that I worked at a very upper class single sex girls’ school deep in the suburbs of the city attracted some attention, but I never cared what anybody else thought. I’ll admit, on occasion I would have a fleeting fancy about one of my pupils, but it never went beyond a whisper of a thought in my mind as I toyed with myself in the dead of night. However, all of that was to change as the school year rolled around to late spring. 
 
   Natalie, a bright but very quiet girl was in her final year of high school and despite being one of the first in her year to pass her 18th birthday; she remained one of the smallest and youngest looking in the whole group. Occasionally I would catch her glancing across the room at me from the safety of her school desk while she beavered away at her maths problems. She had a long dark hair that was littered with dark maroon streaks, and the way the sunlight beamed in through the window and hit the side of her face did tend to give me a little chill whenever I looked over to meet her gaze. Still, I had always put it down to the chalkboard being directly behind me as I sat at my desk. Surely she is just looking at the page numbers I wrote for the class to follow in their text books, I would often assume. Then, one day after the class had been dismissed and everyone had filed out of the room to enjoy the warm spring sunshine on their way home, I was wandering around making sure the place was neat and tidy ready for the next day when I noticed a small violet envelope on Natalie’s chair. I walked over and picked it up, thinking it must have slipped out of her back pack. However, when I flipped it over I saw that emblazoned on the front was my name, written in very fancy italics. I was intrigued, and quickly slipped my finger down the top of the envelope to split it open.
 
   Lying inside was a small memory card, which I took out and inspected. There was nothing else in the paper fold, so I walked back over to my desk and opened up my laptop, slotting the card into the reader on the side as the machine booted up. At that time, I had absolutely no idea what it could be – maybe some work that she had left for me to mark, or an early present to thank me for my years of education? When I clicked onto the icon for the memory card and explored the contents, however, I quickly realised that it was much more than that. I checked the envelope again to make sure it was addressed to me. There was no doubt – she had left it in my room, and it had my full name written delicately on the paper pouch. It was definitely for me, and I found myself suddenly filled with a strange combination of dread and curious arousal. The memory card contained a selection of very naughty photos of Natalie alone in her bedroom at home. She was wearing only her cute little panties with tiny flower icons plastered across them, and then as I clicked on the button to cycle through each photo, it was almost like a flick book of images of her stripping them away and lying back on her bed to play with herself. She had even zoomed in close to her vagina as she twirled her middle finger around over the hood of her clitoris. I didn’t know what to think, but as I sat there at my desk I realised that a good few minutes had passed with me staring at her pussy, and not just that; my own clitoris was calling out to be pleasured while I looked at them. 
 
   After a night of guilt laden, nervous masturbation, my mind had been filled with all manner of sordid fantasies about Natalie, and as I returned to work the following day I realised that I would be seeing her again during the last lesson of the day. To make matters worse, every time the door flung open my heart sank into my stomach as I feared that someone had found out about what I had done, but there was not a single mention made of it all day. Then, as the final lesson rolled around, I was on tenterhooks watching the pupils quietly walking into the classroom, my eyes scanning each face for hers until she appeared third from the back. I tried not to let on that I knew what she had done, but as she walked in front of me she shot me a wry smile and I instinctively gave her one back. As soon as she had entered the classroom I slapped my forehead at my own stupidity, and closed the door behind me to begin the lesson. Thankfully, they were to be completing a test in silence, and once the sound of their pens scratching against paper on their wooden desks filled the humid atmosphere of the room, I was free to sit at my desk in quiet to collect my thoughts. 
 
   Ten minutes or so passed, and every so often I raised my head up over the horizon of my book to see how the class was doing. There were no hands in the air, so I lowered my eyes back down onto the page to continue reading. Then, out of the corner of my eye I caught sight of a brief flash of something brighter than usual, and inadvertently turned to see what it was. At first I didn’t realise, but then as my eyes settled on Natalie I saw that it was the patch of her white cotton panties hidden away between her legs. She was sat on the front seat of the closest column of tables, and she was sat with her legs parted and her knickers fully on show as she diligently worked away on her sums. I immediately averted my gaze and stared around the classroom, pretending that I hadn’t seen a thing, and even though none of the other girls had clocked what I had seen, my cheeks turned bright red and the air turned to soup. I took a few calm breaths and tried to forget what I had seen, but it was engrained on my consciousness. I couldn’t but take another quick peek, and after making sure all the other girls’ heads were down to their desks, I looked directly up her skirt again. Her delicious young thighs were just as perfectly smooth as they were in the pictures, and even though I only looked for a matter of seconds, it felt like an hour had passed with my eyes glued to her crotch. My clitoris began to throb intensely and I had to fight off the urge to slide my fingers up inside my own skirt for a quick touch.
 
   A while passed as the clock ticked slowly towards the final bell, and every few minutes I looked up for another view, like a drug addict trying to convince myself that each time would be the last, no matter what. I had become so flustered with the eternal feeling of sexual frustration that I simply had to stand up and take a walk around the classroom. My legs had turned to jelly, but I persisted nonetheless and made my rounds between the desks, checking the girls’ progress as I tried to give myself a mental cold shower. Then, as I reached Natalie’s side I paused for a moment, and to my shame I allowed myself to give into my most basic of emotions. I caught the scent of her sweet, candy perfume rising up from the top of her head and it just consumed me. I was powerless to resist her smell, and leaned down right by her side for a brief moment. She tilted her head slightly towards me and brushed her hair over the top of her ear, presenting it to me. I lost control of my faculties and stretched out my tongue to roll it around the top of her ear, flicking it slightly before sucking gently on the firm fleshy appendage with my lips. 
 
   “See me after class!” I whispered, softer than the breeze that was wafting in through the window. Then, I returned to my seat and didn’t look up once for the entire remainder of the lesson. My heart was pounding inside my chest, and it took me the full remaining fifteen minutes to finally calm myself enough to dismiss the class. They departed eagerly, but Natalie remained silently in her seat with her face down. I realised that she thought she was in trouble, and strolled over to crouch by her side. 
 
   “Natalie...” I said softly, placing my hand on her back in a comforting, almost maternal manner. She looked up at me nervously and moistened her lips, and reacting to my fingers as the grasped her back softly. 
 
   “Did you get my present?” she asked anxiously, scanning my reaction to see if she was in trouble or not. 
 
   “Oh yes, I got it.” I chuckled.
 
   “What did you think?” she asked, hungry for more information. She wanted so desperately for me to show an interest, and her wavering breath made it clear that she was incredibly horny. She wanted me, and I wanted her, and in the deep summer heat being magnified by the giant windows, I finally gave into my own terrible urges.
 
   “It was very... naughty.” I grinned, sliding my other hand underneath her desk to stroke her thigh. I moved it up along from her knee to her hip, curling my fingers over the top as her skirt bunched up in my hand. She shivered with anticipation and begged me with her eyes to continue, and then let out a loud sigh that had been accumulating inside her for months, if not years as I finally pressed my fingers up to her crotch. I circled them around over her pussy, and even through her panties and the fairly thick fabric of her skirt she was shuddering with excitement, closing her eyes to absorb every drop of pleasure I could infuse into her body. 
 
   “Do you want to go somewhere a bit more private?” I asked, and she nodded eagerly, looking directly towards the wide open door to my store room. I told her to wait for me inside while I locked the classroom door, and then hurried across the class to join her. I was a good few inches taller than her and with somewhat larger breasts that made her eyes bulge as she finally got up close to them. I closed the store room door and then quickly started to undress, stripping away my blouse and skirt within a matter of seconds as she watched on in amazement. I stood before her wearing only my bra, panties and stockings, and stared at her as she caressed my body with her eyes. She couldn’t take her eyes off my curvy figure, and was transfixed by the thin strip of pubic hair that was visible through the lace of my French panties. I unclipped the front of my bra and pulled the two cups away from my breasts, exposing them to her as a huge grin lit up her face. Then, as I slipped my panties down over my thighs, she removed started to unbutton her blouse as well. Impatiently, I flipped her around and grabbed all over her body, groping at her small, supple breasts and reaching up under her skirt to fondle her pussy through her panties. I couldn’t even wait for her to get undressed, and pushed her forward to lean against the metal racks while I crouched down behind her. She took care of her blouse and bra while I unzipped her pleated school skirt and tossed it to the floor. Finally, I dragged her cotton panties down over her clammy young thighs and untangled them from her feet, which were neatly held in cute little ankle socks.
 
   With her panties removed, I was free to spread her ass cheeks wide open and bury my mouth in her crack, and as I began to lap my tongue up and down over her sweet, puckering ass hole, she giggled and tried to wriggled free. I held her firmly in my grasp, though, and as her laughs transformed into sensual moaning I pushed her even further forward to lick around her moist vulva. She had clearly been aroused for a while, as her pussy was dripping in her juices and ready to be played with. I flipped her around once again and pinned her back against the metal racks. Then, in a rather daring and wantonly erotic move, I grabbed the underside of her knees and hoisted her legs off the ground, prompting her to grip the metal shelves behind her. I rested her thighs on my shoulders and she clamped them tightly around my head for stability, thereby forcing my mouth directly onto her pussy. I extended my tongue and began to circle it around her clitoris, and slowly but surely I managed to coax the little bean out from under its fleshy hood to say hello. The pressure of my tongue sent her soaring into the clouds with sexual bliss, and before long she was bouncing up and down on my shoulder in rapturous enjoyment. I reached up to play with her juicy little young tits, rolling my thumbs around them as she ran her fingers through her hair in ecstasy. The juices were flowing from her vulva like a leaky tap, and her pussy was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted. The warmth emanating from her lightly hairy pussy lips was sending me wild, and while I propped her up on my shoulders, I started to rub around my own clitoris, almost slipping and toppling her to the floor on a number of occasions. 
 
   I could feel her thighs pressing against my cheeks with every surge of pleasure that shot through her body, and the persistent rhythm was sending me into overdrive. I was hornier than I’d been in years, and the faint smell of stale urine around her pussy lips mixed with the sweetness of her perfume was clouding my mind. I placed her gently down onto the floor and then lay back on the carpet. The only light in the room was from a small window several feet above our heads, and in fact it might even have been an air vent to the outside. Whatever the case, I knew nobody was going to interrupt us. She lay on top of me, facing away with her head between my legs and mine between hers. For a moment I wondered if she had ever tasted another woman before, but as her tongue wrapped around my clitoris and her finger began to work around the opening of my vagina, all such questions evaporated from my mind. Whether she simply knew her own body that well, or she had experimented with someone else, I didn’t know. What I did know was that she most certainly knew her way around a pussy, and after a few minutes of passionate licking and sucking of my clitoris, she finally slipped her fingers inside me and located my g-spot. I returned the favour for her, penetrating her impossibly tight hole with my middle finger. I watched up close as her labia enclosed around it, smearing her juices all along the narrow digit as it glided in and out of her pussy. We both groaned and panted at the top of our voices, barely caring whether anyone outside could hear us. 
 
   We had both been consumed by our enraged sense of arousal, and the longer we licked and fingered each other the closer we got to our impending orgasms. I didn’t want to cum quite so fast, though, but without any toys to play with there weren’t a great many ways to step up the situation. She had thought of one, and whether she was experienced in it or she had simply seen it in a porn movie, I wasn’t sure. She climbed off my chest and pulled my legs apart, hinting for me to lift them up while she lowered herself down on top of my pussy. She wanted to scissor me, only instead of lying opposite me, she wanted to ride vertically as she held onto my leg. The prospects were kinky enough and the pressure of her pussy resting on top of my clitoris was heavenly, so I allowed her to do as she pleased. She gripped tight hold of my right leg and began to grind herself on my pussy, pressing her clitoris onto the very top of my thigh while her pussy lips mashed against mine. It was incredibly arousing, and yet because there was no penetration, the build up to our climax was a slow and steady one. We writhed together as beads of sweat dripped down over our flesh, coating our bodies in a light, clammy sheen. 
 
   I watched her breasts jiggling with each thrust of her hips and started to cup and fondle my own, pinching at my erect teats to control the overwhelming pleasure that was slowly seeping into every pore in my body. My heart was thumping against my rib cage as the realisation of what I was doing took over my mind, but I was too far along to stop it then. If the ground had opened up below us we still would have continued to grind pussies together, smearing our juices around over our labia and smacking our clits on each other’s upper thighs. She began to shudder and squeal softly as the intense tickle inside her became too much to handle, and then as she came it was like watching the hottest pornography known to man. She leaned forward, pressing my leg even further apart as her hips convulsed between mine, forcing an extra powerful series of pounding thrusts onto my clit and sending me tipping helplessly over the edge into an orgasmic abyss. We both cried out in ecstasy and shook violently on the floor before collapsing on the carpet side by side. I cradled her hot, young body in my arms and kissed her neck gently.
 
   “So...” I asked, “Do you want to try out some toys?”
 
   She nodded as she finally reclaimed control of her breath, and together we got dressed and departed for a more private liaison at my home, where I could introduce her to the vast array of toys that were waiting for us.
 
    
 
    
 
   Lesbian Slave Wanted
My name is Andrea, which everybody always told me was a pretty name that suited my adorable personality to a tee. Ever since high school my appearance had hardly changed, and even as I reached my 22nd birthday I was still only a shade above 5’ tall, with deep hazel eyes and sparkling golden locks that streamed over my shoulders like an alchemist’s shower. My dress sense was appropriately cute, and I could often be seen strutting around town in dungarees or brightly coloured tops that attracted the eyes of those around me like magnets. I was kind of a show off, and would revel in the jealousy of the women I passed as their husbands and boyfriends not-so-inconspicuously stared at my jiggling, young cleavage. That said, while I loved the attention of men, I never had any desire to reciprocate their affections. Once I had tasted the delectable nectar of another girl a few years earlier, I had been hooked and had realised quite quickly that I was a lesbian. However, while I never kept my orientation a secret, there were a few aspects of my sexuality about which I had never told a single soul. You see, I had built up my outgoing, bubbly personality as a way to cover for the enormous feeling of guilt and shame that I secretly held for liking girls. My father had always been strongly against that sort of thing, and even though the touch of another girl’s flesh or lips gave me a greater thrill than anything else on the planet, I could never shake the sense of guilt that he’d injected into my consciousness from an early age.
 
   At first I would spank myself when I was alone in my bedroom, and then as I required more strict punishment, I started to buy things like riding crops and a blindfold as I experimented more and more with the darker side of my sexuality. It was a way of balancing out the sugar coated lifestyle that I lived during the day, and for a while it was enough. However, almost by chance one day I was browsing through the local newspaper when I happened across the personals section. I laughed at a few of the sad, pathetic adverts until finally my eyes locked on one in particular. It read: Slave wanted – young, female submissive needed for discipline. My clitoris began to throb at the prospects, and for a few hours I ignored it and tried to put it out of my mind. It kept calling to me, though, and I found myself edging the newspaper open once again with my trembling fingers. I wanted to at least try it, but I feared that it would be a leap too far for a young girl such as myself. Eventually, my curiosity got the better of me and I left a message in the reply box. The following day, I got a call from a woman identifying herself as Simone, and she sounded equally as nervous as me, which boosted my confidence a little. I arranged to visit her at her home, initially just to meet. However, our first encounter bore much greater fruits than a mere handshake. 
 
    I arrived at her home the following night, having told my parents that I would be staying with a friend. Little did they know that I would be treading my way deep into the leafy suburbs to meet a strange woman for a night of sordid pleasure, and hopefully some pain as well. I knocked tepidly on the door, but she heard it anyway and answered quickly. As the door swung open, I saw that she was a fair bit older than me, most likely in her 30s. Still, she was remarkably sexy for her age and even the slight crow’s feet next to her eyes and the odd wrinkle here and there were not enough to blemish her cute smile and the voluptuous curves of her body. Her breasts were somewhat plumper than mine with a smattering of freckles across the top of her chest, and her dark hair was tied back in a bobble behind her head, revealing her slinky neckline in all its glory. She invited me in and I immediately spotted that she had laid out a glass of wine for each of us on the coffee table. We sat in her beautifully decorated front room for a little while, introducing ourselves and talking about why she posted the advert, and why I responded. All the while, I could feel my clitoris throbbing inside my panties as I yearned to feel the palm of her hand striking my ass, or the sharp lash of a whip across my back. When I was walking to the house, I had been sure that I would be scared away once I finally arrived at her house, but her nervous demeanour and inexperience was like a warm embrace that pulled me closer, and after a while I was ready to further with her.
 
   “So...” she asked, holding her glass to her lips for a final sip as she built up the courage, “Would you like to come upstairs?”
 
   I nodded a silent yes, and we slowly crept up the plush carpet on her staircase as she led me towards her bedroom. The imprint of her ass cheeks in her trousers was impossible to avoid as it swung in front of my face, and I hoped that she would give me permission to eat it. As we arrived at the door, she pushed it open and I was about step inside when she placed her clawed hand onto my chest, digging her fingers into my breasts.
 
   “When I say!” she commanded, the alcohol seemingly giving her the boost she needed to step up and take control. Even the touch of her fingers on my chest was sending me wild, but I remained silent and nodded to her again as she disappeared inside. She returned moments later with a couple of items in her hand. One was a shiny red ball gag which she proceeded to wedge between my jaws and strap to the back of my head. The second was a long black leather leash, which she wrapped around my neck and tugged on to force me down onto the carpet. I obediently knelt before her and waited for her next command with my arms and legs shaking anxiously. She pulled on me forward and led me into her bedroom, where I immediately spotted a selection of newly lit candles in holders next to the bed, as well as a selection of toys and implements with which she could punish me. My clitoris throbbed even more intensely as I thought about what was about to happen to me, and as she warmed into her dominant role further and further, her somewhat shy initial persona gave way to the broiling master of discipline that was hiding just underneath her skin.
 
   “Come on, slut!” she barked, pulling the leash upwards to urge me onto the bed. So, I climbed on like a dog and knelt on all fours for her as she ran the palm of her hand over the sublimely round curve of my ass. My jeans hugged my body, completely mirroring the shape of my cheeks and my slender legs, and as her fingers slipped in between them I had to let off some steam with a long, deep sigh.
 
   “I didn’t say you could enjoy it!” she snarled, and raised her hand up to spank her palm hard across my ass. I lurched forward with a juddering gasp and steadied myself with my hand on the duvet.
 
   “You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” she growled, and I simply nodded my head. She spanked me again, sending a fresh chill of excitement down my spine. With each progressive strike she slapped my ass harder and harder, but the denim of my jeans was affording me some protection and she wanted to punish my flesh directly. She climbed onto the bed behind me and gripped the sides of my vest top, pulling it steadily over my head to reveal the small mounds of my young, supple breasts. I rarely wore bras, and that evening was no exception. She called me some more names, degrading me as she gripped the ends of my hair and pulled it. I leaned back against her chest and knelt straight in front of her, feeling her large bust squashing on my back. Her talons crawled around to the front of my chest and began to twirl my erect nipples around, tweezing them between her fingers and causing me to wince and let out an occasional laboured sigh. She laughed cruelly and pinched them even harder, tugging on the leash to choke me at the same time before pushed me face down onto the bed.
 
   “Turn over, whore!” she commanded, and as I flipped onto my back she wrapped the end of the leash around a metal bar across the head of the bed. The collar constricted tightly around my neck, almost choking me but allowing me just enough air to not pass out. She grabbed my arms one by one and yanked them up above my head, and then secured them with shackles that were attached to each bed post. With my arms and neck bound, she turned her attention to my jeans and quickly unzipped them and peeled them down over my thighs. My flesh had started to become clammy with nerves as I waited endlessly for more. I had never been tied down before, and as she slid my skimpy little thong down over my knees she could see just how wet my labia were.
 
   “You disgusting little bitch!” she said, rubbing her thumb over my exposed clitoris. I tried not to make a sound, but a tiny moan managed to slip out around the sides of the ball gag. She yanked my thighs apart and slapped my pussy, making me jolt as if I’d been electrocuted. Still, even the abrupt twinge made my clitoris ache for more, and she had a whole load of toys ready to use on me. Something told me she’d been preparing for that for quite some time. She climbed down off the bed and began to strip away her clothes as I watched on, hungry for her flesh as piece by piece she removed her top, her trousers, her bra and then finally her sexy g-string. Her breasts were gloriously round and firm, with her dark red pokey nipples standing to attention and her  Every inch of slowly revealed bare flesh simply increased my appetite that bit further, and as she picked up a strange mask from the side cabinet and climbed onto the bed I knew I was finally going to get what I wanted. It was a thick black plastic dildo, but attached the base was a patch of leather connected by straps at either side. She pressed it to my mouth over the top of the ball gag that was already silencing me, and then strapped it to the back of my head to leave me with the giant black shaft sticking out of my face like a phallic horn. Her ass loomed over my head, obscuring my view of the room as it lowered down onto the shaft of the dildo. The sight of her dripping wet labia enclosing around it as the plastic cock slid inside her was so filthy, I would have done anything to have her rub my pussy, or do anything that would stimulate my clit. 
 
   “Mmmm, yeah!” she groaned as her hips gyrated around on top of my face as she fucked herself on the dildo. The pressure of her body was forcing my head to dig hard into the mattress, and as she started bounce up and down on it the leash around my neck began to tug on my throat and choke me. I was her toy, her slut, her whore, and I was there purely to please her desires, and to receive punishment for my own. I couldn’t see anything beyond the puckering rim of her asshole and her quivering labia as they clung around the shaft of the dildo, but I definitely felt what happened next. She had picked up a flogging whip from the side and started to thrash me across the stomach with it. I cried out but my screams were muffled by the gag, the dildo and the two giant ass cheeks consuming my face. She lashed me with it again and again, moving up and down over my chest and striking my firm nipples especially hard. The frayed tassels at the tip slashed over my skin, leaving in their wake a brief but searing pain that was dimmed only by the addition of another lash just moments later. She reached forward to thrash my thighs, leaving a series of deep red sore marks all over my skin. My pussy was raging with a sexual fury the strength of which I had never felt before.
 
   “What’s that? You want me to stop?” she jibed, striking me again and again regardless of what I wanted. I was crying out in agony, but I definitely didn’t want her to stop. I wanted more, much more! She put the whip down for a moment and reached across to grab one of the tall, crimson candles resting on the bedside table. The break allowed me a few seconds to regain control of my breath as she held it up over my chest. Then, as she began to thrust her pussy down onto the dildo once more, she tilted the candle and sent a small flood of burning hot wax splashing down across my stomach. I screamed out in agony as the scalding pain surged through my veins, but then as it subsided and gave way to the tingle of light relief I sighed and relaxed. She didn’t allow me much time to breathe, though, and continued to dash the molten wax over each of my nipples, flicking them with the back of the finger just a second after being hit by the quickly setting red liquid. I shivered and tried to wiggle my body to avoid the touch of her fingers, but there was nowhere for me to go. I had to ensure the pain and the knowledge that there was no escape simply amplified my arousal. Whenever I had spanked myself in the past, I’d always been in control. Losing that ability to opt out was the most incredible experience of my life, and even though I was in agony, I loved every second of it.
 
   “Would you like to cum?” she asked with fake tone of sincerity as she climbed off the dildo. She unstrapped it from my face and then quickly tied around her waist. The strap just about managed to reach around below her hips, leaving her with a massive black cock protruding from her crotch. It was bigger than anything I’d ever had inside me, but I didn’t have much time to worry as she rammed my legs apart and knelt between them, stroking my pussy lips and rubbing the head of the dildo up against my exposed, pulsating clitoris. I let slip a long, drawn out moan, but she immediately picked up the whip and thrashed it across my chest, sending a spray of cold wax flakes across the floor. 
 
   “Pleasure will be met with severity!” she claimed, dangling the tassels up over my chest, taunting me with it as she slid the dildo up inside my pussy. I couldn’t help it, and groaned again as it split my pussy lips wide open and pushed out the walls of my vagina. She struck the whip clean across my tits, causing them to jiggle as the wax flew off in every direction. Almost every inch of my skin was tingling with soreness, but also itching with anticipation. The shaft of the dildo was rubbing directly over my g-spot, making it almost impossible to hold in my excitement as she thrust it powerfully in and out with a relentless motion. She stared into my eyes and watched carefully for any hint of pleasure as I strained to hold it in, but I wasn’t strong enough to resist. I moaned again, and she whipped me instantly across the stomach. The shackles around my wrists were jangling noisily as she pounded the dildo into my pussy, sending shockwaves up my body and causing my head to bang against the rails at the top of the bed. Another elated shudder whimpered from my lips, prompting yet more lashings as my skin turned from pink to bright red. Every strike just pushed me closer and closer to an orgasm, and just as I reached the blissful precipice she pulled the dildo rapidly out of my pussy and watched as I begged her for more. I pleaded with my eyes, aching for her to give me that final push, but she did not allow it. 
 
   “Not yet, filthy whore!“ she said, giving me one last whipping before climbing down off the bed to collect something else. I watched closely, wondering how else she might punish me. Then, as she picked up a small tube and squirted some thick, clear substance onto the dildo, I knew I was in for a much wilder ride than I had yet received. She smeared the lube all over the shaft of the dildo and then picked up a large massager with a vibrating ball head. Climbing back onto the bed, she knelt between my legs and put the massager down at my side while she hoisted my thighs up into the air.
 
   “Hold them there!” she commanded as she returned her gaze to my contracting ass hole. I felt the cold, sticky touch of the lube on the head of the dildo as it rubbed up and down over my anus, and braced myself as she slowly worked it through my tight rim and began to gently fuck my ass. Once she had buried a few inches inside my perfectly circular widened ass hole, she grabbed the massager and pressed it down firmly onto my clitoris. She flicked the switch and it immediately sprung to life, buzzing violently over my clitoral hood as the juices flowed freely from my soaking wet vulva. The vibrations were so intense that I could feel my dwindling orgasm flooding back and more powerful than ever. 
 
   “Don’t you dare cum, slut!” she cried, holding the vibrator down with one hand while she waited for me to make a noise with the flogging whip in the other. I held my breath, unable to take the so much pleasure from so many different sources. The vibrations drilling into my clit I could have fought off, but when coupled with the endless thrusting of the dildo deep into my rectum, as well as the threat of another lash of the whip across my tits, I doubt anyone could have resisted. I held on for as long as I could, rocking back and forth as she fucked me harder and harder, and then as the pleasure overwhelmed my senses I was engulfed with a dizzying heat that stabbed my body with a trillion pins and needles. I don’t even know what was happening outside of my body, as I could feel a miraculous combination of both pleasure and pain simultaneously attacking me from every conceivable angle. No doubt she was thrashing me as I groaned in ecstasy, but I didn’t care. I was beyond the physical realm and had entered a domain of utter elation that I never knew existed, and it washed over me in intense, tingling waves originating from my clitoris. Finally, as the impossible pleasure subsided, I opened my eyes once again to see her propping herself up weakly on the backs of my thighs, resting as if she had felt everything that she had instilled in me. It was obvious that she, too, was recovering from a climax that was undoubtedly spurred on by the sight of my distressed body. I must have been cumming for a minute or so for her to have peaked already.
 
   She quietly retracted the dildo and unfastened my restraints, and then once all the clutter had been shifted off the edge of the bed with a few rough swipes of her arm, she lay next to me and held my naked, sore body in her arms, kissing me gently and smelling my hair. I was still trembling from the ordeal, but what really excited me was the idea that that was simply our first encounter. Surely my next visit to her boudoir would be equally, if not more incredible than the first, and I couldn’t wait to find out! 
 
    
 
    
 
   I Spy
I was always too curious for my own good. Whether it was following a squirrel into the woods only to be lost for several hours while my parents had the search and rescue teams out looking for me, or seeing if I could melt one of my dolls in a saucepan while no one was watching, I always managed to get myself into scrapes thanks to my burning inquisitiveness. Curiosity killed the cat, Hayden, my mother would always tell, but I never listened. I’m surprised I didn’t give her a heart attack before I reached maturity, and when I finally left home to move into a house share for my first year of university, I don’t know if she would have been glad of the peace and quiet or terrified of what danger I might get myself into without her guiding hand. She and my father had both helped me to move my things into my new home, where I would be staying for a few years should I get on well enough with my housemate. Ella had been lucky enough to be born into a ridiculously rich family, and her parents had bought her the house outright so she wouldn’t have to worry about rent or a mortgage, and she had advertised the second bedroom for letting purely so that she wouldn’t be lonely. My father was most impressed with her, although my mother was quick to notice that his eyes barely wandered from her tight denim shorts, her slender, tanned thighs or the silky dark hair draping down over her cleavage. Not that he would have ever cheated on my mother, but regardless he wouldn’t have been in with much of a chance anyway.
 
   Ella was a lesbian, and while I had known that in advance of moving in, I have to say I wasn’t entirely prepared for certain aspects of living with her. We got on spectacularly well for the first month or so, and as I didn’t have a boyfriend we had plenty of girly nights in with a bottle of wine and pizza. However, near the end of the first semester, she found herself a girlfriend called Jamie, who was half Korean on her mother’s side. She was stunningly beautiful and had possibly the finest skin of any human I’d ever met, and generally speaking she was fairly quiet. However, when the lights were turned off and we retreated to our respective bedrooms, her voice became somewhat less calm and collected than when we were chatting in the front room over a glass of wine. In fact, sometimes I even wondered if they were making some amateur lesbian pornography in there, as their ecstatic panting, wheezing and exaggerated moaning seeped through the walls and pierced my eardrums. At first I thought that maybe I had made a terrible mistake in moving in with Ella, but as the initial shock of hearing them wantonly fucking in the next room wore off, I actually found myself becoming oddly aroused by it. I felt so ashamed, and it’s a terrible thing to admit, but I even began to listen to them with my ear pressed to the wall as my fingers descended down inside my pyjamas. 
 
   Then, one cold night shortly before Christmas, my curiosity got the better of me once again and, upon hearing the soft whimper of Jamie’s aroused sighing, I slipped my bedroom door open and stepped outside onto the landing. I stood in my red silk pyjamas and peered around the corner of my door frame, suddenly hearing their panting and dirty sex noises much more clearly than through the barrier of the thick brick wall. It was then that I realised they had carelessly left their door ajar, and by a good few inches as well. In their haste to strip each other of their clothes and engage in a night of sweaty, passionate sex, they had neglected to conceal their modesty. I knew I shouldn’t spy on them, but my pussy was itching with frustration from not masturbating for a few days and, having only experienced the tender touch of a man, I was intrigued by the idea of lesbian sex. So, I tip toed across to their door and listened through the few inches of open space. I could hear the sound of their lips smacking together in a series of passionate embraces, intermixed with their heavy breathing and the ruffling of the duvet as they moved around on the bed. I had only intended to listen for a moment, just to get a better idea of what they were doing, but the longer I listened the more intensely clitoris throbbed. I knew there was only one was to satiate it, and as the condensation of my breath formed on the glossy white paint of Ella’s bedroom door, I slipped my fingers once again down inside the shiny silk waistband of my pyjamas.
 
   I started off by simply circling the tips of my fingers around over my clitoral hood, forming a damp patch on my cute little pink cotton panties. My thin strip of freshly waxed and shaped pubic hair grated against the palm of my hand as my fingers twirled around my clitoris, driving me wild with ecstasy. My nipples began to firm up and poke easily through the delicate silk fabric of my pyjama top, like two tent poles in the centre of a bulging marquee. While my right hand busied itself down inside my panties, I ran the fingers of my left hand up through my wavy copper locks, caressing my scalp as the sound of slurping entered my ears. One of them was going down on the other, and I would have given anything to see who was doing what. Luckily, as I opened my eyes I saw that on the other side of the door there was an extremely narrow gap just below the top hinge, through which a little light was escaping. My legs turned to jelly immediately, but after a couple of steady, calming deep breaths I stepped silently over to the door frame and pressed my eye up to the tiny opening. A shudder of excitement shot through my body as I laid eyes on Jamie’s naked body, sprawled out along the bed facing away from the door with Ella kneeling between her parted thighs, snacking on her pussy while she panted and moaned. I started to massage my clit even faster, stroking my middle finger down over my vaginal opening as I teased myself with the possibility of penetration. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Ella’s gently nodding forehead as she lapped at Jamie’s clit, slurping around it while her fingers slid in and out.
 
   They whispered tenderly to each other in between their soft panting and occasional bursts of noisy groaning. My labia were tingling, and every part of my body and mind wanted to walk in and be a part of it, but I knew I couldn’t let them know I’d been spying on them. The sight of their naked flesh, their jiggling breasts and the horizon of Ella’s ass as it wiggled around in the air behind her were almost impossible to resist, and what started out as a quick glimpse turned into my own personal peep show. I continued to watch, and every second that passed without me being discovered simply bolstered my confidence that bit further. I pressed my crotch against the door frame, forcing my fingers to rub even harder on my clit as the heat from my breath accumulated in a small space in front of my mouth. It just made me hornier, and as Ella lay back on the bed, Jamie clambered up between her legs to return the favour, thereby exposing her ass to me. With her legs slightly parted as she knelt on the bed, I could see her incredibly moist labia splitting open slightly with each movement of her body. I had never wanted to feel something on my tongue more than I did at that moment, and it was seeing her pulsating pussy lips that drove me to such distraction that my curiosity finally got the better of me. Ella had her head back against the duvet and was looking to the ceiling as Jamie massaged her throbbing clitoris. I couldn’t get enough of it, and inadvertently leaned in slightly closer as it the extra few millimetres would have given me a clearer view.
 
   It didn’t, but it did cause my shoulder to press a little too hard on the door, pushing against it and causing it to creak suddenly. I gasped, and pulled away from the door, frozen in place and hoping to God that they hadn’t noticed. I couldn’t hear them pleasuring each other anymore, and the movement of the shadows being cast on the wall near the door by Ella’s bedside lamp had ceased to move. I turned to walk back over to my room, but the door abruptly swung open to reveal Jamie standing there, completely naked and with a massive, disbelieving grin on her face.
 
   “You dirty bitch!” she cried, giggling gleefully as I tried to stutter out an excuse.
 
   “I was just getting a drink...” I said, shuffling back towards my door without looking her in the eye.
 
   “Oh yeah, you were going downstairs via my bedroom?” she asked incredulously, laughing practically after every word. With that, she reached out and grabbed my arm, pulling over towards her as I shuddered nervously.
 
   “I’m sorry, I’ll just go...” I pleaded, my face completely consumed by a heated blush as my cheeks lit up like a beacon.
 
   “Oh no you don’t!” she chuckled, dragging me into her room to see Jamie lying outstretched across the bed, gently toying with her own pussy and tittering at me. Ella pushed the door shut behind me and then shoved me onto the side of the bed next to Jamie. As I tried to hoist myself back up onto my feet, she closed in behind me and wrapped both of her arms around my chest, preventing me from moving even an inch to the side. I struggled a little just for show, but in reality I wanted to stay more than anything in the world. My pussy was on fire and my panties had turned from damp to dripping wet as the juices seeped from between my labia. Ella clamped her arms around my shoulders, locking me in position at the side of the bed while Jamie climbed onto her knees and shuffled up in front of me. Her sublime, juicy round breasts pressed against mine through the silk fabric as she leaned in to kiss me, and as our lips formed an airtight seal she slid her tongue into my mouth. They danced together in our mouths, making the pounding of my clitoris even heavier and my nipples even more engorged. My hands seemed to have a mind of their own, crawling around over the soft flesh of her hips to her bare ass cheeks, which I started to caress in my fingers. She giggled and then started to kiss her way down past my chin, my neck and then finally to my breasts, which she nudged with her nose as her fingers unbuttoned my pyjama top from the bottom up. The silk fell away from my body a few inches at a time, and as she finally reached the top button, Ella gripped the collar and pulled it down over my arms.
 
   I stood topless between them, and Jamie wasted no time in playing with my newly exposed breasts, cupping them in her hands while her thumbs circled around my sensitive, erect teats. Meanwhile, Ella gripped the sides of my waistband and peeled the pyjama bottoms down over the curves of my ass, allowing them to drop effortlessly to the floor. Then, she crouched behind me and kissed the back of my panties, pulling the cotton away from my ass with her teeth before dragging them gently down my thighs to rest with my pyjamas. A shiver of anticipation shot up my spine her hands pressed against my back, forcing me to lean forward over the side of the bed. Jamie lay back on the ruffled duvet and spread her legs in front of me, and I watched as her moist labia split apart for me. Her tiny patch of pubic hair was fashioned into a love heart shape that ended just above her clitoris, but she covered it with her hand so she could spread her pussy lips even wider for me with a finger on either side of her dripping wet labia. I licked my lips and leaned in with my tongue extended, ready to taste her pussy, and as the tip met the impossibly smooth pink tissue of her vulva, I felt Ella’s hands gripping my ass cheeks to pull them apart. I licked upwards from the contracting opening of her vagina to her clitoris, collecting her juices on my tongue before tasting them and going in for seconds. She pressed the back of my head down, forcing me to eat her pussy while her girlfriend’s tongue wrapped around my exposed, throbbing clit.
 
   Jamie’s thighs pressed against my cheeks as I ate her snatch, with my forehead bobbing up and down in front of her pubic bone as my tongue flicked left and right over her clitoris. I was becoming more and more confident, and even began to work my middle finger around her vulva, slowly gliding it into her hungry vagina to massage the slippery inner walls. I located her g-spot within seconds, and as she knocked her head back and thrust her hips gently into my face, I rubbed the soft, spongy area on the ceiling of her vagina more and more firmly. She let out a series of long, drawn out breaths and shuddered with the intense pleasure as I hooked my finger back and dragged on her most sensitive of erogenous zones. Ella’s tongue rose up from my clitoris over my pussy and, as her hands held my ass cheeks wide open, she lapped it up and down my ass crack, smothering my perfectly clean, tight anus in her saliva. It tickled, but it was also oddly arousing, and as her tongue firmed up and began to poke and prod around my rim, the intense sexual gratification made me so hungry for more that I climbed onto the bed and lay on top of Jamie. We kissed again while I humped her crotch with my thighs between hers, barely making any contact with her pussy. I only wished that I had a cock with which I could fuck her as she lay back on the bed. Luckily, Ella had just the thing.
 
   She leapt to her feet and opened up a wardrobe by the side of the bed, hurriedly pulling out a large brown cardboard box and opening it to reveal a mess of straps. Not belonging to that world of sexual orientation, it took me a moment to realise what it was, but as soon as she dragged the straps out to reveal the sparkling blue dildo hanging below I cottoned on pretty quickly. While she attached it to her crotch, Jamie pulled me over to her so I could sit on her face. I flipped my leg over her head and lowered my pussy down onto her begging lips, instantly feeling the pressure of her tongue sliding around my clitoris as my thighs gripped the sides of her head. Her lower jaw opened and closed repeatedly as her tongue lapped in and out over my clitoral hood. I had to concentrate to calm my jangling nerves as Ella climbed onto the bed and knelt between Jamie’s legs. I leaned over to watch as she rubbed the head of the dildo up to her girlfriend’s pussy, pushing it between her labia a few times to coat the rubbery shaft in her juices before plunging it deep inside her. Jamie paused her tongue for a moment to let out a loud groan, and then continued eating my cunt as Ella began to fuck her. Jamie’s pussy swallowed the entire dildo again and again as Ella thrust it inside her, and I watched her clitoris expanding sideways around the shaft as it disappeared inside her. 
 
   The sight of her juices lining the dildo as Ella retracted it was making me even hornier, and I began to thrust my crotch down on to Jamie’s mouth to meet the contact of her tongue, driving myself closer and closer towards the orgasm that I had been awaiting ever since watching them outside the door. Ella leaned forward towards me and pursed her lips ready for an embrace, which I gladly met. While she fucked Jamie harder and harder with the strap on dildo, we made out passionately, drooling our saliva down over out chins and onto her girlfriend’s chest. The room was filled with the sound of ruffled sheets, breathless panting, tongues slurping together and Ella’s body smacking against Jamie’s inner thighs. The itch of orgasmic pleasure was growing inside me, but no more so than either of them. Jamie was by far the horniest of the three, what with tasting a fresh new pussy and being ploughed at the same time, and it wasn’t long before her body was shaking with orgasmic delight. She spanked my ass to quell her own bubbling pleasure, but Ella simply pounded her pussy even harder and watched as her girlfriend started to cum. She cried out almost as if she was in agony, unable to control the flood of adrenaline and ecstasy that was rushing through her veins. It was made all the more powerful by Ella’s thumb persistently gyrating around her clitoris, prolonging the throes of passion until she collapsed underneath my crotch in an exhausted mess. 
 
   “Your turn!” she said, giggling at me as she slid the dildo out from Jamie’s quivering pussy. She unstrapped the dildo and passed it to Jamie as he finally conjured the strength to get to her knees, and then as she strapped it to her crotch, Ella lay back on the bed with her legs spread wide open, beckoning me to lie on top of her. I straddled her head and got into the sixty-nine position, with my lips just inches from her crotch. Then, as she began to tuck into each other’s aching clits, Jamie pressed the tip of the dildo up to my vulva and easily glided it in through the tight but immensely lubricated lips. They spread wide open for the shaft as it entered me, and I had to rest my tongue for a moment in order to let out an elongated moan of satisfaction. She started off slowly, sliding it in and out of my pussy with a gentle rhythm while Ella’s tongue lapped away just underneath at my clitoris. The pleasure was almost unbearable, and every time my ecstatic moaning grew too high, she slowed the pace again, teasing me by not letting me cum as I so wanted to. I slid my middle finger up inside Ella’s quivering labia, followed by a second finger and then a third as her hips pushed against them. The harder Jamie fucked me from behind, the faster I penetrated Ella, and before long we were both groaning and thrusting our hips to meet the sources of our intense pleasure. 
 
   The dildo passing in and out of my vagina was grinding directly over my g-spot thanks to the angle of penetration, sending me wild and tipping me over the edge into the realm of pure bliss. It was the strongest sexual gratification I had ever felt, and as I started to cum, I had to close my eyes to focus every bit of strength that I could muster into fingering Ella. I drilled her pussy with my fingers and massaged her clit so firmly that she began to cum at the same time as me, and together we writhed in a sweaty heap of flesh, limbs and groaning voices. My whole body shook and convulsed on top of her as the fit of climactic energy obliterated all of my senses, and then as the last drops of strength in my body evaporated into the orgasmic mist, I collapsed on top of her and tried to regain some semblance of my consciousness. She rolled me over, and after taking off the strap on dildo, they both lay at either side of me and proceeded to kiss and caress every inch of my body. It seemed that my curiosity had paid off for once, and in the most spectacular fashion imaginable. From the way they were lavishing their attention on me, I got the feeling that they would want to play with their new toy again, and soon!
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Going Down!
 
   My normal working day was usually a very mundane and ordinary set of routines that hardly differed from one day to the next. Working at an advertising agency in the centre of the city, I was in charge of managing the accounts, so I did not get involved in the creative or artistic sides. We employed a number of people to come up with the ideas for marketing and promotions, and then a whole other group to make those ideas a reality, whether it was in print or media formats. My job, however, was to arrange meetings with representatives from client companies in our conference room at the top of one of the tallest sky scrapers in the city. This meant that I spent the vast majority of my time practically in the clouds, and would eat my lunch and take my breaks up there as it was just too much of a hassle to go down to the ground floor. However, one day fate conspired against me and after oversleeping for an uncharacteristically long time, I darted into work without the carefully prepared packed lunch that was lying in the salad compartment of my refrigerator. Little did I know the string of events that had been set in motion that morning. I arrived late for work as expected, and just managed to sneak into my office without my boss noticing my absence. I sat at my desk; certain that I’d managed to avert a catastrophe. Having to wander down to the ground floor for lunch was a perfectly fine compromise for not receiving a tongue lashing from my line manager, who was unreasonably strict about punctuality.
 
   The clock slowly ticked its way up to midday and I begrudgingly grabbed my bag to journey down to the sandwich stand in the courtyard outside the building. It was a beautiful sunny day and I had calmed down considerably since the adrenaline fuelled dash to work a few hours earlier, so I was in a fairly good mood. I made my way to the elevators on my floor, and thankfully one arrived just moments after I pressed the button. My luck’s changing, I thought. The doors opened to reveal a stunning blonde leaning against the mirror and hand rail on the back wall of the elevator. I recognised her immediately as being one of the models we used in our advertising materials, and she was no doubt on her way down from a photo shoot on the studio floor above our offices. Her long golden locks flowed down over the straps of her sleeveless white Hi-Lo top, and her dark navy jeans hugged her curvy hips and slender thighs tightly. She smiled at me as I stepped inside, and I nodded a quiet “Hi!” back to her, turning to face the buttons to see that she was also going to the ground floor. The door closed and I turned back around, noticing her eyes suddenly shifting from down around my ass to look me in the eye. I smiled again, unsure if she’d actually been looking at me, or if I was simply imagining things. 
 
   “Good shoot?” I asked, trying to make small talk as the elevator whirred to life.
 
   “Yeah, it was okay...” she hesitated, wondering if I was trustworthy enough to continue, “That new photographer is kind of a douche, though.”
 
   “Max?” I said as a huge grin crept across my lips.
 
   “Yeah, so it’s not just me then?” she replied.
 
   “No, I’m not a fan either, but his work is impeccable and thankfully I don’t have to deal with him.” I laughed, unable to stop staring at her top. It was plainly obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra, and the small dark rings of her nipples were faintly visible through the white fabric. She had the small, perky tits of a young woman, which paled in comparison to my large mounds that were pressing firmly against the insides of my blouse. The floor counter slowly decreased as the soft beat of the focus group tested music pumped in through a tiny speaker above the control panel. 
 
   “I like your hair!” she offered, trying to keep the conversation going to stave off the boredom. She was talking about the streaks of copper that were littered throughout my frizzy waves.
 
   “Oh, than...” I started, but was interrupted by the abrupt shudder of the lift as it came to an immediate halt. The lights flickered for a few seconds and the sound of twisting, grinding metal could be heard outside. We both shrieked and gripped the hand rail tightly to steady ourselves as the elevator stopped juddering. My heart sank into my stomach and the blonde girl was noticeably shaken. 
 
   “What the fuck was that?” she cried, breathing slowly so as not to hyperventilate. I looked at the floor counter and saw that we were near the 32nd floor. I pressed the big red alarm button on the control panel, and a bell ran out for a few seconds before stopping. I tried it again just to be sure and then backed away. The lights had stabilised and were only flickering slightly ever few seconds, but as I clamped my fingers in between the doors and tried to pull them apart, I realised I was nowhere near strong enough to pry them open.
 
   “Let me help!” she said, taking the right door while I pulled with both of my hands on the left. It was useless, though, and after a minute of futile straining we backed away in a panting fit. A faint sheen of sweat had layered over her tanned skin, giving her a sexy sheen that gave me a little tickle of excitement down below. It wasn’t the time to be thinking such naughty thoughts, so I tried to put them out of my mind. Her protruding nipples made it very difficult, though. 
 
   “I guess we’re stuck here for a little while, then...” I complained, sighing as I leaned back against the handrail. I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself down, but the humid air and the cramped confines of the elevator were making me sweat more and more profusely. It felt like a sauna in there, and the air slowly became so heavy that it felt like I was drinking it rather than breathing. When I opened my eyes, I noticed the blonde was staring at my chest quite intently before looking away. Her wandering eyes were enough to send a slight trickle of moisture to my pussy, and made my clitoris tingle. I smiled sweetly, hoping to psychically inform her that she could look as much as she liked. It couldn’t have been more obvious that I was burning holes in her top with my eyes, as the allure of her supple breasts and pokey teats was just too much to resist looking at. She let out a long sigh and wiped her forehead with the back of her arm, and then slid down the wall of the lift to sit on the floor. I stood directly opposite her on the other side of the lift, and as she parked her ass on the carpet I decided to join her. As I sat down, another naughty thought entered my mind, and I needed something to take my mind off the situation we were in. I had no idea how long we would be stuck there, and the sexual heat inside me was growing by the second. 
 
   I sat with my legs crossed over; fully realising that it meant she would easily be able to see my black lacy panties and the tops of my stockings hugging my thighs. She peered over and then quickly averted her gaze again as I pretended not to have noticed. I ran my fingers through my hair and looked up to the ceiling, arching my back forward to emphasise the roundness and volume of my breasts. I could feel her watching me, and I continued to caress the back of my neck seductively with my eyes almost closed, but just open enough to spy on her as she quickly stroked herself between her legs. I sighed almost too excitedly, as if she was pleasuring me with her keen stares, and then “accidentally” brushed my skirt to move it a little further up my thighs. There was no way she couldn’t see my stockings and the few inches of exposed flesh below my knickers. My clitoris was throbbing intensely by this point, and as I finally looked back over directly at her again, she turned her eyes away from between my legs once again.
 
   “See something you like?” I asked with a cheeky grin, but she simply blushed and nervously tried to hide her embarrassment by flicking some imaginary fluff from her shoulder.
 
   “It’s okay, you can look...” I reassured her, hoping more than anything that she turn back to me, “It’s only fair, after all!”
 
   She looked down at her own top and saw the protrusions of her dark red nipples. With a wry smile she looked back up at me and stared into my eyes for a moment before slowly climbing over my breasts to look straight up between my legs. The atmosphere was thick with sexual tension and the stale air in the elevator was only amplifying the frustrated yearning that both held. 
 
   “I suppose you won’t mind if I get a little circulation going on then...” she said, popping the buttons of her top open one by one. I raised my view to see inside, but she rested the two sides of the material over her breasts, obscuring my view. She giggled and then continued to unbutton the rest. The top opened up over her stomach, revealing a strip of flesh straight down the middle of her torso and flapping lightly against her skin.
 
   “It is kind of stuffy in here...” I agreed, and began to unbutton my own blouse while she stared straight up my skirt. My labia had become moist and were aching for the feel of her fingers or her tongue – anything physical would have sufficed. I parted the two sides of my blouse and peeled it down over my shoulders to expose my cleavage spilling out over the edge of my bra. Her eyes bulged when she finally saw them, and I noticed that she had moved her leg across to conceal her crotch. The gentle movement of her wrist as she nudged her pussy through her jeans was still quite easy to see, though, and as I grinned at her she stopped momentarily. I pressed my hands flat against my thighs and shuffled my skirt up, bunching the material around my hips to completely and unashamedly reveal my lacy panties to her. She stared at them keenly as she curled her bottom lip under her teeth. She wanted me, and I wanted her, and we simply needed the slightest of sparks to ignite the fire between us. She got onto her hands and knees and started to crawl over to me like a lion stalking its prey, and then as her hands began to slide up over my ankles and then my legs, I felt a chill running down my spine. Suddenly, as her fingers crawled up over my knees the elevator shuddered violently for a second. 
 
   “What if we fall?” she said, her emotions heightened to extremes. 
 
   “There’s nothing more we can do!” I said, nodding at the door that had failed to open. There was no way out, and we stuck in that small space with just our bodies and our raging sexual appetites to occupy our minds.
 
   “We’ll be fine...” I whispered softly into her ear as I leaned towards her. I slipped my hands inside her top and held the sides of her chest, pulling her gently towards me so I could kiss her. Her arms had begun to tremble slightly, but as she crawled the last few inches over to me and our lips met, a wave of calm washed over her. Our lips stroked together as we smeared our saliva around each other’s tongue. My hands rolled up and down the sides of her chest, grazing her breasts while she slid her right hand between my legs. I felt her fingers gyrating around my pussy, massaging my clitoris through the lacy flowers of my knickers. As I unfolded my legs and wrapped them around her thighs, she crawled even closer and started to slide her fingers inside my panties. I groaned as they brushed over my aching clitoris, and peeled her top down over her shoulders. Her breasts were only small, but the flesh was so silky smooth and her nipples were erect and prime for a passionate sucking. She leaned back, allowing me to cup and them and circle my thumbs around her teats before moving in to wrap my tongue around them. Meanwhile, with her middle finger coated in my slippery juices, she glided it between my labia and started to penetrate me, quickly locating my g-spot and rubbing it firmly as her thumb worked my clitoris. I knocked my head back against the metal wall of the elevator and let out a long, wavering sigh as a bead of sweat dripped down my forehead. I was in a pure state of bliss, thrusting my hips forward to meet the pressure of her fingers. The movement caused my ass to gradually slide across the carpet, and eventually I had to reposition myself before I broke my neck. I lay flat against the floor with my legs spread wide open for her, and then watched as she dragged my knickers down over my knees and unhooked them from my ankles. I had already kicked off my shoes and as her head disappeared below my knees I pressed my hand onto the back of her skull to force her mouth eagerly down onto my pussy. 
 
   Her tongue began to roll around my pulsating clitoris, flicking it from side to side as her saliva drooled down over my moist vulva. While she sucked and licked at my clit, she raised a finger up and slid it back inside me, reaching up with her other hand to grope at my breasts. I unclipped the front of my bra to give her better access, and then as the cups fell away from my body she caught my breasts one at a time in her grasp and proceeded to twirl my nipples around between her fingers and thumb. My ecstatic moaning was almost eclipsed by the sound of her hungry tongue slurping around my form, delicately protruding clitoris. The persistent rhythm of her tongue was driving me effortlessly towards an orgasm, and I knew it couldn’t possibly been her first time with her mouth around another woman’s pussy. As I tried to control my breathless panting and get a hold of myself, I unzipped my skirt and pulled the sheet of fabric away from my hips, leaving me completely naked on the elevator floor. She knelt up straight between my thighs and popped open the buttons of her jeans. I helped her to peel the tight denim down over her clammy legs, and ripped her sparkly pink thong down as well to reveal her dripping wet pussy lips and the narrow dash of pubic hair above. 
 
   Within a matter of seconds she was naked and ravenous for gratification, lying on top of me with her perky tits pressed up against mine and her sweaty flesh rubbing all over me. She straddled my left leg and started to grind her hips on it, thrusting her clitoris against my thigh as she leaned in for another kiss. I wrapped my arms around her and held her close as we embraced, feeling her hot breath pouring over my face and neck while her left thigh pushed onto my pussy. We writhed together in ecstasy, smearing our sweat and spit around as the itch of sexual pleasure grew inside both of us, driving us towards an orgasm that threatened to shake the elevator loose from its track and send us plummeting to the ground. We didn’t care, though, as every powerful gyration of her hips against my thigh simply blanketed out the world around us bit by bit until the only things that existed in the universe were out two glistening, heaving bodies. I reached down behind her ass and spanked her cheeks, punctuating her sultry moaning and blissful wheezing with the crash of my palm on her flesh. I wanted to cum so hard, but she was purposely prolonging her state of elation for as long as she possibly could, backing her leg away from my clit for a brief moment whenever my groaning became too close to a climax.
 
   “Where’s my bag?” I asked as I pushed her away, gasping for air and clambering across the floor to collect it. She looked on with interest as I fished around inside for a moment, and then here eyes lit up as I pulled out my trusty pocket vibrator. It had served me well whenever I needed some relief in my office, and I would often sit for a good half hour enjoying the trembling buzz of pleasure being injected inside me while everyone outside went about their daily business. She lay on her back with her legs akimbo, waiting for me to scissor with her. I got down onto the floor with her once again and flipped my left leg under her right and vice versa so that we could press our quivering pussy lips together. As our labia kissed, tiny trails of moisture began to form between us as I inched away and got completely comfortable. Finally, with my elbows digging into the carpet I placed the vibrator between us and we pressed our vulvas together to hold it vertically in place. It resembled a very chunky, silver pen, but its function was much more useful than that.
 
   I twisted the tip and it sprung to life, humming a sonnet between our legs as we gasped simultaneously. I had positioned it so that the mid section was pressed directly onto my protruding clitoris, and as it buzzed relentlessly between us, we began to grind gently together, making sure to not dislodge the toy from its perfect placement. We watched each other cupping our breasts and pinching our nipples in an attempt to seize control of our trembling bodies, but we were on a collision course with an orgasm and there were no brakes to be found. I could only hope that we were between floors and that there was nobody listening in to our ecstatic thrashing and groaning through the elevator doors. She had closed her eyes and was in the throes of passion, grinding herself onto the vibrator as it squeezed between her pussy lips on one side, and between mine on the other, with our skin rubbing together around the sides. Her hips began to shudder, rocking from side to side as she slipped helplessly into an orgasmic chasm whence she might never escape. The sight of her wildly convulsing body and jiggling breasts was enough to tip me over the edge as well, and we both started to cum together, smashing our vaginas into each other and moaning at the top of our voices. She gripped tight hold of my legs to steady herself as the final few uncontrollable bursts of sexual energy erupted from her body, and then we collapse back onto the floor of the elevator. The vibrator dropped out from between us and didn’t stop buzzing until I finally came around and picked it up. 
 
   I didn’t even know her name, and yet we had just shared the most intense experience of my life. We got dressed and recomposed ourselves, and as I slipped my shoes back on the elevator finally lurched back into movement. It went straight down to the bottom, where we were met by a lobby full of fire-fighters and emergency workers. I don’t know what the problem was, but I had never been so glad to be so inconvenienced in my life. 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   What A Beach!
 
   It was the first glorious day of summer and the sun was slowly cooking everyone to a crisp. My friends and I had been planning a trip to the beach for quite a while, and were simply waiting for the best day to go. As students on our summer breaks, we had a lot of time on our hands and could afford to hang around in pursuit of the perfect day, and no sooner had I awoken to the sound of sparrows singing in the tree outside my window, were they calling my phone to get everyone together. So, I slipped on my skimpy red bikini and headed for the front door, where they picked me up in a camper van. There was barely enough room for anyone in the back of the bloody vehicle thanks to all the clumsy surf boards sticking out of the windows, but I managed to bend myself around them to sit next to Rachel and Ellen. The two guys, Charlie and Rob, sat up front out of the way of the ridiculously huge boards. Us girls, on the other hand, had to stay in the back almost falling over each other whenever we turned a remotely sharp corner. I secretly liked it, though, as for a long time I’d known that I was a lesbian. I’d never told the others, and I felt guilty about becoming aroused whenever our legs brushed together or when I caught the scent of their sweet perfume. I felt pervy and wrong, but only because they were my friends. I knew they were all very much red blooded and as straight as could be, so they were in no danger of me trying it on with them.
 
   Thankfully, the drive didn’t take too long, although when we arrived at the car park next to the beach, we realised we might have to take a stroll along the sand to find a decent spot. We weren’t the only ones who had been eagerly awaiting the sunshine, and as we looked left and right up and down the beach, there was an endless parade of half naked bodies, colourful bathing costumes, deck chairs, inflatable lilos and parasols peppered across the sparkling golden sand. We glanced at each other with an annoyed sigh and then set off on our quest for a clear spot to lie down for the day. We each had a rolled up towel under our arms, and the boys had their stupid ironing boards as well, which constantly bumped against people and almost left a trail of unconscious bodies in their wake. After a few minutes of walking, we came across a perfect stretch of the beach that was far enough from the promenade to not be bothered by the sound of arcade machines and the smell of cars driving by, and far close enough to the slowly encroaching ocean waves as they gradually lapped closer and closer to the shore. We set down our towels with the three girls behind and the two boys in front, so as not to take up too much space. Before us girls could even ask if they wanted a drink, the lads were off rushing towards the water with their boards in hand, leaving us to apply our own lotion. Sometimes I wondered if they were gay as well, as the idea that they would favour surfing over smearing slippery substances over our slender young bodies was inconceivable to me. 
 
   Their loss was my gain, though, and I volunteered to do both of the girls, squirting a healthy dollop of vanilla scented lotion into my palm and smothering their pale flesh with it. I tried to hide my arousal, taking just enough time to enjoy the feel of their skin but not so long that they became suspicious of my motivation. I finished off Rachel and moved onto Ellen, making sure to cover every inch of exposed skin before she applied the lotion to me. I lay on my stomach and tried not let any excited moans slip forth from my lips as her fingers worked in and out of my shoulder blades and pressed against the back of my thighs, just a matter of inches from my throbbing clitoris. Unfortunately, she finished all too quickly and returned to her own towel to relax and soak up the rays pouring down as the sun slowly crept across the sky. We each tossed and turned, untying the strings of our bikini tops to maximise the amount of flesh the sun could reach. The devil inside me considered stealing Rachel and Ellen’s while they were passed out next to me, but my better judgment prevailed and I sat up to read the small paperback that I had rolled up inside my towel. 
 
   It was a particularly spicy book, and while I had been reading it for the past week or so, it was only while I lay there on the beach, casually flicking the pages across that the story really began to turn steaming. I had to look around and over my shoulders a few times to make sure nobody else knew what I was reading, but I couldn’t put it down. In fact, the sordid encounters of the main character were reawakening the lingering tingle of my clitoris, and before long I found my free hand slowly wandering south towards my crotch. I pretended to brush away from sand from the front of my bikini bottoms, enjoying the brief tap of my fingers over my clitoris. It was all too brief, though, and only left me yearning for more. I could feel the moisture forming between my labia, and the constant array of bare flesh wandering past combined with the slowly browning flesh of Rachel and Ellen’s lazy bodies next to me was only serving to increase my sexual frustration. I took another look over my shoulders and saw that everyone around me was minding their own business. There was an old couple lazing back unconscious in a pair of desk chairs with the arms slumped over the sides, nearly knocking their G&Ts over. There was a family just off to the left, but the parents were so busy making sure their darling offspring didn’t spray sand in people’s eyes that everything around them was a blur. A few feet over to my right there was a girl lying face down on a towel, much like Rachel and Ellen next to me. There was a whole host of other people dotted around the beach, but in my immediate vicinity there was nobody paying me any attention.
 
   I glanced back over at my friends, checking to make sure they weren’t looking and then draped a spare towel over the top of my legs to conceal what I was about to do. After brushing off the excess sand, my fingers crept underneath the towel and slowly walked down to the top of my bikini, teasing myself with every touch of my finger tips as they slipped inside the thin material. They brushed over the neat strip of short, dark pubic hair above my pussy and then as I pressed them down around my clitoral hood I had to gently bite my tongue to stop myself from letting out an excited moan. I massaged my clit for a little while, slowly moving my fingers around in a circular fashion and with a persistent rhythm that drew more and more moisture to my quivering labia. I continued to touch myself, keeping my eye line straight as I inconspicuously scanned the beach for prying eyes, making sure to keep my wrist movement as minimal as possible so as not to draw attention. My nipples had begun to poke through my bikini and the indentations were prominently visible to any passersby. I didn’t care, though, as the tingle around my clitoris became more and more intense and prompted me to rub a little more quickly around it. I trembled nervously as I masturbated surrounded by hundreds, if not thousands of unsuspecting people. The presence of so much bare flesh was turning me on, and every time a hot girl walked by I felt a fresh surge of arousal tickling at my pussy.
 
   I grazed my middle finger over the slippery lips of my vagina, coating it in the juices that were seeping out. As I spread them open and worked the finger around my vulva, I closed my eyes for a few seconds block out the world around me. Then, as the finger slid between my labia and penetrated me, I had to let off a little steam and panted quietly a couple of times. I started to slide the finger in and out of my pussy, reaching as far inside me as it could go and rubbing it gleefully across the extra sensitive roof of my slippery, pink vaginal walls. As the pressure intensified over my g-spot, I found myself letting go of my inhibitions as I masturbated carelessly. My knuckles were bobbing up and down underneath the towel, threatening to give the game away, but it felt so good I didn’t want to stop. I had to use every bit of strength in my body to pause for a moment and check over my shoulders once again. I opened my eyes and looked around, noticing that everyone was still minding their own business or passed out. However, as I looked back over my right shoulder, I froze in horror with my hand still wedged inside my bikini. Staring directly and unabashedly in my direction was the girl who had been sunbathing face down when I checked earlier. She wasn’t face down any more, and in fact she was lying seductively on her side, resting on one elbow with her free arm draped across her hips. Not only that, but her fingers were grazing over the front of her bikini, dabbing her pussy lightly as she watched me playing with myself. I was mortified at first, but when she refused to look away and even smiled at me, my embarrassment morphed into an even greater feeling of arousal.
 
   The idea that she was touching herself whilst spying on me as I masturbated made my clitoris throb even harder. She was fuller figured than me with gorgeous curvy hips, utterly smooth, pale skin and a thick bush of blonde hair on her head. Her breasts were like giant milky pillows that I had to fight myself to tear my eyes away from. She chuckled at me, full of confidence and emanating a vibe of pure sexual heat that swamped my puny nerves. I took another quick look around to make sure nobody had noticed us, and then watched her reaction as I began to finger myself again. Her eyes lit up and her cute smile turned to a sultry grin as her fingers began to lightly circle around above her bikini. She watched intently as I fingered myself, and as the movement of my knuckle under the towel became fiercer, she began to actively rub her own fingers around her clit. We watched each touching ourselves, and I was amazed that she didn’t even hide her modesty like I had. She didn’t care who else saw what she was doing, though thankfully everyone around us was blind to our naughty fun. I peeled the towel down a little further and held my bikini bottoms away from my skin slightly so she could see what I was doing, prompting her to adjust her position.
 
   I thought she was simply going to sit up, or wriggle her arm to get the blood flowing again. However, she began to shuffle across the sand towards me, and parked herself with just an inch between us. Her breasts pressed against the side of my chest, causing my own comparatively modest cleavage to jiggle and contort sideways slightly. Without even asking, she brushed the palm of her hand across my stomach and slipped it inside my bikini, forcing my hand out of the way so she could touch me. Even with the humidity of the summer air enveloping us, I could still feel the heat of her breath pouring over my neck as she leaned in to kiss my skin. Her fingers began to stroke up and down over my exposed clitoris, and as she toyed with it I started to become extremely nervous. I wanted to continue more than anything in the world, but I also knew that I wouldn’t be able to just play with another girl – I wanted to do much more with her, and that would require a little more privacy. I looked back over my shoulder and spotted a row of changing cubicles.
 
   “We can’t stay here!” I whispered, but she was almost hypnotised by the feel of my clit on her fingertips. I didn’t want her to stop even for a second, and had there not been anyone else on the beach I would have instantly rolled over on top of her to grope at her magnificent breasts and hump my leg between hers. The beach was packed full of people, though, and there was no way I was going to do anything in front of them. I pulled her hand out of my bikini and climbed to my feet, dragging on her arm to get her up as well. She begrudgingly followed me as I led her by the hand, meandering between the smattering of beach towels and slowly tanning bodies. She walked beside me, sliding her hand down inside my bikini once more to hold her palm flat against my ass cheeks as we walked. When we finally reached the cubicles, I darted straight into the first open door and dragged her inside. There was enough room for two people inside, but they did not afford us quite the level of privacy as I had first thought. First off, they were open-roofed, and there was also a gap of a few inches between the bottom of the rusty corrugated metal walls and the sand underneath. There was a small wooden bench stretching between the two sides of the cubicle, on which the blonde girls – whose name I never learnt – sat down and pulled me over to straddle her lap. I wrapped my thighs around hers and pressed my young, supple cleavage up to her enormous mounds, and as we kissed I felt her hands sliding down my back. She quickly untied my bikini, exposed my breasts as the skimpy cups fell down and wilted over the side of the bench. I released hers as well, fumbling blindly with my arms behind her back as we kissed passionately. Her slithering tongue invaded my mouth as her lips clamped tightly around mine, forming an almost airtight seal. She stroked my back endlessly, feeling every inch of my bare flesh as our nipples dodged each other between our chests. 
 
   I wanted more than a kiss and some groping, though, so I climbed down off her lap and knelt with my head between her parted legs. She lifted up her ass, allowing me to slide her bikini bottoms down over her thighs, and then once they were removed she leaned back on the bench, bending the back of her knees over my shoulders as she rested her thighs on them. I watched closely as her labia split apart for me, forming tiny trails of moisture as her delicious vulva opened up to reveal the pulsating opening of her vagina. I spread her pussy lips even wider apart and stroked my tongue up and down over the contracting opening, licking up her juices before latching my lips tightly around her clitoris to suck firmly on it. I slid my finger, the same one with which I had just been pleasuring myself, and rubbed the tip over her g-spot. She let out a wavering cry of ecstasy, but I continued, not caring who heard outside the cubicle or how much louder she might became. She cupped her breasts, squeezing them and tweezing her nipples like dials to control the pleasure surging through her body as I tongued her pussy. How I wished that I had access to some toys in that moment, but I would have to make do with my other hand, rubbing my clit while her thighs slapped against my cheeks. 
 
   “Okay, your turn!” she said, trying to catch her breath as she wiped the beads of sweat from her forehead. She pushed me away softly and stood up, positioning me to bend over the bench with my knees on the sand. She crouched behind me and peeled my bikini bottoms down over my perfectly round ass cheeks, allowing it to drop to my ankles. She tapped the insides of my thighs, prompting me to part them wide as she planted her palms down on my cheeks to spread them wide apart. I felt her fingers sliding inside my tight pussy, but then as she rapidly pushed it in and out, I realised her tongue was going elsewhere. A tickling sensation formed around the rim of my ass hole, and it took me a few seconds to realise she was touching the tip of her tongue to it. She licked the soft wrinkles leading directly into the hole, and then pushed her tensed up tongue in between my anal muscles, expanding the tight hole out in every direction as it slid inside me. Her lips were pressed tightly down between my ass cheeks while she licked relentlessly deeper inside my rectum, edging me closer and closer to the dirtiest orgasm I’d ever felt. 
 
   She didn’t want me to cum just yet, though, and as I grew closer and closer to my inevitable climax, she pulled her tongue away from my ass and stood up again, pushing me aside so she could lie awkwardly back on the bench. There was just enough room for her to lie on her back with her legs in the air, and as she pulled me over I knew exactly what she wanted. I climbed onto her body and perched my pussy over hers, scissoring her crotch so that I was upright on top of her with my left leg under her right. As soon as I began to grind my hips against her, our breathing started to become very exaggerated and the sound of our groaning voices could no doubt be heard outside the cubicle. If felt too good to stop, though, and the longer we mashed our pussy lips together, the closer we grew to an orgasm. My hips were thrusting back and forth with such vigorous momentum that the cubicle walls were rattling as if a minor but never-ending earthquake was in progress. Our juices mixed together, lubricating our pussy lips as they kissed passionately between us, and within the space of a couple of minutes we were in the throes of pure lust. I cried out in ecstasy as my hips trembled, thrusting forward even harder and forcing her to cum as well. Her nipples were rock hard and jiggling around raucously atop her wonderful fleshy orbs as her eyes rolled back into her head. 
 
   I wanted to stay in that cubicle for hours, exploring our bodies together and making each other cum endlessly. Alas, it was not to be as no sooner had we finished our immense, shuddering orgasms was the cubicle attendant banging on the door to get us out. I didn’t know whether it was because of our lewd activities, or because there was a queue, but either way we quickly slipped our bikinis on and went back to laze around on the sand for a bit longer. We sat down in our respective parties as if nothing had happened, and as the boys came back from the water to demand that we join them for a swim, I glanced back over my shoulder to realise that she had disappeared again. I never met her again, nor did I ever learn her name. I simply refer to her as the beach Goddess, and every time I have returned since, my eyes have been kept peeled for her appearance. Maybe one day we will meet again! 
 
    
 
   
  
 

Trying Different Tastes
 
   For most of my adult life, I had happily married to the greatest man in the world. His name was Hugh, and he was the perfect husband. He was completely and utterly dedicated to me, barely looking at another woman even on occasions when he totally could have gotten away with it. I remember one occasion when we were at a fancy restaurant and the woman sitting just opposite us dropped a pen by the side of the table. She stood up and bent over, foisting her ass in the air right next to him with a clear imprint of her panties protruding through her skirt, and yet he didn’t flinch once. For the first few months of our relationship, I suspected that he was secretly a closet case, although it was hard to reconcile that notion with his performance in the sack. Even after ten years of marriage, our sex life hadn’t diminished a bit, and in fact we would often seek out new ways to experiment with each other, exploring our deepest fetishes and experiencing increasingly potent sexual highs together. I had always been just as faithful to him as he was to me, and there was only one occasion on which I respectfully declined to satisfy his desires. Let’s just say that while the risk of getting caught in the act was incredibly arousing, the idea of purposely having sex in a very public place surrounded by people was just too far beyond my comfort zone. He relented easily enough, but shortly after he had suggested that, I began to fantasise about something for which I felt very guilty. 
 
   Since I had denied him his desires, I didn’t immediately have the courage to express the thing about which I had been fantasising for a while. It had begun completely out of the blue one day while I was at work. Georgia was a hot, young intern at my company who worked on the same floor as me. She had short red hair and was very fit looking, as she regularly attended yoga sessions. She was a proud lesbian, although while she was very much out of the closet, she didn’t broadcast it. She fit in with the staff perfectly well, and I’d never even thought about her sexuality before, nor had any similar feelings of my own. Then, one day I took a brief toilet break, making my way across the open plan office floor to the facilities. When I walked in, I saw that the three cubicle doors were all slightly ajar – not closed shut, and not wide open either. I had assumed that the cleaners had left them that way to make them look neater, but as I walked over and pushed the first one open I realised that was not the case. The door swung open and without even thinking I took a step inside, jumping out of my skin as a shriek blasted out from within. Georgia was inside and was in the process of wiping her pussy with a couple of sheets of toilet tissue. Startled, my muscles froze up for a second as my eyes darted down from her face to her exposed crotch. In the short moment that I remained in the doorway, the striking image of the tissue wiping up over her labia and pressing against her clitoris was instantly burned into my consciousness. 
 
   Naturally, I apologised profusely and stumbled out to try the next cubicle along, and thankfully she laughed it off. For the rest of the day I couldn’t get the memory of what had happened out of my head, constantly cycling it over and over as I grew hornier and hornier. Not only was the sight of her wiping her pussy ingrained on my consciousness, but the fact that she hadn’t even tried to hide her modesty at all simply added to my arousal. I couldn’t help but wonder if she actually liked the idea of me bursting in, and that was why the door wasn’t closed properly. The cubicle locks were all well maintained in the building, so I knew that wasn’t the problem. Either way, after I returned home later that night I made love to my husband, but the whole time he was fucking me from behind, I was secretly fantasising that it was Georgia wearing a strap-on dildo. The following few days at work were increasingly difficult as I found myself endlessly watching out to spot her and hoping to get a quick look at her cute ass, almost without noticed that I was doing it. The idea of being attracted to another woman made me tremble with the kind of anxious excitement I got whenever I tried something new in the bedroom with my husband, and the more I thought about it the hornier I became. It got to the point where I was masturbating at work whilst tucked away in the privacy of my office, and even at home whenever I alone for an hour or two. My affections must have been quite obvious to her, as after that embarrassing incident she started to talk to me much more frequently, walking with me to get lunch and bumping into me on the way to the car park, far too often for it to have been accidental. The fact that she might have been attracted to me simply amplified my own arousal, and it wasn’t long before our conversations started to become very personal indeed. 
 
   We began to discuss intimate details about our sex lives, and I could tell she was working her way up to asking if I’d ever had a lesbian fantasy. When she finally blurted it out, the sultry look of expectation in my eyes told her everything she needed to know, and for the whole rest of that week she kept making sordid innuendos as I tried to hide my blushing giggles. Every time I made love to my husband I was racked with guilt, trying to figure out a way to tell him that I was having steamy feelings not just for another person, but for another woman. However, when I finally managed to pluck up the courage to tell him, his reaction was most definitely not the one I was expecting. I explained about what had happened and how I’d been touching myself while thinking about Georgia, and every word that came out of my mouth made his cock even harder. He began to picture the incident in the toilets, and then thought about me at work, unable to control my raging urges and masturbating in secret. It was turning him on so much that I didn’t even get to the part where I asked him what I should do about it.
 
   “You should invite her over!” he proclaimed, hinting about as strongly as he could that he wanted to watch. Looking back on it now, I don’t know why I ever worried in the first place. It made perfect sense that he would want to see me with another woman – it was one of the few sexual frontiers we had yet to breach. So, the following day at lunch, I invited her to dinner that very evening, although the nervous tone of my voice clearly suggested a deeper reason for my offer. All afternoon my clitoris was throbbing inside my panties, but I had several meetings to attend, barely affording me a few seconds alone. I even considered going to the toilet to relieve myself, but it was far too busy to whip out my trusty pocket vibrator. I simply had to hold on to my desires as the itch for satisfaction grew more and more intolerable. Finally, as the working day ended, she trailed my car to our house in the suburbs and I led her inside. Hugh was busy in the kitchen, slaving over a hot stove as he prepared dinner. Georgia was impressed not only by the beautiful decor of our home, but by the quality of my husband.
 
   “You’ve got him well trained!” she commented as we sat down to dinner, sipping at our glasses of Merlot as we shovelled the delicious mushroom risotto he had prepared into our mouths. After we had finished eating, we retired to the sitting room. Hugh sat in his old reclining arm chair next to the roaring log fire, and Georgia and I relaxed on the leather couch adjacent to him. The TV was on, but we weren’t paying much attention to it, as the conversation quickly turned to the real reason for her invitation. 
 
   “So...” she sighed, running her fingers through her short hair as she slouched back in her seat, “She tells me you like being spanked.”
 
   “Ahem!” sputtered Hugh, nearly spilling his glass of wine as she said it. He looked at me accusingly, mortified that I had shared some of our secrets with her.
 
   “Don’t we all?” I laughed, trying to figure out the magic words that I needed to utter in order to get things moving. Her thigh was brushing against mine on the sofa with every movement she made, making my pussy wetter by the second. 
 
   “Is it okay if I use your bathroom?” she asked politely, rising to her feet as I directed her up the stairs.
 
   “Yeah, it’s the first door on the right...” I pointed vaguely, as there was no way she could miss it.
 
   “You promise you won’t burst in this time?” she chuckled as she started up the steps. I blushed and nodded, and as the memory of that day came flooding back into my mind, I felt yet another naughty tingle around my clitoris. I knew she wanted me, and I knew I wanted her. So, I quietly led Hugh up to the master bedroom and sat him down on the small, comfy chair in the corner. Then, as the toilet began to flush, i stood outside the bedroom and waited for Georgia to appear. I was so nervous, and even though I was almost entirely convinced that she wanted more than just dinner, the nagging doubt in the back of my mind caused every bone in my body to quake gently. She stepped out of the bathroom and noticed me excitedly waving her over. So, she walked up along the landing, bypassing the stairs to step into the bedroom. 
 
   “Hmm...” she said knowingly, “Why might you want to bring me in here?”
 
   I took her hand in my fingers and led her inside, pushing the door closed behind us as I guided her over to the side of the bed. I barely even registered Hugh’s presence as he sat there; observing our bodies and our movements as we instinctively placed our hands around each other’s hips. She giggled and stared into my eyes, penetrating my soul as we both leaned in to kiss softly. Our lips met, blocking out the setting sun seeping in through the window behind us, and as the tips of our tongues lapped softly over each other, we embraced even more closely. She wrapped her arms around my back, rolling her hands up and down my spine and groping at my ass through my work trousers, and I did the same to her, feeling the indentation of her panties in the material. My clit was aching to be freed from the shackles of my work clothes and licked on all night long, but first there was the small matter of getting her undressed. I reached up and began to unbutton her blouse while our chins flapped open and our lips mashed together passionately above. As I parted each of the buttons, her juicy, perky tits appeared from underneath, supported by her elegant white bra. I peeled the blouse over her shoulders and she immediately began to undo mine, hardly able to take her hands off my breasts long enough to separate the two sides of the fabric. I tore it off my shoulders before she could even try, and then we both giggled as we simultaneously unzipped our trousers and dropped them to the carpet. 
 
   She buried her face in my immense cleavage while I reached back to unhook her bra. It fell away from her body, exposing her small but perfectly firm tits, and then as I released the clasps between my cups, I parted my own bra to unveil my enormous bosoms to her. Her eyes lit up with glee and she began to fondle them, only just managing to fit each one in her hands as she squeezed them and leaned in to suck on my nipples. The feeling of her tongue rolling around over my erect nipples was incredible and made my clitoris tingle even more intensely. I’m sure Hugh was jerking off furiously by that point, but I’ll be entirely honest and say that I didn’t look over at him once. Georgia pushed me back onto the bed, so I climbed on and sprawled back as she lay on top of me. Our breasts squashed together between us as we kissed again with long trails of saliva stretching out between our lips. She moved down over my body, kissing every inch of my flesh as she traversed the mountains of my breast and the valley of my stomach, rolling her tongue around my bellybutton. I giggled raucously and pushed my hand on the top of her head, forcing her to descend even further south. I was just moments away from finally getting what I’d been thinking about endlessly for over a month, and as her fingers gripped the sides of my g-string and dragged it down over my thighs, I spread my legs wide open for her and awaited the touch of her tongue. 
 
   My back arched up in the air slightly as she leaned in between my clammy thighs and pressed the tip of her tongue up against my clitoris. I let out a long, deep sigh and closed my eyes as she massaged my clit, slithering her tongue around it and flicking it from side to side while her fingers worked around the pulsating opening of my vagina. I could feel them slowly nudging their way inside as she licked relentlessly around my throbbing clitoral hood, coaxing the tiny little pink peanut. I squeezed my breasts and pinched at my own nipples, and dug my heels into the duvet at her sides in a futile effort to control the pleasure that was surging through every vein in my body. Then, as her middle two fingers glided inside me and began to graze over the soft, spongy area of my g-spot, I cried out in ecstasy and shook with uncontrollable spasms of utter bliss on the bed. The insides of my thighs were clamped around her cheeks, locking her mouth in place so she had no choice but to continue eating my pussy. She placed her hands under my knees and lifted them higher into the air, spreading my legs further apart and revealing my tight, puckering anus as my ass cheeks parted. I watched as she knelt between my legs and lowered her outstretched tongue down onto it, circling the tip around the soft wrinkles of my rim and poking it into the centre to work it inside. I rubbed furiously at my clitoris as she rimmed me, and then let out a nervous, ticklish giggle as she almost managed to slide it through the tiny hole. 
 
   I got up onto my knees, feeling the trickle of her saliva and my pussy juices rolling down the inside of my thighs as I pushed her up to kneel on all fours with her head near the pillows. I knelt down close behind her with her ass sticking out in the air just inches from my face. Her pussy was glistening with her juices as her slim young labia split open with her parting thighs to reveal her delicate little pink vulva. Her vagina opened up slightly and I could see her muscles contracting as they waited hungrily to wrap around my fingers. I placed my hands on each of her ass cheeks and leaned down, burying my mouth between them as I stroked my tongue along her crack, coating her ass hole in my saliva while I rubbed her clitoris with my fingers. She moaned with pleasure and rocked back and forth, pressing her ass against my tongue. It was my first time licking anyone’s ass, let alone another woman’s, and the longer I spent with my cheeks pressed against the insides of her crack and my lips clamped around her ass hole, the more I yearned for satisfaction. I moved my mouth down over her pussy and slithered my tongue straight inside her to lick around the first few inches of the slippery walls of her vagina. I pressed my tongue as far inside her as it would stretch. Her vaginal muscles were so tight that I could feel them pressing in around my slithering, saliva coated tongue.
 
   She flipped over onto her back and I climbed up on top of her, pressing our breasts together once again as our firm, pokey nipples danced around each other. We kissed passionately, tasting the coating of our juices that had accumulated on our lips as we slid our tongues into each other’s mouths. I straddled her left leg, pressing my clitoris firmly down onto her thigh with my own left leg positioned securely up against her crotch. Then, as our sweaty bodies writhed together on the bed, she reached around behind me and started to slap the skin of my ass, sending tiny ripples across my back and down my thighs. We thrust our hips against each other, grinding out throbbing clits on each other’s legs, groaning louder and louder while I’m Hugh jerked off in the corner. Smelling the scent of her perfume up close reminded me of how horny I would get in work, passing her by in the corridor and savouring the briefest whiff for a moment in much the same way that I was allowed to glance at her ass before she disappeared around a corner. Now I could have as much as l wanted, and was we squirmed together in a sticky mess of flesh and limbs, I could feel myself soaring effortlessly towards an orgasm. She stopped spanking my ass and pulled my cheeks apart, sliding her fingers down my crack and fiddling with my ass hole as I fucked my pussy on her leg. 
 
   My crack was already coated in a thin layer of her saliva, which she proceeded to smother around with her fingers, gently pushing them against my rim to slide them inside. With a little bit of effort, I managed to tunnel my own hands underneath her body as to locate her ass hole, and then as I ran my fingers over hers, she glided a single solitary finger into mine. I pulled my mouth away from hers for a moment to gasp as she fingered my ass, and then planted it straight back down to lick her tonsils once more as she pulled it in and out repetitively. I did the same to her, poking my finger through the tight ring of her ass to penetrate as deep as I could, working it all the way inside so that my knuckle was nudging against her rim. We both panted with wavering, orgasmic breaths as we grinded and fingered our way to a climax. I was the first to go, feeling the thrusting of my hips slowly but surely transforming into the powerful tremble of an orgasm. It originated from the epicentre around my clitoris, but quickly spread out across my whole body, sending a series of shockwaves that would have registered on the Richter scale. The tight contractions of my ass hole around her finger as I came tipped her over the edge as well, and we vibrated together like two ultra realistic sex dolls, kissing passionately while our juices smeared all over each other’s thighs. I slumped down on top of her, and we cradled each other in our arms as we embraced one final time. 
 
   I looked over at Hugh to see him fastening the buckle of his belt, with a used, screwed up tissue resting on the arm of his chair ready to be discarded. Clearly he had enjoyed the show, and I couldn’t wait to put on another one for him. I would have to get some toys in for the next time I invited her over.
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Penthouse
 
   I had met Sophie, my lover, at the tender age of 19, and ever since we had enjoyed a fruitful relationship filled with loving support and steamy sex. I had fallen for her as soon as I laid eyes on her shimmering black locks flowing down over her shoulders like a river of ink, and I’ll always remember the day that I found out she was a fellow lesbian. I had never felt such a sense of hope and possibility, and upon hearing the news I worked up the courage to ask her out. We had bumped into each other at the college library a few times, but I didn’t know her particularly well. As it turned out, however, she had secretly been lusting after me the whole time, and in fact our accidental encounters in the periodicals section were no mistake at all. As we reached our seventh anniversary, I knew we would have to go out to celebrate, and since she was by far the more outgoing of the two of us, she had practically organised everything before she even broached the topic with me. I had been expecting something generic, like a meal or a movie, followed by some drinks and then a night of passion. I had no idea just how true the latter part of that assumption was going to be, and when she finally told me, I’ll admit that I was extremely trepid at the thought.
 
   “Do you remember Alice?” she asked. Alice was a friend of hers who I had met once or twice at parties.
 
   “Yeah...” I said, wondering what she might be up to. I could tell from her gleeful expression and slightly cautious tone that she thought I was going to say no as soon as she told me.
 
   “Well, she said she might be able to get into Taboo...” she said, immediately sensing my apprehension. Taboo was a club based on the highest floor of a tall building in the middle of town that had grown in notoriety over the past year for housing a number of extremely private parties. They were invitation-only, and nobody ever seemed to know how to get onto the list. Most people seemed to think that it was a myth, or a scam, but you could bet your bottom dollar that if it was indeed real, Sophie would find a way in. She had brought up her interest in going a few times before, but I had always brushed the idea off, hardly even taking it seriously. Nobody seemed to know exactly what happened up there, but through the dissemination of rumours and hearsay, everyone suspected that it involved kinky sex. Specifics were hard to come by, and yet everybody wanted to attend. 
 
   “How?” I asked, unsure what connected Alice might have had with the club.
 
   “She said she knows the manager, and when I said about our anniversary she offered to get us on the list for Saturday!“ she explained excitedly, trying her best to pump up my enthusiasm. I had always been quite shy, and the prospects of what might happen in the club were far beyond anything I was truly comfortable with. However, I could tell from her expression that she would never forgive me if I made her miss out on the opportunity, so I reluctantly accepted. She was thrilled to pieces and couldn’t wait to attend, even though she had just as little an idea about what to expect as I did. Alice was apparently under contract to not reveal anything, and being the master of tantric arousal that she was, Sophie was perfectly fine with preserving the secrecy. When the night finally arrived, we both got dressed in our finest clothes and jewellery. I wore an elegant black maxi dress with only my skimpy little thong underneath to hide my modesty. My nipples were poking through the thin material, but as it was such a warm, humid night I had decided not to both with an irritating bra. The dress complimented my curly blonde locks perfectly, and with Sophie wearing her favourite, pristine white silk gown, we looked like a delectable human yin and yang. 
 
   We called a taxi and made our way to the club, and while she was buzzing with excitement I was a little more sceptical. It couldn’t possibly be as naughty as the rumours made it seem, I thought. Sophie’s eagerness was infectious, though, and the closer we got to the building’s lobby, the more I started to wonder if she secretly did know something. She did have a way of finding out people’s secrets with a few seemingly innocuous questions, and this Alice girl might not have been as tight lipped as she made out. Regardless, we arrived soon after to find a few other couples cramming into the elevators. We waited for an empty one and filed inside. We were alone for a minute as the glass elevator whirred softly up the side of the building, giving us a progressively clearer view of the dark, sprawling cityscape below. She turned to me and pressed me back against the mirror on the wall, leaning in close with her hands on my hips. She softly laid her velvety lips across mine and kissed me, pulling them away as a saliva trail extended between us.
 
   “We can leave any time you like.” she said reassuringly. It only made me more nervous, though, as there was no longer any doubt in my mind that she knew what might happen inside. I nodded just in time for the doors to glide open, whereupon we were greeted by a suave gentleman who took our names and checked them on a tablet computer. 
 
   “Right this way...” he said, waving his arm grandly towards two large wooden, almost gothic looking doors. He knocked a few times in a strange pattern, as if there was a secret code to gain entry, and then as they swung open, my cynicism turned to awe at the sight of what lay within. A wave of intense beating music rushed out from within, and with it came the dazzling shine of hundreds of neon lights that skewered the atmosphere of the club floor. The room was painted black with modernist art and floral patterns strewn across the walls, and despite all the blue and violet lighting the aura of the room remained shady, almost clandestine. The club floor was filled with leather arm chairs, loungers and couches, across which the various guests were lazing whilst supping at their drinks, kissing and groping each other wantonly. We stepped inside and a waitress guided us over to an empty sofa, where we sat while she disappeared to prepare our glasses of wine. A few other couples gave us cursory glances, but continued to snack on each other’s necks. There were two other couches forming a triangle with ours; one holding a handsome, but also quite leery man and two hot women on either arm. The other held another pair of young women, who were looking over at us coyly as they sipped at their wine. One of them looked latin, maybe Dominican or Puerto Rican, with sublime dark skin and perky breasts that the other girl, a stunning red head with pale skin and freckles peppering her chest, fondled lovingly as they kissed. 
 
   Everyone else in the club was similarly horny and writhing against their partners and even total strangers who just happened to be sat with them. It was a sexual free for all, where anyone could hook up with another person to live out their fantasies. I might have scoffed at the notion of attending earlier in the night, but as I looked around and felt the beat of the music harmonising with my own pulse, I couldn’t help but slip into the mood. 
 
   “What do you think?” bellowed Sophie into my ear, trying to shout above the music.
 
   “I think I like it...” I said, smiling as I acclimatised to the surroundings. I still didn’t know quite what to make of the place, as the worst thing I’d seen so far was a lot of heavy petting.
 
   “No, what do you think?“ she repeated, nodding over at the young couple on the other couch. A rush of nerves swept my body as I realised what she was suggesting, but the touch of her fingers sliding up the inside of my thigh turned my anxiety into more of thrilled sense of expectation. My breath shook and my arms trembled as she slowly bunched up the material to expose the top of my thighs, and as I looked over I saw that the two girls were watching intently to see what she did next. As nervous as I was, I couldn’t help but let my curiosity get the better of me, and lay back against the couch as she began to stroke the front of my thong. The two girls were clearly interested and proceeded to mirror her movement, with the red head stroking her girlfriend’s thigh in much the same way. However, as she lifted up the sexy Latina’s dress, I could easily see that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. I had only ever been with Sophie, and the idea of sex with not just a stranger, but in front of all the other club guests was just about the scariest moment of my life. I didn’t have much time to contemplate it, though, as they slowly rose to their feet and drifted across the floor elegantly to sit with us. The red head squeezed her womanly hips in between me and Sophie, pressing the side of her ass against mine as the other one sat next to me. 
 
   I looked across at Sophie to see that they had already started to kiss, and the red head’s fingers were gently twirling around her knee. The Latina was much more slender than her partner, and looked at me with a broiling sense of anticipation as she moistened her lips ready to kiss me. She leaned in, placing her hands on my cheeks as our lips met, stroking our tongues across each other and mixing our saliva together in our mouths. My clitoris was throbbing intensely by this point, and grew harder to control with every stroke of her tongue. I felt her fingers moving down over my neck, tickling my skin with the slightest of touches of her knuckles as her hand descended towards my breasts. She cupped them for a moment, squeezing them gently and causing my cleavage to bulge under the pressure of her fingers. I was becoming so horny, and yet it was such a leap beyond what I had experienced in the past with Sophie that my nerves were getting the better of me.
 
   “It’s okay!” she mouthed to me with a soft, warm smile, taking my hand and lowering it down to slide under hear dress. I felt her warm, almost clammy thighs on either side of my hand as it rose up between them, and then as she pressed my fingers against her bare pussy, we both let out an excited sigh. I stroked the back of my middle finger over her hood a few times, building up the courage to rub it properly while she buried her mouth in my neck, as if she was a vampire. I knocked my head back and enjoyed the feeling of her lips kissing and sucking on my skin as she left imprints of her saliva plastered across it. I was just about to extend my finger down to move between her tight little pussy lips when a waitress came over to interrupt us.
 
   “Would anybody care for a toy?” she asked politely, holding out a sparkling silver tray just above my eye line. She said it in exactly the same way you might be asked for refreshments in a restaurant, but the contents were much more exciting than a glass of champagne. The Latina collected a long, double ended dildo and set it down on the couch between us. The red head reached over and picked up a pink rabbit vibrator from the tray, laughing raucously as she accidentally hit the button to jolt it to life in her hands. The shiny purple shaft wriggled around for a few seconds while she figured out how to disable it and it was only then that I realised the rest of the guests were also engaging in more than just pleasant conversation. Everything was moving so fast, but I couldn’t stop now. The man opposite us had one woman’s mouth around his cock, while the other presented her large, bulbous breasts for him to suckle on. They weren’t alone, either, as every single person on the various chairs scattered around the place was either grinding or thrusting in various states of undress. A few people were clearly already in the wild throes of passion, as a woman’s voice could be heard on the other side of the room, crying out in ecstasy as some lucky person fucked her hard and rough on the floor.
 
   As I looked around across the floor, there was an ocean of exposed flesh and writhing bodies as far as the eye could see, stretching right up to the exit. People were stripping off, and some weren’t even bothered to do that, simply removing what was necessary in order to expose their various slippery orifices and fleshy shafts to enable the fastest possible route to an intense fucking. The Latina turned her back to me and raised her hair out of the way, allowing me to unzip her dress. I pulled it down, and as the material wilted loosely away from her skin, she flipped the straps over her shoulders and pushed it down to the floor. She turned back towards me, finally letting me see her juicy, small breasts and perfectly toned stomach. I wanted her so badly, and any hint of trepidation had evaporated from my mind. I turned away from her so she could return the favour, and was struck by the sight of Sophie bouncing up and down on the rabbit vibrator with her head between the red head’s legs as she perched herself on the arm of the sofa. I felt the zip running down my back, following my spine and sending a rush of goose pimples up to my neck as it reached the small of my back. She peeled my dress away from my body, tossing it to floor as I slipped my thong down.
 
   I crouched before her with my head nestled between her legs, which she parted for me as she leaned back in the seat. The other two were moaning noisily, although the sound of the groaning and panting had filled the atmosphere in the room around us. I leaned in closer, stretching out my tongue as she pressed her fingers down at the sides of her clitoral hood, exposing the little pink dot for me to suck on. I began to lap at it, flicking it from side to side and circling my tongue around it as she held my head firmly to her crotch. I raised my fingers up and worked the middle two inside her to stroke her g-spot, looking over at Sophie occasionally as they swapped over positions. I removed my fingers and brought them down to my own pussy, penetrating myself with her juices freshly smeared across them. It turned me on so much that any memory of being worried about the evening had completely vanished. She pulled me back up onto the couch so we could kiss some more, sliding our fingers inside each other as our tongues lapped together hungrily. We straddled each other’s left legs and started to grind our hips against them, pressing our throbbing clits onto each other’s thighs and leaving a satisfying trail of juices spread across our skin. Our breasts squashed together between us as we held tightly onto each other, kissing with our tongues as deep inside our throats as they could reach. 
 
   We still hadn’t used the toy, though, and it was sitting right next to us, beckoning us to pick it up. So, I grabbed it and we got into a scissoring position with her head resting on the opposite arm of the chair. I lay back across the couch, resting myself on my elbows as the other two humped each other’s legs right behind me. We each took an end of the dildo and rubbed it over our moist vulvas, smothering the ridiculously long shaft in our juices before sliding it inch by inch inside us. I watched as her labia stretched around it, swallowing the translucent rod up bit by bit as she moaned and bit her bottom lip. Just as we both reached the middle, she waved to the others behind me, telling them to do something but I couldn’t quite make out what she was saying. Suddenly, the red head’s ass loomed above my head, and it all clicked into place. I lay back flat on the couch, allowing her to sit on my mouth while she pleasured Sophie on the other arm of the sofa. Her labia pressed down firmly onto my lips, and I wasted no time in sliding my tongue up between them, licking all around the opening of her vagina as she thrust her hips against my face. It was the filthiest thing I’d ever done, and that knowledge was just making me even hornier. 
 
   I felt the Latina’s pussy moving up and down along the dildo shaft, mashing her labia against mine with each progressively harder thrust. I could feel her shins at my sides, moving back and forth as she fucked herself on the dildo, but I couldn’t see a thing behind the red head’s crotch. The smell, the taste and the movement of the muscles inside her pussy were driving me towards an orgasm, and the wanton grinding of her girlfriend’s hips as they collided with my crotch was battering my clitoris even closer. I could hear the distinctively quivering whimpers of Sophie orgasmic voice getting louder and louder and almost laughed as she cried out in ecstasy. I would recognise those agonised howls anywhere, and every time she let out fresh one, the whole couch shuddered under the weight of her thrashing body. It was too much for me to handle, knowing she was cumming, and with two other complete strangers on the edge of an imminent orgasm as well. I tongued the red head’s clit as fiercely as I could, flapping it wildly in every direction while I grabbed hold of the Latina’s thighs and forced her crotch to slam repeatedly and forcefully against mine. A tsunami of sexual gratification overwhelmed the three of us, and together we writhed and thrashed around on the sofa, our vaginal muscles contracting wildly as we squeezed our nipples and tried to control ourselves as we came. It was intense, and more than likely attracted the attention of those around us, but I could neither care nor even see the club’s other guests. The beat of the music pounded with the throb of my clit as my trembling hips finally calmed. I could feel my heart racing and pounding against the bars of my chest, as if it was trying to break free. I could hardly catch my breath, and as the red head finally dismounted from my face, we all slouched back in the chair and picked up our glasses of wine from the table in the centre of the triangle.
 
   I could only hope that Alice could sort us out with a permanent membership!
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Lay Over
 
   I was so annoyed! Not only had my flight been cancelled, but I had been told in no uncertain terms that there was no way to board another flight until the morning. I was on a business trip and was supposed to be catching a connecting flight for the final leg of my journey to a specialist electronics exhibition. My company had sent me to represent us at one of the many booths on the exhibition centre floor, where I was scheduled to demonstrate our technology and hand out some free samples. The cancellation of my flight meant that I would have to dart from the airport when I finally arrived and try to set up our booth in time for the start of the exhibition at midday. In addition to that, I needed to find somewhere to stay for the night in whatever godforsaken hellhole I had ended up. I wasn’t the only one who was pissed, and as soon as the news came through from the airport staff, there was a sudden swell of people storming out of the front doors to locate the closest, most convenient hotel. Carrying my enormous suitcase, however, by the time I had reached the taxi rank at the front of the giant glass building, almost everyone else had filed into the nearby traveller lodges. As always seemed to be my luck, it had just started to spit with rain as a huge black raincloud convened above and conspired to drown me. So, I hailed a cab and told the driver to take me to the swankiest hotel in town, wherever that might be. I had an expenses account, so I figured my company could foot the bill for my inconvenience. 
 
   We pulled up outside a very posh looking building, and I almost considered belatedly telling him to take me somewhere another rung down on the wealth ladder. I didn’t want to look like a scrooge, though, so I paid him, strolled inside out of the pouring rain and booked in to a room. The whole place was lavishly decorated with old paintings and ornaments, and every edge was coated in a shimmering, golden veneer. The light was soft and imbued every hall and corridor with an ambience of absolute decadence. As a porter led me up to my room, I couldn’t help but think that maybe having my flight cancelled wasn’t such a bad thing after all, and once I’d tipped him and stepped inside to take a long, hot shower in the exuberant surroundings, I felt refreshed and ready to unwind. The time was rapidly approaching 10pm, but I wasn’t particularly tired, and there didn’t seem to be anything of any worth on any of the multitude of TV channels. So, I made myself presentable in my work skirt and blouse, and went off to locate the bar that the receptionist had vaguely pointed out to me when I arrived. I found it easily enough and walked through into the remarkably quiet surroundings. There were only a few people talking softly in each corner of the room, lounging back on velvet couches. 
 
   There was one woman sat alone in a large, tall backed arm chair just opposite the bar. As I reached the row of stools in front of the bar, she glanced up over her book to register my arrival. I was sure I had seen a smile creep across her mouth, as her cheeks rose up and her eyes widened slightly, but then her gaze dropped back down to her pages and she continued to read. I perched myself on a stool and leaned against the bar, nodding at the bartender as I rubbed my temples to clear my mind. He promptly poured my glass of Bordeaux and left me in peace to sip at the zesty golden fluid. The image of the mysterious woman’s stockings clutching around her legs was firmly implanted in my mind, and by the time I’d finished half of my glass, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I turned around and scanned the whole bar, making it seem like I might be admiring the paintings on the wall behind her, and then quickly glanced at her legs again before continuing on past her. I did this a few times, becoming braver with each pass and feeling the throb of my clitoris growing inside my panties growing ever more intense. She was wearing much the same clothes as me, and I wondered if by some quirk of fate she too had been forced to stay because of the very same flight cancellation. 
 
   I turned to look one more time, checking to make sure the bartender’s attention was sufficiently distracted by another customer while I twirled my head over my left shoulder. However, as my eyes scrolled across the wall to her seat, I realised she was no longer there, and neither was her hand bag which had been resting on the short wooden leg of her chair. I sighed in frustration and turned back around to the bar to finish off my drink and then retire for the evening. I wasn’t to be so lucky, I thought. Just as I picked up the glass and pressed it to my lips, though, a figure appeared next to me as the pressure of a small hand warmed my back. I jumped at the sudden appearance, almost dropping my glass as the beads of condensation nearly caused it to slip from my fingers. 
 
   “Hello...” she said softly into my right ear, taking a seat on the stool next to me.
 
   “Oh... hi!” I stuttered, coughing up the couple of droplets of wine that had splashed onto my windpipe.
 
   “I thought I should probably sit here, otherwise you might strain your neck!” she joked, grinning at her own cleverness. I laughed and tried to maintain my innocence, but it was clear she knew what I had been thinking.
 
   “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself...” I replied, gazing at her knees as she snapped her fingers at the bartender, waving to order two more of what I was drinking. I was already quite light headed, as I had never been able to hold my drink, but I wasn’t about to pass the opportunity up. The bartender poured the rest of the bottle into two fresh glasses and we started to chat about why were there and how long we would be staying. As it turned out, she wasn’t a victim of the same cancellation as me, and was actually a location scout for an advertising company. She was visiting a few areas of interest, taking notes and reporting her findings when she returned home the following day. I explained about the airport and my expenses account, but her gaze kept wandering down my neck as she tried to peek inside the opening of my blouse. I had left the top two buttons undone, and she could hardly take her eyes off the exposed patch of flesh below my chin. Eventually it got to the point where I had to make sure there wasn’t a huge spider crawling up my neck or something.
 
   “Are you even listening?” I joked, dabbing the top of my chest with my fingers as she giggled innocently.
 
   “Yes, yes!” she cried, “Sorry, you just have really great skin...”
 
   “Thanks... it’s the one I was born in...” I laughed, noticing her own surprising lack of wrinkles, “So do you!”
 
   “So, where should you have been tonight?” she asked, moving the conversation along, “You know, if your flight hadn’t been cancelled?”
 
   “Ah, I’m going to an exhibition...“ I answered, suddenly becoming quite nervous as I realised I would have to explain what was taking up the majority of my suitcase.
 
   “What kind of product is it?” she enquired, almost as if she psychically knew the secret I was hiding.
 
   “Um...” I blushed, stuttering as I tried to find a polite way to say it, “Well... the company I work for develops motors for... you know...”
 
   “Cars?” she asked, shaking her head in bemusement.
 
   “No...” I replied, curling my fingers and running them along an invisible rod to illustrate, even shaking my fingers to highlight the motion they created. She continued to squint at my hands, trying to figure out what the hell I was trying to tell her. Then, her eyes lit up and she blurted out, “Vibrators?”
 
   Everyone in the bar suddenly looked up and peered over at her as I turned away with my palm to the side of my face to hide my shame. A fit of giggles consumed us both as everyone settled back into their seat, albeit pointing an ear in our direction in case of further slips. 
 
   “What kind of exhibition is it?” she asked, suddenly much more interested in what I had to say.
 
   “It’s all related to adult entertainment.” I said, “You’d be surprised how much technology goes into making me cum!”
 
   She chuckled as the possibilities rolled around inside her head, and as she giggled and took another sip of her wine, I hoped that was about to say what I thought she was going to say.
 
   “Wait so... this suitcase full of equipment is actually a case full of state of the art sex toys?” she asked. I nodded quietly, smiling from ear to ear as I knocked back the dregs of my glass, adding “Care for a demonstration?”
 
   She was climbing off her stool before I even finished the question, and didn’t even bother to answer it. Instead, she dragged on my arm and pulled me out towards the elevators.
 
   “What floor are you on?” she asked as we piled inside, both of us suddenly feeling very faint from the effects of the alcohol swirling around our veins. We leaned back against the hand rail, chuckling and grinning stupidly as the sides of our asses brushed over each other. As the doors swung open, I took the lead and led her down the exquisitely decorated hall to my room. We walked in and the lights flickered on automatically, and I pulled her over to the bedroom, where my suitcase lay on the floor. She stepped inside and closed the door behind her, seemingly expecting something to happen. My clit was pounding at the insides of my knickers, like a prisoner waiting to be freed. I knelt down by the case and flipped it open, exposing an array of tightly packed, neatly arranged devices. Some of them were not operational, and I could tell that she was slightly perplexed by some of the odd designs. I picked up one and handed it to her, and she inspected it for a moment, turning it every which way to figure out what a person might do with it. 
 
   “Most of them are just the raw technology that will be used to power the final products, but I do have a few working models...” I explained, digging out some more recognisable toys from underneath. 
 
   “It’s not just the designs; it’s the rhythm of the vibrations and oscillations that are revolutionary!” I continued, going into full on sales mode. I could see she was just itching to try them out, though, and so was I!
 
   “So... how does this one work?” she asked, holding up a peculiarly curved, small rubbery toy.
 
   “Ah, it’s probably easier to show you...” I said, climbing onto the bed and lying on my side as I patted the duvet next to me. She eagerly jumped on and lay next to me, suddenly getting much closer than she had been all night. I could feel the warmth emanating from her body, carrying with it the smell her lavender perfume. She pressed the palms of her hands flat against her thighs and dragged her tight, short skirt up to expose the lacy tops of her black stockings. I reached underneath her skirt and grazed the back of my fingers over the front, pressing on her clitoris slightly as I tried to grip them and pulled them down over her legs. She helped them along at the sides, and then flicked them off onto the floor with her toes. I took the curiously shaped toy and began to roll the tip around her slippery wet vulva. Despite her age, her pussy was still tight as a vice and as I slid my finger inside her, the muscles contracted around and squeezed it. She let out a long sigh and pressed the back of her head into the pillow as I pushed the tip of the toy inside her, lodging it into the tiny crevice of her pussy just over her g-spot. It was curved in such a way as to wrap up from between her labia with one end specifically shaped to vibrate over her g-spot while the other end pressed firmly around her engorged clitoris. I held the device firmly to her pussy, making sure it connected with both erogenous zones and then slowly increased the intensity setting using the wheel on the side, almost like a volume control on an old portable cassette player.
 
   It awoke inside her and immediately sprung to life with a muffled hum as it shook a hundred times a second over her g-spot and clitoris. She let out a long, wavering sigh and banged her head back against the pillows as the pleasure surged through her body, unable to control the sudden injection of pure ecstasy. I held onto her body with my arm wrapped under the small of her arched back, steadying her as she thrust her hips up to meet the pressure of the toy. Her lips were moving as if she was trying to say something, but I could hear no words. She looked so cute with her eyes closed, lying back on my bed in my arms, almost like I was nursing her to her first orgasm. I leaned down kiss the bulges of her breasts through her white cotton blouse, pressing my lips to her bra before moving them up over her concealed cleavage to her exposed neck line, and then gently planting them down over her quivering lips. We kissed, sliding our tongues into each other’s mouths as I ramped up the toy to the maximum setting. Her whole body trembled with a long, exaggerated shiver, like her veins had been filled with ice water. She took hold of the toy and kept it pressed to her pussy while I unbuttoned her blouse, kissing her chest every inch of the way as the sides of the material opened up to reveal her glorious cleavage. She might have been in her 40s, but it was clear that she’d kept herself in shape. Her whole body was pristine, from her smooth, only slightly aged skin to her wonderfully round, firm breasts.
 
   I managed to pull her blouse over her shoulders and unhooked her bra, unleashing her huge fleshy mounds so I could fondle them in my hands and wrap my tongue around her nipples. She tossed the blouse to the floor, keeping her legs tightly squeezed together to hold the toy in place. With a quick swipe, she unzipped her skirt and discarded with that as well, leaving her lying back on the bed wearing only her saucy black stockings that rose up to her thighs. She slipped the toy out from between her pussy lips and held it up to my lips, allowing me to taste the juices from deep within her pussy for a moment before plunging it back inside her. I was aching to fuck her, but before I could crack open any more toys, I needed to strip myself. I knelt at her side, watching as she pleasured herself with her wrist resting on the small tuft of fair pubic hair above her clit. Her eyes were glued to my chest, staring in anticipation as I parted the sides, threw my shirt to the floor and then released the clasps between the two large cups. My breasts jiggled into position in front of me, and immediately upon seeing my tingling, erect nipples she climbed to her knees in front of me and leaned down to suck on them. I held the back of her head gently as she gripped my pokey teats between her teeth and nibbled on them, flicking the very tips with her tongue. Finally, I slipped the zip of my own skirt down, revealing my sexy lace knickers. 
 
   Her fingers crawled down over my stomach and crept inside them, and as I felt the pressure circling around my clitoris, my pussy lips became even wetter. She began to kiss her way down my chest, crouching down low as I leaned back on the bed, foisting my crotch into her face. With her fingers hooked around the sides of my panties, she pulled them eagerly down my legs and tossed them away, barely waiting for me to relax back on the bed before pushing her head up between my legs. With her ass sticking out behind her way down the bottom of the bed, she kept the toy pressed firmly to her pussy with her left hand while she rolled the fingers of her right hand around my vulva. I hadn’t been with a woman for quite a while, so I was terribly nervous, especially given how hot and ultra confident she seemed. That said, as soon as her tongue began to lap around my clitoris, every worry in my body fell away and I clamped my thighs to her cheeks, groaning ecstatically as her fingers burrowed inside me. I had so much more to show her, though, and while the touch of her tongue around my clit was breathtaking, I couldn’t wait to try out some more items from the case.
 
   I pushed her away and climbed off the bed to pick out my favourite devices, quickly clambering back on to the mattress next to her. There almost seemed to be too many toys to use at once, but that was exactly what I had in mind. First, I picked up an egg vibrator with a corresponding remote control, and proceeded to press it against her pussy lips as she leaned back for me. Her vaginal opening was so wet that it slipped through with little resistance, filling up her moist, warm cavity as I pushed a second one into my own pussy. I handed her the remote control for mine, and kept hers back for my own use. Before I could even pick up the next toy, she had pressed the button to enable my egg, setting it off inside me with a powerful buzzing rhythm that took me a couple of seconds to overcome the extreme pleasure enough to concentrate. I grabbed the long rubbery shaft of a strap-on dildo that I had selected, and proceeded to attach it to my waste as she giggled, ramping up the intensity setting like a child with an exciting new toy. I spurted some lubricant jelly onto the sparkling blue rod and pushed her over to kneel on all fours in front of me. She knew what was coming and tried to relax as best as she could as she waited for me to penetrate her. With her legs spread wide open, her ass hole puckered ready for the dildo as her muscles contracted gently. I leaned in, completely unable to resist licking it for a moment, and stroked the tip of my tongue over the tight hole. She squealed with delight and backed up onto my tongue, forcing it to nudge its way slightly inside her. I flapped it around, covering her rim in a sheen of my saliva before kneeling up straight behind her.
 
   I pressed the heavily lubricated head of the dildo up against her anus, eliciting a short gasp as the chilly substance touched her skin. Before I began to push it through the hole, I turned on her egg vibrator on the first setting and it whirred to life inside her pussy. She moaned and clutched tight hold of the duvet, opening and closing her claws as the vibrations tap danced over her g-spot and hit every nerve ending in the walls of her vagina. Then, as her anal muscles loosened even further, I prodded the tip of the dildo through, parting the sides of her ass hole and expanding the wrinkles around the edges to form a smooth entrance that wrapped around the shaft. I pushed it inside by a few inches and then began to thrust in and out as her sphincter hugged the sides, burying it deeper and deeper with each push. She cried out and repeatedly tossed her hair wildly back and forth over her shoulders as I fucked her ass, ploughing the dildo deep into her rectum. She pushed herself up and leaned back against my chest, pressing my large breasts against her shoulders while my hips pounded into her ass from behind. I ramped up the setting of her egg and then reached around with both arms to fondle and caress her bosoms, rolling her nipples around between my fingers and squeezing them tightly as she shrieked with joy. 
 
   With her egg set on the highest possible level, I tossed the small remote control panel onto the floor, and she did the same to me. She was already rapidly soaring towards a mesmerising orgasm, but I still had one final toy to show her. I grabbed the last one lying next to my leg on the duvet. It was a specialist pad, almost like a small cup that I placed carefully around her clitoris and held firmly down as I turned it on. As soon as it jolted to life, she squealed with joy and wrapped her arms back around my neck, arching her back in front of me as the egg, the dildo and now the strange new toy battered away at her most sensitive areas of arousal. Her pussy was almost spewing juices within a minute or two, and as the toys worked their magic inside us, we both fell helplessly towards a climax. It engulfed us both at the same time, making us groan and clench our teeth as the intense, overwhelming pleasure flooded our nervous systems. The intentional thrusting of my hips had been replaced with the powerful but involuntary convulsions as I came, slamming against her ass as she dug her nails into the skin of my neck. I bit down on her shoulder, gnawing at the flesh and bone as my pussy contracted around the still buzzing egg inside me. Our flesh was coated in sweat and saliva, and once we had successfully disabled the multitude of rampantly vibrating toys, I was about ready for another shower.
 
   So was she, and from the sounds of her insatiable sexual appetite, I had a feeling we would be making very extensive use of the shower head!
 
    
 
   
  
 

All Tied Up
 
   Not long after my 18th birthday, I found myself eagerly looking for potential career paths. I’d moved out of my parents’ house as soon as I could, and found suitable lodgings at an apartment building on the other side of town. The sense of freedom washed over me and gave me so much confidence that I didn’t even know what to do with it. However, as my finances quickly dwindled, my search for a job became a little more frantic, and I was starting to tear my hair out at the frustrating lack of options available to a young woman such as myself. However, one evening whilst browsing through the local newspapers that were stacked in the lobby once a week, I came across a small advertisement in the employment section for an adult entertainment company. The simple advert merely stated “Become a Porn Star!” and had a phone number and a web address to visit for more information. I’d always been a horny bitch, masturbating every single day without fail ever since I’d hit puberty. I was also a lesbian, though, which I thought might limit my chances. The idea of being fucked every day and getting paid for it was more awesome than I ever could have imagined, and I promptly called the number to arrange an interview. The woman on the other end of the line seemed to be very excited about the sound of my voice, and set up a meeting the very next day, at the headquarters in the centre of the city.
 
   So, first thing the next morning I bounded out of bed to the sound of my radio alarm and sprang into the shower. I was so excited I even began to masturbate while I was in there, pressing the shower head to my throbbing clitoris while I fingered myself. I knew I could stay in there for very long, and when I finally opened my eyes to see the clock, I realised I was already running a little late. I had no choice but to stop, dry myself off and get dressed as quickly as I could, leaving the shower head drooping down and knocking against the tiles. I slipped on a light vest top and skinny jeans as the weather outside was scorching. It was the middle of summer and the sun was beaming down on the city from high in the sky, barely casting a shadow for people to escape. With the persistent tingle of my clitoris still completely unsatisfied, I made for the bus stop and got on the first one that came. Thankfully, there were plenty of seats and with no one sat around me I was able to secretly nudge myself through the thin denim over my crotch. By the time the bus had reached the stop near where she had told me to go, I was almost considering just stay on board so I could finish the job. My pussy was raging with arousal and a small patch of moisture had formed on the inside of my thong. Getting off that bus was one of the hardest things I’d ever done, and once I was out and about and walking down the small backstreet to the company offices, even the pressure of the top of my thighs rubbing together was turning me on. 
 
   I had never had much problem with confidence, and in fact my parents always said that I had far too much. It was probably bolstered by the fact that practically every man I’d ever met had either fallen in love with my golden locks and cute smile, or at the very least tried to fuck me. I’d broken many a heart, as my interests had always lain with other girls, although I never told anyone that in high school – I didn’t have a death wish. No, I simply acted like the one hot girl who no one could ever lay, and through putting myself on that kind of pedestal I’d developed an involuntarily high opinion of myself. I wasn’t particularly bitchy, but I was fearless and willing to take on any challenge that life threw in my direction. As I strolled up the stone steps in front of the building, I had no idea just how much of a challenge that day was going to be. I walked through the flapping double doors and rang the bell at the reception area, which was sparsely decorated so as to remain fairly innocuous to passersby. A door behind the desk opened immediately and a well presented, rather stern looking woman stepped out to greet me.
 
   “Ah, you must be Adele!” she smiled, shaking my hand and waving over to some stairs to my right before I could even answer.
 
   “Yes, I’m here about the... you know, porn thing...” I replied.
 
   “Please, step this way to our studio...” she said, waving again towards the stairs as she stepped out from behind the desk. She led me up the stairs, and I trailed behind staring at the indentation of her panties in the fabric of her shiny black leather skirt. She was wearing vivid red lipstick and had thick rimmed glasses, with starkly pinned back dark hair, giving her an extremely strict appearance that betrayed her friendly smile. She led me towards a door, and as we walked inside I realised it was a large open room with several removable and changeable walls, in which a number of different sets were located. The sound stage contained a mock up of a school class room, what looked like a hospital ward and a police cell. They were clearly designed with porn films in mind, and the thought of people fucking in them set my pulse racing again. We sat down on two stools near the police cell set, and she handed me a clipboard with a release that was waiting for my signature. It already had my name printed on the top, so I could tell they were very keen to get me to sign. I scanned it once and started to fill in my details, starting with simple things like my contact information before going on to the acts I was willing to perform. I could feel my clit itching intolerably inside my panties, just waiting to be satisfied by the pressure of my fingers. My horniness clouded my judgement a little, making me susceptible to ticking boxes that I didn’t even understand. Most of the options, such as Rimming and DP, I understood perfectly, but there were a few like BDSM and Slave Worship that I wasn’t entirely sure about. They sounded kinky enough, though, and in my haste to get to the spicy part of the job, I ticked a few boxes that were completely foreign to me. 
 
   Once I was finished, she took the clipboard and placed it down on a cupboard by the side. Then, she turned to me and clapped her hands noisily together. 
 
   “So, I have a few more questions to get out of the way...” she began, sitting back down next to me. I nodded and listened intently as I tried to mentally quell the irrepressible urge to touch myself. 
 
   “We pay a flat fee for each scene, which in your case will only involve other girls.” she said, reassuring me that I wouldn’t have to go near a single cock. The way she said it made me wonder if she too was a lesbian, as even the mere mention of a man’s penis made her look uneasy. 
 
   “Any of the additional options you ticked will bump up your pay by a hundred dollars for each fetish or special interest, shall we say...” she continued as I tried to seem like I was paying attention. I was so horny that I was imagining her naked and lying on top of me, even though she was clearly a fair few years older than me. 
 
   “We usually like to perform a test scene to make sure you are truly comfortable with the procedure...” she said, pointing towards a camera that had been set up on a tripod in the corner of the cell.
 
   “Usually there would be at least one camera operator, filming you from different angles as the scene requires, but for the purpose of this test we only need a single static shot.” she explained, guiding me around the small set and waving at different things while I tried to suppress the thoughts of fingering myself. Finally, she asked me if I understood, and if I was willing to perform the test scene right there and then. I nodded enthusiastically, so she pulled out a box of equipment and told me to get undressed to my underwear. I was so horny I didn’t even think twice, pulling my vest top up over my head and peeling my jeans down over my legs, tossing them onto a nearby rack. I inspected my chest, flicking away a stray ball of fluff that had accumulated from the fabric of my vest, and then looked up to see her standing before me with her hands on her hips above the waist of her leather skirt. She had removed her jacket to reveal a sleeveless white top underneath, through which I could clearly see the protuberance of her pokey nipples. Her arms were slender with beautifully smooth skin, and she reminded me of a teacher on whom I used to have an enormous crush. She stepped over to me and inspected my body, cupping breasts and running her fingers down over my hips as if she was gauging the quality of my flesh. She grasped my ass cheeks and slapped them gently, crouching down in front of me for a close look at my pussy. With a quick pull, she loosened the thong from around my crotch and allowed it to drop to the floor, immediately sliding the outstretched fingers underneath the soaking wet labia between my legs. I quivered as a wave of goose pimples rushed up my back to my neck, and watched intently as she smeared some of my juices onto her middle finger and licked it off with her tongue.
 
   She smiled, as if to say she approved of my body, and then stood up to walk behind me. I was completely naked and would have done anything she said, but at that point I had no idea precisely what she had in mind for me. She wrapped her arms tenderly around my body and fondled my breasts, flicking my erect nipples with the backs of her fingernails as I giggled flinchingly. I felt her lips pressing against my neck and her warm minty breath pouring down over my chest as she kissed my flesh, reaching down towards my pussy for another feel of my throbbing clitoris. I closed my eyes as her fingers circled around it, toying with the hood to coax the tiny pink peanut bean. As I groaned blindly with pleasure, she brought her hands up and poked them through the gaps between the cell bars. Then, she reached behind her back and pulled out a pair of shiny silver handcuff’s she’d slotted into her waistband. With a sharp snap, she poked them through the gap and clamped them down around my wrists, securing me in place so I was completely at her mercy. I didn’t mind, and in fact I played up my arousal, making filthy sex noises to signify my approval at the naughty turn of events. She chuckled cruelly and then stepped away, leaving me shackled to the bars as she opened up the brown box of goodies. I had assumed it contained various sex toys, and while technically that was the case, the contents were a far cry from the standard dildos and vibrators to which I had been accustomed in my private life for some time. No, as she gripped a thick black handle and pulled out her first implement, I started to realise that I might have made a mistake. 
 
   She held the handle up sideways in air, allowing a five foot long leather whip to droop down almost to the floor. A collection of short tassels frayed out by a few inches at the tip, and as she stepped back over to me and stood behind my back, I nervously braced myself. I’d already agreed to do it, and my pussy was so wet and horny as to drown most of the doubt in my mind. I was about to cross over into a whole new sexual frontier, and I had no idea what to expect. She cracked the whip behind me, making no contact with my skin but still making me jump as my muscles seized up for a split second. She cackled to herself, playing up to the camera magnificently even though it was only a test run. She cracked the whip again, only this time it made skin contact, searing a short line straight across the centre of my back. I howled in pain as I clenched tight hold of the bars, wondering what I’d got myself into. However, as the initial pain began to wear off, I realised that hidden beneath it was an even greater feeling of arousal. My clitoris was pounding and my pussy felt wetter than ever. The itch inside me had suddenly grown to much greater heights, and as she lashed the whip across my back again, I cried out even louder. My shriek was more of twisted excitement than agony, though, and as she continued to whip me I started to hunger for it, unable to wait even a few seconds for the next lash.
 
   “Say thank you!” she commanded, ordering me to play the submissive. It was an entirely new experience to me, and maybe that was why it was so hot. Regardless, I didn’t much encouragement and began to blurt out a thank you after every crack of the whip. After a short while, my whole back was plastered with red line where the tassels had struck my flesh, but they were only surface marks. I wasn’t truly hurt, and the whip had not left any scars in its wake. In fact, as she walked over and placed it back into the box, I couldn’t wait to see how else she might punish me. She pulled out a riding crop and walked back over, tapping it into the cupped of her hand and smiling sadistically as she disappeared behind me. She whipped her hand a couple of times, making me shudder with expectation repeatedly as I begged for more.
 
   “Please! More!” I whimpered, genuinely asking to be smacked with it. She obliged, swiping it over my ass cheeks and sending a slew of fleshy ripples down the back of my thighs. The strike was slightly duller than the whip, but the burning pain seemed to last much longer, barely subsiding to reveal the throb of my clitoris underneath before she lashed me with it again. Each strike sent a crash bouncing off the walls of the studio, followed immediately by the squeal sounding out from between my lips. By the times she had finished the second round of intense thrashing, I was panting breathlessly and trying to squeeze my thighs together to put whatever pressure I could onto my clitoris. She collected a few more items from the box, hiding them behind her back as she approached once again. Leaning in from behind with an ominous leer, she wrapped her arms around me and presented two sparkling silver clamps, which she proceeded to snap firmly onto my erect, sensitive nipples. I tensed up and clawed out my fingers as each one gripped tight hold of my teats, and watched as she looped a chain around one of the bars in front of me and attached each end to the clamps. She tugged on the chain, testing my pain threshold and causing me to stretch my mouth wide open for an ear splitting squeal.
 
    “Silence!” she barked into my ear, spanking my sore ass a few times to hush my mouth. I held onto my urge to scream and remained quiet as she released on of the hand cuffs. She wasn’t letting me go, though. With the nipple chain keeping me tied to the bars, she yanked my arms behind my back and reattached the cuff to my wrist. She stepped away for a moment, picking something up off the bed that she had tossed aside in order to fiddle with my cuffs. I waited patiently in silence as clitoris ached for more pleasure. Then, as she stood behind me I felt something brushing over my ass cheeks. I turned back and briefly caught a glimpse of her waist. She had stripped away her top and skirt, leaving her wearing only a black lacy bra, matching panties and stockings, and with a very thick strap-on dildo protruding from her crotch. She pressed her hand on my back, pushing me to lean forward and causing the nipple clamps to stretch my tits out in front of me. She crouched down and spread my ass cheeks wide open, exposing both my tight, wet pussy and puckering ass hole. She couldn’t resist a quick taste, and leaned in with her tongue stretched out ready to lap up my juices, and as it slid inside me I let out a groan of ecstasy, finally receiving the stimulation that I’d been yearning for all morning. She licked all over the first few inches of my vaginal cavity, and then retracted it as quickly as she had penetrated me to stroke her tongue over the rim of my anus. I giggled, prompting another slap to the ass to keep me in line as she took what she wanted from me. 
 
   Finally, she stood up behind me and rubbed the head of the dildo up and down over my labia, smothering the shaft inch by inch in my juices and her saliva as she gradually pushed it deeper and deeper inside me. I trembled anxiously as the shaft passed over my g-spot and expanded the walls of my vagina in every direction, and then as she began to thrust it masterfully in and out of my pussy, I had to bite my lip to contain the endless stream of hot, sexy moaning that was just bubbling at the surface and dying to escape from my lips. She pounded me hard from behind, smacking her hips against my ass and causing me to bob back and forth, which in turn caused the slack of the chain to tighten and tug painfully on my nipples. The combination of extreme pleasure and twinges of searing pain from my tits was pushing me closer and closer to an orgasm, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. My legs were shaking violently as she brutally pummelled my pussy with the dildo, knocking me against the bar and fucking me harder than I’d ever been fucked before. Eventually it got to the point where I couldn’t restrain myself any longer, and let out the longest, loudest scream of my whole life, and even as she bellowed at me to stop and return to silence, spanking my ass and tugging on the nipple clamps, it all simply emphasised the pure bliss that was surging through my bones. I let out another cry as I started to cum, and she slammed the dildo inside me so hard that I almost cracked my head on the metal bars. My hips convulsed with such force that I leaned back a little too far, causing the nipple clamps to finally snap free of my tits and clatter to the cold, hard floor. She retracted the dildo and stepped aside, tending to the camera while I slumped down onto the floor. 
 
   “How did I do?” I whimpered, hoping my performance was up to scratch.
 
   “Well, put it this way...” she replied, “Most girls who come through those door are just in it for the money, but I have a feeling that someone like you, someone with a real craving for sex will go a long way in this industry. If you still want to, that is...”
 
   “Yes!” I nodded keenly, my mind both blown wide open and filled with the possibilities of what else I might be open to experiencing. I couldn’t wait to begin the real filming, or indeed to try out some of the sadistic methods of sexual gratification that I’d learnt!
 
    
 
   
  
 

A Bad Habit
 
   It wasn’t long after I left high school that I started to look for some sort of employment. As a child I’d always taken to reading and enjoying art and music, and had never shown much in the way of conviction for following a particular career path. I ambled my way through school, never bothering anyone and rarely even registering on my teachers’ radars, instead completing my work a satisfactory enough standard for them to leave me in relative peace and comfort. I took such great pleasure in the small things in life – a good book, the snuggle of my pet cat Pepper, a steaming cup of cocoa and fluffy hot water bottle to keep me company at night. It sounds a little sad, but I could quite happily survive with just those few things. I was generally quite a shy girl, and I think that was one of the reasons why I found it so difficult to find a suitable job. Everything on offer was for high energy coffee shop assistants or waitresses, and there was no way I was going to do that! It was only by chance that I happened to overhear some nuns on a bus into town one day talking about how they were crying out for young women join. In a rare show of courage, I turned around and asked them about it, and after shaking away their astonished glances, they asked me to take a wander up to St Agatha’s Convent. It was a fair way in to the countryside, and there were only two buses per day that went past it – one in the morning, and one in the evening.
 
   I didn’t much fancy the idea of being there too long if I didn’t like it, but I was getting so fed up with not having a purpose in life that I made the effort anyway. Suffice to say; once I got there I didn’t want to leave. The monastery itself was the picture of serenity, nestled just on the edge of the forest and surrounded by lush green fields and rocky paths. The sun light filtered through the rustling leaves of the hundreds of trees surrounding the area, casting tiny shadows across the grounds. I fell in love with not just the church, but the role itself. The head nun, or prioress, was Mother Renée, a beautiful but stern looking woman who guided me around the various buildings and grounds, explaining the roles and responsibilities of the job. I had grown up in a religious family, so I had no problem with the dogma and worship side of things. The only thing that was holding the decision back was my penchant for self pleasure. Having never been into boys much, I had built up quite an array of fantasies that I would entertain in the warmth and comfort of my bed in the darkest recesses of the night, twiddling my clit and making very inappropriate use of various household items. My dad thought the house was filled with pen stealing fairies, and my mother was sure that someone had been sneaking the cucumbers from her shopping trolley whenever she went to collect groceries. Still, it seemed like such a silly thing to prevent me from the life I so keenly wanted, and so I gladly accepted the offer of a junior place at the abbey.
 
   My parents were a little shocked to say the least, but once they saw how much I wanted to do it, they were as encouraging as they could have possibly been. I loved the sense of responsibility, being awarded with a whole list of things to do from my very first day. The convent was entirely self sufficient, generating electricity from solar panels and a hydro-electric weir wheel down by the nearby stream, and producing their own food. I was given the tasks of helping with gardening and cultivation of fruit and vegetables, preparing food in the kitchen and in a slightly comical turn of events, grinding the corn. It was so apt that one of my favourite pastimes would become one of the duties for which I was responsible, albeit no longer in any euphemistic form. I always chuckled when I had to do it, raising more than a few suspicious eye brows. Most of the other nuns were fairly old, though, and didn’t catch on to my sordid thoughts. Mother Renée, however, was only in her mid-30s, and had retained much of her youthful beauty, with only the slightest hints of crow’s feet creeping across her eyes and the odd wrinkle appearing near the dimple in her cheek whenever she smiled. She possessed a head of long, blonde which she kept tied back inside the hook of her habit. The white sides of the material blended with her pale skin, almost seeming like her uniform was part of her own body. She gave off an imposing aura, although occasionally she would allow a chink to form in her armour as she let out a chuckle at some mildly inappropriate joke. 
 
   Occasionally I would see her disappearing off into the woods, curiously checking over her shoulder to make sure nobody spotted her. She didn’t do a very good job, as I could count at least five times when she vanished into the wilderness. I never asked anybody where she was going, as I thought that maybe if I hadn’t been told already, then it wasn’t my business to know. Maybe a special weekly liaison with the Lord, I thought. Each time I spied her wandering off, my curiosity became increasingly difficult to bear. It got to the point where I simply had to find out, and waited for the next time she took the narrow path towards the forest. I didn’t have to wait very long, and as soon as I spotted her slinking off into the woods, I gave quick but silent chase, following her on my tip toes beyond the tree line. I had to keep darting behind the tree trunks every time she peered back over her shoulder, and followed her for a good few minutes until she seemed to pause near a small clearing. The gentle sounds of the abbey were faint and in the distance, and there were no paths nearby. It was a secluded little section of the forest, which stretched for at least a few more miles. I wondered what could possibly be found there – maybe truffles or some rare wild flower she hoped to cultivate. I peered around a thick oak trunk and watched as she perched herself on a large stone next to one of the trees. She was facing away from me and I could just see the right side of her body. I was so curious as to what she was doing, but then as she leaned back on the trunk and pulled the bottom of her habit up to reveal her bare legs, I immediately knew why she had sought such privacy.
 
   I began to tremble, not just at the thought of spying on her performing such an intimate and personal act, but because the sight of her exposed flesh was turning me on as well. I could feel a tingle forming around my clitoris, beckoning me to play with it as I watched, and to my shame I did. I gave in to the uncontrollable urges and allowed my hand to descend down between my legs, and I began to nudge at my crotch while I watched her wrist circling around. I couldn’t see much as her thigh was in the way, but she had pulled her garbs up high enough that her entire leg was on show, and the subtle clench of her ass cheeks as she played with herself sent the juices flowing to my pussy. I slipped my hand inside the flaps of my habit and began to mirror her actions, twirling the tips of my fingers over the top of my panties, massaging my clitoris and gently luring it out from under its warm little hood. I had to bite my lip softly to stop myself from breathing too loudly and giving away my position, and the longer I watched her touching herself, the harder it became to keep a grip of the tree trunk covering me. My fingers became sweaty and I could feel the heat accumulating inside my cloak, unable to escape through the small gaps between my face and the hood of my habit. I couldn’t stop watching though, and as I grew even hornier I reached inside my robe and pulled my panties away with one finger while my other hand delved inside to rub my exposed clitoris. 
 
   I was expecting that she would simply play with herself for a little while and then make her way back to the abbey, but as ten and then twenty minutes passed, I realised she planned to bring herself to a full climax. I could hear the panting of her breath and the occasional whisper of dirty thoughts wafting across towards me. I had no idea what she was saying, but it sounded very much like she was fantasising that there was somebody else there with her. I tried to listen more closely, and then my heart sank as I heard what I thought was the word “sister”. She was imagining a fellow nun was there, touching her and even using their tongue on her private parts. The idea of it sent a fresh rush of juices to my labia, and the throb of my clitoris became even more intense. I stepped out from behind the tree and stood there for a moment, taking my hands out from inside my panties as I began to step slowly towards her. I was terrified, and even though I knew that I could get into a lot of trouble if she discovered me, the sudden sexual thrill had consumed my mind and all I could think about was allowing her to touch me the way she was touching herself. I stepped even closer, getting to within a few metres without her noticing. Suddenly, the snap of a twig under my foot sounded the alarm and she immediately jolted upright, staring over towards me with a horrified look on her face. She tried to scream but nothing came out, but I held firm. I knew that she might be mad, but as I looked at her terrified expression, I realised that I had the upper hand. It wasn’t me who could get in to trouble, it was her! I stepped even closer, and as she tried to stand up and pressed my fingers firmly onto her shoulder to keep her seated.
 
   “What are you doing here?” she asked, finally reclaiming control of her breath.
 
   “The same thing as you...” I said, smiling as I tried to calm my anxiously juddering body. I knelt down in front of her, placing my hands on her thighs to keep her pinned down. I wasn’t usually so brave, but then again I wasn’t usually so aroused either. There was no way I was letting her get away.
 
   “What would the elders say?” I asked, hinting that I might let her secret out.
 
   “You wouldn’t dare!“ she cried, hushing herself with her palm to her mouth just in case anyone else was in earshot, “Besides, nobody would believe you over me!”
 
   “Is that a chance you’re willing to take?” I asked.
 
   “What do you want from me?” she pleaded.
 
   “I think you know what I want...” I replied, squeezing her thigh gently between my fingers and thumbs. She looked down at my hands and realised that her way out of the awkward situation wasn’t nearly as horrific as she had at first thought. I felt her muscles relax slightly as she leaned back against the tree trunk behind her. 
 
   “I don’t know if this is a good idea...” she said, placing her hands on top of mine. However, instead of pulling them away, she pressed them down to emphasise the touch of my fingers. Her eyes closed and she let out a long sigh, as if she was trying to find the strength to push me away. She couldn’t resist me, though, and when she finally reopened her eyes she saw me gently opening up the sides of her habit skirt. I peeled it open to expose her thighs once again, resting the material at her sides and pressing my fingers on the insides of her knees to pry them apart. She allowed them to drift open, revealing her dripping wet panties nestled within. She was wearing the same standard issue white cotton knickers as me, and a sodden damp patch hard formed on the front of them from her juices as she masturbated. I pushed her thighs wide apart and leaned in to kiss them, pressing my lips up to the moist area and rubbing my nose over her clitoris as I pecked at her labia through the fabric. I could feel her pussy lips squashing up against my mouth as I kissed her, and then as I stroked my fingers across the front of the fabric she quivered with anticipation. I gripped the sides of her panties and began to tug on them, and she lifted up her ass to allow me to slip them off down her legs. I unhooked them from her ankles and pressed them to my nose, sniffing her pussy in the kinkiest possible fashion. Then, I tucked them into the pocket of my habit, keeping them as a souvenir for later.
 
   She watched intently as I pulled my own panties down from under my habit and handed them to her, and then with a few nervous glances around the nearby woods, she sniffed the patch of damp material that had been pressed up against my own pussy. Her eyes were closed as she enjoyed the scent of my pussy, taking in a few long, savouring breaths through her nose before tucking them away in her own pocket. Her anxiety was diminishing, and so was mine. I returned to my position between her legs and stretched out my tongue to massage her newly exposed clitoris. Her pussy was so neat and tidy, and even the tuft of pubic hair above her clit looked like it was neatly combed. I wrapped my lips around her clit and began to use my tongue to suck on it, lapping my taste buds over the uncovered little pink nut. She placed her hands on the top and back of my head, holding me in place as I licked her pussy, and then as I began to run the tip of my middle finger around her vulva she pressed my mouth even harder onto her clit. I teased her for a minute or so, sliding my finger inside her pulsating wet hole a few times for a brief second, eliciting a groan of expectation with each insertion. She begged me to penetrate her properly and eventually I relented, gliding it deep inside her as I stroked it over her g-spot. 
 
   I brought her to within a few seconds of a climax, and then pulled myself away just in time to leave her hanging perilously on the edge of an orgasm. She tried to pull me closer again, but I held onto her wrists and giggled. If she wanted to cum, she was going to have to help me out first. I leaned back on the dry ground, brushing away a few stray twigs and stones to even out a flat bed for me. Then, I parted the entire front of my habit, exposing my supple, young breasts to her as I lay back, using the opened up material as a bed to lie on. I was naked before her, and as I lay back with my legs spread open for her, she knelt between my thighs and unclipped her own robes. I watched as she peeled her off over the top of her head, unveiling her beautiful blonde locks as they collapsed down over her bare shoulders. She dropped her habit to the floor and lay on top of me, consumed with lust and keen to show me the same level of affection that I had given to her. Her breasts squashed up against mine, dwarfing my perky little tits with her enormous fleshy mounds. We kissed for a while, slithering our tongues around each other’s mouths as our hands wandered across our skin, exploring our naked forms. I clenched her ass cheeks and squeezed them, making her giggle a couple of times before descending down towards my pussy. She kissed all over the front of my body, stopping at my nipples to suck on them, even nibbling at my firm teats for a few seconds as I shuddered excitedly. She continued down, finally wedging her cheeks between my thighs and locking her mouth around my clitoris as I’d done to her.
 
   She began to caress her tongue up and down in long strides across my clitoris, growing faster and firmer with every stroke as I groaned with pleasure on the ground. I fondled my breasts, pinching at my nipples to alleviate the surge of pleasure that was flooding my senses, and arched my back up into the air as I edged closer and closer to an orgasm. My pussy was so sensitive, far more than any other time I had masturbated, and the longer she licked me the louder my ecstatic cries became. I felt her finger burrowing deep inside me, pressing on the same ultra sensitive spongy section on the roof of my vagina that I had been touching inside her. I began to thrust my hips onto her mouth, forcing out as much pleasure as I could glean from her finger and tongue as I thrashed around on the floor. She drew me so close to an orgasm I took in a long, deep breath and shuddered with excitement, but the pressure seemed to vanish all of a sudden. I looked up to see her sucking the juices off her fingers and licking her lips with a cruel grin on her face. Now the shoe was on the other foot, and I was the one crying out for more. She had another, somewhat kinkier plan though. She lay back on the other end of the outlaid habit, with her pussy pointed towards mine. She hooked her left leg under my right and vice versa so that we could scissor. Then, she shuffled forward and pressed her soaked pussy lips against mine, allowing them to kiss between our legs.
 
   I sat up straight and she did the same, and we held each other in our arms as we mashed our clits together, grinding them like the corn that I prepared in the kitchens. The flesh of our labia stuck together, forming trails of moisture in the momentary breaks between thrusts. We began to play with each other’s breasts, cupping them in our hands and taking it in turns to lean down and suckle on them, rolling our tongues around each other’s nipples and pinching them our teeth. We had drawn each other so close to cumming that it only took a minute or so of intense thrashing as the sweat rolled down our skin, and before long we were writhing in ecstasy as the climactic pleasure overwhelmed the two of us. We moaned noisily, no longer caring if anybody could hear us, and panted breathlessly as our arms and legs shivered with orgasmic bliss. As the final flourishes of ecstasy took hold of our bodies, we nestled our faces into each other’s shoulders and held on to each other tightly, grinding our clits together firmly until we both collapsed sideways onto the dirty ground. The dust, twigs and dried leaves stuck to our sweaty skin, but we didn’t care. What had just experienced was a gift from God, and I for one couldn’t wait to receive his next blessing. I did wonder if he’d stayed around to watch the whole show, though.
 
    
 
   
  
 

A Little Red Eye
 
   As a high powered executive with a global architecture firm, a frustratingly large part of my job involves travelling all around the world to meet with clients, visit construction sites and inspect finished buildings and structures to make sure they meet the intended specification. As such, I spend a ridiculous amount of time in the air, jetting about to each of the sites that are under my control at any given time. For example, as I type this I am responsible for three projects – a huge casino development in Macao, an artificial island and hotel in Qatar and a large inner city housing development in Rio de Janeiro. However, it was during my trip to another site – an elaborate hotel complex in Sydney – that I had a somewhat different than usual experience. I had become accustomed to the luxury of travelling in the first class section. However, when I turned up at the airport ready to depart, I was very apologetically informed that there was a problem with the electrics in the first class section, and that my seat had been reallocated to the standard class. After a frustrated huff and puff, I accepted the complimentary glass of champagne and wandered along the boarding corridor alone to find a seat. As I approached the entrance to the cabin, an attractive blonde flight attendant greeted me and waved me inside to choose any of the available seats. I passed by, immediately catching the delicate floral scent of her perfume in my nostrils, which I momentarily closed my eyes to savour before continuing on into the cabin. 
 
   There were three columns of seats stretching out before me – each row containing two pairs on either side of the cabin, and then another column of five seats down the middle separated by an aisle on each side. I took the first seat on the middle column, three rows along. As I packed my laptop into the luggage compartment overhead, I looked around to see that practically all of the other seats were empty. There was an old couple gently nodding off about five rows in front of my seat, a young Asian couple giggling to each other and listening to music through their earphones on the far side three rows forward, a smartly dressed businessman two seats in front of mine and another woman on the very back row, who was tapping away frantically at her laptop keyboard. Other than that, the seats were entirely vacant. They weren’t my usual decadent cream leather reclining seats, and even though the flight across the pacific threatened to be particularly dull, they would have to do. I just hoped that we would be allowed to get up and stretch our legs occasionally during the flight, as the idea of remaining still for such an extended period of time was anathema to me. That said, as the plane slowly trundled onto the runway and whirred to life along the strip of tarmac, gently gliding into the air and setting course for Sydney, I had no idea just how much fun I was about to have.
 
   I had watched intently as the stunning blonde went through her checklist of safety information, paying better attention to the old couple who were already unconscious and slouched in their seats in front of her. I was about to suggest checking their pulses, but a noisy snoring grumble sounded out and echoed off the hull of the aircraft, giving the rest of us a brief chuckle. I had a feeling that the first class section had been closed as I would have been the only one in there, and they didn’t want to have unnecessary staff on board. However, as I sat in my seat occasionally glancing down along the aisle at the flight attendant sitting in her little fold up seat on the wall, I didn’t mind being in her section at all. She was tall with long, slender legs and a bust that was heaving to be released from the shackles of her light blue jacket and white blouse. Her skirt ended just above the knees, showing off a frustratingly small amount of skin. I tried to occupy my mind by pulling out the book I had been reading for the past week or so, and burying my thoughts in the sordid character arcs contained within. Unfortunately, the steamy nature of the plot was just making me even hotter under the collar than I already was, and the endless references to throbbing clits and moist labia were driving me to distraction. Without even realising, I was nudging myself between my thighs, pressing the tightly wound material of my skirt inward to reach my clitoris. To make matters worse, as I stared once again down the aisle at the flight attendant, she met my eye line and smiled, sending a chill of excitement down my spine and a rush of goose pimples right back up to my neck. 
 
   She winked at me and then got up to tend to the Asian couple, who were asking for a drink. How selfish of them, I thought. I looked left and right along my row, and then checked the vicinity of my seat up and down the aisle to make sure nobody had sneaked in nearby. Then, once I had made sure I was completely alone, I pressed my hands down firmly onto my skirt and began to pull it up over my thighs, exposing the lacy tops of my black stockings. My clitoris was itching to be played with beneath the barrier of my French panties, and as I pulled my skirt up as far as the material would bunch, I began to stroke the tips of my fingers around it. I knocked my head back on my seat as the pressure of my fingers wiped away everything else in my mind, and had to battle with myself to prevent any orgasmic moaning from slipping out from between my lips. I was becoming so warm that I had to remove my jacket, and tossed it onto the arm of the next seat. My tight fitting blouse was choking me as well, so I unbuttoned the first few holes to let the stale air inside the cabin wash over my cleavage. The attendant had returned to her seat, and was flicking through an old magazine she had picked up from a rack near the front. She was clearly bored, and from the way she kept peering across at me I could tell she was getting turned on by my wilting eyes and sultry glances.
 
   She began to stroll down the aisle towards me, checking vaguely on the disinterested other passengers as she approached. I could feel my cheeks turning bright red as if my blood had been replaced with magma as I pulled my skirt back down to a reasonable length.
 
   “Hi...” she said in her cheeky Melbourne accent, leaning down as her tone quietened, “Is there anything I can help you out with?”
 
   I relaxed back in my seat, pinning my hair back against the headrest to flaunt my neck line. Her eyes were drawn to it before her sense of professionalism took over and averted her eyes for her. I curled my finger, beckoning her to lean even closer, and as she came within a few inches of my face I whispered, “I can think of a few things...”
 
   I folded my book up and tossed it onto the next seat, and then parted my legs slightly with my left leg raised up to draw her attention to the top of my stockings. I bit my bottom lip softly, and watched her reaction intently, trembling slightly as I worried that I had potentially made a crushing error of judgement. I would sooner have jumped out into the ocean than spend another second on board the plane if I had mis-read her interest, and I almost planning my route to the door in the extended pause with which she teased my expectations. Finally, she peered over her shoulder to check that nobody else needed any assistance, or to make sure nobody could see what she was about to do, and then placed her hand down on the flesh of my right thigh. She stroked it up and down for a moment, squeezing it between her fingers as I tried in vain to calm my anxious breath. Every touch of her fingers on my skin was making my clitoris ache even harder, and I could feel my labia becoming sodden with my juices as she moved her hand up underneath my skirt. The tips of her fingers tickled the supple flesh of my inner thighs as they crept up between them, and then as they reached my panties she wasted no time in stroking her knuckles over the front of my pussy. I shivered with excitement, causing visible goose bumps to appear on my neck. She noticed them, and leaned even closer to kiss under my right ear, prolonging my state of chilly ecstasy despite the warmth of her breath pouring down over my cleavage. 
 
   She kissed her way around my neck, under my chin and then finally up to my mouth, planting her lips firmly onto my mouth as she slithered her tongue around mine. We kissed silently, making sure nobody could hear us and with her kneeling down as close to me as possible so that no wandering eyes would see. In fact, she began to nudge herself between my seat and the back of the one in front, kneeling between my legs as I spread them wide open for her. I knew exactly what she wanted, but before I could even locate the zip of my skirt, she was already sliding it down the side of my leg. She unravelled the material, exposing my panties and gasping with wide eyes at the sight of my thin strip of pubic hair that was visible through the lace. I gave the aisle one final quick glance and pulled her head closer, pressing her mouth down onto my panties so she could kiss my pussy. The touch of her lips was incredible, and sent a fresh rush of juices to my labia as her nose nudged against my throbbing clit. I instantly began to begrudge the cramped space we had to operate, but there was no other option – especially not stopping our naughty encounter. She pulled the front of my panties aside and smelled the glorious scent of my pussy before tasting it with the tip of her tongue as it lapped up and down over my vulva. She parted my labia, mixing my juices with her saliva and forming trails between them and her tongue as she licked up and down over my pulsating vaginal opening. The texture of her papillae on my clitoris was urging me to moan out with pleasure, and I had to bite my lip to stop anything from seeping out.
 
   She pulled my panties down, untangling them from around my ankles before holding them up to sniff them. She was so kinky and playful, and as she leaned back in to suck on my clit again, the sight of her jaws working gently open and shut around my pussy was edging me rapidly towards a climax. I felt like I was losing control of my faculties; as if she had put a spell on me and I was a slave to her command. I clenched my ass cheeks to thrust my hips slightly forward to meet the pressure of her hungry tongue, unbuttoning my blouse even further and slipping my bra down so that I could pinch my nipples to quell the intense, almost uncontrollable pleasure that was invading my body. She raised her hand up and began to work her middle finger around my quivering vulva, gently sliding it through to massage the slippery walls of my vagina. She found my g-spot within seconds and began to rub it, smiling gleefully at me as she circled her thumb around my clitoris. I gripped the arm rests at my sides and dug my heels into the floor, trying to control myself as she pushed me closer and closer to an orgasm. Remaining quiet was almost impossible, and I had to use every ounce of strength in my body to stop a massive ear splitting groan from bellowing from my lungs. Even worse, her enormous giddy grin was making me giggle in between my deep, wavering breaths and threatening to give the game away. I was seconds away from cumming when she pulled her hand away from my throbbing pussy, and as I looked down at her she shook her head in mock dismay.
 
   “Greedy!” she whispered and began to fumble around in the foot space where she was kneeling. I tried to pull her head closer in an attempt to harness the rapidly evaporating sense of arousal that was tingling around my clitoris. She resisted, and as she pulled off her pink cotton panties, she foisted them in my face for me to sniff. I took them and pressed the patch that had been rubbing against her pussy for the past few hours to my nose. She scent of sweat from her pussy lips mixed with the traces of stale piss almost sent me over the edge as I toyed with my clitoris, no longer waiting for her to pleasure me. She pulled my hand away, though, preventing me from getting any closer to an orgasm before she had time to join me. I guess it was only fair, but being persistently on the edge of a climax was torture for me. She unzipped her skirt and cast it aside, throwing it on top of mine on the next seat, and I watched with her screwed up panties still pressed to my face as she mounted my bare thigh and began to grind on it. I could see her pussy lips squashing up against my knee, with barely any room for her to move. There was no way we could continue like that, so I pulled on her arm for her to take the next seat along. She pushed my book and out skirts along to the next seat, and parked her ass with her legs spread wide open and hanging over the arm rests like gynaecological stirrups. Her knees were pressed against the plastic back of the seat in front, and I was just about able to dive underneath her leg to kneel before her. With her knees so high up, I could easily see not just her contracting, juicy pink pussy, but also her puckering little ass hole nestled between her ass cheeks. They both looked so delicious, and I knew I would have to taste both!
 
   I leaned in and wrapped my tongue around her clitoris, which was fully engorged and poking out from under the thin fleshy hood. I flicked it a few times with my thumb, making her shudder with anticipation before clamping my lips around it and sucking out all of the air around it. Her thighs squeezed shut around my face, forcing me to continue as I glided my middle finger inside her. In much the same way as she had done to me, I located her g-spot and stroked it firmly back towards me, hooking my finger to drag on the ceiling of her pussy. She fastened her claws around the arm rests as her whole body tensed up in her seat. I pulled my finger away for a moment and pressed my thumbs onto the insides of her ass crack, peeling them apart to stretch her ass hole wide open. The little rim contorted sideways with the pressure, and then relaxed as I let go and leaned in to lick my tongue around it. I could feel her muscles contracting endlessly, and heard her let out a soft giggle as she felt my tongue circling around her pink, fleshy ring. I just wished we had a hotel room and a set of dildos and vibrators to make the most of our time together. Alas, we had only the length of our finger and tongues to entertain us, and as I lapped up and down over her ass hole, licking her crack and smothering her rim in my saliva, it was almost enough to keep us occupied. However, we needed more, and there was only one way we could up the stakes.
 
   I pushed up the arm rests between the seats, forming a long, but very narrow bed for us to lie on. She grinned with her cheeky wide eyes and lay back across it, and I climbed quietly on top of her, hovering over her body as she unbuttoned her blouse and spread it apart. Then, finally, she unclipped the front of her bra to unveil her ample, round breasts for me to suck on. I squashed mine on top of hers, and we giggled for a moment, biting on our fingers to silence ourselves before I began to kiss my way down towards her breasts. I cupped each one in my hands and fondled the fleshy orbs, wrapping my tongue around her pert nipples and sucking on them as she sighed with pleasure. By that point I didn’t even care if she let out a full scale orgasmic groan, but she managed to contain herself. I came back up and we embraced again, slithering our tongues around each other’s mouths as I straddled my thighs at either side of her left leg. Then, almost as if God willed it, the plane began to enter a patch of turbulence, and the sound of the engines battling with the wind outside overwhelmed the slight whimpering emanating from our quivering mouths. We thrust our hips together, grinding our clits on each other’s thighs and causing the seats to rattle slightly under the weight of our bodies. We had to keep measuring our breath, and as we both edged closer and closer to an orgasm, it became increasingly difficult to remain quiet enough, despite the hum of the engines. 
 
   We kept going, though, and with every deep, shuddering breath we shut out the world around us even more, until we were both on the verge of a climax. Right then, just as we gazed into each other’s eyes and planted our lips together to silence ourselves during the intense simultaneous orgasm that was seconds away, the plane shook violently through a pocket of turbulence. The force caused our legs to slam against each other’s pussies, tipping us over the edge whether we were ready or not. It was the hand of God and he was clearly enjoying the show. I had to clench my jaws shut around the knuckles of my fist to stop the ecstatic scream from booming out and bouncing off the walls of the flying tin can. The flight attendant had stretched her neck out and was looking along the seats towards the window, and just as she flexed with orgasmic fury, a perfectly timed bolt of lightning struck a couple of miles in the distance. 
 
   “Fuck me, Zeus!” I whispered into her ear, and she burst out into laughter, collapsing in an outstretched, exhausted heap on the row of seats. She reached behind me and slapped my ass, and then held me close to continue kissing. I looked up to see over the top of the seats. The old couple were snoring, the businessman was chuckling away to a movie on the in-flight entertainment system with a huge pair of ear muff headphones on, the Asian couple were watching out the window at the storm that had enclosed around the plane, and the woman a few rows behind was still tapping away at her keyboard. Nobody was any the wiser of our naughty activities and with several hours left in the flight there was no reason why we couldn’t stay there a little longer. I definitely felt like exploring her delicious ass hole some more
 
    
 
   
  
 

A Room with a View
 
   It’s amazing to me how sometimes life can seem at its cruellest just moments before a turn of good fortune. I had lived with my ex-husband for most of my adult life, which may have only equated to a paltry decade, but it was all I knew. So when I discovered his secretary’s used panties in his jacket pocket, I felt like my life had suddenly been snatched away from me. The one person I trusted the most in the whole world had turned out to be a lying, cheating piece of shit. Not only that, but he was so fucking stupid that he thought keeping a memento of his sordid infidelity was a good idea. I didn’t know what to be most upset about; that I’d married a love rat, or a complete idiot. I couldn’t stand to be in a room for more than a second with him, and despite his pleading for me to go home to him, I knew I would never be able to trust him again. It didn’t take me long to initiate divorce proceedings, and a few weeks later I was moving into my sparkling new digs on the twelfth floor of a brand new apartment complex near the docks. I had moved in as quickly as I could, and although living on my own did seem strange at first, easing into single life turned out to be much easier than I’d expected. I spent most of the first few weeks trying to occupy my time with work, staying at the office until ridiculous hours as I feared not having someone to go home and snuggle up to. However, weekends did not afford me that luxury, and one Saturday night promised to be a particularly difficult experience. 
 
   I spent most of the day unpacking my last few boxes and choosing the perfect place for my ornaments and wall art. I no longer had to argue over why a painted scenic vista was better than a photo print of a racing car, or why my grandmother’s priceless vase was more important than yet another gold trophy. Looking back, I don’t know why I stayed with him as long as I did. Regardless, I found myself sprawled back on my warehouse fresh leather couch, reading a book under the soft golden glow of my lamp as the rain streamed down the outside of the large, wall size windows. Being so high up, I had an incredible view of the harbour, the river and the sea in the distance, although the sky was so filled with heavy clouds and the thick mist of rain hammering down that the horizon seemed much closer than normal. I’d always loved the rain, especially falling asleep to the pitter-patter outside, so I got up out of my chair and walked over with my glass of wine in hand to enjoy the cosy sight. The apartment was lovely and warm thanks to the faux log fire opposite the couches, and as I looked down on the ant-like people scuttling around on the pavement far below, I was filled with a fuzzy sense of comfort. The shock of my divorce was wearing off, and I finally felt like I was able to relax and enjoy life once more. However, I had little idea just how much warmer I was going to get that evening.
 
   As I stood there, leaning against the thick glass panel and peering out into the murky void, I realised something about my apartment that I hadn’t yet noticed. The view was obscured to the right of my window by another wing of the building complex. It stretched out before me, littered with the twinkle of lights from other apartments lining up along the floors. Some were blocked by huge curtains, some were clearly vacant, and some were surprisingly visible. The large size of the windows made it shockingly easy to see in to other people’s flats, and for a second I was mortified by the thought of somebody watching me without me knowing. The voyeur inside me quickly put paid to my worries, though, and I began to scan across the lit windows in the hopes of seeing something juicy. Most of the people on show were simply watching TV or reading a book – such a bunch of losers, I thought. Then, on the same level as me, just a couple of windows along the outstretched wing of the building, I noticed a woman standing almost in the dark. She looked almost ghostly in appearance, and her firm pose was giving me the willies. She was wearing a plush white dressing gown, tied at the waist with a glass of wine in her hand as she mirrored my inquisitive manner. She seemed to be looking around the windows just as I was, and as her eyes finally fixed on my location, she emanated a beautiful smile across the way, almost turning the stormy weather to a dazzling sunshine. 
 
   I suddenly came over all nervous, having not made a new friend in years. Everyone I knew was either from high school or work, and as I was generally a shy, retiring type, I had never gotten out much to meet new people. She tried to make hand signals, imitating the rain with her fingers and scrunching up her nose to signal her disapproval. I could imagine her preferring the summer, and the image of her in a bikini flashed across my mind for some reason. I pointed down at some of the windows and then pressed my hands together at the side of my head, pretending to go to sleep on them. She chuckled, but then excitedly put her glass down on the small table by her side so she could use both hands. With one hand curled up into a loose fist, she poked out her free index finger and began to slide it inside the gap between her fingers, grinning cheekily before pointing down a few floors below me. Apparently there was a couple having sex under me, and she had a front row seat. I tried to peer down, but there was no way I could have seen anything. I waved my arms at my sides in mock frustration, and she laughed again. I wasn’t entirely joking, though, as finding some people cavorting around their apartments was secretly the reason for my interest in the first place. My romantic book had set my pulse racing, and the knowledge that what I was looking for was not only in existence, but also out of my line of sight was driving me crazy. 
 
   She signalled that the lucky bastards were changing position, graphically illustrating that the man was bending his lover over and spanking her ass while he ploughed her from behind. Her incredibly detailed mimicry was turning me on, and without even thinking, my hand began to wander south towards the waistband of my black silk pyjamas. She caught it immediately and watched carefully down her nose as I toyed with the elastic, pronging it back against my lower stomach. I had never done anything with a girl before, although I had experienced a few fantasies now and then. My fingers were trembling and the sensible part of my brain was telling me to close the curtains and huddle up once again under the snug embrace of my reading lamp. My burgeoning sexual curiosity was urging me to proceed, though, and as she peeled the top of her gown to the side to expose her right breast to me, the throb of my clitoris began to do my thinking for me. It was all so new to me, and that was turning on just as much as the exposed flesh she was showing me. She cupped her hand under her breast and squeezed it, beckoning for me to come over so I could play with it myself. I shook my head, trying to resist the allure of her adorable smile and perky breasts. She relented for a moment, but she wasn’t going to give up so easily. She waved her finger at me, pointing at my pyjama bottoms to get me to pull them down. 
 
   I wanted to, but I was terribly nervous and kept stalling, checking all the windows that might have been able to see me several times. She waved again impatiently, giggling at my delaying tactics and making even more exaggerated hand signals. So, with my arms shaking anxiously, I gripped the elastic and hooked it down to reveal the thin strip of pubic hair rising up from my pussy. Her eyebrows rose for a moment as another full grin enlivened her cheeks, and then before I could relent and pull my pyjamas back up, she untied the soft belt around her waist and fully opened up her gown. She held it open at her sides, giving me a full view of her stunning naked body. Her skin was utterly smooth and free of any blemishes, and the sight of her completely bare, waxed pussy was sending a rush of moisture to my own. I touched the tip of my middle finger to my clitoris and began to nudge it, possessed by some horny spirit and unable to control my own actions. She did the same, and together we watched each other masturbating at our windows. She had ensnared me with her delectable beauty and my pussy was now raging with sexual frustration. I wanted more, and she was just a matter of a few doors away. Suddenly, she wrapped her gown back around her body, cutting off my view of her naked flesh. I feared that my naughty little encounter was over, but it was only just beginning. She waved again, only this time she was waving in the direction of the main corridor, directing me to go over to her apartment. I looked back at my door a few times, trying to bury my trepidation. She waved even more eagerly, pulling her gown away once more to tempt me across. The mere sight of her erect nipple was enough to set me on my way, and with an almost overwhelming sense of unease, I walked out of the door and began to tip-toe down the hall towards her wing of the building. I turned the corner to proceed along her corridor, but then I realised I had no idea which room she was in. I walked past a few closed doors, becoming more and more worried that someone might come out and spot me in my silky pyjamas. I heard the click of a latch, and almost darted back along the corridor to find cover like a timid little mouse. I turned to see the mystery blonde standing half in and half out of her doorway, with one exposed leg sticking out into the corridor from between the split in her gown. She was even prettier up close and her gleaming smile and deep hazel eyes were hypnotic, drawing me closer without even realising. I approached the door and she took my hand in hers, gently pulling me inside and closing the door behind me as I entered.
 
   “This way!” she whispered, even though we were alone. She was like a teenage girl inviting someone in through her bedroom window without her parents knowing, and the cuteness of her voice made my clitoris tingle even harder. She led me across her living room towards her window, and then as we arrived at the glass she pointed down towards the people having sex. I realised that it was in fact a lesbian couple, and we watched for a good minute or so as one of the women pounded her lover from behind with a strap-on dildo. I felt her hands slowly enclosing around my hips, crawling up the front of my chest to fondle my breasts. She cupped them in her hands and squeezed the soft lumps through the shiny silk fabric, gently thrusting her hips against my ass with her head resting on my shoulder. While the two lovers fucked each other senseless a couple of floors below, she proceeded to play with my body, slipping one hand up under my top to caress my bare breasts while her other hand slid down inside my pyjama bottoms. I felt her fingers circling around my clitoris, firming it up ready to be sucked on later. She moved her finger down to stroke my labia, coating it in a thin layer of my juices, which she then pulled up to my lips so I could taste myself. I shuddered at the naughtiness of it, and while she unbuttoned the shimmering sides of my pyjama top, I reached behind my back and burrowed my hand inside her gown. Her pussy was impossibly smooth and was dripping wet from having been touching herself. I began to massage her clitoris, rolling it around while she peeled the black silk away from my shoulders, leaving me topless in front of the window for the world to see. 
 
   She pushed herself forwards, pinning me against the cold glass and squashing my breasts up as slid my finger inside her. I felt her hips humping on my back, grinding her hips with the movement of my finger as I stroked her g-spot. She was being driven wild with lust, and it wasn’t long before she gripped the sides of my waistband and pulled it down to my thighs, allowing the soft material to drop to my ankles and leaving me completely naked. Neither of us cared about the two lesbians down below any longer, as we had our own bare flesh to entertain us. She backed away from me and I turned around to see her untying her plush belt and then slipping her gown off over her shoulders, revealing her naked body to me once again. I wanted her so badly, and as she sauntered off towards her bedroom, I knew I was in for a treat. I followed closely behind her, unable to take my eyes off the sublime curves of her lightly tanned ass cheeks as they jiggled with her footsteps. She climbed onto the bed and pulled me on to join her, and we knelt facing together, affectionately caressing each other’s warm skin as we leaned in to kiss. Our lips met, forming saliva trails between our mouths between embraces as our kiss became more and more passionate. She slipped her tongue into my mouth, and I sucked on it before returning the favour. Our lips formed an air-tight seal as our tongues slithered together, while our hands wandered up and down the silky skin of each other’s backs. 
 
   She pressed her fingers against my shoulders, urging me to lay back with my legs spread apart for her. I felt her hands pushing on the insides of my thighs, causing my labia to split wide open for her with my clitoris finally popping out from under the tiny hood. She wrapped her mouth around it, immediately sucking on the little pink button and smothering it with the slightly coarse texture of her tongue. I let out a long sigh and began to pant louder and louder as she licked my throbbing clit, flicking it from side to side while her middle finger explored the insides of my vagina. I could hardly control myself, having never received anywhere near that level of intimate or sustained pleasure from my useless ex-husband. His idea of foreplay was roughly a minute of tough fingering before his usual three minutes of thrusting. To have a hot woman snacking on my pussy for what seemed like an eternity was an entirely new experience for me, and every time I thought she was about to stop, she simply doubled down and lapped even more firmly at my clitoris. By the time she did finish, I was on the verge of an orgasm already and I’d barely touched her. Maybe she could tell from the ecstatic moaning bellowing from my open lips, and decided to get some for herself.
 
   She climbed up on top of me and straddled my face, lowering herself down on to my mouth with her thighs clamped tightly around my head. I extended my tongue ready for her, and as it met her slippery labia I began to lick up and down over her vulva, nudging her clitoris with my nose as my tongue buried itself deep inside her. I wiggled my face from side to side, brushing her clit as firmly as I could while I lapped around the slimy pink walls of her vagina. She ran her fingers through my hair, gripping the strands painfully a few times as the pleasure became almost uncontrollable. I didn’t mind, though, and in fact it turned me on even more. She remained on top of my face for a good few minutes, thrusting her hips against my mouth while I reached up to fondle her breasts. They were so round and supple, and every time I pinched at her nipples she giggled rode my face even harder. She flipped her legs over to face the other way, and then collapsed forward onto my body to eat my pussy while I munched on hers. I lifted my thighs up and wrapped them around her head, locking her in place with no option but to eat my pussy. While her tongue massaged my aching clitoris, I placed my hands on her ass cheeks and peeled them even wider apart, stretching her teeny little pink ass hole out until I almost saw the glistening dark red of her rectum. I kept doing it, watching her puckering anus up close while I slithered my tongue around her clitoris, eventually growing so horny that I could no longer resist its beckoning call. 
 
   I coated my pink finger in a sheen of her juices and pressed it up against her rim, gently circling it around the hole as I tried to slide it inside. She giggled and loosened the muscles a little, allowing the finger to glide through her sphincter. She moaned with satisfaction as I pushed it deeper inside her ass, wriggling it around the insides of her colon for a moment before pulling it back out. I was about to do the same again with my middle finger, but she had a much better idea. She climbed off me and pulled open her bedside drawer, lifting out a bizarre looking dildo. It contained four separate realistic jelly shafts, much like a regular double ended dildo only with a second, slightly smaller double ended dildo connected underneath. She gestured for me to get onto my knees to bend over, and then I watched as she applied a layer of lubricant jelly to the smaller shafts. I was shivering with nerves, having only had one very messy and unsatisfying experience with anal sex, and especially never as deep as the length of the dildos promised to go. Still, I was at the horniest I’d ever been, and there was no way I was going to let my nerves get the better of me. 
 
   She positioned herself behind me and began to rub the thick shaft over my labia before sliding it effortlessly between my quivering lips. I was so wet that the whole colourful rod disappeared inside me within seconds, and then as she curved the anal dildo to penetrate me as well, I tried to relax my muscles. I felt it sliding in through my rim, and while the lube was cold at first, I quickly acclimatised to it. The shaft was softer than I’d expected, and even though it filled up my ass hole nicely, it didn’t feel uncomfortable. She knelt behind me with her ass in the air ready to take the two dildos protruding from my crotch, and then as she impaled herself on each one, we both let out a long cry of gratification. She started to thrust herself back against my ass, and I did the same, feeling the two dildos sliding in and out of our tight orifices over and over again as our bodies collided. It was intense and extremely hot, not just because our two holes were being simultaneously pleasured but because of the warmth of her ass as it smashed against mine. I was trying to slam my crotch as hard as I could along the shaft in an attempt to kiss her labia with mine as they swallowed the two ends of the dildo, but it was so deep inside me already that adding another inch or two was almost impossible. I persisted, though, and together we drove ourselves rapidly towards a blistering orgasm.
 
   We both came at the same time, groaning at the top of our voices as our hips shook violently with the two shafts lodged deep inside us. Our vaginal and anal muscles clenched shut, clinging on around the dildos as we thrashed uncontrollably on her bed. I clamped my hands around her duvet in an attempt to steady myself, but she collapsed sideways in a frenzy of twitching and climactic thrusting, giving me no choice but to join her. We lay on our sides, both facing opposite directions as our legs crossed over, allowing us to scissor for a moment as the final throes of orgasmic pleasure overwhelmed our senses. The vibrations of her body were causing the dildo to rub directly over my g-spot, sustaining my orgasm longer than I’d ever felt in my life. Finally, we both slumped into an exhausted heap on the bed, wiping the sweat from our brows as our heaving breath slowed and gave way to the tapping of the rain on the bedroom window. I had a feeling that life in my new apartment was going to be much more exciting than I’d ever dreamt, and I couldn’t wait to explore the possibilities even further.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Lost In the Barracks
 
   I had always been a fairly ditzy and naive young woman; a stereotypical blonde, if you will. Even when I dyed my hair I was unable to shed my dozy ways, still being referred to as blonde as I tugged on my flaming red locks in disbelief. Boys would often try to take advantage of my gullibility in an attempt to lure me into bed with them. Thankfully, I was always protected by the intangible barrier of my sexuality. I had known all my life that I preferred the gentle touch of other girls, and it was with great frustration that the men who lusted after me could never even get so much as a kiss from me. I must have seemed like such a retard to them, as I never gave up any hint that I might be a lesbian, and more than likely seemed kind of dense to my myriad of potential suitors. I wasn’t a complete retard, though, and it was with some shocked gasps that I announced I would be attending university, and to study a history major as well. My family and friends were all stunned, almost insultingly so if I do say so myself, but I had satisfied the minimum requirements for entry to the course and I was adamant that I was going to do well. I don’t think anyone truly expected me to go, and assumed I would bottle it at the last minute. I might have been dizzy from time to time, but I was also stubborn and once I knew that everyone doubted me, an apocalypse couldn’t have stopped me from loading up my car and setting off for the university campus.
 
   I had always had a keen interest in history, although I much preferred topics such as the renaissance and ancient Egypt. So, when it was announced during the second semester of my freshman year that our class would be attending the nearby army barracks for a guided tour, my enthusiasm slumped as heavily as my shoulders. Military history was such a bore, but the trip was mandatory for entry to the final exam. So, on the morning of the trip I made my way to the designated pick-up point, only to learn that Sarah, my partner in crime on the course, had feigned some bullshit illness and been allowed to stay off sick. That absolute bitch, I thought. If I’d known that a hangover counted as an illness I would have phoned in sick practically every week, especially that day. Still, I had been spotted by the course tutors – a humourless bunch if ever I saw one – and it was a beautiful early spring day with enough warm sunshine and gusts of cool breeze washing over my face to at least make the trip bearable. We boarded the coach and set off for the barracks, meandering through various city blocks until we finally reached the edge of the suburbs. We all piled out again, forming a long line in the tarmac car park while the tutors counted us, like we were back in high school. Everybody else was buzzing with excitement, but their fervour was not infectious. An annoyingly chirpy tour guide appeared and began to haul us around the place, showing us the carefully prepared museum exhibits before taking us out into the various yards. 
 
   I tried to look like I was paying attention, but my mind is such that if I’m not genuinely interested in something, I become very easily distracted. The guide led us through a couple of the long, domed personnel housing buildings, and then out onto an assault course. My mind was with the birds in the rustling trees, though, and by that point I’d stopped listening altogether, choosing instead to lag behind at the back with my own imagination for company. One of the tutors asked me what I was smiling about, and then scoffed when I frowned curiously and explained that I didn’t know. I just liked to smile, and the idea that my cheery, somewhat ditzy persona was annoying him gave me a chuckle. In fact, I found myself wandering almost blindly behind them as I tried to stop the fit of giggles that had infected me. As the group entered the vehicle yard, we began to weave around the various trucks and jeeps as the guide explained the historical relevance of each one. Apparently some of them had just been returned from Afghanistan, but I’d pretty much given up any hope of passing the module and had sacrificed it in favour of doing extra well on the other ones. We passed into the armoured section, moving in between tanks and APCs with the sound of clanging metal ringing out up ahead.
 
   We passed by the front of an APC from which the terrible din was emanating. Suddenly, there was a sharp clank followed by the coarse language of a female officer. The tour guide tried to rush us past as the group hid their gleeful sniggering behind their fingers. A metal rod of some sort rolled out of the back of the vehicle and on to the tarmac, and without thinking I walked over to pick it up. The group continued on, and as I was the last in line, nobody even noticed that I’d taken a detour. I’ll catch up in a second, I thought, grabbing the metal pipe as the officer inside swore again.
 
   “Where the fuck did that go?” she growled, clattering around inside the giant tin can as I stood outside the door. Being the good, helpful citizen that I am, I wanted to pull the thick metal door open to give it to her, but her voice did not seem particularly friendly. I opened it anyway, casting a beam of light directly into her sensitive eyes. The tiny windows barely afforded her any natural light, so as the daylight flooded in through the door she shielded her eyes in horror. She held her hand up dramatically to block the light, as if a nuclear bomb had just detonated behind me. Then, as she saw that I was holding the pipe she was searching for, she grabbed it and tossed me a cursory thank you. 
 
   “Don’t mention it...” I said sarcastically, stepping back out onto the ground. 
 
   “Wait!” she said, catching a glimpse of my face as her eyesight cleared, “Who are you?”
 
   “Abbie...” I replied, “I’m on a tour...”
 
   “Hmmm...” she muttered, staring at me with a cruel grin. She climbed out of the hulking metal contraption and grabbed my wrist, holding it tighter than she really needed to. I tried to pull myself free, but she held on firmly, whistling down the aisle of vehicles as another officer appeared. Both of them were kitted out in the same tight grey vest tops with camouflage trousers and shiny silver dog tags slinked around their necks. The one in the vehicle had short black hair pinned back severely in a pony tail, showing off her sexy neck and heaving cleavage. The tightness of her grip and the sight of her ample, round fleshy orbs was turning me on, but as the other girl approached I suddenly became oddly worried. I thought I was in trouble and that she was calling over her superior to sort me out. However, as the other woman got closer I realised she was wearing the same sadistic smile as the dark haired girl. She was more of a dirty blonde, though her hair was similarly tied back and her breasts were equally as voluminous. The slightly jiggle of her cleavage as she stepped closer got the juices flowing around my pussy, making me suddenly very hot as a stifling heat enveloped us. I felt a single bead of sweat slowly rolling down my chest and soaking into the neckline of my white vest top.
 
   “What’s going on here?” said the blonde, scanning my body up and down with great interest. Her eyes fixed on my bulging cleavage for a few seconds before rising back up to my eyes. I couldn’t take my eyes off her chest either, only averting my gaze momentarily to answer her.
 
   “I’m sorry, I’ll just go back to my tour group...” I pleaded, although I would have happily stayed and watched the hot brunette doing her work. 
 
   “Oh no you don’t!” she said, grabbed my outstretched arm as I pointed in the direction of the class. She lowered it down to my side and stepped closer, raising her free hand up to my chest to stroke the back of her curled up finger down my cleavage. I shivered with nervous excitement, turned on not just by the physical contact of her touching my breast, but by their imposing demeanour. 
 
   “You like sticking your nose where it doesn’t belong?” asked the blonde, winking at the other girl who started to pull me back into the vehicle. It all happened so fast, and I didn’t really know what was happening. All I knew was that two hot women with awesome racks were bundling me into a sealed vehicle for some reason, and my throbbing clitoris was eager to find out why. The blonde creaked the thick iron hatch at the back of the vehicle to close it, and with a loud clang I heard it lock firmly shut. There was barely any room to stand, so we knelt with me sandwiched between them on the metal floor. They closed in around me, squashing me between their enormous breasts as they groped at my body, not caring for a second whether I wanted to be there. I was overwhelmed by the humidity, and leaned back against the blonde’s chest while her accomplice took my breasts in both of her hands and squeezed them. My labia were already dripping wet, and as the blonde slipped her hands down inside my shorts, I could feel my heart thumping on my ribcage like a xylophone. She slid her fingers over the puffy patch of frizzy pubic hair and began to rotate them around my clitoris, coaxing it out from under the hood while the damp patch on my panties became even wetter. The brunette peeled the front of my vest down to expose my tits, immediately leaning in with her tongue hungrily stretched out to play with my nipples. She grasped each one in turn and rolled her tongue around my pert teats, flicking them up and down before wrapped her lips around them to suck on them. I let out a whimper of delight, and submitted to their every will.
 
   Off came my vest, leaving me covering my breasts shyly as they tossed it to the floor. Next were my shorts, which they quickly unzipped and pulled down my thighs and dragged off from my knees, leaving me wearing only my cute little pink panties. There was a noticeable moist patch between my legs, which the blonde spotted immediately. She licked her fingers, which had just been toying with my soaking wet pussy, and yanked my arms to turn me around so I was facing her. Then, she pushed me back against the brunette, who restrained me with her arms wrapped around my shoulders. I wasn’t making any effort to get away though, especially as she crouched down low and pressed her lips to the damp patch of my knickers. She kissed it a few times, teasing my clitoris with the faintest of touches and making my pussy even wetter. Pulling the material to the side, she began to stroke her tongue up and down over my clit, nudging it with her spit as I shuddered breathlessly. The brunette groped my tits again, holding me firmly against her chest while she rolled my nipples between her fingers and stretched them out away from my body. I gasped under the pressure and she relented for a moment, allowing me to watch as the blond knelt up straight and proceeded to strip away her vest, unveiling her enormous, perfectly round, firm breasts to me before eagerly pulling her trousers down as well.
 
   She tossed her clothes in to a heap next to mine, and then gripped the sides of my panties and pulled them down to expose my young, barely fucked pussy. The brunette began to get undressed behind me as the two of us wrapped our arms around each other, and she almost seemed annoyed that I was so willing. I guess she was getting off on the idea of forcing themselves on to me, but I probably wanted it even more than them. As the brunette closed in behind me, they squashed my sweaty body between theirs, cushioning me with their heaving bosoms as our arms flailed around, feeling each other up and down endlessly. Being in the military, they weren’t allowed to wear perfume, and so their natural body odour began to mix with my own sweat and my cheery blossom scent to lend the atmosphere inside the vehicle a pungent, yet incredibly arousing aroma. They each nestled their heads into the sides of my neck, kissing and nibbling on my earlobes and shoulder blades while I closed my eyes and simply enjoyed the feeling of being used for their pleasure. They spanked the sides of my ass and pinched my nipples repeatedly, unable to release their embrace for a moment to change positions. 
 
   The brunette lay down on the cold, hard floor with her head up by the blonde. Then, she pulled me down to lie on top of her, with my legs spread apart at the sides of her head, forcing me into the sixty-nine position with the blonde behind me. Our breasts squashed between us, forming four bulging cushions on which I wobbled around as I tried to steady myself. I buried my mouth in between her clammy thighs and began to snack on her clitoris, pressing my fingers around the sides of the hood to stretch it open and expose it ready to be licked. I flapped my tongue up and down, left and right, relentlessly tapping it with the saliva covered tip as she groaned with orgasmic energy. She did the same to me, and together we writhed and squirmed in ecstatic bliss, thrusting out hips against each other’s mouths to add whatever extra pressure we possible could manage. I felt the blonde’s hands slapping onto my ass, forming a few sore hand prints from the impact marks before spreading them even wider apart and leaning down to wrap her tongue around my ass hole. The tight little pink rim was puckering for her as I contracted my anal muscles, and as her tongue lapped up and down my ass crack I giggled with anticipation. She moaned with satisfaction as she proceeded to eat my ass, and it wasn’t just a quick lick for the sake of amplifying her own arousal. She locked her lips around the ring and licked it like it was covered in honey while the brunette did the same to my clitoris.
 
   They each began to work their fingers around the respective holes they were licking, making sure to coat them in as much of my juices and their saliva as possible before nudging them gently inside me. The brunette went first, sliding her middle and ring fingers inside my tightly contracting pussy to caress the extra sensitive patch of my g-spot. It immediately sent me wild, moaning at the top of my voice until the blonde spanked my ass sharply again. She hushed me, not wanting to get caught by someone outside. I obeyed, and she proceeded to prod her fingers around my ass hole, gently prying it open bit by bit until she had plunged an inch or two inside my rectum. She began to glide it in and out, and I had to bite my lip for a moment to contain the extreme pleasure that was surging through my body, emanating from the double pressure points of my pussy and my ass hole. They burrowed their fingers even deeper than I’d expected, and wriggled them around inside me, causing a fair few audible gasps to seep out of my lips. The blonde seemed to love her dominant role, and took great pleasure in spanking me every time I made a peep. I tried to silence myself by keeping my mouth locked securely around the brunette’s pulsating clitoris, impaling her with my own fingers as I tried to locate her g-spot. It was remarkably difficult to find, although when I did hit the mark, she too let out a loud elated moan. There wasn’t much the blonde could do about that though.
 
   We swapped around a few times, making sure we all had a turn on top and underneath, and could each lick both the pussy and ripe ass holes of the other two. We were equal opportunity lesbians, and proud of it! Finally, as the temperature inside the vehicle reached an almost unbearable high, I lay back on the solid, uncomfortable floor and pulled them down on top of me. They pulled my legs apart and each straddled one of my thighs, pressing their clits against my skin and smearing their juices up and down with each thrust of their hips. The brunette lay at my left with the blonde to the right, both of them squashing their breasts against mine and leaning in to form an extended three way kiss as they both slipped their tongues into my mouth. Their saliva drooled out over my cheeks and down my chin as they slobbered like wild animals around my mouth. I placed my hands on their ass cheeks and spanked them a couple of times, and while they ground themselves on my thighs, they both reached down between my legs and started to vigorously rub my clitoris and finger my pussy hole.
 
   I began to shudder as the electricity overloaded my circuits. I was ill-equipped to deal with such a massive assault on my senses, and the fiercer they rubbed at my pussy the closer I edged towards an orgasm. The sweat was literally dripping off all our bodies as they fucked themselves on my thighs, and as they buried their faces in my neck once again I could tell they were just as breathlessly close to an orgasm as I was. As the pleasure commandeered control of our bodies, we thrashed violently together, sending a spray of sweat and saliva across the floor as all three of us came at the same time. They continued to rub and finger me until the last second, and my tight vaginal muscles contracted around their fingers, locking them in place while our ecstatic moaning formed a filthy chorus that echoed off the metal walls. I only wished we had a few toys to play with, and indeed another hour to explore their bodies. Alas, I don’t think strap-on dildos were standard issue in the military, and as they slumped in a heap of slippery flesh and limbs on top of me, I let out a final heavy breath and almost fainted in the heat. The blonde slapped my face to re-energise me, telling me to get dressed and disappear quickly, before her superior turned up. I clambered to my feet, slipped my clothes back on to my body, and darted off to re-locate my group. My vest was clinging to my skin, but thankfully the sunlight evaporated most of the excess moisture. 
 
   Suddenly, the military base didn’t seem like such a terrible place to visit. I still failed the module, though.
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Lesbian Rock Chicks
 
   I’d known Ella since we were both toddlers, having been thrust together by the fate of living in the same catchment area of our local nursery school. We had been best of friends ever since, only falling out once for about ten minutes when we were 14, and now that I think of it I can’t even remember why we even had the little tiff. In any case, we had gone through the entirety of school having each other’s backs in every way, and when we moved on to university, it was almost impossible to think about separating. Still, the course that I wanted to attend was only being run at an establishment many miles away, and would require me to move away from home for the first time in my life. Leaving my house and parents behind was remarkably easy, but the idea of not seeing Ella for months at a time made gave me butterflies in my stomach. People used to say we were lesbians because we spent so much time together, and while we had seen each other naked a bunch of times in the school showers or when changing at the local swimming baths, we had never done anything more intimate than sharing a drunken kiss one Christmas. Some people even thought we were sisters, as we shared the same light brown hair colour, and both had a peppering of freckles across our noses. Parting ways was inevitable, though, and after a few weeks of being separated from her I was finally able to concentrate on my studies, even managing to make a few new friends on my course. She, meanwhile, began her own course at the local university just a mile from where we had both lived all our lives. 
 
   Towards the end of the first semester, I noticed that our favourite rock band were playing at the Metro arena near my campus, and as soon as I saw the advert plastered across the side of my dorm building, I knew it was the perfect opportunity to get reacquainted with Ella. So, I called her up and set the date in our calendars. The fortnight wait for the concert was almost unbearable, but my course tutors saw to it that I didn’t have much spare time to think about her, as they so thoughtfully gave us all a stack of coursework deadlines and exam revision. When the night finally rolled around, I was almost too tired to go out, but I conjured the energy from somewhere and after a lingering hug when I met her at the train station, we set off for the arena. The concert itself was awesome, although we had the misfortune of being stood next to a bunch of ugly, sweaty hell’s angels, decked out in leather jackets and jeans. It was enough to put one of men forever, but at that point of the evening I had no idea just how true that statement was going to become. I was dressed in a cool red tartan mini skirt that I’d bought especially, and a white crop top that showed off an unreasonable amount of cleavage. She, on the other hand, was wearing a vest top with a tin leather jacket over the top, and skinny jeans hugged tightly around her legs. 
 
   She looked so sexy, and a few times she caught my eyes wandering to the curves of her ass. For some reason I couldn’t help myself, and the more she giggled at me for spying, the more I wanted to stare. Her breasts had seemed to have grown a size or two since I last saw her as well, although she said the same of mine. The fact that she had been looking at my breasts in the first place simply bolstered the strange attraction that had started to build inside me. I couldn’t explain it, but as I watched her jumping up and down to the beat of the music I could hardly take my eyes off her immense, jiggling cleavage or the perfect roundness of her ass tucked away inside the denim barrier of her jeans. Maybe it was the over exaggerated emotionality of the love songs or the copious amounts of alcohol surging through my veins, but something was stirring deep inside me and with every drink that I knocked back and every song that the band played, I could feel myself growing hornier. It felt so wrong to think of her that way, but then again that was just making it seem that bit naughtier. We had always been free spirits, and would often share the details of our love conquests in explicit detail, but I had never felt what I was going through on that night before. 
 
   We stumbled out of the arena, clasping onto each other for balance as we made our way back in an endless fit of drunken laughter to my dorm room, where she was to stay for the night. We had shared a bed many times before when she’d had sleepovers, and nothing untoward had ever happened in the past, even on those special occasions when we had gotten very drunk indeed. However, as we ambled up the hill towards my dormitory, I could feel my sense of arousal being drowned out only by the feeling of dread creeping into my consciousness. How could I share a bed with her feeling the way I did? The closer we got the harder my heart began to pound against my ribcage, and a cold sweat seeped out of every pore on my face. We walked through the lobby and made our way to the elevators, almost falling into the first one that arrived. I was glad to finally have something to rest on as I reached out grab the hand rail, and Ella did the same on the opposite side of the cramped cubicle. She stared at me with a huge grin on her face, scanning my body as I leaned back against the metal wall. My cleavage was bulging out in front of me as I took in deep breaths to calm myself, and even though she was only looking at me for a matter of a few seconds, it felt like our entire friendship was passing before my eyes. Suddenly, she leapt forward and wrapped her arms around my waist, gripping tight hold of my body as our breasts squashed together between us. She planted her lips onto mine, taking advantage of my abruptly gaping lips as I tried to gasp in shock. However, as I felt her tongue slithering around my mouth and her velvety lips stroking over mine, every ounce of worry vanished from my mind.
 
   It was as if we had been lovers all of our lives, and a huge void had been filled between us. I felt like I had been waiting for that moment ever since we had first met, without even realising that I felt that way about her, and from the way she was hungrily snacking on my mouth I could tell she felt the same way. Her hands quickly crept down towards my ass, pushing themselves between the metal wall and my mini skirt to clasp my perky young cheeks in her fingers. I had no idea what had gotten into her, but I had a feeling we’d be getting into each other very soon. The force of her mouth kissing mine was knocking my head back against the wall with each passionate embrace, with only my hair to cushion the impacts. I finally worked up the courage to slide my hands down over her ass, and then felt a huge rush of goose bumps rising all the way up my spine and the back of my neck, as if I was finally touching what I had craved for so many years. It was a feeling of intense pleasure and awe, and as the lift doors glided open we practically fell out onto the hallway, stumbling over each other’s legs as we blindly walked in awkward unison. I stepped backwards, guiding her towards my dorm room and along past my neighbours. 
 
   As if our raging arousal wasn’t enough, we could clearly hear my next door neighbour, a girl called Sarah who was studying an Architecture degree, was being fucked hard by her boyfriend who came over every weekend. I had listened intently on a number of occasions as he held her up and slammed his cock inside her against the wall, thudding their sexual energy through the plaster and into my room where I was masturbating furiously. The sound of them having rampant sex instantly fuelled mine and Ella’s burning desires, and as we finally reached my door I fumbled around inside my purse to fish out the door key. Finally, I managed to get a grip and open the door, immediately feeling her hands impatiently pushing me inside. I walked through into the main room, which housed everything from my work desk to my closet and my bed. As soon as I turned the corner and saw my unmade bed with my sheets strewn messily across the side, I cringed. In my haste to get out of the door I had completely forgotten to neaten it up, and even worse I heard a cackle of laughter as Ella instantly noticed the head of my vibrator poking out from under the duvet.
 
   “So this is what you meant when you said you’d been busy all week?” she laughed, pushing me out of the way to sit on the side of the bed. She grabbed the toy – a bright red rabbit vibrator with pink beds that whirred to rotating life as she turned it on. The shaft circled around in front of her comically, and she pretended it was getting out of her control, shaking it around in her hands as if it was a venomous snake hell bent on biting her. I laughed, leaning against my desk chair as I watched her acting the fool. She had always been able to make me laugh, and the memories of all those innocent times together rushed through my mind once again. It just made the situation that much naughtier, and as I dabbed the back of my hand over my forehead to calm my nerves, I could feel my clitoris tingling with nervous expectation inside my panties.
 
   “Come on then!” she cried, reaching out to grab my wrist to pull me over to the bed next to her, “Show me how it works!”
 
   “Don’t you have one?” I asked, kind of shocked at her confusion as she was always the hornier of the two of us.
 
   “Well, yeah... I just want to see you use it.” she replied, foisting the wriggling luminescent shaft in my face. I took it out of her hands and held it up for a moment, turning the vibration off as she began her assault. She pushed me sideways to lie back on the bed, and within seconds she had released the zip of my miniskirt and was tearing the material away from my legs to reveal my panties. 
 
   “You dirty bitch!” she bellowed, noticing the damp patch over my pussy as she cast the skirt aside onto the floor. She pushed my thighs apart, and I held them there while she stroked the back of her fingers over the front of my panties. My labia were becoming wetter by the second and the moist patch on the cotton fabric was growing wider with each stroke of her fingers. I let out a few short, sharp sighs of satisfaction as the pressure of her fingers intensified, and then as she gripped the sides of my panties and pulled them down over my thighs, I couldn’t even wait for her to resume touching me and began circle my own fingers around my clitoris. She pushed the vibrator in my hand down towards my crotch, angling it so that the tip of the shaft pressed between my dripping wet labia. Tiny trails of moisture stretched out between my pussy lips and the rubbery shaft as she coated it in my juices, and then she watched closely as I began to push it inside me. I groaned and spread my legs even wider, allowing her to see my labia wrapping around the shaft as my pussy swallowed every inch that I fed it. I began to thrust it in and out, prodding my clitoris with the two rapidly vibrating ears as she cupped her breasts inside her vest. 
 
   She was clearly horny and eager to involve herself, moving up to lie by my side as I masturbated for her. She leaned in to kiss me, and as our lips met again, she reached over and began to fondle my tits; squeezing them and peeling the front of my crop top down to reveal my nipples. She gripped them firmly between her fingers and thumbs and pulled them away from my chest, contorting my ample fleshy mounds with a tweezing pain before releasing them to jiggle back into their juicy, round natural shape. She leaned over and cupped each one, wrapping her lips around them to suck on them as I ramped up the setting on the vibrator. The shaft whirred around noisily inside me, muffled only by the moist pink cavern of my vagina while the bunny ears slapped my clit from side to side. I don’t know where her sudden obsession with my body had come from, but I was enjoying every second that she spent suckling and nibbling on my sensitive teats. She leaned back on the bed and began to frantically strip away her skinny jeans, peeling the tight denim down over her thighs to expose her delicious young, slender legs. She was wearing a cute little pink thong with glittery butterflies on the front, which just made me even hornier. I wedged the base of the vibrator onto the bed, forcing it to remain lodged inside me as I pulled my crop top up over my head. She removed her vest, and then quickly pulled her thong down as well, leaving both of us completely naked and side by side on the bed. 
 
   I pulled the vibrator out from inside my pussy and handed it to her, guiding it towards her crotch as I pressed the buttons to stop the rotating shaft for a moment. It was already smothered in a thick layer of my juices, and barely needed any coaxing to enter her pussy. She slid it straight in, pressing the ears up to her clitoris and increasing the vibration settings to the maximum as her hips trembled with delight on top of the roughly crumbled duvet. Her sweet little ass cheeks rose up and down, bouncing on the bed as she thrust herself against the vibrator, fucking herself with it wantonly and crying out in orgasmic bliss. I toyed with her breasts as she had been doing to me, rolling my tongue around her erect nipples and squeezing them in my fingers before kissing my way up over her chest and perspiring neck to kiss her gaping, ecstatic mouth. We tongued each other lustfully, exchanging buckets of saliva as our tongues stroked together, and then she giggled as I flipped my thigh over her head to straddle her mouth. I pressed my pussy down onto her lips, and then began to breathe slowly but powerfully as she massaged her tongue rapidly around my throbbing clitoris. The little pink bean was fully exposed and aching to be licked and sucked on, which she did in ravenous style. I leaned forward, pressing my tits down onto her stomach to hold onto the vibrator for her. With her hands newly freed, she clamped them down over my ass cheeks and spread them wide apart, observing my puckering ass hole as the muscles in my vagina and anus contracted with every lick of her tongue. 
 
   She spanked my ass a few times, growing more intense with each strike and leaving an array of red hand prints plastered across my flesh. I thrust my crotch down onto her mouth, humping her face while I held the vibrator firmly against her pussy. I felt her wandering fingers rolling up and down over my ass hole, and smiled from ear to ear as she began to nudge one or two around my anus. She was coating the hole in my juices, preparing it to be penetrated. Not wanting to be outdone, I pulled her thighs back, forcing her feet into the air so that I could access her ass hole. The vibrator was in the way so I and tossed it aside, focusing my attention on her quivering pussy lips. I leaned down to her exposed labia and began to lap my tongue over them, tasting her juices and splitting them apart to lick her vulva. I felt her middle finger gently sliding inside my ass, and gave off a loud, satisfied moan as it plunged deeper and deeper until her knuckles were pressing against the inside of my ass crack. Her ass hole was perfectly clean and pink, and was puckering just as mine was. I slid my finger inside her pussy for a moment, making sure to coat it properly in her juices before pulling it back out and rolling it around her tight rim. It was utterly smooth and soft, and I almost feared hurting her as I pressed it through the tight hole. She groaned as it entered her, and then as I began to slide it in and out repeatedly as she was doing to me, we both began to pant breathlessly.
 
   I pinned my mouth down around her clitoris and sucked on it, flicking it from side to side with the roughness of my taste buds as I worked the fingers of my free hand around her vulva. I glided them inside and began to massage her g-spot, gripping the ceiling of her vagina back towards my mouth violently as the juices literally squelched out like a waterfall. Everything I did to her, she mirrored with my pussy and anus, eating up my clitoris while her fingers aggressively fucked my pussy and my rectum. We writhed on top of each other, rolling back and forth on the bed every now and then so I she could be on top, and then me again. It wasn’t long before the two of us were shaking with orgasmic energy, shuddering ourselves through the throes of climactic bliss as we both came. The muscles of our vaginas and anuses were contracting wildly around each other’s fingers, trapping them inside to continue stimulating our ecstatic erogenous zones until the last second. Finally, we both collapsed into a heap of sweaty flesh and exhausted arms and legs as we panted in exasperation on the bed. The vibrator slowly whirred to an expended stop on the bed beside us; I managed to hoist myself up on my elbows and whispered over to her, “I don’t suppose you’ve got any batteries on you?”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Used as a Lesbian Fuck Toy
 
   Hilary caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror as she walked across the changing room towards the door leading to the swimming pool. It made her stop and she turned to admire herself. Her body had filled out in recent years and now at age 18 she knew she looked good. When she had seen the sexy little pink bikini in the store, Hilary wanted to own it straight away, knowing that it would make her look good. As she stood gazing at her refection in the mirror, she realized she had been right. The material covered just enough that she felt comfortable, but left enough on show that it felt sexy to wear. She turned sideways to look at her ass and smiled. Nice, she thought as she saw the way the material stretched tight over her rounded cheeks and it sent a little flicker of excitement through her. With one last look at her reflection, Hilary finally resumed her journey across the changing room towards the door to the pool.
 
    
 
   When she stepped through the doorway and started walking along the side of the swimming pool, Hilary smiled as she saw the lifeguard on duty staring at her. His eyes followed her and even when she had passed his chair, she could sense that he was looking at her ass. She moved her head around as she walked and noticed a few other men gazing in her direction. The smile on her face widened. The attention felt nice and it was something that she could never get enough of. She wondered if any of the guys were getting a hardon for her and another flicker of excitement rippled through her body.
 
    
 
   Hilary was a strong swimmer and as she reached the deep end of the pool, she stepped to the edge and dived in. She started to swim widths of the pool, enjoying the freedom of gliding through the water. When she started to tire a little, Hilary turned and swam towards the shallow end until she was able to touch the bottom of the pool with her feet. She stood with just her head above the water and bobbed up and down, trying to catch her breath so that she could start swimming again. The pool wasn’t that crowded and Hilary gave a start as someone bumped into her back. There was the unmistakable feeling of fingers being stroked across her tight ass and Hilary quickly swiveled around to give the man touching her a mouthful of abuse. She was surprised to see the pretty face of a teenage girl smiling at her.
 
    
 
   “Oh sorry,” the girl giggled. “I didn’t see you there.”
 
    
 
   Hilary could tell by the look in the girl’s eyes that she was lying and that it had been no mistake that she had bumped into her. The fingers stroking across her ass had been no mistake either and Hilary was surprised to feel a flicker of excitement run through her. The thought that another girl found her attractive enough to touch up was kind of sexy and the initial anger Hilary had felt drained away as the girl continued to smile at her.
 
    
 
   “The bikini looks nice on you,” continued the girl. “Does the material feel soft against your skin?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Hilary grinned at the obvious come on and felt her excitement grow a little more. “You should know,” she teased the girl. “You’ve already touched the material. Maybe you should touch it again and check for yourself how soft it is.” Hilary looked around to see if anyone had heard her, but there was no one really near her and the girl. She felt a shiver run up her spine as the girl stroked a hand against her ass again. The feel of the fingers on her ass felt nice, but Hilary had to hold in a squeal as the girl suddenly grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them hard. She felt a little slutty letting the girl touch her up, but the excitement rushing through her made her realize she didn’t want the touching to stop. She had let a guy she knew play with her once before in the pool, but her first experience of letting a girl touch her up added a little more to the situation that heightened her excitement.
 
    
 
   The girl grinned and suddenly dived under the water. Hilary felt her legs being pushed apart and the girl swam between them. She came up for air giggling and taking a huge breath, dived back under the water. Hilary closed her eyes as this time the girl stopped and kissed against her bikini briefs. The excitement surged through her and she could feel her pulse quicken at the touch of the lips against her pussy. The girl swam through her legs again, but this time trailed her fingers across Hilary’s pussy. It made her jump and she could feel a shiver running through her as the girl stayed under the water to play with her pussy for as long as possible before finally coming up for air again.
 
    
 
   The girl looked at Hilary and grinned. “You like?” she asked and Hilary nodded her head. The exertion of swimming had made Hilary breathe hard, but she found herself breathing ever heavier as the excitement of the girl touching her pussy rushed through her body. It made her heartbeat race. The girl moved close and pretended to play in the water as she pressed herself hard against Hilary’s back. The feel of the girl’s tits pressed against her was exciting, but Hilary’s attention was suddenly focused on the girl’s hands. They wrapped around her body and cupped her breasts. Hilary looked around nervously, but no one seemed to be paying any attention to them, obviously thinking it was just a couple of girls messing around in the water.
 
    
 
   Hilary relaxed and enjoyed the sensation of the hands squeezing her tits. She had come to the swimming pool with the expectation that she may tease a few guys to hardness as they looked at her gorgeous body, but what was happening to her was so much better. Hilary felt the girl work the fingers of one hand under the material of her bikini and stroke onto the smooth skin of her breast. The girl forced her hand further under the material until she could stroke her fingertips across the nipple and Hilary heard a slight gasp escape the girl’s lips as she felt the nipple harden under her touch. She played with the nipple and Hilary had to bite her lip not to moan out loud. The touch of the fingers was gorgeous and she closed her eyes to enjoy it.
 
    
 
   The girl played for a while before pulling her hand back out and stroking her fingers down Hilary’s body. The risk of being caught playing dirty in public was adding to the excitement and Hilary felt part nervous, part exhilarated as the fingers stroked over the smooth skin of her toned stomach. The hands worked around to her back and then moved lower until the fingers were stroking across the bikini briefs covering her ass. The sensation of the fingers gently caressing her sent her excitement spiraling higher and she could feel her body trembling under the touch. As the excitement caught the girl though her gentleness disappeared and she started to grab Hilary’s ass cheeks hard. She forced her hand in the top of the panties and onto the smooth skin of the rounded cheeks. Feeling herself being played with a little roughly turned Hilary on even more. The girl forced her fingers between her legs and stroked them across her pussy lips. The touch of the fingers opened her up and Hilary gasped at the sensation of the fingers stroking around the entrance to her slick pussy.
 
    
 
   The girl pressed herself harder against Hilary’s back and moved her mouth close to her ear. “You want them inside don’t you,” she whispered and Hilary nodded her head, afraid to open her mouth in case a loud mean escaped. The girl continued to tease her fingers around the entrance to the wet opening and Hilary could feel her pulse really start to race. Her breathing quickened as the tips of the fingers stretched open her pussy lips and slid just inside. It was one of the sexiest experiences of her life and Hilary had to work hard to keep control of herself. She wanted to cry out in pleasure and looked around to see the others in the pool nearby. There was still no one really close to them though and as far as Hilary could make out nobody was watching. The risk of being caught was exhilarating, but there was no way she wanted to stop. She felt the fingers slide inside her a little more. Hilary didn’t know how many the girl was using, but by the way her pussy was being stretched open it was certainly more than one.
 
    
 
   Hilary gasped as the fingers fucked into her deep. She could feel the girl’s breath on her ear getting heavier and heavier as the excitement of finger fucking in the pool overtook her. The girl pushed her fingers almost knuckle deep and worked them around and Hilary bit her lip harder. She had the urge to moan loud as the pleasure of the touch rushed through her and had to fight hard to control herself. As the girl started to finger fuck her pussy, Hilary slowly started to lose control. The excitement was too great and she couldn’t help a soft groan escaping her lips. The girl worked her fingers in and out harder and it started to become too much for Hilary. The excitement coursing through her veins was unbelievable and she wanted nothing more than to cum hard on the fingers inside her. She knew she would scream if she did. When she fingered herself it always brought her to a crashing orgasm and the excitement she was feeling at the touch of another girl was going to make her cum harder. She let the girl continue to play, before finally reaching down and pulling her hand out. She turned to face the girl, who looked disappointed at being stopped.
 
    
 
   Hilary giggled at the look on her face and leaned closer to her. “We need to find somewhere more private,” she whispered. “You can do whatever you want to me. I am so fucking excited and want you to make me cum.”
 
    
 
   The smile suddenly returned to the girl’s face and she grabbed Hilary’s hand and led her to the shallow end. They made their way to the ladder at the side of the pool and climbed out. Hilary saw the girl’s body was the first time and felt her excitement rising. She was wearing a little blue bikini and the material was having to work hard to contain the girl’s ample curves. She was a little chubby, but it looked good on her and certainly gave her fantastic tits and ass. The thought of playing with them spurred Hilary’s excitement and she couldn’t tear her eyes from the girl’s ass as she walked behind her to the changing room. When they entered it the girl moved to her locker, opened it and grabbed something in her hand. She moved to the back of the changing room, to a door that Hilary had never really noticed before. Quickly unlocking the door, the girl turned and grinned. 
 
    
 
   “I used to work here,” she said. “Never did hand my key for this store room back.” She grabbed Hilary’s hand and pulled her inside and locked the door behind them. It was a little cramped but the girl quickly pulled a cover out and placed it on the floor. There was enough room to move around a little and the girl suddenly grabbed Hilary and pulled her close. She kissed hard against her lips and Hilary couldn’t help reaching around and grabbing the girl’s chubby ass cheeks in her hands. She squeezed hard and the girl broke the kiss and moaned in pleasure at the touch of the hands on her ass.
 
    
 
   “Let me see your tits,” said Hilary. “They look so gorgeous.”
 
    
 
   The girl stepped back a bit and released her bikini top, letting it fall to the floor. Hilary grinned as the naked tits came into view and she immediately reached out her hands and grabbed them. The girl moaned at the touch and Hilary could feel the nipples hardening against the palms of her hand. It was a gorgeous sensation and she bent her head down to get a closer look. As she moved a hand away, Hilary quickly licked onto the nipple and then sucked it into her mouth. She couldn’t believe what a slut she was being, playing dirty with a girl she had only just met, but she was so excited that there was no way she was going to stop. Hilary worked her tongue around the nipple in her mouth as she squeezed her fingers into the soft flesh of the other breast hard. It seemed to spur the excitement in the girl who quickly worked her fingers back between Hilary’s legs. She obviously had unfinished business and Hilary suddenly felt herself being forced down onto her hands and knees on the cover as the girl knelt behind her. The feel of her little pink bikini bottoms being peeled from her ass was a real turn on and Hilary moaned loud as she felt the girl’s fingers stroke onto her naked ass. It was an exciting experience and she couldn’t help forcing herself back against the touch of the hands.
 
    
 
   Stroking her fingers over the rounded cheeks, the girl played a little to enjoy the touch of her fingertips on the smooth skin. Hilary felt her ass cheeks being spread open and gasped at the exciting touch as the fingers stroked across her tight, puckered hole. It was the first time she’d had someone play with her asshole and Hilary couldn’t believe the pleasure that rushed through her body. She hung her head, her breathing becoming ragged as the excitement surged through her body. She couldn’t help the moan escaping her lips as the fingers played with her tight hole and Hilary wanted the sensation to go on and on. The girl had other ideas though and slowly worked her fingers from the tight hole down between Hilary’s thighs and onto her slick pussy lips. The fingers stroked up and down gently at first, but quickly became more insistent as the girl’s excitement at playing with wet pussy grew. The fingers pushed harder and Hilary felt a rush of excitement as her pussy lips opened up under the touch. As she had done in the pool, the girl teased her fingers around the opening to the wet hole and Hilary could feel her excitement growing. The touch was gorgeous and got better as the fingers slowly spread her pussy lips open wider and slid inside.
 
    
 
   Hilary gasped as the fingers suddenly fucked in deep and stroked against the slick inner walls of her pussy. She moaned louder as she felt the girl kiss down onto her ass. The girl forced her tongue between Hilary’s ass cheeks and while her fingers were still pushed in deep, licked over the tight, puckered hole. The touch was electric and Hilary arched her back as the excitement gripped her body. The girl began to lick harder and at the same time started to fuck her fingers in and out the tight pussy. Hilary couldn’t believe the pleasure that shot through her body and it made her moan loud in pleasure. The girl obviously knew what she was doing and quickly used her fingers and tongue to work Hilary into a frenzy of excitement. Hilary pushed herself back against the girl and could feel the climax building inside her. It took her pleasure to a high that had her gasping for breath. As the orgasm finally rushed through her, Hilary had to bite her lip hard to stop the scream escaping her lips. She felt the heat in her pussy radiate out to engulf her entire body and she writhed in pleasure, urging the girl to finger fuck her pussy hard. As the girl pushed her fingers in deep, she tried to work the tip of her tongue into Hilary’s tight hole. It was an exquisite sensation that pushed Hilary’s orgasm to a gorgeous peak that had her crying out for more. Even as Hilary felt the excitement of the orgasm slowly start to fade from her body, the girl didn’t let up on her and still fucked fingers into her wet pussy. Hilary collapsed on the floor giggling as the tongue continued to lick over her asshole and she finally had to push the girl off.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” Hilary laughed. “You really like playing with ass.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t help it,” the girl giggled and spanked her hand onto the rounded cheeks making Hilary squeal. “Your ass is so fucking gorgeous, just the sight of it drives me wild. And in those little pink bikini briefs it’s irresistible.” The girl pulled the bikini briefs back up to cover Hilary’s ass. She spanked her hand down again. “Please tell me you’ll let me play with your cute little body again.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, are you kidding me,” giggled Hilary. “This is the dirtiest and most exciting thing I have ever done. I want to see you every time I come to the pool.”
 
    
 
   The girl smiled. “I’ll give you my telephone number before you go,” she said. “Just call and tell me when you will be here and I’ll make sure I’m here to see you.”
 
    
 
   Hilary giggled louder. “You just want to see?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “No,” laughed the girl. “Seeing your gorgeous body turns me on, but I’ll want to do so much more with it.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” said Hilary, her voice filled with excitement. “Swimming is going to be so much more fun from now on.”
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Their First Dirty Vibrator Sex
 
   Abby just happened to be sitting in the armchair next to the phone table and picked up the handset up before the first ring had even ended.
 
    
 
   “You have got to get over here right now,” a voice said. “My mum is such a slut.”
 
    
 
   Abby recognized the voice immediately. “Gillian,” she laughed. “What are you taking about?”
 
    
 
   Her friend giggled. “I can’t tell you over the phone. This is something you really have to see for yourself. Come over.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” replied Abby. “But why did you say your mum was a slut?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Gillian giggled louder. “You’ll understand when you see what I show you.”
 
    
 
   Abby heard the line go dead as her friend hung up and sat looking at the phone. She shook her head as she replaced the handset. Abby and Gillian had been friends since the very first day of high school. Both had recently turned 18 and they remained close, spending a lot of time together and enjoying each others company. There were times when Abby thought Gillian was a little crazy though. As she got ready to go and see her friend, this was the thought running through her mind.
 
    
 
   Gillian pulled Abby through the front door of her home almost as soon as she had opened it. “You are not going to believe this,” she started.
 
    
 
   “Where is your mum?” Abby asked.
 
    
 
   “She’s gone out with my dad for the day,” replied Gillian. “They said they wouldn’t be back until later tonight. I was going through my mum’s wardrobe to see if she had any nice clothes I could wear when I found it hidden at the back.”
 
    
 
   “When you found what exactly?” asked Abby.
 
    
 
   Gillian grabbed Abby by the arm again and dragged her up the stairs. When they entered her parent’s bedroom, Gillian pointed to the cardboard box on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” teased Abby, “a cardboard box. Well that confirms it. Your mum really is a slut.”
 
    
 
   Gillian rolled her eyes and pushed Abby across to the bed. “Are you ready for this?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, yeah,” laughed Abby. “The excitement is nearly killing me.”
 
    
 
   Gillian tipped the contents of the box onto the bed and watched to see her friend’s reaction. She giggled as Abby’s eyes open wide.
 
    
 
   “Jeez,” Abby finally managed to say. “Your mum really is a slut.” She sat down and looked at the array of sex toys and sexy outfits that had spilled out over the bed. Picking up a little nurses uniform, Abby held it up against her body. “This wouldn’t cover much,” she giggled. Your mum and dad must get it on playing nurse and doctor sex games. That’s so dirty.”
 
    
 
   “Oh man, stop it,” laughed Gillian. “Don’t put images like that into my head. I won’t be able to look my parents in the eye without giggling.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck, I can hardly get my fingers around this,” Abby said.
 
    
 
   Gillian looked to see her friend holding a dildo in her hand. “I know. It’s massive. Look at this one.” She picked up a big vibrator in the shape of a hard cock. Gillian giggled as she switched it on and the sex toy began vibrating. She held out the vibrator towards Abby, who wrapped her fingers around the shaft and joined in the giggling as she felt the vibrations running up her arm. Gillian flicked the switch on the base through its settings until it was on maximum. Abby giggled louder as she felt the vibrations getting stronger and stronger.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, your mum must go crazy with this inside her,” Abby said. “I wonder what it feels like.” She looked up at Gillian, who had a huge grin on her face.
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Abby.
 
    
 
   “I want to find out,” replied Gillian.
 
    
 
   “What it feels like inside you?” asked Abby.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” giggled Gillian. “I’ve been thinking about nothing else since I first saw it. We have got to try it.” 
 
    
 
   Abby could hear the excitement in her friend’s voice and felt a shiver run up her back. Her fingers were still wrapped around the vibrating sex toy and she looked down at it and then back up at Gillian. “Are you serious?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” answered Gillian. “My parents are gone all day. There’s nothing to stop us. This is way too good a chance to miss.”
 
    
 
   Abby removed her hand from the vibrator as Gillian switched it off and set it aside. The two girls quickly gathered the rest of the items and put them back in the cardboard box, with the box then returned to its hiding place in the wardrobe. Finally, Gillian picked up the vibrator, and grabbed her friend’s hand. Abby found herself being dragged through to Gillian’s bedroom. When they were inside, Abby sat on the bed and watched her friend lock the door and then come to sit beside her. The two girls sat playing with the vibrator, passing it back and forward and letting their fingers run up and down the length of the shaft. Nothing was said as they just enjoyed the feel of the vibrator in their hand. Finally, Gillian giggled and lying back on the bed, lifted her ass so that she could pull her skirt up around her waist. “Touch me with it,” she said.
 
    
 
   Abby could feel her excitement rising as she looked down at the little pink panties her friend was wearing. She got on the bed and knelt at the side of Gillian and put her hand on her thigh. “Jeez, you are getting goose bumps just at the thought of it,” laughed Abby.
 
    
 
   “I know,” said Gillian. “I’m getting really turned on.” She parted her thighs and 
 
   Abby could immediately see the damp patch that had grown on her friend’s panties. She took the vibrator and placed it on Gillian’s thigh. “Ready?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “As I’ll ever be,” said Gillian and parted her thighs a little wider.
 
    
 
   Abby switched on the vibrator and Gillian jumped as she felt the vibrations start to run up her leg towards her pussy. A moan escaped her lips. “Fuck, that feels really nice,” she said. “Move it higher.”
 
    
 
   A shiver ran up Abby’s spine as she began to slide the vibrator up her friend’s thigh. She watched Gillian start to wriggle around on the bed as the excitement caught her. Abby felt her own excitement grow as the vibrator neared her friend’s panties. When the vibrator stroked onto the panties and touched her pussy lips, Gillian let out a loud moan and arched her back at the pleasure that suddenly rushed through her body. Abby slid the head of the vibrator up and down the outline of her friend’s pussy lips and could see the damp stain on her panties growing. She felt the rush of excitement running through her own body as she continued to stroke the vibrator onto Gillian’s pussy, making her friend moan louder and louder.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, you have to feel it Abby,” moaned Gillian after a while. “It is so sexy.” She reached out and grabbed the vibrator as Abby quickly stood up and pulled down her jeans. When she had stripped them off, she lay down on the bed. Abby felt her anticipation rise as Gillian moved to kneel beside her body. The vibrator was placed on her leg and she closed her eyes, her excitement surging as she waited for the vibrator to be switched on. She gasped as it was, feeling the sexy vibrations running along her thigh and up towards her pussy.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, I see what you mean,” said Abby as Gillian worked the vibrator up her leg and onto her panties. Abby caught her breath as the sex toy was stroked onto her pussy lips and she was suddenly breathing hard as the vibrations ran into her body. Gillian worked the vibrator up and down the outline of her friend’s pussy lips and then held it on her clit. Abby started writhing at the thrill of the touch and moaned loud. 
 
    
 
   As she pushed the vibrator harder against Abby’s clit, Gillian slid a finger onto her friend’s panties and stroked it up and down the outline of her pussy lips. “Fuck you are so wet, you dirty little slut,” she teased Abby. “I bet you could take the whole length.” Abby looked at her and Gillian could see the excitement in her friend’s eyes. The thought of fucking Abby with the big vibrator sent a shiver running up Gillian’s spine and she was suddenly desperate to see what the sex toy looked like fucking into her friend’s wet pussy. She slid her fingers under Abby’s panties and pulled them to the side. The girls had got dressed in the same room plenty of times so it wasn’t the first time Gillian had seen her friend’s pussy. It was the first time she had seen it glistening with wetness though and her breathing quickened as she took in the gorgeous sight. Gillian couldn’t help herself and stroked her fingers along the slick pussy lips. The feel of the wetness on her fingertips was a huge turn on and she played for a little while. She finally looked up at Abby, who had her eyes closed at the excitement she was feeling. Gillian quickly removed her fingers and stroked the tip of the vibrator down onto her friend’s pussy lips, working it up and down. Abby moaned and lifted her hips to push herself harder against the sex toy and Gillian felt her excitement rising as she watched the tip of the vibrator slide inside her friend’s pussy. The feel of the vibrations rushing inside her made Abby moan ever louder and she arched her back hard as the excitement of what she was doing gripped her.
 
    
 
   Gillian pushed the vibrator harder against Abby, feeling her excitement growing at the sight of her friend’s pussy lips being spread open as the head of the sex toy fucked inside her. Abby was breathing hard at the sensation of the vibrator entering her and cried out in excitement. Gillian pushed harder still and with one long stroke fucked the full length of the vibrator inside her friend. Abby gasped loudly as the vibrations ripped through her body. She squeezed her pussy hard around the sex toy and groaned.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, it’s so gorgeous,” moaned Abby and Gillian felt a thrill shoot through her at the excitement in her friend’s voice. She reached for the switch on the base of the vibrator and flicked through the settings until it was on maximum. Each time the sex toy clicked up a speed Abby jumped as her excitement increased until she was crying out in pleasure as the strong vibrations rushed out from her pussy into her body. Gillian wrapped her fingers around the base of the vibrator and pulled it back out so that she could tease the head around the wet opening of Abby’s pussy. She saw the look of pure pleasure on her friend’s face at the touch of the vibrator and wanted to feel it for herself. It was Abby’s turn for some fun first though and Gillian set about taking her friend to a high using the sex toy.
 
    
 
   Abby moaned as the vibrator was fucked back into her pussy. Gillian worked it in and out in long, slow strokes and quickly had Abby writhing on the bed in ecstasy. Slowly but surely, Gillian increased the speed of fucking the vibrator into her friend. She watched as Abby reached down and started to stroke her fingers across her clit. Seeing this made her excitement surge and suddenly Abby was gasping in excitement as Gillian began to fuck the vibrator in and out of her pussy harder and faster. Abby could feel the pleasure rising in her body and sensed the orgasm closing in on her. It made her stroke her fingers harder across her clit until the pleasure became almost unbearable.
 
    
 
   “Fuck it in deep,” she moaned and Gillian did as she asked, pushing the vibrator all the way inside and stirring it around. As the strong vibrations coursed through her body, Abby cried out loud. The orgasm released in her body and she was suddenly writhing hard on the bed, the pleasure growing as the intensity of the orgasm increased. Abby arched her back in agonized pleasure as the peak of the orgasm shook her body. She cried out again and then finally collapsed back on the bed, her body trembling. Gillian clicked off the vibrator and pulled it out. She giggled as she saw Abby panting hard and trying to catch her breath. “Fucking hell, I think you enjoyed that,” she said. 
 
    
 
   Abby could only nod, still unable to catch her breath. She finally sat up. “Oh man, you are going to love it Gillian,” she said. “I’ve never felt anything as good as that before.”
 
    
 
   “So don’t wait then,” grinned Gillian. She handed the vibrator to Abby and got on all fours. “Put it in me from behind. I always cum so hard when I play with myself that way.”
 
    
 
   Abby got up on her knees and moved behind her friend. The sight of the little pink panties stretched across her friend’s ass was exciting and she couldn’t help putting her fingers onto them and stroking them around. She quickly switched the vibrator on and removing her fingers, stroked it onto Gillian’s ass. The feel of the sex toy being worked over her rounded cheeks made Gillian moan and she lowered her head to the bed and pushed her ass higher in the air. Abby grinned as she worked the vibrator between her friend’s ass cheeks and pushed it against her tight little hole. The pure pleasure of the touch made Gillian whimper and she pushed her head into the pillow as the excitement rushed through her. She felt Abby’s hands reach for the waistband of her panties and slowly peel them down to expose her naked ass. As the vibrator was pushed onto her again, Gillian felt it slide between her cheeks and onto her naked asshole. The pleasure it gave her was unbelievable. Gillian had occasionally played with her asshole when she masturbated, but it was nothing compared to the touch of the sex toy. The feel of the vibrations running into her ass had her moaning loud and she urged Abby to push the vibrator harder against her,
 
    
 
   Abby stroked the vibrator back and forth over the tight hole until Gillian couldn’t stand it any longer and begged for it to be fucked into her pussy. Sliding the sex toy down to her friend’s pussy lips, Abby stroked it to the wet opening and teased it around. Gillian was in no mood for teasing though and pushed herself back hard against the vibrator. She squealed as she felt the head slide inside and stretch her pussy lips wide. The feeling was gorgeous and she held her breath as Abby worked the vibrator deeper. Gillian gasped as she finally took the full length and felt the vibrations rippling along her slick inner walls. It was the most exciting thing she had ever experienced. She circled her hips to stir the vibrator around inside her and squeezed her pussy hard around it. She finally begged Abby to fuck her and held her breath as she felt the sex toy being slowly pulled out of her tight pussy. As it was almost out, Abby suddenly fucked it back in hard in one long stroke and Gillian let out a huge moan. “Do it again,” she cried as the pleasure started to overwhelm her.
 
    
 
   Pulling the vibrator out again, Abby began to fuck it into her friend’s tight, wet pussy harder and faster. As the speed of the vibrator fucking into her quickened, Gillian started to push her ass back to meet the thrusts. She could feel the full length of the vibrator slamming into her and it made her start to squeal. The sensation of the vibrations coursing through her body was gorgeous and the excitement increased as Abby started clicking through the vibrator settings. When it reached its highest speed, Gillian was in ecstasy as the strong vibrations took her pleasure ever higher. She reached between her legs to flick her clit out of its little hood and as she stroked her fingers over it, Gillian’s excitement reached breaking point. She was breathing hard and tried to hold back her climax, desperate for the pure pleasure she was feeling to go on as long as possible. The excitement finally overwhelmed her body though and as the vibrator fucked into her hard, Gillian cried out as the orgasm exploded inside her. It rushed through her body quickly, until every nerve ending was screaming in pleasure. The excitement reached a gorgeous peak as her pussy tightened hard around the sex toy and the final rush of pleasure through her body left her gasping for breath.
 
    
 
   Gillian collapsed down onto the bed giggling as the afterglow of the orgasm started to flow through her body. She felt the vibrator being pulled out and sighed. “Oh fuck Abby, using my fingers is never going to be the same after this,” she said.
 
    
 
   Abby laughed. “It’s OK for you,” she said. “You now know where to get your hands on a vibrator when you feel like it. What about me?”
 
    
 
   Gillian sat up. “Poor baby,” she teased. “I’ll think of you when I’m playing.”
 
    
 
   “Oh thanks,” said Abby. “That’s nice of you.”
 
    
 
   “I’m joking,” giggled Gillian. “You can come around any time my parents go out.”
 
    
 
   “Oh man,” Abby laughed. “I think I’m going to be spending a lot of time at your house from now on.”
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The New Neighbor’s Big Tits
 
   Celia walked out into the garden planning to do a little sunbathing. The weekend had turned out nice and the back garden was private enough that she could enjoy the sunshine in relative peace. Caught up in her own thoughts, Celia jumped at the sound of the voice saying hello. She took off her sunglasses and turned to see the woman standing looking over the hedge into the garden. The hedge was high enough that Celia could only see the woman’s shoulders and head. She looked older, likely in her late 30s thought Celia and certainly older than her age of 18.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, hello,” replied Celia. The house next door had stood empty for so long that it was a surprise to see someone in the garden.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” grinned the woman. “I didn’t mean to startle you. I just moved in and thought I would say hello.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” continued Celia. “I didn’t realize the house had been bought.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it all happened in a rush,” replied the woman. “I saw it and liked it so got the sale through quick. The removal men will bring my belongings this afternoon, but I couldn’t wait. It looks like a nice neighborhood.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s kind of quiet,” said Celia, “but most of the people around her are friendly. You should have no problems settling in.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll be happier when the removal men arrive,” laughed the woman. “Then I can at least have a cup of coffee. I’m Anita by the way.”
 
    
 
   Celia introduced herself. It seemed rude not to offer the woman a cup of coffee so she asked her if she wanted one. Anita accepted, made her way to the gate at the bottom of her garden and came around. As she walked up to the house, Celia’s eyes opened wide. Anita had a relatively trim figure, but her breasts were enormous and Celia couldn’t help staring. They were the biggest she had ever seen and the way they bounced as the older woman walked amazed her. As Anita got closer, Celia dragged her eyes from the tits and looked up. Anita was grinning and Celia flushed a little wondering if the older woman had caught her staring. She turned quickly and moved inside the kitchen. When Anita followed, Celia pointed to the table and then set about making two cups of coffee. When she was done, she set the cups on the kitchen table and sat down.
 
    
 
   As the two women chatted, Celia couldn’t help her eyes dropping to the older women’s breasts now and again. She tried not to do it, but the sight of the big breasts just kept grabbing her attention. She found herself wondering what they looked like naked and kept shaking her head a little to try and free it of the image so that she could listen to what Anita was saying to her.
 
    
 
   Anita finally finished her coffee. “I guess I better get back. There’s a lot to do. Thanks for the coffee.”
 
    
 
   “No problem,” replied Celia. “If you need any help just give me a shout.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” said Anita and Celia walked out into the garden with her to get back to her sunbathing. She lay down to enjoy the sun and couldn’t get her mind of her new neighbor’s breasts. Jeez, she finally thought, maybe I’m turning lesbian. The truth was that Celia had played with girls on occasions, although it had only been drunken fumbles. The thought of fumbling with Anita’s big tits was something else altogether and Celia wondered what it would be like.
 
    
 
   Over the next few days, she occasionally saw and chatted with Anita. It was usually over the hedge between the gardens, so there was little chance to see the big breasts again. Celia occasionally stood at her bedroom window looking into the next door garden and had seen Anita on a few occasions. She just ogled the older woman’s tits, feeling her excitement rise. On one occasion Anita must have felt the eyes on her and looking up saw Celia standing in her window. The teen girl had the sudden urge to duck out of sight, but knew it would look weird and just waved back at Anita. Celia hoped the older woman didn’t realize she had been staring at her tits.
 
    
 
   The following weekend was sunny again and Celia decided another session of sunbathing was in order. She went to put on a bikini and then picking up a towel, headed out into the back garden. It was later in the afternoon, but still hot and the sun was beating down. Before she had the chance to put her towel down, Celia heard the voice of her next door neighbor.
 
    
 
   “Working on the tan again?” Anita asked.
 
    
 
   “I was planning too,” replied Celia.
 
    
 
   “Well, if you feel like a coffee, come over,” continued Anita. “I can repay you for making me a coffee when I first moved in.”
 
    
 
   Celia laughed. “Sure thing, I’ll just catch a few rays first and then come over.” She felt a little a flash of excitement at the offer, but didn’t want to appear too eager to get into Anita’s house. The thought of getting another close up view of her neighbor’s breasts was exciting. Celia sunbathed for around an hour before finally getting up and making her way around to Anita’s home.
 
    
 
   “Come on in, I’ll give you a quick tour first,” said the older woman when she opened the door and quickly showed Celia around her home. They eventually made their way back to the kitchen and Celia sat at the table. She watched Anita as she made the coffee and her eyes lingered on the gorgeous breasts. When Anita looked in her direction she tried not to stare, although if she got the chance her eyes quickly dropped to the older woman’s breasts. She could feel her excitement rising and tried to keep it under control. Anita finally put the coffee on the table in front of Celia and sat down.
 
    
 
   “So what do you think?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “The house is nice,” Celia answered.
 
    
 
   Anita grinned. “I wasn’t talking about the house,” she replied. “I was talking about these.” The older woman cupped the big breasts in her hands.
 
    
 
   Celia flushed red. “Umm…, well,” she didn’t quite know what to say.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” laughed Anita. “You’ve been staring at them so much I thought you would have an opinion on them.”
 
    
 
   Celia flushed even redder and felt embarrassed at being so easily caught out. “Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to stare.”
 
    
 
   Anita laughed louder. “Don’t be sorry,” she said. “I love when people look at them. I’ve just never had a teenage girl take such an obvious interested in them. It’s kind of kinky. Do you want to see more?”
 
    
 
   Celia’s eyes opened wide. She was sure that Anita was just teasing her, but the look on the older woman’s face said different. “Are you serious?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” said Anita. “You’ve got me fantasizing about teenage girls and the thought of you playing with my tits is something I can’t get out of my head. C’mon.” Anita grabbed Celia’s hand and pulled her across the kitchen, out into the hallway, up the stairs and into her bedroom. She closed the door behind them and pushed Celia across to sit on the bed. Taking a few steps back she raised her hands and cupped her breasts again. Celia felt a thrill run through her body as she watched. She never thought she would get this close up a view of the big tits and she could feel her pulse start to race at the thought of touching them.
 
    
 
   Anita started to play with her breasts, stroking them through the material of her t-shirt. It was obviously turning her on, because Celia could see the outline of the nipples through the material as they hardened at being touched. Celia felt her anticipation rising as Anita reached for the bottom of the t-shirt. As she started to slowly pull it up her taut midriff came into view. Celia’s eyes followed the bottom of the t-shirt as it moved higher and she felt her excitement surge as the first glimpse of the older woman’s bra came into view. As Anita worked the t-shirt up and over her head, her bra came fully into view and Celia felt her heartbeat quicken even more. The pink lacy bra was gorgeous and the teen girl could see the nipples through the sheer material. The bra pushed Anita’s tits together to form a gorgeous cleavage and Celia couldn’t take her eyes from it. She could feel her breathing getting heavier as the older woman moved towards her and leaned forward. “Touch them,” she said and Celia could hear the excitement in her voice.
 
    
 
   She took her time stretching out her hand to build her excitement and felt a moment of pure pleasure as her fingertips stroked onto the silky material of the bra. She worked them around, the sensation making her excitement surge and when her fingers stroked onto the bare flesh of Anita’s cleavage, Celia couldn’t help a moan escaping her lips. The skin felt soft to the touch and Anita was obviously excited as Celia could see the goose bumps on the flesh. Moving back a little, the teen girl reached out both hands to cup the large breasts and heard the soft moan of Anita as she squeezed her breasts. The feel of her fingers digging into the soft flesh was so exciting and Celia could feel how wet she was getting. She leant forward, breathing hard and licked her tongue into the cleavage. Feeling her tongue on the soft skin was a massive turn on and she licked down so that she could work her tongue over a nipple. The feel of the sudden hardness made Celia moan and she licked harder. As she moved back she could see the nipple pushing hard at the material of the bra and quickly moved back forward to circle her lips around it.
 
    
 
   Anita moaned as she felt the teen girl suck hard on her nipple. It was a gorgeous sensation and as she sucked it between her lips, Celia began to work her tongue around it again. Anita finally pulled back and reaching behind herself, unclipped her bra. Celia’s breathing got even harder as she watched Anita pull the bra straps from her shoulders. The bra suddenly dropped to the floor and Celia gasped as the full beauty of the tits came into view.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, they are so gorgeous,” the teen girl said. The tits sagged a little, but considering their size they sat nicely on Anita’s chest and she stood up straight and put her hands on her hips. Celia went crazy at the sight and Anita laughed as she was suddenly grabbed, turned and pushed down onto the bed. The older woman had been used to men going crazy over her tits, but there was something extra special about a teen girl getting so turned on for them. Celia was down on the tits in an instant and was licking all over them. She looked to see the little trails of spit she was leaving behind and it increased her excitement. She quickly worked her mouth to a nipple again and circled her lips around it. Sucking it into her mouth drove her excitement higher and she kissed against the soft flesh of the breast while working her tongue around the hardness of the nipple.
 
    
 
   Celia worked her mouth from breast to breast and Anita felt the pleasure run through her body. While she loved having her breasts played with, it was never enough to make her cum and she let Celia play with her for a while before encouraging her to move lower. The teen girl worked her mouth down Anita’s body until it was at the waistband of her skirt. She quickly released the zipper and when the older woman raised her ass from the bed, Celia pulled the skirt down and off. The teen girl just sat staring at the gorgeous sight of Anita in her panties. She watched as the older woman parted her thighs and could see the wetness on the material between her legs and quickly bent down to kiss it. The taste of the pussy drove her a little wilder and suddenly she was dragging the panties from Anita and forcing her head between the older woman’s open thighs. Celia licked hard at the wet pussy and tried to open it up. She used her fingers to help and soon had the pussy lips spread wide to reveal the wet hole. Celia forced her tongue inside and lapped at the wetness spilling onto it. She could feel Anita starting to writhe on the bed and burrowed her tongue deeper, licking it against the smooth inner walls to increase the older woman’s excitement.
 
    
 
   Anita could feel the excitement slowly building in her body. Being licked out by a teen girl was more exciting than she could have ever imagined and she could feel her climax getting ready to burst. She tried to hold it off, eager for the gorgeous feeling of the tongue in her pussy to last for as long as possible. She was fighting a losing battle though and the thrill of the teen girl’s tongue finally pushed her over the edge. She cried out as the orgasm gripped and shook her body. Celia licked harder at the wetness that spilled onto her tongue and felt Anita’s body tense as she reached the peak of her excitement. With a final loud cry the older woman arched her back in ecstasy and finally felt the intense excitement start to fade from her body.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” Anita laughed as her body relaxed down onto the bed. “That felt wonderful.” She looked down at Celia and could see her wetness glistening on the teen girl’s lips. It was a gorgeous sight and Anita suddenly wanted to play. She sat up and pushed Celia onto her back. Getting on all fours over her she brought her face down and kissed onto the teen girls lips. Tasting her own pussy on the lips was gorgeous and Anita broke the kiss and moaned. She pushed her tits down onto the teen girl’s body and it was Celia’s turn to moan. Anita quickly kissed down Celia’s body, eager to play with teen pussy. She kissed onto the bikini briefs and licked hard onto Celia’s pussy lips through the material. Celia felt her excitement surge and lifted her hips to push her pussy harder against the older woman’s mouth. The feel of the bikini briefs being slowly stroked from her made Celia’s pulse take off. She was suddenly breathing hard as her naked pussy was exposed and her excitement grew as she felt Anita push her legs apart. Anita teased the teen girl using her tits. She grabbed one in her hand and stroked the nipple up and down Celia’s pussy lips. It was the most exciting thing the teen girl had ever experienced and she pushed down the bed, forcing her pussy harder against the breast.
 
    
 
   Anita used her fingers to spread Celia’s pussy lips open and then tried to work her nipple inside. Celia giggled at the gorgeous sensation of the hard nipple against her soft pussy flesh and urged Anita to push harder. The excitement was building in the teen girl and she could feel the orgasm coming ever closer. Anita finally pulled back and moved to her bedside cabinet. She opened the drawer and pulled out a massive dildo.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez,” said Celia nervously when she saw the size of the dildo in Anita’s hand. “Are you really going to use that on me?”
 
    
 
   Anita grinned. “Just relax,” she said. “It feels wonderful inside.”
 
    
 
   Celia tensed a little as she felt Anita move back between her legs and stroke the head of the dildo between her legs. She worked the head up and down the teen girl’s pussy lips, with each stroke pushing the sex toy forward a little harder until the head slid inside the wet hole. Celia gasped at how wide her pussy lips were stretched by the dildo. It felt gorgeous and she pushed herself down the bed onto it. Anita kept the pressure on and Celia could feel the dildo sliding in deeper and deeper. She groaned as Anita worked to get the full length of the dildo inside. The older woman stirred it around and finally left it inside so that she could stroke her fingers across the teen girl’s clit. Celia was whimpering in pleasure at being filled so full and when Anita bent her head down to lick her tongue across her clit, the excitement burst inside her. She started writhing around as Anita licked hard. The older woman finally moved back and grabbing the base of the dildo, began to fuck it into Celia’s pussy. The teen girl went wild with excitement at the sensation of the dildo sliding in and out. The pleasure built to breaking point and as Anita fucked the full length of the dildo into her pussy again, Celia felt her excitement spill over. The orgasm burst deep in her center and worked through her body until every nerve end seemed to be tingling. Celia’s eyes sought out the older woman’s big tits and the sight of them pushed her pleasure to its final high. She gasped as the orgasm finally faded and giggled in excitement.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, I need to come for a coffee more often,” Celia gasped as she tried to catch her breath.
 
    
 
   Anita laughed. “Yeah, more coffee could be fun. You’re welcome any time.”
 
    
 
   “Nice,” said Celia. “You might find me knocking on your door a lot.”
 
    
 
   “The more the better,” Anita said with a smile. “I think living next door to you is going to be fun.”
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Lesbian Store Assistant
 
   Cheryl stood in front of the mirror and looked at her shapely figure in the pink silk cami-knickers and matching bra. She looked good, but she wasn’t happy and as she turned to look at the dozens of bras and panties that were lying on the bed, Cheryl laughed. She had always been a fan of sexy underwear and loved it when a man stripped her down and got a hardon for the bra and panties she was wearing. She had spent so much money of lingerie and had so much, that the two drawers in the bottom of her wardrobe were stuffed full of it. Still, there were times she couldn’t find the right pair of panties to wear and today was one of those days. 
 
    
 
   Cheryl had a date that evening and wanted to make sure she looked good, just in case she got lucky, or more to the point if her date got lucky. She had tried on dozens of pairs of panties and never felt quite right in any of them. It meant only one thing and Cheryl knew a trip to a lingerie store was in order. A new one had opened recently and in truth she had been looking for an excuse to visit. She looked at her watch and saw that it was nearly four o’clock in the afternoon. There was time enough to get to the store before it closed, she thought, and went to get herself ready.
 
    
 
   As she rode the bus on the short trip into town, Cheryl could feel the familiar buzz of excitement. She always got it when she went lingerie shopping. The feel of the silky garments on her smooth skin was always exciting and looking at her reflection in the changing room mirror only heightened the thrill. As she reached the front of the store she saw it was empty and it looked as if the assistant was about to lock the door for the day. Cheryl checked her watch and saw it was only five o’clock. Quickly walking up to the store, she grabbed the handle and pulled the door open before the woman could lock it.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” said the assistant. “I was just about to close up. It’s been a pretty quiet day.”
 
    
 
   “I’d appreciate if you’d stay open for a little while longer,” Cheryl replied. “I have a date tonight and really need something nice to wear so I promise I will buy something.”
 
    
 
   The assistant smiled. “Sure, I can do that,” she said. When Cheryl walked inside the assistant locked the door. “There, you can have a little privacy to have a look around without being disturbed.”
 
    
 
   Cheryl giggled. “Wow, this is my fantasy coming true,” she said, “a lingerie shop all to myself.”
 
    
 
   The assistant laughed. “Well take your time and have a look around. I have a few things to sort out before I leave so there’s no rush. If you need any help, just give me a shout.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” replied Cheryl. She looked the assistant over just before she walked away. The woman had a pretty face and a nice figure. Cheryl guessed she must be in her late 20’s, probably a few years older than her own age of 21. She couldn’t help looking at the assistant’s ass, but finally turned her attention away from her and looked around the store. It wasn’t that big, but at first glance certainly seemed to have some nice outfits. Cheryl wandered around, looking to see if there was anything in particular that caught her attention. She ran her fingers over the silky material of some of the panties and bras and could feel the familiar excitement she always did. After fifteen minutes of browsing around, Cheryl had narrowed the choice down to three options. The first choice was a powder blue camisole and matching panties, the second a mint green lace g-string and bra and the final a sheer lace one-piece teddy. She gathered the items and walked over to the counter. “Can’t make up my mind,” she said to the assistant with a grin on her face.
 
    
 
   The assistant smiled back. “OK, I’ll show you to where you can try them on.” She stepped from behind the counter and led Cheryl over to a couple of changing rooms. Cheryl couldn’t help looking at the assistant’s ass again as she walked in front of her, but looked up as they reached the changing rooms. They weren’t that big and only had a curtain to close them off. Cheryl stepped inside and then turned back. She spoke to the assistant before closing the curtain.
 
    
 
   “If I let you see me in the outfits could you give me your opinion,” she asked. “It might help me decide which of them is best.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” answered the assistant. “Just give me a shout when you are ready.”
 
    
 
   Cheryl closed the curtain and hung the lingerie over the back of the chair in the corner of the changing room. She quickly stripped naked and reached for the camisole and matching panties. She pulled the camisole over her head and felt the silky material glide over her skin as it dropped onto her body. The sensation of the material on her nipples hardened them and Cheryl grinned when she looked in the mirror. Her nipples clearly stood out and it made the outfit look a little sexier. She stroked the panties up her legs and adjusted them so they were comfortable. Cheryl looked at her reflection. The powder blue color was nice and she immediately liked the outfit. She turned and lifted the camisole top up so that she could look at her ass. The panties stretched over her rounded cheeks and the effect was sexy. Cheryl ran her fingers over her ass and the touch of her fingertips on the soft material felt nice. She walked over to the curtain and pulled it open.
 
    
 
   “So what do you think?” she asked.
 
    
 
   The assistant turned and Cheryl grinned as the woman’s eyes opened wider. “Wow,” the assistant said. “That really does look nice on you.” She moved closer. “Does it feel comfortable to wear?”
 
    
 
   “The material feels really nice against my skin and yeah it’s comfortable,” replied Cheryl. “How does it look from the back?” She turned and lifted the camisole top to reveal the panties. She felt a little flicker of excitement at showing her ass to the assistant and her pulse quickened.
 
    
 
   “It looks good, but I’m not sure the panties are sitting quite right. Hold on.” The assistant moved closer still and Cheryl felt the flicker of excitement grow as the assistant’s fingers stroked onto the panties and adjusted them. The woman slid her fingers just under the hem of the panties and the touch of fingers on the smooth skin of her ass made Cheryl shiver. “That’s better,” the assistant said as she moved back again.
 
    
 
   Cheryl turned and could see the assistant’s eyes glued to her ass. She was sure there had been more to her adjusting the panties than that they weren’t sitting right. Dirty little slut, thought Cheryl with a grin on her face, touching up her customers, but the excitement she was feeling ramped up another notch. “OK, I’ll try on the next outfit,” Cheryl said and closed the curtain again. She quickly removed the camisole and panties and placed them on the chair. She picked up the other two outfits and looked at them, deliberating which of them to try on. She finally decided on the one-piece teddy. She pulled it over her head and down into place. There were snap studs designed to close the teddy in place between the legs and Cheryl suddenly had a dirty idea to have some fun. She opened the curtain and the assistant immediately turned.
 
    
 
   “You couldn’t help me close these studs could you?” Cheryl asked.
 
    
 
   The assistant smiled. “Yeah sure,” she answered, moving forward and dropping to her knees in front of Cheryl. She grabbed the edges of the teddy and pulled them between Cheryl’s legs, adjusting them to align the studs. She took her time adjusting the material and Cheryl grinned as she felt the assistant’s hand stroke between her legs onto the smooth skin of her inner thigh. By the time the assistant had the studs closed and had stood back up again, Cheryl could see she was breathing heavier. Feeling her hand stroking between Cheryl’s legs had obviously turned her on and Cheryl could feel her own excitement climbing.
 
    
 
   “So how do I look?” she asked and did a twirl to show off the lingerie and her body. The material was sheer and she knew the assistant would be able to see her nipples and pussy. She felt her pulse racing as the excitement gripped her.
 
    
 
   “It’s nice,” the assistant replied. “But I definitely think the first outfit suited you better.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think so too,” agreed Cheryl. “Hold on and I will try on the final outfit.”
 
    
 
   “Here, let me unfasten the studs,” the assistant said and dropped to her knees again. Cheryl jumped a little and couldn’t help a soft gasp escaping her lips as the assistant’s fingers stroked between her thighs. She seemed to take her time unfastening the studs and certainly seemed to push her fingers against Cheryl’s body. The touch felt nice and when Cheryl moved back into the changing room she looked in the mirror. She could see her chest heaving a little and wondered how far things would go. She hoped a lot further and quickly stripped off the one-piece teddy.
 
    
 
   Picking up the lace g-string she pulled it up her legs and adjusted it to make herself comfortable. She turned to look in the mirror and saw that most off her ass was uncovered. It sent a flash of excitement running through her and she quickly picked up the matching bra and put it on. Time for some fun, thought Cheryl and pulled open the curtain. The assistant was standing waiting and again her eyes opened wide as she saw Cheryl in the gorgeous lingerie.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” she said. “Turn around and I’ll tell you how it looks from behind.”
 
    
 
   Cheryl slowly turned and grinned as she heard the assistant’s soft gasp. She was obviously enjoying the sight of her near naked ass.
 
    
 
   “That’s the one,” the assistant continued. “You’ll drive men wild in that.”
 
    
 
   Cheryl looked over her shoulder and smiled. “What about woman?” she asked. “Do you think they will go wild for it too?”
 
    
 
   The assistant moved close and stroked her fingers onto the naked skin of Cheryl’s ass. “Oh yeah,” she answered. “I think lots of woman will love it.”
 
    
 
   “It certainly seems to be working on you,” said Cheryl and she moaned as the assistant grabbed her ass cheeks hard and squeezed. The woman pushed Cheryl forward into the changing room and pulled the curtain closed. She dropped to her knees and Cheryl moaned louder as she felt the gentle touch of lips brushing across the smooth skin of her ass. The touch was electric and Cheryl bent forward to put her hands on the chair and pushed her ass back. It encouraged the assistant to kiss harder and bite gently onto the soft skin. It was a gorgeous sensation and when the assistant’s tongue started licking over her ass Cheryl felt her excitement surge. She stood up and turned around. The assistant looked at the gorgeous sight of the g-string right in front of her face. She moved forward and kissed onto the material, moving her lips along the outline of Cheryl’s pussy lips. It was a moment of pure excitement and the assistant felt a shiver run up her spine as she continued to play. She flicked out her tongue and as the wetness leaked onto the material of the panties she could taste Cheryl’s pussy.
 
    
 
   Pushing her tongue harder against Cheryl, the assistant tried to open up her pussy lips through the material of the g-string. It was a massive turn on and as Cheryl moaned at the touch, the assistant felt her excitement growing. She finally moved back a little and looked up at the expression of pure ecstasy on Cheryl’s face. Looking back down at the panties, the assistant slid her hands to the waistband and worked her fingers under the elastic. She began to slowly pull the panties down, letting her fingers slide over the smooth skin. As Cheryl’s pussy came into view, the assistant felt her pulse quicken. It was a gorgeous sight and she quickly moved her face forward to lick onto the smooth skin. Cheryl parted her thighs and reached down to force the assistant harder onto her. The feel of the tongue working between her legs was exciting and she wanted more. She sat back on the chair and slid her ass to the edge. The assistant forced Cheryl’s knees wide apart and moved in between. The sight of the naked exposed pussy drove her wild and she quickly licked back onto it. This time she tried to force her tongue inside and as her wet hole was opened up, Cheryl could feel the tongue burrowing inside. She threw back her head and moaned at the gorgeous sensation of the tongue licking at the silky inner skin of her pussy.
 
    
 
   The assistant pushed forward harder, trying to force her tongue inside the wet pussy as deep as she could. The taste of Cheryl was driving her excitement higher and it made her lick harder. She worked her fingers to the little hard nub at the top of the pussy and flicked it out of its hood. Cheryl jumped at the electric touch on her clit and moaned out loud. The feel of the fingers and tongue playing with her was pushing her towards a climax and she desperately wanted to feel it. She pulled her breasts out of the bra cups and started to play with them, squeezing the soft flesh hard and stroking her fingertips across her nipples. The feel of them hardening under her touch was gorgeous and Cheryl urged the assistant to play with her harder.
 
    
 
   The assistant gave her what she wanted. Moving back she changed position, licking her tongue onto Cheryl’s clit and stroking her fingers to the wet pussy entrance. The feel of the fingers playing around her wet hole made Cheryl gasp and she pleaded with the assistant to put them inside. The assistant teased first though, circling her fingers around the wet hole and enjoying the feel of her fingertips gliding over the slick, smooth skin. Cheryl felt the orgasm coming ever closer and played with her tits harder. She pushed against the fingers playing with her pussy lips and finally got what she wanted. The assistant suddenly fucked her fingers in hard and Cheryl gasped as they pushed deep inside her pussy.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” she groaned as the fingers stroked around inside her. “Finger fuck my cunt hard.” Talking dirty made Cheryl’s excitement explode and she found herself breathing hard as she continued to do it.
 
    
 
   The assistant held her fingers in deep, stretching Cheryl’s pussy lips wide, before pulling the fingers out and teasing them around the entrance to the wet hole again. Cheryl cried out for the fingers to be fucked back in, but the assistant enjoyed teasing her, driving Cheryl’s desire higher before giving her what she wanted. As the fingers fucked into her hard again, Cheryl reached the edge of an orgasm. It made her wriggle around in the chair and she tried to hold it back, wanting to feel herself being finger fucked hard and fast before the release of the climax. The assistant began to stroke her fingers in and out. The feel of the fingers gliding along the smooth walls of her pussy drove Cheryl crazy and she continued to wriggle around on the chair. The fingers pumped into her faster and the assistant licked onto Cheryl’s clit hard.
 
    
 
   The assistant suddenly pulled off her, grabbed Cheryl and forced her onto the floor of the changing room on all fours. Cheryl was so close to a climax it was becoming unbearable and she gasped as the assistant knelt behind her and fucked fingers back into her pussy hard. The assistant then kissed down onto the rounded cheeks and moved her mouth all over them. It drove Cheryl’s desire to breaking point and when she felt the tongue being forced hard between her ass cheeks and onto her tight hole it finally pushed her over the edge. Cheryl cried out loud as the orgasm exploded in her body. The feel of the intense pleasure started deep in her center and slowly worked out to engulf every inch of her body. She was writhing hard on the fingers inside her and the feel of her pussy closing hard around them heightened the sensation of the orgasm and pushed it to a peak that set her body alight. She moaned over and over as the intense excitement she was feeling drove her wild, making her whole body shudder. As the assistant licked hard over her asshole it was the final push that made Cheryl cry out loud. She finally felt the orgasm pass and the afterglow that rushed through her felt gorgeous. Cheryl was breathing hard and enjoyed the last little rush of excitement as the assistant slowly withdrew her fingers.
 
    
 
   “Jeez,” giggled Cheryl. “I don’t remember lingerie shopping ever being this much fun before.”
 
    
 
   “I only give this kind of service to my favorite customers,” teased the assistant.
 
    
 
   “I think I will be coming back then,” laughed Cheryl. “If this is the kind of service you offer I will buy something every time.”
 
    
 
   “You’ll be taking the g-string then?” asked the assistant.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” said Cheryl. “If my date tonight gets lucky I might even tell him the story of how I bought it.”
 
    
 
   The assistant laughed. “I think he’ll enjoy that.” 
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Tattooed, Licked and Fucked
 
   Adriana felt the excitement creep over her body as her panties were pulled down. It didn’t last long and the tattoo needle soon had her wincing in pain, the excitement long forgotten. She had always wanted a tattoo, but her mother had put her foot down and told her she would have to wait until she was 18 to do it. Adriana had pouted, complained and whined to no effect and had finally accepted that she would have to wait.
 
    
 
   She didn’t wait a day longer than she had to though and now on her 18th birthday she found herself lying on a massage table in a tattoo parlor with her panties pulled down. She knew long before she entered the parlor what she wanted, had known for years to be exact and the butterfly on her butt was starting to take shape. Adriana hadn’t realized just how sore getting the tattoo would be, but knew it would be worth it in the end. She gritted her teeth and let the woman get on with it. She had decided to go with a female tattooist, thinking that she would be more comfortable exposing her butt to a woman. It still felt slightly weird though and the initial flash of excitement she had felt at her naked butt being exposed was long gone.
 
    
 
   “OK, almost done,” said the woman, wiping a cloth over the tattoo. She looked at the design and made a few additions to finish it off.
 
    
 
   Thank goodness, thought Adriana and finally stood back up. She looked down at the tattoo and could see the redness and slight swelling around it.  Moving over to a mirror, Adriana took a better look and liked what she saw.
 
    
 
   “You need to wait a few days for the skin to calm down to see it looking its best,’ said the woman. “If you give it a couple of days and then come back I will have a final look to make sure the design is the best it can be.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” replied Adriana. She adjusted her panties and skirt, paid the woman and finally left to go home. Over the next few days, Adriana couldn’t keep her eyes of the tattoo. When she was getting ready in the morning she always spent time looking at it and did the same when she was getting undressed at night. The woman had been right and as the skin around the tattoo settled down it started to look gorgeous. The weekend after her birthday, Adriana made her way back to the tattoo parlor as she had been asked to do. The woman smiled at her when she walked in.
 
    
 
   “How is it looking?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I think it looks great,” replied Adriana with a grin on her face. “I can’t stop staring at it though.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” laughed the woman. “I hear a lot of people that get their first tattoo say that to me. I just have to finish with this client and then I will get to you.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” answered Adriana. She sat and watched as the young woman had a name tattooed on the side of her midriff. The girl had stripped off her top and had a nice body. Adriana couldn’t help looking. It was a nice sight and she couldn’t help wondering what the girl would look like naked. She tried to shake the idea free of her mind and watch the tattoo being done, but found it difficult as the image of the girl naked kept floating into her head. When the tattoo was finished and the girl had left the parlor, the tattooist turned to Adriana.
 
    
 
   “OK, let’s have a look,” she said.
 
    
 
   Adriana walked over to the massage table and lay face down on it. She already felt a little excited at having seen the body of the girl being tattooed and as she felt the tattooist push the skirt up her thighs, she suddenly felt an excited shiver run up her back. She tried to keep a lid on her excitement, but could feel it growing as her panties became exposed. Another shiver ran up her back as the hands of the woman stroked onto her panties and reached for the waistband. A slight gasp escaped her lips as the panties were pulled down and she felt herself trembling a little.
 
    
 
   “Are you OK,” the woman asked.
 
    
 
   “Umm.., yeah, I’m fine,” answered Adriana, hoping the woman didn’t catch the excitement in her voice.
 
    
 
   The woman ran her hand over the tattoo and the feel of the fingertips stroking over her skin made Adriana want to moan out loud. She had played around with boys before and while she had often wondered what it would like to be with a girl, had never done anything about it. As the tattooist’s hand continued to stroke her skin she suddenly wanted to find out the fun of playing with a girl.
 
    
 
   “Is the skin still sore?” asked the woman.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” asked Adriana. The sound of the woman’s voice had broken into her thoughts, but she had no idea what had been said.
 
    
 
   The woman laughed. “Are you sure you are OK? I said is the skin still sore.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no it’s calmed down fine,” replied Adriana. “It doesn’t feel sore at all.” She could hear how breathless she sounded and wondered if the woman could also hear.
 
    
 
   “OK,” continued the woman. “Well the design looks fine. I can’t really see anything that needs done. There’s just one final thing.”
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” asked Adriana.
 
    
 
   “Well, I always want to kiss my tattoos,” she laughed. “It’s just for luck and to say goodbye to them. A little silly I know, but it’s become a sort of tradition with me. Is it OK if I do it?”
 
    
 
   Adriana felt the excitement grip her body. “Yeah, sure,” she answered and could feel her anticipation rising. The woman bent down and Adriana felt the soft caress of the lips on her ass and couldn’t help a moan escaping her lips.
 
    
 
   The woman laughed louder. “You like that huh?” She didn’t wait for an answer and kissed down onto the teen girl’s ass again.
 
    
 
   Adriana moaned louder as the lips began to roam over her ass cheeks. It felt gorgeous and a thrill ran through her body. The woman flicked out her tongue and Adriana jumped at the wet sensation as it licked over her rounded cheeks. “Oh jeez that’s nice,” she moaned.
 
    
 
   The woman pulled her head back a little. “It gets better,” she said.
 
    
 
   Adriana felt the woman’s hands take hold of her ass cheeks and slowly spread them open. The teen girl gasped as the tongue licked to the top of her butt crease and slowly started to work down it. When the woman licked onto her asshole, Adriana felt a thrill shoot through her body and she pushed up against the tongue. The woman flicked her tongue rapidly back and forth over the tight hole and it sent waves of pleasure crashing through Adriana’s body. Her pulse really started to race as the excitement of having a woman play with her ass kicked in. Adriana was moaning louder and louder. Every so often the woman would suddenly lick hard across the hole and the sensation was gorgeous.
 
    
 
   The woman finally moved back and Adriana lay on the massage table, her chest heaving in excitement. “I better lock the door,” laughed the woman. “Don’t want anyone walking in on us.” Adriana watched as she walked over to the door and closed it. The woman pulled down the blind to provide some privacy and then walked back to the massage table. “Get on your back,” she told the teen girl.
 
    
 
   Adriana didn’t need to be told twice and quickly turned to lie on her back. She squealed and giggled as the woman took hold of her legs and pulled her along the table. The teen girl ended up with her ass perched right at the edge with her legs dangling towards the floor. It was an exciting moment and Adriana could feel her excitement really growing as the woman looked down at her. She reached forward to push her hands under Adriana’s t-shirt and up her body onto her tits. The woman squeezed hard and the teen girl gasped. The feel of the fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her breasts was a huge turn on and Adriana could feel her nipples harden under the touch. The woman gripped the bra cups and pulled them down roughly, releasing Adriana’s tits. The feel of the hands on her naked skin was even better and the woman stroked the palms of her hands across Adriana’s breasts, enjoying the feel of the hard nipples.
 
    
 
   The woman quickly moved to push the t-shirt up and expose the teen girl’s naked tits to her view. She leaned forward and Adriana could feel the weight of the woman’s body push down on her. It brought her face close to Adriana’s tits and she kissed her mouth onto them. Adriana moaned at the gorgeous sensation of the woman’s lips kissing around the smooth skin of her breasts. The woman worked her lips to a nipple and encircled it so that her tongue could lick down onto it. Adriana felt her excitement surge and reaching down grabbed the woman’s head so that she could pull it harder onto her. The woman rapidly flicked her tongue back and forward over the nipple and Adriana arched her back as the pleasure coursed through her body. Moving her mouth from breast to breast, the woman gave attention to both nipples, enjoying the feel of the hardness against her tongue and licking harder and harder as she played.
 
    
 
   Finally wanting more, the woman started to move down Adriana’s body. She planted light kisses on Adriana’s body as she moved lower and the teen girl could feel the fluttering of her skin as the lips brushed across it. When the woman reached the waistband of Adriana’s skirt she straightened up again. The excitement seemed to have caught her and she worked quickly to release the zipper on the skirt and pull it off the teen girl. Adriana was breathing hard and waited for the woman to make her next move. The sight of the teen girl’s panties was gorgeous though and the woman just stood looking at them. She pushed Adriana’s thighs apart and seeing the damp stain on the little white panties seemed to spur her into action. The woman quickly dropped to her knees and moved her head right between the teen girl’s parted thighs.
 
    
 
   Even though she was expecting it, Adriana still gave a start as the lips kissed onto her panties. The woman moaned as she tasted teen pussy and she wiped her mouth across the damp patch on the material, coating her lips in the wetness. She then flicked out her tongue and licked it up and down the outline of the pussy lips. The wetness was making the material of the panties see through and as she moved her head back a little, the woman could clearly see the teen girl’s pussy lips. It made her excitement jump and she was suddenly desperate to get her mouth on the naked flesh. She quickly slid her fingers under the top of the panties and pulled them down. Adriana was breathing hard as she felt her pussy being exposed and she moaned as the woman brought her head forward and kissed onto the naked pussy lips. The sensation of the wetness smearing onto her lips drove the woman a little wild and she started licking hard. The teen girl’s pussy lips opened up under the touch and the woman pushed her tongue as deep as she could inside the wet hole. Adriana jumped as the tongue licked hard against the smooth skin and she arched her back to try and push herself harder against the woman’s mouth.
 
    
 
   The woman slid her hands under Adriana’s ass and lifted it up as she worked her tongue around inside the wet pussy. The teen girl cried out as the excitement rushed through her. She wanted more and urged the woman to lick harder and faster. Adriana got what she asked for as the woman started to flick her tongue rapidly around inside the wet hole. The feel of it working hard inside her pussy made Adriana cry out even louder. She sat up a little so she could watch and it increased the excitement she was feeling. When the woman finally came up for air she was breathing hard and Adriana could see the wetness around her mouth. It was an erotic sight and she pulled the woman up so that she could kiss her. The taste of her own pussy on the woman’s lips was gorgeous and Adriana flicked out her tongue and forced it into the woman’s mouth. The taste of her pussy was stronger on the woman’s tongue and Adriana lapped at it, feeling like a dirty little slut, but not caring.
 
    
 
   Adriana suddenly had a dirty thought and wondered what the woman’s pussy tasted like. She suddenly wanted to find out. Jumping down, she bent the woman face down so that her upper body was resting on the table. Adriana worked her hands around the woman’s midriff and released the zipper and button on her jeans. She quickly pulled them down and ran her hands onto the panties beneath. The teen girl quickly worked her hands to the top of the panties and ripped them down hard, smiling at the gasp that escaped the woman’s lips. Dropping to her knees, Adriana kissed onto the woman’s rounded cheeks and then used her hands to pull them apart. Her attention was initially attracted to the woman’s asshole and she licked across it hard. Adriana wanted to taste pussy though and quickly moved her tongue down. As it slid onto the woman’s pussy lips, Adriana moaned. The slick lips tasted gorgeous and she lapped at the wetness, coating her tongue in it. She forced herself harder against the pussy lips, opening them up and managing to slide the tip of her tongue inside.
 
    
 
   The woman moaned loud. “Finger my ass while you lick, I really love a woman doing that to me,” she told Adriana and the teen girl felt her excitement skyrocket. She had never played with ass before and the sudden thought of doing it was incredibly exciting. The teen girl moved her head back a little and stroked her fingers across the woman’s pussy, coating the tips in wetness. She then stroked her fingertips around the woman’s tight hole, smearing the wetness around it. Adriana did this a couple of times and then started to push her fingertip against the hole. She could feel the resistance to her touch and heard the woman moan. The teen girl pushed harder and could feel the resistance ease a little. She gasped as her fingertip slid just inside the tight hole. It spurred her on to push even harder and slowly her finger began to work inside. The feel of the tightness closing around it was incredible and it made her want to get her finger in deeper. The woman started to push her ass back and suddenly the pressure eased and Adriana moaned as her finger stroked all the way inside the tight hole. She stirred it around, making the woman writhe around on it.
 
    
 
   With her finger pushed deep, Adriana started to lick the woman’s pussy again, forcing her tongue inside and licking it onto the slick pussy walls. The woman writhed harder as the excitement gripped her and she could feel the pressure building in her body. It slowly worked up to breaking point as Adriana played harder and suddenly the woman knew she was going to cum. “Use your finger hard,” she moaned and Adriana quickly started to pump her finger in and out the tight hole. The feel of her ass being finger fucked hard pushed the woman over the edge and an orgasm took hold of her body. She cried out loud as the excitement rolled over her. She writhed in agonized pleasure as her body was set alight and her body shook hard. As the orgasm reached its peak the woman pushed back against the finger in her ass. As it drove in deep she cried out loud as the final shot of excitement rushed through her body and then she flopped down onto the table breathing hard.
 
    
 
   The woman finally stood back up and turning around saw the excitement on Adriana’s face. She pushed the teen girl onto the table on her back and fucked fingers into her pussy. The woman wanted to feel Adriana climax on her fingers and mouth and quickly set about making it happen. Adriana was so excited that that it didn’t take long to push her to the brink of an orgasm. The woman stroked her fingers in and out the teen girl’s pussy hard while she licked her tongue down onto teen clit. Adriana was moaning in ecstasy as the exhilaration rushed through her body and it finally overwhelmed her senses as the orgasm broke inside her. It was the most intense feelings the teen girl had ever experienced and she moaned out loud as the excitement gripped her. Adriana’s body tensed hard and her pussy tightened around the woman’s fingers. It was a moment of pure pleasure that drove her orgasm to a peak that left her gasping hard for breath and trembling. As the orgasm faded, Adriana couldn’t stop shaking and had to lie for a few moments to try and calm herself. The final pleasure of the woman slowly pulling her fingers out ended the fun and Adriana sat up. She smiled at the woman, the sweat dripping from her forehead.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, all I wanted as a tattoo,” giggled Adriana.
 
    
 
   “I hope you’ll want more in future,” replied the woman.
 
    
 
   “What?” teased Adriana. “More tattoos or more dirty sex?”
 
    
 
   The woman grinned. “Both,” she said. “I hope you want both.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Playing with her Friend’s Lesbian Daughter              
 
   Mrs. Carter hung up the phone and turned to her daughter. “OK Angie,” she said. “Grace says you are welcome to stay for the week while I am out of town. She has a spare room you can use and she’ll give you a lift to college every morning. You have to make your own way back in the evening though, but her home isn’t too far from the college.”
 
    
 
   Angie made a face. “I don’t see why I can’t stay here on my own,” she complained.
 
    
 
   “C’mon,” her mother replied a little wearily. “We already talked this over and you know I’m not comfortable with leaving you here on your own. You only just turned 18. Just stay with Grace and be nice. Please, for me.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah OK, OK,” Angie grudgingly said, finally accepting that she wouldn’t be staying on her own. It would have been fun, although in truth the thought of going to stay with Grace was a little exciting. Angie hadn’t seen her for a while, but she knew Grace was an attractive brunette who was around the same age as her mother. When Angie had been younger, Grace had been around her home a lot, although after she got divorced the visits seemed to taper off. Angie’s mother still kept in touch with her friend though and it had led to Angie being offered a bed for a week.
 
    
 
   As the time of her mother’s business tripped neared, Angie could feel her excitement rising. While she liked boys, she’d had the odd flirtation and more with girls and had often fantasized about an older woman. Staying with Grace would give her the chance to be a little teen tease for a week and the anticipation of doing it was exciting. As she finally got ready to go, she made sure she packed her sexiest underwear and skimpiest clothes. Her mother gave her a lift across to Grace’s home on the Sunday night. When they reached the house, Angie was immediately impressed. Grace was obviously doing well for herself by the look of the property and when Angie saw her mother’s friend standing at the door waiting for them, she felt her excitement rising. Grace had kept herself in good shape and was even more gorgeous than Angie remembered. She smiled at Angie’s mother as they approached.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” said Grace turning to Angie. “It’s nice to see you after all this time. You look bigger than I remember, but just as cute.”
 
    
 
   Angie returned the smile. “Thanks,” she laughed. “You still look the same.”
 
    
 
   Grace laughed. “Oh there are a few more lines on my face, but I work hard to keep them at bay.” She turned and had a quick chat with Angie’s mother, who then went back to her car and set off for her trip.
 
    
 
   Grace put her arm around Angie and guided her inside. “C’mon, I’ll show you your room.” They walked to the stairs and Grace went ahead. As she walked behind her, Angie felt her eyes being drawn to the older woman’s ass. The urge to touch it crept over her and she smiled at the thought, a flash of excitement running through her. Angie’s eyes never left the ass until she reached the top of the stairs and Grace led her to a room. “You’re in here,” the older woman said and opened the door of a bedroom. Angie stepped inside and looked around a neatly set out room. She turned to Grace.
 
    
 
   “It’s nice,” Angie said.
 
    
 
   “No bathroom though,” continued Angie. She turned and pointed to the door at the end of the hallway. “You can use that one though. I have an en-suite, so that bathroom is all yours.”
 
    
 
   Angie immediately saw the way to get her teasing started. “Is it OK if I have a bath now?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Grace. “You don’t have to ask though. Just treat the house as if it’s your own. I’ll just go and check that there is shower cream and towels.”
 
 
   Angie closed the bedroom door as Grace walked along to the bathroom. She quickly put her bag on the bed and stripped down to her panties. A few minutes later there was a knock at the door. Angie felt her excitement rising as she went to answer it in only her panties. She held her arm across her naked breasts and saw Grace’s eyes open a little wider at the sight.
 
    
 
   “Here’s a towel,” said Grace, “and there’s shower cream and soap in the bathroom.”
 
    
 
   “OK, thanks,” said Angie. She took the towel from Grace and noticed that the older woman couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away. “I guess I’ll have my bath now,” grinned Angie and Grace finally turned and left. This could be fun, thought Angie as she closed the door. She quickly stripped off her panties and wrapped the towel around her body. Making her way along the hall, Angie went into the bathroom, ran the hot water and then luxuriated in the tub for around an hour. She finally made her way back to the bedroom, dried herself and put on some panties and a short nightdress. She walked downstairs and found Grace sitting watching the TV.
 
    
 
   “Is it OK if I join you?” asked Angie.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Grace and patted the couch beside her. “Come and sit.”
 
    
 
   Angie felt her excitement rising as she sat next to Grace. As she watched the TV she let herself slide down the couch a little and the nightdress rode up her thighs until she had a lot of naked leg on view. She could feel the excitement rushing through her at acting the dirty little tease and wondered if Grace was enjoying the view. The older woman seemed to be concentrating on watching the television although Angie was sure she caught her glancing down occasionally.
 
    
 
   “It’s a nice house,” said Angie to get a conversation going.
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” replied Grace with a grin on her face. “Benefits of a good job and a great divorce settlement.”
 
    
 
   “You never met anyone else since the divorce?” asked Angie.
 
    
 
   “No, I’ve kind of stayed off men to be honest,” laughed Grace. “I’ve had the odd boyfriend, but nothing serious and no plans to chase any man down.”
 
    
 
   Angie giggled. “Maybe you should try a girl instead.”
 
    
 
   Grace laughed louder. “Yeah, maybe they are easier to live with. Don’t really know, I’ve never tried it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh you should,” teased Angie. “They sure as hell know how to make you feel good.”
 
    
 
   Grace narrowed her eyes and turned to the teen girl. “You have tried it by the sounds if it,” she said.
 
    
 
   “I kind of like both,” said Grace. “I prefer boys, but girls can be fun too. Just don’t tell my mother I said that.”
 
    
 
   “She doesn’t know?” asked Grace.
 
    
 
   “That I like girls? No,” said Angie. “It’s not really something to tell your mother.” Angie grinned. “She would freak I think, especially if she knew I fantasized about older women.”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Grace. “You certainly have grown up since I last saw you.”
 
    
 
   Angie giggled. “I thought you saw that when you were staring at my body when you gave me the towel.”
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t staring,” protested Grace.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” teased Angie, “and you aren’t looking at my legs now.”
 
    
 
   Grace couldn’t help looking down and felt a flicker of excitement at the way the teen girl’s nightdress was riding up her thighs to almost reveal her panties. Grace suddenly stood up. “Well I guess I should go to bed,” she quickly said. “I have work tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   Angie slid down the couch a little more and her panties did come into view. Grace found that she couldn’t tear her eyes away. She knew she should get out the room, but the way the teen girl was teasing her was exciting. She didn’t get the chance for some dirty fun that often and suddenly having it offered so blatantly was incredibly sexy. She could feel her heartbeat start to race as the excitement caught her.
 
    
 
   “I’m supposed to be looking after you,” said Grace.
 
    
 
   Angie slid her hand onto her naked thigh and stroked her fingertips over the smooth skin. She saw that Grace’s eyes followed every movement of her hand. “So take care of me then,” grinned Angie. She stroked her hand higher until it slid onto her panties.
 
    
 
   Grace could feel her chest heaving. She was still unsure of what to do. The sight of the teen girl stroking her fingers onto her panties was an erotic sight and she wanted to see more. She finally dropped down in front of Angie and watched as the teen girl stroked her fingers over the soft material between her legs. Angie played for a little while and could feel the dampness leaking onto the front of her panties. She finally bent forward and took hold of Grace’s hand. The older woman didn’t protest as her hand was pulled towards the teen girl’s panties. She let out a soft gasp as her fingers came into contact with the damp material. She gasped louder at the sensual experience of stroking her fingers across the panties and looked up at Angie.
 
    
 
   “Your mother will go nuts if she finds out about this,” she said.
 
    
 
   Angie giggled. “Well I’m not planning to tell her.” She put her hand on top of Grace’s and forced the fingers harder against her panties as she continued talking. “Jeez, your hand feels nice on me.” Grace looked down and felt her own excitement rising. Angie continued to play, making the fingers of the older woman’s hand stroke around on her panties.
 
    
 
   “It feels even nicer on the bare skin,” Angie said. She reached with her free hand and slowly pulled the panties to the side. Grace watched in excitement as the teen girl’s shaved pussy came into view. Angie pushed Grace’s hand onto her naked skin and the released it. Grace could feel the wetness against her fingertips and it drove her excitement higher. The teen girl slid down the couch, forcing her shaved pussy harder against Grace’s hand. It spurred the older woman’s excitement and she was suddenly stroking her fingers up and down the slick pussy lips. It was one of the most exciting things she had ever done and the feel of the smooth skin under her touch was a huge turn on.
 
    
 
   Angie moaned at the sensation of Grace’s fingers sliding over her wet pussy. Her fantasy about being with an older woman was suddenly coming true and she felt the excitement quickly build inside her body. Angie could cum quick when in the mood and the feel of Grace playing with her was certainly putting her in the mood. “Put your fingers in me,” she moaned. “I want to cum on them.”
 
    
 
   Grace forced her fingers harder onto Angie’s pussy lips. She played with herself often, although the touch of her hand on a teen girl’s pussy was so much more exciting. She felt the pussy lips open up and the tips of her fingers suddenly slid over the wetness and just inside the tight hole. Angie groaned as her pussy lips were spread open. The excitement she was feeling made the orgasm rush up on her fast. She tried to hold it back, wanting the thrill of being fingered by an older woman to last as long as possible. She forced herself down the couch and as Grace pushed her fingers forward they slid in deep. Angie let out an excited cry as the fingers slid over the smooth inner skin of her pussy. She felt herself being spread wide and she begged Grace to finger fuck her. The older woman quickly gave her what she wanted and started to pump her fingers in and out. It felt gorgeous and Angie threw her head back and closed her eyes as the pleasure rushed through her body.
 
    
 
   Grace could see how excited the teen girl was and pumped her fingers in and out faster. When she stroked the fingers of her other hand over Angie’s clit it was too much for the teen girl. She arched her back and tensed her body as the familiar onset of an orgasm took hold of her body. Suddenly she was thrashing around as the climax swept through her body. Her pussy was alight and she felt it close hard around the fingers trapped inside. It sent her excitement to a high which left her trembling and gasping for breath. Angie tensed her body again as the climax peaked and then dropped down onto the couch giggling. “Jeez, you do that good,” she said. Grace pulled her fingers out and before she knew what was happening Angie had got up, turned her around and pushed her to sit on the couch. She felt her knees being dragged apart and her pulse really took off as her panties were exposed to the teen girl.
 
    
 
   “Lift your ass,” said Angie and when Grace did the teen girl quickly pushed the skirt up around her waist. Grace squealed as Angie grabbed her legs and pulled her forward so that she was sitting right on the edge of the couch. She leaned back and rested her head on the back of the seat as Angie moved between her legs. The teen girl looked up at her. “Just enjoy,” she said.
 
    
 
   Angie looked down at the older woman’s panties and could see the wet stain on them. Playing with teen pussy had obviously turned her on and Angie suddenly wanted to taste. Grace watched Angie’s head duck between her open thighs and she moaned as the teen girl licked her tongue onto her panties. It was the first time she had ever had a girl play with her and she was amazed at the excitement it gave her. The nerve endings in her body were alive and every touch of the teen girl’s tongue sent waves of pleasure rushing through her. Angie forced her tongue hard against the panties, the taste of the older woman’s pussy driving her wild. While she enjoyed being played with, Angie always got extra pleasure from making a woman cum. She loved to play with pussy and the excitement of having her head between an older woman’s parted thighs was adding to the thrill. As she licked she tried to open up Grace’s pussy lips and force the silky, soft material of her panties in between. It was an incredible turn on and she played for while before wanting more. She got Grace to lift her ass from the couch and worked fingers under material of her panties. Angie’s excitement surged as the older woman’s naked pussy started to come into view. She pulled the panties down slowly, taking her time to enjoy the fun. 
 
    
 
   When Grace’s pussy was fully in view though, she quickly pulled the panties down to the older woman’s ankles and off. She moved her face close enough to the naked pussy that Grace could feel the teen girl’s hot breath on it. Angie just looked at the pussy, her excitement growing. She slid her fingers onto the smooth skin either side of the pink slit and slowly pulled it open. The sight of the wet hole opening up in front of her eyes was gorgeous and she moved forward to lick her tongue around it. The touch of the tongue was electric for Grace and she moaned loud at the pleasure it gave her. Angie licked harder, teasing her tongue around the pussy entrance, before sliding it inside. The taste and smell of Grace filled her senses and it drove Angie’s excitement higher. She pushed her tongue inside hard and felt the wetness coat it as she licked it against the slick inner walls of Grace’s pussy. Angie burrowed her tongue in deep and felt Grace lift her hips to force herself onto it. She swirled the tongue around, making Grace moan louder and louder, the excitement obviously driving her wild. Angie pulled out her tongue and knew how to drive Grace even wilder. She licked her tongue up onto the older woman’s clit and Grace felt the shock as the excitement rushed through her. She was breathing heavily and her heartbeat was racing hard.
 
    
 
   Angie gently slid her tongue back and forth over Grace’s clit, and then every few strokes licked down harder. The older woman arched her back as the thrill of the touch ran through her. As Grace’s ass lifted from the couch, Angie quickly worked a finger between the older woman’s ass cheeks and stroked it hard over the tight hidden hole. The touch made Grace jump and she wanted more. She kept her ass raised, so that Angie could play with the tight hole and the sensation of the finger on her asshole and tongue on her clit quickly worked her towards a climax. Angie finally stroked her hand onto Grace’s pussy lips and worked her fingertips around the wet opening. The sense of anticipation sent a surge of excitement through Grace and she waited for the fingers to be fucked in. Angie kept her waiting, teasing her fingers around the older woman’s pussy entrance to drive her wild. Grace started begging for the release of a climax. The pleasure in her body was building to an unbearable level and she wanted to feel the orgasm take hold of her.
 
    
 
   Finally, as the begging became desperate, Angie suddenly fucked her fingers in hard and deep. Grace gasped at the sudden feel of her pussy lips being spread wide open and she pushed herself against the fingers as they played around inside her. Angie started to fuck her fingers in and out hard, loving the sound of the moans Grace was making. She worked her fingers in harder and faster until Grace was being driven wild with desire. The older woman was writhing hard on the fingers, but suddenly stopped moving, her body tensing as she reached the brink of a climax. Angie sensed that Grace was going to cum and fucked her fingers in deep. Grace cried out as the orgasm crashed down onto her hard. She could feel the pleasure build as her pussy tightened around the fingers and then it spread through her body quickly until she was gasping to catch her breath. It was one of the most intense orgasms she had experienced and she continued to cry out as it worked to a gorgeous peak from which she didn’t want to come down. The pleasure finally faded though and Grace slowly sank back onto the couch.
 
    
 
   “Told you a girl would make out feel good,” giggled Angie as she pulled her fingers out.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, you’re not kidding,” laughed Grace as her body started to relax and come down from the high of the orgasm.
 
    
 
   “And we have a whole week of it,” grinned Angie as Grace looked down at her.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, I think I will be exhausted by the end of this week,” said Grace.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, exhausted but happy,” giggled Angie. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Playing Dirty in the Gym Showers
 
   Diane’s eyes opened wide as she looked around the gym and saw so many different pieces of equipment. Jeez, she thought, this place looks like a torture chamber. The gym assistant had to hold in a laugh as she turned to say something and saw the look on Diane’s face.
 
    
 
   “It’s not that bad is it?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I won’t know where to start,” said Diane. “I didn’t realize gyms had so much equipment in them.”
 
    
 
   “Well, the membership fee includes for a trainer on your first three visits,” continued the assistant. “They will take you through the equipment, show you how it works and give advice on the best pieces to use for your training regime.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” replied Diane. “That will certainly help.”
 
    
 
   “C’mon, I’ll show you the changing room,” said the assistant. Diane followed her as she walked to a nearby door. Stepping inside, Diane saw rows and rows of lockers and could hear showers running. “No one is allocated a locker,” the assistant continued. “It’s first come, first served so you just pick any free locker when you turn up to train.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Diane. She looked around and could see a few women getting themselves ready. They were in various states of undress and Diane couldn’t keep her eyes from those that were wearing less. There were a few in bra and panties and she enjoyed the sight of their toned, attractive bodies. 
 
    
 
   As a teenager, Diane had found that she was more attracted to women and that had never changed. I think I might like the gym she suddenly thought as she looked at the women in the changing room and a smile crossed her lips. The assistant led her across to the shower room. When she looked inside she could see individual shower cubicles against one wall, but there were also open showerheads against another. One woman was using these and Diane’s eyes immediately dropped to the woman’s naked ass. Nice she thought, but the assistant had already turned away and Diane followed.
 
    
 
   “So what do you think?” the assistant asked as she led Diane back out into the main gym area again.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think I will join.” Diane replied. As she closed in on the age of 40, she had decided that she needed to do something to get a little fitter. Diane had tried jogging and swimming, but found them a little repetitive and boring. Now she had decided to give the gym a chance. The assistant led her to an office and Diane went through the formalities of signing up. Within half an hour she was the gyms newest member and arranged for her first training session a couple of days later.
 
    
 
   Time passed quickly and it wasn’t long before Diane found herself following a trainer as she was taken around the equipment in the gym for the first time. The trainer had her work out on various pieces, showing her how to use them and explaining the muscles that they trained. After an hour or so Diane could feel the ache in her limbs. She finished on a rowing machine and as the last few seconds of her workout ticked down she could feel the exhaustion taking over her body. She finally thanked the trainer and made her way back to the changing room. Diane had come to the gym mid-morning and had found it was fairly empty, with only a few others going through their paces. She lay down on the bench in front of her locker and tried to relax. Her breathing finally came back under control and she sat up.
 
    
 
   Hearing the door of the changing room open, Diane looked up. A beautiful teen girl walked in and moved over to a locker. The girl had a gorgeous body, slim but with curves in all the right places and Diane couldn’t help watching her. The girl quickly stripped down to her bra and panties and Diane felt a flicker of excitement. Wrapping a towel around her body, the teen girl then reached underneath to remove the panties and bra. It was a sexy sight and Diane couldn’t tear her eyes away. She felt the flicker of excitement in her body grow and watched as the girl walked over to the shower room.
 
    
 
   Diane stood up, quickly stripped her gym clothes off and wrapped a towel around her naked body. As she moved towards the shower room she hoped that the teen girl was using the open showers. She wasn’t disappointed and her eyes opened wide as she saw the teen girl in her full naked glory. The girl had her back to Diane as she showered and was soaping her back. Diane just stood and watched as the teen girl worked the soap down her back until her hands reached her ass. Watching the girl stroking soap over the rounded cheeks was a thrill and Diane could feel her excitement rising. As the teen girl turned a little, Diane realized she couldn’t just stand staring and quickly moved to take off her towel and hang it up on a hook. She stepped under the nearest open showerhead and switched it on. The pounding water felt good on her aching muscles and she closed her eyes to enjoy the sensation for a few seconds. When she opened them again she could see the teen girl staring at her. Diane smiled and the teen girl flushed a little.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” the girl said. “I didn’t mean to stare, but you have a really nice body.”
 
    
 
   Diane laughed. “It’s OK I guess,’ she said. “But it doesn’t compare with yours. You are really gorgeous.”
 
    
 
   The girl flushed a little more. “Thanks,” she said. “I work out a lot to keep in shape. I find it hard work, but it’s worth it in the end.”
 
    
 
   Diane laughed again. “This is my first time at the gym, so I have some way to go to catch up with you.”
 
    
 
   The teen girl giggled, her eyes still roaming over the older woman’s body. She stared between Diane’s legs and seemed about to say something, but then stopped herself.
 
    
 
   Diane looked down at her shaved pussy and wondered if that was what had grabbed the girl’s attention. “Don’t you shave?” she asked the girl.
 
    
 
   “Thought about it, but never really done it,” the girl answered. “It looks really sexy though. Does it feel nice?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” replied Diane. “You should definitely try.”
 
    
 
   “I’d be scared I would cut myself,” laughed the girl.
 
    
 
   Diane felt her excitement grow. “What you need is someone to do it for you. It’s a lot easier than trying to do it yourself, especially the first time.” The thrill running through her at the thought of shaving the teenage girl’s pussy was a huge turn on and Diane could hear the excitement in her own voice as she carried on talking. “I have a razor in my bag if you want to try it.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” exclaimed the girl and quickly agreed to let Diane shave her.
 
    
 
   Diane got out from under the shower, wrapped the towel around her body and quickly went to retrieve the razor and some shaving cream she had in her bag. When she returned she beckoned the teenage girl over to one of the cubicles. “It will be more private to do it in here,” she said. The girl stepped inside the cubicle and Diane closed the curtain then took the showerhead down and got on her knees. The teen girl turned on the faucet and Diane directed the water at her pussy. She could feel her excitement rising at being so close to the naked teen girl and had the sudden urge to lean forward and kiss her pussy. She controlled her excitement though and putting the showerhead down got some shaving cream on her hand. A shiver ran up Diane’s spine as she stroked the shaving cream between the teen girls leg and covered her pussy. The feel of her fingers stroking across the smooth skin was a turn on and she took longer than she really needed to so that she could enjoy the sensation. When she looked up she could see the teen girl watching intently and her chest seemed to be heaving as the excitement of what was happening caught hold of her.
 
    
 
   Diane picked up the razor and gently stroked it across the teen girl’s skin. She followed the stroke of the razor with the fingers of her other hand and could feel how soft the shaved skin felt. It heightened Diane’s excitement and she slowly worked around the girl’s pussy to shave it bare. Picking up the showerhead, Diane rinsed the skin clean and then covered it with shaving cream again. She shaved the girl’s pussy for a second time, her excitement increasing as she continued to stroke her fingers across the smooth skin. When she rinsed the teen girl’s pussy again, Diane moved her head closer to get a better view. It looked gorgeous and she couldn’t help kissing onto the smooth skin. Diane heard the gasp that escaped the girl’s lips and kissed harder.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez that feels nice,” moaned the teen girl and Diane moved her lips around caressing the shaved skin gently. She moved her head back a little and grabbing the teenage girl’s hand, stroked the fingers over the smooth skin. The girl moaned a little louder and Diane wondered if anyone could hear. The gym had been pretty empty when she had been training, but she guessed there was still a chance that she could be caught playing with the teen girl’s pussy. It added to the excitement and as Diane watched the girl’s fingers stroke over the smooth skin her excitement surged. She finally pulled the girl’s hand away and moved forward again. This time she flicked out her tongue and licked it onto the skin. At first she could taste the hint of shaving cream, but as she forced the teen girl’s legs apart and slid her tongue in between her thighs, she got the taste of pussy. Diane went wild for it. She had been with a few women in her life, but they had always been around the same age as her. The excitement of licking teen pussy was something special. She moved back a little and looked up at the girl.
 
    
 
   “What age are you?” Diane asked.
 
    
 
   “Old enough,” the girl grinned. “I turned 18 around six months ago.”
 
    
 
   Fuck, thought Diane, the chance to play with a dirty little 18 year old girl and a thrill shot through her. She quickly worked her tongue back between the girl’s thighs and licked onto the smooth skin of the shaved pussy. The taste filled her mouth again and she worked her tongue hard against the teen girl’s pussy lips, trying to force them open. She slid her hands up the girl’s inner thighs and used her fingers to help open up the pink slit. The sight of the wet pussy entrance was gorgeous and Diane worked to get her tongue inside. She was breathing hard and could feel the wetness from the girl covering her tongue as she lapped at the smooth skin.
 
    
 
   The excitement coursing through her body made the teen girl’s knees start to buckle. She leaned back against the wall of the cubicle and opened her legs wider. Diane licked inside the wet pussy hard before moving back a little so that she could tease her fingers around the entrance. The teen girl moaned loud as the fingers were pushed inside. She could feel her pussy lips being stretched wide and slid down the wall a little so that the fingers pushed deeper inside her. When they were fucked all the way in, Diana worked them around, loving the feel of her fingertips rubbing against the smooth walls of the pussy. The teen girl’s chest was heaving harder and harder as her excitement grew and she urged Diane to use her like a little slut, wanting to feel the fingers fucking into her. Diane gave her what she wanted and started to stroke her fingers in and out, softly at first, but gradually increasing the tempo until her fingers were flashing in and out. Diane used her fingers hard and fast and could feel the teen girl’s body trembling in excitement as she played with pussy. She didn’t want the fun to be over too quickly though and eventually pulled her fingers out.
 
    
 
   Standing up, Diane put the showerhead back on its mounting so that the water cascaded down over her and the girl. She stood watching the water running over the girl’s tits and it pushed her excitement higher. She grabbed a bar of soap and lathered up her hands before stroking them onto the teen girl’s tits. She could immediately feel how hard the nipples were and stroked the palms of her hands back and forth over them, covering them in soap. It was a gorgeous sensation and by the moans escaping her lips, the teen girl seemed to be really enjoying the touch of Diane’s hands. Her knees were still weak and weakening further by the second as the hands stroked and squeezed her breasts. Diane pulled back and watched as the cascading water rinsed the soap from the tits. She waited until all the soap was gone and then bent her head down to the gorgeous breasts and kissed onto them. The teen girl grabbed Diane’s head and pulled it onto her hard. Diane worked her lips around the soft skin of the breasts, eventually moving her mouth to encircle a nipple. She sucked on it, hardening it even more, before flicking her tongue rapidly back and forth over it. The sensation of the hardness on her tongue was exciting and she moved her head to do the same to the other nipple.
 
    
 
   Diane finally moved back again and when she saw the expression of excitement on the teen girl’s face moved forward to kiss her. As they kissed, Diane pushed her body hard against the teen girl and could feel her breasts pressed against the smooth skin. She kissed harder and could feel the girl’s heartbeat racing. She suddenly wanted to play with shaved pussy again and the teen girl gasped as Diane broke the kiss, grabbed her by the hips and spun her around. She leaned her hands onto the wall of the shower cubicle as Diane sank to her knees. The sight of the gorgeous ass so close to her face drove Diane wild and she kissed her lips all over it. The teen girl pushed back against the kisses and felt Diane flick out her tongue and lick the smooth skin of the rounded cheeks. The tongue then traced from the top of the butt crease lower and Diane forced it between the teen girl’s ass cheeks so that it licked onto the tight hidden hole. The teen girl squealed at the sensation and her heartbeat quickened even more. She had never had her asshole played with before and couldn’t believe the pure pleasure it caused to rush through her body. She pushed back against the tongue trying to force it harder against the hole and increase the pleasure.
 
    
 
   Diane played with the teen girl’s asshole for a while, slowly forcing her legs further apart as she continued to lick. She eventually started to slide her tongue lower until she got it between the teen girl’s thighs again and worked it up and down the slick pussy lips. As she licked, she worked a finger to the girl’s asshole and pushed against it until the fingertip slipped inside. The girl moaned in pleasure at the sensation of her asshole being opened up and pushed back against the finger. Diane licked harder at the girl’s pussy lips and worked her tongue inside. The teen girl’s excitement grew as her pussy and ass were played with and she was suddenly struggling to catch her breath. As her excitement grew, she pushed back harder against the finger and felt the gorgeous sensation of it sliding in deeper.
 
    
 
   As Diane felt the tightness closing around her finger, her own excitement increased and it made her lick harder into the tight, shaved pussy. The feel of the smooth skin against her lips was heaven and she worked her tongue harder and faster. The teen girl was going wild at being used like a dirty little slut and could feel the pleasure building in her body to the point of a climax. She threw her head back and could feel the water pounding down onto her breasts. It added to the excitement and as she pushed back to force the finger all the way inside her tight hole, the excitement overwhelmed her. She was suddenly gasping and writhing as the orgasm took hold of her. Diane sensed the girl’s excitement bursting and licked harder. She quickly pushed her free hand between the teen girl’s legs and stroked her fingers over the hard clit. The feel of the fingers brushing over her erect little nub pushed the girl’s excitement to fever pitch and she cried out as the orgasm peaked, sending wakes of pleasure rushing through her. The teen girl continued to cry out until the pleasure finally started to fade and her body calmed down again.
 
    
 
   Diane laughed as she pulled off the girl. “Fuck, I hope no one is listening to us,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” said the teen girl. “You made me feel so good I couldn’t help myself.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be sorry,” said Diane. “This is the sexiest think I have ever done.”
 
    
 
   “You and me both,” giggled the teen girl. “I hope it’s not the one and only time though. I want to feel that excitement again.”
 
    
 
   “You will,” Diane said with a grin. “I plan to be at the gym a lot from now on. The chance to play with a sexy girl like you is something I’m not going to miss out on.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Fucked by the Lesbian Masseuse
 
   Janine looked at the clock on the wall. It was almost nine o’clock in the evening and she was still sitting at her desk. Jeez, I need to try and relax she thought. Sitting in her office until late every night was crazy, but she knew she had to get her work finished and seemed to be getting into the bad habit of working late every evening. Janine stood up and stretched, feeling her muscles creaking in protest. The words of her friend came back to her.
 
    
 
   “You need to visit a spa or get yourself a massage,” Helen had said. She had given Janine the number of a good masseuse she knew along with express instructions that she should call her as soon as possible. Janine had put the number in her bag and forgotten all about it. As she stood stretching in her office, the idea of a massage sounded good. She quickly searched in her bag and found the business card of the masseuse. The address wasn’t too far from Janine’s office and she debated whether or not to call. She started to put the card away, but suddenly thought if she didn’t call straight away she probably never would. Before she could change her mind, Janine picked up the phone and dialed the number. The call was answered on the second ring and a soft voice said hello.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, hi,” started Janine. “My friend gave me your card and recommended that I should come along for a massage.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said the voice when Janine didn’t say anything further. “Did you have a particular time and date in mind.”
 
    
 
   Janine laughed. “No, not really,” she replied. “It was kind of a spur of the moment decision to call. I’m still in my office and feeling a little stressed and tired and the thought of a massage at some point suddenly appealed to me.”
 
    
 
   The masseuse laughed also. “Well how about right now?” she said. “You sound as if you need some urgent attention to help you relax.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” Janine said. “I wasn’t really thinking of right now.”
 
    
 
   “OK, well it’s up to you,” continued the masseuse. “I’m free if you want to come around now or you could arrange for a more convenient time that suits you better.”
 
    
 
   Janine stood debating what to do. She had been chained to her desk since around eight o’clock that morning and her muscles ached. A massage sounded nice and finally making up her mind she decided to finish work for the day and take up the offer of a massage right away. “OK,” she said. “I think I will come around now if that’s OK.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, that’s fine” said the masseuse. She quickly took Janine through the cost of the services she offered. Janine opted for just a straight massage and told the woman she would probably arrive within half and hour. She finally hung up, tidied her desk and left the office. It took Janine a little longer than she thought to find the home of the masseuse and it was almost 9.45pm when she finally rang the bell. The door opened quickly and a pretty young woman invited her inside.
 
    
 
   “Everything’s ready,” said the masseuse and led Janine up the stairs and into a room with a bed and a massage table. Janine looked around and was impressed. The room was neatly decorated in soft pastel colors and there were scented candles flickering in the semi-darkness. The smell of lavender filled the air. Janine immediately felt herself relax a little.
 
    
 
   “This is nice,” she said, smiling at the young woman.
 
    
 
   The masseuse returned the smile and Janine saw how pretty it made her face look. “Lavender is supposed to be good for relaxation and stress relief,” the masseuse said. “I thought you might like it.” She pointed to a door on the other side of the room. “You can get changed in there. I hung a robe up for you to wear. You can have a shower first if you like. There’s soap in the shower cubicle and I hung out some towels as well.”
 
    
 
   “OK,’ said Janine and moved across to the door. She walked into the bathroom and the idea of a shower was appealing. She quickly stripped naked, stepped under the showerhead and turned the faucet. The hot water felt nice on her aching muscles and she stood and let the water pound her body. Finally deciding to get out, Janine dried herself and put on the robe. Jeez, its short enough she thought and looking at herself in the bathroom mirror saw that a lot of her legs were on show. She moved back through the door and saw the young woman sitting on the bed waiting for her.
 
    
 
   “Just loosen the robe and get on the massage table face down,” the masseuse instructed, “and I can get started.” Janine did as she was asked and felt the masseuse pull the robe from her shoulders and down her back to the top of her ass. The young woman was obviously well trained in the art of massage and as soon as her hands moved onto Janine’s neck and shoulders, she could feel the ache in her muscles easing. The masseuse moved her hands slowly down Janine’s back, kneading the muscles and working her way lower. She massaged down to the top of Janine’s ass and then back up to her shoulders and neck again.
 
    
 
   The masseuse then moved down to Janine’s feet and worked on the soles, digging her fingers in hard.  Janine could feel the pleasure the hands of the masseuse was giving her and as the fingers slowly moved higher up her legs the pleasure increased. As the masseuse reached the hem of the robe she pushed it higher so that she could work on the naked skin of Janine’s thighs. By the time she had finished the first stage of the massage all that was left covered was Janine’s ass. Grabbing a bottle of oil, the masseuse squeezed some onto her hands and started to work it into Janine’s skin.
 
    
 
   “This will do wonders for your skin,” she said. “But the scent is also relaxing.” Janine only murmured in response enjoying the feel of the oil being caressed into her skin. The masseuse lifted the robe from Janine’s ass, leaving her completely naked and worked the oil into the rounded cheeks. Janine felt a little awkward, but the sensation of the hands on her ass also sent a flash of excitement running through her. She couldn’t help a gasp escaping her lips and the masseuse giggled.
 
    
 
   “If you think that feels nice. There is plenty more I could do to relax you,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, not sure,” laughed Janine. “I think I will stick with just the massage.”
 
    
 
   The masseuse giggled again. “That’s a shame,” she said. “You have such a nice body.” She turned to a table and picked up a vibrating hand massager and switched it on. Janine moaned as the massager was stroked slowly up and down her spine. The sensation was gorgeous and the initial flash of excitement she had felt suddenly grew as the vibrations coursed through her body. The masseuse worked the hand massager all over Janine’s back and down onto her ass. She stroked the massager over the rounded cheeks and then pushed a little harder so that it stroked between Janine’s ass cheeks and onto her tight hole.
 
    
 
   Janine was going to stop her, but as the gorgeous sensation of the vibrations ran into her ass she decided to go with what was happening and just enjoy it. The masseuse giggled as Janine let her play. She knew how to make a woman feel good and set about playing with Janine to see how far she would be allowed to go. She forced the hand massage harder against Janine’s asshole and stroked it back and forth. She then stroked her free hand onto the rounded cheeks and worked her fingers around, enjoying the sensation of her fingertips stroking over the smooth skin. She eventually pulled the massager away and kissed down onto the rounded cheeks. Janine moaned at the pleasure running through her. Her excitement increased at the fact that it was a young woman playing with her. It was a new experience for Janine and the masseuse certainly seemed to know the right buttons to push to make her feel good.
 
    
 
   “Turn over,” the masseuse finally said.
 
    
 
   Janine hesitated, not sure how far she wanted things to go, but excitement and curiosity finally won the day and she rolled over onto her back. Exposing her naked breasts and pussy to the young woman was an incredible thrill and her excitement increased as she saw the lust written all over the face of the masseuse. The young woman switched the hand massager back on and pulling Janine’s thighs a little apart, stroked the device onto her inner thigh. Janine could feel her pulse really start to race as the hand massager was worked up her leg. The feeling of the vibrations running up her thigh and into her pussy was gorgeous and she parted her legs wider. When the hand massager was stroked onto her pussy lips, Janine couldn’t help the moans that escaped her lips. The moans got louder as the device was stroked up and down and each time it reached the top of her pussy lips the masseuse would push it down hard onto her clit.
 
    
 
   The masseuse looked down at Janine’s breasts and felt her excitement rise. She leant her head down and felt her heartbeat racing as she worked her lips around a nipple. Sucking it into her mouth, the masseuse felt it harden under the touch of her tongue and she started to go a little wild. She sucked hard, at the same time keeping the hand massager working on Janine’s pussy. The sensation was driving Janine crazy and she lifted her hips to push herself harder against the hand massager, feeling the vibrations rushing through her body. The masseuse worked her mouth from breast to breast, enjoying the touch of her lips on the soft skin and hard nipples. She suddenly had the desire to taste pussy though and started to kiss lower. Janine held her breath in anticipation as the lips of the masseuse worked over her midriff and neared her pussy. The breath came out in a rush when she felt the kiss on her pussy lips.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, that’s so nice,” she moaned. Janine looked down to see the masseuse staring up at her and the wetness glistening on the young woman’s lips gave her an incredible thrill. She wanted to kiss the masseuse, but at the same time wanted to feel her lips between her legs. The masseuse bent her head back down and Janine could feel the young woman’s mouth working up and down her pussy lips. It was a gorgeous sensation and Janine was suddenly gasping for breath as the excitement really took hold of her. The masseuse flicked out her tongue and gently traced it along the pink slit. She slid it up and down, slowly increasing the pressure to try and open the pussy lips up. It started to work and she could feel her tongue gliding over the smooth inner skin of Janine’s pussy as her tongue worked inside. The excitement rushed through the masseuse as her tongue burrowed deeper and Janine suddenly felt her licking hard. The feel of the tongue inside her pussy was gorgeous and she moaned out loud. The masseuse looked up at her again and Janine urged the young woman to kiss her.  She got her wish and the feel of the wet lips on her mouth as the masseuse did kiss her was an incredibly exciting moment. Janine broke the kiss and licked her tongue over the young woman’s lips tasting the wetness of her pussy on them. Oh jeez, this is so slutty she thought, but the excitement pushed her on and she couldn’t control her impulses.
 
    
 
   The masseuse finally moved back and stepped over to a nearby cabinet. She quickly pulled a few items from a drawer and moved back to the side of the table. Janine saw her attach something to the end of her finger and as the buzzing started realized it was a clitoral stimulator. The masseuse stroked the finger onto Janine’s pussy and she gave a start as she felt the vibrations start to run into her body. Working her finger around, the young woman stroked the stimulator over the smooth skin around Janine’s pussy. As she moved it onto the top of her pussy lips, Janine almost jumped up at the gorgeous feel of the stimulator being stroked onto her clit. She moaned out loud as the finger was stroked back and forth, the vibrations of the stimulator bringing the clit out of its hood. Janine moved up to rest on her elbows so that she could look down and saw the excitement on the face of the masseuse as she worked the clitoral stimulator over the little erect nub. The pleasure that rushed through Janine’s body made her writhe on the massage table and each time the masseuse lifted her finger, Janine begged her for more. She could feel the excitement slowly building towards a climax, but the masseuse seemed to know just when to lay off to keep Janine’s excitement at a gorgeous high without making her climax.
 
    
 
   When the masseuse finally moved back, Janine watched in excitement as she picked up a vibrator. The young woman switched the sex toy on and as Janine heard the buzzing her excitement surged. The feel of the vibrator being stroked up and down her pussy lips was incredible and she lay back and opened her legs wide. The masseuse teased her with the vibrator, sliding it along her pussy lips and pushing just the tip in and out. It drove her excitement higher and higher and Janine was soon begging for the vibrator to be fucked into her. The masseuse continued to tease though, making Janine plead desperately for the sex toy to be stroked inside her wet pussy.
 
    
 
   The masseuse giggled as she teased and played with Janine. She made her roll onto her front again. Janine squealed as the masseuse grabbed her legs and pulled her down the table so that her hips were at the edge and her legs dropped down towards the floor. The masseuse moved close behind her and stroked the vibrator onto her ass. Janine felt the sex toy being forced between her ass cheeks and around the rim of her asshole. As the tip of the vibrator was stroked around her asshole, Janine cried out in excitement. The cries got louder as the vibrator stroked onto her tight hole. The feel of the vibrations running inside her ass was exciting and Janine pushed herself back against the toy. The hard tip opened her asshole a little and Janine wanted it inside. The masseuse had other ideas though and slid it down onto the slick pussy lips. She worked it up and down to make Janine beg for it again and this time didn’t just tease. As Janine continued to force herself back, the masseuse pushed the vibrator inside the wet hole so that in one long stroke it fucked in deep.
 
    
 
   Janine let out a long, low groan as she finally felt the vibrator fill her wet hole. She circled her hips to work the sex toy around inside her and feeling the vibrations against the slick inner skin of her pussy drove her closer to a climax. The masseuse started to fuck the vibrator in and out. She worked in long slow strokes to begin with and Janine could feel the full length of the vibrator fucking deep into her pussy. The strokes got shorter and faster as the excitement caught the masseuse and she began to really fuck the vibrator into the tight pussy hard and fast. Janine started squealing at the pleasure she was experiencing. She was gasping for breath and her body was set alight by the attention her pussy was getting. As the vibrator continued to work into her fast, Janine finally felt herself arrive at the brink of an orgasm. She urged the masseuse to fuck the vibrator in deep and it finally pushed her over the edge. She cried out as the orgasm gripped her. The sensation started deep in the center of her pussy and slowly spread out through her body. It was a gorgeous experience and the excitement that rushed through her made her cry out louder and louder. The masseuse stroked a finger between Janine’s ass cheeks and over her tight hole and it was the final thrill that pushed the orgasm to a peak of ecstasy. Janine felt her body tense up as the orgasm hit its high and pushed herself back onto the vibrator in her pussy and finger playing with her asshole. She moaned as the intense feelings finally passed and felt the gorgeous afterglow rush through her body. The relaxation felt wonderful and she sighed.
 
    
 
   “Is that the massage over then? she teased the masseuse as she stood up and turned around.
 
    
 
   “Only until the next time you visit,” the young woman answered.
 
    
 
   Janine laughed. “You sound sure I’ll come back.”
 
    
 
   “Do you feel relaxed?” asked the masseur.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez yeah,” answered Janine. “My body feels wonderful and I think I will sleep well tonight.”
 
    
 
   “You’ll come back,” teased the masseur.
 
    
 
   Janine grinned. “I think you could be right. If this is the service you provide every time, I think I will be back a lot.”
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Fucked by a Lesbian Couple
 
   Jessica heard the doorbell ringing as she was carrying yet another box across her bedroom. She looked at her reflection in the wardrobe mirror and saw her bedraggled appearance. Nice time for visitors, she thought. She had only moved into the apartment the day before and was still trying to sort out her belongings. Jessica considered ignoring the doorbell and carrying on with unpacking boxes, but when the ringing sounded again she decided she better answer it. She dropped the box on the bed, wiped the sweat from her face with the back of her sleeve and pushed the hair back from her forehead. That’ll have to do she thought and walked to the door. She opened it to find a couple of older women standing waiting. They looked to be in their mid 30s, probably around ten years or so older than Jessica.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” said one of the women cheerfully. “We saw that you had moved in next door to us and just wanted to say hello.”
 
    
 
   “Oh hi, it’s nice to meet you,” replied Jessica. “Umm…, come on in. The place is still a bit of a mess, but its coming together.” The women stepped in the door and Jessica led them through to the lounge and cleared a place for them to sit. “Would you like a coffee?” she offered.
 
    
 
   The woman grinned and held up a bottle of wine. “Do you have any glasses?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Jessica smiled. “I’ll go see if I have unpacked them.” She stepped through to the kitchen and quickly searched around for some wine glasses. Finally finding them, she picked up three and walked back to the lounge. When she returned, Jessica introduced herself and found out that the two women were Katy and Simone.
 
    
 
   Katy set about unscrewing the top of the wine and poured three glasses of wine. “So how’s the move going,” she asked.
 
    
 
   Jessica laughed. “Slowly to be honest, I can’t believe how much junk I have.”
 
    
 
   “We were the same when we moved in,” replied Simone. “It took us a few weeks to get everything to our liking.”
 
    
 
   “I think I will be the same,” Jessica laughed. “So how did you two end up sharing?”
 
    
 
   The two women looked at each other and then turned their gaze back to Jessica. “Fell in love,” they said in unison and grinned.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” said Jessica, a little embarrassed that she hadn’t realized the two women were together as a couple. “Sorry I wasn’t trying to pry.”
 
    
 
   “That’s OK,” laughed Simone. “Some people get surprised by it. So what about you? No significant other in your life.”
 
    
 
   “Not really,” sighed Jessica. “A few casual boyfriends have come and gone recently, but nothing serious.”
 
    
 
   “Aww, poor you,” said Katy with a grin on her face. “If you need some comfort just come next door.”
 
    
 
   Jessica saw the look that passed between the two women. She had never really known any lesbians before and was suddenly intrigued, wondering what they had meant by giving her a little comfort. Jessica assumed they were just being friendly, but the look that had passed between them said more. The three women continued to chat and drink the wine until Katy and Simone finally got up to leave. “If there’s anything we can help with, don’t hesitate to come around and ask,” said Katy.
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” replied Jessica and watched as the two women left. Over the next few days Jessica concentrated on unpacking boxes and getting settled into her apartment. She occasionally saw Katy and Simone in the hallway and would always stop to chat. They were certainly a friendly pair and seemed to take a shine to her. When Jessica got an invite to join them for dinner one evening, she felt a little flicker of excitement. She had always gone out with men, although had occasionally fantasized about women. As she walked next door, she wondered what was going to happen. Probably just dinner and a chat, but Jessica couldn’t shake the idea that the two women might want something more. She composed herself as she raised her finger to the doorbell.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you’re here,” said Simone when she opened the door and motioned for Jessica to come inside. “The food is nearly ready. Katy is in the lounge with a glass of wine for you, so just enjoy and I’ll shout when the food is ready.”
 
    
 
   Jessica stepped into the lounge and was handed her first glass of wine and it started an evening of drinking. She enjoyed the meal and coffee and eventually found herself back in the lounge, sitting with yet another glass of wine in her hand. Jessica could feel her head spinning a little at the amount of alcohol she had drank and giggled. “If you two were men, I would swear you were trying to get me drunk.”
 
    
 
   Simone laughed. “It’s not only men that try that trick,” she teased.
 
    
 
   The alcohol made Jessica say more than she normally would have and the question popped out of her mouth before she could stop it. “Don’t you miss being with a man?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Katy grinned. “No not really. There’s nothing they’ve got that we need.”
 
    
 
   Jessica giggled again. “I can think of one big thing I would miss.”
 
    
 
   The two women looked at each other and grinned. “Oh you don’t need a man for that,” said Simone. “There are plenty of options out there.”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” said Jessica.
 
    
 
   The women laughed louder and walked across to Jessica. “C’mon we’ll show you,” They each grabbed one of her hands and hauled her out of the seat. Jessica felt herself being pulled out of the lounge, along the hallway and into a bedroom. She felt her excitement rise and wondered what was about to happen. The two women guided Jessica over to the bed and made her sit. Katy went to the wardrobe, picked up a bag and brought it over to where Jessica was sitting. She tipped out the contents and Jessica’s eyes opened wide. The two women laughed.
 
    
 
   “This is our little fun collection,” Simone said. She sat on the bed and picked up a vibrator. Jessica watched as the older woman ran her fingers along the shaft of the sex toy.
 
    
 
   “And what about this?” laughed Katy. She picked up a sexy schoolgirl outfit and held it against her body.
 
    
 
   “Oh you’re too old for that,” teased Simone. “It would look much better on a younger woman.” She turned to look at Jessica.
 
    
 
   “Oh no,” laughed Jessica. “I’m not wearing that. Look at the length of that skirt. Everything would be on show.”
 
 
   “That’s the point,” said Katy with a grin on her face. She grabbed Jessica by the hand and tried to pull her up, but the younger woman resisted. When Simone grabbed her other hand Jessica couldn’t stop herself being pulled to her feet. Suddenly hands were on her clothing and she felt the buttons on her blouse being pulled open. She felt a surge of excitement at suddenly being stripped of her clothes. When the buttons were undone on her blouse it was pulled from her shoulders and she felt the hands reach for the zipper of her skirt. When it was pulled from her, Jessica was suddenly standing in only her panties and bra. She saw the way the two women were looking at her and felt another surge of excitement. It looked like they wanted to have some fun and Jessica was the focus of their attention.
 
    
 
   “What do you think Simone?” asked Katy, “schoolgirl with or without panties?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm…,” grinned Simone as she looked Jessica up and down. “I think definitely a dirty schoolgirl without panties.”
 
    
 
   Jessica didn’t get a chance to protest as the two women suddenly surrounded her again. She felt the clasp of her bra being unhooked and it was pulled from her breasts. She gasped as she felt fingers grasping at the top of her panties and they were pulled down her toned legs to her ankles. She had no choice and stepped out of them. Katy picked up the short check pattern school skirt, wrapped it around Jessica’s waist and used the Velcro fastener to secure it in place. Simone held out the little white school blouse and Jessica pulled it on to cover herself, although as she looked down she realized that not much was covered. The skirt skimmed the bottom of her ass and the blouse was so tight her breasts were straining against the material.
 
    
 
   “Put the stockings on as well,” said Katy and handed them to Jessica. She could feel her heartbeat racing at the situation she suddenly found herself it. It looked like the two women were going to use her as a sexy little fuck toy and the idea was exciting. She sat on the bed and pulled the hold up stockings onto her legs. The feel of the silky material sliding over her skin was nice and it added to her excitement. When she stood back up, Jessica could feel the eyes of the women on her.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that’s so sexy,” said Simone and Jessica could hear the excitement in her voice. The sight of her in the schoolgirl outfit was obviously turning Simone on and as Jessica turned to look at Katy, she could see the lust in her eyes. Jessica walked over to the wardrobe and stared at her reflection in the mirror. She felt a shiver run down her spine, realizing how sexy she looked in the outfit. As she was looking at herself, Katy walked up behind her and stroked hands onto the back of her thighs. A stronger shiver ran up Jessica’s spine and her excitement increased as the hands stroked higher up her legs. When they slid under the short skirt and onto her naked ass cheeks, Jessica moaned out loud. Her obvious excitement spurred Katy on, who grabbed the ass cheeks hard and moved her mouth close to Jessica’s ear.
 
    
 
   “We’re going to fuck you hard little schoolgirl,” she whispered and Jessica moaned again as the excitement rushed through her body. Katy released her grip and moved her hands higher. Wrapping them around Jessica’s body she squeezed the younger woman’s breasts hard. Katy then moved her hands to Jessica’s shoulders and guided her back over to the bed, forcing her down onto her back.
 
    
 
   Jessica looked up at the two women standing over her and felt another rush of excitement. She watched as Katy and Simone kissed passionately, before turning their attention back to her. They quickly got on the bed on their knees and Jessica moaned as she felt the hands starting to play with her body. Katy began to undo the buttons on the school blouse until Jessica’s naked breasts were exposed. She quickly bent her head down to them and began to work her mouth around the soft skin. It was a gorgeous sensation and Jessica felt the exhilaration taking her over. Katy kissed gently over the younger woman’s breasts, but her mouth became more demanding as it reached a nipple. Jessica gasped as Katy sucked the nipple into her mouth hard and rapidly worked her tongue back and forth over it. The nipple hardened under the touch and Katy quickly turned her attention to the other breast. She again sucked a nipple hard between her lips and let her tongue work over it. The feel of it hardening in her mouth was exciting and she began to move her head back and forward, taking turns to play with both breasts.
 
    
 
   Simone watched Katy play for a little while, feeling her excitement growing. She finally turned her attention to the short skirt and slowly pulled it up to reveal Jessica’s naked pussy. She stroked her fingers on to it and could immediately feel the wetness on her fingertips. It drove her excitement higher and she lifted the fingers to her mouth and licked her tongue across them. The taste of the pussy on them made her want more and she quickly ducked her head down. Forcing Jessica’s legs apart, Simone slid her tongue onto the younger woman’s pussy lips and the taste of pussy in her mouth got stronger. She licked around the pink slit, enjoying the sensation of her tongue working over the smooth skin. Slowly moving her tongue onto Jessica’s pussy lips, Simone licked up and down. She worked gently at first, but became more forceful as she tried to open up the pussy lips. Simone’s excitement surged as she felt her tongue sliding inside the wet hole. She burrowed it in deep and lapped hard at the smooth skin, feeling her tongue getting covered in the wetness flowing from the younger woman.
 
    
 
   Jessica arched her back in ecstasy at the sensation of having her pussy and tits played with at the same time. The two older women knew what they were doing to set her body alight and the pleasure coursing through her was moving her closer to an orgasm. Jessica never wanted the feelings running through her to stop and felt a little disappointment when the two women backed off her. She saw them kiss passionately again and then the two women took turns to kiss her. Jessica moaned as she tasted her own pussy on Simone’s lips. The kisses turned her on even more and she squealed as the two women suddenly grabbed her and moved her onto all fours. Jessica’s head was pushed down to the bed and she was left on her hands and knees with her ass sticking up in the air. She felt her anticipation rise as the two older women moved behind her and gave a start as she felt the hands stoke onto her pussy an ass. She wasn’t sure who was doing what, but one hand went for her pussy lips while the other stroked between her butt crease and onto her asshole. It was a moment of excitement and the loud moan that escaped Jessica’s lips was testament to just how excited she was.
 
    
 
   The sound of the moan spurred on the two women and Jessica felt them working their fingers into her holes. The sensation of her pussy suddenly being finger fucked heightened the excitement Jessica was feeling. This increased as she felt the finger pushing at her asshole. The finger worked in circles to try and ease the resistance and Jessica felt it slowly working inside her tight hole. Her breathing grew heavy as the finger slid deeper and she groaned as the resistance of her ass eased and the finger fucked all the way inside. The sensation of having her ass and pussy filled at the same time was incredible and Jessica forced herself back. The fingers began to slide in and out of her holes and it was the most exciting thing Jessica had ever experienced. The fingers worked harder and faster, slowly taking her towards a climax and she waited for it to crash down on her.
 
    
 
   The waiting went on as the fingers were suddenly pulled from her. Jessica groaned in disappointment and the two women laughed. The younger women’s disappointment didn’t last long though as she suddenly heard the buzzing of the vibrators. Her excitement surged as she felt her ass cheeks being pulled open and the vibrations ran into her ass as a sex toy was forced against her. As the vibrator was stroked back and forth over her tight hole, Jessica groaned as a second vibrator was stroked around the entrance to her wet pussy. The sensation was unbelievable and Jessica cried out. The sex toy at her pussy was slowly pushed inside and as it was held in deep, the vibrator at her asshole was forced harder against her. Jessica cried out louder as the vibrator slowly eased inside her tight hole. It pushed deeper and deeper until it was all the way inside. Jessica had thought that having both her holes fingered at the same time was the sexiest thing she had ever felt. It was nothing compared to having two vibrators playing inside her. Her ass and pussy felt stretched so wide and the vibrations coursing through her body made her pulse race so fast that Jessica felt she was going to burst.
 
    
 
   As the vibrators started to be fucked into her holes, it took Jessica’s pleasure to a whole new level. She was crying out in excitement as the two women worked the vibrators a little harder and faster each time they stroked them in. Jessica suddenly felt the vibrator in her ass being pushed in deep and stirred around. The vibrator being fucked into her pussy sped up and was soon flashing in and out hard. The feelings it brought on quickly pushed Jessica to the point of a climax. She writhed around on the bed as her excitement went wild and as her pussy was fucked hard the orgasm exploded inside her. Jessica couldn’t hold back the scream as the heat radiated out from her pussy and took hold of her body. Feeling her pussy and ass tighten around the sex toys drove her pleasure to a height she had never experienced and a second scream escaped her lips. As the orgasm took her to an incredible high, Jessica shouted out the names of the two women. They pulled out the vibrators at just the right time for the pleasure to peak and Jessica slumped down onto the bed, her body trembling as she tried to calm herself down again.
 
    
 
   Katy spanked her ass and laughed. “So do you still think you need a man in your life?” she asked
 
    
 
   “Fuck no,” gasped Jessica. “I just want to move in with you two.”
 
    
 
   Simone grinned. “No way, we just want you as our dirty little fuck slut neighbor.”
 
    
 
   Jessica giggled. “I can live with that as long as you invite me to dinner as often as possible.”
 
    
 
   “Oh don’t worry,” said Katy. “After this you will be getting lots of invitations.”
 
    
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Fingering her Babysitter Boss
 
    Nine year old Cassie giggled loudly as her babysitter, Stacey, whistled at her mother. “Looking good Mrs. Conrad,” said Stacey and whistled again.
 
    
 
   “Enough of the cheek from you two,” Mrs. Conrad chided as she smoothed down her skirt and then adjusted her top. “Am I looking OK?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” replied Stacey. “Your date for tonight can consider himself a lucky man. His eyes will pop out his head when he sees you.”
 
    
 
   “You look hot mum,” said Cassie.
 
    
 
   “See,” said Mrs. Conrad smacking Stacey’s butt and making her squeal as she walked towards Cassie. “This is what you are teaching my nine year old daughter.” She reached Cassie and tilted the young girl’s face up to look at her. “You tell women they look nice, not hot. OK?”
 
    
 
   “OK mum,” said Cassie and ran off to her bedroom to watch some television.
 
    
 
   Stacey giggled as Mrs. Conrad turned and fixed her with a mock disapproving stare. “She’s right though,” said the 19 year old girl. “You do look hot.”
 
    
 
   The disapproving look disappeared and a cheeky smile appeared on Mrs. Conrad’s face. “Good,” she laughed. “Hot was what I was aiming for.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you little teaser,” said Stacey with a grin on her face. She had been working as Mrs. Conrad’s babysitter for about two months. As the time had passed she had found herself liking the older woman more and more, to the point where she had started to fantasize about her. Mrs. Conrad was in her late 30s and as far as Stacey could find out, had been divorced for a couple of years. She had kept herself in good shape and Stacey, who wasn’t new to the sexy fun of playing with other girls, had begun to wonder what playing with an older woman would be like. As she stood looking at Mrs. Conrad in her short skirt and tight top, the desire to find out came on stronger. She stood thinking about sliding her hand under the short skirt and tracing her fingertips higher. Stacey gave a start as her employer’s voice suddenly broke into her thoughts.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad laughed when she saw the look on Stacey’s face. “Did I disturb any interesting thoughts?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Stacey flushed a little. “Umm…, no,” she said quickly. “Is that you heading off?”
 
    
 
   “Yup,” answered Mrs. Conrad. “Make sure Cassie doesn’t sit watching TV all night and get her to bed on time will you. She’s got school tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “Sure thing,” said Stacey. “I’ll let her watch one show and then get her doing something more constructive with her time.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said the older woman. “I should be home by around eleven o’clock.”
 
    
 
   “Have fun,” said Stacey as Mrs. Conrad left. She moved to the window and watched as her employer walked down the path to the garden gate. Stacey found her eyes being drawn to Mrs. Conrad’s sexy ass and the image of the older woman naked suddenly popped into her mind. She shook her head to free it of the image and when Mrs. Conrad finally disappeared from view, went to see what Cassie was doing. She lay down on the bed with the young girl and watched a show, before making Cassie get her homework out and do it. When she had finished they went to the kitchen for something to eat and then into the back garden to enjoy the evening sunshine. When they came back in, Stacey let Cassie watch some more TV before finally making her get ready for bed. It didn’t take long before the young girl was sleeping peacefully and Stacey eventually made her way back down to the lounge and switched the television on. As she watched the TV her thoughts returned to Mrs. Conrad and she began to fantasize again. By the time she heard the key in the door, Stacey had worked herself up into a state of excitement and was suddenly trying to calm herself as Mrs. Conrad walked into the lounge. She looked at her watch and saw it was only 10.20pm.
 
    
 
   “You’re back early,” Stacey said.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad made a face and walked unsteadily across the room and slumped down beside the teenage girl on the couch. “My date wasn’t much fun. To be really honest he was a bit of a bore, so I had to drink to try and make the time pass more quickly. I eventually gave up on the night and made my excuses to leave. I think I overdid the alcohol though, my head is spinning.”
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t sound like you had much of an evening,” continued Stacey. “That’s a shame.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” laughed Mrs. Conrad. “I think I will give men a miss from now on.” She laughed louder as she continued. “Maybe I will try going out with a girl instead in future.”
 
    
 
   Stacey felt a sudden flash of excitement and saw her opportunity. “Maybe you just need a hug to make you feel better,” she said and moved forward to wrap her arms around the older woman. In her slightly drunken state Mrs. Conrad didn’t protest and Stacey hugged her hard, feeling the older woman’s breasts press against her body. The teen girl finally moved back a little and looked into Mrs. Conrad’s face. Before she could change her mind, Stacey leaned forward and brushed her lips across the older woman’s mouth.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad suddenly seemed to realize what was going on and pulled back a little. “Stacey, I’m flattered you like me, but I’m not sure this is such a good idea.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t just like you,” said Stacey. “I fantasize about you all the time. I really want this to happen.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad felt a flicker of excitement as she saw the expression on the teen girl’s face. When Stacey moved forward to kiss her again she didn’t move away. The feel of the teen girl’s lips on her mouth was nice. The excitement suddenly welled up in Mrs. Conrad and she kissed back a little harder. She felt Stacey rest a hand onto her thigh and when the kiss broke she looked down to see the hand sliding up towards the hem of the skirt. Mrs. Conrad put her own hand on top of it and stopped its progress.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you really want to do this?” Mrs. Conrad asked. Stacey could hear the excitement that was creeping into the older woman’s voice.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been dreaming about it for a while already,” answered Stacey. “I keep fantasizing about playing with the body of a sexy older woman and it’s because of you.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad felt her pulse quicken as she listened to Stacey. The desire for her in the teen girl’s voice was exciting and after the boredom of the evening the prospect of a little sexy fun was really starting to turn her on. She had played around with girls in her teens, but thought those days were well behind her. Having Stacey come on to her brought back the excitement of being with a girl and Mrs. Conrad lifted her hand to free Stacey’s. She decided to just enjoy the fun and rested her head on the back of the couch. Suddenly having her hand freed sent a shiver up Stacey’s spine. It was a signal for her to carry on and she dropped to her knees in front of the older woman and put her hands on her legs.
 
    
 
   “Let me see you naked first,” said Mrs. Conrad and Stacey felt her excitement leap. She stood up and moved back a couple of steps. Slowly raising her short skirt, she teased the older woman by flashing her panties at her. Stacey could see Mrs. Conrad’s eyes glued to her little white knickers and could feel the dampness at the front of them growing as the wetness leaked from her. She dropped her skirt again and reaching under it, grabbed the panties and slowly stroked them down her smooth legs. Stacey could see Mrs. Conrad’s chest heaving as she started to lift the hem of her skirt again. The older woman suddenly sat up and leaned forward to get a better view. The excitement rushed through Stacey as she raised her skirt higher and higher until she finally exposed her naked shaved pussy.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, that’s so gorgeous,” moaned Mrs. Conrad, her voice a little breathless. “Come here and let me touch it.”
 
    
 
   Stacey slowly moved forward, her anticipation rising as she watched the older woman’s hand stretch out towards her. When the fingers gently caressed her pussy an electric shock ran through the teen girl’s body and she moaned. Mrs. Conrad stroked her hand between Stacey’s thighs and pushed her fingers hard against the wet pussy. She slid her hand back and forth, getting more and more turned on by the feel of the wetness that coated her fingertips. She finally sat back again and Stacey watched as Mrs. Conrad lifted her hand to her mouth and flicked her tongue over her fingertips. It was a moment of pure excitement to see the older woman licking the wetness from her fingers and Stacey suddenly wanted to taste Mrs. Conrad. She quickly stripped off her skirt and then raised her t-shirt over her head. The bra was the last piece of clothing to come off and when Stacey looked towards Mrs. Conrad she could see the older woman’s eyes glued to her tits. The teen girl reached up and cupped them in her hands, her excitement surging as she worked her thumbs across the nipples and made them hard.
 
    
 
   As Stacey moved forward again, Mrs. Conrad reached out for her breasts. The touch of the older woman’s fingers sent a shot of excitement running through her and she pushed her tits onto the hands caressing them. Mrs. Conrad worked her fingers over the hard nipples and then moved forward so that she could kiss around the soft skin of the teen girl’s tits. It felt gorgeous and Stacey moaned as she felt her nipple being sucked into the older woman’s mouth. The feel of the tongue working around it made her throw her head back in excitement and she felt the pleasure coursing through her body. Mrs. Conrad worked from nipple to nipple, sucking and licking them until she had the teen girl moaning in ecstasy.
 
    
 
   Stacey finally pulled back and dropped to her knees on the floor in front of Mrs. Conrad again. The older woman rested her head on the back of the couch and slid her hips forward so that her ass was perched on the edge of the seat. Stacey rested her hands on the older woman’s knees, enjoying the touch of her fingers on the smooth skin. She applied a little pressure and Mrs. Conrad made no effort to resist, letting the teen girl part her knees so that her panties came into view. Stacey couldn’t tear her eyes from the gorgeous sight of the white knickers and started eagerly stroking her fingers towards them. Mrs. Conrad closed her eyes at the sexy feeling of the fingertips tracing over her skin. Her pulse really started to race as the fingers neared her panties and she parted her thighs a little more so that the teen girl could easily stroke her fingers onto them. The excitement suddenly rushed through the older woman and she moaned as Stacey stroked her fingers hard along the outline of her pussy lips. She could feel the soft material being forced in between and pushed herself down the couch so that she could force herself harder against the hand playing with her.
 
    
 
   Stacey watched the damp patch on the panties growing as she continued to stroked her fingers up and down. The sudden urge to taste the wetness overtook her and she quickly lowered her head. Moving her fingers away, Stacey licked her tongue onto the damp patch on the panties and moaned at the gorgeous taste that filled her mouth. It made her lick harder and Mrs. Conrad lifted her hips and arched her back as the pleasure of the touch rushed through her. Stacey licked her tongue up and down the outline of the pussy lips, before finally wanting more. She slid her hands to the side of the panties and worked her fingers underneath the material. Her excitement surged as she began to pull the panties down, slowly exposing the naked pussy to her view. The sight of the older woman’s wet pussy drove her wild and she quickly worked the panties to Mrs. Conrad’s ankles and off. She pushed the skirt up around the older woman’s waist so that it wouldn’t get in her way and ducked her head back down. She gently licked her tongue onto the wet pussy and felt a massive surge of excitement. Slowly tracing the tip of her tongue up and down, Stacey finally felt the pure exhilaration of licking an older woman’s pussy. It was so exciting and she felt a shiver run through her as she continued to lick and kiss the wet pussy lips.
 
    
 
   By the moans she was making, Mrs. Conrad was obviously enjoying the touch on her pussy and Stacey could feel the older woman pushing herself down the couch. It forced her pussy harder against the teen girl’s mouth and Stacey flicked out her tongue hard to force it inside the wet hole. The feel of her tongue sliding against the slick inside of the pussy was a huge turn on. Stacey suddenly licked hard, feeling the wetness coat her tongue as she worked the pussy hard. Mrs. Conrad started moaning in ecstasy at the feel of the tongue playing around inside her and it made her writhe in pleasure. Stacey licked harder until the older woman was almost crying out in pleasure at the sensation of the tongue burrowing deep inside her. Stacy finally worked her tongue up to the little hard nub at the top of the pussy. Mrs. Conrad felt her excitement surge higher as the teen girl licked over her clit. The feelings of pleasure running through her were gorgeous and she wanted more. She wanted the feel of something inside her. “Use your fingers,” she told Stacey.
 
    
 
   Stacey continued to lick the older woman’s clit as she worked the fingers of one hand to the slick pussy opening. Mrs. Conrad felt her pulse skyrocket at the touch of the fingers as they teased around the entrance to her wet hole. She begged for the fingers to be fucked into her, but Stacey continued to tease her, working the older woman into a frenzy of excitement. As Mrs. Conrad begged harder and harder, Stacey finally gave her what she wanted. In one long, slow motion she fucked three fingers all the way inside. Mrs. Conrad gasped as her pussy lips were stretched wide. She pushed herself against the fingers, the feeling of Stacey stroking them against the smooth inner walls of her pussy making her moan loud.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad was suddenly struggling to catch her breath as the excitement overwhelmed her. She lifted her hips and squeezed her pussy around the fingers to heighten her excitement and it brought her orgasm closer. Stacey began to pump her fingers in and out. She worked them slowly at first, just enjoying the feel of her fingertips gliding over the smooth skin. As the excitement of what she was doing really caught her she worked her fingers harder. Soon they were flashing in and out fast and Mrs. Conrad was writhing on the couch as her excitement grew towards a huge climax. She pushed Stacey’s head back and saw the wetness glistening on the teen girl’s lips. Mrs. Conrad stroked her fingers across the teen girl’s mouth and then let her hand drop to her clit. The feeling of her own fingers working over the little hard nub while Stacey’s fingers pumped into her wet pussy hard was ecstasy. Mrs. Conrad felt her body start to tense and knew she was going to cum. She moaned as she reached the brink and urged Stacey to fuck her fingers in deep. When the teen girl did this the climax finally broke over the older woman.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad moaned loud as the orgasm took hold of her body. She could feel the incredible sensation as her pussy tightened around the fingers inside her and the spasms sent bolts of excitement running through her body. She started to gasp hard as the pleasure grew inside her until she completely lost control. Mrs. Conrad was writhing hard and Stacey worked to keep her fingers fucked in deep. As she sensed Mrs. Conrad’s orgasm reaching its peak she began to pump her fingers in and out again and the older woman cried out as the pure pleasure rolled over her body. The writhing finally slowed and Mrs. Conrad settled back down onto the couch, her chest heaving hard as the excitement slowly drained from her body. Stacey pulled her fingers out of Mrs. Conrad’s pussy and bent her head down to kiss it. She quickly kissed her way up the older woman’s body, feeling how fast her pulse was racing. When she reached Mrs. Conrad’s face, Stacey leant forward to kiss her hard. The older woman could taste her own wetness on the teen girl’s lips and it sent a shiver running up her spine. She kissed back hard and enjoyed the warmth of Stacey’s body pressed against her own. When the kiss ended, Mrs. Conrad looked into Stacey’s eyes.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, I was only joking about finding a girl to go out with,” she laughed. “After this I might change my mind.”
 
    
 
   Stacey giggled. “Oh I hope this is just the start,” she said. “I have so many fantasies about you and it’s going to be fun playing them out.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Conrad laughed louder. “Oh man, I have my own dirty little teenage slut,”
 
    
 
   “You better believe it,” said Stacey. “Your body is mine and I am going to have some fun with it.”
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Used by her Boyfriend’s Sister
 
   Katrina looked at her boyfriend, unsure of how to answer. They had met at college and had only been going out for a couple of months, so the invitation to go and stay with his family for the weekend had kind of come out of the blue.
 
    
 
   “It’s OK they don’t bite,” Steve laughed as Katrina hesitated.
 
    
 
   “Who exactly is making the invitation?” Katrina asked. “You or your parents.”
 
    
 
   “Well my parents haven’t seen me for a few months since I started college so asked me to come down,” Steve replied. “When I told them I wanted you to come along as well they were cool about it. So what do you say?”
 
    
 
   Katrina smiled. “I guess,” she answered. “It sounds like fun.”
 
    
 
   “Great,” said Steve. “We’ll get the bus down on Friday night, so be packed and ready to go as soon as classes have finished.”
 
    
 
   “OK boss,” teased Katrina. “Do I have to be on my best behavior all weekend?”
 
    
 
   “Only when my parents are watching,” laughed Steve. “Other than that you can be as bad as you normally are.” Katrina thumped Steve’s arm, bringing a howl of protest from her boyfriend.
 
    
 
   Friday night came around quickly and by five o’clock Katrina found herself sitting in the bus station with her boyfriend. They finally boarded the bus 15 minutes later and sat back to enjoy the journey. It took a couple of hours and by halfway Katrina had fallen asleep as the monotony of the passing countryside lulled her eyes into closing. She woke with a start as Steve shook her arm. “We’re here,” he said and Katrina grabbed her bag and followed him to the door of the bus. They quickly stepped off as the bus drew to a halt and when it pulled away, Steve looked around. He suddenly waved and Katrina turned to see a pretty girl in a nearby car waving back.
 
    
 
   “Who’s that?” asked Katrina.
 
    
 
   “My lovely older sister,” replied Steve. “I asked her to come and pick us up to make it easier to get to my parents house. C’mon, I’ll introduce you.” Steve walked over to the car and opened a back door to let Karina get in. He closed the door and then got in the front passenger seat beside his sister. Katrina watched as he leaned across to kiss his sister’s cheek and say hello and then Steve turned around to introduce them. His sister’s name was Elizabeth and she looked even prettier close up. She smiled a greeting at Katrina, who smiled back and said hello.
 
    
 
   “Easy to see who got the looks in your family,” Katrina giggled and lightly smacked her boyfriend across the back of his head.
 
    
 
   “Oh I tell the ugly boy that all the time,” teased Elizabeth as she turned to her brother.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” protested Steve. “I can hear what you’re saying about me you know.”
 
    
 
   “That’s the point,” laughed Elizabeth. “We’ve got to keep you in your place, below us superior girls.” She turned to grin at Katrina who took an instant liking to her. Elizabeth started the car and soon had it humming smoothly in the direction of her parent’s home. Before too long they had arrived and as Elizabeth brought the car to a smooth stop, Katrina looked to see her boyfriend’s parents standing waiting at the front of an impressive looking house. She started to feel a little nervous, but was put at ease right away as Steve’s parents greeted her warmly. Steve’s mother wrapped an arm around her shoulder and guided her inside, chatting all the way as she took Katrina to show her the room she would be staying in.
 
    
 
   Katrina had assumed she would be sharing a room with Steve, but quickly found out that she had her own room. As Steve’s mother went back downstairs, she grinned at her boyfriend. “No hot sex under your parent’s roof then,” she whispered and grinned.
 
    
 
   “They are a little conservative,” laughed Steve. “But when the lights go out at night anything can happen.” He grabbed Katrina, pulled her close and kissed her. She could feel him hardening as she pressed her body against him.
 
    
 
   “So I can expect a horny visitor knocking on my door then?” laughed Katrina.
 
    
 
   “Count on it,” replied Steve. “I’ll be good tonight seeing as it is your first time here, but for the rest of the weekend I’ll make sure you aren’t alone.” He pulled back and tried to calm himself. “C’mon I’ll show you around.” Steve gave his girlfriend a quick tour of the house and garden and they finally ended up in the kitchen with Steve’s parents and sister.
 
    
 
   “We were just heading down to the local bar,” said Steve’s father. “You want to come along?”
 
    
 
   “That sounds nice,” answered Katrina. She linked arms with her boyfriend’s father as they left the house and chatted with him as they took the short stroll to a nearby bar. Once inside they settled down at a table and ordered some drinks. Katrina ended up sitting beside Elizabeth and could feel the older girl’s leg pressed against her own. She tried to move away, but found that Elizabeth moved too and their legs remained pressed together. Steve’s sister was the life and soul of the group and soon had everyone in fits of laughter with her stories. The next couple of hours passed quickly and soon they were making their way back home in the darkness. This time Katrina found herself walking arm in arm with Elizabeth. They were both a little tipsy and giggled as they chatted.
 
    
 
   “So how long have you and Steve been together?” Elizabeth asked.
 
    
 
   “A couple of months,” answered Katrina. “What about you. There must be a boyfriend on the scene. You’re too pretty not to have one.”
 
    
 
   “No boyfriend,” grinned Elizabeth, “but a few girlfriends from time to time. I’m a sucker for a pretty face.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” said Katrina in surprise. “Sorry I didn’t mean to pry.” She suddenly wondered if that was the reason Elizabeth had been so eager to sit close to her.
 
    
 
   “That’s OK,” giggled Katrina. “My parents are cool with it and there are lots of nice girls around here.”
 
    
 
   Elizabeth pulled Katrina closer as they walked and she suddenly felt a little rush of excitement. The trip home ended at that point though and Elizabeth released her grip. As they stepped inside the house, Katrina felt the tiredness wash over her. She couldn’t help a yawn escaping her lips.
 
    
 
   Steve’s mother laughed. “Long day?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “You could say that,” answered Katrina. “I think it’s time for bed.” She said goodnight and made her way to her room. Taking a quick shower, she then dried herself and put on a pair of panties and short nightdress. She lay on the bed and relaxed, trying to lull herself to sleep. Her eyelids quickly began to droop, but just as she was on the verge of falling asleep there was a light knock on her door. Katrina’s eyes snapped back open and she grinned. Dirty little pervert she thought, he couldn’t even wait a night before deciding that he wanted some fun.
 
    
 
   “I thought you were going to be good tonight…” Katrina said softly, but was stopped in her tracks as she opened the door fully and realized it wasn’t her boyfriend standing there, but his sister. “Oh sorry,” she said feeling her face redden a little. “I though you were Steve.”
 
    
 
   Elizabeth giggled. “Expecting a visit from him are you?”
 
    
 
   “Umm…, no to be honest,” continued Katrina. “He said he would be good tonight, but when I heard the knock on the door I thought he had changed his mind.”
 
    
 
   Elizabeth giggled again and quickly stepped in the room. “That means we won’t be disturbed then,” she said with a grin on her face.
 
    
 
   “Disturbed doing what,” started Katrina and then felt a little foolish as Elizabeth moved forward and tried to kiss her. She moved back a little. “I’m not sure this is such a good idea,” she said.
 
    
 
   “I think it’s a great idea,” said Elizabeth and moved forward again, this time managing to brush her lips across Katrina’s mouth. Katrina was surprised to feel a flash of excitement run through her. She had fooled around with girls before, but nothing more than a drunken fumble at a party and she suspected Elizabeth wanted a lot more than that. As Elizabeth kissed harder, she pressed her body forward and Katrina could feel the older girl’s breasts on her body. The soft kiss on her lips felt nice, but as Katrina felt a hand creeping up her leg and under her nightdress she suddenly hesitated. She pulled back again.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, I am Steve’s girlfriend,” she protested.
 
    
 
   “I know,” giggled Elizabeth. “I’ve fantasized about playing with one of his girlfriend’s for a long time, but until I saw you I never really want to put the fantasy into action.”
 
    
 
   Katrina felt another flash of excitement at Elizabeth’s words, but continued to protest. “But it’s wrong. We shouldn’t be doing it.”
 
    
 
   “That’s what makes it so exciting,” said Elizabeth. “I mean, feel how wet I am already.” She stepped forward and grabbing Katrina’s hand lifted her nightdress and forced the hand against her panties. Katrina could immediately feel how wet the material was and her excitement grew. She couldn’t help stroking her hand over the soft material and felt her pulse really start to race as her fingers felt the outline of the pussy lips below.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that feels nice,” moaned Elizabeth, the excitement showing in her voice. “Do it harder.”
 
    
 
   Katrina hesitated, but as she felt Elizabeth force her hips forward, she stroked her hand harder over the panties. The feel of her fingertips stroking over the silky material of the panties was gorgeous and as Elizabeth moaned in excitement, Katrina worked her fingers along the outline of the older girl’s pussy lips. Elizabeth suddenly grabbed the hand and pulled it away. She forced Katrina back towards the bed and as the back of her knees hit the edge of the bed, Katrina fell onto it. Elizabeth was quickly on top of her and as she saw the excitement on the pretty face of the older girl looking down at her, Katrina knew she wasn’t going to stop. She was too excited and the thrill of a girl wanting her body so badly was driving her excitement higher.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth quickly moved up Katrina’s body until she had a knee either side of the younger girl’s head. She slowly lifted her nightdress to reveal her damp panties and Katrina could feel her chest heaving as the panties drew closer. Elizabeth brought them close enough that Katrina could flick out her tongue and lick onto them. The taste of the wetness thrilled Katrina and she licked harder. Elizabeth moved back up a little again and Katrina watched in excitement as the older girl stroked her fingers onto her panties. The sight of Elizabeth playing with herself was exciting and Katrina could feel her chest heaving as her breath started to come out in hard gasps. As she watched, Elizabeth slowly pulled the panties to the side until her naked shaved pussy was fully exposed. Katrina gasped in excitement as she watched Elizabeth stroke her fingers onto the smooth skin around her pink slit. The older girl quickly worked her fingers onto her pussy lips and stroked harder and harder until the fingers started to disappear inside. It was the most erotic experience of Katrina’s life and as Elizabeth started to finger fuck herself, she lifted her head to get a closer look. Elizabeth threw her head back as she fucked fingers into her pussy hard and fast. She finally pulled the fingers back out and stroked them across Katrina’s lips. It was an exciting moment and Katrina licked her tongue across her lips and then sucked Elizabeth’s fingers into her mouth. The taste of pussy on them drove her wild and she licked the fingers clean.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth finally pulled her hand away and slowly lowered her wet pussy to Katrina’s mouth. The feel of the kiss on her pussy lips heightened the pleasure she was feeling and she pushed down hard. Katrina flicked out her tongue and licked inside the wet hole, feeling the wetness running onto her mouth and chin. She stiffened her tongue and burrowed it in deep, the feel of it sliding along the smooth pussy walls making her moan. She started to flick her tongue hard inside the wet pussy and Elizabeth could feel the excitement building in her body. She had finger fucked herself to close to a climax and knew the feel of Katrina’s tongue inside her would push her over the edge. She wasn’t wrong and as Katrina licked harder still, Elizabeth dropped her hand to her pussy and stroked her fingers hard across her clit. The pleasure suddenly burst inside her and the orgasm gripped her body and made it shudder. As the intensity of the orgasm grew, Katrina couldn’t stop her body shaking and as it hit its peak the orgasm left her gasping for air as the rush of pleasure ripped through her body. 
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, that felt gorgeous,” moaned Elizabeth. She looked down at Katrina and grinned. “Time to repay the compliment,” she said. Katrina was suddenly breathing hard as Elizabeth moved to kneel beside her and kissed down onto her breasts. The feel of the tongue licking the soft material of her nightdress onto her nipples was exciting. As she played, Elizabeth grabbed the hem of the nightdress and pulled it up. She moved back a little so that she could pull the nightdress up high enough to expose Katrina’s naked tits and quickly kissed back down onto them. She teased her lips round the soft flesh of the breasts and Katrina could feel the excitement sweeping through her body. Her nipples hardened as Elizabeth kissed over them and Katrina arched her back in ecstasy as the older girl sucked a nipple into her mouth. Elizabeth knew what she was doing and as she worked her mouth from breast to breast, the excitement gripped Katrina’s body. She grabbed Elizabeth at the back of the neck and pulled the older girl harder onto her tits. When Elizabeth finally wanted to kiss lower, she had to pull back hard for Katrina to release her grip.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth quickly kissed down the younger girl’s body, the desire to play with pussy suddenly the only thing she could think about. When her lips reached Katrina’s panties, she kissed onto them hard and as she licked her tongue along the outline of the pussy lips she could feel the material getting wetter and wetter. The taste drove her crazy and she reached for the top of the panties to pull them down. Katrina lifted her ass from the bed and gasped at the eagerness of Elizabeth to get her panties off. They were ripped from her ass and pussy hard, pulled down her legs and off. Elizabeth quickly pushed the younger girl’s thighs apart and bent her head down. The sight of the naked pussy slowed her down and she took a little time to just enjoy the sight of the slick pussy lips. She teased her fingers gently over the soft skin around the pink slit and Katrina could feel the excitement building inside her to breaking point. She pushed herself against the fingers and Elizabeth took the hint. She slid her fingers onto the pussy lips, forcing them forward hard and feeling the wet hole opening up under her touch. Elizabeth’s breathing became ragged as the excitement of her fingers sliding into tight pussy overtook her. She pushed harder and watched her fingers slide deeper inside. The feel of her fingertips stroking over the smooth inner skin of the pussy drove on her excitement and she quickly worked to push her fingers in all the way to the knuckles.
 
    
 
   Katrina moaned at the sensation of her pussy lips being spread open wide. Her excitement increased as Elizabeth bent her head down and circled her tongue lightly around the hard nub at the top of the pussy. Elizabeth gradually increased the pressure, licking harder and harder as the excitement caught her until the erect little clit was forced out of its hood. As she continued to lick harder, Elizabeth began to stroke her fingers in and out of tight pussy. Katrina cried out as the pleasure started to overwhelm her. She knew if she arched her back the orgasm would be released inside her and stopped herself doing it. The pleasure of being finger fucked and licked by a pretty girl built the excitement to an unbearable level and knowing it was her boyfriend’s sister added to the excitement. Holding back finally became too much for Katrina and she arched her back hard. The excitement boiled over and as Elizabeth fucked her fingers in deep, Katrina felt the pure pleasure of her pussy tightening around them. It set off a feeling of pleasure that took her to an incredible high. The excitement gripped Katrina and she writhed around until it finally let go in a final rush of pleasure that left her panting for breath. She giggled as she lowered her ass back to the bed and felt the afterglow of the orgasm wash over her as she started to relax.
 
    
 
   “Steve will never speak to me again if he finds out about this,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Cool, that means I can blackmail you into dirty sex any time I want then,” teased Elizabeth. “My own little lesbian fuck toy. That sounds like it could be fun.”
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, no blackmail needed,” giggled Katrina. “All you need to do is ask me and I’ll do anything you want.”
 
    
 
   “Anything,” Elizabeth said, a huge grin spreading over her face. “So have you ever had your asshole finger fucked by a girl?” she asked.
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Used by a Dominatrix
 
   Carla grinned as she looked at the front cover of the magazine and couldn’t believe she had got up the nerve to buy it. The store owner hadn’t said anything when she had put it on the counter, but Carla had seen the grin that crossed his face. As she sat in her bedroom looking at the woman on the cover her excitement grew. The woman was wearing a short leather skirt and top and was brandishing a long whip. The woman’s dark hair complemented the black outfit she was wearing and Carla felt her anticipation rising as she turned past the cover and started to look through the magazine.
 
    
 
   By the time she had read it from cover to cover the first time, the exhilaration was making Carla breath hard and she could feel her chest heaving. While outwardly to friends and family she gave the impression of being a conservative, quiet girl, inwardly Carla was a little bit of a slut. It wasn’t something she showed, but for a long time Carla had fantasized about being used as a dirty little fuck toy by a dominant woman. It filled her fantasies and she would lie in bed at night with her fingers between her thighs, the images of being used running through her mind. Carla had fantasized about it for so long that she had finally decided that she needed to do something about it to find out if the reality matched up to the fantasy.
 
    
 
   Buying the magazine had been a step forward in Carla’s plan to make her fantasies come true. The pictures of the domineering woman in sexy outfits handing out pleasure and punishment to others were exciting. However, it was the classified ads that had really caught her attention. There were plenty of dominatrix adverts and Carla quickly worked her way through the magazine again to get to them. Grabbing a pen, she started circling the adverts that were suitable and had woman close enough that she could visit. In the end there were four choices. Carla picked the one she thought best and grabbed her mobile phone. She turned onto her back on the bed and tried to summon up the courage to call. She was excited but nervous and for a while her finger hesitated over the phone keys. Carla could feel her excitement growing and it finally got to the point that she knew she had to do it. She quickly dialed the number and pressed the phone to her ear. The call was answered on the third ring and the quiet voice of a woman came on the line.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” the woman said.
 
    
 
   “Oh hi,” started Carla. “I saw your advert and wondered if you….” Her voice trailed off and she suddenly realized she wasn’t sure quite what to say.
 
    
 
   “You wondered if I was available,” the woman prompted.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes,” said Carla.
 
    
 
   “And what exactly are you looking for?” the woman continued.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, it’s my first time ever doing this,” Carla replied. “So I really don’t know to be honest.”
 
    
 
   The woman laughed. “Well I like to dominate,” she said. “I’m sure you know that already from the advert and I’m guessing it’s the reason you called. So if you’re looking to be treated like a dirty little slut you’ve come to the right place.”
 
    
 
   Carla’s excitement surged. She obviously knew what she was getting herself into when she dialed the number, but hearing the woman saying it was thrilling. “Yes, I want that,” she said, her voice a little breathless.
 
    
 
   “OK,” said the woman. “When were you thinking of coming?”
 
    
 
   “Umm…,” Carla suddenly hesitated, the realization of what she was doing hitting home. The excitement she was feeling pushed her on though and she continued talking. “When are you free?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “How about tomorrow,” the woman answered. “I’m free at six o’clock.”
 
    
 
   Carla agreed and finally hung up the phone. She was buzzing with excitement and quickly picked up the magazine again. She looked at the picture on the cover and wondered if the woman she was going to visit would look the same. Her excitement grew and she could feel the wetness leaking from between her thighs onto her panties. She touched her fingers to the material to feel the dampness and as she started to stroke her fingers along the outline of her pussy lips, the material got wetter. Carla flicked through the magazine, continuing to stroke her fingers onto her pussy. She got to some pictures of a naked woman being spanked and suddenly had the image of herself as the naked woman. The excitement that it brought on made her pull her panties to the side so that she could get at her naked pussy. Her breathing grew ragged as she fucked her fingers inside, her eyes never leaving the picture of the naked woman.
 
    
 
   Carla worked her pussy hard with her fingers, bringing herself closer and closer to a climax. Just as it was about to burst inside her she pulled her fingers out and stroked the wet tips back and forth on her clit. It was the final thrill that pushed her over the edge. She was suddenly rolling around in ecstasy, the orgasm taking over her body and not letting go until the peak of her excitement had passed. As she slowly calmed down and tried to catch her breath again, Carla’s thoughts turned to the next day. She hoped it was going to be the start of something big in her life and she finally fell asleep with the image of the leather clad woman from the front cover of the magazine filling her mind.
 
    
 
   The next day went agonizingly slow for Carla. It seemed to take an eternity to get through the working day and she found it hard to concentrate on anything other than her evening plans. She finally left work at 4.30 and quickly made her way home. By five o’clock she was standing naked in front of her wardrobe and trying to decide what to wear. She didn’t know exactly what was going to happen, but she hoped that she wasn’t going to stay in the clothes too long after her arrival. For that reason she didn’t waste too much time making a choice and finally decided on a short black skirt and blue t-shirt. She took a little more time deciding on the panties and bra to wear, before finally opting for pale blue silk cami-knickers and a matching bra. By 5.30 she was taking a final look at her appearance in the mirror and then headed for the door.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later, Carla looked at the address written on the piece of paper in her hand and then up at the door. She was at the right place and decided to knock on the door right away. She stood, her excitement rising as she could hear the loud click of heels walking over a hardwood floor as the woman approached the door. She held her breath in anticipation as the door started to open and it came out in a rush as she looked at the woman. She appeared to be in her mid 30s and the bright red lipstick was the dominating feature on her pretty face. Carla’s eyes quickly roamed up and down and she took in the PVC hot pants and corset. The high-heel PVC boots came up to around mid-thigh on the woman and the overall effect was sexy. The woman smiled.
 
    
 
   “Well that’s a plus you won’t get punished for,” she started.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” asked Carla.
 
    
 
   “You’re not late,” the woman continued. “Latecomers are punished hard, but when you speak to me you better call me mistress. I’ll let you off this first time, but if you do it again, I’ll punish you. Do you understand me?”
 
    
 
   “Yes mistress,” answered Carla, her excitement growing as the woman began to dominate her.
 
    
 
   “Get inside,” the woman said and when Carla entered the door was closed. She was led along to the bedroom. The woman walked across to the bed and picked up a collar. “Strip down to your panties and bra and put this on,” she ordered then sat on the bed to watch.
 
    
 
   Carla took the PVC collar and a grin passed over her lips as she read the words ‘dirty slut,” on it. She pulled the t-shirt over her head and then unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She quickly wrapped the collar around her neck and then stood quietly as the woman looked up and down her body.
 
    
 
   “So you want to be my dirty little slut, do you?” the woman said.
 
    
 
   “Yes mistress,” Carla answered.
 
    
 
   “Well get over here and sit on the floor in front of me,” the woman continued.
 
    
 
   Carla quickly stepped across the room, kneeled down and sat back on her haunches. The excitement was coursing through her veins and she sat looking up at the woman.
 
    
 
   “Did I say you could look at me?” demanded the woman.
 
    
 
   “No mistress,” answered Carla and she quickly looked to the floor. She caught a glance of the woman reaching behind herself and picking something up. Carla didn’t quite see what it was, but kept her eyes fixed on the floor and waited to see what happened. She couldn’t believe how alive she suddenly felt and the dampness leaking onto her panties was evidence of just how excited she was. She tried to get her breathing under control, but her chest heaved as the excitement rushed through her.
 
    
 
   “So what does a dirty little slut like you want from me?” the woman asked.
 
    
 
   Carla wasn’t sure whether she was supposed to answer or not and decided the best option was to stay quiet. The woman took the riding crop she had picked up from the bed and putting the end under Carla’s chin tilted her head up. Carla found herself looking into the pretty face. “I asked you a question slut,” the woman said. “If you don’t answer when I speak you get punished. Stand up.”
 
    
 
   Carla quickly got to her feet and squealed as the woman grabbed her, turned her around and pushed her forward. She felt hands stroking onto her panties. They moved around gently and Carla’s breathing quickened as she wondered what was going to happen. The woman moved her hands to the top of the panties and slowly peeled them from Carla’s ass. The feel of the hand suddenly spanking onto her naked ass cheek made Carla squeal again and the stinging sensation gave her pleasure and pain.
 
    
 
   “I think my dirty little slut likes that,” said the woman and spanked her hand onto the other ass cheek. Carla squealed again as the gorgeous sensation of pain and pleasure rushed through her body for a second time. The woman bent her head close to Carla’s ass and looked at the red marks on the smooth skin. She grabbed Carla and forced her to lie face down on the floor, while she knelt beside her. Carla moaned at the thrilling sensation as the hand spanked down onto her ass hard a few more times. Her fantasy about being spanked had been exciting, but it paled in comparison to the real thing.
 
    
 
   “Does my dirty little slut want more?” asked the woman.
 
    
 
   “Yes please mistress,” answered Carla, the excitement in her voice clear for the woman to hear.
 
    
 
   “Beg me for it,” the woman said and Carla started to plead for her ass to be spanked. She wanted more and being dominated into begging for it was pushing her excitement higher. The woman made Carla beg desperately before finally giving her what she wanted. The marks on Carla’s ass grew redder as the stinging pleasure of the hand spanked down onto it. When the woman finally stopped, Carla could feel the heat in her ass and moaned in excitement.
 
    
 
   The woman stood and Carla could hear the clicking of the heels as she walked around her a couple of times. The woman finally stepped close to Carla’s ass and lifting her foot, brought the heel of the boot down onto it. Carla’s excitement exploded as she felt the heel being pushed between her ass cheeks and when it touched on her asshole she moaned out in pleasure. Being dominated was better than anything she could have imagined and as the woman stroked the heel back and forth over the tight hole, Carla pushed up against it. The sensation was a huge turn on and as the woman pressed her foot down a little harder, Carla could feel her asshole being spread open a little. The woman took a little time to play, before finally placing her foot back on the floor and sitting on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   Carla stood and looked down as the woman slid the riding crop up the inside of her leg, using it to spread her thighs open. The woman then made Carla take of her panties and the act of exposing her naked pussy made her excitement jump. She felt the woman push the riding crop between her legs again and this time as her legs were forced apart, it stroked onto her naked pussy lips. The woman rubbed it back and forth and Carla’s breathing became labored as the excitement of the touch caught her. The woman played for a while before standing up and walking around Carla a couple of times. She stopped behind Carla and the anticipation built as nothing happened. Carla jumped as the blindfold was suddenly pulled over her eyes. Not being able to see what was coming heightened her excitement and her chest was suddenly heaving hard. The woman’s hands wrapped around her body and grabbed her tits, squeezing them hard. As the woman leaned in, her mouth moved close to Carla’s ear.
 
    
 
   “Does my dirty little slut want to cum?” she whispered.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes mistress,” Carla blurted out, her voice husky as the excitement really took hold of her. The woman made Carla beg for it, squeezing her tits harder and harder as she pleaded. The feel of her tits being kneaded hard in the woman’s hands was exciting and Carla begged desperately for the release of an orgasm. She could feel the heat in her pussy growing as the thrill of the experience took hold of her. The woman suddenly released Carla’s tits and grabbing her upper arm, pulled her across the room, turned her and pushed her to sit on a wooden chair. Carla was breathing hard as she felt her hands being pulled behind the chair. The woman bound the hands lightly together, enough that Carla was trapped on the set. She sensed the woman stepping around to stand in front of her and squealed as she moved forward and straddled the chair.
 
    
 
   “If you want your pleasure, you better make me cum,” the woman ordered and Carla felt the heat of the woman’s pussy being forced against her face. She licked hard at the PVC hot pants until the woman pulled them down. Carla started to lick furiously on the naked shaved pussy, the moaning of the woman adding to the excitement. As the woman pushed hard against her face, Carla forced her tongue inside the wet pussy. The taste of the woman spurred her on and she worked her tongue furiously onto the soft inner skin of the woman’s pussy. She then licked up onto the woman’s clit, working her tongue in long slow strokes as the pussy was forced harder still onto her mouth. The woman could feel the pressure building in her body, the thrill of dominating the young woman stirring her excitement. She continued forcing her pussy against Carla’s mouth and tongue until the excitement spilled over. Carla heard the loud moan that signaled the woman’s orgasm and redoubled her efforts. She licked hard across the woman’s clit and as she brought her tongue down onto the pussy lips, could feel the juice running onto her tongue. The woman writhed hard as the pleasure of the orgasm overwhelmed her and cried out in ecstasy when the peak of the excitement rushed through her. As she calmed down, she moved back and stroked her fingers over Carla’s lips. She could feel the wetness on them and forced her fingers into Carla’s mouth, making her lick them clean. She stepped back and looked down.
 
    
 
   Carla was breathing heavily and her anticipation started to rise as the silence stretched out. The woman took her time, making Carla beg for pleasure again. She finally dropped to her knees and grabbing Carla’s legs, yanked her forward so that her ass was sitting right on the edge of the seat. As her thighs were spread wide open, the excitement of being so vulnerable and under control sparked Carla’s excitement. Her pulse started to race as she felt the hands stroking up her inner thighs towards her pussy. The woman bent in close so that she could watch her fingers stroke around the wet pussy entrance. She suddenly fucked them in hard, the shock of it making Carla gasp. She started to moan as the fingers were fucked in and out hard. She was soon lifting her ass from the chair as the excitement overtook her. When the woman licked down on the little hard nub at the top of her pussy, Carla cried out in excitement. 
 
    
 
   The feel of the tongue and fingers drove her crazy. The woman suddenly pulled back, making Carla beg for more. As she calmed down a little the woman moved forward and worked Carla to the edge of an orgasm, before pulling back again. The teasing was driving her mad and Carla pleaded for the woman to go all the way. The woman finally pushed her to the point of orgasm and this time didn’t back off. As the pleasure burst inside her, Carla writhed around on the chair. It was the most exciting experience of her life and the intensity of the orgasm lifted her to an exquisite peak of pleasure. She squeezed her thighs hard together, trying to prolong the feeling and got a final rush of pleasure as the woman pulled her hand back hard and withdrew her fingers.
 
    
 
   Carla was left blindfolded and bound as she slowly calmed down and started to relax. The woman moved behind her and pushed her mouth close to her ear. “You’re my dirty little slut now and don’t you ever forget it.”
 
    
 
   “Yes mistress,” said Carla, trying to regain a little composure.
 
    
 
   The woman finally released her, told her to get dressed and led her to the door. Carla turned as she left. “I want more,” she said.
 
    
 
   “I knew you would,” said the woman. “Just call for another session and I’ll decide when I can fit you in.”
 
    
 
   Carla grinned as she turned and left. Her life as a dirty slut had began and she couldn’t wait for what was to come.
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Lesbian Hotel Maids 
 
   Natalie opened the door of the hotel room and stepped inside. She shook her head as she looked around and saw the mess the guests had left. It looked as if they had enjoyed a wild party, with bottles and spilt drinks lying around, the bed sheets and duvet on the floor and lipstick writing and drawings on the dressing table mirror. As Natalie stepped into the bathroom, she saw the wet towels and robes lying around and sighed. It was the last room she had to clean that morning, but it looked like it was going to take a little time. She walked back to the cart she had left in the hallway just outside the door, gathered the supplies she needed and set about cleaning up the mess.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later the room was almost looking like new and Natalie had just started making the bed when she heard the door open. She turned, expecting to see her supervisor, but smiled when she realized it was her friend and workmate Rosie. The two young women had started working as maids in the hotel on the same day and had quickly become friends. As they got to know each other and had become closer, their friendship had blossomed into more and they had become lovers. While they often met outside of work, the job they did gave them plenty of private opportunities to have some fun together and they looked to do this whenever they could. Making love in a hotel room was always exciting and the risk of being caught added to the thrill and made the experience that much more exciting.
 
    
 
   Seeing Rosie walking into the room and closing the door set Natalie’s heart racing straight away. As soon as she looked at her friend’s face she knew that she hadn’t come just to say hello and have a chat. The expression on Rosie’s face showed that she had something dirtier in mind and she made a beeline for Natalie, grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close.
 
    
 
   “Hello you,” Rosie said, a grin forming on her face.
 
    
 
   “Is there something I can do for you?” teased Natalie.
 
    
 
   The grin on Rosie’s face grew wider. “Oh I can think of plenty of things you can do for me, but a kiss would be a good start.” Rosie leaned forward and brushed her mouth gently across Natalie’s lips. It felt nice and Natalie moaned in pleasure as Rosie pressed forward harder, her lips becoming more demanding. The kiss become more and more passionate and Natalie could feel herself being forced backwards. When the back of her knees hit the edge of the bed Natalie dropped onto it and squealed as Rosie fell on top of her. The feel of her friend’s weight pressing down on her was exciting and Rosie’s lips quickly nuzzled into the soft skin at the side of Natalie’s neck.
 
    
 
   Natalie started to moan as the kisses worked around her neck and onto her ear. Rosie really knew how to make her squirm in pleasure and Natalie could feel the excitement start to rush through her body. Her heartbeat quickened even more and she could feel her breathing becoming ragged as her excitement climbed. Rosie flicked out her tongue and worked it gently around the ear, before sliding it onto Natalie’s neck and leaving a thin wet trail as she licked lower. Rosie’s hand then reached for the zipper on the front of Natalie’s uniform. As the zipper was slowly pulled down to reveal the naked flesh below, Rosie’s tongue followed it lower. When the zipper was low enough, she forced the sides of the uniform open to reveal Natalie’s bra. The sight of the lacy material stirred Rosie’s excitement. The material was sheer enough that she could make out the nipples below and she licked a wet tongue over them. As the nipples stood up they pushed hard against the bra and Rosie brought her fingers onto her friend’s breasts to stroke them over the hardness. Natalie moaned as the fingers forced the soft material of the bra onto her nipples. The fingers brushed gently at first, but Rosie quickly pressed down harder, working them to the edge of the bra and underneath. As Natalie’s naked breast was pulled into view. Rosie quickly kissed down onto it, her lips encircling the nipple so that she could lick her tongue onto it. She flicked her tongue back and forth, the touch hardening the nipple even more. As she licked, Rosie worked her fingers to the other breast and forced it out of its bra cup. She squeezed the breast hard and moaned as her fingers dug into the soft flesh. Moving her mouth across, Rosie again sucked the nipple into her mouth and rolled her tongue over it. Natalie was breathing hard, but she eventually pushed Rosie up.
 
    
 
   “Where’s the supervisor?” Natalie asked.
 
    
 
   “I left her up on the top floor,” grinned Rosie. “It’ll be ages before she gets down here. We have plenty of time to have a little fun. I want more than just to kiss your gorgeous breasts.” Rosie’s quickly moved lower so that she was gazing between Natalie’s legs. She looked back up at her friend and grinned. Her hand reached for the zipper on the uniform again and she quickly dragged it all the way down so that she could expose Natalie’s lacy panties. They were not quite as sheer as the bra, but still revealed a glimpse of the pussy below. Rosie sat looking down at her friend, her eyes moving rapidly from tits to pussy and back again. She finally moved so that she could push Natalie’s thighs wide apart and lie on her front between them. Her head was right above Natalie’s panties and she stared down at them, getting a clearer view of the pussy lips below the sheer material. As she watched, the damp patch on the panties started to grow larger as Natalie’s excitement climbed.
 
    
 
   Rosie slowly lowered her head to the panties and she licked along the outline of the pussy lips through the material. The taste of her friend always excited Rosie and this time was no different. As soon as the taste of pussy filled her mouth, her excitement leapt and she started licking harder, forcing the soft material of the panties between Natalie’s pussy lips. It felt nice to begin with, but the panties quickly became an annoyance. Rosie grabbed them and peeled them from Natalie’s pussy so that there was nothing stopping her tongue pushing in deep. As she forced it into the wet hole the wetness covered it and Rosie was moaning in pleasure. She licked her tongue hard at the slick pussy walls, lapping at the wetness and swallowing as it ran across her tongue. Natalie couldn’t help lifting her ass from the bed. She closed her eyes and arched her back as the excitement quickly threatened to overwhelm her. She started to moan as Rosie licked her harder and as she opened her eyes again, Natalie was suddenly aware of the face at the door. She let out a shriek and sat up trying to cover herself.
 
    
 
   “What the fuc…” said Rosie. She was about to ask Natalie what she was doing, but the worried look on her friend’s face stopped her. She turned to see what Natalie was looking at and felt her heart sink as she saw the supervisor standing at the door. The older woman stepped inside the room then closed and locked the door.
 
    
 
   “Well, well,” she started. “Nice to see you hard at work, it’s just a pity it’s not cleaning rooms like you are supposed to be doing.”
 
    
 
   Rosie sat up and watched as Natalie desperately tried to zip her uniform closed. She finally managed this and looked at Rosie.
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop on my account,” said the supervisor. “Well unless you want to say goodbye to your jobs that is.”
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Rosie.
 
    
 
   The supervisor grinned. “Let’s just say that I can be convinced to keep your little dirty secret a secret if you do what I say,” she said.
 
    
 
   Rosie looked at Natalie, who shrugged as if to say what choice do we have. Turning back to the supervisor, Rosie looked her in the eye. “Are you blackmailing us with the threat of losing our jobs?”
 
    
 
   “Oh that sounds so dramatic,” the supervisor replied. “I’m just saying that if you are good girls for me, I will be a good boss and not tell the hotel manager what I caught you doing.”
 
    
 
   “And what exactly do you expect good girls to do for you,” continued Rosie.
 
    
 
   “Like I said,” the Supervisor answered. “Don’t stop what you were doing on my account.”
 
    
 
   Rosie and Natalie could hear the excitement that crept into the supervisor’s voice and looked at each other and grinned. It sounded a little kinky to put on a show for her to watch, but both girls could immediately sense that the other was excited by the prospect. While they didn’t want to lose their jobs, the idea of an older woman watching as the fucked was a turn on and Rosie reached for the zipper on Natalie’s uniform and pulled it lower again. As her bra and panties were exposed, Natalie started to breath harder, the excitement returning to her body after the shock of being caught playing. Rosie pushed her friend onto her back on the bed and pulled the uniform wide open. She got on all fours so that her head was above Natalie’s panties and slowly lowered her face to them, leaving her ass raised in the air.
 
    
 
   As she licked onto the wet panties, Rosie sensed the supervisor move close to the bottom of the bed and position herself so that she could get a better view. The excitement of being watched playing with her friend’s pussy spurred Rosie on and she slowly worked her tongue over the damp patch in the panties. She slid her tongue along the outline of Natalie’s pussy lips and felt the wetness start to coat her tongue again. Making Natalie lift her hips, Rosie pulled the panties down so that her naked pussy was exposed. She quickly ducked her head down, but the supervisor immediately told her to move back so that she could see Natalie’s pussy. Rosie did this and heard the supervisor gasp at the sight of the wet pussy.
 
    
 
   It was Rosie’s turn to gasp as the supervisor grabbed the hem of her uniform and yanked it higher. The older woman kept pulling the uniform up until Rosie’s panties were brought into view. The feel of the supervisor’s hand stroking onto her ass cheeks was an exciting moment and Rosie looked up at Natalie who was grinning. Rosie quickly ducked her head down to her friend’s naked pussy lips and licked hard along them as the supervisor stroked a finger along her butt crease through the soft material of the panties. Rosie felt her excitement surge at the touch of the fingers and moaned loud.
 
    
 
   “You like that, huh?” laughed the supervisor and pushed her finger harder, forcing the panties between Rosie’s cheeks and onto her asshole. It was a gorgeous sensation and Rosie pushed back onto the finger to force it harder against her tight hole. The supervisor suddenly wanted to see more than just panties and moved her hands to the waistband. She took her time pulling the panties lower, her excitement rising as the top of Rosie’s butt crease came into view. As the panties were pulled lower still, the full beauty of Rosie’s ass came into view and the supervisor just stared at it. She quickly stirred herself into action though and stroked a finger to the top of the butt crease and dragged it lower, forcing it between Rosie’s ass cheeks. 
 
    
 
   As the finger stroked onto her asshole, Rosie moaned and licked harder onto Natalie’s pussy. She could feel the pussy lips opening up under her demanding touch and it allowed her to push the tip of her tongue inside the wet hole and stir it slowly around. The sensation of being penetrated by the tongue sparked Natalie’s excitement and she began to writhe around on the bed. Rosie pushed forward so that her mouth kissed onto the pussy lips and her tongue pushed deeper still into the wet hole. The feel of her tongue sliding along the smooth inner walls of Natalie’s pussy was an exciting sensation and Rosie was suddenly lapping hard at the wetness as the thrill of what she was doing caught her.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t only the thrill of licking pussy that was driving Rosie’s excitement higher though. The feel of the supervisor’s finger stroking gently back and forth over her naked asshole was a massive turn on for her and she continued to push back onto it. As the pressure of the finger against the hole increased, Rosie felt her asshole being spread open and the tip of the finger slid inside. It wasn’t the first time her asshole had been fingered, but in the situation she found herself in the pleasure felt more exciting than ever. Rosie moaned as the finger pushed deeper, the sensation of her asshole tightening around it making her pulse race. The supervisor managed to get the full length of her finger in the hole and held it in deep. The sensation drove Rosie crazy and Natalie got the benefit of this as the tongue in her pussy licked harder and faster. Rosie took her time licking Natalie out, the sensation of her tongue working over the slick skin making her excitement run wild. She finally worked her tongue up onto the erect clit. The feel of the tongue licking across the little hard nub in long slow strokes made Natalie shudder and she started to lift her ass from the bed to push herself harder against Rosie.
 
    
 
   As Rosie started to flick her tongue in short strokes onto her clit, Natalie could feel her excitement grow stronger. Arching her back as she tried to force her clit and pussy onto Rosie’s mouth was adding to the excitement and Natalie suddenly wanted to feel a climax. As the pleasure in her body intensified she started to become desperate for this. She lifted her head to watch Rosie licking her and reached down to push her friend’s head back down onto her pussy lips. It allowed her to stroke her fingers onto her clit and she worked it hard, knowing that it would bring her closer to an orgasm. As Rosie licked back into her wet hole hard, Natalie felt her excitement burst. Her breath was suddenly coming in short gasps as the rush of pleasure took over her body. It worked to a high that made her cry out in pleasure and as she felt the excitement slowly start to fade from her body, she giggled as she pushed Rosie off her.
 
    
 
   Natalie looked at the supervisor and saw the expression of excitement on her face. Watching Natalie orgasm had obviously been a huge thrill for the older woman and her chest was heaving hard as her heartbeat raced. She still had her finger pushed knuckle deep in Rosie’s ass and Natalie urged her to finger fuck the tight hole. Natalie could see Rosie start to breathe hard as the pleasure the finger was giving her took hold of her body. She grinned at Rosie as she got up and moved down the bed. Rosie felt her excitement surge as the supervisor’s finger began to fuck in and out of her ass harder and faster. Natalie joined in the fun by stroking her fingers to Rosie’s pussy. She worked the fingers around the entrance to the wet hole and watched as the supervisor used Rosie’s asshole as a fuck toy. The sight of the finger sliding in and out of the tight hole was exciting and Natalie quickly fucked three fingers into the tight pussy.
 
    
 
   Rosie hung her head and groaned at the feeling of both her holes being fingered at the same time. It gave her a sense of excitement she had never experienced before and she knew it was going to make her cum hard. Her breath was rasping as Natalie and the supervisor sped up their movements and Rosie urged them to finger fuck her hard. She started to push herself back against the thrusts of the fingers and it made them slide hard against the smooth inner skin of her holes. The excitement grew to an almost unbearable level and Rosie was suddenly desperate for the release of a climax. She stroked her own hand between her thighs and worked fingers over her clit. It was the thrill that took her too far and the onset of the orgasm caused a rush of heat through her body that had Rosie crying out in ecstasy. The excitement was heightened as her pussy and ass clamped hard around the fingers that were pushed in deep. It caused a burst of pleasure that took the orgasm to a peak that left Rosie crying out. She slowly collapsed down onto the bed and felt the fingers pull out of her holes.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” gasped Rosie. “This is the most excited I have ever felt in my life.” She rolled onto her back, looked up at the supervisor and grinned. “Well seeing as you just took part in a sex session in a hotel room, we don’t need to worry about you telling on us any more.”
 
    
 
   The supervisor grinned back. “I was never going to tell in the first place. I just said that to get you two girls naked and fucking.”
 
    
 
   “Dirty bitch,” laughed Rosie and looked at Natalie. “You think we should double-team her for our next game?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Natalie looked at the supervisor and giggled. “Oh yeah, getting her naked and fucking her is going to be fun.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Lesbian Dare              
 
   Hailey moved down to kiss gently onto Bella’s mouth and when she broke the kiss, heard the soft sigh that escaped her friend’s lips. “So will you do it?”  Hailey asked.
 
    
 
   Bella grinned. “I don’t know. You’ve always made dares about boys and girls our own age before. Daring me to try and play dirty your next door neighbor is a whole new ball game. What age is she?”
 
    
 
   Hailey giggled. “No sure really, she must be in her early 40s, but she is pretty hot. I see her in her garden a lot and she always talks to me.”
 
    
 
   “But how exactly will I get inside her house to find out if I can get into her panties?” asked Bella.
 
    
 
   “Questions, questions,” teased Hailey. Do you accept the dare or are you too chicken.”
 
    
 
   “OK, OK,” said Bella, laughing at the taunts of her friend. “I accept it and will give it my best shot.” 
 
    
 
   She lifted her head to kiss Hailey. The girls were lying naked on her bed and the feel of their bodies pressing together was starting to excite them both. They had been friends since they were little girls, but since they had turned 18 they had moved from friends to lovers. The excitement of playing with each other had taken over their lives for a while, although their slutty natures had led them on to more. The idea of daring each other into dirty sex acts had started with Hailey, but they had both got into it. Hailey daring Bella to try and fuck her older next door neighbor had upped the stakes and Bella wasn’t altogether sure it was such a good idea. The idea of playing with an older woman excited her though and as she kissed Hailey, the thought of doing it grew on her.
 
    
 
   Bella felt the excitement coursing through her body. She slid her lips from Hailey’s mouth and started to move down her friend’s body. Her excitement grew as she neared Hailey’s breasts. They were big and kissing onto them always gave Bella a massive thrill. She stroked her tongue across the smooth skin until it reached the top of the cleavage and then licked down between the breasts. The soft moans that Hailey let out as the tongue slid over her skin spurred Bella on and she kissed onto the big breasts. She slid her tongue straight to a nipple, although rather than licking onto it she traced her tongue in wet circles around it. Hailey moaned louder as she felt the tongue closing in on her nipple and let out a sharp breath at the pleasure she felt when the tongue licked onto it. Bella knew just how sensitive Hailey’s nipples were and liked to tease them hard with her lips and tongue, driving her friend into a frenzy of excitement. It was a guarantee that Hailey’s pussy would be soaked when Bella finally got to it and it would be her turn to be driven crazy as the taste and scent of it filled her senses.
 
    
 
   First though, Bella concentrated her efforts on Hailey’s nipples. She sucked one into her mouth, licking her tongue around until Hailey was writhing in pleasure. She then pulled her head back and let Hailey calm down a little, before switching her attention to the other breast and working her friend into a frenzy of excitement again. As she moved back and forth, Bella could feel Hailey’s heartbeat racing. Her own excitement gradually climbed until she was desperate for the taste of pussy in her mouth. She started to stroke her lips further down Hailey’s body, the feel of her mouth gliding over the soft skin causing her own heartbeat to quicken. By the time she reached the top of the pussy, Bella’s breathing was labored and she felt the thrill of what she was doing coursing through her veins. Knowing how wet Hailey would be always heightened the thrill she felt and as usual she wasn’t disappointed when she kissed onto the pink slit. The pussy lips were soaked in juice and Bella moved her face close enough that she could just lick onto them again and again, until her tongue was covered. The taste of her friend was gorgeous and Bella suddenly started to lick against the pussy lips harder. They opened up under her demanding touch and it let even more juice flow out. Bella could feel her tongue really start to get soaked as she worked her tongue into the wet hole. The feel of the soft inner skin of Hailey’s pussy made her moan out loud and Bella was suddenly lapping hard and trying to fuck her tongue inside as deep as she could. Her mouth pressed against the pussy lips and she pulled out her tongue and kissed hard, before forcing her tongue back inside.
 
    
 
   Hailey raised her hips from the bed and arched her back in excitement. Her friend knew how to drive her crazy and as the pleasure rushed through her she was suddenly begging for fingers. The tongue felt nice, but the sensation of her pussy lips being stretched open wide by fingers always pushed her closer to a climax. She was suddenly desperate for that sensation and didn’t let up begging until Bella finally gave her what she wanted. As the fingers entered her and pushed deep, Hailey let out a moan of pleasure. She urged Bella to finger fuck her hard, eager for the excitement of a climax. She lifted her hips high off the bed and Bella brought her mouth down at the top of the pink slit. As she sucked the hard little clit between her lips she started to pump her fingers in and out of the tight pussy. Hailey started whimpering as the excitement took hold of her body. She was slowly losing control and knew it wouldn’t be long before she was writhing around uncontrollably.
 
    
 
   Bella could feel her own excitement running out of control. The taste of pussy was driving her wild and it made her suck and lick her friend harder and faster. She increased the tempo of her fingers gradually until they were flashing in and out. Bella could feel her fingertips sliding on the smooth skin and she splayed her fingers, forcing Hailey’s pussy lips wider, knowing it would drive her friend crazy. The feel of the fingers fucking into her pushed Hailey quickly to the point of a climax. She suddenly dropped her hips back on the bed and her body began to shake and writhe. The squeal started in the back of her throat and built up until it came out in a loud moan as the orgasm was released inside her. Hailey tensed for a second, the writhing stopping, but as she felt her pussy tighten hard around the fingers she went crazy. The pleasure rushed through her body in a frenzy and she writhed around on the bed, her chest heaving and the breath coming out of her in labored gasps. The pleasure just kept building until it climaxed in a massive peak that made her arch her back as the intensity of the feelings overwhelmed her body. She cried out loud as her body tensed in a moment of pure ecstasy, before she dropped back down to the bed.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez Bella,” she said, gasping for breath. “You can really make me cum hard.”
 
    
 
   “You think I can do that to your sexy neighbor,” Bella giggled.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow that would be something to see,” laughed Hailey as Bella moved back up the bed and hugged her hard.
 
    
 
   The next few days saw Bella and Hailey getting into their college work and they had little time to think about the dare. As the weekend dawned though, Bella made her way across to Hailey’s home, her excitement rising as she wondered what was going to happen. The sun was shining brightly and the two teenage girls put on bikinis and went out into the back garden to do a little sunbathing. The morning was quiet and there was no sign of Hailey’s neighbor. The girls came in to have something to eat and avoid the intense heat of the midday sun. Later in the afternoon they made their way back outside and started to sunbathe again.
 
    
 
   As they lay enjoying the warmth of the sun, Hailey heard the door of the next door neighbor’s house open. She turned to Bella and smiled. “Dare’s on,” she giggled in a whisper and stood up.
 
    
 
   “Hey Mrs. Carter,” she started. “How are you today?”
 
    
 
   “Oh hi Hailey,” the older woman said as she moved to look over the hedge. “Are you working on your tan?”
 
    
 
   “Trying to,” Hailey answered. “How does it look?” She grinned and did a little twirl as Mrs. Carter looked at her.
 
    
 
   “It looks good, but you need a white bikini. It shows off a tan so much better,” laughed Mrs. Carter.
 
    
 
   “Yeah I guess,” giggled Hailey. “Keep meaning to buy one, but still haven’t got around to it yet.
 
    
 
   “I think I have one somewhere,” continued Mrs. Carter. “You’re welcome to have it. I feel a little old for a two-piece these days. I need a little more cover.”
 
    
 
   “No way,” said Hailey. “You still look gorgeous enough for a bikini. Bet you look really hot in it.”
 
    
 
   “That’s nice of you to say, but I think bikinis are for you younger women,” said Mrs. Carter. You and your friend are the hot ones.”
 
    
 
   Bella stood up and Hailey introduced her. “I would kind of like to try the white bikini,” Bella said, “if you don’t mind.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” answered Mrs. Carter. “Come on round and I’ll see if I can find it.”
 
    
 
   As Mrs. Carter turned her back to walk to her house, Bella smiled at Hailey and leaned close. “Game on,” she whispered and the two girls walked around. Mrs. Carter was waiting for them at the door of her home and closed it as the two girls entered. She led them through to the lounge and told them to wait while she went to find the bikini. As the lounge door closed Bella grabbed Hailey and pulled her close. She kissed her friend passionately and Hailey could feel how fast Bella’s pulse was racing. They parted and waited. A few minutes later Mrs. Carter returned with the bikini.
 
    
 
   “There you go,” she said and handed the top and briefs to Bella. She was surprised to see the teen girl suddenly unclip her bikini top and let it drop to the floor. The sight of Bella’s naked breasts gave her a little flicker of excitement and she watched as the teen girl put the white bikini top on. As she continued to watch, Bella slid her fingers to the sides of her bikini briefs. Mrs. Carter’s initial reaction was to look away, but Bella grinned as the older woman’s gaze returned to her as she started to pull the briefs down. The teen girl felt her excitement rising as she brought her pussy into view. She took her time, slowly stroking the briefs down her legs and then working the new pair up onto her pussy and ass and adjusting it. The bikini was small and the material didn’t cover a lot.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Bella grinned. “The boys and girls would get a right eyeful if I wore this. You like your bikini’s small Mrs. Carter. I think you must have been a little bit of a tease.”

Mrs. Carter laughed. “It did bring a few stares when I used to wear it,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, I want to see,” grinned Bella. “Put it on for us.”
 
    
 
   “What?” exclaimed Mrs. Carter. “No, I can’t do that.”
 
    
 
   “Please,” chipped in Hailey.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Carter narrowed her eyes and looked at the girls. “Are you two coming on to me?” she laughed.
 
    
 
   “Hailey dared me to do it,” giggled Bella and grinned at her friend. “She said you were gorgeous and she was right. Please put the bikini on.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Carter felt a real thrill at the excitement in the teen girl’s voices. She had been a tease in her younger days and hadn’t minded whether it had been girls or boys she had turned on. While she had calmed down and settled into married life for years, getting divorced had left her without regular sex and it was one of the things she missed most about living on her own. The sudden thrill of having two pretty teenagers show an interest in her was exciting, although she knew she should really turn them down. She hesitated. “I’m flattered girls, but I really think….”
 
    
 
   Hailey interrupted her in mid sentence. “Please put it on.” The excitement was clear in her voice and Mrs. Carter felt her own excitement grow. She suddenly decided to do it and see where things went. Holding out her hand, she asked for the bikini and Bella quickly stripped it off. She stayed naked and Mrs. Carter watched in excitement as Hailey moved close to her friend and reached out to grab naked breasts. 
 
    
 
   Mrs. Carter could feel her breathing getting heavier as she watched Hailey stroke her fingers over the soft skin of Bella’s tits. The eyes of the two girls were glued to her and this lifted her excitement even higher. She slowly started to unbutton her blouse, the edges pulling further apart and revealing more naked skin as she undid each one. When the final button was opened, Mrs. Carter shrugged the blouse from her shoulders and saw the teen girl’s eyes drop to her tits. She held her breath as she reached behind herself to unclip her bra and the breath came out in a rush as her naked breasts were exposed. She quickly pulled the bikini top on and lowered her hands to the zipper of her skirt. When she released it, the skirt dropped to the floor and the eyes of the two girls were suddenly on her panties. An air of anticipation took over the room as Mrs. Carter reached for the side of her panties. She lowered them to reveal a neatly trimmed pussy that the girls couldn’t tear their eyes away from.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that’s nice,” said Bella. “Don’t put the bikini briefs on.” She walked across and dropped to her knees in front of Mrs. Carter, just staring at the gorgeous pussy in front of her face. Before Bella had made a move, Hailey crossed the room and dropped to her knees behind Mrs. Carter. The older woman’s breathing became ragged as the two girls moved forward onto her. She felt her legs being pushed apart and while Bella stroked a hand up the front of the older woman’s thigh, Hailey did the same at the back. It was a gorgeous sensation to feel the two girl’s hands closing in on her pussy and ass and Mrs. Carter gave a start as fingers stroked onto them.
 
    
 
   Bella could feel the wetness starting to leak from Mrs. Carter and stroking her hand across it, lifted her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean. The taste of pussy drove the teen girl’s excitement higher and she suddenly leaned forward to lick onto Mrs. Carter’s pussy lips. She gently stroked the tip of her tongue up and down, feeling the wetness growing as the older woman’s excitement really started to kick in. As she licked harder, the pussy lips opened up under her touch and Bella could feel the familiar sense of pleasure she always got when playing with pussy. She licked harder still and placing her fingers either side of the gorgeous pussy, pulled it wide open. Her excitement surged as the wet hole opened up and Mrs. Carter gasped as the teen girl pushed her tongue hard inside. She grabbed the girl’s head and pulled it onto her, urging her to lick harder, the feel of the tongue on her smooth skin driving her wild.
 
    
 
   As Bella continued to lick her pussy, Mrs. Carter felt the exquisite sensation of Hailey’s lips kissing onto her ass. The teen girl moved her mouth around, kissing and softly biting the smooth skin. She grabbed the ass cheeks in her hands and gently squeezed them, slowly increasing the pressure until she was leaving red finger marks in the soft skin. As she squeezed hard, Hailey moved back a little to watch as she spread the ass cheeks open. She moaned at the sight of the puckered hole and immediately leant forward to kiss her lips onto it. She kept her mouth locked around the hole as she started to flick her tongue rapidly over it. Pulling the ass cheeks harder apart, Hailey then stiffened her tongue and probed at the hole, feeling her excitement rise as the tip pushed inside a little.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Carter began to moan as the excitement gripped her. Her pussy and ass felt on fire as the two girls worked their mouths onto them. The older woman could feel the excitement building in her body, slowly working towards an orgasm. She started to go a little wild as the tongues worked at her holes, probing inside and licking hard. She finally pushed the girls off her body and walked across to the couch. She sat down and slid her ass to the edge of the seat. The teen girls watched as the older woman slowly opened her thighs wide and then slid her fingers either side of her pussy. She pulled hard on it and the wet hole opened wide. 
 
    
 
   “Make me cum,” she said, looking at the girls.
 
    
 
   There was a sudden scramble as the two girls rushed to get between Mrs. Carters legs. Hailey made it first and bent to lick hard on the wet pussy. Bella watched as her friend slowly licked up the pussy lips and used her tongue to work the erect clit out of its covering hood. As Hailey started to work her tongue over the hard little nub, Bella slowly lowered her head to Mrs. Carter’s gorgeous pussy. She licked her tongue along the pussy lips, her breathing coming hard as the excitement of playing with an older woman caught her. She licked harder and harder, hearing the soft moans of Mrs. Carter slowly grow louder as the orgasm got closer to erupting inside her. Bella moved back a little and watched Hailey flicking the tip of her tongue over Mrs. Carter’s clit. As she watched, she brought her fingers up to the wet hole and teased them around the entrance. Mrs. Carter’s body tensed as she felt the fingers slide just inside. Bella worked them around the smooth skin and then slowly pushed them deeper. She kept pushing until her fingers were fucked all the way inside the wet pussy. Holding them inside, she stirred them around, making Mrs. Carter cry out in excitement.
 
    
 
   Bella slowly worked her fingers back out to the pussy entrance and teased them around again. Mrs. Carter gasped as the teen girl suddenly fucked her fingers inside hard. Bella started to pump her fingers in and out, slowly building up the speed until Mrs. Carter was lifting her hips and pushing herself against the fingers thrusting inside her. Hailey locked her lips around the older woman’s clit and sucked on it hard, the thrill of this pushing Mrs. Carter ever closer to an orgasm. The sweat was dripping from her forehead as the excitement of the situation overwhelmed her. The heat built in her body to an unbearable level that had her writhing around and pushing herself harder onto the fingers and mouth playing with her. The excitement finally proved too much for Mrs. Carter as the teen girls sent her crashing into a massive climax.
 
    
 
   The onset of the orgasm made Mrs. Carter’s body lift from the couch and tense hard. She arched her back and as Bella fucked fingers in deep, the feel of her pussy closing hard around them sent the pleasure rushing around Mrs. Carter’s body. Her cry of excitement was a thrill for the teen girls who kept playing with the wet pussy to take the older woman to a peak of pleasure from which she didn’t want to come down. As she settled back onto the couch though, Mrs. Carter felt the rush of excitement slowly fading from her body. She was breathing hard and looked down at the two girls.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, you do that good,” she said, with a grin on her face.
 
    
 
   Bella giggled. “This is just the start,” she said. “We can come around whenever you want.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” joined in Hailey. “We can get you involved in our dare game.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Carter laughed. “I’m a little old for that, but you two are definitely welcome in my home any time you want.”
 
    
 
   “Nice,” said Bella and grinned at Hailey. “I think we might be here a lot.” 
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Teenage Friends Get Dirty
 
                 
 
   “You two be good now. No parties and no boys, you hear.”
 
    
 
   Constance looked at her friend Harriet with a grin on her face and then turned to answer her mother. “Yes mum,” she teased. “We promise to be on our very best behavior while you’re gone.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not joking,” her mother continued with a stern look on her face. “It was your father’s idea that you could stay on your own for the weekend. If it had been up to me you would have been coming with us, so you better be good.”
 
    
 
   “Oh mum,” protested Constance. “We’re both 18 now, not eight year old babies. We know how to behave. Now just go and enjoy yourself. I promise the house will still be standing when you get back.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure they’ll be fine,” chipped in Constance’s father. “C’mon lets go, before the traffic gets bad.” Constance’s mother moved to the passenger door, opened it and got inside. As the car pulled out of the driveway, Constance waved at her parents and saw them waving back. She watched until the vehicle disappeared from view and then turned to grin at Harriet. “Two days of freedom,” she laughed and wrapping her arm around Harriet’s shoulders walked back inside.
 
    
 
   “So what’s the plan then?” asked Harriet with a grin on her face. “Get some boys over for a big orgy and let them use us as their dirty little love slaves.”
 
    
 
   Constance swung her hand and clipped her fingers across the back of Harriet’s head. “You wish,” she laughed. “And you better watch what you say. My mum probably has the house bugged to keep a check on us.” She laughed hysterically when she saw the look of concern on Harriet’s face. “I’m joking, I’m joking,” she continued. “Mum worries, but she’s not crazy.”
 
    
 
   “So what is the plan then?” asked Harriet.
 
    
 
   “The weekend is on my lovely dad,” grinned Constance, pulling $100 from her pocket and waving it in the air. “Get your coat and we’ll go do some shopping first.” The two girls put on their coats and made their way along to the local grocery store. They loaded up on pizza, soft drinks and sweets then found the DVD section and took a little time picking a film they both wanted to watch. As they neared the checkout, Constance spotted the bottles of wine and grabbing Harriet’s arm pulled her across to them.
 
    
 
   “Let’s enjoy a little wine with our DVD,” Constance said with a grin on her face. 
 
    
 
   “Jeez your mum would flip is she could hear you know,” laughed Harriet.
 
    
 
   “Just as well she can’t then,” Constance continued, the grin on her face growing wider as she looked at her friend. They checked through the selection of wines available and decided on a couple of bottles of white. Finally stepping over to the checkout they paid for their purchases and made their way back to Constance’s home.
 
    
 
   “First things first,” said Constance. “Let’s get the pizza heated.” She walked into the kitchen, checked the instructions on the box and put the pizza in the oven. Twenty minutes later the two girls were sitting with pizza and cola in front of them and set the DVD playing. When the pizza was finished the wine came out. Constance opened the first bottle and poured a couple of glasses. It went down easily and soon the girls were on their second and third glasses. By the time the first bottle was finished, both girls were a little light headed and giggling as they watched the movie. Constance went to the kitchen to get the second bottle of wine and the drinking continued.
 
    
 
   As they got tipsier, the giggling increased and they started to comment more and more on the movie they were watching. “Wow, look at the boobs on her,” said Harriet as a new character entered the action.
 
    
 
   Constance looked down at her own breasts and cupped them in her hands. “Mine are better,” she giggled. “Look.” Constance jiggled her breasts and Harriet laughed. As the action on the screen got hotter, the giggling stopped and suddenly the new character was in a clinch with a man and her impressive breasts were fully exposed.
 
    
 
   “Wow, they really are nice,” said Harriet, her eyes glued to the screen. She could feel a little flash of excitement run through her at the sight of the breasts and wondered if Constance was feeling the same. She looked at her friend. “Do you still think yours are better?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Sure they are,” grinned Constance. “Look.” In her tipsy state she suddenly couldn’t stop herself lifting her t-shirt over her head and dropping it on the floor. As Harriet watched in amazement, her friend reached for the clip on her bra and undid it. Shrugging her shoulders, Constance let the bra fall on top of the t-shirt and then cupped her naked breasts in her hands. Suddenly the movie was forgotten about as Harriet sat staring at Constance’s naked tits.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez they are nice,” Harriet said. “Can I touch them?”
 
    
 
   Constance hesitated, suddenly aware of what she was doing, but the excitement she was feeling and the effects of the alcohol pushed her on. “Sure,” she replied, dropping her hands and watching as Harriet got up and came across to sit beside her. Harriet felt her excitement grow as she slowly reached out a hand to Constance’s breasts. She wrapped her fingers around the soft flesh and squeezed a little. “Oh man that feels nice,” she said. The nipple hardening against the palm of her hand heightened the excitement she was experiencing and she rubbed her hand back and forth, feeling the nipple harden even more. Harriet moved her hand back a little so that she could run the tips of her finger across the hard nipple and she felt her excitement rising as she watched what she was doing. Constance was breathing hard at the touch of her friend’s fingers and decided to join in the fun.
 
    
 
   She reached up her hand and grabbed Harriet’s breast in her hand and squeezed hard. “Let me see yours,” she said, her voice a little breathless. She could feel her pulse starting to race and wondered how far things would go. As she watched Harriet pulling her t-shirt over her head, Constance felt her excitement rising even more and she quickly reached for the naked breasts when Harriet released her bra and sat down again.
 
    
 
   “Do you think we should be doing this?” asked Harriet.
 
    
 
   “Probably not,” giggled Constance. “Do you want to stop?”
 
    
 
   “No way,” answered Harriet. She realized the alcohol was probably making them do more than they normally would have, but the excitement that was suddenly coursing through her veins meant there was no way she wanted to stop. She reached for Constance’s breast again and traced her fingers across the smooth skin, hearing her friend moan at the touch.
 
    
 
   Constance was the first to make the next move and she suddenly bent her head down to get a closer view of her friend’s breasts. Harriet felt a shiver run up her spine at the thrill of the tongue rapidly flicking back and forth over her nipple. She moaned as Constance moved her head from breast to breast using her tongue to tease the nipples. Harriet moaned even louder as she felt her nipple being sucked hard into Constance’s mouth. The feel of her friend’s lips on the soft skin of her breast was gorgeous and she reached for Constance’s head and pulled it harder against her. Constance sucked hard and kept her tongue flicking over the hard nipple. It was an exciting moment and the thought of licking pussy suddenly jumped into her mind. She moved back and pushed Harriet down onto the couch so that she was lying on her back.
 
    
 
   As she realized the intentions of her friend, Harriet felt her excitement surging. The soft touch of Constance’s kisses on her skin made her shiver and as the kisses moved lower the heat between her thighs grew. Constance stopped to kiss around her friend’s belly button, tracing her tongue slowly around it in small circles to leave a wet trail. When she started kissing lower again, Constance could feel the exhilaration taking over her body. As she reached the waistband of Harriet’s jeans the eagerness to get at her friend’s naked pussy suddenly overwhelmed her. She quickly fumbled with the buttons and zipper and Harriet giggled as she lifted her ass from the couch so that her friend could drag the tight jeans from her ass and down her legs. When the jeans were dropped on the floor, Harriet was left in just a pair of little pink panties.
 
    
 
   Constance sat looking down, not able to tear her eyes from the panties. “Jeez, that really is gorgeous,” she said as she slid a hand up the smooth skin of Harriet’s inner thigh and onto the soft material of the panties. Harriet couldn’t help letting out a moan as she felt Constance’s fingers slide under the top of her panties. As they were pulled down, Harriet looked to see her naked pussy being exposed and her breathing quickened. She was suddenly gasping in excitement as Constance forced her thighs apart and ducked her head down between. The feel of the tongue lightly tracing up and down her pussy lips made Harriet moan louder still and she parted her thighs wider.
 
    
 
   The taste of Harriet’s pussy spurred Constance on to lick harder. She could feel the pussy lips opening up under her touch and she pushed even harder to force her tongue inside the wet pussy entrance. “Fuck, you are really wet for this you dirty little slut,” giggled Constance.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” said Harriet. “I bet you are too.”
 
    
 
   Constance squealed as Harriet suddenly sat up and pushed her down onto the couch. Before she had the time to protest, Harriet was on top of her. She moved her head down to Constance’s tits and sucked a nipple hard into her mouth. Constance groaned in pleasure as the excitement swept through her body. She enjoyed the sensation of her tits being kissed and licked, but wanted more and urged Harriet to move lower. Harriet didn’t need a second invitation and sat up again so that she could grab the hem of Constance’s skirt. She forced it up around her friend’s waist so that her little white panties were exposed. The sight of them stirred Harriet’s excitement and at first she just gazed down.
 
    
 
   “See,” giggled Harriet suddenly as she stroked her fingers across the damp patch on Constance’s panties. “You are wetter than me slut girl. You’ve probably been fantasizing about this for a long time.”
 
    
 
   “I have not,” protested Constance, but her protests died as Harriet ducked her head down and kissed the panties. She could feel her friend’s lips kissing along the outline of her pussy lips through the material and the sudden excitement that shot through her body made Constance arch her back. Harriet flicked out her tongue to lick it against the wet material of the panties and the taste of pussy drove her wild. She was suddenly licking furiously at the damp panties, trying to force the soft material between Constance’s pussy lips. The desire to see naked pussy suddenly overtook her and a rush of breath escaped Constance’s lips as she felt her panties being ripped hard from her pussy and ass and pulled down her smooth, toned legs. Harriet pushed a knee between Constance’s legs and forced her friend’s thighs open. As the pink slit opened up to her view she felt the desire inside her explode. Harriet quickly kissed down onto the pussy lips and forced them open. The juice that leaked onto her tongue tasted gorgeous and she used her fingers to pull the pussy lips wider apart so that she could lap at the wetness inside. The feel of her tongue licking over the soft, smooth skin of Constance’s pussy turned Harriet on even more. She was suddenly trying to fuck her tongue in deep and Constance groaned in ecstasy at the feel of the tongue burrowing deep inside her pussy. She pushed herself down the couch, trying to force Harriet’s tongue in deeper and arched her back as the excitement started to overwhelm her. She suddenly couldn’t stop herself begging to be finger fucked. Harriet was enjoying the sensation of licking pussy though and continued to swirl her tongue around the slick inner skin of Constance’s pussy. She finally moved her head back and giggled as Constance’s begging became desperate.
 
    
 
   Harriet held up her hand. “Does the dirty little slut want my fingers,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Do it,” moaned Constance. “I am so close to a climax and want to feel it.”
 
    
 
   Harriet reached down and stroked her fingers around the wet pussy entrance. She teased Constance by flicking the end of her fingers inside her pussy, but pulling them out quickly. As Constance stared to beg for the feel of the fingers inside her pussy, Harriet suddenly fucked them in hard. Constance gasped as the pleasure suddenly engulfed her body. She squeezed her thighs together to trap the fingers inside her pussy deep and moaned as Harriet slowly pulled back hard to bring the fingers back to the pussy entrance. Constance parted her thighs again as her friend started to finger fuck her. Harriet worked her fingers in and out slowly at the beginning, but quickly sped up her movements until Constance was writhing in ecstasy at the sensation of being finger fucked. She felt the excitement build quickly in her body until it boiled over into a massive climax. Constance tensed and arched her back, and Harriet felt her friend’s pussy tighten around her fingers. She fucked them in deep, making Constance gasp at the sudden rush of pleasure through her body. Constance writhed harder and harder as the pleasure worked to a peak that left her moaning for more. Her body finally started to relax again as the intense pleasure of the orgasm slowly faded and she settled back onto the couch.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you really go for that,” laughed Harriet.
 
    
 
   “You will too,” giggled Constance as she sat up and moved to push her friend face down onto the couch. She quickly kissed down onto the gorgeous naked ass and Harriet moaned at the sensation of the lips working over her rounded cheeks. Constance kissed around a little, enjoying the feel of her mouth on the soft skin, before sliding out her tongue to lick it in wet circles over Harriet’s ass cheeks. She finally sat up with a grin on her face and slowly brought her hand down onto the rounded cheeks. Harriet giggled at the ticklish sensation of the fingers stroking over her ass, but her giggling suddenly stopped as she listened to her friend speaking.
 
    
 
   “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to finger a girl’s ass,” Constance laughed.
 
    
 
   “Oh you have got be fucking kidding me,” exclaimed Harriet and tried to push herself up from the couch.
 
    
 
   Constance put a hand on Harriet’s back to force her back down. “Just relax,” she teased and Harriet gave up struggling as she felt Constance’s hands move to spread her ass cheeks apart. The feel of the mouth licking onto her tight hole made Harriet jump. She was soon moaning though at the pleasure of the tongue on her asshole. It felt dirty, but exciting and she started to push her ass up as Constance licked harder to make the hole wet. Harriet moaned louder still as she felt her friend stroke a finger between her ass cheeks. As Constance lifted her head, she quickly stroked the finger onto the tight hole and pushed against it. Harriet pushed her face into the couch as the pleasure swept through her body. She couldn’t believe how exciting it was to have her asshole played with and pushed herself up against the finger. As it started to work its way inside the tight hole, Harriet’s excitement really took off. The deeper the finger pushed the more Harriet wanted and she urged Constance to fuck her finger in deep.
 
    
 
   When Constance had pushed her finger all the way inside Harriet’s ass, she reached her free hand between her friend’s spread open thighs. The feel of the fingers suddenly pushing inside her pussy was a moment of pure excitement and Harriet could feel herself reaching the brink of a climax. She moaned for Constance to finger fuck her hard and got her wish. As the fingers started to pump in and out of her pussy, Harriet pushed herself back onto them. As the tempo of the fingers increased, the pleasure built to an unbearable level until the orgasm suddenly released inside her. The feeling of her pussy and ass tightening around the fingers made Harriet groan in pleasure. The excitement she was feeling rushed to a high as the orgasm swept through her body and it seemed like every nerve ending was on fire. The excitement kept building until it peaked in a rush of pleasure that left Harriet’s body trembling, before the intense feelings slowly began to fade. The sensation of the fingers being slowly pulled out of her pussy and ass gave Harriet a final moment of excitement and she was left trying to catch her breath.
 
    
 
   Constance spanked her hand down onto Harriet’s ass, making her friend squeal. “So do you think this is going to be a fun weekend then?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “That depends,” replied Harriet.
 
    
 
   “On what?” asked Constance.
 
    
 
   “On how much wine we buy,” giggled Harriet. “I think if we keep drinking we are going to be dirty little sluts all weekend.”
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Sex Show at the College 
 
   “Jeez, is it true?” asked Katie. “Are you really going to do it?”
 
    
 
   The grin grew wide on Sophie’s pretty face and she turned to look at her friend. “The guys asked me yesterday,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Well the rumor mill already has you naked and on all fours,” Katie continued. “It appears to be the talk of the campus, so somebody let the cat out of the bag.”
 
    
 
   Sophie laughed. “Well they better put it back in again. I said I was asked. I haven’t given an answer yet.”
 
    
 
   “So what was the offer?” asked Katie.
 
    
 
   “They want me to do a threesome,” answered Sophie. “Supposedly my first little performance was a resounding hit and the boys wanted to know if I would do an encore. I said I would think about it and let them know.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, you will get a reputation as a real slut,” said Katie. “You need to watch yourself.”
 
    
 
   Sophie laughed again. “I think it might be a little late for me to worry about my reputation,” she said. “I can live with that. The thrill of doing it is such a massive turn on that I can’t help myself.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds like the answer will be yes then,” Katie continued, with a grin on her face. “Have you ever done a threesome before?”
 
    
 
   “No I haven’t, believe it or not,” said Sophie. “It would be a new experience for me. It sounds kind of kinky to be honest.” When the guys had asked her the day before if she would put on another dirty sex show at the next frat party, Katie had felt her excitement rise. A threesome was something she had fantasized about, but she had never actually had the chance to try it. It sounded exciting and the thought of a watching crowd made it all the more thrilling. Sophie was sure she would do it, but had told the guys she wanted a couple of days to think about it. The idea quickly took hold in her mind though and as she looked at Katie she confessed that she was probably going to say yes.
 
    
 
   “Dirty little slut,” laughed Katie as she finally got up and left.
 
    
 
   Sophie waited a couple of days before she finally let the guts know that she was up for the experience and would play along. The date of the party was the following Saturday night and as the time neared, Sophie found her excitement slowly starting to grow. The night before the big day, she had lain in bed thinking about the fun that was coming her way. She felt the warmth growing between her legs and couldn’t help sliding her fingers under her nightdress and inside her panties. The feel of her fingers stroking up and down her naked pussy lips had been nice and she had went further by sliding them inside the wet hole. Sophie had arched her back at the feel of her pussy lips spreading wide open. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly her fingers weren’t enough though and she pulled them out and reached for her bedside cabinet. She was alone in the dorm room, her roommate having gone out for the evening. Taking the vibrator from the drawer, Sophie had switched it on and immediately felt her excitement grow at the vibrations she could feel. She quickly pushed the sex toy under her nightdress and stroked her pussy lips with it through her panties. The sensation was exciting and she quickly pulled her panties out of the way so that she could stroke the vibrator onto her naked pussy lips. Before long she had it deep inside her pussy and squeezed her thighs shut, trapping it inside. She flicked through the speeds and each time the vibrations grew stronger she squealed and felt her excitement grow. When the vibrator hit top speed, she parted her thighs and started to slide it in and out. The orgasm quickly built inside her as she fucked her pussy harder and faster. As she felt the onset of the orgasm, Sophie pulled the vibrator out and held it hard onto her clit. The excitement overwhelmed her senses and she was suddenly squirming in ecstasy as the pleasure rushed to a peak. It left her trying to catch her breath and as the satisfaction of the climax wrapped around her body, Sophie relaxed and fell asleep.
 
    
 
   The following morning she slept late and as the day progressed, Sophie felt the tension build inside her. She still hadn’t been told who the threesome was going to be with, the guys saying they were still working on getting a couple of people that were willing to do it. Sophie’s first performance had been with a guy named Scott. She hoped he would be one of the two as his big cock had left her wanting more. As she made her way to the party, she was still wondering who she would be performing with and as she walked into the guys dorm building her excitement grew.
 
    
 
   “So who are the other two in my little threesome?” she asked as she was met.
 
    
 
   The guys grinned. “A surprise,” they said.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you told me I would know, before I went in the room,” Sophie complained.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry. You’ll like what we have arranged for you.” The guys left without saying any more. 
 
    
 
   Sophie considered backing out, but curiosity got the better of her. Even when she was in the room, she knew she could still back out and there was no harm in seeing who the others were. She quickly changed into a pair of tight pink cotton knickers and matching bra and covered them with a robe. She stepped out into the hallway and could hear the noise coming from the room at the end. As she stepped through the door, the room went quiet and Sophie could see all heads turning to look at her as she walked to the bed that had been set right in the middle of the floor. The room was already packed with people and Sophie felt her excitement growing as she became the center of attention. She sat on the bed and crossed her legs, waiting for the next move.
 
    
 
   The noise in the room began to grow again as people started to chat to friends. The moment the silence descended though, Sophie knew the other two had arrived. She couldn’t see through the crowd of people at first, but as they moved aside, Sophie’s eyes opened wide. The two girls in robes walking towards her were attractive and their pretty faces were made up beautifully. The brunette girl was petite and cute, while the blonde was more statuesque and chubby.
 
    
 
   Sophie could feel her excitement rising. She had took it that a threesome meant she would be the girl playing with two cocks, only to find out she had been set up in a lesbian threesome. It wasn’t something that she had ever really fantasized about, but the sudden thought of two girls using her as a dirty little fuck toy stirred her excitement. The wetness that dampened the front of her pink knickers was testament to the sudden thrill that rushed through her body and as the two girls approached, Sophie could feel her excitement rise. She looked up as they stood over her and watched as they stripped off their robes. They were topless, but wearing panties and stockings. It was an erotic sight and as Sophie stared, the brunette leaned down and kissed her hard. The girl kissed onto Sophie’s neck and worked her lips gently around. When her mouth got to Sophie’s ear, the brunette kissed gently then giggled. “We’re going to fuck you good cute girl,” she whispered and standing back, pulled Sophie to her feet.
 
    
 
   As Sophie stood still the blonde girl stepped forward and took hold of the sash that was holding her robe close. She pulled the ends free and the brunette girl moved behind Sophie to pull the robe from her shoulders and drop it on the floor. Being stripped to her panties in front of the crowd of watching people made Sophie’s heartbeat race fast. She could feel the hands of the brunette working over her ass cheeks and playing with them gently through the material of her panties. The girl stroked her fingers around, before pushing her hand into the top of the panties. Sophie felt the fingers slide down her butt crease, searching for the tight hidden hole. When the brunette found it, she flicked the tip of a finger rapidly over it and Sophie moaned.
 
    
 
   The blonde girl moved forward and Sophie felt a hand reach for the back of her neck and pull her head down. She suddenly found herself bending forward and staring in close up at a pair of gorgeous tits. The woman pushed forward and forced her tits hard onto Sophie’s face. She moved her body from side to side and Sophie moaned again as she felt the soft skin rubbing against her face. She enjoyed the sensation for a while before pushing back a little so that she could work her mouth over the tits. She kissed all over the smooth skin, feeling her excitement rising at the moans of the blonde girl. She finally worked her lips to encircle a nipple. As she flicked her tongue across it Sophie could feel it was already hard and the moans of the blonde girl grew as she licked on the nipple. Sophie quickly moved to the other nipple and found it just as hard. She sucked it into her mouth and worked her tongue in small circles around it. The experience of playing with big tits was really turning Sophie on and she felt her excitement explode at the harder touch of the hands on her ass.
 
    
 
   The brunette girl slowly peeled the panties from Sophie’s ass and stroked them down her toned legs. Dropping to her knees, the girl quickly forced the ass cheeks wide open and pushed a finger hard against the tight hole. The exhilaration rushed through Sophie as she felt her asshole being spread. The girl decided to lubricate the hole a little and moving her hand away, licked her tongue onto it. The wet sensation of the tongue licking hard onto her asshole made Sophie jump. She pushed back though as the licking increased until her asshole was covered in spit. The girl quickly sucked a finger into her mouth and then pushed it hard against the hole again. The lubrication worked and Sophie suddenly felt the finger spreading her asshole open and sliding inside. She licked harder on the blonde girl’s nipples as the excitement of having her ass finger fucked caught her. The finger pushed in deep and stirred around inside the hole. The brunette girl moaned at the tightness that close around her finger and loved the feel of it easing as she gently pulled it back out. It was the last of her gentleness though as she suddenly fucked the finger in deep again, making Sophie gasp. The girl started to finger fuck Sophie’s ass hard, ramming her finger in harder and faster as the excitement caught her. The two girls finally backed off Sophie before they pushed her too far and forced her down onto the bed.
 
    
 
   Sophie’s pulse was racing as the girls got on their knees on the bed, one on either side of her. They immediately went for her breasts, pulling the bra cups down to reveal them. The watching people crowded around the bed to get a closer view and Sophie could see all the eyes were focused on her naked tits. The two girls bent down to Sophie, each kissing onto a breast. They kissed hard and Sophie could see the lipstick marks that were being left on her tits. It heightened her excitement and the feel of the soft lips being kissed around her breasts was making her breath hard. In unison the girls worked their mouths onto Sophie’s nipples. The feel of them being sucked hard made Sophie moan in excitement. The pleasure rushed through her body as her nipples hardened under the touch of the lips. When the girls started licking their tongues over the hard nipples, Sophie’s body lifted from the bed and she arched her back as the excitement gripped her. As the two girls continued to play with her tits, Sophie could feel them working a hand onto her thighs and they were spread apart. Her naked pussy was fully exposed to the girls and to the watching people and Sophie’s excitement exploded. Her breathing suddenly became labored as the hands of the two girls slid onto her inner thighs and stroked the smooth skin. The hands worked higher and Sophie felt the gorgeous sensation of two hands stroking her pussy lips at the same time. The fingers stroked gently to begin with, but soon become more demanding and pushed harder at the pink slit to open it up. Sophie felt her pussy lips being spread and the fingers teased around the entrance to the wet hole. The experience was driving her crazy and as both girls worked fingers into the hole, Sophie was suddenly writhing around in ecstasy. 
 
    
 
   The fingers pushed in deep and stroked against the smooth skin. They soon started sliding in and out and it heightened the pleasure that Sophie could feel flowing through her body. As the girls finger fucked wet pussy their excitement rose and they licked harder at Sophie’s tits. Finally the brunette wanted more and pulling her fingers out she leaned forward to kiss the blonde girl. When she broke the kiss, she quickly moved down and knelt between Sophie’s thighs. She pulled the blonde girl’s finger from Sophie’s pussy and licked them clean, the taste driving her excitement higher. Sophie looked down to see the head of the brunette duck between her wide open thighs. The sudden sensation of her wet pussy lips being tongued made her jump a little and she moaned as the brunette girl licked hard. It opened her pussy lips enough for the girl to force her tongue inside the wet hole and in the excitement of the moment, Sophie pushed herself down the bed to try and get the tongue deeper into her pussy.
 
    
 
   As the brunette continued to lick her out, Sophie watched as the blonde girl moved to straddle her head and placed a knee either side of it. She looked up at the pussy directly above her face and could see the wet stain on the panties. As the blonde lowered herself, Sophie flicked out her tongue and licked onto the damp patch. The blonde girl moaned at the touch of the tongue licking hard onto her panties, but wanted more. She moved back up a little and forced her fingers under the material of her panties. Pulling them hard to the side she exposed her naked pussy and lowered it. Sophie waited for the wet pussy lips to get near enough for her to lick and suddenly went into a frenzy. She brought her hands up and slid her fingers either side of the gorgeous pink slit and pulled it wide open. She gazed at the wet hole for only an instant before fucking her tongue in hard. The blonde girl moaned as her tight, wet pussy was licked out. As the wetness coated Sophie’s tongue she went crazy for the taste and lapped harder and harder at the smooth inner walls of the pussy.
 
    
 
   The blonde girl began to rock back and forward at the excitement of being licked out. She slowly lowered her hand to her clit and started to stroke fingers over it. Sophie urged her to move up a little and the blonde girl complied. Quickly working her fingers to the wet pussy entrance, Sophie teased them around, feeling the slick wetness that smeared onto them. As she slid the fingers inside, she worked them in circles and looked up to see the blonde girl’s eyes closed in ecstasy. Sophie continued to circle her fingers as she pushed them deeper into tight pussy, until they were all the way inside. She watched the blonde girl stroking her clit as she started to fuck her fingers in and out. The girl started to bounce up and down a little, pushing down on the fingers as they thrust inside her. The excitement slowly built up in her body and she worked her fingers harder across her clit. The sensation took her close to orgasm and she slowed the movements of her fingers to prolong the excitement. She couldn’t slow Sophie down though and as fingers fucked into her hard and deep, the pleasure overwhelmed the blonde girl. The scream was loud as the orgasm ripped through her body. Sophie felt the pussy tightening around her fingers and pushed them in as deep as she could. The blonde girl writhed around, the excitement rushing to a high that brought the nerve endings in her body alive. She cried out again as the peak of the orgasm rocked her body, before she finally sat down onto Sophie’s mouth as the excitement faded. Sophie could feel the blonde girl’s pussy pushing against her mouth and kissed it hard.
 
    
 
   The brunette girl had stopped playing as she watched the blonde girl cum on Sophie’s fingers and mouth. Once it was over though, she suddenly ducked her head back to Sophie’s pussy and started to lick hard. The blonde girl came down to join her and the two girls set about making Sophie climax for the watching crowd. As the brunette girl worked her tongue deep into Sophie’s pussy, the blonde girl used fingers to work her clit out of its hood. The sensation started to drive Sophie crazy with desire and she was soon writhing around on the bed. The blonde girl bent her head down and forced the brunette back a little so that she could lick onto Sophie’s clit. The brunette girl slid fingers to the wet entrance to Sophie’s pussy and stroked them around. She slowly worked her fingers inside and slid the tips along the smooth inner walls until her fingers were fucked knuckle deep inside wet pussy. She circled the fingers around, making Sophie lift her ass from the bed. 
 
    
 
   Finally, the brunette started to pump her fingers in and out. Sophie started to lose control as her body was pushed towards orgasm. She lifted her ass higher from the bed so that her back arched hard and it made her cry out in excitement. As her pussy and clit were stroked and licked harder and faster, Sophie knew she was going to cum. She could feel the familiar shudder deep in her pussy that signaled the start of an orgasm. The moans escaping her lips became louder and louder until the heat rushed through her body. She cried out loud as her pussy gripped hard on the fingers fucking it. The blonde girl worked her tongue in long strokes over the little hard nub and the sensation heightened the feelings to the point that Sophie was gasping hard to catch her breath. She felt her orgasm come to a crashing peak that made her body tense hard, before she dropped back onto the bed, working to get her breathing back under control.
 
    
 
   There was no noise in the room at all and Sophie looked around to see the excited looks on the faces of the watching people. She sat up and kissed both girls hard before reaching for her robe and covering herself up. The crowd parted as she walked to the door and she grinned as she heard the cheering that erupted. She turned to see the two girls following her and giggled as she left the room and went to put her clothes back on.
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Office Girl Gangbang
 
                 
 
   Lydia felt nervous as she was led along the corridor of the office towards the typing pool. The first day of her first job had come around quickly. When she had received the letter informing her that she had got the position the excitement had kicked in, although as the start day approached the nerves had taken over.
 
    
 
   “You’ll be fine,” her mother had said and Lydia tried to concentrate on those words as she walked through the door to meet the other typists. The three older women looked her up and down with a critical eye before smiling. Lydia quickly found out that their names were Maria, Charlotte and Erica, and that they were good fun to be around. As she settled into her desk, the woman quickly showed her the system of accepting typing work and where to put the printed out letters and documents. 
 
    
 
   As she powered up the computer on her desk and started working, Lydia listened to the woman chatting. They were talking about the people that were coming in and out the room to leave work. Some of the people were spoken about in flattering terms, while others were given a less than flattering appraisal. Lydia giggled as she listened and looked at the women. They all appeared to be in their late 20s, although their pretty faces made it hard to gauge their exact ages. The only thing Lydia was sure of was that they were older than her tender years of 18. Lunchtime of her first day came around quickly and Lydia got out the packed lunch she had prepared. She suddenly found herself the focus of attention of the three women as they sat drinking coffee and eating.
 
    
 
   “So a pretty girl like you must have a boyfriend,” Charlotte said.
 
    
 
   “No, not really,” answered Lydia. “A few boys showing an interest, but I’m keeping them at arms length at the moment.”
 
    
 
   Maria laughed. “That’s the idea, treat them mean and keep them keen.”
 
    
 
   “What about you three?” asked Lydia. “Do you have boyfriends? Are you married?”
 
    
 
   The three women looked at each other and laughed. “No, there are no men in our lives,” Erica said. “Boys are not really our thing, if you know what I mean.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” said Lydia, understanding straight away what Lydia meant. “I kind of get my kicks from boys.”
 
    
 
   “You’re young,” grinned Erica. “You have plenty of time to learn. What you need is an older woman to show you the fun she can give you.” She looked at Charlotte and Maria and smiled.
 
    
 
   Lydia blushed red. “Never really thought about it,” she continued.
 
    
 
   “Not even a little fantasy now and again,” teased Charlotte and Lydia’s face got redder still. Someone walked in to the office and the conversation ended, but for the rest of the day, whenever they were alone, the three women took the chance to tease Lydia. By the end of the first day she was used to the gentle teasing and took it in good part. It continued for the rest of her first week and Lydia assumed the women were just having a little fun at her expense. At the end of the week though, she was to find out that the women had more than just teasing in mind for her. As finishing time on Friday approached, the three women seemed to be getting excited about the fun they could have that weekend.
 
    
 
   “So what are your plans?” Charlotte asked Lydia.
 
    
 
   “Quiet night tonight,’ answered Lydia. “But will hit the town tomorrow night with friends.”
 
    
 
   “Well it’s a Friday night tradition with us to have a quick drink after work,” continued Charlotte. “You’re welcome to come along.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” answered Lydia. “That sounds like a good way to end the working week.” She cleared her desk and when the others were ready they headed out of the office and into a nearby bar. After ordering some wine the woman relaxed and started chatting. As the wine flowed the women could feel the alcohol going to their heads and the conversation started to get a little more suggestive. Lydia suddenly found herself the focus of attention of the three older women. She was sitting between Charlotte and Erica and slowly but surely they moved closer to her until their thighs were pressed against hers. Maria sat on the opposite side of the table smiling at Lydia.
 
    
 
   “So, what do you think of the job?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I’m enjoying it so far,” Lydia answered. “You three have made it easy to settle in, so I have to say thanks for that.”
 
    
 
   The three older women smile. “Maybe we want more than just thanks,” Charlotte teased and Lydia looked down to see the older woman’s hand moving onto her thigh. She felt a little flicker of excitement and didn’t protest as the hand started to stroke her thigh. Erica saw what Charlotte was doing and joined in the fun by stroking her hand onto Lydia’s other thigh.
 
    
 
   Lydia shook her head to try and clear the fuzziness that the alcohol had brought on. “Wait a minute,” she said and then lowered her voice. “This is a set up isn’t it? You three dirty perverts have got the hots for a younger girl and are trying to get into my panties.”
 
    
 
   Erica laughed. “Well you know how we were telling you that some fun with an older woman might convince you that girls are better than boys,” she teased. “We reckoned if three older women showed you the fun you could have, that you might give up on boys altogether.”
 
    
 
   Lydia felt her excitement rising at the sudden turn of events. She felt a little foolish at having not seeing it coming, but the feel of the hands stroking on her thighs was nice and in her tipsy state she suddenly considered accepting the offer she was being made. She looked around the three women and grinned. “So what do you plan to do? Thrown me over this table and eat me out?” she said in a low voice.
 
    
 
   “The second part sounds like fun,” laughed Erica. “But I think somewhere more private would be better.”
 
    
 
   “Like where?” asked Lydia.
 
    
 
   “Well my apartment is not too far from here,” said Erica and Lydia nodded. She could sense the sudden excitement of the three women and quickly finished her drink. When she finally stood up, she swayed a little at the effects of the alcohol and giggled as Charlotte grabbed her arm and held her steady. The women walked out of the bar and hailed a taxi and less than 15 minutes later were making their way through the front door of Erica’s home. Lydia looked around as she was led to the lounge and saw that the apartment was attractively set out. When she entered the lounge, she took off her coat and dropped into a couch. Erica came to sit beside her and Lydia watched in amazement as Charlotte and Maria started to kiss. It was the first time she had ever seen any lesbian action close up and she found it incredibly exciting. She hardly noticed the hand that crept onto her knee as she continued to watch Charlotte and Maria playing with each other. They continued to kiss passionately, until Charlotte finally broke the kiss and moved her lips down onto the sensitive skin of Maria’s neck. As Charlotte gently worked her lips around, Maria threw her head back and moaned at the excitement rushing through her body. Charlotte kissed lower, until she was on her knees. She slowly started to undo the buttons on Maria’s blouse, bringing her lacy bra into view.
 
    
 
   Lydia gasped, partly at the sight of Charlotte kissing onto the smooth skin of Maria’s midriff and partly as she suddenly became fully aware of the hand that was starting to move higher on her leg. The feel of the fingertips gently gliding over the soft skin of her thigh was exciting and she looked down to watch its progress. Her breathing became heavier as she watched the fingers reach the hem of her skirt and slide underneath. Erica leant forward to nuzzle into Lydia’s neck and the feel of the kisses just behind her ear sent waves of pleasure running through the teenage girl’s body. She had played with a few boys, but none had ever made her feel so good just by kissing and touching her and she relaxed to enjoy the sensation.
 
    
 
   Erica felt her excitement taking off as her hand moved higher and higher on Lydia’s thigh. The teen girl shifted on the couch to part her thighs a little and Erica quickly forced her hands in between. As the tips of her fingers ran from the naked flesh onto the soft material of the panties, Erica let out a moan. Charlotte and Maria stopped to look at what Erica was doing and felt their excitement surging. Lydia’s skirt had been pushed up her thighs and her panties were partly exposed. The two women could see Erica’s fingers stroking over the panties and as they watched they could see the wetness that started to stain the material. It was an erotic sight and they suddenly moved closer to get a better view.
 
    
 
   “Show us her pussy,” said Maria and Lydia closed her eyes in excitement as she felt Erica’s fingers stroke to the side of her panties. The teen girl slid down the couch a little and it caused her skirt to ride further up her thighs. She opened her eyes again and could see the gaze of Charlotte and Maria glued between her legs. Her excitement rose as Erica’s fingers worked under the material of the panties. As it was slowly pulled to the side her pussy was exposed and her excitement surged. She could see the look of lust in the eyes of the two watching woman and Charlotte quickly dropped to her knees in front of Lydia and pushed the teen girl’s thighs apart. Her naked pussy was totally exposed and Lydia moaned as Erica started to stroke her fingers along the slick pussy lips. Charlotte pushed her head close to watch and Lydia jumped at the wet sensation of the older woman’s tongue as it licked onto her pussy. The sensation of having fingers and tongue playing with her pussy at the same time was exciting and Lydia’s breath started to come in sharp gasps.
 
    
 
   Erica stroked her fingers to the top of the pink slit and flicked Lydia’s clit out of its hood. As the fingers stroked over the erect little nub, Charlotte started to force her tongue harder against the teen girl’s pussy lips. As she pushed harder, Charlotte’s tongue wormed between the pussy lips and slid inside the wet hole. The electric touch sent a rush of pleasure through Lydia’s body and she raised her ass from the couch to push herself harder against Charlotte’s mouth. The older woman’s tongue burrowed in deeper and lapped at the wet pussy walls, the taste of teen pussy starting to drive her crazy with desire.
 
    
 
   Maria sat down beside Lydia and turned the teen girl’s face so that she could watch the pleasure etched on it. The sight was a turn on and she leaned forward so that she could brush her lips gently across Lydia’s mouth. The teen girl looked in her eyes and Maria could see the excitement that the fingers and tongue were giving Lydia. She kissed more passionately and brought a hand up to the teen girl’s breasts. Lydia moaned loud as her tits was squeezed hard. Maria quickly pulled Lydia’s top up to expose her bra and kissed onto it. She pulled the teen girl forward a little so that she could release the clip of her bra and pulled it down to expose her naked breasts. Maria could see Lydia’s chest heaving as the excitement took over her body. She leaned forward and kissed onto the soft skin of the teen girl’s tits, moving her mouth from breast to breast and covering them with hot kisses. Maria finally turned her attention to the nipples, flicking the tip of her tongue rapidly over each in turn and feeling them harden under the touch. When the nipples were erect she started to suck them into her mouth, continuing to work her tongue over them until Lydia was almost crying out in pleasure. The older woman finally moved back and saw that Erica had bent down to lick her tongue onto the teen girl’s clit, while Charlotte had started to fuck her fingers in and out of Lydia’s pussy. The sight of her two friends playing made Maria hungry for more.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, let me see her cute little asshole,” she said. The other two women quickly moved back and Lydia squealed as she felt herself being pulled up from the couch. The rest of her clothes were quickly stripped off and she found herself standing naked, surrounded by three older women that wanted to use her as a fuck toy.
 
    
 
   Erica quickly pulled off her skirt and panties and lay on the floor on her back. Lydia found herself being pushed onto all fours so that her head was right above Erica’s pussy. She looked down at the gorgeous sight, taking her time bending down so that she could enjoy the view of the pink slit. It was the first time in her life that she had licked pussy and she found that she liked the taste. It made her lick harder and as she did, she felt the pussy lips opening up so that she could work her tongue inside the wet hole. The sensation of the wetness spilling onto her tongue drove her excitement higher and she tried to burrow her tongue deeper. Excitement overwhelmed Lydia as she felt Erica push her hips up. It forced her tongue deeper into the wet pussy and she lapped eagerly at the smooth pussy walls.
 
    
 
   Charlotte dropped onto her back behind the teen girl and shuffled herself forward so that she could work her head between Lydia’s legs. She looked up at the wet teen pussy above her and it sent a real jolt of excitement through her. She lifted her head and licked the tip of her tongue along the pussy lips. She could feel the rush of her pulse as it quickened and she forced her tongue harder against the pussy lips. They opened up under the pressure and when Charlotte saw the wet hole, she first licked inside before starting to finger fuck the teen girl again. The feel of the fingers pumping into her tight pussy was exhilarating and the surge of excitement that ran through her body made Lydia moan. 
 
    
 
   Her excitement jumped even higher as she felt the soft kisses being planted on the rounded cheeks of her ass. Maria was so excited as she kissed onto the soft skin of the teen girl’s ass that she quickly grabbed the rounded cheeks and spread them apart. She gasped as the tight, hidden hole was fully exposed to her view. She quickly bent her head down to lick around the rim and felt Lydia wriggling in excitement under the touch. Maria slowly worked her tongue to the center and flicked the tip rapidly back and forth over the tight hole. She moaned in excitement as she started to brush her tongue across the asshole in long slow strokes. As she licked, the hole got wetter until she decided to see how tight it really was. Maria brought a finger to the tight hole and Lydia raised her head from Erica’s pussy to groan in excitement. Erica grinned and watched the teen girl’s face as the finger was slowly worked into her ass. By the expression of excitement, Lydia was obviously enjoying the sensation of her ass being penetrated and Erica reached to grab the teen girl’s head and pulled it back to her pussy. She gasped at how hard Lydia licked and could feel the orgasm suddenly rush up on her. Erica urged the teen girl to lick harder and moved her hand so that she could stroke hard across her clit. The intense feelings rushing through her body quickly grew to breaking point and she suddenly couldn’t control her emotions. The orgasm took hold of her body and Erica suddenly found herself writhing hard on the floor as wave after wave of exhilaration rolled over her. The excitement of having the older woman cum on her mouth made Lydia lick hard inside Erica’s pussy and the sensation pushed the orgasm to a shattering peak. Erica cried out in agonized pleasure as the intense excitement continued to rock her body and only quieted down once her body started to relax again.
 
    
 
   Lydia’s own excitement continued to climb as her pussy and ass were fingered harder and faster. The excitement of playing with a cute teen girl gripped Charlotte and Maria and they worked in unison to push Lydia into orgasm. While one worked in long slow strokes the other fucked her finger in short hard strokes and as the pleasure coursed through her veins, Lydia had the impression that it wasn’t the first time the two women had double-teamed a girl. They seemed to know just what buttons to press to take Lydia to the point of an orgasm and then slow down to hold it off. Lydia began to beg for the release of an orgasm as she was taken close time and time again. The two women finally combined to work their fingers hard and fast. This time they didn’t ease off and Lydia cried out as she passed the brink of an orgasm and it suddenly crashed down on her. She hung her head and felt the rush of breath that escaped her lips as her pussy and ass closed hard on the fingers. The sensation was like nothing she had ever felt before and she cried out as the intense pleasure took over her entire body, setting it alight. The feelings built in intensity until they were unbearable and as she reached the high of the climax, Lydia couldn’t help pushing back onto the fingers to force them deeper into her holes. It gave her a final rush of enjoyment that left her trying to catch her breath. She collapsed forward and rested her head on Erica’s stomach, feeling the fingers being pulled from her.
 
    
 
   Erica stroked the teen girl’s hair and wiped the sweat from her forehead. “You’re our dirty little teen slut now,” she teased. “Do you promise to be a good girl for us?”
 
 
   “Fuck, if you can make me feel this excited, I’ll do whatever you want,” giggled Lydia.
 
    
 
   Charlotte spanked her ass, making the teen girl squeal. “All of us heard you say that and we will probably hold you to it.”
 
    
 
   Lydia giggled harder. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I can’t wait to find out what you dirty perverts have planned for me.”
 
   
 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Her First Lesbian Fuck
 
                 
 
   Jane sat drinking her coffee. She put her cup down. “So do you think I should?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Shouldn’t you be discussing this with your mother?” asked Gloria. “I’m not sure I should really be giving an 18 year old girl advice.”
 
    
 
   “No,” exclaimed Jane, the word drawn out into a long groan. “I can’t tell my mum I’m thinking about losing my virginity to my boyfriend. She would freak out. I always find it easier to talk to you.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m flattered you think so,” continued Gloria, looking at the teenage girl. “But I’m still not sure I’m the person you should be talking to.”
 
    
 
   “Please,” said Jane. “I really don’t know what to do and could use your advice.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” said Gloria hesitantly. “Is he pressuring you into it or is it something you want to do?”
 
    
 
   “A bit of both,” giggled Jane. “He keeps on at me to do it, but when we kiss and touch I get really excited and it’s getting harder and harder to hold back from going the whole way.”
 
    
 
   Gloria could feel a flicker of excitement as she listened. She had lived next door to the teenage girl’s parents for a couple of years and even though she was more than twice her age, they had become firm friends and Jane came around to her house a lot. While the subject of sex had come up before, it was the first time Jane had spoken so openly about it. Gloria found that listening to the teenage girl talk about having sex with her boyfriend was a little bit of a turn on. Since her divorce two years previously, Gloria’s sex life had become almost non existent and apart from the odd brief fling she had been largely celibate. Suddenly having a horny teenager taking about sex was making her realize what she was missing. She tried to concentrate of giving advice.
 
    
 
   “Well if you feel that way there’s no reason you shouldn’t do it,” she said. “Just make sure you use protection. And don’t be scared to say no if you want to back out at any time.”
 
    
 
   Jane giggled again. “I’m pretty sure once things really get going I won’t want to back out. I’ll just be far too excited to stop.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” laughed Gloria. She could feel her excitement growing as the teen girl kept talking.
 
    
 
   “What should I wear?” Jane asked.
 
    
 
   Gloria laughed louder. “I’m not sure your boyfriend will be overly concerned about that. If he’s like any other man he’ll be concentrating on what’s under the clothes and trying to get you out of them as quickly as possible.”
 
    
 
   “But I don’t have any really sexy underwear,” complained Jane. “Isn’t that supposed to be a turn on for a guy?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it usually does get them a little more heated up,” grinned Gloria. The sudden image of Jane in sexy underwear made Gloria’s excitement jump. She tried to shake the image free of her head, but it stuck and as she looked at the teenage girl it was all she could think about. The thought drove Gloria’s excitement higher and the desire to see it suddenly started to overwhelm her. “I have some sexy bras and panties that I’ve never worn,” she continued. “We’re about the same size so they should fit you.” She hoped the teenage girl would take the bait and wasn’t disappointed.
 
    
 
   “Really,” exclaimed Jane. “Can I see them?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” answered Gloria, her pulse really starting to race. She knew she was leading the teen girl on, but suddenly couldn’t help herself. “Finish your coffee and I’ll show you.” Jane gulped the rest of her coffee down and quickly put her cup on the table. 
 
    
 
   Gloria laughed. “In a hurry are you?”
 
    
 
   “I want to see the sexy underwear,” replied Jane and Gloria could hear the excitement creeping into the teenage girl’s voice. It stirred her own excitement and she finished her coffee and set the cup down.
 
    
 
   “OK then, let’s go.” Gloria stood up and moved to the door of the kitchen with Jane following. She led the teenage girl up the stairs and into her bedroom, closing the door behind them when they entered. Jane moved across to sit on the bed and Gloria stepped over to the wardrobe. She opened the doors and grinned at the array of clothes she saw. Gloria had always been a bit of a shopaholic and had much more than she really needed. Shoes and lingerie were her weakness and when the mood took her she would go on a shopping spree for them. Quickly flicking through the hangers, Gloria found a few of the bras and panties that she had bought but never worn. She moved across to the bed and laid them out and suppressed a laugh as she saw Jane’s eyes opening wide.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” the teenage girl said. “They are really gorgeous. You must look hot in them.”
 
    
 
   “Never worn them,” confessed Gloria.
 
    
 
   “How come?” asked Jane.
 
    
 
   Gloria laughed. “No horny boyfriend trying to get inside them,” she teased. “Unlike some people I could mention.”
 
    
 
   Jane blushed a little. “Stop it,” she giggled. Reaching out she picked up a hanger with a pair of light blue cami-knickers and matching bra. They were made of lace and Jane stroked her fingers over the panties, enjoying the sensation of the silky material under her touch. She held the panties up. “Jeez, these are pretty sheer,” she laughed. “My boyfriend would be able to see everything.”
 
    
 
   “Not quite everything,” grinned Gloria. “They hide a little and show a little to tease a man. It drives them wild.”
 
    
 
   Jane put the cami-knickers down and picked up a pair of pink silk boyshorts and matching bra. “I like these,” she said. “They are kind of girly and feminine. I think my boyfriend would go crazy for them.”
 
    
 
   Gloria could feel her chest heaving a little as she watched the teen girl stroke the material and then hold the panties and bra against her body. “Do they look good on me?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Hard to tell over your clothes,” laughed Gloria. 
 
    
 
   Jane looked at her and the excitement was obvious in her eyes. ”Can I try them on?” the teenage girl asked.
 
    
 
   Gloria’s heart skipped a beat as a shiver ran up her spine. “Yeah, I guess,” she replied, trying to hide the excitement she was feeling. She was about to tell Jane to go to the spare bedroom, but the teenage girl was already pulling her t-shirt over her head. Gloria felt her excitement surging as the teen girl quickly stripped down to her panties and bra. The sight of her near naked body was a huge thrill and Gloria couldn’t tear her eyes away. Jane turned her back, unhooked her bra and dropped it on the floor. She picked up the pink bra and put it on. Gloria watched in excitement as the teen girl slid her fingers under the waistband of her panties. As the panties were stroked down, Jane bent forward and her naked ass came into view. Gloria let out a slight gasp at the gorgeous sight of the rounded cheeks and the desire to move over and stroke her fingers over the smooth skin caught her. She stood and watched though as Jane pulled the lacy pink boyshorts up her legs and adjusted them into place. The teen girl turned and stood with her hands on her hips.
 
    
 
   Gloria’s eyes roamed over the young girl’s body. The material of the underwear was sheer enough that she could see a hint of Jane’s nipples and pussy lips. It heightened her excitement and she just stared.
 
    
 
   “Well?” giggled Jane.
 
    
 
   “You look so gorgeous,” Gloria replied. She pointed to the wardrobe mirror and Jane stepped across to look at herself. “Your boyfriend really will go crazy for you in them.” As Jane gazed at herself in the mirror, she suddenly caught sight of the way that Gloria was looking at her and giggled.
 
    
 
   “Maybe it’s not only my boyfriend that will go crazy for me,” she said. Gloria looked up and her eyes met Jane’s in the mirror. She spoke quickly to try and cover her embarrassment. 
 
    
 
   “Do they feel comfortable?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” replied Jane. “The material is so soft on my skin. Come and feel.”
 
    
 
   Gloria felt her excitement surge as she locked eyes with Jane in the mirror again. She slowly stepped over to Jane and stroked her hands onto the panties where they covered the teen girl’s ass. Jane felt her skin tingle under the touch and a rush of breath escaped her lips. It encouraged Gloria to play and she stroked her fingers around the teen girl’s ass, enjoying the sensation of her fingertips stroking over the silky material covering the rounded cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Is it weird that I fantasize about this?” asked Jane.
 
    
 
    “About a woman touching you?” replied Gloria. “No it’s not weird. A lot of women enjoy it.” She stroked her fingers harder onto the teen girl’s ass and squeezed the cheeks hard. Jane moaned and pushed herself harder against the hands playing with her. Gloria pushed her hand harder onto the panties, forcing the material between the teenage girl’s ass cheeks and onto her asshole. She brushed her fingers up and down, pushing the silky material onto the tight hole. Gloria watched Jane’s face in the mirror as she played. The teen girl had her eyes closed and had an expression of pure ecstasy on her face. It encouraged Jane to push her fingers harder onto the tight hole and she suddenly had the overwhelming desire to see it. Dropping to her knees, Gloria quickly peeled the panties from the teen girl’s ass to reveal the rounded cheeks. She leaned forward to brush her lips onto the smooth skin and heard Jane moan in excitement. The teen girl pushed her ass back and Gloria kissed harder. She moved back a little and flicked out her tongue, running it over the smooth skin and seeing the little trails of wetness it was leaving. She licked her tongue to the top of the butt crease and slowly worked it lower. Gripping the rounded cheeks in her hands she spread them open to help the progress of her tongue towards the tight hole. Seeing the teen girl’s asshole close up drove Gloria’s excitement higher and she could feel her heart hammering in her chest. She licked in circles around the rim, the circles getting smaller and smaller until her tongue licked onto the tight hole. Jane cried out as the pleasure of having her asshole played with rushed through her body.
 
    
 
   “Do it harder,” she moaned and Gloria gave her what she wanted. She spread the teen girl’s ass cheeks wide to try and open the hole and flicked her tongue rapidly back and forth over it. The feeling was gorgeous and Jane was soon gasping for breath at the excitement she could feel. Gloria stiffened her tongue and tried to force the tip inside the tight hole. It made Jane squeal in pleasure and she pushed her ass back, desperate for the feel of her asshole being spread open. “Use your finger,” the teen girl moaned.
 
    
 
   Gloria quickly stroked a finger onto the tight, puckered hole. She felt the resistance and lifted her finger to her mouth and licked it, knowing the wetness would help. When she stroked her wet finger back onto the hole she could feel the resistance of the tight hole easing as she pushed against it. Jane moaned out loud as the fingertip slid inside. The feel of the tightness around the finger was exciting and she urged Gloria to push it deeper. Fuck, this is so exciting thought Gloria and she could feel how wet she was becoming. She pushed her finger harder and could feel it sliding deeper. Jane moaned in excitement as the pleasure gripped her body. She had stroked her own finger over her asshole as she masturbated, but the excitement of having her ass fingered by someone else sent waves of pleasure rushing through her. Gloria started to slide her finger in and out in long slow strokes. Jane cried out as she felt the finger push deep, the sensation of her ass closing tight around it one of the most exciting things she had ever experienced.
 
    
 
   Gloria suddenly wanted more than just ass and pulled her finger out. Quickly standing up she pulled Jane across to the bed and pushed her down onto her back. Getting over the teen girl on all fours, she looked down at her pretty face and could see the excitement written all over it. She bent down and moaned as she brushed her lips gently over the teen girl’s mouth. She felt Jane lift her head to push her mouth harder against the lips. The excitement caught her and she desperately wanted to taste teen pussy. Jane watched as Gloria started to kiss down her body. The soft kisses made her skin flutter and it drove the teen girl’s excitement higher and higher. Gloria kissed the teen girl’s tits through the material of the bra and could feel the nipples growing hard. She quickly moved lower though and could feel the teen girl shiver as she kissed onto her toned stomach and lower. 
 
    
 
   She took her time when she reached the waistband of the panties, sliding her tongue along the skin just above it to drive the teen girl’s excitement higher. Gloria could feel how fast Jane’s pulse was racing and it was obvious how excited she was. The moans of the teen girl drove her own excitement higher and she finally kissed onto the soft material of the panties. As she worked her lips onto Jane’s pussy, Gloria could immediately feel how wet the panties were. The taste of the teen girl’s pussy was a massive turn on and she quickly dragged the panties down to expose the gorgeous pink slit. Gloria just stared at the beautiful sight, her breathing quickening at the anticipation of licking onto it. The desire to do it quickly overwhelmed her and she kissed onto the virgin pussy lips. The taste of teen pussy filled her senses and she was suddenly licking hard as the thrill of the moment caught her. The rough touch of the tongue on her pussy lips made Jane cry out and she lifted her hips from the bed to push herself harder against Gloria’s mouth. She felt her pussy lips start to open up under the touch and as the tongue pushed inside her, Jane felt her excitement surge. She started to wriggle around on the bed, urging Gloria to push her tongue deeper.
 
    
 
   Gloria gave the teen girl what she wanted and flicked her tongue out as far as she could. The feel of it licking over the soft, smooth skin was gorgeous and she flicked it around rapidly, feeling the wetness soaking it. Gloria lapped harder and harder, the taste of teen pussy driving her on to try and make Jane orgasm. She pulled back a little and then brought her mouth back down to encircle the erect little nub at the top of the pussy. She sucked it hard into her mouth and Jane arched her back in ecstasy as the pleasure rushed out to take hold of her body. Gloria stroked the tip of her tongue rapidly over Jane’s clit, making the teen girl arch her back harder and cry out loud. Gloria kept playing with the teen girl’s clit, pushing her excitement higher, but finally moved back with a grin on her face.
 
    
 
   “Fingers or dildo?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” asked Jane, her voice breathless.
 
    
 
   Gloria laughed and leaned over to her bedside cabinet. Opening the drawer, she fumbled around until she found what she was looking for. Jane’s eyes opened wide as she saw what Gloria was holding.
 
    
 
   “Fingers or dildo?” Gloria asked again.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, dildo,” moaned Jane. “Let me feel it first.” Gloria handed the teen girl the sex toy and her excitement jumped as she watched Jane stroke her fingers along the shaft. She quickly grabbed the dildo back and leant down between Jane’s spread open thighs. The teen girl moaned loud as she felt the head of the dildo being stroked up and down her pussy lips. As Gloria worked the sex toy harder against her, Jane’s pussy lips opened up and the tip of the dildo forced her wet hole open. The feel of being spread open as the tip of the dildo slid inside was exciting and she was suddenly desperate for more. As the excitement took hold, Jane pushed herself down the bed and felt the dildo spreading her even wider. The feel of the hardness sliding inside her pussy was gorgeous and she couldn’t help moaning. Her excitement grew as Gloria worked the dildo deeper until the full length was fucked inside the teen girl’s pussy.
 
    
 
   Gloria quickly stroked her fingers across Jane’s clit, making the teen girl’s body tense up. The excitement of playing with tight teen pussy drove her wild and Gloria grabbed the base of the dildo and began to stroke it in and out in long, slow strokes. Jane squealed as the pleasure started to overwhelm her. She felt Gloria speed up the movements of her hand and the dildo began to fuck into her harder and faster. The sensation took her breath away and she was suddenly writhing hard as the orgasm came closer. She wanted to feel it and each time the dildo was pushed in deep she squeezed her pussy hard around it. The excitement finally became too much and Jane let out a loud gasp as the orgasm suddenly took hold of her body. She tensed as it started and felt the intense pleasure spread through her body. Her pussy tightened hard around the dildo and it heightened the pleasure she was experiencing to the point that she thought she was going to burst with excitement. As the orgasm hit its peak, Jane’s pussy tightened even more around the dildo. Gloria bent down to lick her tongue hard on to the teen girl’s clit and it sent a final strong rush of pleasure through her body. She tensed hard again and then the orgasm passed. As the intense feelings faded, Jane felt them being replaced by an afterglow of relaxation. She giggled as her body settled back onto the bed.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, I need to go and see my boyfriend,” she said.
 
    
 
   Gloria laughed. “Has this given you ideas?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” answered Jane. “If a dildo feels that good, a hard cock must be so much better. I really want to feel it now.”
 
    
 
   “Well come and tell me when you have had your fun,” grinned Gloria. “But I might get turned on and want to play again.”
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez I hope so,” said Jane. “I want more of this in my life.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

Fucked in the Night Club Toilets
 
                 
 
   Standing in the queue outside the nightclub with a group of friends, Susie could hear the music pounding. They were slowly shuffling towards the door as people were admitted and she hoped they made it inside before it became too crowded and the doors were closed. Sinatra’s was one of the most popular night clubs in the area and after a few fun hours of drinking and chatting, Susie and her friends had decided it was time for some dancing. Knowing its popularity, Sinatra’s had been the only choice and as they slowly approached the front of the queue it looked like they were going to make it inside. Susie looked at her watch and saw it was just after midnight. Plenty of time for dancing she thought and as she and her friends finally made it to the door of the night club they paid their money and moved inside.
 
    
 
   The music exploded around the group of friends as they made their way through the crowds to a bar on the first floor. It gave them a chance to look over the dance floor and they could see how crowded it already was with people enjoying themselves. When they got their drinks they went on the hunt for somewhere to sit. It looked like they would be unlucky until one of Susie’s friends finally spotted a table coming free as they moved around the ground floor. It was in a darker corner of the club and the girls quickly moved in on the table and took it over. It was a tight squeeze to get everyone in and as she was the last to sit, Susie found herself squashed in between her friends and the group of people at the next table. As she sat she could feel her thigh pressed against someone and tried to move away a little. She turned to apologize and found herself gazing into the face of a gorgeous older woman. Susie found herself staring at the woman’s beautiful face, but couldn’t stop herself. The woman eventually laughed and it stirred Susie into action.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, I didn’t mean to sit so close,” she said and tried to move away again. She managed to get a little space between her and the woman.
 
    
 
   “That’s OK,” the woman said. “It can’t be helped when it is so crowded.” She smiled and Susie found herself staring into beautiful brown eyes. The smile lit up the woman’s face and when she laughed again, Susie suddenly realized how obviously she was staring and turned to her friends. As she sat and chatted she could feel the thigh of the woman pressing against her own again. There was nowhere for Susie to move so she finally got up and encouraged her friends to get on the dance floor with her. They took up her offer and the group got ready to show each other their moves.
 
    
 
   “Have fun,” the woman said and smiled again. Susie was struck again by how beautiful the woman was and returned the smile, before her friends grabbed her hands and dragged her onto the middle of the dance floor. Within seconds they were shrieking and laughing as they started dancing to the music. Five songs later Susie wanted to sit down again. Her friends decided to keep dancing and she walked back to the table on her own. The woman looked up as Susie sat down.
 
    
 
   “That’s a pity,” she said with a grin on her face.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” asked Susie, unsure of what the woman meant.
 
    
 
   “You’re too far away for me to press my leg against you,” the woman continued. “That’s a pity, it felt nice.”
 
    
 
   Susie wondered if the woman was just teasing her and looked at her face. The woman smiled the gorgeous smile again and Susie still wasn’t sure if she was teasing or being serious. The woman took a handkerchief from her bag and leaned forward to wipe it across Susie’s forehead.
 
    
 
   “That’s better,” the woman laughed. “Although the sweat did make you look sexy.”
 
    
 
   Susie was unsure of what to say. She was flattered by the attention and found herself a little excited by it, but was still unsure what to do so let the woman take the lead. A couple of her friends returned to the table and as they squeezed past her to sit down, Susie found herself being forced back towards the older woman. She felt her excitement grow a little more as the woman moved towards her and suddenly their legs were pressed together again. As more of her friends returned from the dance floor, Susie was pressed closer to the woman, who was making no effort to move away and if anything seemed to be pressing harder against Susie’s leg.
 
    
 
   “So is Sinatra’s your favorite hangout for some fun,” the woman asked.
 
    
 
   “Kind of,” laughed Susie. “If we can get inside before the crowds get too big.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it is popular,” laughed the woman.
 
    
 
   “What about you?” asked Susie. “Are you a regular here?”
 
    
 
   “For the last few weeks I have been,” the woman continued. “The girls are so pretty, it’s nice to come and watch.” As they continued to chat, Susie’s friends decided to get up on the dance floor again. They urged her to join them, but Susie decided to see where things went with the woman and remained seated. The attention she was being shown was exciting and she could feel her pulse quickening. Suddenly she was at the table alone with the woman. She moved across to the darkness of the corner seat and felt her excitement rising as the woman followed and sat close. The crowds around her seemed to disappear and all Susie was suddenly aware of was the gorgeous woman’s thigh as it pressed against her own.
 
    
 
   Susie looked at the woman and the beautiful smile appeared on her face. She felt her excitement rising as their legs pushed harder together. The woman leaned forward as if to rest her elbows on the table, but instead slid one of her hands underneath and onto Susie’s leg. The touch was electric and Susie gave a start as her excitement surged. She didn’t protest at the touch and it encouraged the woman to start sliding her hand a little higher. The soft sensation of the fingertips gliding along the smooth skin of her leg made Susie’s pulse quicken even more. She gave a slight gasp as the fingers worked their way under the hem of her skirt and continued their journey higher.
 
    
 
   The woman leaned across to Susie’s, close enough that she could feel the hot breath on her ear. “Spread your thighs a little,” the woman whispered softly. The excitement coursing through her made Susie do as she was told straight away. She felt the fingers sliding along the smooth skin of her inner thigh, moving ever higher. As the fingers reached her panties, a slight moan escaped her lips and the woman grinned.
 
    
 
   “Feel good?” she asked and Susie could only nod her head, afraid that if she opened her mouth she would let out a louder moan. She closed her eyes at the gorgeous sensation of the fingers stroking onto her panties. As the woman worked them along the outline of Susie’s pussy lips she could feel the material getting wetter. It made her stroke harder and a soft moan escaped Susie’s lips again as the pleasure flowed through her body. She suddenly opened her eyes and looked around, wondering if what was happening to her was obvious to anyone. Her friends remained on the dance floor, so no one was really sitting close and those around Susie and the woman seemed to be absorbed in their own little worlds. As far as she could tell, no one was aware of the woman playing with her, so Susie relaxed to enjoy the feel of the fingers stroking over her panties.
 
    
 
   The woman slid her fingers up and down the outline of the pussy lips, forcing her fingers harder and harder onto the material. Susie could feel her panties being forced into her pussy and her breathing got heavier still. The woman suddenly wanted more and eased the pressure of her fingers. Susie wondered if the fun was over, but her excitement grew as she felt the woman move her fingers to the side of her panties and work them underneath. As the fingers were forced further under the material, Susie felt the delicious sensation of the fingertips sliding over the smooth skin between her legs. The electric touch of the fingers on her pussy lips made her jump and a louder groan escaped her lips. It was lost in the noise of the night club, but Susie suddenly didn’t care about anyone hearing, her attention focused on the fingers playing at the entrance to her wet hole. Her chest heaved in excitement as the fingers entered her and pushed deeper and she spread her thighs further apart. Being finger fucked always excited her, but the added thrill of it being a gorgeous woman doing it to her in public made the experience all the more exciting. She could feel the fingers burrowing deeper still and lifted her ass a little from the seat to let the woman fuck them all the way inside. The feel of the fingers being stirred around inside her was gorgeous and she pushed herself hard against the woman’s hand, trying to force the fingers deeper still. As the woman started to gently slide her fingers in and out, Susie felt her excitement surging. She bit her lip to hold back the loud moans that threatened to escape her lips and felt the pleasure rushing through her body. Susie suddenly heard her name being shouted and looked up to see one of her friends moving towards the table. The woman quickly pulled her fingers out and sat back as Susie’s friend approached.
 
    
 
   “Get up on the dance floor,” the friend said. “You’re missing out on the fun.”
 
    
 
   Oh no I’m not, thought Susie, I’m having the best fun of my life. She decided she better get up on the dance floor though and worked her way past the gorgeous woman. As he friend turned to move back to the dance floor, Susie looked at the woman and grinned. “Sorry,” she said.
 
    
 
   “That’s OK,” the woman answered. “I need to go to the bathroom anyway.” She pulled Susie down so that her mouth was close to her ear. “Come and join me there when you finish dancing. We can carry on having some fun.”
 
    
 
   Susie’s heart skipped a beat as the woman smiled at her, but when she heard her friend calling her again she turned and moved towards the dance floor. A couple of songs later, Susie told her friends she needed the bathroom and forced her way through the crowds. She saw the woman as soon as she stepped inside and moved over to a sink next to her. There were a couple of other girls working on their makeup in the mirrors, but they quickly left the bathroom and Susie squealed as the woman grabbed her hand and pulled her towards one of the cubicles. She forced Susie inside, kissing her hard as she pushed the door closed behind them. Breaking off the kiss, the woman locked the door of the cubicle and then turned back to Susie. She kissed more gently this time, brushing her lips gently back and forth on Susie’s soft mouth. It was a gorgeous sensation and the excitement of the moment suddenly caught the woman and she kissed Susie passionately. She broke the kiss to move her lips down onto the soft skin of Susie’s neck and worked her lips around.
 
    
 
   As she kissed, the woman brought a hand up to cup one of Susie’s breasts. She squeezed hard and suddenly wanted to feel the naked skin of the breast. Continuing to work her lips around in soft kisses, the woman forced her hand under Susie’s top and up to her bra. She pulled the bra cup down hard to expose the breast it held and grabbed it in her hand. The feel of the soft skin and hard nipple made the woman moan and she stroked the palm of her hand around the breast, before squeezing it hard. The woman kissed lower on Susie’s body and forced her top up to bring her breasts into view. She quickly forced the other breast out of its bra cup and moved her head forward to kiss onto them. Susie moaned as she felt the woman’s mouth moving over her breasts and let out a sharp gasp as the lips encircled a nipple and sucked on it hard. The feeling was gorgeous and she pushed herself forward to force her breast harder against the mouth playing with it. As the woman’s tongue began to flick rapidly back and forth on the nipple, Susie gasped harder and moaned out loud.
 
    
 
   Feeling her nipples harden under the attention of the woman’s lips and tongue was an exciting sensation and Susie could feel the dampness wetting her panties. She urged the woman to kiss lower and held her breath in anticipation as the tongue traced lightly down onto her stomach. She could feel the skin fluttering under the touch and her excitement increased as the woman neared the waistband of her skirt. The woman eagerly pushed the skirt up around Susie’s waist and kissed down onto her damp panties. The taste of pussy that filled her mouth drove her excitement higher and the woman moaned as he she kissed onto the material. Susie grabbed the woman’s head to pull it hard onto her and felt the tongue licking hard through the material onto her pussy lips. She could feel a shiver running up her spine at the sensation of the soft material of her panties being licked onto her pussy lips.
 
    
 
   The woman worked her tongue up and down harder and harder until the desire to see Susie’s naked pussy overwhelmed her. She eagerly moved her hands to the waistband of the panties, her breathing quickening as she started to pull the material lower. As Susie’s naked pussy came into view the woman pushed her head forward and licked onto it hard. She made Susie sit on the toilet and forced her legs wide apart. After licking up and down the pussy a couple of times the woman moved her head back a little to enjoy the view. She stroked her hand onto the pussy lips and teased her fingertips over them. The feeling drove Susie wild and she was soon begging for the fingers to be put inside her. The woman had other ideas though and used the fingers to open the pussy lips and expose the tight, wet hole. She leaned forward to tease her tongue around the entrance, before pushing it inside and licking onto the smooth inner skin. Susie moaned in excitement as she was licked out hard. The feel of the tongue burrowing inside her was exciting and she begged for more, urging the woman to lick her out harder. The woman obliged and forced her tongue in deep, swirling it around and moaning at the taste of the wetness that leaked onto it. Susie was in ecstasy and closed her eyes. She squealed at the wet sensation of the tongue suddenly being licked hard up onto her clit. The woman worked her tongue in long strokes over the little hard nub, driving Susie’s excitement higher and bringing her closer to orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Put your fingers in,” begged Susie, desperate for the sensation of the woman finger fucking her again. As she started to work her tongue around Susie’s clit in little circles, the woman worked the fingers of a hand to the wet pussy entrance. She stroked her fingertips around it, feeling the wetness coating them. It drove her excitement higher and she slid the tips of three fingers inside. Susie could feel her heartbeat racing as the fingers stirred around inside her. She begged for them to be pushed in deeper, but the woman continued to tease them around the entrance, slowly building the excitement. As Susie continued to beg for her fingers, the woman finally gave her what she wanted. In one long fast stroke, she fucked the fingers in deep and Susie gasped in pleasure. She could feel her pussy lips being stretched wide and as the woman forced her fingers in knuckle deep the excitement overtook her. She was suddenly writhing hard as the pleasure rushed through her body. The woman started to fuck her fingers in and out hard, at the same time licking down hard onto Susie’s clit. The excitement it brought on pushed Susie closer and closer to orgasm. She could feel the excitement building to an unbearable level and was suddenly desperate for the release of a climax.
 
    
 
   She forced her pussy onto the fingers harder as they pumped in and out and the feel of the fingertips sliding over the smooth inner skin of her pussy finally pushed her over the edge. She couldn’t help the loud moan that escaped her lips as the sudden heat that radiated out from her pussy. The woman sensed the onset of the orgasm and fucked her fingers in deep and licked her tongue hard onto the erect little nub. The pleasure rushed through Susie’s body, her nerve endings suddenly alive with excitement. The orgasm grew in intensity until it hit an exquisite high that left her gasping in pleasure. Susie lifted her ass from the seat as the final rush of pleasure made her moan out loud again. As the woman pulled back off her, Susie looked down to see the wetness glistening on her lips. She pulled the woman up to kiss her hard and the taste of her own pussy filled her mouth.
 
    
 
   As Susie finally broke the kiss the woman stood up and looked down at her. “You’re looking a little disheveled,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, who cares,” giggled Susie. “I’ll get disheveled for you any time you ask.”
 
    
 
   “You better watch what you say,” laughed the woman. “I might end up asking a lot.”
 
    
 
   “I hope so,” replied Susie. “If you make me feel this good every time, I don’t mind how often you ask.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

Caught Masturbating by her Aunt’s Friend              
 
   “Hey you made it,” Sophie said as she opened the door and saw her niece standing on the doorstep. She stepped forward to hug the 18 year old girl and then led her into the lounge. Grabbing her niece’s bag and putting it aside, Sophie dragged her to the couch and pulled her down.
 
    
 
    “So how is college going?” she asked.
 
    
 
   ‘Oh man its hard work Aunt Sophie,” Kelly complained. “So much coursework I don’t even have time to find a boyfriend.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll bet your parents are glad about that,” teased Sophie. “Are they still as protective as ever?”
 
    
 
   Kelly rolled her eyes. “Oh jeez you wouldn’t believe it,” she answered. “If I as much as look in the direction of a boy, mum freaks out.”
 
    
 
   Sophie laughed. “Well you are their little princess,” she teased her niece.
 
    
 
   “Not so little anymore,” replied Kelly. “I turned 18 six months ago.”
 
    
 
   “Well with a bit of luck they’ll let you have a boyfriend by the time you are 40,” laughed Sophie.
 
    
 
   “Stop it,” groaned Kelly. “It’s not funny.”
 
    
 
   Sophie went to get some coffee for them both and spent some time with her niece to catch up with all her news. The annual visit during the college holidays was a tradition and she always enjoyed having her niece stay. As they finished the coffee, Kelly stood up. “Same room as usual?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” answered Sophie. “Everything is ready for you, so just make yourself at home.”
 
    
 
   As Sophie stood up her niece hugged her. “It’s great to be here Aunt Sophie,” the teenage girl said.
 
    
 
   Sophie smiled. “Well just relax and have some fun,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “I plan to,” laughed Kelly and finally made her way up the stairs to her room. She had a quick shower and as she dried herself the tiredness rolled over her. She decided to call it a day and went to say goodnight to her aunt. As she lay trying to get to sleep, Kelly wondered what the next fortnight held.
 
    
 
   The following couple of days were the weekend and it gave Kelly and her aunt some time to have a little fun together. The first day they packed a picnic and drove up into the hills surrounding Sophie’s home and just relaxed. On the Sunday they hit the town and first went to see a movie. After, they decided to do a little clothes shopping and Sophie bought her niece a pair of jeans and a dress for herself. Passing a lingerie shop, Sophie pulled her niece inside. They looked around the sexy underwear and Sophie decided to buy a new short nightdress. She caught Kelly looking at a cute boy short panties and bra set and urged her to try them on.
 
    
 
   “What do I need those for,” Kelly giggled. “Didn’t I tell you that college didn’t give me time for boyfriends.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe these sexy panties will bring one your way,” teased her aunt. “Try them on.” Kelly finally decided to do it and walked into the changing room. Sophie gave her a couple of minutes and then peaked around the door. She let out a long, low whistle.
 
    
 
   “You have to get those,” Sophie said. “No arguments.” When Kelly came out the changing room, Sophie paid for the purchases and they finally made their way home. 
 
    
 
   The next day Sophie had to go into work and Kelly was left alone. After the fun of the weekend she decided to just relax and sat in front of the television, flicking through the cable channels. Later in the afternoon she decided to have a nap and went back to her bedroom. She caught sight of the bag with the lingerie in it and grinned. Let’s have a proper look, Kelly thought and pulled the panties and bra from the bag. She quickly stripped naked and pulled on the boy shorts and bra. Nice, she thought as she stood looking at herself in the wardrobe mirror. She turned to look at her butt and stroked her hands over the material. The touch of her fingers sent a flicker of excitement running through her and Kelly suddenly started to feel horny. She turned to face the mirror and stroked her hand over the front of the panties. The touch of her fingers through the material onto her pussy heightened the excitement she suddenly felt and the heat grew between her thighs. She watched in the mirror as she stroked her fingers onto her panties and the sight increased the thrill. Kelly suddenly wanted to play, knowing that the heat between her thighs wouldn’t go away unless she made herself climax. She went to lie on the bed and spread her legs wide open, stroking her fingers harder onto her pussy lips. The feeling was gorgeous and her breathing quickened as the excitement caught her. Kelly closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs together, trapping her fingers against her pussy. When she opened her eyes she shrieked at the face standing at the door watching her. She immediately recognized her aunt’s friend, Ava. In the excitement of what she had been doing, Kelly hadn’t heard the older woman come into the house.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, how the hell did you get in here,” complained Kelly, desperately looking around for something to cover herself with.
 
    
 
   Ava held up a set of keys to the house. “Your aunt asks me to keep an eye on the place when she’s not here. I came in and heard the noises. I didn’t know you were here and certainly didn’t expect to be greeted by such a sexy sight.”
 
    
 
   Kelly could see the way that Ava was looking at her and as the initial shock of seeing the face watching her wore off she felt her excitement start to rise again at having been caught with her fingers between her thighs. She had occasionally fantasized about being with a woman and suddenly finding herself in a compromising situation stirred her excitement. She decided to see where things would go and whether there was some fun to be had.
 
    
 
   “You seem to be enjoying the sexy sight,” she said to Ava.
 
    
 
   The older woman grinned. “I think most people would. A teen girl in gorgeous underwear stroking herself is a pretty erotic sight.”
 
    
 
   Kelly grinned. “So you want to see more then.”
 
    
 
   Ava’s eyes opened wide at the offer and she stepped into the room. “Oh jeez I would love to watch,” she said and the excitement was obvious in her voice. She moved closer and watched as the teen girl spread her thighs open again.
 
    
 
   “Is this what you like watching?” asked Kelly as she slid her fingers onto her panties and stroked them gently up and down the outline of her pussy lips. The feel of the fingers was exciting and having an older woman watch her doing it added to the thrill. She could see that Ava’s breathing was becoming heavier and the older woman’s eyes were glued to her hand. Kelly stroked her fingers harder between her thighs and the more she stroked the wetter her panties got. Ava sat on the edge of the bed to get a better view and could feel her heart racing.
 
    
 
   Kelly decided to tease the older women some more, feeling her excitement surge as she stroked her fingers to the edge of her panties. She worked her fingers under the material and slowly pulled it to the side. She exposed more and more of the naked skin between her thighs until her pussy was completely uncovered. The thrill that ran through her body at exposing herself was incredibly exciting and she felt her chest heaving hard. Ava bent down for a closer look and Kelly heard the gasp that escaped the older woman’s lips as she took in the gorgeous sight of wet teen pussy.
 
    
 
   “Touch me,” said Kelly and felt the pure excitement at making the older woman do what she wanted. Ava held her breath as her fingers stretched out towards teen pussy and the breath came out in a rush as her fingers stroked onto the soft skin.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, this is so exciting,” moaned Ava as she stroked her fingers around between the teen girl’s thighs. She worked from side to side and gasped each time her fingers stroked over the slick pussy lips. She then stroked her fingers onto Kelly’s clit and circled them around, before stroking them down the full length of the teen girl’s pussy lips.
 
    
 
   “Take my panties off and use your tongue,” said Kelly. She felt like a dirty little slut as she spoke and it was a thrilling sensation. Her excitement jumped as Ava obeyed her and slid fingers under the waistband of her panties. Kelly lifted her hips and Ava stroked the panties from her pussy and ass, down her legs and off. The teen girl’s excitement grew as she saw that Ava didn’t drop the panties, instead holding them in her hand and stroking her fingers across the silky, wet material.
 
    
 
   Ava kissed down onto Kelly’s foot and worked her lips around. It was an erotic experience and as Ava started to work her mouth higher, Kelly felt the thrill slowly growing in her body. Ava worked her lips and tongue around the smooth skin of Kelly’s lower leg and as she worked higher she started to push the teen girl’s legs apart. Kelly’s pulse shot up as she felt her thighs being spread open and she moaned as the older woman’s lips worked past her knees and onto her sensitive inner thigh. Her excitement increased further as Ava’s tongue traced a wet trail along her inner thigh until she was on the brink of licking pussy. The older woman stopped to tease Kelly and felt her excitement rising as she listened to the teen girl begging for the touch of the tongue between her thighs. Ava teased a little more until the teen girl was desperately begging and then relented and kissed her lips onto the wet pussy. The excitement exploded inside her as the taste and smell of teen pussy filled her senses. It was all she could suddenly think about and she worked kisses up and down Kelly’s wet pussy lips. Ava then flicked out her tongue and started licking hard to try and open the pussy lips. Kelly quickly worked her fingers either side of her pussy and pulled it open, revealing the wet hole to Ava’s gaze. The older woman quickly worked her tongue inside and licked hard at the smooth skin. The feeling of the wetness on her tongue drove Ava a little wild and made her lick harder until Kelly had her back arched in ecstasy at the pleasure the tongue was giving her.
 
    
 
   “Let me taste you,” begged Kelly. Ava moved back a little and Kelly could see the wetness glistening on the older woman’s lips. She wanted her lips to look the same and urged Ava to show her pussy. The older woman grinned and standing up, moved up the bed until she had a foot either side of Kelly’s head. The teen girl had a perfect view up Ava’s skirt and felt an exhilaration rush through her at the sight of the white panties. She slowly stroked a hand up the older woman’s leg and under her skirt. Kelly’s pulse really started to race as her hand neared the panties. As her fingers stroked onto the soft material she let out an excited moan and quickly worked her fingers under the panties so that she could pull them down. When the panties were removed, Kelly suddenly found herself staring up between Ava’s open thighs to her gorgeous pink slit. The older woman grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up until it was around her waist. She dropped to her knees and Kelly felt her excitement grow at the close up view of the naked pussy. As Ava continued to lower herself, the teen girl watched in anticipation until the older woman’s pussy was close enough to touch. Kelly moved her fingers either side of the pink slit and pulled it open. She watched as the wetness leaked out and lapped at it with her tongue. The taste drove her a little wild and she was suddenly licking hard at the spread open hole.
 
    
 
   Ava moaned in excitement as the tongue worked around the entrance to her pussy and then slid inside. The feel of it stroking over the slick inner walls of her pussy was driving her crazy and she forced herself down onto the teen girl’s mouth. As Kelly licked hard she stroked her fingers onto Ava’s clit and worked them around in a small circle. It teased the little hard nub from its hood and the sensation of her fingertips stroking over it turned the teen girl on even more. She played for a while, listening to the moans of Ava, as the excitement rushed through her body. Kelly finally licked her tongue up onto the erect clit and swirled it around hard. As she licked, she brought the fingers of one hand to the wet pussy entrance. Ava was breathing harder and harder as the excitement built in her body and she started to tremble as the teen girl’s fingertips slid inside her pussy. Kelly stroked them around and forced the pussy lips wide open. She slowly worked her fingers in deeper, enjoying the sensation of the tips stroking along the smooth inner skin of Ava’s pussy.
 
    
 
   Kelly suddenly drove her fingers in hard and heard Ava gasp at the excitement of this. She held her fingers in deep and felt the older woman start to circle her hips. The feel of her fingers stirring around inside the wet pussy was gorgeous and Kelly made Ava gasp again as she pulled her fingers out and teased them around the wet pussy lips. The teen girl started to finger fuck the wet pussy, stroking her fingers in slowly to begin with, but gradually speeding up her movements as the excitement of what she was doing rushed through her body. Soon her fingers were fucking into Ava hard and fast and she licked hard on the older woman’s clit to increase her excitement. Ava could feel the orgasm slowly building and urged the teen girl to finger fuck her harder. As Kelly really started to slam her fingers in hard and fast, Ava couldn’t control her excitement. She started to moan and writhe hard as the orgasm got closer and she reached to her breasts and squeezed them hard. The feel of her nipples hardening under her touch was the final little push that Ava needed and her body suddenly tensed hard. As the orgasm released inside her she cried out and pushed herself down hard onto Kelly’s fingers and mouth. The pleasure rushed through her body, quickly working to a high that left her breathless. As Kelly fucked her fingers in deep, Ava felt her pussy tighten around them and it brought her orgasm to a gorgeous climax. She finally collapsed forward, her heart racing, and tried to catch her breath.
 
    
 
   Kelly saw the look on the older woman’s face. “Fuck I want to feel like that,” she giggled.
 
    
 
   Ava moved to the side of Kelly and grabbing the teen girl’s hands pulled her up and manhandled her onto all fours. Kelly reached for a pillow and lowered her head to it while pushing her ass high in the air. As Ava moved behind the teen girl, she bent forward and kissed onto the rounded cheeks of her ass. Kelly felt the gorgeous sensation of the older woman brushing her lips around the smooth skin and moaned in excitement. Ava grabbed the teen girl’s ass cheeks in her hands and spread them apart. As the gorgeous puckered hole opened up to her gaze, Ava couldn’t help herself bending forward to kiss it. She kept her mouth firmly on the tight hole as she flicked her tongue out and licked it around in small circles. It was the first time that someone had played with her asshole and the pleasure it caused to rush through her body lifted Kelly’s excitement to a level she had never felt before. She eagerly pushed her ass back, wanting more and urged the older woman to lick her harder. Ava pulled on the teen girl’s ass cheeks, spreading them further apart and opening up the tight hole a little so that she could force the tip of her tongue inside. Kelly’s breathing came in hard gasps as her excitement surged and as the tongue worked a little deeper she cried out.
 
    
 
   While she continued to lick the teen girl’s asshole, Ava worked fingers to Kelly’s wet pussy. She stroked gently up and down the pussy lips, before pushing her fingers harder to open up the wet hole. Kelly felt the exhilaration take over her body as the fingers slid inside her tight pussy. She squeezed herself hard around the fingers as they worked in deeper and moaned as the excitement of having her pussy and ass played with rushed through her. The excitement quickly pushed her to the edge of an orgasm and she could feel the heat between her thighs growing in intensity. When the climax hit, the heat spread through her body, making her writhe in ecstasy. She pushed herself back onto the tongue playing with her asshole and as Ava fucked her fingers in and out hard the rush of pleasure in the teen girl’s body climbed to an incredible high that left her crying out in excitement. The peak of the orgasm seemed to stay with her for a while and Ava didn’t let up with her fingers and tongue until the teen girl finally collapsed giggling down onto the bed.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” teased Kelly. “Wait until I tell my aunt what you did to me. She won’t believe it.”
 
    
 
   “If you want it to happen again, your aunt better not hear about it,” laughed Ava. “She’d kill me if she knew I was corrupting her lovely niece.”
 
    
 
   Kelly turned onto her back and grinned up at Ava. “OK if you promise to corrupt me a lot over the next two weeks, I’ll keep our dirty little secret.”
 
    
 
   “Deal,” said Ava, She waved the house keys at Kelly. “Remember I can get in at any time I want.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll be waiting,” giggled Kelly.
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Millionaire’s Lesbian Fuck Toy
 
   Emily sat looking at the bills and wondered just how she was going to pay them. In the last month or so the hours at her job had been cut drastically and she suddenly found herself struggling to cope with the pay she made. She had to be thankful the company didn’t actually let her go because she knew it was having problems finding work to keep it afloat, but if she didn’t find a way of making some extra income Emily knew she was going to end up in a whole lot of trouble. She went to make some coffee, her mind working overtime as it went through ideas. A conversation she had with a friend a couple of months previously suddenly came to mind. The friend had laughingly told her a story of a website she read about where wealthy older lesbians advertised for the company of younger women. Supposedly some of the arrangements included pay. Emily had laughed along with her friend at the time and dismissed the idea as a little tacky. With the unpaid bills starting to mount, she began to find the idea less ridiculous. Her preference when it came to girlfriends always was for older women and as she was single the thought that there might be some money involved in a meeting with one suddenly started to take hold in her mind. It still seemed a little tacky, but with the need for money paramount in her mind it wasn’t something she could dismiss out of hand.
 
    
 
   Finishing making her coffee, Emily walked back through to the lounge and moved across to her computer desk. The PC was already switched on and she sat with her fingers over the keyboard wracking her brains to try and remember the name of the website. It wouldn’t come back to her and she finally opened a search page and typed some obvious keywords to see if they brought the site up. The words ‘wealthy lesbian companion’ finally did the trick and she suddenly recognized the website name as it popped up near the top of the search list. She opened it and waited as the home page appeared on the screen. She clicked on the button for companions and went through the process of signing up to the website, looking for one of her best pictures to post beside the blurb she wrote about herself. In a matter of minutes she had entered her details and clicked submit. She looked for the confirmation email in her inbox and found that she was one of the websites newest members.
 
    
 
   Emily navigated back to the home page, logged into the site and clicked on the icon for adverts. A list was suddenly displayed on the screen of women looking for…, well Emily wasn’t quite sure. Some of the ads were fairly suggestive and she got the impression that many of the woman were looking for more than just simple companionship. She scrolled through the adverts and one suddenly jumped out at her. It was the picture of the woman that caught her attention, the cool beauty of the face giving her an attractive appearance. It was hard to judge age from the photo, but Emily would have guessed around mid forties, certainly a lot older than her own age of twenty two. She read the advert and it appeared that the woman was simply looking for an escort for an evening event the following week and was happy to pay for the privilege. With nothing to lose, Emily hit the respond button and wrote a message and then attached her details. She hesitated with the screen pointer hovering above the send button, but finally clicked it before she could change her mind. She scrolled through some more of the adverts, but nothing else caught her attention. Tiredness washed over her and she decided to call it a day, making up her mind to have a more detailed look through the adverts the following night. Emily shut down the computer, finished her coffee and finally went to bed.
 
    
 
   The following day Emily only had a job that lasted until lunchtime and as her working day ended she made her way home. She decided to have something to eat first, but after finishing and washing the dishes went to the computer. Booting it up, she waited for the PC to come to life and immediately brought up the home page of the lesbian website. She logged in with her membership details and was about to click on the adverts when she saw the little flashing icon for messages. Her brow furrowed as she wondered what it was and she moved the screen pointer and clicked onto it. A page opened and she immediately saw that it was a response to the message she had sent the previous evening. Her pulse quickened as she read and realized that it was an invitation to attend the evening event with the woman from the advert. She read it a couple of times to make sure she wasn’t making a mistake, but it really was an invitation. The woman had signed off with her name and mobile phone number, asking Emily to contact her so that they could make arrangements. She wrote the details down and forgot all about checking any other adverts.
 
    
 
   Walking across to the sofa she sat and looked at the slip of paper in her hand, reading the name, Mrs. Anderson, and the mobile number again. She wondered if she should really go through with a meeting, but an image of the unpaid bills came into her head and it made the decision easy. Before she could change her mind, Emily grabbed her phone and dialled the number. There was no immediate response and as the ringing continued her nerves came to the fore until she considered hanging up. Just as she was about to do so, the call was answered.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” a voice said.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, hi,” she replied a little hesitantly. “My names Emily Hutchison, I…”
 
    
 
   “The girl who sent me a message,” the woman laughed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s right,” Emily went on. “I believe that you are Mrs. Anderson.”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” the reply came back. “It’s nice of you to call me so quickly. I take it you are still interested in coming to my evening event next week. It would be great if you could.”
 
    
 
   “I think so,” said Emily. “What exactly is involved?” Mrs. Anderson took her through the details of the event, telling Emily that if she really did want to come a car would be sent to pick her up. It actually sounded like fun and Emily finally agreed that she would attend, with Mrs. Anderson saying she would send the car at six o’clock on the night of the event. 
 
    
 
   “Is there anything else you need to know,” the older woman asked. “If there is just ask away and I’ll try to answer any of your questions.”
 
    
 
   Emily thought of her unpaid bills. She was a little nervous with regard to the question of payment, but knew she had to ask. “Umm…, your advert mentioned something about payment,” she started.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” Mrs. Anderson went on. “I’ll pay you two hundred and fifty dollars to accompany me if that’s OK.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” Emily exclaimed in a loud voice and then felt a little embarrassed as Mrs. Anderson laughed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, really, I am guessing from your reaction that two hundred and fifty will be good for you.” the older woman answered. “It’s only fair that you are paid for your time, but I might make you work for your money.” Emily was about to ask what she meant, but Mrs. Anderson went on by saying that she was looking forward to the meeting and hung up the phone. Emily couldn’t help wondering what the older woman meant by having to work for the money, but the thought of two hundred and fifty dollars was too good to miss and she put the comment to the back of her mind. The following days passed quickly, with Emily concentrating on her job during the hours that she worked, and when at home thinking about what to wear to the event. From what Mrs. Anderson said, it sounded as if it would be glitzy and glamorous and she didn’t want to look out of place. She finally decided on the simple idea of a little black dress and matched it with some high heel shoes and her best jewellery. On the day of the event she set the outfit out on her bed and went to have a shower. She luxuriated in the warm water for a while, letting the strong jets massage her muscles, but finally got out, dried herself and wrapped the towel around her body. Moving over to the dressing table in her bedroom she sat to put on some makeup. She limited it to some eye shadow, blusher and lipstick, but it was enough to give her an attractive appearance. Looking at her watch, Emily saw that it was just coming up to 5.30 in the evening. She walked across to the bed and picked up her lingerie. The pink satin panties felt smooth on her skin as she stroked them up her legs and she pulled the towel away to drag them into place and make them comfortable. She then put on the matching bra and looked at the attractive cleavage it created. Pulling the little black dress over her head, she was careful to avoid the material touching on to her makeup and then let the dress slide down her body into place. She adjusted the neckline to put her cleavage a little on show and then accessorized the outfit with a gold locket, earrings and a bracelet. Moving back to the dressing table, Emily brushed her hair and pinned it up on one side so that her long brunette curls cascade over one shoulder. The look was nice and as she did a final check in the mirror she heard the sound of a car horn. Walking across to the bedroom window, she looked down into the street below and was surprised to see a sleek black limousine. Looks like I am travelling in style tonight she thought as she grabbed her small purse and left home.
 
    
 
   “Are you Emily Hutchison?’ the driver asked her when she walked out into the street.
 
    
 
   “That’s me,” she answered a little nervously, but got in as the driver held the door open. The vehicle was empty and she leaned forward as the driver got in. “Where is Mrs. Anderson?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “She is already at the venue,” the driver said. “She will meet you there.” The driver went quiet as he pulled the vehicle into the flow of traffic and set out for their destination. Emily sat back and looked out the window at the passing scene. She was nervous about what she was doing, but also excited and tried to get herself mentally prepared for the evening. As the limousine pulled up to the hotel venue of the event, Emily could see lots of glamorous looking people heading inside. She looked down at her outfit and thought she would fit in OK. She saw a woman heading for the car and immediately recognized her as Mrs. Anderson from the photo on the website. The driver got out and opened the door and Emily stepped out.
 
    
 
   “You’re looking gorgeous,” Mrs. Anderson said as she walked up to the car, “but then from your photo I knew you would be. It’s really nice to meet you and I am so glad you could come.”
 
    
 
   Emily smiled at the compliment. “Thanks,” she said. “You’re looking very glamorous yourself. The dress you are wearing is really pretty.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Anderson laughed. “I love to get dressed up,” she said, “and take any opportunity to do so. Come on inside and we can have a drink and a chat.” The older woman said hello to a few people as they stepped inside the hotel and seemed to know many of the faces. She motioned to a passing waitress and took a couple of glasses of wine from a tray, handing one to Emily. “So what’s your line of work dear,” the older woman asked.
 
    
 
   “I’m a graphic designer,” replied Emily, “but my company seems to be struggling a little at the moment so it’s not so great. It doesn’t make paying the bills easy at the moment.”
 
    
 
   “Which is why you are here I guess,” went on Mrs. Anderson. She leaned forward and lowered her voice. “Don’t worry I’ll give you the money at the end of the evening if that is OK.”
 
    
 
   “Oh I wasn’t angling for that,” Emily said, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed.
 
    
 
   “I know dear,” said Mrs. Anderson with a smile. “I just thought you should know.” Emily saw the way the older woman’s gaze lingered on her cleavage and her mind drifted back to the suggestive adverts she had read on the website. She wondered if Mrs. Anderson had similar ideas, but the idea dropped from her mind as she heard the hotel manager asking guests to take their seats. Following the older woman through to a large hall she was impressed by the sight of the beautifully set out tables. They moved to one of the top tables and sat. The long tablecloth draped down into her lap and she moved it around to get herself comfortable. Emily looked around at the other guests and then leaned across to the older woman.
 
    
 
   “So what exactly is this event for again?” she queried.
 
    
 
   “It’s a fundraiser for a local charity,” Mrs. Anderson replied.
 
    
 
   “I take it you make generous contributions as you are sitting at one of the top tables,” Emily went on.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my business has done well over the years,” the older woman replied. “I have more than enough to put a little back.”
 
    
 
   Emily hesitated, but then couldn’t help herself asking the question. “What’s more than enough, if you don’t mind me asking,” she said with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Well let’s just say I would feature near the top of the millionaires list for the local area dear,” the older woman said and Emily felt the pat on her knee below the table. Mrs. Anderson made no attempt to remove her hand and Emily felt a little nervous at the sensation of the fingertips tapping onto the naked skin of her knee. Mrs. Anderson kept chatting to her and the woman on her other side. There were a few speeches before the meal was served and as a man got up to talk Emily froze as she felt the hand start to slide a little further up her leg. The long tablecloth blocked the view of what was happening, but it still seemed a brazen thing to do. She turned to look at Mrs. Anderson, but the older woman just gave her a sweet smile.
 
    
 
   “Enjoying yourself dear?” she asked and Emily just stared. The hand slid higher still and she felt it touch onto the hem of her dress. She wondered if that was as high as Mrs. Anderson would go, but got her answer in seconds as the fingers pushed under the material and continued their slow upward journey. Emily wondered if she should try and stop what was happening, but as the fingers slipped onto the sensitive skin of her inner thigh she found herself starting to enjoy the touch. She was no young innocent but the experience of being touched under a table in a crowded room was new to her. Her pulse quickened as the fingers gripped hard onto her naked skin for an instant, but then continued higher until they touched onto the pink satin. Emily came close to gasping, but managed to hold it back. She wriggled around in her seat a little and Mrs. Anderson turned to her with a grin. “Is everything OK dear?” she asked quietly. Emily marvelled at how cool and collected the older woman appeared considering she was touching onto panties under the table.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Emily answered, “I’m fine,” but her voice was suddenly strained as the fingers pushed hard onto the panties and pressed against her pussy lips. She wriggled around a little again. The speeches were coming to an end and she wondered if Mrs. Anderson would pull her hand away as the food was served. She made no move to do so though, pressing the tips of her fingers even harder onto the panties as the waiter served soup. Emily could feel her chest heaving and tried to keep the excitement she was feeling under control lest she give herself away. It wasn’t easy though as the pleasure of the touch rushed through her body and made her want to moan. The fingers started to gently caress up and down the outline of her pussy lips and the heat of the moment grew. Mrs. Anderson still looked calm as she ate, but when Emily looked across she was sure she could see a few beads of sweat on the older woman’s brow. She wondered if hers was the same and lifted her napkin to pat it on her forehead, seeing that it came away wet. She hadn’t even realized she was sweating as her attention focused on the touch between her thighs. The fingers didn’t just stop at touching onto the panties though and moved to the edge of the gusset. Emily had to concentrate on not groaning as they slipped under the material onto her naked skin. The touch brought out a slick wetness between her thighs and she felt the fingers push further under the material until they were touching onto her pussy lips. The fingers stroked gently onto them, but then pushed a little harder and Emily squirmed as the fingertips slid inside. She wondered if anyone else was aware of what was going on and looked around, but most people seemed to be concentrating on their food and chatting to those nearby.
 
    
 
   The fingers slid a little deeper and Emily found herself trying to hold back the gasping pants as her excitement grew. Her mind was in turmoil as she wanted the touch to stop, but was enjoying it and wanted it to go on. The touch onto the slick inner skin was gorgeous and she slid forward on the chair to let the fingers slide deeper. It was obviously difficult for Mrs. Anderson to make any obvious movements, but she still managed to get her fingers working inside the wet hole so that they were stroking onto the slick pussy walls. Emily started to panic a little as she felt herself being pushed towards a climax, wondering if she would be capable of keeping the cries in. She was about to turn and try to get Mrs. Anderson to stop when the fingers were pulled away. She felt relief, but was surprised to also feel disappointment. It didn’t last long though as the older woman leaned across.
 
    
 
   “I need to go to the restroom dear,” she whispered. “You’re welcome to join me.” Mrs. Anderson made her excuses and stood up to move away in the direction of the restroom. Emily just stared after her at first and wondered what to do. Curiosity and excitement finally got the better of her though and she made her own excuses about needing the restroom and stood up. She walked out of the hall and looked around for a sign pointing to the restrooms. Finally seeing one she walked in the correct direction. As she reached the door she pushed it open and walked inside. Mrs. Anderson was standing looking in the mirror, but turned and smiled as Emily walked in.
 
    
 
   “Are you enjoying yourself dear,” the older woman teased with a smile.
 
    
 
   “You’re crazy,” Emily started. “What if someone caught us?”
 
    
 
   “I know,” said the older woman. “Isn’t it such a rush?” Her smile grew wider and she lifted her hand to Emily’s cheek and caressed it. “Such a pretty face, it’s hard for me to resist it. Maybe we should continue what we started.”
 
    
 
   “Huh,’ exclaimed Emily. “What do you mean we? I was just sitting there enjoying the proceedings and you started to play with me.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t hear you complaining dear,” teased the older woman. “So you must have enjoyed the touch.”
 
    
 
   “What?..., no, I…,” spluttered Emily.
 
    
 
   “So what are you doing in here,” the older woman cut in and laughed. “I didn’t force you to follow me. You came here without any help from me.” 
 
    
 
   Emily realized the older woman was right and laughed. “OK,” she finally said. “So what exactly are your plans?” She let out a slight squeal as the older woman grabbed her wrist and dragged her towards the toilet cubicles. Emily struggled to pull back.
 
    
 
   “You’re kidding me,” she said. “You want to get it on in the toilet cubicle of a hotel.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” the older woman laughed. “The more public the bigger turn on don’t you think.” Emily stopped struggling as the thrill of the situation gripped her and she let herself be led into a cubicle. It was a tight squeeze with both of them and she could feel the older woman’s body pressing onto her own. Mrs. Anderson locked the door and turned, raising her hand to Emily’s cheek and caressing it again. It was the last of the gentleness and she suddenly turned Emily around and pushed her forward so that she had to rest her hands onto the seat of the closed toilet. Mrs. Anderson reached for the hem of the skirt and pulled it up, her excitement rising as more and more of the smooth, naked thighs came into view. The older woman gasped as the pink panties came into view and quickly started to stroke her hand onto them. She worked her fingers around the silky material, enjoying the touch onto the rounded cheeks below. Sliding her fingers to the top of the panties she pushed them under the material and onto the naked skin below. Her pulse raced as she stroked her fingers to the top of Emily’s butt crease and then worked them lower, forcing them between the butt cheeks until they were touching onto the tight asshole. Emily let out a groan at the pleasure of the touch and pushed herself back against it.
 
    
 
   “So my little date for the night likes her ass being played with does she,” Mrs. Anderson said with a laugh. “Let’s explore that shall we.” She forced her finger harder against the hole and heard Emily groan louder. The tight hole resisted the touch, but it didn’t deter Mrs. Anderson who just pushed harder until the tip of the finger worked inside. Emily dropped her head, the low moan showing the pleasure the touch inside was giving her. Mrs. Anderson didn’t let up, pushing more of her finger inside and working it around. The desire to see what she was doing came on strong and she made Emily hold the black dress up while she used her free hand to peel down the panties. The sight of her finger pushing inside the tight hole made her gasp and she was suddenly pushing harder, wanting to get insider deeper still. Emily groaned at the feel of the penetration, but the sound cut off as she heard the door of the restroom open. Mrs. Anderson worked her finger harder inside the hole and Emily had to work hard to choke off the groans. It sounded like whoever had come in only wanted to powder their nose as they seemed to move around at the mirrors and then leave again.
 
    
 
   Emily felt the pure relief of the finger being pulled out, but her ass cheeks were grabbed hard and spread wide as Mrs. Anderson leaned forward to kiss onto the tight hole. With no one else coming into the restroom she could let out the groans again, her body convulsing as she felt the wet lick onto her asshole. Mrs. Anderson played for only a short while though before her mind moved on to something else. She pulled Emily up and turned her around, leaning forward to kiss her hard. She looked into the younger woman’s eyes and grinned. “Show me your pussy,” she said. Emily was so excited that there was no way she wanted to stop. She pulled her dress up at the front to reveal the pink panties and gasped as the fingers touched onto them. Mrs. Anderson worked her fingers along the outline of the pussy lips, this time feeling the wetness that was staining the material. She worked her fingertips onto the damp stain, but finally pulled back and again told Emily to show her pussy. The younger woman dropped her dress and reaching under it grabbed at her panties and pulled them down her legs and off, handing them to Mrs. Anderson. As she started to pull her dress up again, both women could feel the growing anticipation.
 
    
 
   As the dress hitched up around her waist, Emily heard Mrs. Anderson gasp. She saw the direction of the older woman’s gaze, which was fixed between her thighs. Mrs. Anderson dropped to her knees and pushed Emily’s legs apart, moving closer to get a better view of the trimmed hair and cute pink slit. She touched onto the pussy lips and stroked her fingers along them, feeling more pussy wetness smearing onto her fingertips. It stirred her excitement and she was suddenly stroking the pussy lips hard. Emily reached out to the cubicle walls to support herself and felt the pleasure between her thighs increase as Mrs. Anderson leaned forward to kiss on the slick lips. The older woman’s tongue was suddenly licking hard, trying to open up the pussy lips so that she could get inside. She reached fingers to the soft skin either side of the pink slit to pull the wet hole open and suddenly her tongue slid inside deep. The strong taste of pussy suddenly flooded her mouth and Emily groaned as the tongue played hard inside her. She could feel her climb towards a climax gathering pace and moaned as the excitement of being fucked in public took hold of her. Mrs. Anderson pulled her tongue back out and licked into the folds of soft skin at the top of the pussy lips to touch onto the erect clit.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” the younger woman cried out as the exhilaration of the touch onto the hard little nub sent a wave of pleasure coursing through her body. She pushed herself forward, wanting a harder, rougher touch and Mrs. Anderson gave it to her. The older woman rasped her tongue over the clit again and again. At the same time she slid the fingers of one hand up Emily’s inner thigh until it was touching onto the slick skin between her thighs. She stroked her fingers around the entrance to the wet hole, teasing Emily and making her moan louder. The younger woman sent up a prayer that no one would come into the restroom, unsure if she would be able to keep quiet as her pussy was fucked to a climax. She gasped as the fingers stopped teasing around her pussy entrance and suddenly fucked inside. Her body tensed at the sudden penetration of three fingers and the feel of her pussy lips being spread so wide was something else. Mrs. Anderson started to go crazy, her tongue touching hard onto clit while her fingers fucked frantically into pussy.
 
    
 
   Emily’s body responded to the touch between her thighs and she felt herself move ever closer to a climax. The pressure in her body grew to breaking point until she was unable to hold back the flood of pleasure and the dam suddenly broke. The orgasm ignited a passion inside her that was better than anything she’d experienced before. The rippling of her pussy walls around the deep penetration of the fingers was heaven and she rode the exhilaration all the way up to a gorgeous peak of pleasure. Her body tensed at the high and she felt her pussy squeeze hard onto the fingers inside. She was unable to hold back the loud groan and shuddered hard at the final thrill of the orgasm peaking and fading so that her body finally started to relax again. Emily struggled to get her breathing back under control as her shudders died away. She could feel the gorgeous afterglow of the climax calming her and closed her eyes to enjoy it.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, you cum hard,” Mrs. Anderson said loudly with a laugh, but she went quiet as the door of the restroom opened and she wondered if the person had heard. Emily slapped a hand over her mouth to hold back the giggle as she saw the look on the older woman’s face.
 
    
 
   “Do you think they heard you,” she asked as the person left the restroom again.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Anderson shrugged her shoulder. “That’s the risk you take when you have some fun in public,” she laughed. “Come on, we better get back before someone misses us.”
 
    
 
   “What about my panties?” said Emily, suddenly realizing that she had taken them off. “I need them back.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Anderson looked down at the pink material in her hand. She laughed as she put the panties into her handbag. “I’ll keep them,” she laughed. “When my hand touches you under the table again it will be so much easier to get inside if your hot little pussy is uncovered.”
 
    
 
   Emily’s eyes opened wide. “Fuck, you mean you will want to play again tonight?”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Anderson laughed. “Didn’t I tell you that you might have to work for your money when we spoke on the phone,” she said as she grabbed Emily by the wrist and led her back to their seats at the table.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Lesbian Spanking Club
 
   The music in the club was so loud that it was difficult to hear and Kimberly had to lean in close to listen to what Alison was saying. Not that she was complaining as it gave her a chance to push her body nearer to the cute woman sitting next to her. They had met only a couple of hours previously, but she already felt comfortable in the company of her new friend and was enjoying herself immensely. Her good mood was helped by the atmosphere in the club and the vodka cocktails, which was going down easily.
 
    
 
   “You’re kidding me,” said Kimberly with a laugh when her friend finally finished speaking.
 
    
 
   Alison shook her head. “No, I’m not kidding,” she replied. “I’ve been a few times and I can tell you it’s a real rush.” Even thought it was the first time the women had met the conversation had quickly turned to sex and, with the alcohol giving Kimberly a loose tongue, she had admitted that she often fantasized about being spanked. She felt her interest climbing when Alison confessed that she shared the fetish, but had taken it past fantasy into reality. Kimberly listened with open eyes as Alison told her about a spanking club she knew off and visited occasionally. She could hardly believe there was such a place, but the more she heard the more she became convinced that she wanted to visit.
 
    
 
   “So what happens at it?” Kimberly asked.
 
    
 
   “Whatever you want,” laughed Alison. “A lot of the women dress sexy in high heels and lingerie, but it’s not compulsory and many just where loose dresses that are easy to move out of the way to get at the ass cheeks. There is a main lounge with sofas where some of the action takes place. Some people get turned on by being spanked in public, but there are plenty of bedrooms available for those that want to keep the action a little more private.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” breathed out Kimberly quietly. “Getting spanked in public is a fantasy I have all the time. Have you ever done it?”
 
    
 
   “Sure I have,” replied Alison with a smile. “But I find I get more turned on by dishing out the punishment rather than receiving it.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly returned the smile, wondering if the woman sitting beside her was the partner she was looking for. The thought of being spanked in public really was a massive turn on and she often wondered about how to live out the fantasy. The thought that Alison might be able to help was exciting, but she stopped short of outright asking for an invitation, dropping a few hints that she was interested in visiting the spanking club and hoping Alison would take the bait. She wasn’t to be disappointed.
 
    
 
   “Jeez,” she went on. “Visiting a spanking club sounds so exciting.”
 
    
 
   “You sound interested,” Alison teased straight away.
 
    
 
   “Do you go to the place often?” Kimberly asked.
 
    
 
   “When the mood takes me,” replied Alison. “Would you be willing to come with me if I make a visit?”
 
    
 
   Kimberly almost jumped out of her chair, but tried to keep her composure. “I’d really love to,” she answered and felt the quickening of her heartbeat as Alison said she would arrange it. The conversation moved on, but Kimberly couldn’t get the idea of a spanking club out of her mind and could feel her excitement building. At the end of the evening she kissed Alison and felt the pat onto her butt. The women swapped mobile phone numbers and Alison promised to call when the trip to the club was arranged. The next few days were torture for Kimberly. She was desperate to know what was happening, but held off from calling Alison to give her a chance to sort things out. After five days of no contact she finally couldn’t hold back any longer and dialed the number, trying to sound casual as the call was answered.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” she started. “It’s Kimberly. We met at the club last weekend. How are…,”
 
    
 
   “Oh my little spanking friend,” Alison teased, cutting off Kimberly’s words. “I was going to call you tonight. Sorry I took so long to get back in touch, but I’ve been busy at work and haven’t had a chance to do much else.”
 
    
 
   “So why were you going to call tonight?” asked Kimberly. “Did you manage to arrange for us to go to the spanking club?”
 
    
 
   “I sure did,” Alison went on. “I spoke to the owner late last night and she agreed that it was OK for me to bring a friend along on my next visit.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly felt herself shiver as her spanking fantasies moved a step closer to reality. “So I can come with you then?”
 
    
 
   “Yup,” replied Alison. “It’s all arranged and if you are up for it we can visit tomorrow evening.”
 
    
 
   The shiver intensified and Kimberly was quick to say she was available. The two women chatted for a little longer, but the call finally ended. Kimberly jumped up from her sofa with a squeal as the excitement took hold. She walked through to her bedroom and moved to the wardrobe, her mind already mulling over what she would wear. She flicked through the hangers and her eyes lit up when she got to a short pleated miniskirt. It was loose fitting and would be easy to get out of the way for anyone that wanted to get to her ass. Kimberly presumed that person would be Alison, but really wasn’t sure what would happen. Moving across to a cabinet, she looked through her collection of underwear. A pair of white cotton panties with a small pink bow on the front and back caught her attention. It was cute and sexy and the thought of it being exposed to a group of interested women was an exciting idea. She searched around for the matching bra and set the skirt and underwear on a chair. Moving back to the wardrobe, she again looked through the hangers and finally decided on a simple white blouse, putting it beside the other clothes. For the rest of the day, her mind was racing with thoughts of spanking, but she eventually put them aside as she went to bed and tried to calm her mind for sleep.
 
    
 
   Kimberly found it almost impossible to keep her mind calm the following day though and as the time progressed towards her planned meeting with Alison she got even more excited. She took her time getting ready, wanting to make sure she looked her best. Her preparations started with a soak in the bathtub, following which she let herself cool down and then went to work on her makeup. She finished off her look with some pink lipstick and it didn’t take her long to put on her outfit. When she was done, Kimberly checked her appearance in a full length mirror and couldn’t help flicking up her skirt at the back to look at her ass. The panties hugged it tightly and the effect was cute. She let the skirt drop and grinned at herself in the mirror, wondering who would be watching the next time the skirt was pulled up to reveal the panties. Finally turning away from the mirror, Kimberly went to pick up her bag and left her apartment. The trip into town went without delay and when she got off the train at the correct station, she made her way towards the bar where she was meeting Alison. It was already fairly crowded and it took her a few minutes to finally spot her friend. She walked up to her and said hello.
 
    
 
   Alison looked up and down the outfit of her friend. “I like the skirt,” she said. “You’re looking very cute.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly grinned as she took in her friend’s short white dress. “I could say the same about you,” she teased.
 
    
 
   Alison looked at her watch and saw that it was just after seven o’clock. “The club opens at eight,” she went on, “but it usually doesn’t get busy until after nine so we can have a few drinks first and then head off.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Kimberly. “What would you like?”
 
    
 
   “I thought you’d never ask,” Alison laughed. “I’ll just have some wine to get the night going.” When Kimberly caught a bartender’s attention she ordered a half bottle of wine and when it was served the two women set about emptying it. The time flew past as they chatted comfortably, but before she knew it, Kimberly was being led back out into the street by Alison.
 
    
 
   “Is the club far from here?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Alison shook her head. “Nope, that’s why I wanted to meet at this bar,” she replied. “The club is just around the corner so we can just walk to it.” She linked arms with her friend and they set off. Less than five minutes later they were standing outside the door of the club. It was discreet and Kimberly reckoned she would have passed it by without a second glance, but for her friend stopping her outside it. “Well this is it, are you ready?” Alison asked.
 
    
 
   Kimberly could feel herself shaking a little at the rush of excitement and did no more than nod her head. Alison stepped forward and knocked. Thirty seconds later a small window in the door was slid open. Whoever looked out obviously recognized Alison, because without any exchange of words the door was opened. The two women stepped inside and Alison greeted the woman standing just inside. “Just go in and have fun ladies,” the woman said and Kimberly found herself being led into a world that she had only imagined previously. Her eyes opened wide as she stepped into the lounge area of the club and looked around. There were plenty of women there already, some of which were wearing the skimpiest of lingerie that left little to the imagination. Others were fully dressed and it seemed to be a mix of all ages from young woman to older ladies. Kimberly noticed a few reddened ass cheeks as she looked around, but could see no signs of anyone actually being spanked.
 
    
 
   “Come on let’s get a drink and find somewhere to sit,” said Alison. Kimberly followed her across to a small bar in the corner of the room and they ordered some more wine. When they had their drinks, Alison turned around to scan the room, eventually spotting a sofa that was free. She grabbed Kimberly’s arm and dragged her across to it quickly before anyone else could claim it and the pair of them sat down.
 
    
 
   Kimberly took a sip of her drink while she looked around and then leaned across to Alison. “Some of these women are so gorgeous,” she said quietly.
 
    
 
   Alison laughed. “There are certainly a few butts on view that I would like to get my hand’s on.”
 
    
 
   “Does that include mine?” Kimberly asked.
 
    
 
   “Don’t know,” teased Alison as she looked at her friend. “I haven’t seen yours yet. Stand up and let me have a look and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    
 
   Kimberly felt a surge of excitement at the offer and wasted no time in standing up. She stood directly in front of her friend and turned her back to wiggle her ass. “Help yourself,” she said. The sudden jump in her pulse rate made her shudder as she felt the hands stroked onto the back of her thighs and move up to the hem of her skirt. She felt the skirt being pulled higher until her panties were brought into view.
 
    
 
   “Nice,” said Alison, drawing out the word. Kimberly’s shudders grew stronger as she felt the fingers touch onto her panties and stroke around her ass cheeks. The sensation was better than any fantasy and she closed her eyes to enjoy the experience. “So…,” Alison teased. “Have you been a naughty girl today?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,’ laughed Kimberly. “Very naughty and I think I should be punished for it.” She couldn’t stop the squeal as the fingers pinched her ass cheeks hard. Her breathing was suddenly becoming heavier and she could feel the heaving of her chest. She was right on the brink of her fantasy about being spanked in public coming true and she could hardly believe it. The fingers resumed stroking her ass, but her hips were suddenly gripped tightly as Alison shifted forward in the chair.
 
    
 
   “Maybe a hard spanking will teach you not to be so naughty in future then,” Alison continued to tease and Kimberly let out another squeal as she was pulled down onto her friend’s lap. She suddenly found herself lying face down across Alison’s knees a hand gently caressing her butt cheeks. The caress felt nice, but she guessed that things were about to become a little more painful. She looked around and saw that a number of the other women were looking in her direction and a few of them started to move across the room. As Alison continued to tease her fingers around the white panties, a crowd started to gather around the action. The women started to urge Alison to hand out some discipline and it was obvious from their voices that they were getting excited at the prospect of watching Kimberly being spanked. Alison continued to tease though, enjoying the touch onto the tight ass. She seemed in no rush to get the panties down, but suddenly Kimberly felt the hand move away and she let out a squeal as it spanked down onto her ass. The touch was still fairly gentle and it was more the shock of feeling the spank rather than the force that made her squeal. The hand started to come down a little heavier though and Kimberly felt the thrill run through her body as her ass was spanked for others to watch. Alison moved her hand from cheek to cheek as she started to rain down spanks and the pain and pleasure began to combine to make Kimberly moan.
 
    
 
   Alison finally stopped and stroked her fingers onto the panties again. It was a soothing sensation and Kimberly felt the sharp pain of the spanks dulling to a warm ache. The feeling of being spanked was a massive turn on, but her pleasure was heightened by the fact that it was being done in public for others to watch. Alison looked up at the expectant faces of the other women and grinned. “Does anyone else want to do a little spanking?’ she asked. She moved her hand away and Kimberly groaned as she felt a succession of other hands spanking down onto her ass. Some were more a caress, enjoying the touch onto her ass, while others used more force to dish out a little pain. The thrill of the experience drove her passion higher though until she was crying out loudly. By the time the last woman backed off, Kimberly was gasping hard as the pain of the spanking started to fade away. She felt her excitement climbed higher still as she heard a voice sound out.
 
    
 
   “Do her naked ass,” the voice said. Kimberly felt Alison’s hand stroke onto her panties again and work around. The fingers played gently on the material, but Kimberly felt the shiver working down her spine as they moved to the waistband of the panties. She was on the brink of having her naked ass exposed and it was a thrill that was making her wet. She could feel the slick sensation between her thighs wetting her panties and let out a moan as her panties were peeled from her ass. The crowd of surrounding women moved closer and the hands were suddenly stroking onto her naked skin. She couldn’t be sure how many, but her ass cheeks were being caressed and pinched, while fingers were pressing into her butt crease and brushing onto her asshole. It was so many sensations at once that Kimberly started to feel overwhelmed. She closed her eyes as the hands continued to play with her and shuddered as a hand slid between her thighs and stroked onto her pussy lips.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, she must love what’s happening,” a voice said. “Feel how wet she is.” More and more fingers pushed between her thighs to touch onto the wet skin and Kimberly’s pleasure started to grow out of control. She finally felt the hands moving away, but was given little chance to relax as Alison’s hand suddenly spanked down hard on the naked skin. Kimberly convulsed as the intense pain rushed through her body. It was the start of a hard session as Alison went to work on her ass, reddening both cheeks with a succession of hard spanks. It was obviously exciting her as Kimberly could hear her friend’s heavy breathing. Others began to join in the punishment, the hands raining painful spanks down onto Kimberly’s ass. She closed her eyes tightly and could feel the tears squeezing out of the corners as she tried to cope with the pain. She wanted the relief of the spanks stopping, but the arousal the experience was giving her made her desperate for the women to keep using her ass for as long as possible. The women finally did stop though and as Alison pulled the panties up to cover the ravaged and reddened ass they realized the fun was over and started to disperse. Kimberly got up from her friend’s knees and winced as she sat on the sofa. She was amazed at how good the pain of the spanking felt and it was making her breathe hard. She saw that Alison was breathing heavily also and thought she looked so cute that she suddenly wanted more than just a spanking.
 
    
 
   “So…,” she asked. “Do I get to see what the private bedrooms look like?” It was an obvious come on and Alison grinned as she stood and held out her hand. Kimberly took it and was pulled to her feet and led across the lounge. They walked through a door that led to a long hallway with doors either side. Alison went first, trying the door handles as she passed them until she finally found an unlocked room. She opened the door and pulled Kimberly inside, locking the door when she closed it. “That was such a turn on,” laughed Kimberly. “Did you feel how wet I was.”
 
    
 
   “No,’ said Alison with a grin. “I was more interested in playing with your ass.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly stepped up close to her friend. “And now?” she asked. Alison moved her hand to the hem of the skirt and slid it underneath, stroking up the naked thighs and pressing her fingers onto the panties. She gasped as she felt the wetness on the material.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you are wet you little slut,’ she laughed, but kept her fingers working on the damp material so that she could play with the wetness and touch onto the pussy below.
 
    
 
   Kimberly laughed. “So what about you?” she asked. Her hands moved to Alison’s shoulders and she pushed her friend back until she fell onto the bed. She was quick to drop on top of her and push the white dress higher, finding out that Alison wasn’t wearing panties. “Jeez and you have the cheek to call me a slut,” she teased. “Look who forgot to put her panties on.”
 
    
 
   Alison giggled. “I like going without underwear. It feels sexy and I don’t hear you complaining,” she shot back. Kimberly certainly wasn’t complaining at the sight of the gorgeous shaved pussy. It was absolutely gorgeous and she could see the pussy wetness glistening on it. She moved a hand to it and stroked onto the smooth skin, feeling that her friend was just as wet as she was. Her fingers slid up and down the slick pussy lips, stroking on them gently at first, but she quickly applied a little more pressure to open them up. Her pulse jumped as her fingers slid inside and touched onto the smooth inner skin and the soft moans of her friend only added to the excitement. As she pushed her fingers deeper she leaned down to get a better look, enjoying the sight of how wide the pussy lips were being spread. The wetness helped her fingers to easily slip in deep and as she held them inside she leaned closer still to lick onto the skin. The taste of pussy only served to excite her more and she was suddenly licking hard around her fingers, her tongue brushing over the slick pussy lips. Alison moaned louder as her passion climbed. She raised her body from the bed and pushed herself towards Kimberly so that the fingers pushed hard inside her wet hole and the tongue pressed forcefully onto her pussy. It stoked her desire for more and she urged her friend to start finger fucking.
 
    
 
   Kimberly didn’t need a second invitation. She moved her head back a little to give herself a little more room and began stroking her fingers in and out, loving the feel of her fingertips caressing along the smooth pussy walls. She worked her fingers in long, smooth strokes to start with, but as the heat of the moment washed over her she sped up her moments and started to fuck her finger inside pussy in short, hard thrusts. Alison arched up from the bed, unable to control herself as the touch inside her pussy drove her wild. She let out an even louder gasp as she felt Kimberly move forward and lick onto clit. Her hips bucked up hard at the thrill of the touch and she tensed her body hard as she felt a climax closing in. Alison began to urge her friend to use her harder and treat her like a little slut. The dirty talk got to Kimberly, stirring her desire and making her give Alison what she wanted. Her fingers became a blur as they flashed in and out of the wet hole in a frenzy. She pressed her tongue onto the clit hard and held on it while her fingers were working the shaved pussy.
 
    
 
   Alison was suddenly breathing harder and writhing around as her body responded to the touch and she came closer to a moment of ecstasy. When she reach the brink of a climax, the writhing stopped and she tensed her body again, tipping herself over the edge and feeling the rush of heat as the orgasm took hold. Recognizing the signs, Kimberly fucked her fingers in deep and groaned at the tightening of the pussy around them. She licked like crazy on the clit and the electric sensation of the touch became too much for Alison to bear as her nerve endings were set on fire. She pushed Kimberly away as the orgasm exploded into a gorgeous peak that left her shuddering and crying out. As she passed the peak, the thrill of the climax drained from her body and she lay gasping on the bed.
 
    
 
   Kimberly giggled. “Spanking me in public was a big turn on, huh?” she said.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” she replied. “I think I loved doing it more than you enjoyed receiving it.” She sat up. “Talking about your cute ass,” she grinned and reached to pull Kimberly down onto the bed face down. Alison quickly moved to sit on the back of her friend’s thighs, pinning her down so that she could easily work the hem of the skirt higher and expose the panties. She peeled them down. “Oh your poor little ass,” she teased as she saw how red the skin was. “Does it hurt?”
 
    
 
   “It hurts like hell,” Kimberly said. “Is it weird that I like it?”
 
    
 
   “Very,” teased Alison as she stroked her fingers around the reddened ass cheeks. She bent forward to kiss onto the skin and heard Kimberly sigh. “Do the kisses feel nice?” Alison asked when she moved her head back a little.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kimberly answered. “Don’t stop.” She moaned as the kisses continued to caress onto her ass cheeks, her friend taking the time to cover every inch of reddened skin. Flicking out her tongue, Alison then started to lick onto the skin and the soothing sensation brought out a louder sigh from Kimberly. She pushed herself up against the touch of the tongue and her sighs turned to soft moans as she felt it push into her butt crease and lick onto her asshole. She squirmed around as the thrill of the touch enflamed her passion and she forgot about the pain in her ass as it was eclipsed by the pleasure she was feeling. The tongue pushed hard onto the tight hole as Alison tried to open it up. She gripped the ass cheeks in her hands and spread them apart to make it easier to get her tongue at the hole. She could feel it opening up to her and worked to get the tip of her tongue inside, he touch onto the silky inner skin making her want more. She worked her tongue around hard and felt it slide deeper still until the asshole was squeezing around it. The sensation was glorious and she held her tongue inside for as long as she could, but finally pulled back and gasped for air. Bringing a finger to her mouth she wet it and then forced it onto the tight hole. Kimberly pushed up against it, making it obvious she wanted it inside and Alison worked to give her friend what she wanted. She circled her finger as she pushed it against the asshole to overcome the resistance. When she managed it her wet finger slid in easily and in one stroke she slid it inside almost to the knuckle. She worked the finger around and felt Kimberly convulsing as her body responded.
 
    
 
   Alison held her finger deep at first, keeping it moving around to tease Kimberly into a state of excited arousal. She slowly withdrew the finger until the tip was playing at the entrance to the asshole. “Put it back in.” begged Kimberly, but Alison played with her, stroking the finger around the tight entrance and building the anticipation. It was a delicious tease that she wanted to go on, but the begging of Kimberly finally made her fuck the finger back inside. She groaned at the way the tight hole closed around her finger and urged Kimberly to clench her buttocks and squeeze even tighter. The sensation was gorgeous and she held deep for a few seconds and then started to fuck the ass, her finger sliding in and out hard as the passion caught her.
 
    
 
   Kimberly could feel her excitement rising and urged her friend on to use her even harder. She wasn’t disappointed as Alison began to flash her finger in and out fast. She pushed up to meet the thrusts so that the finger drove in deep, moaning loudly each time she felt it. The finger was suddenly pushed in deep and held inside and Alison brought her free hand to the slick pussy lips and stroked along them. Kimberly gasped as she suddenly realized that she was going to get both her holes fingered at the same time. Her gasping breaths made her chest heave and she froze as she waited for it to happen. The fingers at her pussy continued to tease along the slick lips though and the tension built to an unbearable level before she felt the pleasure of the penetration. It brought out a loud groan she was suddenly enjoying the experience of her pussy and ass being spilt open. The fingers held deep inside her pussy and Kimberly writhed around on them, the sensation driving her crazy. It was something special and something she knew she would want to do again and again.
 
    
 
   Alison kept her finger pushed deep into ass, but started to finger fuck the wet pussy. She initially had two fingers inside although decided to stretch the pussy lips even more by adding a third and was quick to start really ramming them in and out. Kimberly couldn’t get enough of it and wasted no time in pushing her body towards the fingers to meet the hard thrust. Her breath rushed out in hard gasps as the thrill of the finger fuck pushed her towards a climax. She tried to hold it back, wanting to keep the experience going, but the arousal she was feeling was too great and she knew there was no stopping the orgasm. She groaned as it suddenly burst into life, the rush of heat from her pussy and ass quickly engulfing her body. The shudders were suddenly uncontrollable as the pleasure of the climax rushed to a high. Kimberly writhed around with the fingers working her pussy and ass and never wanted the feeling to end. As the thrill of the touch inside continued to excite her she cried out Alison’s name over and over until the high of the orgasm took her breath away and she went quiet. Her body settled back to the bed and she lay breathing hard as the final pleasure of the fingers being pulled out brought out yet another moan.
 
    
 
   Alison couldn’t help herself and spanked onto the red ass, making her friend squeal. “So are you glad I invited you here?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “This has been the best night of my life,” Kimberly said. “I hope I’m going to get another invite.”
 
    
 
   “I think that can be arranged,” Alison laughed. “I would be more than happy to have another session with your cute little ass.” To emphasize her point she spanked the reddened cheeks again.
 
    
 
   Fuck, stop it,” groaned Kimberly. “We should get out of here.”
 
    
 
   “Got any plans?’ teased Alison.
 
    
 
   “I thought you might like breakfast at my place,” Kimberly said.
 
    
 
   “I could go for that,” laughed Alison. “If I get to stay at your home tomorrow you never know what might happen.’
 
 
   Kimberly rubbed a hand onto the ass cheeks and felt the heat. “Oh I think I have a good idea of what might happen,” she laughed. “And I’m all for it. I might be a naughty girl when we get to my place just to give you a reason to dish out some punishment.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The First Time Lesbian
 
   Jackie sat watching the television beside her mother and started to feel a little weird again. She looked at the models stepping along the catwalk on the screen and could feel the tingle that started to grow between her thighs. The outfits the gorgeous women wore showed off a lot of naked body and Jackie started to wonder what it would be like to kiss onto the smooth skin and strip a model naked to get at her naked pussy and tits. It had been a common theme of her fantasies lately and she found herself becoming more and more attracted towards women. Not just gorgeous models, but team mates on her softball team, strangers in the street, in fact any woman that happened to catch her attention as being cute. 
 
    
 
   The heat slowly grew between Jackie’s thighs as the models kept appearing on the screen and she tried to avoid squirming in the seat. It seemed like a bad idea with her mother sitting so close. She wondered if she should talk to her about her feelings, but felt embarrassed and shied away from the idea. She and her mother never really had the talk about the facts of life and the thought of discussing sex with her mother suddenly didn’t seem like a good thing to try. “I think I’ll go to bed mum,” she finally said.
 
    
 
   Her mother looked at the clock and saw that it was only eight in the evening. “Are you feeling OK?” she asked. “It’s a bit early to be going to bed isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “I know,” said Jackie. “I just feel a little tired. I have a softball game tomorrow as well so want to get some rest so I am ready for that.” It was partly the truth although the real reason was that she needed to do something to relieve the tension that was building in her body.
 
    
 
   “OK, well goodnight,” he mother said as Jackie stood and made her way out of the lounge and up the stairs to her bedroom. She went over to her bed and lay down. When she closed her eyes the images of the cute models from the television program started to plague her mind and the heat between her legs grew more intense. The fantasies about lesbian sex started to fill her mind and she was suddenly thinking of licking on pussy and tits. Reaching for the buttons on her jeans, Jackie loosened them and lifted her ass up from the bed to pull them down. She sat up to work them down her legs and off then lay her head back onto the pillows again. Pulling her t-shirt up, Jackie rested her hand onto her stomach and teased her fingers onto the smooth skin. It felt nice and she closed her eyes, the thoughts of some girl-on-girl action with a cute woman filling her mind. As she slid her fingers lower she parted her legs and let out a soft breath as her fingers touched onto her panties.
 
    
 
   Jackie worked her fingers between her thighs and could feel the wet stain on the silky material, a sure sign of just how excited the fantasies running through her head were making her. She felt the sticky wetness smear onto her fingertips as she stroked onto the stain. The feel of the touch onto the pussy lips below spurred her excitement and she began to touch onto herself a little harder. It brought out a moan and she wriggled around on the bed as her pleasure grew. The panties started to become an annoyance and Jackie moved her fingers up to the waistband and slid her fingers below. The touch onto her naked skin was better and she quickly pushed lower to hold her fingers on her pussy lips. Oh fuck that’s nice she thought. In the past she worried that she shouldn’t be doing it, but when she felt the heat of pleasure between her thighs there was no stopping herself. She still felt a little weird about fantasizing about girls, but it was just something for her to deal with and get used to.
 
    
 
   The excitement Jackie was feeling pushed any worries out of her mind and she started to stroke her fingers along her pussy lips. The sensation was gorgeous and she closed her eyes to enjoy it. The desire inside was heightened by her thoughts of licking on pussy and there was no point in fighting it. She moved her fingers to her clit and as usual the shock of the touch on the hard little bud made her buck up from the bed. She was suddenly panting for breath as she rubbed hard on her clitoris and her passion grew towards a climax. Jackie was suddenly desperate for it and started to work her clit hard. It was her favorite way, working herself close by playing with her clit and then bringing it on with a hard finger fuck. She sped up her movements until her fingers were rubbing hard on the slick skin. She could feel herself reaching the moment she would switch and finally did it, pushing her ass up from the bed as she stroked her fingers lower and fucked them between her pussy lips hard. It made her gasp as she worked three fingers deep, enjoying the sensation of her pussy being stretched open, as well as the feel of the her fingertips playing along the soft inner skin.
 
    
 
   Jackie wasted no time in starting to pump her fingers in and out and it brought her to the brink of a climax quickly. She slowed her movements to tease out the moment, her body shuddering on the cusp. She finally fucked her fingers in deeply and the orgasm burst into life. The desire to scream came on strong as her pussy tightened hard around her fingers, but she held it back for fear of her mother hearing and coming to investigate. Her body responded to the heat of the moment, her nerve endings coming alive and making her shudder all the harder. The peak of the orgasm worked through her body, making it tense hard for an instant. It squeezed her wet hole hard around the fingers and Jackie let out a sigh as the tension finally faded and the relaxation caught hold. She sank back to the bed, her breath coming out in gasps as she tried to recover her senses. Jackie remained on the bed for a while before finally getting up to shower the sweat away. The aftermath of an orgasm always left her feeling good and when she had dried herself and put on a nightdress she went to lie on the bed again. She knew she would never confess to her mother the fantasies she was having and started to wonder if there was anyone else she could talk to. No one obvious sprang to mind and she eventually put the idea to the back of her mind and fell asleep.
 
    
 
   Jackie didn’t have any college classes the following day and did little in the morning. She eventually made her way to the sports complex in the afternoon for her softball game. The sport was something she always enjoyed although in recent times she had found herself concentrating on the cute faces and bodies of some of her team mates as much as she concentrated on the games. She went to the locker room to get changed and then listened to the team talk of the coach, Miss Mackenzie. Jackie looked at the cute face of the older woman and had to shake her head a little as she suddenly found herself wondering what it would be like to kiss on the pretty mouth. When the team talk was over the girls went out onto the field to enjoy the game. As it turned out it was a game that Jackie didn’t enjoy. On her first time up to bat, she slipped as she started to run and twisted her ankle. It was sore enough to put her out of the game and at the end she limped back to the locker room. As the other girls got showered she sat looking at the bruise on her ankle. It looked nasty although she was sure it wasn’t serious as she could still walk on it. She was still sitting as the rest of her team mates were getting dressed and leaving. 
 
    
 
   Miss Mackenzie came in to make sure that everyone was getting ready to leave and started to usher the girls out. She looked across and saw Jackie still sitting in her softball gear. “Come on Jackie,” she urged. “It’s time to clear out of here.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss. Mackenzie,” she said as she stood up. A pained look crossed her face as she started to strip off her gear and she could feel the ache in her ankle. She tried to keep her weight off it, but still found it an annoyance.
 
    
 
   The softball coach saw the look on Jackie’s face. “Is the ankle still sore,” she asked, the concern showing in her voice.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, a little,” the teen girl replied. “I think it’s just a bad bruise though.”
 
    
 
   “Well you go and have your shower and I’ll get an icepack to put on it,” Miss Mackenzie said and disappeared out of the locker room. Jackie finished stripping off her clothes and wrapped a towel around her body. By the time she came back out of the shower everyone else was gone and she sat in just her towel and inspected the damage to her ankle. She looked up as she heard the door of the locker room open and saw Miss. Mackenzie coming back in. She was carrying the ice pack she promised and when she walked across knelt down to hold it onto the damaged ankle. Jackie went to look down at the icepack and her ankle, but her attention was caught by the way Miss Mackenzie’s loose top was hanging away from her body. It put her bra on display and Jackie couldn’t tear her eyes away. She glanced quickly at the face of the coach, but she was looking at the ankle and Jackie shifted a little to get an even better eyeful of the bra and tits. Miss. Mackenzie wasn’t exactly big, but she certainly filled out her bra and Jackie felt her pulse rate jump as she stared.
 
    
 
   “Are you enjoying the view?” Miss Mackenzie suddenly said and Jackie looked to see that she had been caught staring down her coach’s top.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, I’m sorry,” she said. “I wasn’t…” Her words trailed off as she suddenly didn’t know what to say. Her face flushed red and she looked at the floor wondering if she was in trouble.
 
    
 
   “I’m trying to help you here and you’re staring down my top,” Miss. Mackenzie complained.
 
    
 
   Jackie looked back up. “I really am sorry,” she said and in a rush the confession she had been thinking about making to someone about her lesbian fantasies came out. “I just think it’s weird that I’m starting to think about girls like that,” she finished.
 
    
 
   Miss Mackenzie let out a laugh when Jackie finally finished talking. “It’s not so weird,” she said quietly. “There are lots of women that feel just the same.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” said Jackie. “But how do you know that?”
 
    
 
   Miss Mackenzie laughed again. “Because I am one of them,” she answered. “What age are you now?”
 
    
 
   “I was eighteen on my last birthday,” replied Jackie.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I guess I was probably the same age when I went around the same emotions,” Miss Mackenzie went on. “Like I say it’s not so weird. It happens to plenty of women.”
 
    
 
   “I was watching TV with my mother last night and had to leave the room because I started to get excited at the sight of some gorgeous models,” said Jackie. “It’s kind of embarrassing.”
 
    
 
   “You shouldn’t be embarrassed by it,” replied the coach. “It’s just who you are. You’re a pretty girl Jackie. There are plenty of woman around that will be glad that you are more interested in girls than boys.”
 
    
 
   “Are you?” asked Jackie, the words out of her mouth before she had a chance to stop them. “Oh sorry,” she went on quickly. “You don’t have to answer that.”
 
    
 
   Miss Mackenzie couldn’t help the flicker of desire that lit up in her mind at Jackie’s words. She knew she should really get up and walk away, but the sight of the cute teen girl in nothing more than a towel was a bit of a turn on. She knew it would be wrong of her to take advantage of the situation, but the thrill of doing it caught her off guard and she suddenly wanted it more than anything. She looked at Jackie and smiled. “Yes I’m glad,” she finally said and reached out a hand to caress it on the teen girl’s cheek. Jackie shivered at the touch on her face and responded to it. She reached for the hand and pushed it lower until it was caressing her breast through the material of the towel. Miss Mackenzie squeezed her fingers around the soft mound and even with the towel in the way could feel the nipple hardening. The desire to see it suddenly overwhelmed her and she slowly stroked her fingers to the knot holding the towel onto the teen girl’s body. Jackie made no protest when the knot was loosened and didn’t make any effort to stop the towel sliding down her body and exposing her naked breasts. The pain in her ankle was suddenly forgotten and all she could think about was the touch onto her breast.
 
    
 
   Miss Mackenzie caressed onto the naked skin and closed her fingers around the breast, the erect nipple pushing against her palm. She squeezed hard enough to leave finger marks and it made Jackie gasp. The teen girl loved the sensation and asked her coach to do it again. A harder squeeze gripped around her breast and she closed her eyes as the sensation bit deep. When Miss Mackenzie let go she leaned forward to kiss onto the reddened skin, sliding her mouth around until she worked it to the nipple. Her breath was coming out hard and Jackie could feel the warmth on her skin. She opened her eyes and looked down to see the tip of her coach’s tongue flicking back and forth over her nipple. The sight of it made the experience all the more pleasurable, but the nipple disappeared from view as Miss Mackenzie took it into her mouth. She worked her tongue around the hard bud, sucking on it as well and Jackie felt her excitement rise. Her coach moved from one breast to the other as she played, sucking on the nipples and kissing onto the soft skin.
 
    
 
   Jackie suddenly wanted more, wanted her first experience of touching onto another woman’s breasts. “Let me do it to you,” she suddenly blurted out before she could stop herself. Miss Mackenzie decided to give the teen girl what she wanted. Moving back to give herself some space, she pulled her top off to expose her bra. Jackie’s gaze was fixed on it as the older woman reached behind her back to loosen the hooks. She pulled the straps free from her shoulders and as the bra fell to the floor Jackie’s eyes settled on the gorgeous breasts. She just stared, but felt the passion swell inside as Miss Mackenzie reached for her hand and guided it to a naked breast. The touch onto the soft skin was electric and she followed the lead of the older woman by squeezing her hand onto the breasts hard enough to leave finger marks. Jackie was suddenly breathing hard as she got to play with naked breasts. It was a massive turn on for her and she brought both hands up to squeeze on the soft mounds. She knew she must be doing something right as she heard the moans of the older woman and it encouraged her to play more, brushing her fingers back and forth over the nipples as they hardened under her touch. It was suddenly more than she could stand not to kiss on them and she moved one hand aside as she leant into the breast. 
 
    
 
   The first lick on the nipple was something special and the taste of the breast spurred her on. She started to lick harder on the erect bud, brushing her tongue eagerly over it and then moving onto the smooth skin of the breast. Her tongue worked wet trails all over the soft mound and the moans of Miss Mackenzie got ever more excited as the teen girl played. She moved to the other breast and licked around it, this time finishing on the nipple and sucking it into her mouth. She loved the feel of her lips caressing onto the soft skin and pushed her mouth hard onto the flesh as she licked at the nipple.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” Miss Mackenzie finally said. Jackie knew what would happen when she did and looked down to see the towel falling away from her waist to reveal her naked pussy. The softball coach wrapped her arms around the cute body, caressing her hands onto the rounded cheeks and pulling the teen girl forward. Jackie groaned as she felt the kiss on her midriff. Her skin fluttered hard under the touch and she slid her fingers into Miss Mackenzie’s hair as the older woman worked her mouth around, flicking her tongue into the belly button and kissing onto the hip bones. As she started to kiss lower it brought a louder groan from the teen girl who readied herself for the feel of the first ever kisses onto her pussy. She wasn’t disappointed at the sensation and parted her thighs to help. Miss Mackenzie started to work her mouth up and down the slick lips, feeling her mouth getting smeared in the pussy wetness that was leaking from the teen girl. She kissed hard onto the pussy as the excitement caught her and flicked out her tongue to take the taste deeper into her mouth. The breath caught in her throat as she pushed her tongue harder and opened the teen girl up.
 
    
 
   Jackie gasped at the sensation of the tongue burrowing inside her pussy. It was a moment she had been fantasizing about for a long time, but she was quickly to find out the reality was so much better than the fantasy. The power drained from her legs as the tongue pushed deep and she dropped back to the seat. Miss Mackenzie took hold of her hips and pulled her forward so that her ass was sitting right on the very edge of the seat. The teen girl felt hands on her knees and they were pushed apart to completely expose her naked pussy. The softball coach was quick to move in between and eagerly bent down to the pussy again, licking her tongue onto it. Jackie closed her eyes and waited for the penetration again, but felt her body suddenly light up as the tongue moved to her clit. Miss Mackenzie moved back a little to bring her fingers to the top of the pussy slit so the she could bring the clitoris fully out of its little hood. As soon as she saw it though, she moved forward again to lick onto it. Jackie groaned as the pleasure of the touch brought out a hard shudder. It died down, but the shivers kept running up her spine each time she felt the tongue rasp across the hard little nub.
 
    
 
   As Miss Mackenzie continued to tease the clitoris, she stroked fingers onto the sensitive skin of Jackie’s inner thigh. The teen girl moaned and leaned back, resting onto her hands as she tried to push herself onto the touch between her thighs. Her moans got louder as the fingers swept higher on her thigh, her body responding to the feel of the fingertips brushing across the smooth skin. She could feel how wet she was getting and the fingers started to stroke through it on their journey to the slick opening. They teased onto the pussy lips for only an instant before spreading them open and fucking inside. Jackie felt her muscles tenses. The feel of the coach’s tongue inside her pussy had been gorgeous, but it was topped by the hard penetration of the fingers. She felt them push in deep and hold inside and tried to squeeze herself around them. The sensation was leaving her breathless and her pulse was suddenly racing as hard as she had ever felt.
 
    
 
   The softball coach moved her head back a little, but kept her tongue flicking over clit as she started to work her fingers in and out the slick pussy. Knowing that she was the teen girl’s first lesbian lover was a massive rush and the excitement of it made her start to fuck into pussy hard. Her fingers became a blur as they flashed in and out of the tight, wet hole and she started to lick more forcefully onto clit again. Jackie could feel her passion growing by the second and knew that the orgasm would come on quickly. She tried her best to hold it back, wanting the touch on her pussy and clit to go on for as long as possible. Miss Mackenzie knew the right buttons to press though and suddenly there was no stopping the inevitable as the climax suddenly gripped her body. Jackie rested back onto her hands and lifted her ass from the seat as the pleasure ripped through her hard. She was suddenly struggling to catch her breath as the grip of the orgasm rocked her body and made her shudder. She couldn’t stop the loud moan at the feel of her pussy tightening around the coach’s fingers and as the ripples of her pussy walls sent pleasure rushing through her body, the orgasm came to a shuddering end. She was breathing hard as she finally sat back down and tried to recover.
 
    
 
   Miss Mackenzie stood up. “I should really go,” she said.
 
    
 
   “No,” pleaded Jackie and reached out to grab the coach’s wrist. “Let me do the same for you.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think that’s such a good…,” Miss Mackenzie started.
 
    
 
   “Please,” the teen girl begged cutting off the words of the coach. “I’ve been dreaming of this moment for so long and don’t want it to pass me by.” She reached for the waistband of the softball coach’s tracksuit bottoms and tried to pull them down. Miss Mackenzie saw the eagerness of the teen girl and it excited her beyond believe. She finally decided to let her have what she wanted and didn’t stop the tracksuit bottoms being dragged down to her ankles. Jackie was suddenly on her knees in front of her and staring at the little panties she was wearing. The teen girl reached out to push fingers between the coach’s thighs and gasped as she felt how wet the material was. She pulled her hand back and licked at the fingers, getting her first ever taste of pussy. It drove her passion higher and she suddenly leaned in and kissed onto the panties, working her mouth around on the soft material. It was a gorgeous sensation and she continued to do it until her lips touched onto the wet stain. She stopped and licked onto it to get a stronger taste of Miss Mackenzie’s pussy. It made her want more, to see and touch the naked pussy and she quickly moved her fingers to the top of the panties. 
 
    
 
   The softball coach parted her thighs a little as she felt Jackie’s fingers work under the material and pull the panties down. They worked free of her pussy and the teen girl first concentrated on getting them off, pulling them down to the ankles and helping Miss Mackenzie step out of them. It was only as she straightened back up that she saw the pussy was shaved bare. She looked up at her coach, the excitement clear in her eyes.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez,” she said bringing her gaze back down to the shaved skin. “That is so sexy.” Miss Mackenzie laughed at the thrilled sound of the teen girl’s voice.
 
    
 
   “I like keeping it bare,” the older woman said as she pushed fingers between her thighs and stroked onto the smooth skin. “It feels so sexy and a lot of women like it.”
 
    
 
   “I can see why,” breathed out Jackie, bringing her fingers up and stroking them onto the smooth skin. She could feel them working beside the coach’s and it was an erotic experience to feel their fingers playing together. It sent a shiver rippling along the teen girl’s spine and she took some time to just work her fingers around the bare skin. Finally wanting more she leaned forward and let out a groan as her lips caressed onto the pussy. She moved her mouth over the skin, working the slickness around and feeling it smearing onto her lips. It excited her beyond belief and she pushed the coach’s thighs wider apart so that she could lick onto the pussy lips. Miss Mackenzie leaned back onto the lockers behind her to give herself some support. The touch between her thighs was making her knees tremble and she could feel her power draining away.
 
    
 
   Jackie was in ecstasy as she got to play with pussy. It was better than she ever imagined and as she brushed the tip of her tongue along the wet pussy lips, the shivers wracking her body only got stronger. She stiffened her tongue and started to push harder against the pussy lips to spread them apart. It allowed her to get inside the wet hole and she was suddenly licking in a frenzy at the soft inner skin. A strong taste of pussy flooded her mouth, but she couldn’t get enough of it to satisfy herself and pushed her tongue deeper still into the wet hole, lapping hard at the slick pussy walls. She followed the lead of the coach, by finally pulling her tongue out of the pussy, using her fingers to expose the erect clit and starting to lick on it. The sensation of touching onto the hard little nub was something special and she eventually moved back a little to get a better look at it. She flicked her tongue at the clit and grinned at the shudders that it brought out of the softball coach. This is fun Jackie thought as her excitement grew at pleasuring a woman. She continued to flick out her tongue and press it onto the erect clit, the moans of Miss. Mackenzie getting ever louder as her body responded to the treatment it was taking.
 
    
 
   The teen girl wanted more. She had finger fucked herself so often recently, but the thought of fingering someone else was so much more exciting. She finally moved her head back and pushing Miss Mackenzie’s thighs wider apart brought her hand in between. She had got used to using three fingers on herself, but decided to work up to this on the coach. Moving her hand onto the slick skin, Jackie stroked her fingers around the pussy entrance, teasing the wet skin and feeling her passion rise further still. She heard the groan of the older woman as she slipped one finger inside and pushed it deep. She worked it around and then started to finger fuck the wet hole, the excitement of what she was doing making her start to lose control. Pulling the finger out to the tip, she added a second and stretched the wet pussy wider as she fucked them inside. Miss Mackenzie felt her legs losing more power as the teen girl’s fingers pumped in and out hard.
 
    
 
   Jackie was lost in a world of finger fucking and wanted to see if her coach could take three. She pulled the two inside out to the tips and moved a third beside them. She teased them around the pussy entrance and pushed forward gently, feeling the wet hole spread open to take them. It spurred her on to push harder and suddenly she was fucking her coach with three fingers. She heard the moans of the older woman getting louder, Miss Mackenzie moving closer to a climax as her pussy was stretched wide. The coach’s pleasure gained momentum as the teen girl used her harder, the three fingers slamming in deep and suddenly the orgasm ignited. The initial burst of pleasure rushed through her in a split second and as her pussy tightened hard around the teen girl’s stiff fingers, the power drained completely from her legs. Her knees trembled as they struggled to hold her up and as the peak of the climax burst into life she felt herself sliding to the floor. Jackie pulled her fingers out and looked at the pussy wetness on them and then looked to her coach who was slumped on the ground breathing hard.
 
    
 
   “Jeez,” said Jackie. “That was something else.”
 
    
 
   “You’re telling me,” gasped Miss Mackenzie. “For a first timer you seem to know what you are doing.”
 
    
 
   The teen giggled. “It’s all the practice I do on myself,” she said, “But wait until I’ve practiced on you some more, you’ll go crazy then.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no,” the softball coach said. “I can’t let this go on. I could get into trouble.”
 
    
 
   “Well I won’t tell if you don’t,” said Jackie and giggled again. She wondered if the softball coach would be able to resist her in future and decided she would tease her to find out. She didn’t plan to be bad but knew that her time at softball in the weeks and months to come was likely to be a whole lot more fun.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Lesbian Sex in the Park
 
   The traffic was horrendous and Delia sat just staring out of the bus window. The journey home from work each night was never exactly quick for the nineteen year old girl, but on this particular evening there was a serious tailback and the bus slowly inched along with the rest of the rush hour traffic. It eventually made it to a stop and the teen girl sighed as she saw the crush of passengers getting on. She moved towards the window and watched to see who was going to sit down beside her. Delia’s interest suddenly picked up as she saw the cute face of the older woman that made it to the seat first. Long blonde curls framed the pretty face and the woman smiled as she sat, showing off a perfect row of gleaming white teeth.
 
    
 
   Delia felt her pulse quicken as she looked down and saw the short skirt the woman was wearing. It hitched up and put a lot of her toned thighs on display. The woman shifted across in the seat to get a little further away for the people moving along the aisle and Delia shivered at the touch of the thigh onto her own. She was sitting right against the window and had nowhere to go and she expected the woman to move away again. It didn’t happen though and she could feel the gorgeous sensation of their thighs pressed together. The woman looked straight ahead and Delia turned to look out of the window. She was suddenly glad the bus was stuck in traffic and moving along slowly as her mind focused on the touch. Shifting a little in the seat, she felt her thigh rub against the woman’s leg and expected her to move away. The woman still made no effort to do this though and Delia felt her interest grow further. The teenage girl’s preference when it came to lovers was always for older woman and on a few occasions her fantasies had actually turned to reality. The thought that it might happen again suddenly filled her mind, but other than their legs touching there was no real reason to think that it would. Still, the touch was nice and as the bus slowly moved along the highway Delia just enjoyed it.
 
    
 
   Looking out the window she finally saw the reason for the delay. It looked like there had been an accident, with a couple of broken down cars blocking one lane of the highway. There were cops in attendance, but no ambulance and it look like the only damage was to the vehicles. As they rolled past the scene of the accident the older woman leaned across to get a better look out the window and Delia froze as she could feel how close they were together. When they passed the accident the woman finally moved back, but still kept her leg pressed onto Delia’s. The bus finally sped up and as it approached her stop, Delia felt a little disappointed to be getting off. She waited as long as she could, but then turned to the older woman.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me,” she said. “This is my stop coming up”
 
    
 
   The woman flashed a gorgeous smile at her and moved. Rather than standing up though, she just moved her legs out of the way and Delia had to squeeze past. She was sure the woman was doing it on purpose, but wasn’t complaining as she felt the touch on her legs. Once off the bus she took her usual route home through a local park. The evening sky was starting to darken and by the time she reached the other side of the park the street lights had come on. She walked to her apartment, showered and had something to eat. The rest of the evening passed quickly and eventually she went to bed. She lay thinking about the bus ride, but her mind slowly calmed and she finally fell asleep
 
    
 
   Work the next day was busy, but Delia still managed to leave at her normal time when the end of the working day arrived. Getting on the bus home brought back memories of the previous day’s trip home, but there was no delay this time and the bus moved smoothly through the rush hour traffic. Delia just sat looking out of the window although as they came to the stop where the older woman had got on she wondered if she would be there. The bus slowed and stopped and Delia felt her heart skip a beat as she saw the woman get on. Looking around the teenage girl saw that there were quite a few seats free, but as soon as the woman saw Delia she made a beeline for the seat beside her. It could be no accident this time and it was obvious that the woman deliberately sat beside her. Like the day before, Delia moved right across to the window, but as the older woman sat down she shuffled across the seat so that their legs touched. Delia felt her pulse rate jump as the thrill of the touch caught hold. The woman made no attempt to speak and just sat staring ahead in the same way as the day before. Sneaking a glance down, Delia saw that the woman’s skirt was short again and had the sudden desire to touch onto the smooth skin. She rested her hand on her thigh and each time the bus jolted let it slide towards the woman’s leg. The touch onto the naked skin was electric, but Delia was quick to pull her hand back a little. The woman made no effort to move away though and didn’t complain about the touch so Delia let her hand slide down again. This time when she touched onto the skin she didn’t pull back. The woman just kept looking ahead and for the rest of the journey Delia could feel the desire building in her body as the back of her hand rested against the woman’s thigh. 
 
    
 
   As the bus approached her stop she pulled her hand away and asked to be let past. The woman smiled and moved her legs out of the way and Delia breathed in to squeeze past. When she got off the bus her heart was racing at the thrill of the experience and she was quick to make her way home through the park. She could feel the slick wetness between her thighs as she walked and her passion grew as she continued to think about the bus ride. By the time she walked through the door of her apartment, Delia knew she would have to do something to relieve the growing heat between her thighs. Moving to her bedroom she stripped naked and grabbing a towel walked through to the bathroom. She stepped into the shower cubicle and turned on the water, adjusting the controls until she found a comfortable temperature. Her hand slid down her body until she was touching between her thighs and she caressed her fingers along her pussy lips, enjoying the shiver that rippled along her spine. Delia’s touch was gentle at first, but she started to stroke a little harder to open herself up and let her fingers push inside. She gasped at the pleasure of the touch and leaned back against the wall to support herself. Pushing in deep she felt how wet she was inside and it helped her fingers slip in and out easily. 
 
    
 
   Delia reached to the showerhead and turned it to a forceful massage setting before pulling it down from the wall mount. Pulling her fingers out of her pussy, she worked them to the top of her pink slit and pulled up to expose her clitoris. She felt the flash of excitement as she directed the strong jets of water towards the erect bud and it made her gasp. Moving her fingers lower again, she used them to stretch her pussy lips wide. Delia started to finger fuck herself, pumping them in and out while keeping the water splashing hard on her clit. The sensation was wonderful and her legs began to tremble as they lost power. She quickly worked herself up to the brink of a climax, closing her eyes and bringing to mind the image of her hand touching on to the older woman’s leg. The sudden flash of pleasure made her knees buckle a little and as the orgasm ripped through her senses, Delia moaned loudly. She could feel the tightening of her pussy around her fingers and it swept her up to a high that made her cry out louder still. The excitement peaked and slowly faded and the teenage girl sank to the floor of the cubicle breathing hard. She waited a few minutes to recover and then stood up to finish showering. When Delia finally stepped back out of the cubicle the relaxation was spreading through her body. She dried herself and dressed and tried to put thoughts of the older woman to the back of her mind. It proved difficult to do and she couldn’t help wondering if she would see her again the next day. The tiredness of the day finally claimed her though and she went to bed.
 
    
 
   Delia made sure to leave work on time the next day and as the bus approached the stop where the woman had got on the previous two evenings the teenage girl could feel her excitement rising. As the doors of the vehicle opened, people started to get on. Delia sat beside the aisle and as soon as she saw the woman felt her pulse rate jump. She stayed on the aisle side of the seat to make sure no one else sat beside her, but as the woman approached she moved across to the window. Sure enough, the woman sat down and as on the previous occasions, shuffled across the seat so that her thigh was touching onto the teenage girl’s leg. Delia felt the heat between her thighs grow and tried to control her breathing so that her excitement wasn’t too obvious. Again the woman was wearing a short skirt and Delia thought about touching on to the smooth skin, but before she could do anything the woman rested a hand on her own thigh and let if slide down. As the fingers brushed onto her leg, Delia felt herself shiver. The woman still made no attempt to talk to her and she wondered if she should say something. Se finally decided against it and relaxed to enjoy the delicious tease of the fingers touching onto her thigh.
 
    
 
   As the bus approached her stop, Delia again thought about saying something, but in the end simply said excuse me and squeezed past the woman. She walked to the door of the bus and when it stopped moved on to the sidewalk and headed for the park. As she turned to walk through the gates she looked back along the street and her heart skipped a beat as she saw the woman following. She thought about waiting, but couldn’t be one hundred percent certain the woman was actually following her and decided to walk into the park to see what happened. She slowed her pace a little and glanced over her shoulder and saw that the woman had entered the park also. Her pulse was suddenly racing hard and the slick wetness started to grow between her thighs and dampen her panties. Delia slowed her pace further and glanced over her shoulder again to see the distance between them was narrowing. She wondered if the woman was going to follow her all the way home, but as the evening darkness descended and she walked along a more secluded stretch of the path she felt the hand on her shoulder.
 
    
 
   Delia turned to see a cute smile on the pretty face and heard the woman’s voice for the first time. “Do you want more than just our legs touching?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” the teen girl answered quickly, wondering exactly what was about to happen. The woman grabbed her wrist and pulled her off the path into the bushes at the side. The greenery was tall and thick enough to provide some privacy and as soon as they were out of sight of the path the woman grabbed Delia and pulled her close, kissing onto her mouth hard. The feel of the body pressing against her made the teenage girl shiver and she closed her eyes and gave herself over to the passion of the kiss. It lingered and when the woman finally pulled back, both of them were gasping hard for breath. The woman touched onto the teenage girl’s chin and pushed it up to expose the sensitive skin of her neck. She leaned in to kiss onto it and worked her lips around, enjoying the touch as well as the faint smell of the perfume. Working her mouth to Delia’s ear, she kissed onto it and slid her tongue inside. Delia was suddenly breathing even harder as the desire in her body mounted. The voice in her ear was almost a whisper, but the words made her shiver.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been fantasizing about you for the last two nights,” the woman said quietly. “Touching your leg has been driving me wild, but tonight the fantasies end. I’m going to show you just what I have been dreaming about doing to you.”
 
    
 
   Delia shivered harder as the mouth kissed away from her ear and worked lower, touching onto her collar bone. Fingers came up to the buttons at her chest and as they were opened to pull the sides of the blouse apart, the woman kissed lower on the exposed skin. She finally pulled the blouse completely open to reveal Delia’s bra and worked her mouth onto the silky material. The touch onto the bra was a turn on, but the woman wanted more. She brought her hand to the top edge of a bra cup and let her fingers play along it. Her fingers stroked along the soft skin gently, but she suddenly dragged the bra cup down to expose the naked breast. The teenage girl groaned as she felt the rough touch onto her nipple. It was tweaked hard to begin with, but then the fingers started to brush gently back and forth over it, making the little nub harden. As the woman’s fingers toyed with the hard nipple, she bent down to kiss onto the smooth skin of the breast. She worked her lips around and as they neared the nipple she pulled her fingers away. Delia groaned as she felt the lips circle around the erect nub and clamp down onto it. The woman sucked hard and then released her grip a little to wet the nipple with her tongue. She licked the tip of her tongue in circles around it and occasionally rasped a lick hard over the erect bud, the teen girl throwing back her head as the thrill of the touch made her gasp.
 
    
 
   The woman moved back, but only so she could drag the bra cup from the other breast and then she quickly leaned into it. Her tongue went to work again, licking onto the nipple and teasing it to full hardness. As she played with the teen girl’s tits, the woman moved her hand to the zipper at Delia’s waist, releasing it so that the skirt dropped to the ground. Being almost naked in public was a massive turn on and served to heighten the exhilaration that was taking over Delia’s body. She wanted the woman naked too, so that she could see the gorgeous body, but the thought slipped from her mind as she felt the kisses move lower. Her skin fluttered as the mouth worked across her midriff, the tongue flicking out to trace a wet trail to the belly button. The woman stopped to tease the little depression, forcing her tongue into it and feeling Delia squirm at the ticklish sensation. She played for only a short time though before resuming her downward journey and kissing to the top of the soft pussy mound.
 
    
 
   The woman finally dropped to her knees so that her face was only inches from the teen girl’s panties. As she moved even closer, she took in the scent of pussy and as her mouth touched on to the wet panties she could suddenly taste it as well. She flicked out her tongue and licked on to the damp stain to get a stronger taste of the teen girl’s sex in her mouth. Delia felt herself going limp as her legs were pushed apart and the tongue started to trace along the outline of her pussy lips. She reached out to grab on a nearby branch, wanting the support of something to hold her up as the surge of pleasure threatened to buckle her knees. The woman licked harder, rasping her tongue onto the wet material in an attempt to open up the pussy lips below. As she finally managed this, Delia could feel the silky material of her panties stroking onto her slick inner skin. The woman forced her tongue harder against the pussy, pushing the panties a little further inside, but they got in the way of her really being able to push deep and she finally pulled back.
 
    
 
   Delia knew what was coming when she felt the touch onto her panties and lifted her hips from the ground to help. She was breathing hard after the touch onto her panties, but wanted more, wanted to feel the touch of the fingers and lips onto her naked skin. Her anticipation grew as she felt the fingers teasing along the smooth skin just above the waistband of her panties. They finally slid under the material, but then stopped and pulled back as another idea came to mind. The woman reached for Delia’s hand and pulled it lower. “Finger your pussy for me,” she said. The teen girl moved to take her panties down, but was stopped. “No,” the woman said. “Just slide your hand into your panties and play. I’ll take them off as you’re doing it.”
 
    
 
   The teen girl loved the kinky idea of fingering herself for the woman to watch and was quick to slide her fingers under the material of her panties. She parted her thighs wider and slid a finger along her pussy lips, stroking herself gently at first, but quickly applying a little more force to push a couple of fingers inside. She started to slide the fingers in and out and could feel the passion in her body steadily climbing. Playing with herself was something she did often, but doing it for someone to watch seemed to add some spice and it felt even sexier than usual. The woman watched intently and finally moved her hands back to the waistband of the panties. She peeled them down slowly to bring into view the gorgeous sight of Delia fingering herself. Pulling the panties down out of the way, she leaned in close to get a better view. The teen girl could feel the hot breath on her pussy and groaned as she felt the tongue touch onto her fingers. It licked at the pussy wetness on them and the thrill of it made her pump her fingers in and out harder. The woman moved her mouth to the top of the pink slit to lick her tongue onto clit. Delia shuddered as her attention focused onto the sensual touch. Her shudders grew stronger as she started to lose control and as the licking onto her clit got harder, she really started to fuck her fingers into her pussy with abandon. It pushed her closer to a climax and she worked her fingers hard into her wet hole to bring it on. She groaned as the woman stopped her and pulled the fingers out of the pussy. Her disappointment disappeared though as she watched her hand being raised. The woman sucked the fingers into her mouth one at a time and cleaned the pussy wetness from them. It was a sensual moment and the teen girl felt her chest heaving at the sensation of her fingers being sucked clean.
 
    
 
   When she finally released her grip on Delia’s hand, the woman reached for the panties and pulled them down the teen girl’s legs and off. “Lie down” she ordered and Delia was quick to do as she was told. The cool feeling of the grass on her naked back and ass was a little uncomfortable at first and made her shiver, but as the woman lowered her head towards pussy Delia forgot all about the discomfort. She felt her legs being spread wide, but the two women suddenly froze at the sound of voices passing close by. The noise faded onto the distance as whoever had passed walked on by and the teen girl couldn’t help giggling.
 
    
 
   “Could we get arrested for this,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Only if we get caught,” the woman shot back and started to force Delia’s legs open again. The sight of the naked pussy spurred her on and she was quick to bend her head down to it. The teen girl moaned as the tongue started to lick at her erect clit again. It was the woman’s fingers that played around the wet entrance this time though and Delia tensed as she waited for them to be fucked inside. The woman seemed to enjoy teasing though and took her time stroking her fingers on the wet skin around the pink slit. The teen girl pushed towards them as the desire for an orgasm started to overwhelm her. She started to plead for the feel of the fingers inside, but the woman kept the torture going, occasionally dipping just her fingertips inside and then quickly pulling them back out. Delia’s pleading got more desperate as her desire for the release of an orgasm grew stronger and wouldn’t let go. 
 
    
 
   The woman finally gave her what she wanted, stroking her fingers into the wet hole and pushing them deep. Delia bucked up from the ground as the pleasure of the penetration rushed through her body. The woman started using just one finger, but quickly moved onto two and then three. The teen girl’s pussy was suddenly being stretched wide as the fingers fucked in and out. She wanted to cry out at the passion engulfing her body, but the fear that someone might hear as they passed by held her back. She bit onto her lip to try and hold back the cries as the woman started to go wild on her. The tongue licked frantically at her clit as the fingers slammed into her pussy and it quickly became too much for her. As her body tensed on the cusp of a climax, the teen girl arched her body up from the grass. The release of tension suddenly had her writhing around, the rush of pleasure carrying her up to a moment of ecstasy. She urged the woman to fuck her fingers in deep, wanting the feeling of the orgasm to last as long as possible. Her wet hole tightened around the fingers for only an instant though before the climax finally started to fade from her body. She settled back to the grass breathing hard and feeling the afterglow of the orgasm relaxing her muscles.
 
    
 
   Before she had the chance to recover, Delia watched as the woman stood up and moved to straddle her head. Her eyes were glued to the sight of the short skirt being pulled up and as the woman dropped to her knees, the teen girl could see how wet the panties were. As they moved closer to her face, she started to lick eagerly at the soft material to take in the taste of pussy. It was gorgeous and the relaxation in her body following her orgasm disappeared as the desire for wet pussy replaced it. Delia started to lick harder, forcing the panties onto the pussy lips below and enjoying the soft moans of the woman. She finally wanted to see what was below the panties and slid her fingers under the edge of the material to pull it to the side. The sight of the shaved pink slit made her gasp and she was quick to force her tongue onto it. Delia licked at the pussy wetness on the skin and then teased the tip of her tongue along the pussy lips. Her breathing started to become ragged at the pure thrill of licking onto shaved pussy. She began to lick harder onto the slit to force it open and the feel of the wetness running onto her mouth made her groan. Her tongue eased inside and touched onto the smooth inner skin. The woman’s body shuddered as she was licked out and she forced herself down onto the teen girl’s mouth, grinding herself onto the soft lips.
 
    
 
   Delia started to lose control as she licked deeper into pussy. Her tongue worked around hard as she swept it across the soft pussy walls. She brought her fingers to the top of the pussy lips and touched onto the clit, the woman suddenly jolting up as her body was set alight. As she came back down, the woman forced herself ever harder onto Delia, suddenly wanting the feel of an orgasm wracking her body. She started to writhe around as the fingers on her clit and tongue on her pussy started to drive her wild. The heat of the moment continued to grow as she moved ever closer to an orgasm. The woman suddenly pulled up and turned so that she was facing down Delia’s body. The teen girl watched as the gorgeous ass lowered to her face and pulled the cheeks apart to lick on the gorgeous puckered hole. It wasn’t what the woman wanted though and she urged the teen girl to start tonguing her clit again. Delia did as she was asked and gasped as the woman reached down to squeeze her tits. They were grabbed hard, the fingers digging into the soft skin with enough force to leave marks. The woman leaned forward further still and Delia suddenly found herself in the 69 position. Her body responded to the feel of the mouth on her pussy again and she licked harder at the woman.
 
    
 
   Delia felt her own pleasure starting to rise again, but she wanted to make the woman cum and redoubled her efforts. She switched to tonguing the erect clit so that she could stroke her fingers around the wet entrance. The woman froze as the fingers fucked inside and she groaned and pushed back against them. The teen girl pushed in deep, working her fingers around to stroke them onto the pussy walls. She began to slide them in and out, withdrawing them so that only the tips teased the pussy entrance before fucking them back in hard. Delia began to up the tempo to a faster rhythm and the woman could feel the heat between her thighs growing out of control. She stopped licking pussy to concentrate on her own pleasure, but still kept her mouth pressed between Delia’s thighs. The teen girl’s fingers were flashing in and out the wet hole in her efforts to push the woman to a climax. She also licked harder on clit and it finally paid off. The orgasm flashed into life and the woman was suddenly writhing around on the fingers in her wet hole. The heat in her pussy radiated out to the rest of her body and she closed her eyes as she lost control. The writhing of her body grew stronger as the pleasure reached a peak that made her cry out. The cries continued and she didn’t seem to care if someone heard, but as the orgasm faded from her body the sound lowered until all Delia could hear was harsh breathing. The teen girl felt exhausted and waited for the woman to move off her before slowly getting to her feet. She scrambled around for her clothes and worked quickly to dress herself, trying to make herself presentable again.
 
    
 
   The woman watched with a smile on her face, but finally pulled her panties back into place. She stood up and smoothed her skirt down and then looked at the teen girl. “Jeez,” she laughed, “all this from a bus ride.”
 
    
 
   Delia giggled. “You should be more careful about touching up teen girls.”
 
    
 
   “I guess,” said the woman. “I was just lucky I picked the right girl. Will you be on the bus again tomorrow night?”
 
    
 
   “Depends on my work,” Delia said. “But I am usually on that bus most nights, so the chances are that I will be.” The woman grabbed her arm and pulled her back towards the path. The area looked deserted and when they saw no one else around they quickly stepped back out from the bushes.
 
    
 
   “I’ll hopefully see you tomorrow then,” the woman laughed as she headed back to the gate she had used to enter the park. Delia turned and walked in the opposite direction. Her mind was buzzing and she couldn’t keep the smile from her face. Tomorrow was another day and as she walked briskly towards her apartment she wondered just what fun it was going to bring.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Lesbian Neighbor Fuck Sluts
 
   Darlene looked up from the magazine she was reading when she heard the knock on the front door of her home. She checked the time on the wall clock, seeing that it was almost eleven in the morning and was pretty sure she knew who would be calling. She was right and as she opened the door saw the pretty smiling face of her next door neighbor Natalie.
 
    
 
   “Looking fashionable as always,” she teased her neighbor and Natalie looked down at the faded jeans with distressing and the plain white t-shirt.
 
    
 
   “Hey, it’s my style,” she protested. “You should be used to it by now. Do you expect me to dress up when I come to your home now?”
 
    
 
   “I’m just teasing dear,” Darlene laughed and invited her neighbor in. Their morning get together was becoming a regular event that they both enjoyed. A coffee and a chat helped to break up the slight monotony of the day. Their husbands were both executives working for the same company and it meant that they put in a lot of hours. They left early in the morning and didn’t usually return until later in the evening and it meant their wives didn’t see a great deal of them during the week. There were times that this could even extend into the weekends and it meant a lot of time apart. It was an annoyance that both women complained about on occasion, although they understood their husbands worked hard and couldn’t complain about the money they earned.
 
    
 
   Natalie stepped through the door and was led through to the lounge where she sat while her friend went to make some coffee. “So how are you today anyway,” she asked as Darlene made her way back into the lounge carrying a tray with two cups of black coffee, as well as some sugar and milk. Darlene waited until they both had their coffee the way they liked it before settling back into an armchair and answering the question.
 
    
 
   “I’m fine I guess,” she said. “Steve left even earlier than usual this morning and will be away on a work course for the next couple of days, so I’ll have to spend some time on my own.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, Garry did mention that,” Natalie went on. “He managed to get out of the course so I don’t have to worry about being alone.”
 
    
 
   “Lucky you,” laughed Darlene. “I hate sleeping on my own at night. Cuddling up to pillow just isn’t the same as cuddling up to a warm body.”
 
    
 
   “It’s a lot more difficult to have hot sex with a pillow as well.” Natalie teased with a giggle.
 
    
 
   “Oh I don’t know,” replied Darlene. “Considering the lack of action in the bedroom I have endured in the last month or so, I think I might get luckier with the pillow than I do with my husband. It’s getting really frustrating these days.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I know what you mean,” said Natalie. “Garry is usually so tired when he gets home at night that it’s a miracle if I even get a kiss on the cheek before he falls asleep. I try my best to get him excited, but the long days and hard work seem to take their toll on him.”
 
    
 
   “I’m happy they are both doing well,” went on Darlene, “but sometimes I wish Steve would ease back a bit and spend some more time at home. I miss spending time with him and I certainly do miss the sex we used to have before he started to work so hard.”
 
    
 
   “Fingers not satisfying you then,” teased Natalie. “You should find a willing man and have an affair. Isn’t that what lonely, frustrated housewives are supposed to do?”
 
    
 
   “No way,” exclaimed Darlene. “I don’t want to do that. I’m really happy with my husband and want to spend more time with him not with someone else.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I was just teasing,” said Natalie. “I know what you mean though. I kind of miss the wild sex I used to have with Garry. Forget about other men, we should just have some fun together to relieve our sexual frustrations.”
 
    
 
   Darlene felt her heart skip a beat. She actually had the occasional dirty dream about her pretty neighbor, but never expected it to be anything more than a fantasy. She wondered if Natalie was just joking and looked across at her. “Are you being serious?” she asked, suddenly hoping that the answer would be yes.
 
    
 
   Natalie sat thinking. The comment popped out without her really thinking about what she was saying, but she could see the interest on her neighbor’s face and it stirred something inside. In her late teens she had been a little wild and that had included some lesbian sex, but she put it behind her when she met her husband. With the opportunity of some girl-on-girl action suddenly appearing before her, it brought back memories of being in bed with a cute woman and she shifted a little in her chair at the sudden heat between her thighs. “Umm…, I’m serious if you are,” she finally said and saw the smile that crossed Darlene’s face.
 
    
 
   The two women stood a little hesitantly at the sudden situation they had created. They moved towards each other and the hesitancy suddenly disappeared as they kissed. The frustration at the lack of sex they were getting from their husbands boiled over into a moment of passion as they pressed together into a lingering kiss. Suddenly their hands were roaming over each others bodies and the touch onto breasts and ass pushed their desire for sex even higher.
 
    
 
   Darlene finally broke the kiss and moved back. She let out a soft gasp, but as she looked towards the window she realized that they were kissing in full view of anyone that happened to look in. “We should take this somewhere more private,” she said. 
 
    
 
   Grabbing Natalie’s hand, Darlene pulled her out of the lounge and towards the stairs. As they started to climb them she felt the hand touch onto her ass and her body responded. She felt the slickness between her thighs as the fingers squeezed onto her ass and it made her pulse quicken. When they reached the top of the stairs the hand pulled away. Suddenly desperate for more, she dragged Natalie along the first floor hallway towards her bedroom. When they stepped inside, Darlene shut the door and went to close the window blinds. She returned to Natalie who was still standing close to the door and pulled her into a tight embrace to kiss her again. Darlene then took her neighbor’s hand and leading her across to the bed, pushed her down onto the mattress and dropped on top of her. The passionate kissing continued and Darlene could feel her heartbeat racing. It appeared that her fantasies about Natalie were about to come true and she felt her anticipation growing at the prospect of seeing her pretty neighbor’s naked body. She worked her mouth down onto Natalie’s neck and kissed onto the sensitive skin, enjoying the sound of the gasp that it brought out. Darlene worked the kisses around, moving to the ear and sucking on the lobe before breathing gently onto it.
 
    
 
   Natalie shivered at the soft touch onto her neck and ear. It was a sensation that always turned her on and she could feel her panties starting to get wet as the excitement leaked out of her. Her breathing got heavier as her friend worked kisses back onto her throat and then pulled the neckline of the t-shirt out of the way to lick along her collar bone. Darlene started to grasp at the bottom of the t-shirt and Natalie was made to sit up so that it could be pulled up her body and over her head. She lay back down and saw the excited expression on her neighbor’s face at the sight of the sexy red bra. Darlene stretched a hand out towards it and touched onto the material. She looked into Natalie’s eyes as she stroked her fingers around the bra and onto the naked skin above. Her desire to suddenly see the breast became overwhelming and she forced her fingers under the material and pushed it down. As the nipple came into view she suddenly wanted it in her mouth and bent down. She touched her tongue onto the little nub first and felt it hardening. A shiver ran down her spine as she played with the erect nipple and she finally moved lower to suck it into her mouth. The feel of her lips around the hardness was a thrill and she started to suck on it hard. She forced fingers into the other bra cup and brought the breast out and started to work from nipple to nipple, sucking and licking with increasing roughness. The thrill of the moment caught hold in her mind and brought out a passion the likes of which she hadn’t felt in months. When she finally moved back Darlene was gasping and looked to see the expression on her neighbor’s face. She touched a hand onto the breasts and as she moved lower on the bed, let her fingers trace slowly down the smooth skin. The fingers stopped to play with the belly button, pushing into it for a brief instant, but her interest was in something lower and she quickly dragged her fingers down to the waistband of the jeans. 
 
    
 
   The distressing of the denim material caught her attention and Natalie moaned as she felt the soft skin of her thighs being stroked through the holes in her jeans. Darlene pushed her fingers under the material to touch onto the naked skin and felt a flash of desire at how close her fingers were getting to her neighbor’s pussy. She wondered how wet it was getting and the thought made her quickly move her fingers back to the waistband of the jeans. She undid the buttons and pulled the flaps back to expose the red panties. Stroking her fingers onto the silky material her flash of desire at the idea of seeing the wet pussy grew into something more and she grabbed at the jeans and told Natalie to lift up from the bed. It helped her drag the jeans down and she worked them to her neighbor’s ankles and off. It left Natalie lying in only a pair of red panties and it was one of the most gorgeous things Darlene had ever seen. Unlike her neighbor she had never experienced the reality of a lesbian encounter and was finding it an incredible turn on. She saw Natalie’s cute painted toenails and bent down to kiss and lick at them. She sucked a toe into her mouth and worked her tongue around it, again enjoying the sounds of the moans it brought out of her neighbor.
 
    
 
   Darlene took her time to play with the toes, but the thought of something more lodged in her mind and she started to kiss up the toned legs. As she reached Natalie’s thighs, she pushed them apart and let out a gasp of her own as she saw the dark patch staining the red panties. She was quick to work her mouth to it and the taste of pussy stirred her desire. Darlene started to lick at the wetness on the material hard, partly to take in more of the taste and partly to pleasure her neighbor by stroking her tongue roughly along the outline of the pussy lips. She reached for the waistband even as she was still working her mouth around, but moved back as Natalie lifted her ass and dragged the panties lower. At first Darlene just stared at the wet pussy, taking in just how gorgeous it was. She finally stretched out a hand and shivered as she touched onto the wet skin and traced her fingers gently up and down the pussy lips. She teased them, pulling them open a little and getting even more turned on at the sight of the pink inner skin. Bending down, she kissed the pussy hard and felt Natalie arch up from the bed as the pleasure of the touch rushed her senses. Darlene kissed harder, working her lips up and down the slick skin and feeling them getting smeared in pussy wetness. As she moved back a little she licked her lips to enjoy the taste and it stoked the desire inside for something more. 
 
    
 
   When she bent forward again, Darlene flicked out her tongue and touched it onto the pussy lips. She stiffened the tongue and pushed forward, feeling the passion well up inside her as the pussy lips opened and she touched onto the soft inner skin. She wanted to see more and quickly stroked her fingers between Natalie’s parted thighs and used them to open up the wet hole, moving back to get a better view. It stirred her excitement like never before and she was suddenly trying to force her tongue in deep, working it around onto the slick pussy walls and lapping at the growing wetness she could feel. She started to go a little wild as the thrill of what she was doing caught her. Her fingers stroked to the top of the pussy lips as she sought out Natalie’s clit and felt the strong convulsions that suddenly shook her friend’s body as she touched onto the erect bud. It drove her passion higher still and she started to rub hard onto the clit.
 
    
 
   Natalie was on fire. The touch of the tongue inside her pussy and the fingers stroking her clit took away her recent frustrations at the lack of sex and she urged her neighbor on to work her to a climax. She grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them hard, rubbing the palms of her hands roughly over the erect nipples to heighten her excitement and push her ever closer to a climax. She could feel it coming on and teased even harder onto her breasts as the touch between her legs became more insistent. Darlene moved to quickly change her position, pulling her tongue out of the wet hole and licking it to the exposed clit while her fingers slid lower and teased around the wet pussy entrance. She was quick to fuck them inside though and heard the loud groan of Natalie as her neighbor squeezed her thighs together and tightened herself around the penetration. Darlene forced her fingers in deep, keeping them moving around to touch onto the slick pussy walls. As Natalie spread her legs apart again, Darlene started to fuck her fingers in and out hard, pulling them out to the fingertips and then driving them in almost knuckle deep in smooth strokes. She really got into her first lesbian experience and it made her work hard to push her friend to a hard climax.
 
    
 
   The heat of the touch on her pussy and clit really took hold in Natalie’s mind as the arousal in her body climbed higher and higher towards a moment of ecstasy. She started to cry out for more, for a rougher touch, for the fingers to fuck into her hard. Darlene gave it and more until Natalie was thrashing around on the bed uncontrollably. The climax suddenly caught hold, the burst of intense pleasure making her arch up from the bed. Natalie found herself gasping for breath as the heat in her pussy rushed out to the rest of her body and left her shuddering hard. Darlene kept up the pressure, licking on clit and fingering pussy frantically to push her pretty neighbor to a shattering peak. The exhilaration gripped Natalie’s body and shook her hard, the shudders taking a while to calm down after the orgasm faded away.
 
    
 
   “You seemed to like that,” teased Darlene as she looked at her neighbor’s sweat soaked body. She continued to stroke her fingers on the pussy lips after she had pulled them out.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” gasped Natalie as her body recovered from the high of the climax. “Who needs a husband? We should just run away together and have great sex every day.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know if it’s great yet,” Darlene continued to tease and her neighbor took the hint. Natalie sat up and moved her fingers to the buttons of Darlene’s blouse, loosening from top to bottom until she could pull back the sides and reveal the bra and naked skin below. She brushed the blouse from her neighbor’s shoulders and pulled it off. The bra was next and Natalie wrapped her arms around Darlene to unhook the clasp and pull it away. The sight of the naked breasts brought her excitement back and she looked at the puffy nipples. She raised a hand to touch on them and felt the shudder that wracked her neighbor’s body. She pressed harder against the nipple and tweaked it between forefinger and thumb, applying a little pressure to make Darlene shudder again. Natalie finally leant in and kissed onto the beautiful tits, working her tongue around the soft mounds to wet the skin. The thrill of the touch onto her neighbor’s body climbed further as her mouth brushed over the nipple and she worked her lips back and forth at first to caress the hard nub before parting her lips to suck on it.
 
    
 
   Darlene rocked back her head as the pleasure of the touch took hold. Natalie worked the nipple with her tongue and lips, playing with it for a while before releasing it and moving to the other breast. She sucked nipple into her mouth again and heard the groan of her neighbor as she enjoyed the sensation of the touch. Finally pushing Darlene onto her back, she worked kisses up to her neck and then back down to her breasts. She took time to play with the nipples again before starting to kiss lower, making a beeline straight down until her lips were caressing the soft skin just above the waistband of Darlene’s skirt. She made her neighbor lift her hips so that she could force the skirt up around her waist and straight away touched onto the panties.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, fucking me has got you really wet,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you should have a closer look at that,” laughed Darlene, but the laughter choked off as she saw Natalie bend down and felt the kiss onto her panties. The touch moved around the material and finally settled onto the wetness, Natalie flicking out her tongue to lick at it. She told Darlene to lift her hips again and then dragged down the panties. Her eyes locked on to the naked pussy and she was quick to touch onto it, smearing her fingers with pussy wetness and bringing them to her mouth to lick them clean. Darlene watched excitedly at the sight of her neighbor sucking on the fingers and tasting pussy. She quickly pushed her own fingers between her parted thighs and stroked them on the wet skin and then held them out. Natalie grinned as she leaned forward and licked her tongue at the fingers. She slowly sucked them into her mouth one by one and licked at the pussy wetness she could taste. Darlene felt the heat between her thighs growing as the erotic experience continued and wanted to do it again. Natalie had other ideas though and pushed the hand away so that she could lick her tongue onto the slick pussy lips. She lapped at the wetness, pushing hard to open Darlene up and lick onto the smooth skin inside. The desire inside went wild and she was suddenly licking hard at the pussy lips to spread them wider so that she could get in deeper.
 
    
 
   Darlene was breathing hard as she felt the tongue using her pussy as a fuck toy. She pushed herself toward the touch and closed her eyes to enjoy the experience. Natalie finally pulled her tongue back out and replaced it with her fingers. The touch was nice, but Darlene suddenly wanted something more, something thicker, something bigger. She sat up a little, reaching for Natalie’s hand and pushing it away. Rolling across the mattress towards her bedside cabinet, she pulled the drawer open and fumbled about inside until she found what she wanted. She pulled the vibrator out and rolled back, holding out the sex toy out towards her neighbor. “Use this on me, it drives me crazy.” Natalie grabbed at the vibrator and wrapped her fingers around it, enjoying the feel of the thickness. She flicked the switch to bring the sex toy to life and gasped as she touched it onto her own nipple. The vibrations rushed into her body and she pressed the toy harder onto the nipple to enjoy the experience. “Did you not hear what I said,” Darlene teased. “I said use it on me.”
 
    
 
   “What?” protested Natalie and giggled as she continued to hold the vibrator onto her nipple. “I’m just testing it for you.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it looks like a tough job,” laughed Darlene. “I can see how much you are suffering.”
 
    
 
   “Shut up you big complainer,” giggled Natalie as she finally pulled the sex toy from her body and leaned towards her neighbor. The teasing ended and Darlene let out a groan as the vibrator touched onto her nipple. She wriggled around on the bed as the pure pleasure of the touch took hold. Her moans got louder as the sex toy traced a path from nipple to nipple, pressing hard onto the little nubs. Natalie finally stroked the vibrator lower and Darlene felt the fluttering of her skin as the sex toy worked towards the top of her pussy mound. Natalie worked it through the neatly trimmed hair and down onto the slick lips, Darlene’s body jolting up from the bed as she felt the touch onto her sex. She started moaning as if she was in agony, but it was ecstasy that was bringing out the sound. Her body continued to jolt up from the bed as the vibrator was stroked up and down her pussy lips and her body tensed hard and arched up from the mattress as it touched onto her exposed clit. The feel of the vibrations shaking the hard little nub was heaven and she wriggled around on the bed as Natalie pressed it harder onto her body. It became an almost unbearable sensation and she finally reached down to push the sex toy away.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me with it,” she gasped as the vibrator touched onto her pussy lips again. Natalie pushed forward with a little more force to open up Darlene’s pussy. It stretched wide as the head of the sex toy slipped inside. The feel of the vibrations on her pussy walls was something special and Darlene writhed around all the more as she felt it. Natalie reached for the switch of the bottom of the sex toy and flicked it to a higher setting. Darlene gasped as the stronger vibrations rocked her body. Natalie didn’t let up, working the vibrator to its highest setting before she started to push it deeper. The sound of the whimpers and squeals filled the room as Darlene was made to take the full thickness and hard length of the sex toy. Her pussy was suddenly filled with vibrating hardness and it was something she couldn’t get enough of. She looked at Natalie and again urged her neighbor to fuck her hard with the vibrator.
 
    
 
   Natalie continued to hold the vibrator deep though and added to the experience by leaning forward to kiss onto the exposed clit. Her tongue swirled around it and Darlene felt the passion in her body climb to new heights. The touch on her pussy and clit was driving her wild and an orgasm was rushing closer. Natalie finally moved back and gripped the base of the vibrator. Keeping it on its highest setting she started to stroke it in and out of Darlene’s wet hole, her own excitement rising again as she watched how wide the sex toy was stretching her neighbor’s pussy. She worked the vibrator in long, smooth strokes, pulling almost the full length out before stroking it back inside. Darlene started to cry out louder as her body was set alight, the thrill of the moment running high as the vibrator fucking into her pussy pushed her towards a climax. She gave herself over to the strong passion coursing through her body and closed her eyes as she reached the brink. Her loud squeal signaled the onset of a hard orgasm and the tensing of her pussy muscles made her buck up from the bed. The spasms of her pussy walls around the hard length were an ecstasy that carried her passion higher until it was overflowing in a riot of groans. As the sex toy was pushed in deep, she closed her thighs tightly to squeeze herself around it and this proved to be the final touch that brought out the loudest scream. Darlene slumped back to the mattress trying to regain control of her breathing. She shivered as the vibrator was slowly withdrawn and groaned, her emotions spent.
 
    
 
   Natalie’s emotions on the other hand were growing out of control again at the sight of the massive orgasm she just gave her neighbor. She looked at the vibrator and suddenly wanted the feel of it inside. Lying on her back beside Darlene she started to stroke the sex toy onto her clit and loved the pleasure she could suddenly feel. Darlene looked across and giggled as she saw what Natalie was doing.
 
    
 
   “Can’t control yourself, huh?” she teased, but the sight of her friend stroking the vibrator onto her pussy was a turn on.
 
    
 
   “I want to feel it inside me,” gasped Natalie as the sensation of the vibrations on her clit made her breathless, her chest suddenly heaving hard. Darlene sat up and reached down between Natalie’s parted thighs. She took the vibrator and pressed it onto the exposed clit even harder. It brought out a loud moan as Natalie felt the strong vibrations play on the hard nub. Darlene worked the vibrator lower and stroked it down the pussy lips and lower still. Natalie groaned as she felt the tip of the sex toy push into her butt crease.
 
 
   “No,” she protested half heartedly as she felt the sex toy brush across her asshole, but there was no stopping Darlene. She took some time to hold the vibrator on Natalie’s asshole, the groans of her neighbor encouraging her to play a little harder. She finally worked the toy back to Natalie’s pussy lips, teasing the tip up and down gently, but slowly increasing the force until it worked the entrance to the wet hole open. A loud gasp filled the room as Natalie felt herself being spread open. She parted her legs wider and writhed around as the penetration worked deeper until she had taken the full length. She squeezed herself onto the toy so that the vibrations were working her pussy walls hard. The thrill it gave made her want more and she tried to tighten herself even further around the hardness. The breath was rasping from her as her body began to shake, the shudders growing in strength as she closed in on her second orgasm. There was no holding it back as Darlene began to fuck the vibrator into her. Her body started to jolt up and down as her pleasure rushed to another moment of bliss. The feel of her first orgasm around Darlene’s fingers had been good, but it paled in comparison to the feel of her pussy climaxing on the vibrator.
 
    
 
   Natalie lost control of her emotions as the onset of the orgasm shook her even harder. The arousal she felt drove her passion higher as her pussy squeezed tightly onto the hardness, the vibrations rushing into her pussy and then out to the rest of her body. She rolled around on her back, unable to control herself as the excitement took control until her mind was filled with nothing but the thought of the vibrator in her wet hole. Natalie closed her eyes as the pure thrill of the orgasm peaked in a hard shudder. She slowly stopped rolling around as the heat drained away to be replaced by a relaxing afterglow. She giggled as the vibrator was switched off and pulled out.
 
    
 
   “I really need to get myself one of those,” she exclaimed in a loud voice. “That was something else.”
 
    
 
   “They are a good little friend to have as a backup to your husband,” laughed Darlene. “You’re certainly welcome to come back and have some fun with this one again if you want.” She brought the vibrator to her mouth and kissed onto the tip, enjoying the taste of pussy she got. 
 
    
 
   “I might just take you up on that,” said Natalie. ‘Now, can I have a shower to cool myself down?”
 
    
 
   “Sure you can have a shower,” said Darlene. “Do you want some company to wash your back?”
 
    
 
   “I won’t say no to that, as long as you promise to only wash my back,” she teased. “I mean I’m not some sort of slut that let’s anyone use me for sex you know.”
 
    
 
   Darlene reached out and stroked her hand onto her neighbor’s breasts, feeling that the nipples were still hard when her fingers brushed over them. “I’ll try my very best to be good,” she laughed, “but I can’t make any promises. You’re just to pretty for me to resist!”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Watching the Babysitter and her Girlfriend
 
   Mrs. Atherton looked at the expectant faces of the two girls and finally smiled. “Well I’ve no real objections so I guess it’s OK,” she said.
 
    
 
   “That’s really nice of you, thanks,” said Matilda. “We have some college coursework to get finished and can do it when Harriet goes to sleep.” The teenage girl had been working as a babysitter for Mrs. Atherton for around four months and enjoyed looking after her eight year old daughter, Harriet. She usually came to work alone, but had met a new girlfriend a couple of weeks before. Struggling to find a place to be together in private, Matilda came up with the plan of asking Mrs. Atherton if her friend, Gwen, could help her babysit for the night. The coursework story was just a convenient excuse, with Matilda and Gwen knowing that once Mrs. Atherton’s daughter was safely tucked up in bed it would give them a little time to have some fun together. Harriet was usually sleeping by around nine, with Mrs. Atherton not typically returning from an evening out until almost eleven. It would give them plenty of time to get down and dirty and then make sure they were decent before the older woman came home.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Atherton went through some final instructions with Matilda, asking if she could make sure that Harriet finished her school homework and then get her daughter into bed by nine at the latest.
 
    
 
   “Sure thing, Mrs. Atherton,” replied Matilda, flashing a smile at Gwen when her employer turned to speak to her daughter.
 
    
 
   “I should be back around my usual time,” Mrs. Atherton went on as she turned back to Matilda. “I’ll see you later.”
 
    
 
   “Have a nice night,” replied the teen girl and walked with her employer to the front door of the house. She watched as Mrs. Atherton left through the garden gate and disappeared from view before making her way back to the lounge. Gwen was sitting talking to Harriet, asking her about her favorite cartoons, but Matilda broke into the conversation.
 
    
 
   “OK missy,” she said to the young girl. “You heard your mother before she left. You have to do your homework first and then you can worry about what cartoons you want to watch.”
 
    
 
   Harriet let out a groan and Gwen laughed. “It’s a tough life kiddo,” she teased, “but Matilda is right. Schoolwork comes first so you need to go and get your homework finished.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” the young girl finally grudgingly agreed and went to sit at the dining room table. Matilda went to sit with her and checked the work she was doing. She finally let her go as the homework was completed and Harriet hurried back to grab the remote control from Gwen.
 
    
 
   “Nice manners,” the eighteen year old girl teased as she tried to get the remote back.
 
    
 
   Harriet stuck out her tongue and jumped out of reach. “It’s my house, so it’s my remote” she said with a cheeky grin.
 
    
 
   Gwen laughed. “Fair point,” she conceded and sat back on the sofa to let some cartoons wash over her. Matilda eventually got some sandwiches and milk from the kitchen and the three of them ate while they continued watching the TV. As the clock ticked past 8.30, Matilda finally told the young girl that it was time for bed. She expected the normal complaints from Harriet and wasn’t disappointed, but she put her foot down and switched off the TV.
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you in a little while,” she said to Gwen as she followed Harriet out of the room and up the stairs. The young girl was quick to wash and brush her teeth, changing into a nightdress when she came back into the bedroom. Matilda was keen to get back downstairs as quickly as she could, but still took some time to read Harriet a story. Tiredness finally claimed the young girl and Matilda waited a few minutes after Harriet’s eyes closed to make sure she really was asleep before switching off the light and leaving the bedroom. Closing the door quietly, she made her way along the hallway to the stairs. She could feel the creep of excitement in her body as she made her way back to the ground floor. It was the first time that she and Gwen had really been alone in their short time together and the thought of what was about to happen made her shiver. Her hands had touched onto her cute girlfriend’s body through her clothes and the thought of getting below them to the naked skin was suddenly all she could think about. She tried to compose herself a little before walking back into the lounge.
 
    
 
   The cute smile she saw as soon as she stepped through the door resulted in her composure completely disappearing. “So,” Gwen teased. “I thought we could watch a little more television…, unless you have something else you’d prefer to do.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I was just thinking of something,” laughed Matilda. “It will be so much more fun than a TV show, I can promise you that.”
 
    
 
   The smile on Gwen’s face widened. “Hmm…, OK,” she continued to tease. “Maybe we’ll give your idea a try first.” She patted the sofa beside where she was sitting and watched as her girlfriend moved across the room and sat down. Matilda was quick to lean forward into a kiss, pressing her lips hard onto Gwen’s as a wave of passion swept through her body. She became aware of her quickening heartbeat as the kiss continued and her pulse jumped further as a hand slid up her body and touched onto her breast. Fingers closed around the soft mound, squeezing onto it as Gwen finally pulled back from the kiss. Matilda was quick to bring her own hand to her girlfriend’s breast and felt a shiver run the length of her spine as her fingers closed around it. She played for only an instant though, bringing her fingers to the top of button of Gwen’s blouse. She released it and the two below so that she could get her hand inside, this time cupping her fingers around the bra. She could feel the hard nipple pressing into her palm and felt a real desire to touch onto it. Moving her fingers to the top edge of the bra, she worked them under the material and forced them down until they touched on the hard nub. She heard the gasp from Gwen and touched against the nipple harder, gripping it between thumb and forefinger and squeezing gently onto it.
 
    
 
   Gwen gasped again as the enjoyment of the touch on her nipple raced through her body. She rocked her head back and as soon as Matilda saw, she leaned forward to kiss on the exposed skin of her girlfriend’s neck, enjoying the soft touch and the faint scent of the perfume. Gwen groaned as Matilda’s mouth ran over her neck and throat, the touch heightening the pleasure she was feeling. She squeezed her own hand harder onto breasts a little longer before running it lower. It moved over taut midriff and then along soft thigh, finally reaching the hem of Matilda’s skirt. Gwen slid her fingers under onto smooth skin and stroked them higher, pushing Matilda’s thighs apart so that she could get at the panties. As soon as she worked her fingers onto the silky material she could feel how wet it was becoming and it lit up a desire in her.
 
    
 
   “Lift your hips,” Gwen said and when Matilda moved up a little she grabbed the skirt and pulled it up to expose the panties. She was quick to put her hand back on them, sliding fingers along the outline of the pussy lips and shivering at the groan it brought out of her girlfriend. Matilda felt the thrill of the touch between her thighs catch hold and squeezed herself around the hand, trapping it in place. She started to kiss down from the soft skin of the neck, moving back a little to open more buttons on Gwen’s blouse before leaning forward to kiss onto the bra. The feel of the hard nipple pushing through the material excited her and she quickly pushed a hand inside the bra cup and forced the breast out. Kissing onto Gwen’s naked breasts was something that she had been dreaming about ever since they had met and she wasted no time in making it a reality. Her mouth worked around the soft skin, the thrill of the moment making her shudder and when her lips bumped over the hard nipple she was quick to suck it into her mouth. 
 
    
 
   With their attention completely focused on each other the two girls were suddenly oblivious to everything else. Unfortunately for them this included the early return of Mrs. Atherton, whose date didn’t go quite as planned, the older woman finally deciding to cut and run. When she reached the door of her home, she remembered Matilda’s comment about doing college coursework and not wanting to disturb the two teen girls let herself in quietly. She put her bag down and hung up her coat and moved to the lounge door. She was just about to walk in when the sound of the moan stopped her. Her brow furrowed as she wondered what was going on, but as she peeked inside the half open door the source of the moan became clear. She could immediately see that studying was the last thing on the mind of the girl’s and that they were obviously more than just friends. She looked to see Gwen’s fingers stroking onto panties, the dark stain on the material making it obvious how turned on Matilda was at being touched. As Mrs. Atherton’s gaze moved higher, she could see Matilda working her tongue around the nipple of Gwen’s breast and suddenly couldn’t tear her eyes away from the sight. The older woman’s first instinct was to barge into the room and tear a strip from the two girls for violating her home, but she found herself holding back, the sight of what was going on starting to turn her on. She once had a lesbian experience in her teens, but she had been a little drunk at the time and put it down to experimenting and never tried it again. The sight of the babysitter and her friend playing was definitely turning her on though and she continued to hold back and watch as the girls got even more disheveled. Deciding that she wanted a closer look, Mrs. Atherton finally did step into the lounge.
 
    
 
   “What the hell,” the older woman exclaimed and heard the shrieks of the two teen girls as they realized they had been caught. Suddenly they were trying to make themselves decent, Matilda pulling her skirt back down and Gwen trying to button up her blouse again.
 
    
 
   “Mrs. Atherton,” started Matilda. “You’re not supposed to be back for at least another hour.”
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s obvious you two weren’t expecting me back that’s for sure,” the older woman said, keeping her voice harsh. “What do you think your parents will say when I tell them what you were doing?” Matilda and Gwen hung their heads, not able to meet the gaze of Mrs. Atherton as she continued to speak. “I left you here in good faith to look after my daughter and you do this.”
 
    
 
   “Harriet is fine,” protested Matilda. “She’s sleeping happily in bed.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t doubt that,” shot back Mrs. Atherton, “but that doesn’t mean you can have sex in my lounge does it?”
 
    
 
   “No,” conceded Matilda in a quiet voice. She finally raised her gaze to look at her employer. “Are you really going to tell my parents?”
 
    
 
   “I might,” replied the older woman, keeping on the pressure. “On the other hand…, I might not.”
 
    
 
   Matilda saw a little hope. “So we can go then?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Not yet,” Mrs. Atherton replied. “If you want to buy my silence, you have to do something for me.”
 
    
 
   Matilda frowned and looked at Gwen who finally raised her eyes from the floor. “What do you mean?” asked Matilda as she turned her attention back to her employer.
 
    
 
   “I saw what you were doing from the lounge door and…, I want to see more,” Mrs. Atherton went on. “You let me watch and I’ll keep your secret. I might also let you have a place to be together in future.”
 
    
 
   “You want to watch us having sex together,” Matilda said slowly, wondering if she heard what was said correctly.
 
    
 
   “And maybe touch a little,” the older woman went on. “It’s up to you to make up your mind.”
 
    
 
   Matilda turned to Gwen and raised her eyebrows and her girlfriend nodded. “I don’t want to get into trouble,” Gwen said, but a grin started to form on her face, “and having someone watching us sounds a little kinky. I’ll do it if you will.”
 
    
 
   Matilda grinned back at Gwen. “So where were we?” she said. Gwen reached for the buttons of her blouse and quickly undid them again. In her haste to cover herself up she hadn’t managed to get her breast back inside her bra cup and it immediately came into view as the sides of the blouse fell open.
 
    
 
   “Lift your hips again,” said Gwen and she was quick to pull her girlfriend’s skirt up and expose the wet panties. As the girls started to play again, Mrs. Atherton came to sit beside them on the sofa. Her attention first focused on Gwen’s hand as it stroked across the wet patch on Matilda’s panties. The older woman bent a little lower and realized that the material was becoming a little transparent and she let out a soft gasp as she saw the hint of pussy lips below. She watched the fingers sliding up and down and finally couldn’t help herself, moving her hand onto the panties and feeling the wetness smear onto her fingertips. She got them as wet as she could before reaching up and stroking them across Gwen’s lips. The teen girl sucked at them eagerly, obviously enjoying the taste. She licked the fingers clean, before sliding off the sofa and settling back onto her haunches on the floor. Gwen was quick to shuffle between Matilda’s legs, pushing them wider open to make herself comfortable. She stroked fingers onto the panties first, before pulling them away so that she could lean forward and kiss onto the stained material. The taste of pussy was suddenly all she could focus on and Mrs. Atherton watched as the teen girl kissed hard onto the panties and then flicked out her tongue so that she could trace the tip up and down the outline of the pussy lips. Gwen looked at the older woman. “Get the panties out of my way,” she said with a grin.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Atherton felt the thrill in her body building as she moved her hand to the edge of the gusset and slowly worked her fingers below. The touch onto the naked skin stirred her excitement and she slowly pulled the panties to the side to expose the slick pussy lips. She gasped as Gwen quickly pushed forward and kissed onto them before running her mouth up and down the wet pussy. The teen girl flicked out her tongue again and touched it onto the pussy lips, pushing forward so that she opened them up a little. She pulled back again to give Mrs. Atherton more instructions. “Help me get her open.”
 
    
 
   “What do you want me to do?” asked the older woman. Gwen grabbed Mrs. Atherton’s hands and slid the older woman’s fingers either side of Matilda’s pussy.
 
    
 
   “Pull her open, while I lick her out.” Mrs. Atherton shivered as she applied a little pressure, sinking her fingers into the soft skin around the pussy and pulling it open. The soft pink inner skin came into view and Gwen wasted no time in licking onto it, working her tongue around and trying to push it inside. Matilda moaned at the attention she was getting and wriggled around on the sofa as the tongue pushed deeper inside her pussy. The sensation of Mrs. Atherton holding her open, while Gwen licked onto her wet pussy walls was something special and she could feel the tension in her body building. She started to beg for a touch on her clit and Mrs. Atherton slid one of her hands to the top of the pussy. She exposed the erect little bud and touched onto it, Matilda’s hips bucking up from the sofa as the sensation caught hold in her body. She was suddenly breathing hard and could feel the real rush towards an orgasm begin. Resting her head on the sofa back, she pushed her hips forward to try and get the tongue deeper. At first Gwen gave her girlfriend what she wanted, pushing her tongue in hard and circling it around. She quickly pulled back though, withdrawing her tongue from the wet hole and stroking her fingers onto the wet skin between Matilda’s open thighs.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Atherton kept stroking on clit, but her attention was suddenly focused on Gwen’s fingers. The teen girl stroked them around the wet hole, teasing Matilda and making her girlfriend beg for more. She finally let her fingertips slide just inside, trying to part the pussy lips wide and hearing the excited groan of Matilda. Pushing her fingers deeper, Gwen stroked them against the soft pussy walls and felt her girlfriends thighs pull together to try and trap the fingers inside. She waited until the pressure eased as the thighs spread open again and fucked her fingers in hard. Matilda bucked up from the sofa yet again as another burst of pleasure rushed through her body. She was starting to gasp hard as her excitement mounted and suddenly was desperate for the release of an orgasm. She urged the two women on to use her hard and moaned as she felt Gwen start to stroke her stiffened fingers in and out hard. It was a gorgeous sensation and built the desire inside her to breaking point. As Gwen’s fingers sped up, Mrs. Atherton started to stroke onto clit harder, trying to match the movements of the teen girl. She looked up to see Matilda’s eyes tightly closed as the heat of the moment pushed her toward a climax. It wasn’t long in coming and the sudden squeal of delight was the obvious sign of its onset. Matilda suddenly stopped writhing around, her body tightening as her muscles tensed hard. The sensation gave way to a sudden rush of heat that built in her pussy and then worked out to engulf her body and carry her up to the massive high of a hard climax. She shuddered hard as the orgasm peaked inside her and felt her pussy closing tightly around her girlfriend’s fingers. Her body tensed hard again, but as the tension released she felt the warm afterglow settle inside her as the climax faded and died.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez,” she gasped, as she opened her eyes and looked at the two others. “That felt good.”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Atherton laughed. “So what about your friend here,” she said. “What are your plans for her?”
 
    
 
   Matilda grinned. “My fantasies were about playing with her tits, but I’ve already done that.”
 
    
 
   “So what else?” pressed the older woman.
 
    
 
   “Make her stand and turn her around,” urged Matilda. Mrs. Atherton was quick to do it and then turned back to Matilda with an expectant look on her face. “Hasn’t she got the most gorgeous ass you have ever seen,” the teen girl went on. “It features big time in my fantasies. Get her jeans down and I’ll show you what I want to do.”
 
    
 
   Gwen squealed as she felt Mrs. Atherton’s arms reach around and seek out the belt buckle at her waist. It was loosened and the older woman quickly followed up by releasing the buttons on the jeans. She grabbed at the waist and pulled them down. The jeans were tight enough that they dragged the panties down as well and Mrs. Atherton and Matilda found themselves staring at a gorgeous, naked bubble butt. The older woman couldn’t help herself, stroking her fingers onto the rounded cheeks, but she was quickly pushed out of the way as Matilda dropped to her knees on the floor and kissed onto the smooth rounded cheeks. She worked her mouth around, wetting the skin as she kissed and licked. It didn’t take her long to pull the ass cheeks open and Mrs. Atherton moved position to get a better view of the cute puckered hole that came into view. She watched as Matilda leaned forward and tongued around the rim, occasionally flicking the tip across the hole. Gwen shuddered each time she felt her asshole being licked and started to moan as the touch got rougher and more forceful. Matilda pushed forward, forcing her tongue onto the hole and trying to open it up. She finally made Gwen get down on all fours to make things easier and pulled the ass cheeks open wide. “Touch it,” the teen girl said to Mrs. Atherton as she held the cheeks open.
 
    
 
   The older woman got onto her knees and shuffled forward, stroking a hand onto the smooth skin and slowly working it to the tight hole. She felt a flash of excitement that made her shiver as her finger touched onto the asshole. Gwen wriggled around as the pleasure worked into her body. Mrs. Atherton pushed harder, eager to feel the tightness close around her finger. She managed to get the tip inside and worked it around, another shiver shaking her body as she felt the touch onto the silky inner skin. Matilda was desperate to play though and pulled the older woman’s hand away. She licked a finger and pressed it hard against her girlfriend’s asshole, working past the resistance so that she could ease her finger all the way inside. Mrs. Atherton watched, the thrill of the moment catching her as her gaze fixed on the asshole being finger fucked. It was an incredibly erotic sight, heightened by the moans of Gwen as she gave herself over to the exhilaration of the touch.
 
    
 
   Matilda pushed in deep and held her finger inside. “You think she likes being spanked?” she said with a grin.
 
    
 
   “No way,” exclaimed Gwen, but it was too late as the sharp pain of the spank rippled through her body. The sight of the bubble butt wobbling as it was spanked hard added to the moment and Mrs. Atherton couldn’t stop herself as she joined in. Gwen moaned as two hands spanked onto her ass, reddening the skin. She begged for it to end and as the hands backed off felt the pain dull to a gorgeous warm glow. Matilda didn’t let up though, starting to finger fuck the tight hole again and pushing Gwen towards an orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Play with her clit like you did mine,” Matilda urged Mrs. Atherton as she sped up the movements of her finger. The older woman slid her hand under Gwen’s body and worked her fingers into the soft folds of skin between the teen girl’s parted thighs. She was quick to seek out the clit and touch a finger onto it, pressing hard and enjoying the louder moans of Gwen. She started to flick her fingers back and forth over the erect bud, touching onto it hard as the excitement of what she was doing gripped her. Matilda pushed her free hand between her girlfriend’s thighs and touched onto the wet opening. Gwen couldn’t believe that what she was feeling could get any better, but the sensation of the fingertips sliding into her pussy just heightened the sensation taking hold of her body and she hung her head, the breath spilling from her hard as she moved ever closer towards a climax. The rush towards it just got better and better as the fingers worked her pussy, ass and clit hard. It suddenly became too much to hold back and she let herself ride the wave to a climax. The orgasm finally ignited inside her body and she felt the exquisite sensation of her holes closing tightly around the penetrating fingers. She cried out loud when the pleasure rushed to an almost unbearable high as Matilda and Mrs. Atherton didn’t let up. They worked their fingers hard and the heat of the moment gripped Gwen’s body and made her squeal. As the high of the orgasm gradually left her body, Gwen slumped forward and collapsed onto the floor. The fingers pulled away and she sighed at the sudden relaxation she felt. Finally turning to look at Matilda, she grinned.
 
    
 
   “Have you ever licked an older woman’s pussy,” she asked, the grin on her face growing wider.
 
    
 
   “No,” answered Matilda. “I occasionally fantasize about it, but have never had the chance to try it so far.”
 
    
 
   “Oh wait a minute now,” said Mrs. Atherton, quickly realizing where the conversation was heading. “I just wanted to watch and touch a little. I never…,”
 
    
 
   “Too late,” cut in Matilda, the teasing note obvious in her voice. “If you get two teen lesbians excited you have to be prepared for the consequences. Come on Gwen, let’s do it.” They were quickly up and grabbed the older woman, pushing her onto the floor on her back. “Lift up,” ordered Matilda. Mrs. Atherton could feel her excitement spiraling higher at the prospect of what she was about to get. She decided to just go with it and let the girls play with her. Arching her back up from the floor, she felt her skirt being pulled up around her waste. The girls grabbed a leg each and the older woman gasped as they were yanked apart to completely expose her panties.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” laughed Gwen, looking at her girlfriend. “Playing with us must be a massive turn on for her. Look how wet her panties are.” Mrs. Atherton groaned as the fingers touched onto her panties, stroking all over the material, but finally honing in on the damp stain. The fingers slid up and down her pussy lips and it sent an electric sensation coursing through her body that made her body arch up from the floor again. The girls saw their opportunity, quickly working their hands under the older woman and grabbing at the panties. They yanked them down hard to expose the naked pussy and pulled Mrs. Atherton’s thighs even wider apart. Both girls quickly ducked down and the older woman experienced for the first time in her life two tongues licking onto her. It was a huge turn on and she started to writhe around as the tongues worked onto her pussy lips and clit. She was quickly opened up, her pussy lips spread wide as the teen girls competed to see who could get their tongue in deepest. Mrs. Atherton moaned as her body succumbed to the pleasure of the touch, the tongues lapping hard at the wetness inside her pussy.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long before the tongues pulled back out though and moved to the top of the pussy lips to play with clit. The girls took turns licking onto the erect nub, occasionally taking the time to kiss so that they could taste the pussy on each others lips. As they continued to play with clit they brought their fingers up to the wet pussy entrance. Mrs. Atherton groaned out loud as the fingers teased around the wet skin between her parted thighs, stroking hard but keeping her waiting for the feel of them being pushed inside. The older woman forced herself towards the fingers, suddenly eager for the feel of them fucking into her. She wasn’t sure how many fingers finally did push inside, only knowing that the feel of her pussy lips being spread so wide was something special that she couldn’t get enough of. The fingers worked in deep, playing together as they stroked onto the wet inner skin. The teen girls started to fuck their fingers in and out, taking their time at first, but slowly building the tempo. Mrs. Atherton felt the exhilaration claiming her as the pure thrill of the moment took hold. She had come home after a disappointing date thinking that she was destined for an early night in bed, but suddenly found herself having one of the most incredible sexual experiences of her life. She started to buck her hips up as the girls worked her body and pushed her towards a high that was going to be something special. The older woman wasn’t disappointed when it arrived and cried out as the pleasure of the orgasm exploded into life and ripped through her body. The tensing of her muscles meant she couldn’t stop herself arching up from the floor and the feel of her pussy muscles clamping around the fingers and squeezing hard on them took her to a peak of pleasure that left her shuddering hard. Even when the high passed she found it impossible to control the shaking of her body and sank back to the floor as she tried to recover.
 
    
 
   “So will you need us to babysit for you again?” Matilda teased. Mrs. Atherton looked to see the teen girl feeding her fingers into her girlfriend’s mouth and watched as Gwen licked the fingers clean. She returned the compliment, letting Matilda lick her fingers clean of pussy wetness before they turned to look at the older woman.
 
    
 
   “I won’t complain if you both come again,” Mrs. Atherton finally said as her breathing slowly calmed back to normal.
 
    
 
   Matilda laughed. “You hear that Gwen,” she said. “It looks like you have a new job to look forward to.”
 
    
 
   “What?” teased Gwen. “Would that be babysitting or playing with pussy?”
 
    
 
   Matilda laughed louder. “Oh, there’s no need to choose one or the other,” she replied. “I think we can manage both in one night.”  
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Outdoor Sex with a Country Girl
 
   Anna sat listening to her mother with a skeptical look on her face. She kept trying to interrupt, but each time her mother put up a hand up to stop her and Anna finally decided to let her finish before she did say something.
 
    
 
   “So let me get this straight,” she finally started. “You’ve accepted an invitation from your friend, Sarah, to stay on a farm for a weekend and you want me to go with you.”
 
    
 
   “Yup, that’s about the size of it,” her mother answered.
 
    
 
   “A farm?” Anna repeated, the incredulous tone making her mother laugh.
 
    
 
   “Yes, a farm,” the older woman said. “Come on. It will be fun. When was the last time you were on a farm?”
 
    
 
   “Umm…, well I’m eighteen now,” laughed Anna. “So that the last time I set foot on a farm was probably more than ten years ago. A school trip I seem to remember it was.”
 
    
 
   “See,” her mother teased. “You are long overdue a visit.”
 
    
 
   Anna sat thinking. She could see her mother wanted her to go, although wasn’t altogether sure a trip to a farm sounded like the best idea for a weekend. The continual encouragement and urging of her mother finally got to her though and she agreed.
 
    
 
   “So what exactly is the plan?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “We’ll drive down on the Saturday morning, stay overnight and then come back on the Sunday. My friend has a teenage daughter who is a year older than you so it’s not like you’ll be stuck with us. You’ll enjoy yourself.”
 
    
 
   “OK, OK, I believe you,” Anna laughed. In truth she wasn’t really sure she did, but put the trip to the back of her mind and got on with the rest of the week. It wasn’t until she was going to bed on the Friday night that Anna really started to think about it again. She wondered what the daughter of her mother’s friend would be like and whether they would have anything in common to talk about. The trip was only really for a day and a bit though, so she reasoned that even if they didn’t particularly get on, it would be over fairly quickly. As her mind continued to wander, Anna finally settled down and fell asleep.
 
    
 
   It felt like she had only just closed her eyes, but the sudden shaking of her arm woke her up and Anna’s eyes flickered open to see her mother already dressed and looking down at her. “It’s almost seven o’clock sleepy head,” the older woman said. “It’s time to get up and go.” 
 
    
 
   Anna groaned and rolled over, burying her face in a pillow. She was used to lying in on a Saturday morning and still wanted to sleep. She squealed as the covers were pulled back and she felt the sharp spank onto her butt. “OK, OK,” she protested in a loud voice. “I’m getting up, don’t smack me again.” Her mother disappeared from the room as she made her way to the bathroom to shower. Ten minutes later she was sitting having some breakfast and the caffeine hit lightened her mood. Her mother fussed around, getting ready for the trip and they eventually made their way out to the car. As she looked up, Anna saw only a few clouds in the sky and it seemed as if it was going to be a nice day. She got into the passenger seat as her mother started the engine and slowly backed the car out of the driveway to get them underway.
 
    
 
   “So how long will it take us to get there?” Anna asked.
 
    
 
   “Just over two hours I think,” her mother answered. “Assuming I find my way no problem, we will probably be there around ten I think.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” Anna went on and slid down a little so that she could rest her head onto the seat back. She still felt a little tired, but didn’t really want to sleep any more and turned her head to look out of the window. The urban scene passing by slowly turned to a more rural setting and for a while she just kept her eyes on the sights of the countryside, but she eventually sat up again and turned.
 
    
 
   “So have you met your friend’s daughter before?” Anna asked.
 
    
 
   “Only once,” her mother replied. “She seemed like a nice girl though. You two should get on.”
 
    
 
   “I hope so,” laughed Anna, “or it could be a very long weekend.” They continued to chat as the car sped along the highway, but her mother went quiet as they closed in on their destination and she concentrated on taking the right turns so that they didn’t get lost. She finally had the car rolling along a gravel track.
 
    
 
   “I think this is the right place,” her mother said. The car came up to a home and as the door opened she smiled. “Bingo,” her mother laughed as she saw her friend, Sarah, emerge from the property. She brought the car to a halt and they got out. Sarah greeted them both with a hug and invited them inside. They left their bags in the hallway and were led along to a homely kitchen. The smell of bread and coffee filled the place and Anna liked it immediately. She walked in expecting to see a teenage girl waiting, but the kitchen was empty.
 
    
 
   “Where’s your daughter?” Anna’s mother asked.
 
    
 
   Sarah rolled her eyes. “Getting Olivia out of bed early on a Saturday morning is nigh on impossible,” she laughed.
 
    
 
   “A girl after my own heart,” teased Anna as she looked at her mother. She squealed and jumped out of the way of the spank aimed at her butt.
 
    
 
   “My lovely daughter likes her Saturday lie in too,” said her mother. “You should have heard the complaints this morning.”
 
    
 
   Sarah laughed. “Maybe some coffee and toast will help,” she said. Anna and her mother went to sit at the table and the three of them chatted while Sarah set about making the coffee and toast. They continued to chat as they sat eating it, but turned as they heard the sound of someone entering the kitchen. Anna’s eyes settled on one of the cutest girl’s she had ever seen in her life. The messed up tangle of blonde hair and short crumpled nightdress only served to make her look even cuter and the pretty smile she aimed at the three of them added the finishing touch.
 
    
 
   “Oh hi,” Olivia said as she moved across and sat down. Anna saw the nightdress hitch way up the cute blonde girl’s thighs and couldn’t help herself staring. She wasn’t exactly into girls, her preference really being for boys, but the sight of the naked thighs certainly stirred something inside her. She was quick to bring her eyes back up, but flushed a little as she saw Olivia’s grin.
 
    
 
   “So finally woke up then?” Sarah teased her daughter.
 
    
 
   “What?” the teen girl protested and laughed. She apologized to Anna and her mother for missing their arrival, but they brushed it off, saying that they didn’t mind. Olivia stood up to go and make herself some coffee and toast and Anna couldn’t help herself glancing across occasionally, the flicker of interest she was suddenly feeling surprising her. When Olivia returned to the table the talk turned to the plans for the day.
 
    
 
   “Could you show Anna around the place?” Sarah asked her daughter.
 
    
 
   “Sure thing,” Olivia answered. “It’s not like we want to spend time with you oldies anyway,” she teased with a grin. She ducked to avoid the swipe of her mother’s hand and laughed. “Come on up to my bedroom,” she said turning to Anna. “I’ll have a quick shower and get dressed and we can take a tour.”
 
    
 
   Anna felt her flicker of interest grow at the thought of being alone with Olivia and followed as her new friend led the way out of the kitchen and up the stairs. Anna’s gaze lifted as they walked up and she realized that she could see up Olivia’s nightdress. The sight of the little pink panties was a thrill and she couldn’t help staring, but finally dropped her gaze again as they reached the first floor hallway. She followed to the bedroom and went to sit on the bed when they entered. Without a thought that she wasn’t alone, Olivia pulled the nightdress up over her head and dropped it on the bed. Anna was suddenly staring at pink panties and naked breasts, her pulse starting to race a little. It seemed that Olivia wasn’t shy about showing off her cute body and again Anna couldn’t help staring.
 
    
 
   “Just give me a couple of minutes to shower,” Olivia said and disappeared inside the bathroom. She left the door open and Anna was tempted to move so that she could see inside, wondering if a view of Olivia’s naked body was on show. In the end she remained on the bed and waited. Olivia was wearing just a towel wrapped around her body when she came back. She moved across to her wardrobe and bent down to a drawer at the base. The towel rode up to reveal a hint of naked buttocks and Anna just stared, her heartbeat racing ever faster. Pulling some panties from the drawer, Olivia worked them up her legs and into place. She pulled the towel free and hung it over the back of a chair then flicked through her clothes, finally pulling out a short white summer dress. She pulled it over her head and let it slide down her body before turning around to look at Anna. “Ready?” she said, flashing a smile across the room.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Anna and followed as Olivia walked out of the bedroom and back down the stairs.
 
    
 
   “See you later,” yelled Olivia as they made their way to the front door and outside. “Come on I’ll show you the barn,” she continued. “There is plenty of hay to relax on and we can decide what to do from there.” The two girls chatted as they made their way along a grass track. The morning sunshine felt nice and they took their time to enjoy it. 
 
    
 
   “So do you help your parents out on the farm?” asked Anna.
 
    
 
   “In the morning and evening,” said Olivia. “I go to a local college, so am not around during the day.”
 
    
 
   “Where’s your father?” Anna continued.
 
    
 
   “There’s a local farmer’s market in town on a Saturday,” Olivia answered. “He’ll be there all day.” They finally arrived at the barn and stepped inside. “It’s fairly private in here,” Olivia went on, “so it’s a good place to hide away.” She moved across to a ladder and started to climb. Anna quickly followed and looked up. She could see up the short summer dress to the panties and again couldn’t help staring.
 
    
 
   “Enjoying the view?” teased Olivia suddenly.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” replied Anna, flushing a little at being caught.
 
    
 
   “Come on,” laughed Olivia. “You’ve been staring at me all morning. You need to try and make it less obvious.”
 
    
 
   Anna finally giggled. “Sorry,” she said, “but it’s not like you keep your body hidden from view.”
 
    
 
   “I like it when girl’s look,” Olivia answered. “It’s a real rush.” She finally reached the hayloft and turned to wait for Anna, reaching out to help her as she got to the top of the ladder. “So…, do you want to see again?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Anna felt a flicker of excitement catch her and suddenly didn’t know what to do. It seemed there was much more on offer than just a tour. She said nothing at first, but the desire to see the cute blonde’s body again grew inside her and she finally nodded. Olivia pulled her away from the ladder and Anna sat on a bale of hay and watched as the summer dress was pulled up and off. She stared at the naked breasts first and then let her gaze drop to the little panties.
 
    
 
   “Do you like playing with girls?’ Olivia asked.
 
    
 
   “Never really done it,” answered Anna. “My preference is usually for boys.”
 
    
 
   A smile grew on Olivia’s face. “This is going to be fun,” she said as she moved closer. She reached out to take Anna’s hand and pulled it onto a breast, holding it tightly against the smooth skin. She started to stroke the hand around and Anna gasped as she felt the touch onto the hardened nipple. Olivia finally dropped the hand and grabbed her own breast, holding it out towards Anna. “Kiss it,” she said.
 
    
 
   Anna’s eyes opened wide, but the desire to do as asked suddenly caught her. As Olivia moved forward, she leaned towards the naked breast and caressed her lips onto it. The electric sensation of the touch made her shiver and she pushed harder onto the soft skin, working her lips around and finally getting to the nipple. Sarah shivered at the contrast as her lips touched from the softness of the breast to the hardness of the nipple. She let her mouth caress it gently at first, but the excitement of what she was doing suddenly made her suck the erect bud into her mouth. She heard the soft moan of Olivia as the enjoyment of the touch set her nerve endings alight. Anna sucked harder, suddenly wanting the nipple deeper in her mouth. She worked her tongue around it, licking across the hardness.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you’re getting me really wet,” moaned Olivia.
 
    
 
   Anna backed off, suddenly wanting to see the wetness on the panties. She moved her fingers onto Olivia’s thigh and then up to the silky material. The touch onto the wet stain made her shudder and she quickly started to stroke it gently, her fingers caressing along the outline of the slick pussy lips. She could feel the wetness smearing onto her fingertips.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that’s nice,” Olivia groaned as the pleasure washed through her body. She parted her legs wider to let the fingers slip in between, but finally pulled away. “Wait,” she said. “There’s a blanket around her somewhere. It will make us more comfortable.” She moved away, looking around to find the blanket and spread it out on the floor when she found it. Grabbing Anna’s wrists, she pulled her over to the blanket and made her stand. Taking hold of the t-shirt, Olivia pulled it over Anna’s head and dropped it to the floor. She kept her gaze on the eyes watching her as she reached for the buttons of the jeans. Anna felt the graze of the fingers between her thighs as it undid the buttons and wriggled her hips to help Olivia work the jeans loose and pull them lower. When they reached her ankles she stepped out of them. Olivia was quick to straighten up and reached out to Anna’s bra, cupping the breasts in her hand and squeezing her fingers into them. The touch felt gorgeous and the shivers started to flood along Anna’s spine. She suddenly wanted the touch onto her naked skin and reached behind herself to release the clasp at her back. Olivia was quick to stroke the straps from Anna’s shoulders and pulled the bra free to expose the naked breasts. She grabbed at them hard, her excitement climbing and was quick to bend her head down to them. Anna groaned as wet trails were licked over every inch of her breasts, the touch sending ripples of pleasure through her body. Olivia got a little rougher as she finally focused her attention onto the nipples. She teased the tip of her tongue over one after the other, wetting the skin and enjoying the feel of the hardness. She finally sucked one into her mouth, holding her tongue tightly against it. Anna groaned louder as she felt the licks start to rasp over the hard little bud, reaching for Olivia’s head so that she stroke fingers into the hair. She kept playing with the blonde locks as Olivia moved from nipple to nipple, the touch of her mouth and tongue becoming even rougher. 
 
    
 
   Anna adored what was happening to her, the touch arousing a passion in her that took her by surprise. The heat in her body increased as she felt the kisses and licks start to move lower. Olivia worked across the toned midriff to the panties, kissing along the smooth skin just above the waistband as she stroked fingers up a thigh. The mouth and hand moved onto the panties at the same time and Anna felt her knees buckle a little as the thrill of what was happening swept through her.
 
    
 
   “Lie down on your back,” said Olivia and Anna did as she was told, dropping onto her butt and then lying out flat on the blanket. She felt her thighs being roughly forced open and the fingers and mouth quickly returned to her panties. She wriggled around as she felt the licks onto the damp patch on the material and it was Olivia’s turn to groan as she succumbed to the pleasure of tasting pussy. She licked harder, sliding her tongue along the outline of the pussy lips to try to get the panties wetter still. When she moved back a little to gasp, her fingers took over the job, stroking along the outline of the pussy and pushing harder to try and open Anna up and force the soft material inside. Olivia finally wanted more and quickly worked her fingers to the waistband of the panties. She made Anna lift her ass and held her breath as she peeled the panties lower. Her eyes opened wide at the gorgeous sight of the wet pussy coming into view and she was suddenly licking at it, forcing her tongue onto it hard to taste the wetness and open the pussy lips up. Touching her tongue onto the slick inner skin, Olivia pushed harder still so that she could force deeper inside. Her tongue lapped at the slick pussy walls and she pushed all the way inside, holding her mouth against the pussy lips as she played. She let out a huge gasp as she finally pulled back, sucking air into her lungs. She gave Anna little respite though and as she got her breathing back under control, licked at the top of the pussy lips, forcing the erect clit out of its hood.
 
    
 
   Anna started to writhe around as the pure pleasure of the touch onto her clit teased her excitement higher. The touch got rougher as Olivia started to lose control and as she continued to lick onto the hard little nub she brought fingers up to tease them around the wet pussy entrance. Anna arched up from the blanket at the feel of the sudden penetration, the fingers sliding into her hard. They pushed almost knuckle deep and circled around, stroking onto her soft pussy walls. Anna wanted them deeper still forcing her pussy onto the fingers as Olivia started to fuck them in and out. She could feel the rush towards a climax gaining speed and was suddenly breathing hard. Anna was completely lost in the moment as the tongue and fingers played with her body. Olivia’s hand sped up, her fingers flashing in and out of the wet hole with increasing ferocity. It was almost more than Anna could bear and her back arched slowly up as her body tensed on the brink of an orgasm. When it came to life she moaned loud, the tension leaving her body as she suddenly started to thrash around on the blanket. The fingers fucked in deep and Anna moaned louder as her pussy closed tightly around them. It was the most gorgeous sensation and the spasm of her pussy walls sent ripples of pleasure rushing out to engulf her body. The orgasm seemed never ending, Olivia’s licks on her clit keeping it alive until a shattering peak left Anna shaking. As she came down from the high, she lay breathing hard. Olivia crawled up her body and kissed her and Anna could taste her own pussy wetness on the soft lips.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes of passionate kissing, Olivia worked her mouth to Anna’s ear. “Now it’s my turn,” she whispered. She stood and stroked her fingers onto her own panties, working her fingers to the waistband. She teased by slowly pulling the panties down, but keeping herself just hidden from view, and Anna felt her excitement growing again at the prospect of seeing naked pussy. The sound of the approaching voices from outside stopped the action and suddenly the two girls were scrambling for their clothes as someone approached the barn. They dressed quickly and were already climbing down the ladder when their mother’s came inside.
 
    
 
   “You two didn’t get very far,” laughed Sarah as she saw them.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” said Olivia with a grin. “I was just showing Anna my favorite place.”
 
    
 
   “So you’re having fun after all,” Anna’s mother said. “See, I was right.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” Anna said. “Farm life certainly has attractions I could get use to.” The two girls burst into first of giggles, with their mothers just watching and shaking their heads.
 
    
 
   “Getting these two together maybe wasn’t such a good idea after all,” teased Sarah and the giggles of the girls continued. They finally calmed down and joined their mothers to wander round the rest of the farm. Finally arriving back at the farmhouse they enjoyed a late lunch together and then relaxed for the rest of the afternoon. Olivia’s father arrived home late in the evening and he and the two women enjoyed some coffee and wine after a meal, while the two teenage girls finally made their excuses and went up to bed.
 
    
 
   As Anna reached the door of her room, she turned to say goodnight, but Olivia was quick to push forward into a kiss. “You haven’t forgotten it’s my turn have you,” she said quietly as the kiss broke. Opening the door, she backed Anna into it and pushed her across the room. As their legs hit the edge of the mattress, they fell onto the bed and giggled.
 
    
 
   “What if my mum comes in here to see me,” Anna teased.
 
    
 
   “I’ll hide under the covers and pretend I’m a pillow,” Olivia shot back. She got onto her knees, straddling Anna’s prone body and started to fumble with the buttons of the jeans. She quickly worked them loose and pulled the jeans off, the panties getting dragged down a little also. The t-shirt was next, followed by the bra and suddenly Anna was lying almost naked on the bed. She looked up as Olivia stood and pulled the dress over her head, leaving both of them dressed only in panties. Moving into position Olivia dropped to her knees so that the panties were only inches from Anna’s face. “You nearly saw it earlier,” Olivia teased as she started to run her fingers along her pussy lips, stroking it through the panties so that the material started to get wet. “Do you want to see it now?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” gasped Anna her excitement running higher as she watched the material get wetter. She raised her head a little to lick onto the fingers and got the taste of pussy immediately. Olivia kept stroking as Anna’s tongue went to work. She eventually pulled her fingers away from the wet panties and fed them into Anna’s mouth so that they could be licked clean. The taste seemed to drive Anna wild and she was suddenly licking at the stained panties, her tongue working along the pussy lips. “Show me,” she finally said. Olivia raised herself up a little and slid her fingers between her thighs, pushing them under the edge of the panties. She slowly pulled the material to the side and Anna gasped as the wet pussy came into view. “Sit on my mouth,” she said and held her breath as the pussy dropped towards her. She kissed hard onto the wet skin and worked her lips around, Olivia striving hard to keep the sound of her moans as quiet as possible. It proved more difficult as Anna’s tongue flicked out and slid along the slick pussy lips. She bit her lip to hold in the sound as the tongue gently teased her into a state of pure excitement. The pleasure increased as the tongue forced her open, slipping inside onto the smooth inner skin and lapping at the wetness.
 
    
 
   Anna started to go even wilder as the thrill of what she was doing gripped her. She forced her tongue in deep and felt the pussy being pushed even harder down onto her mouth. Olivia began to grind her hips, her pussy wetness smearing onto Anna’s mouth and chin. She closed her eyes at the sensation of the tongue working around inside her pussy and threw back her head as the pleasure grew out of control. Anna had her eyes closed as she played, but opened them as she felt the pussy lift away from her mouth. Olivia got up and turned around so that she was facing down to Anna’s feet. She pulled off her panties and as she lowered herself again, gripped her ass cheeks and spread them apart to reveal her asshole. Anna knew what Olivia wanted immediately and watched as the exposed asshole came within touching distance of her mouth. She raised her head to kiss it, but then flicked out her tongue to brush it rapidly over the tight hole. It sent a rush of pleasure coursing through Olivia and she bit her lip harder to try and stop the groans escaping. As she licked at the puckered hole, Anna moved her hands between Olivia’s thighs to play with pussy. She teased her fingers around the wet entrance, playing with the wet skin before moving them to seek out the clit. She felt Olivia convulse as she touched onto it and licked harder onto the asshole. Anna played with clit for a few seconds, teasing it out of its hood and tweaking it. She finally brought her fingers back to the wet entrance though and sensed Olivia tensing as she got herself ready for the thrill of the penetration. Anna continued to tease her though, building the anticipation until it was almost unbearable.
 
    
 
   Olivia started to beg quietly for the fingers, urging Anna to fuck them in and she finally got what she wanted. The tongue forced hard onto her asshole as the fingers spread her pussy lips wide and fucked inside. Olivia couldn’t hold in the groan of satisfaction this time, but then tried to keep the noise down for fear of their parents hearing what was going on. She sat down a little as the fingers fucked in deep and stirred around inside her. The touch on her asshole got rougher and she pulled hard at her ass cheeks, trying to open up to the hole so that Anna could get inside. It brought a squeal to her lips and she worked desperately to keep it inside. Anna probed her tongue harder at the asshole until the tip slipped inside. She started to fuck her fingers in ever more frantically, building the pressure until it was almost out of control. Olivia could feel the heat in her body quickly rising towards a climax and made no effort to hold it back, letting the excitement wash through her body until she arrived at the brink. She tensed her muscles as she felt the orgasm breaking inside and urged Anna to fuck into her deep. The fingers rammed all the way inside her pussy as the tongue licked deeper into her asshole and suddenly she was on fire. The sensation of the orgasm taking control of her body was gorgeous and her holes closed tightly and started to spasm. She shut her eyes to enjoy the ride to the high, releasing the grip on her ass cheeks so that she could clench her buttocks. The orgasm was intense and the loud cries threatened to escape, but she worked hard to keep them down to quiet squeals. Her body was left shaking as the ecstasy of the moment finally passed and she groaned as she dropped onto the bed beside Anna.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez,” she gasped. “Let’s hope our mothers stay friends and you make a lot more visits to the farm.”
 
    
 
   Anna giggled. “Na, this is just a one off,” she teased. “What makes you think I want to do it again?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm…,” shot back Olivia. “That would be because I have a gorgeous body that you haven’t been able to take your eyes off all day.”
 
    
 
   “That’s true,” laughed Anna, “and if the orgasm you gave me earlier is anything to go by, I really do want more.”
 
    
 
   “See,’ said Olivia, as she moved to the side of the bed and stood. “You can’t resist me.” She pulled her panties and dress back on and walked to the door before turning back. “See you tomorrow hot girl,’ she teased, opening the door a crack and looking out into the hallway. When she saw it was clear she slipped out and closed the door behind her.
 
    
 
   Anna rested on the bed thinking about the day and knew she wanted more. She thought there would likely be little chance for anything to happen the next day and this turned out to be the case, the morning passing quickly and suddenly she and her mother were walking back out to their car. They thanked Sarah for her hospitality and a sudden thought came to Anna. She turned to her mother. “We should invite Sarah and Olivia to visit us don’t you think?”
 
    
 
   Her mother looked at Sarah who nodded. “That sounds like a good idea.”
 
    
 
   “Looks like we will see each other gain soon,” Anna said, flashing a smile at Olivia.
 
    
 
   “Can’t wait,” the cute blonde girl said and returned the smile. “Hopefully we will have as much fun as we did this weekend.” 
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Lesbian Cougar at the Gym 
 
   Isobel turned as the door opened and smiled at the pretty young woman that came back into the room. “OK,” the woman said. “This is the form for joining the gym. You can either fill it out here or take it home and bring it in when you’ve had a chance to complete it.”
 
    
 
   “Umm…,” pondered Isobel, weighing up the options. She looked at her watch and saw she still had around thirty minutes of her lunchtime available before she needed to be back at work. “I guess I can just do it now,” she finally said. “Do you have a pen?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said the pretty woman, moving across to a desk and picking up a black pen. She handed it across and went to sit at the desk. Isobel laid the form flat on the table she was sitting at and started to work through it. The information the gym needed was fairly basic and it didn’t take her long to complete the process of filling it out. Ten minutes after starting she turned to the woman.
 
    
 
   “OK, that’s me done I think,” Isobel stated. 
 
    
 
   The woman came across and took the form, giving it a quick once over and seeing that it was filled in correctly. “That’s fine,” she said. “It takes a couple of days to process the details and get the membership card produced. If you come back by the end of the week it should be ready. The fee includes for a personal trainer on your first couple of visits so if you let us know when you are coming in we can arrange for the trainer to give you a quick tour. It will help her prepare for your first visit and then you can take it from there.”
 
    
 
   Isobel stood and thanked the pretty woman before finally leaving the room and heading for the exit. She made her way back to her office building and made a note in her diary to return to the gym on Friday lunchtime. With that done, she put it to the back of her mind and got on with her work. The next couple of days passed fairly quietly and as she arrived at work on the Friday morning she called the gym. She explained that she was coming in to collect her membership card and would it be possible to meet the personal trainer assigned to her.
 
    
 
   “Hold on,” the voice on the other end of the line said. “What time will you be coming in?”
 
    
 
   “Around one o’clock,” Isobel answered.
 
    
 
   There was a short pause before the voice finally went on. “Yup that’s fine. Your card is ready and you can just collect it from reception. Andrea is the name of your trainer, so just ask for her and she will come to the reception desk to meet you.”
 
    
 
   “OK, thanks,” said Isobel and hung up the phone. She concentrated on work for the rest of the morning, but finally left the office as the clock was ticking towards one. The gym wasn’t far from where she worked and her intention was to do most of her exercising in her lunch hour. Five minutes after departing her office she was approaching the gym and as she arrived went straight to the reception desk. She explained who she was and the receptionist quickly found the membership card and handed it over. Isobel then asked if Andrea was available and the receptionist put a call out over the intercom system. She stood and waited, but finally turned at the sound of the voice.
 
    
 
   “Are you Miss Anderson,” Andrea asked, holding out her hand.
 
    
 
   Isobel tried not to stare, but the young woman was absolutely gorgeous. The long brunette hair was swept back from her face in a pony tail and it highlighted the cheekbones and pretty eyes. She was wearing a loose t-shirt and tracksuit bottoms, but it was obvious there was a gorgeous body just below. Isobel was thirty seven and knew that Andrea was likely to be around fifteen years younger than her, but her interest was suddenly stirred. Younger women were her preference and she immediately had a flash of kissing Andrea in a prelude to some passionate lovemaking. She finally realized she was staring and planted a smile on her face. “Yup, I’m Miss Anderson, but you can call me Isobel,” she finally said and reached out to shake the hand. Even that slight touch was enough to get her pulse racing a little and she held on for as long as she could.
 
    
 
   Andrea finally withdrew her hand. “OK, if you want to just follow me, I’ll show you around and we can discuss your fitness objectives.”
 
    
 
   ‘Sure,” replied Isobel and moved after the trainer as she walked through to the exercise room.
 
    
 
   “So what exactly are you looking to achieve then?” started Andrea.
 
    
 
   “I guess to lose a little weight and get a slimmer figure,” replied Isobel. “But also to up my fitness levels.”
 
    
 
   “What age are you, if you don’t mind me asking,” Andrea went on.
 
    
 
   “Thirty seven,” replied Isobel.
 
    
 
   “You look good for it,” Andrea said. “She took hold of Isobel’s hips and turned her around. “I wouldn’t say you needed to lose much weight. You would really be better focusing on your fitness levels. If you do that some weight will certainly drop off.”
 
    
 
   Isobel smiled. She could feel her pulse racing a little again at the touch onto her body, but tried to control it. “So how do we do that?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Well, there are plenty of cardio machines to choose from,” said Andrea, “so we can get you doing some jogging and cycling.” She walked across and pointed out the array of equipment to Isobel. “It’s generally good to also include some toning work and there are plenty of weights machines for that.” They moved across to another area of the exercise room and Andrea showed some of the weights machines for arms, legs and core muscles. “There are also free weights,” went on Andrea, “but you are better sticking to the machines to start off with and can graduate onto free weights at a later stage if you want to.”
 
    
 
   The two women chatted a little more about the best way to start and progress a fitness regime, but Isobel finally looked at her watch and realized it was time to get back to work. “I need to go,” she said. “I’ll come back on Monday at one o’clock if that’s OK.”
 
    
 
   “Yup, I’ll make a note of it so I’m ready for you,” the trainer replied. She held out her hand and Isobel again felt the flash of desire as she took it, her mind conjuring up images of a naked Andrea lying under her. She shook it off as she said goodbye, but the images continued to play in her head throughout the rest of the day. 
 
    
 
   By the time the weekend had passed and the time was heading towards Monday lunchtime, Isobel could feel her sense of anticipation rising. As she walked towards the gym she was really looking forward to the training session, partly to get her fitness regime started, but also at the prospect of seeing Andrea. She showed her membership card at the reception desk as she walked in and then made her way to the locker room. Changing into t-shirt and shorts, she walked back out and suddenly wondered how she contacted Andrea. She was about to go back to reception when she heard her name being called. Turning around she felt her pulse rate jump at the sight of Andrea walking towards her. The trainer was wearing tighter gym gear this time and it served to really emphasize her curves. The tight spandex shorts clung to her hips and the tight bra top did little to conceal the breasts below. The naked skin between was an alluring sight and Isobel couldn’t help the thought of kissing onto the taut midriff flashing in her mind.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready?” Andrea greeted her with a smile.
 
    
 
   “I am actually,’ said Isobel. As the trainer turned to lead her through to the exercise room she dropped her eyes to Andrea’s ass. The tight shorts clung to the rounded ass cheeks and Isobel found it difficult to tear her gaze away. She finally did so as Andrea reached a treadmill and turned.
 
    
 
   “Hop on,” the trainer said and set the machine going. She kept the pace fairly easy and steady, but Isobel could quickly feel her lungs burning and the sweat dripping down her forehead. She was breathing hard as her run came to an end and Andrea gave her a little time to recover. “OK, on to some of the weights machines,” the trainer said. The two women chatted as Isobel worked out, Andrea demonstrating the muscles that were being trained each time the older woman moved to a new piece of equipment. She started by touching onto her own body to show which muscles were being worked, but then suddenly changed to touching onto Isobel. The older woman felt a flicker of desire each time the fingers touched onto her arm or leg and by the end of the training session her racing pulse and heavy breathing were as much to do with the touches onto her body as the exertion of training.
 
    
 
   “So how did you get into being a personal trainer?” asked Isobel as she sat recovering on the last piece of equipment.
 
    
 
   “Oh I was always a bit of a fitness freak,” laughed Andrea. “Did athletics and gymnastics for enjoyment at school and decided to get into fitness for a career also.”
 
    
 
   “Was it a lucrative choice?” Isobel went on.
 
    
 
   “Well I don’t think I will be a millionaire anytime soon,” Andrea replied with a smile, “but it’s OK. Working for the gym has it benefits, but better money can be made by doing home visits. Lots of people prefer that to coming to the gym and are willing to pay a little more for the privilege. There obviously isn’t the equipment available, but there’s plenty that can still be done.”
 
    
 
   Isobel’s attention suddenly picked up at the mention of a home visit. The thought of getting Andrea alone in her house would make things more private and possibly give the chance for something more than exercise to develop. “So how much do home visits cost?” she asked. “I was thinking about maybe doing that as well each week, one session at the gym during my lunch hour and one evening session at home.” She had been thinking of no such thing, but the opportunity to get the cute trainer alone seemed like too good an opportunity to miss.
 
    
 
   “I generally charge fifty dollars for two hours,” Andrea went on. “Are you really interested?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” replied Isobel. “Are you available on Thursday evening?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah I think so,” said Andrea. “If you give me your phone number before you leave today I’ll call and confirm I can make it. You can give me your address then.”
 
    
 
   Isobel stood. “I’ll just have a quick shower and get dressed. I’ll give you the phone number when I come back out.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Andrea. “I’ll wait at the reception desk in ten minutes and see you on the way out.” Isobel watched as she walked off, admiring the gorgeous ass, but eventually turned and made her way to the locker room. She showered quickly and got dressed then took a piece of paper from her bag to write her mobile phone number on. Andrea was waiting as promised and Isobel gave her the number. “I’ll call you tonight once I know for sure I can make it. Bye.”
 
    
 
   Isobel left the gym and went back to her office. The afternoon went by in a flash and on the way home her mind turned to the trainer again. The thought of getting her alone was exciting although in reality she knew that nothing other than exercising might happen. The chance to see the gorgeous body naked was worth it though and she could only hope that the trainer would respond to some obvious advances. When the call finally came, Isobel was sitting watching TV. She turned down the volume as she answered.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Hi it’s Andrea,” the voice on the other end of the line said.
 
    
 
   “So will you be able to make it on Thursday?” Isobel asked.
 
    
 
   “Yup,” went on the trainer. “I checked my diary and have no prior commitments that night, so I can come across. What time do you want me?”
 
    
 
   “Umm…, I’m usually home from work just after five, so if you come across around six o’clock I should be ready and raring to go.” Isobel went on to give the trainer her address and some brief directions on exactly where it was and how to get there.
 
    
 
   “OK, see you then,” Andrea finished and ended the call. Isobel turned up the volume on the television again, but her mind was suddenly elsewhere and she couldn’t concentrate on the show. 
 
    
 
   The heat began to grow between her thighs at the thought of sex with the cute trainer, the images of doing just that suddenly filling her mind to the point that she knew she would have to do something to relieve the tension. Moving up the stairs to her bedroom, Isobel lay down on the bed. She was quick to drag up her skirt and part her thighs. Just as she was about to stroke her fingers onto her panties, she had another thought and reached across to her bedside cabinet first. She searched around in the drawer and pulled out the vibrator, rolling onto her back again and putting the sex toy down on the bed. She finally stroked her fingers onto her panties and could feel the damp stain her thoughts of fucking Andrea had brought on. Isobel always loved the sensual feel of panties being stroked onto her pussy lips and took her time to do this, pressing the material onto herself and feeling it get wetter. Images of the trainer naked with her legs parted continued to flood Isobel’s mind and build her excitement until she was stroking the wet material hard onto her pussy. Finally wanting a little more she raised her ass and pulled the panties down her thighs. She thought about taking them off completely but finally left them sitting just above her knees. It restricted her movements a little, but she was still able to part her legs wide enough to get her fingers onto the wet skin between her thighs. She teased her fingertips along her pussy lips, gently at first, but with increasing pressure to open herself up. Isobel moaned at the touch inside, enjoying the sensation of her pussy lips being spread apart. She slowly pushed her fingers deeper, stroking them onto the slick pussy walls and then holding them deep so that she could close her legs and squeeze herself around them. The pressure in her body continued to build as she parted her thighs a little again and started to finger fuck herself. It felt good and she closed her eyes and arched her body up from the bed to make it even better.
 
    
 
   As the pleasure increased Isobel suddenly felt the need for something bigger and pulled her fingers out, quickly reaching for the vibrator and pushing it between her thighs. She wrapped her fingers around the thickness as she stroked the head along her pussy lips. As she stroked harder she felt the tip of the sex toy open her up and work a little inside and it brought out an excited groan. She teased the tip around, tensing her body ready for the penetration and suddenly fucked the vibrator into herself hard. Oh fuck that’s nice, she thought as the thickness filled her and spread her open. Isobel brought images of Andrea to mind to heighten her excitement and flicked the switch on the base of the sex toy. The vibrations made her shiver and she groaned as they rushed into her body. She worked through the speeds, the pleasure climbing as the vibrations got stronger. Holding the sex toy deep inside, she squeezed herself around it and shuddered. The desire for an orgasm suddenly filled her mind and she gripped the base of the vibrator and started to fuck herself with it. The whimpers started low, but quickly built to louder cries as she worked her pussy hard, stroking the sex toy inside with increasing speed until it was flashing in and out hard. It quickly pushed her to the edge of a climax and she forced the vibrator deep as the pleasure released inside her. Her pussy walls rippled hard and combined with the strong vibrations it sent the excitement ripping through her body. Isobel squeezed herself around the sex toy as she rushed to a peak and even after it passed struggled to control the shudders. She waited for them to pass and finally relaxed to let the warm afterglow spread through her body. Images of Andrea were still flashing through her mind and she hoped that at the end of Thursday she would have more than just fantasies about the personal trainer.
 
    
 
   Isobel strived to keep the impending visit of the trainer to the back of her mind over the next few days, but it started to become all consuming and she was glad when Thursday evening finally arrived. When she got home from work, she got dressed in t-shirt and shorts and couldn’t help clock watching as the time of Andrea’s arrival drew ever closer. She jumped at the sound of the doorbell and worked to control her raging nerves as she went to answer it. The sight of the gorgeous trainer did little to calm her when she opened the door and she could already feel her pulse racing as she invited the trainer inside.
 
    
 
   She led her through to the lounge and watched as she took off her tracksuit top and bottoms to reveal a tighter exercise outfit below. “So how do we do this?” Isobel asked, keeping up the pretence of exercising as she looked for a way to make an advance.
 
    
 
   “A little stretching first,” said Andrea and got Isobel making forward lunges. She joined in and the older woman couldn’t help looking at the way the trainer’s tight shorts stretched.
 
    
 
   “I guess I should really get shorts like that,” Isobel said, “although they are kind of revealing. Do you wear panties under them?”
 
    
 
   “Nope,” giggled Andrea. “I always go commando.”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” laughed Isobel. “With tight shorts like that you’ll be putting a lot on show.”
 
    
 
   “You do seem to like looking,” Andrea teased.
 
    
 
   Isobel couldn’t help herself. “I was hoping to see you without the shorts.” She waited to see the trainer’s reaction, preparing to apologize and laugh it off as a cheeky joke if she saw any sign of offense being taken.
 
    
 
   Andrea just laughed though. “Why is that?” she said. “Do you want to do some naked exercising?”
 
    
 
   “Naked something,” went on the older woman and stopped exercising. “Will you show me?”
 
    
 
   Andrea stopped as well and Isobel could see she was breathing a little heavier. The older woman wondered if that was to do with the effort of the exercise or a sudden flush of excitement. “Sure I’ll show you,” Andrea said, the excitement suddenly showing in her voice. “Close the curtains though I don’t want anyone else to see.” Isobel moved quickly to do it and as she turned back saw that the cute trainer had already started to pull the shorts down. She watched as the naked pussy came into view, unable to hold back a gasp. Andrea did the same with the top, pulling it off so that she was left standing naked with her hands on her hips. Isobel just stared at the gorgeous sight. “So I’m naked,” laughed Andrea.
 
    
 
   Isobel took the hint, pulling her t-shirt off and then dragging her shorts down her legs. As she straightened up she reached behind her back, but was stopped by the voice of the trainer. “Come here and let me do that,” Andrea said with a grin. Isobel lowered her hands again and walked across the room. “Turn around,” Andrea went on and again Isobel did as she was told. She felt her hair being swept up from the back of her neck and shivered as she felt the kiss onto the sensitive skin. The older woman had been sure she would do all the running if her fantasies came true, but it appeared that the trainer had ideas of her own. Andrea worked her lips around the soft skin and wrapping her hands around Isobel’s body, brought them up to cup the older woman’s breasts. She squeezed onto them, enjoying the yielding sensation of the soft mounds as her fingers dug into them hard. Isobel moaned as her breasts were treated roughly, the shivers continuing to run along her spine at the attention she was suddenly receiving. The hands finally released their grip and slid around her body again, reaching for the hook of the bra and loosening it. Andrea was quick to sweep the straps from Isobel’s shoulders so that the bra fell away. She quickly reached for the breasts again, feeling the hard nipples pressing into her palms as she cupped them. She squeezed hard again and heard the moans of Isobel. It encouraged her to kiss more forcefully on the soft skin of the neck, but she eventually moved back and released her grip so that she could turn the older woman around.
 
    
 
   Andrea leaned into a kiss, pressing her body onto Isobel’s so that their breasts were forced together. The touch excited her and she quickly ended the kiss so that she could bend her head down. She licked onto the naked breasts, bringing out louder moans from Isobel. Her tongue traced wet trails on the skin as she worked her way to a nipple, drawing the hard bud into her mouth and sucking on it. She did the same on the other breast, but finally moved back a little panting for breath. Isobel tried to pull her back up straight, but Andrea pushed her off and dropped to her knees, bringing her face within inches of the panties. She could see the wetness that was starting to stain the material and flicked out her tongue to touch onto it. Isobel shuddered at the feel of her pussy being licked through the material and reached to pull her panties out of the way, eager for the touch onto her naked skin. She slipped fingers under the material and pulled it down, Andrea moving back a little to watch the naked pussy come into view. It spurred her on and she forced the older woman back until she sat down on the sofa. Pushing Isobel’s knees wide apart, the trainer moved in between and quickly leant forward so that her mouth was almost touching the naked skin. She flicked out her tongue, this time touching the tip onto the naked pussy lips and teased it up and down. Isobel leaned back in the seat and slid her ass forward until it was perched right on the edge. She felt the touch on her pussy lips become more forceful and it opened her up. The feel of the penetration made her moan and the sensation only got better as the tongue pushed in deeper. In her fantasies the positions had always been reversed with her tongue pushing into the trainer’s pussy, but the reality of suddenly being licked out was something special and she closed her eyes to enjoy it.
 
    
 
   Andrea licked in as deep as she could, the strong taste of pussy suddenly filling her mouth. It was a massive turn on and she lapped excitedly at the slick pussy walls. Bringing her fingers into play, she stroked them to the top of the pussy and forced them into the soft folds to bring out the erect clit. She pressed a finger onto it and felt the convulsions of Isobel as her body responded to the thrill of the touch. The older woman was suddenly writhing around on the sofa as she enjoyed the ride to a climax. She urged Andrea into a rougher touch and as the fingers stroked onto her clit, wriggled around on the sofa even harder. Andrea finally pulled her tongue out and changed the position, licking onto the erect bud at the top of the pussy while fucking her stiffened fingers into the wet hole. Isobel lifted her ass up from the seat and pushed herself towards the fingers, helping them to drive in deep. Her body froze as she felt the surging pleasure of the approaching climax. She was suddenly breathing hard as she felt the exhilaration overwhelm her senses. The orgasm bit deep into her as it suddenly burst into life, her muscles tensing for a brief instant before the shudders of her body ran out of control. Isobel’s loud moans filled the room as the thrill of the climax lifted her to a moment of pure bliss. Her pussy tightened around the fingers as they were fucked in deep and the shattering high was more than enough to leave her breathless and panting for more.
 
    
 
   Andrea pulled her fingers out and nuzzled the ravaged pussy, but Isobel suddenly wanted her own fantasy and was quick to push the trainer back. She got up from the sofa and pushed the younger woman down onto her back, getting on her knees between the spread open legs. She looked down at the wet panties and was quick to touch onto them, stroking her fingers along the outline of the pussy lips and enjoying the moans and shudders of the younger woman. Isobel’s touch quickly became more forceful as she tried to open up the pussy through the panties. It was an exciting moment and she pushed the silky material onto the soft inner skin of the wet pussy. It wasn’t long before she wanted more though and she brought her mouth down to the panties and kissed onto them. Andreas’s shudders became stronger and her moans louder as the pleasure of the touch rushed into her body. She urged Isobel to take the panties off, but the older woman teased at first, licking her tongue on the soft material and toying with the wet pussy through it. Her fingers finally slid between the trainer’s thighs and she reached for the edge of the panties and dragged them aside to expose the naked skin. Her tongue touched onto the pussy lips and she licked at the wetness. Her licking quickly became more frantic as she worked to open the young woman up and get inside. 
 
    
 
   The feel of the tongue sliding inside made Andrea cry out and she wriggled along the floor, pushing herself towards the touch to feel it deeper inside. She began to squeal as the excitement of what was happening started to overwhelm her senses. The tongue burrowed into her, licking at the soft pussy walls and building the pressure. Isobel was suddenly living her fantasy and started to lose control. The reality of fucking into the sweet, wet pussy was better than she could have imagined and she wanted to possess it, to make it her own. She worked her tongue around furiously as the heat of the moment grew. As she gasped for breath she eventually had to pull back and heard the disappointed groan of the trainer. “You like my tongue?” Isobel laughed through the gasps.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” groaned Andrea. “Make me cum with it. I want to feel what it’s like.” The words excited Isobel and she wasted no time in licking back inside the tight, wet pussy, forcing her tongue in as far as she could. She worked it around hard, rasping into the smooth pussy walls. Andrea started to shudder hard again and brought fingers to her clit. She needed the extra stimulation to push her over the edge and worked the erect little nub furiously as she pushed herself to a climax. Her body arched up from the floor as the passion flowed out of control. Andrea clenched her ass cheeks and tightened her muscles to bring herself ever closer to the moment of bliss and finally felt the orgasm taking hold. It ripped through her body in a few seconds of pure ecstasy and she squealed as she felt her pussy close hard around the tongue. It brought the climax to a shuddering end and she dropped back to the carpet, the breath spilling from her hard as the excitement of the moment slowly faded from her body.
 
    
 
   Andrea giggled as she felt the tongue still wriggling around inside her pussy. “Enough already,” she said and sighed as the tongue was finally withdrawn. Isobel crawled up the younger woman’s heaving body and bent down to kiss her lips. Andrea wasn’t altogether thrilled at the strong taste of her own pussy and pushed Isobel away. “This was your plan all along, wasn’t it you pervert,” she teased.
 
    
 
   Isobel grinned. “What makes you think that?’ she laughed.
 
    
 
   “You almost bit my hand off to get me here when I told you I did home visits,” Andrea went on.
 
    
 
   “You could have said no,” Isobel said.
 
    
 
   “What?” giggled Andrea, “and miss the pleasure of that golden tongue, no way.”
 
    
 
   “So you’ll be back for a few more training sessions then,” teased Isobel as she tried to kiss her personal trainer again.
 
    
 
   “Can I trust you to be good if I do?’ asked Andrea.
 
    
 
   “No,” said Isobel with a grin. “I’ll be trying to get your clothes off as soon as you set foot through the door.”
 
    
 
   “Oh I’ll definitely be back then,” said Andrea, a huge grin forming on her face as she finally succumbed to the kiss. 
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   Sandra stood looking at the school bulletin board. The message she saw the day before was still there and she again considered it. Moving to the new school hadn’t been the easiest of transfers and she had initially begged her parents to leave her where she was for her final year. Because she was only eighteen though, they weren’t happy about the long commute she would need to do each morning and night and eventually persuaded her that a transfer was the best option. A couple of weeks after starting, Sandra still felt like she stuck out as the new girl and was looking for anything that would help her blend in. The message on the bulletin board about cheerleader try outs had caught her attention. She had been involved with the squad at her last school although after a year out of cheerleading guessed she would be a little rusty. However, the chance to get on the team would hopefully help her to meet some new friends. As she stood at the bulletin board, she took out a notebook to jot down the details of the name of the girl to contact. Making the call that evening, Sandra felt nervous as she waited for it to be answered.
 
    
 
   Hi, this is Shelley,” said a cheerful voice.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” replied Sandra. “I saw the notice on the bulletin board about the cheerleading try outs.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” replied Shelley. “Well, we are still looking for a couple of new girls, so the offer is still open.”
 
    
 
   “What would I have to do?” Sandra went on.
 
    
 
   “Usually we just have anyone interested in joining try out with the senior girls,” replied Shelly. “This year that’s myself and a girl called Fiona. If you want to meet up with us tomorrow lunchtime, we can have a chat and arrange a time and place for you to show us what you can do.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, that’s no problem. My name is Sandra Graham. I just moved to the school so am looking to get involved in a few things as quickly as possible.”
 
    
 
   “Cool,” said Shelley. “Well if you come to the gym locker rooms tomorrow around one o’clock, we can take it from there. I’ll see you then, OK?”
 
    
 
   “OK,” replied Sandra and pulled the phone away from her ear as the line went dead. She spent the rest of the evening relaxing and wondering what the two girls would be like. Eventually putting it to the back of her mind though, she listened to some music for a while before finally going to bed. The next morning Sandra was up early. She was pretty enough that she generally didn’t have to make too much of an effort on her appearance for school. Knowing the image was a big part of cheerleading though, she made sure to wash and style her hair as well as put on a little makeup to emphasize her eyes and mouth. Checking her appearance in the mirror, she played with her hair until she was satisfied the look was right. She shouted bye to her parents as she left the house and walked the short distance to school.
 
    
 
   Sandra tried to keep her mind on lessons during the morning, but her thoughts kept coming back to her meeting with the two cheerleaders. When the lunch bell finally sounded, she was quickly out of her seat and made her way to the gym building. Her nerves were coming to the fore as she approached the locker room and she tried to compose herself before pushing the door open and stepping inside. The two girls turned to look as soon as they heard the door and Sandra put on her best smile as she walked to wards them.
 
    
 
   “Sandra?” one of the girls queried.
 
    
 
   “Yup,” answered Sandra. “Are you Shelley?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah and this is Fiona,” Shelly answered, pointing to the girl standing beside her. “So when did you start here?” she went on.
 
    
 
   “Only a couple of weeks ago,” replied Sandra. “My parents moved to a new home not far from here and the commute to my old school was too far, so I transferred here.”
 
    
 
   “Have you done any cheerleading before?” asked Fiona.
 
    
 
   “I was in the squad at my old school for a couple of years,” replied Sandra. “I had an accident and damaged my ankle around a year ago though, so haven’t been involved since then.”
 
    
 
   “Is the ankle OK now though?” went on Fiona.
 
    
 
   “Yeah the ankle healed fairly quickly to be honest,” said Sandra, “but by the time it was better the squad was settled and I didn’t get back in again. I was going to try again this year, but then the transfer happened, so I thought I would try out here.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” chipped in Shelley. “So when are you available so that we can put you through your paces?”
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t mind a week or so, just to get in some practice myself,” said Sandra. “But after that can try out whenever you want.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” carried on Shelley. “How about we meet at my house next weekend? It will give us a little privacy to see your skills and make a decision about whether to include you in the squad.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, I can do that,” Sandra said. ”I’ll look forward to it.”
 
    
 
   “Not as much as we will,” laughed Fiona. Sandra’s brow furrowed as she wondered what was meant by the comment. She was about to ask, but finally decided to shrug it off and saying thanks to the girls, she left the locker room.
 
    
 
   Over the next few days, Sandra started to practice her moves in the evening and slowly got back into the cheerleading groove. Even after a year out, she found the skills coming back naturally and started to feel a little more confident about the try out. A couple of days before it was due she met Shelly again and was given details of her address. She saw that the home wasn’t too far from her own and thought it would be fairly easy to find. As Saturday morning dawned, she got up early to shower and get ready. She put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and after eating a little breakfast set out to find Shelley’s home. The early morning sunshine was nice and Sandra took her time to enjoy it as she made her way towards her destination. She finally found the street she wanted and walked along it until she was standing in front of the correct house. OK well here goes nothing, she thought, as she opened the garden gate and walked up the path to the property. The knock on the door was answered quickly and Sandra couldn’t help admiring Shelley’s long shapely legs when she saw her in the cheerleader outfit.
 
    
 
   “Is that the school colors?’ asked Sandra as she was invited inside.
 
    
 
   “Yup, do you like?” Shelley laughed.
 
    
 
   “It certainly looks good on you,” Sandra replied.
 
    
 
   “Well flattery will get you everywhere,” teased Shelley and Sandra felt herself flush a little. “Come through to the lounge first,” Shelly continued. “Fiona is here already and waiting.”
 
    
 
   “Are your parents not around?” asked Sandra as she was led through to the lounge. She looked at Fiona as she entered and saw that the other senior cheerleader was slumped in an armchair, the short skirt hitched so high that her panties were almost on view.
 
    
 
   “Nope, no parents, they’ve gone out,” said Shelley. “It’s just the three of us for the day.” 
 
    
 
   Fiona sat up as the other two moved across the room. “So are you ready?” she asked with a grin.
 
    
 
   “I think so,” Sandra replied. “I have been practicing since we met the last time and the moves are coming back to me.”
 
    
 
   “OK, well your outfit is sitting there,” said Shelly pointing to the sofa. 
 
    
 
   Sandra looked across and saw a school cheerleader outfit sitting ready for her. “I need to wear that for the tryout?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” went on Shelley. “We like to see what girls look like wearing the outfit. It helps in making the decision about whether to let them into the squad.”
 
    
 
   Sandra shrugged her shoulders. “OK,” she said. “Where can I get changed?”
 
    
 
   Fiona laughed. “You’re not shy are you,” she said. “What’s wrong with getting changed right here.”
 
    
 
   Sandra shrugged again. “No I’m not shy,” she replied. She moved across to the sofa and keeping her back to the other two, pulled her t-shirt up her body and off. Reaching for the cheerleading top, she slipped it on and smoothed it down into place. She then reached for the button at the front of her waist and released it, leaning forward as she stroked the shorts down her legs. She could feel her panties pulling into her butt crease and when she straightened up slid a finger under the edge to adjust them to be a little more comfortable. Sandra could hear the other two whispering, but couldn’t quite catch what they were saying. For some reason she had the impression that their eyes would be checking out her ass, but tried to shake off the notion as just being silly. Picking up the skirt she stepped into it and pulled it up around her waist, fastening the button to secure it in place. The skirt was short and just about reached the top of her thighs and no more. Sandra finally turned and saw the gaze of the other two girls quickly lift up to her face. It didn’t do anything to rid her of the notion that they had been looking at her ass, but again she tried to shake off the feeling.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Fiona. “You fill that out pretty good.” She stood up and walked across the room. “Turn around,” she went on and as Sandra did, Fiona smoothed the skirt down, running her hand over the curve of the cute ass. Sandra moved away, but didn’t get the chance to say anything about being touched as Shelly was quick to speak.
 
    
 
   “OK, let’s go in the garden,” she said. “It’s private and there is plenty of space to move around so you can show us what you can do.” Shelly led the way through the kitchen and out the back door, with the other two following.
 
    
 
   “What do you want me to do?” asked Sandra once the three of them were standing in the garden.
 
    
 
   “The basics to start with,” said Shelley, “how about showing us the splits.” Sandra was quick to drop into position, easily landing the splits and holding it. “Nice,” said Shelley. “How about some cartwheels.” Sandra easily got up and started to turn a few cartwheels. She could see the two girls watching her, their eyes seeming checking out her panties each time her skirt flew up. “OK,” said Shelly. “Do a handstand and Fiona will grab your legs to steady you.”
 
    
 
   Sandra walked across the garden towards the two girls, placing her hands on the ground and throwing her legs up into a handstand. She felt the skirt fall down, exposing her panties and as her legs were caught, Fiona was quick to spread them apart. There was nothing Sandra could do and she just waited to be released. The sudden touch on her ass startled her.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” she said. “What’s that got to do with cheerleading?” She struggled a little, but Fiona held her ankles tight as Shelley’s hand ran from her ass to between her spread open legs. Sandra struggled a little more, but could do nothing as the fingers caressed along her pussy lips. She was suddenly aware of the growing heat between her thighs as the pleasure of the touch sank in, but still backed off when her ankles were eventually let go and she dropped back to her feet. “What’s going on?” she exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, keep your voice down,” giggled Shelley. “It might be private, but if the neighbors come out they will still hear you.” 
 
    
 
   Sandra just stood and stared. She could still feel the effects of the touch onto her panties and couldn’t help a shiver running along her spine. “What’s the deal, touching me?’ she said in a quieter voice.
 
    
 
   “Oh, let’s just say that when we see a pretty girl in that outfit it’s not just her cheerleading skills we are interested in,” laughed Fiona. “And you do look really cute.”
 
    
 
   “And what if I say no to what you are obviously asking?” asked Sandra.
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t bode too well for your application to our squad,” went on Fiona. “Doesn’t mean you won’t get on it, but we tend to look a little less favorably on those that don’t want to join in our fun.”
 
    
 
   Sandra shivered again. She had never had a girl come onto her before, let alone two, and was surprised to realize that she was a little flattered by it. The touch between her thighs had felt nice and she wondered what else the girls would do to her it she gave them what they wanted. The desire to find out suddenly came on strong, but she continued to just stare. Obviously trying to find out what her response would be, Shelley closed the distance between them and Sandra made no effort to back off as the senior cheerleader leant forward into a kiss. The soft brush of the lips across her own brought out a gasp and she felt the passion in her body rise as the kiss became more forceful. As soon as Shelley backed off, Fiona was quick to move in and kiss her and it started to excite her even more.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you want to see my bedroom,” said Shelley with a grin and Sandra did nothing to stop the two senior cheerleaders as they took hold of her wrists and pulled her back inside. She was dragged along the hallway and up the stairs. The door of the bedroom was quickly closed as she was pulled inside and Sandra still made no effort at resistance as she was dragged across the room and pushed down onto the bed.
 
    
 
   Fiona turned to Shelley with a grin. “Tits or pussy first?” she laughed.
 
    
 
   “Let’s start up top,’ replied Shelley and work our way down. The quickly climbed onto the bed, shuffling across it on their knees until they were settled either side of Sandra. They glanced at each other first and grinned at what they were about to do and then both reached out a hand to grab at a breast. Sandra froze as her tits were squeezed hard, the sensation making her hold her breath. She let it out in an excited sigh as her tits were kneaded, the girls working the soft mounds through the cheerleader outfit. It wasn’t long before they wanted more though. Sandra was dragged up into a sitting position, the cheerleader top pulled off her body and then she was pushed down onto her back again. She was breathing hard as the two girls grabbed at her tits, this time touching onto bra and naked skin. Looking down, she saw the fingers working inside the bra cups and shuddered as she felt the touch onto her nipples. It seemed to excite the two senior cheerleaders, who almost in unison dragged the tits out of the bra cups to completely expose the naked skin. They seemed to be mirroring each others movements, their fingers trailing around the soft mounds and then circling around the nipples. Sandra arched her back as the pure thrill of the touch started to set her alight. What was happening was the most unbelievable experience and she could feel how wet her panties were getting as the fingers played with her tits. She felt her nipples being rolled between thumb and forefinger and let out a gasp as her chest shuddered hard.
 
    
 
   Sandra closed her eyes, her concentration suddenly focused on the pleasure in her breasts. The touch was gorgeous and she could feel her nipples hardening as the two girls continued to play with them. The touch onto them got a little rougher and it brought a louder gasp from Sandra, her body arching up from the bed again as she started to lose control of her senses. She opened her eyes as the touch stopped and watched as the two senior cheerleaders bent their heads down. Expecting the touch of lips and tongue on her nipples she quickly closed her eyes again, but groaned as she felt the kisses onto her neck. A hand reached for her chin and pushed it back to expose more of the skin and the kisses worked around, coming close to her ears and licking on the lobes. Sandra’s chest started to heave a little harder as the kisses moved lower and worked onto her breasts. The feel of the touch onto her nipples again brought out a shiver and she groaned as her nipples were sucked into warm, wet mouths. The gentle touch of the tongues grew more forceful as the excitement of what they were being allowed to do gripped Shelley and Fiona. They sucked hard at the nipples, keeping their tongues rasping over the hard little nubs until it was almost driving Sandra crazy with desire.
 
    
 
   Shelley seemed to love playing with a breast and continued to tease a hard nipple, but Fiona finally broke off and started to kiss lower. Sandra tensed as the two girls spilt up for the first time, Fiona’s mouth making her skin flutter hard as it traced a path straight down from her breast towards her belly button. Fiona’s tongue slid into it, the tip teasing the skin gently before stroking a wet trail down Sandra’s midriff to the top of the cheerleader skirt. As she started trying to pull it off, Shelley looked down and suddenly realized she had been left behind. She took her time though, slowly working lower to plant kisses onto the soft skin and by the time she reached Sandra’s waist, Fiona had already loosened the cheerleader skirt and was pulling it down the toned legs. She worked it free and threw it on the floor, dropping down to kiss onto Sandra’s ankle. As Fiona worked kisses back up the silky smooth legs, Shelley flicked out her tongue and licked along the top of the panties, taking her time to taste the naked skin as she waited for Fiona to come back up. The sensation of being licked and kissed by the two girls was incredible, almost better than anything she ever felt before. In her experiences with boys, they had always wanted to get into her panties as quickly as possible and feeling the two girls slowly teasing her up towards a climax was something special. She felt her legs being pushed open as Fiona’s tongue reached her inner thigh and let out a groan at the touch onto the sensitive skin. She didn’t need any encouragement to open her legs and was quick to part them wider as the tongue brushed slowly higher. As Fiona reached the panties, Shelley was quick to work her mouth onto them also and suddenly, the touch of two tongues licking onto her pussy through the soft material was sending Sandra’s excitement higher. She clenched her ass cheeks as the pure thrill of the touch worked into her body. 
 
    
 
   The two senior cheerleaders lapped hard at the growing wet stain, trying to get the taste of pussy into their mouths. Time and time again they smeared their lips with the pussy wetness and then lifted their heads to kiss each other hard. It seemed to be a massive turn on for them and they started trying to push Sandra’s legs even wider to get in between and lick hard along the outline of the slick pussy lips. They were taking turns, meaning that the touch onto Sandra was almost continuous and she felt herself starting to lose control. Her hips bucked up from the bed as she pushed herself at the mouths playing with her and with her ass pushed up from the bed, she felt hands moving under her and grabbing at the waistband of her panties. They were yanked down roughly to below her knees, but the two girls were obviously desperate for the touch onto naked pussy and quickly kissed onto it. Their tongues pushed at the pussy lips, trying to open Sandra up to get at the smooth inner skin. They could taste the wetness of the soaked pussy and lapped at it hard in their eagerness to get inside. Having two tongues push into her brought out a huge groan from Sandra as the heat of the moment took hold. She was suddenly begging for more and felt the fingers playing on the wet skin between her thighs as Shelley and Fiona tried to pull the wet hole open wider. Their tongues thrust inside, pushing deep and they could feel their lips and chins getting coated in the growing wetness as they pushed hard between Sandra’s thighs. One tongue finally pulled out, but was quick to search out the clit and touch onto it. Sandra tensed as her body arched up from the bed, the electric sensation of the touch onto her clit driving her ever closer to an orgasm.
 
    
 
   At first the tongue pressed forcefully against the hard little bud, but they started to rapidly flick back and forth over it. The tongue inside her pussy, pushed deeper still until the sensation was making Sandra cry out. The teasing of her pussy and clit just go better and better as the two girls set about really pushing Sandra towards a climax. She started to writhe around on the bed as the pleasure climbed to an unbearable sensation, her pulse racing completely out of control and her breathing coming out in short, hard gasps. Just when she thought that things couldn’t get any better, the tongue in her pussy pulled out and suddenly there were stiffened fingers competing between her parted thighs to get inside the wet hole. Both tongues now started to play with the erect clit as the fingers teased around the entrance to the wet hole, working to get inside. Sandra let out a loud cry as the finger fucked into her hard.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, she’s a noisy little slut, don’t you think,” said Fiona.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” laughed Shelley. “We need a way to shut her up.” She looked at the panties still sitting just below Sandra’s knees and Fiona cottoned on to what her friend wanted almost straight away. They pulled their fingers out the wet pussy and Sandra dragged the panties down Sandra’s legs and off. “Make them wet first,” Shelly went on, her laughter getting louder. Fiona brought the panties up and rubbed them between Sandra’s thighs, smearing them in the pussy wetness.
 
    
 
   Sandra lay breathing hard, wondering what was going on, but realized straight away as she saw Fiona bringing the panties to her face. “No,” she groaned, turning her head to the side to try and avoid them being forced into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “You’re too fucking noisy,” said Shelley. “If my parents come back they’ll go nuts if they find me fucking a girl in my bedroom.” She grabbed Sandra’s head and forced it around.
 
    
 
   “Open wide,” teased Fiona as she pushed the panties against the soft lips. Sandra still resisted. “If you don’t do it we won’t make you cum,” Fiona continued to tease. Sandra wanted nothing else in the world but for the two girls to bring her to a climax and finally realized that if it was going to happen she would need to play along. She opened her mouth and let Fiona pushed the balled up panties inside. The taste of her own pussy filled her mouth and she was surprised to see that it turned her on even more. She licked her tongue onto the soft material and moaned, the sound now muffled.
 
    
 
   “That’s better,” said Shelley, turning her attention back to the wet pussy. She bent down and started to lick on clit again. At first Fiona didn’t join her, smiling as she bent down to kiss onto the soft lips. She forced her tongue into Sandra’s mouth, licking onto the panties and working it around the wet material. It was an incredibly erotic experience and she knew it would be something she wanted to do again. She kept her lips pressed against Sandra, kissing more forcefully as she continued to lick at the balled up panties. Finally backing off though, she looked down to see Shelley stroking her fingers at the entrance to the wet hole. She was about to join her, when a better idea came into her head.
 
    
 
   “Do you think our new little slut has a cute asshole?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Shelley raised her head and grinned. “Well I guess there is only one way to find out,” she answered.
 
    
 
   Sandra’s squeal was muffled by the panties in her mouth as she was forced over onto her belly. Fiona grabbed some pillows from the top of the bed and forced them under Sandra’s waist. It lifted her ass up and suddenly she could feel the hands stroking over the soft skin of her rounded cheeks. She forced her face into the covers as the thrill of what was about to happen lodged in her mind.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, that’s so nice,” said Fiona and Sandra let out another squeal, her body shuddering, as the hand spanked down hard onto her ass. Fiona giggled. “Look at the red hand print,” she said. “You try it Shelley.” Sandra tried to shout no, but the panties muffled her voice and she just had to grin and bear it as the spanks rained down on her skin. The pain of each gave her body a jolt, but it quickly faded to a warm glow that only served to heighten the excitement she was feeling. The two girls finally stopped and stroked their hands onto the reddened skin. The sudden feel of the soft kisses onto her ass eased the pain for Sandra and it cooled further as the two girls started licking onto the skin. They finally moved back and Sandra froze as she felt the hands squeeze onto her buttocks. They were spread apart and she waited to see what happened as her asshole was exposed.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, look at that,” groaned Fiona. “Jeez it’s pretty.” Sandra convulsed as the fingers lightly brushed across her asshole. The sensation of the touch was gorgeous and she didn’t have to wait long for more. The two girls took it in turns to work their fingers across the tight hole, the pure pleasure of the touch taking Sandra by surprise.
 
    
 
   “Get it wet,” said Shelley and Sandra convulsed again as this time a tongue teased onto her asshole. The warm, wet touch was something else and she pushed herself up against it. She could feel the girls taking turns to play with her and again it meant the touch onto her body was almost continuous. When they started to drop spit into her butt crease she was pretty sure what was coming, but it still took her breath away. The feel of the finger pushing hard brought out a muffled groan. The wetness of the spit helped and suddenly she was opened up. Sandra reveled in the sensation of the finger pushing inside, her asshole closing around it tightly as it was slowly worked in deep.
 
    
 
   “Do you think you can get yours in too,” laughed Shelley. Sandra closed her eyes as a second finger teased around the rim of her asshole. She groaned as it started to force against her and her asshole was spread wider as the tip worked inside and suddenly she couldn’t believe that she had two fingers playing with her asshole. The feel of it was unbelievable and just got better as the second finger worked deep as well. Both fingers were left all the way inside as the two girls worked their free hands between Sandra’s thighs and started to tease around the wet opening for a second time. They quickly worked their fingers inside and before she knew what was happening, Sandra felt her pussy being finger fucked towards an orgasm. The two girls started to play hard, driving their fingers into the wet hole harder and faster as the excitement of what they were doing took over. Having both holes filled so full was something that Sandra suddenly couldn’t get enough off. She tried to push herself back against it, but there was no need for her to do anything and she eventually just settled onto the pillows under her waist and let the pleasure climb to a high.
 
    
 
   The fingering of her pussy became frantic and suddenly she was in a rush towards a climax. It came up on her quickly and as she reached the brink, she clenched her ass cheeks hard. Her muffled scream was still loud as she felt her holes close tightly around the fingers. The orgasm lit up her body and she started to writhe around as the spasms of her pussy walls were suddenly her whole world. She squealed again and again as the pleasure just kept increasing until the climax peaked in a flurry of shudders. Even as it passed the two girls kept their fingers pushed deep and Sandra waited for the final thrill of them being pulled out. When it happened she shuddered uncontrollably, setting down onto the bed to try and recover her senses. When she finally raised her head she spat out the balled up panties and gasped for breath.
 
    
 
   “Well I think we might find a place for you on the squad,” teased Fiona as she planted a final spank onto Sandra’s naked ass.
 
    
 
   Shelly joined in the teasing. “I don’t know,” she said. “I think we might need a second try out just to make sure.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck off,” exclaimed Sandra. “I think I did enough to get on the squad.”
 
    
 
   Shelley laughed. “You just lay there and took what we gave you, “ she went on. “We still need to find out how good you are at licking pussy.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Sandra. “Well, I’m free next Saturday if you two are.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Dreaming of Wet Pussy
 
   Sasha looked at her watch. “Shit, shit,” she cursed to herself as she saw that the time was coming up to 8.30 in the morning. She was worried about being late for work, but her curse was more aimed at the fact she liked to be standing at the elevator at exactly 8.30 because she knew her pretty neighbor would be there. She wasn’t sure of her neighbor’s name, but the woman always seemed to be at the elevator at exactly the same time each day. Sasha had noticed it for a couple of weeks now and in the last few days had shared a smile and a greeting with the pretty woman each time. The elevator was always fairly crowded though and Sasha never got a chance to take it much past hello. Getting a smile was enough to stir her fantasies though and she had started wondering what would happen if she got the woman alone in the elevator. It was probably nothing more than a dirty fantasy, but over the last couple of nights Sasha had played with herself hard as the thrill of the fantasy grew in her mind.
 
    
 
   Looking at her watch again, Sasha saw that the hands had almost reached 8.30. She had woken up late and was still frantically drying her wet hair, but finally decided to just sweep her long blonde tresses back into a ponytail and let it dry naturally. She quickly applied some blusher and lip gloss and checked her appearance in the mirror. That’ll have to do she thought, as she swept a few stray hairs behind her ears. Grabbing her bag, Sasha moved to the front door of her apartment and went out into the hallway. She saw some people moving into the elevator and shouted for it to be held as she ran along the hallway. The doors were still open as she got there and she stepped inside to see her pretty neighbor standing with a finger pressed onto the button that stopped the doors closing.
 
    
 
   Sasha smiled. “Thanks,” she said. “I’m running a little late today.”
 
    
 
   “Happens to the best of us,” the neighbor replied, a smile lighting up her face. The sight of the smile made Sasha’s mind flash back to the fantasy she had the night before of kissing onto the soft lips and then working down the neighbors body to see how wet the kisses made her pussy. The sound of the voice broke into her thoughts.
 
    
 
   “You look miles away,” the neighbor said. “You must be thinking about something really nice.”
 
    
 
   Sasha couldn’t help herself flushing a little, suddenly conscious of the heat in her cheeks. “Oh, just wondering what work has in store for me today,” she lied and looked down at the floor of the elevator. The doors finally opened at the ground floor and everyone moved out, heading for the sidewalk and the start of another day.
 
    
 
   “See you,” the neighbor said as she left the apartment building.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, have a nice day,” replied Sasha and smiled, wondering how red her cheeks really were. She watched as the neighbor set off along the sidewalk and then turned to walk in the opposite direction. Pity we don’t walk the same was she thought, but put it to the back of her mind and headed for work.
 
    
 
   Try as she might to forget about the morning conversation, it kept popping into Sasha’s mind throughout the day. It was the longest they had ever talked and she wondered if the neighbor had noticed her flushed cheeks after asking about her thoughts. Sasha hoped not, but it was too late to worry about it and she decided to just get on with her work. The day passed slowly and ended up being longer than expected when one of the bosses asked if she could stay late to finish typing some work. Sasha agreed and it was closing in on eight in the evening when she finally finished and left her office building. She felt a little tired, but decided to go for something to eat first rather than making her way home and having to cook something. As she sat in a diner, her mind drifted back to the morning conversation yet again. Her fantasies about her pretty neighbor were getting stronger by the day and she sat wondering whether she could to turn them into reality. She had absolutely no idea whether the neighbor liked boys or girls and suspected that her dream of wet pussy was likely to stay just that, a dream. There’s always hope though, thought Sasha with a grin as she finally finished her meal and paid. 
 
    
 
   Leaving the diner she made her way to the nearest bus stop. The trip home was quicker because it was later in the day and not being part of the usual evening rush hour squeeze felt good. Sasha had a seat to herself and relaxed to just let the sights of the city wash over her during the journey. She finally got down at her stop and set out on the short walk to her apartment building. Stepping through the front door of the building she saw the doors of the elevator were open. Shouting for the elevator to be held she made her way quickly across to it. Her eyes opened wide as she stepped inside and saw the pretty neighbor with her finger pressed on the button to hold the door open.
 
    
 
   “We’re making a habit of this,” teased the neighbor with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Yeah sorry about that,” replied Sasha. “I seem to be employing you as my personal elevator woman today.” 
 
    
 
   The neighbor laughed louder and introduced herself as Diane and Sasha returned the compliment. She couldn’t help gazing at her neighbor’s pretty face, but looked away when she realized she was staring.
 
    
 
   “Having more nice thoughts?” teased Diane and Sasha looked back at her to see the cheeky grin on her face. “Considering how red your face went this morning, your thoughts must have been really good,” Diane laughed.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you noticed that,” said Sasha, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed.
 
    
 
   “It was hard not too,” replied Diane. The elevator came to their floor and they stepped out. “Maybe you could tell me about those thoughts sometime,” she went on.
 
    
 
   “Oh I don’t know about that,” said Sasha.
 
    
 
   “Wow, maybe I was right and they were about me,” Diane teased and Sasha looked up. “See you tomorrow…, hopefully,” was Diane’s parting shot as she turned and headed towards her apartment.
 
    
 
   Sasha tried to think of a good reply, but in the end just stared as the gorgeous figure of her neighbor disappeared from view along the hallway and into her apartment. She turned and went along to her own, feeling a little thrilled at the events that had just taken place and found that she was already looking forward to the next day. Moving to her bedroom when she entered the apartment, she undressed and went to have a shower, putting on a nightdress when she returned. She watched a little television to relax, but eventually got bored with it and decided to go to bed. Her mind was racing with dirty thoughts, but for once she felt too tired to play and pushed them aside so that she could sleep. The following morning she was awake early, making sure that she was up and dressed in plenty of time to leave for 8.30. As she walked along to the elevator, she saw her pretty neighbor coming out of her apartment and smiled as she approached.
 
    
 
   “Up on time this morning,” teased Diane.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, no sleeping in for me today,” replied Sasha. The elevator doors opened and it was a bit of crush to get in. She felt her pulse quicken a little as she was forced against her neighbor’s body. The elevator was too crowded for talking and Sasha just stood and took in the gorgeous scent of Diane’s hair. She tried to remain calm, but being pushed so close together was making it difficult and her heartbeat quickened further. When the elevator doors finally opened at the ground floor, Diane moved out and Sasha followed. 
 
    
 
   As they reached the door of the apartment building, Diane turned. “Well have a nice day,” she said. “I’ll be back at eight this evening. Maybe I’ll see you then.” 
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Sasha, the words she had just heard doing little to calm her racing pulse. Straight away she knew she would be coming home late that evening and wondered if her boss would want her to work late again. In the end he didn’t and by six o’clock Sasha had finished for the day. She decided to go and kill some time in a local mall, taking her time to look around the stores and then having something to eat. She kept a constant eye on her watch and as the time approached 7.30 she went to catch a bus ride home, knowing that it would get her there just before eight. Walking the short distance to her apartment building after getting off the bus, she hung around across the street to see if Diane came home. At five minutes after eight she was about to give up and go inside when she finally saw her neighbor stepping quickly along the sidewalk towards the apartment building. Sasha waited until Diane had nearly reached the door before crossing the street, moving into the building just after and walking up behind her as she waited at the elevator.
 
    
 
   “You’re late,” Sasha said.
 
    
 
   Diane laughed as she turned and saw who it was. “Been waiting have you?” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Maybe,” said Sasha with a grin. The ping of the elevator sent a flicker of desire flashing through her body and when the doors opened they were the only two to get inside. 
 
    
 
   They stood silently as the doors closed, but Diane turned once they had. “So are you going to tell me about the thoughts that made your cheeks flush yesterday?” she continued to tease, a pretty smile lighting up her face.
 
    
 
   As soon as she saw it, Sasha couldn’t help herself and the temptation to do more than tell came on strong. “I’m not really one for telling stories,” she said with a grin. “Maybe I should just show you what I was thinking about.” She waited until she heard the ping as they reached their floor, quickly stretching out a hand to flick the emergency stop switch and keep the doors closed. The elevator came to a juddering halt and she stared at Diane, waiting to see her reaction. The smile on her neighbor’s face widened and Sasha felt a flash of desire at the realization that her fantasies might just be about to come true. She stood just staring, not quite believing her luck.
 
    
 
   “So what are you waiting for?” laughed Diane. The words spurred Sasha into action and she stepped forward into a kiss, brushing her lips gently onto Diane’s mouth to start with, but quickly pressing forward into a more forceful kiss. As the passion between them grew, Sasha wrapped her arms around her neighbor and pulled her close, the feel of the soft breasts pressing onto her own stirring her desire. 
 
    
 
    
 
   The kiss finally broke and Diane let out a gasp. “Is that all you fantasize about?” she asked quietly.
 
    
 
   “No,” said Sasha, still holding her neighbor tightly.
 
    
 
   “So show me the rest,” urged Diane.
 
    
 
   Sasha again couldn’t believe her luck that Diane wanted to play out her dirty fantasies, but this time didn’t hesitate. Her hand reached out to the top button on her neighbor’s blouse and undid it. Diane just looked down and watched, not saying anything as the hands moved lower, working the buttons loose. Sasha pulled the blouse out of the skirt and pushed the sides apart, her eyes settling on the cute pink and white bra. She traced her hand slowly from Diane’s waist to the bra, her fingers caressing the naked skin. Working her fingers onto the bra she cupped the breast and squeezed, looking up at Diane’s face as she heard the soft gasp.
 
    
 
   “You like that?” Sasha asked.
 
    
 
   “Do it without the bra in the way,” urged her neighbor. Sasha slid a hand inside the bra cup and it was her that let out a gasp this time as she felt her fingers touch against the hard nipple. It stirred her desire and she was quick to expose the breast and touch onto the nipple again, teasing it between her thumb and forefinger. She bent her head down and wet the nipple with her tongue, flicking it back and forth over the tip as she continued to hold it. Her excitement grew as she heard the moans of Dian and she was quick to start working her lips around the soft mound, planting kisses onto the smooth skin. As she kissed, she brought a hand to the other breast and worked it out of the bra cup. Her mouth started to move from nipple to nipple and she felt Diane’s hand grab the back of her neck and hold her tightly. Her breathing became labored as the heat of the moment rose and she couldn’t help wondering just how wet her neighbor was getting. She could feel the damp patch growing on her own panties and the sudden desire to taste pussy came over her. Diane was still holding her tight and she had to force her head back to move away from the breasts. She licked wet trails around the nipples with her tongue and kissed onto the hard little buds. Her breathing became even more ragged as she played, but she finally pulled herself free of Diane’s grip and pushed her pretty neighbor against the wall of the elevator.
 
    
 
   Sasha started to kiss lower, playing out her fantasy as she moved her lips over her neighbor’s toned midriff. She worked kisses around the belly button and could feel the contraction of the muscles each time she touched her mouth onto the skin. It was an erotic experience that she couldn’t get enough of and she took her time to play. Diane’s fingers stroked across Sasha’s head and released the tie holding the ponytail in place to let the blonde hair cascade down. She wound her fingers into it and played with the soft tresses as the kisses rained onto her body. Sasha shivered at the feel of the fingers stroking through her hair and started to kiss lower again, working her mouth to the waistband of the skirt. She reached for the buttons at Diane’s hips and released them, moving back to watch the skirt slide down her neighbor’s smooth legs. The sight of the pink and white panties drove Sasha’s passion for what she was doing higher still. She pushed Diane’s legs apart a little and let out a gasp as she saw the growing wetness that was staining the panties. Her hand reached for it and Diane shuddered as the fingers touched onto the material. Working her fingers around, Sasha stroked onto the pussy lips below so that she could coat her fingertips in the wetness. She brought the fingers up to her mouth and licked onto them, the passion inside exploding as she tasted pussy. It was always the part in her fantasy where she lost control and she found that the reality was even better.
 
    
 
   Pushing forward quickly Sasha kissed onto the silky material, her mouth homing in on the wet stain. A stronger scent and taste of pussy filled her senses and she was suddenly kissing hard. Diane tightened her grip on the blonde air as the pleasure of the touch on her panties made her tense. Her pulse was hammering as the tongue started to tease along the outline of her pussy lips, the wetness leaking from her making the material of the panties transparent. Sasha noticed this when she moved back to catch a breath and touched her fingers onto the pussy lips through the material. The sight of what she was doing was something special, but she suddenly wanted the panties out of the way. Sliding her fingers to the edge of the gusset, she pulled the panties aside, grinning as the gorgeous sight of the naked pussy lips came into view. She kissed onto them and felt her lips getting wetter still. As she held her mouth against the slick skin, Sasha flicked out her tongue, teasing it onto the pussy lips. She felt them opening and pushed a little harder to dip the tip of her tongue inside. The touch onto the soft inner skin was gorgeous and she was suddenly pushing harder to get her tongue deeper inside, lapping at the slick pussy walls. She started to circle her tongue around hard, and felt her neighbor again reach for the back of her neck. Diane pulled her tightly onto the wet pussy and started to beg for an even harder touch. Sasha gave her neighbor what she wanted, working her tongue around furiously and pushing it as deep as she could.
 
    
 
   As she started to gasp for breath, Sasha pulled back a little and felt the grip on her head being released. She brought a hand up between the parted thighs as she sucked in a lungful of air, watching as she teased her fingers along the slick pussy lips. Sliding her free hand to the waistband of the panties she pulled them down Diane’s legs, quickly working them all the way to the ankles. Moving back up, she resumed stroking fingers along the wet pussy lips and moved her other hand to the top of the pussy. She worked to expose the erect clit and as she slid her fingers up stroked onto the hard little nub. Diane shuddered and her knees seemed to buckle a little as the pleasure of the touch on her clit rushed her senses.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that’s nice,” she moaned and begged for more. Sasha held the tip of her finger onto the clit and pressed hard, Diane’s shudders growing stronger as her excitement grew. Finally getting her breathing back under control, Sasha leant forward, moving her fingers lower so that she could touch the tip of her tongue onto the wet clit. She pressed onto it first, before circling her tongue around it. Diane’s moans grew louder and Sasha wondered if anyone would be able to hear. Her tongue circled hard around the clit and then started licking onto it. Not letting up her pressure on the erect nub, she pushed fingers against her pretty neighbor’s pussy lips and felt the wet hole open up to her touch. Diane’s moans got louder still as she felt the fingertips push inside and stroke onto the soft inner skin. The feeling was electric and her body tensed as she got ready for the sensation of the fingers pushing in deep. The fingers teased around just inside though until she was desperate for the feel of them fully inside.
 
    
 
   “Do it,” she started to beg, repeating the phrase over and over until she got what she wanted. The words turned to moans as the fingers fucked in hard, pushing all the way inside and spreading her pussy lips wide. As they were held deep, she tried to squeeze herself around them, tightening her pussy around the penetration. The thrill in her body climbed, slowly becoming unbearable as she moved ever closer to the release of an orgasm. Sasha started to finger fuck the wet pussy, moving slowly at first, but gradually upping the tempo until her fingers were flashing in and out hard. Diane seemed to buckle even more as the power drained from her legs. She pushed her back hard against the elevator wall to hold herself up and started to cry out as the touch on her pussy and clit drove her crazy.
 
    
 
   Sasha could sense that her pretty neighbor was fast closing in on a climax and worked harder. Her tongue rasped roughly onto clit as she pumped her fingers in and out of pussy frantically. Diane was gasping hard as pleasure of the finger fuck overwhelmed her. The heat in her pussy grew out of control and she suddenly gritted her teeth to hold back the massive scream that threatened to erupt. Her body went tense as she felt the onset of the climax and suddenly she was struggling to hold herself up as her legs lost all power. The heat rushed out from her center and she felt the hard rippling of her pussy walls as they closed tightly around the fingers. Sasha pushed in deep and shivered as she felt her fingers being squeezed. She licked ever harder on clit to heighten Diane’s pleasure and heard the squeal as her neighbor rushed up to a high that left her panting hard. As she felt the fingers being pulled out, Diane slid to the floor in a disheveled state, her half naked body heaving.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you do that good,” she gasped as she felt afterglow of the orgasm wash through her veins.
 
    
 
   “So do you like my fantasy about you then?” Sasha teased.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” replied Diane. “Now let’s see if you like mine.” Sasha giggled as she was suddenly grabbed and pushed to the floor on her hands and knees. The giggling quickly stopped though as she felt Diane move behind her and push the skirt up the back of her thighs. The exhilaration she had felt at making her neighbor orgasm was suddenly eclipsed as her panties were revealed and fingers touched onto the material, slowly stroking around her rounded cheeks. Her excitement grew further as she heard the soft words being spoken.
 
    
 
   “You might fantasize about wet pussy,” said Diane, “but my fantasies are about a different hole altogether.”
 
    
 
   Sasha gasped. She occasionally touched onto her asshole as she played with herself, but had yet to have someone else do it for her. It looked as if that was about to change and she moaned as the touch onto her ass grew stronger. Diane teased her fingers around the panties, pushing the material into the tight butt crease so that it touched onto asshole. Sasha moaned louder at the sensation of the finger brushing across her asshole through the panties and pushed herself back against the touch. Diane only played for a short while though, before grabbing the top of the panties and peeling them out of the way. She smiled at the sight of the naked ass and slid her hand onto it immediately. The touch onto the smooth skin was gorgeous and she worked her fingers around before they finally settled at the top of the butt crease. Slowly working her hand lower, she forced a finger into the crease and grinned as Sasha shuddered hard as it touched onto the tight hole.
 
    
 
   “You like that do you?” Diane teased as she forced her finger against the hole. The only response she got from Sasha was gasps and louder moans. Diane used her free hand to spread the cheeks apart so that she could get a better view of her finger playing with the hole and moved close. The temptation to lick was too great and when she moved her finger away, she quickly replaced it with tongue. Sasha squealed at the feel of the wet tongue stroking across her asshole. She wriggled around, but Diane gripped her hips tightly and held her in place as she worked. She lapped across the tight hole hard at first and then teased the tip of her tongue rapidly back and forth. Sasha continued to try and wriggle around as the pleasure of the touch swept through her body, but she was held just too tight to do anything other than take what she was being given. It was the one of the most gorgeous sensations of her life and she closed her eyes and hung her head as Diane went to work on her, pushing her tongue hard against the hole in an attempt to force it inside. Sasha let out a loud gasp as the tip of the tongue worked its way inside, the touch on the silky inner skin of her asshole being something she wanted more and more of. She urged her neighbor to lick deeper and squealed at the penetration of the tongue into her tight hole.
 
    
 
   Diane finally moved her head back again. The asshole was wet with spit, but she wanted it wetter so stroked her fingers between Sasha’s thighs, working them around and then stroking the pussy wetness to the tight hole. Each time she did it, the hole got wetter and she finally slid a finger in and out of Sasha’s pussy to make it slick. Pulling the rounded cheeks apart, she withdrew her finger from the wet hole and stroked it higher. Pushing it onto asshole, she applied a little pressure and grinned as she felt the resistance. She loved to work past it and circled her finger as she increased the pressure until she felt her fingertip slip just inside. It gave her a start and she worked her finger around, easing the hole wider until it suddenly popped open so that she could push in deeper. Sasha’s mouth opened wide at the incredible pleasure she was getting. Stroking onto her asshole while she played with herself was nice, but it was nothing compared to the sensation of actually having her tight hole fingered. As the finger pushed deeper she felt her asshole close tightly around it and moaned out loud.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, that is heaven,” she said, making her neighbor giggle.
 
    
 
   “It does feel something special doesn’t it,” replied Diane as she finally worked her finger slowly inside. “Stroke on your clit as I finger fuck your ass and I promise you will have one unbelievable climax.”
 
    
 
   Sasha leant her head down, resting onto one elbow and then quickly working a hand between her thighs and stroking it onto the wet skin. She worked to expose her clit, touching her fingers onto it as her excitement started to race out of control. She slid her fingers back and forth, the sensation adding to the pleasure she was experiencing. Diane just held her finger deep at first, loving the feel of the tightness around it. She slowly withdrew it until only the tip was teasing the entrance of the asshole again. This time as she pushed forward her finger slid in easily. She started to fuck the asshole gently, taking her time to enjoy the feel of her finger stroking along the slick inner skin. As the excitement of what she was doing caught hold though she started to speed up her movements. In no time at all her finger was flashing into the hole faster, pushing almost knuckle deep with each forward thrust as she really got into what she was doing. Sasha stroked onto her clit hard as her excitement mounted. The sensation was gorgeous, but her mind focused on Diane’s finger as it fucked in and out ever more forcefully. The feel of her asshole tightening around the penetration each time the finger fucked in was better than anything she could have ever imagined and was starting to drive her wild. She pushed herself back against the thrusts to make the finger slam in harder and the ragged breaths spilled from her hard as she rushed towards an orgasm. She didn’t want the fun to end and tried to hold the climax back to prolong the experience, but it finally proved impossible. Her muscles tensed as she reached the brink and as her asshole squeezed around the finger, she let out a loud groan.
 
    
 
   Diane had been right and the orgasm was like nothing she had felt before. She raked her fingers across her clit as hard as she could to heighten the pleasure she was experiencing and squealed as her asshole was set alight. The finger felt huge inside as the tight hole went into spasms and she suddenly was unable to control the shaking of her body. The excitement rushed to a high that left her gasping hard for air and she closed her eyes tightly as Diane fucked her finger in as deep as possible. The spasms of her ass muscles slowly died down and she hung her head to let out a final squeal of pleasure as she felt the finger being pulled out.
 
    
 
   Sasha realized they had been in the elevator too long and wanted to get up, but she had to wait for the shudders to die away completely before she was finally able to stand. She pulled her panties back into place and adjusted her skirt to make herself presentable. When she looked towards Diane, she saw her neighbor doing the same and watched as the bra was pulled back into place and the buttons of the blouse closed.
 
    
 
   “Jeez,” laughed Sasha. “I hope that nobody is waiting.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah they’ll be cursing the apartment maintenance man for the elevator not working,” laughed Diane. “We better get going.”
 
    
 
   Sasha reached across and flicked the emergency stop switch again and the elevator came back to life. In a few seconds the doors were opening at their floor and they tried to compose themselves in case anyone was waiting. The hallway was clear though and they quickly stepped into it.
 
    
 
   “See you tomorrow morning,” laughed Diane as she turned to make her way along to her apartment.
 
    
 
   “What about tomorrow evening?” teased Sasha.
 
    
 
   Diane turned and smiled as she opened the door of her apartment. “Oh yeah, I’ll definitely see you then,” she replied as she finally disappeared from view.
 
    
 
   Sasha turned with a grin on her face. Even before she reached the door of her apartment she was looking forward to the fun that tomorrow would bring.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Used by her College Housemates 
 
   Maggie sighed and looked around from where she was sitting at the kitchen table as she heard the noise.
 
    
 
   “Are you having any luck?” her mother asked as she walked into the room.
 
    
 
   “Not so far,” Maggie replied. “I’ve contacted a few people in recent days, but the places seem to go so quick. I guess there must be lots of students looking for rooms at this time of year.”
 
    
 
   Maggie’s mother resisted the urge to say that’s why it was important to start looking around early, something her daughter had decided not to do. “You want any help?” she asked, knowing what the answer would be. Her daughter had always been independent, the stubborn streak meaning that she liked to do things for herself.
 
    
 
   “Nope,” Maggie answered. “I’ll sort it out.” There were only had a couple of weeks left before she started college in the next town and she was determined to travel and live there rather than commute from her parents home every day. Looking for somewhere to stay was proving more difficult than she imagined though and the available places seemed to be snapped up almost immediately they were advertised. The local paper she had been looking through at the kitchen table now had red rings around the possible options and Maggie decided to go to her bedroom to make the calls. “See you later,” she said to her mother as she stood from the table, picked up the paper and moved towards the kitchen door. The first five numbers she called resulted in the same old story and even though the adverts were only a day or so old, the places were already gone. It was on the sixth that her luck started to change.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I’m phoning regarding your advert in the paper about a room to let,” Maggie started when the call was answered.
 
    
 
   “Oh right,” said a friendly-sounding female voice. “Well the room is still available so if you want to come across we can have a chat.”
 
    
 
   Maggie sat bolt upright on her bed. “Really?” she said a little too eagerly.
 
    
 
   The voice on the other end of the line laughed. “You sound keen.”
 
    
 
   “I guess,” replied Maggie. “The places seem to disappear so quickly. You’re the first one I’ve called from the adverts in yesterday’s paper that is still looking for someone.”
 
    
 
   “Well why don’t you come over to see if we are the right match,” the girl went on. “Just ask for Sally when you get here.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” went on Maggie. “Are you available this afternoon at all?”
 
    
 
   “Yup, I’ll be here all afternoon and evening actually,” Sally answered.
 
    
 
   “Great,” finished Maggie. “I’ll be there in a couple of hours.” She said goodbye and ended the call. Making a note of the address, she quickly grabbed her bag and coat and headed back downstairs. “I might have found a place to stay Mum,” she shouted as she made her way towards the front door. Her mother shouted something back, but Maggie didn’t quite catch what was said. She thought about going back, but in the end decided to just head off and closed the door as she left.
 
    
 
   The train ride to the next town took around an hour or so and was the main reason that Maggie didn’t want to stay at home during her college years. The thought of wasting an hour traveling every morning and evening for the three years of the course didn’t appeal. There were other reasons for wanting to leave of course. The chance for a little more freedom away from her parents rules being just one and at nineteen years old it was something she wanted. Maggie looked out of the window as the train raced along. The countryside flew past and she sat wondering what Sally was like. The advert had stated that two girls were looking for a third and that meant she would be making two new friends straight away. It would hopefully ease her way into college life and make the transition from home to independence less traumatic. When the train finally slowed and stopped at the station, Maggie was one of the first to step onto the platform. She knew roughly where she was going and set off on foot, reaching the correct street around fifteen minutes after her arrival at the station. She took the piece of paper with the address from her pocket and checked the house number, walking along until she found the correct building. She found the main door was locked as she walked up and tried it, but looked to the wall beside and saw the intercom. Pressing 4b, she heard the voice come on the line.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” the voice said.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” Maggie replied. “I’m looking for Sally. I phoned earlier on about the room to let.”
 
    
 
   “Oh sure, come on up,” the voice went on. Maggie heard the sound of the buzzer and the lock on the main door clicked open. She walked inside and saw the apartment building appeared to be neat and well maintained. Making her way up to the fourth floor, she found the correct door and knocked. She tried to compose herself a little as she waited and smiled pleasantly when the door was opened.
 
    
 
   “Hey there,” said the pretty blonde girl that answered the door. “I’m Sally.” Maggie introduced herself and was invited inside. She was led along to the lounge and sat. “Would you like a coffee?” offered Sally.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sure,” replied Maggie. “That would be nice.” Sally disappeared from the lounge and Maggie looked around. The room was a little untidy, with magazines and books scattered around. It looked nice though and was attractively decorated. She got up and walked to the window to look outside, but other than the buildings opposite there wasn’t a great deal to see. She was still standing at the window when she heard Sally come back into the room and turned to see that her potential housemate was carrying a tray with two cups of coffee, a carton of milk and a bowl of sugar.
 
    
 
   “So why do you need a room?” asked Sally as she sat and sipped her coffee.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I start at the local college in a couple of weeks,” replied Maggie. “I’m looking to move closer to it, rather than stay at home.”
 
    
 
   “You should get on with Lorna then,” Sally replied. “She’s just about to start her second year there. She should hopefully be here in a while so you should get to meet here.”
 
    
 
   “OK, cool,” said Maggie. “What about you, are you at college too?”
 
    
 
   “No, I passed on college life and went straight into the working world,” laughed Sally. “I’m employed as a secretary at a local engineering company.” The two girls continued to sit and chat as they drank their coffee, but as they finished Sally stood up. “Come on, I’ll show you the room,” she said. Maggie followed as she was led through to a large sized bedroom. It looked neat and tidy and was furnished with a bed, wardrobe, dressing table and desk. Even so, there was still plenty of room to move around and she immediately liked it.
 
    
 
   “The room is $150 a month right?” asked Maggie.
 
    
 
   “Yup,” replied Sally. “That’s a third of the rent we pay. Bills are just added up at the end of the month and then split three ways.” Maggie looked around a little more, but Sally eventually gave her a quick tour of the rest of the apartment and then led her back to the lounge. As they sat, they heard the front door opening and closing. “That’ll be Lorna,” said Sally. They turned to look as a cute brunette girl walked into the lounge and dropped the bag she was carrying onto the floor.
 
    
 
   “Oh hey,” she said with a smile, looking from one girl to the other.
 
    
 
   “This is Maggie,” Sally said, “another college slacker like you. She’s here about the room.”
 
    
 
   “Hey,” protested Lorna. “I’m no slacker, the college makes me work really hard I’ll have you know.” She moved to sit beside Maggie. “What year are you in?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Just getting started,” answered Maggie. “My course gets up and running in a couple of weeks so I am just looking for a place to get settled into beforehand.”
 
    
 
   “So, what do you think of our lovely apartment?” Lorna went on.
 
    
 
   “It looks really nice and I have to say that the cost is right for me,” answered Maggie. “I think I could easily enjoy myself living here.”
 
    
 
   “Cool,” laughed Lorna. “So when do you want to move in?”
 
    
 
   Sally laughed. “That’s your questioning of a potential housemate over is it?” she said.
 
    
 
   “What?” protested Lorna. “The girl is a student like me so that means she must be a really nice person. She gets my vote as our new housemate.”
 
    
 
   “OK, OK,” went on Sally, “how about we try a one month trial. If we are all happy at the end of it we can make the arrangement permanent.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, that suits me,” agreed Maggie. “Can I move in at the start of next week? It will give me a few days to get settled before college starts.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Sally standing up. “That’s fine.” Maggie stood and thanked the two girls, telling them that she would be back the following Monday. She relaxed on the train ride home, a little happier that she finally had somewhere to stay. Sally and Lorna seemed nice and she didn’t think she would have too much trouble fitting in.
 
    
 
   “So how did it go?” her mother asked when Maggie finally walked back into the house.
 
    
 
   “I leave next Monday,” Maggie answered with a grin. “I’ll be sharing with a couple of other girls, so you don’t have anything to worry about.”
 
    
 
   The rest of the week went quickly, with Maggie preparing herself for the move and her planned start at college. She relaxed with friends at the weekend, but took the time on the Sunday afternoon to pack her bags. She took a bag of clothes and a bag of college gear, knowing that she could come back and collect anything else when she needed it. When Monday morning finally rolled around, she had a chat with her mother while eating some breakfast before heading off to catch the train. She relaxed on the journey and upon reaching her destination considered walking to the apartment. Looking at the bags, the thought of carrying them for fifteen minutes didn’t really appeal to her though. She walked out of the exit and up to the taxi rank, giving the driver the address when she jumped into the back of a cab and sitting back to look out of the window of the vehicle. When she finally arrived at her new home, it was Lorna that let her in this time. She was still wearing a short nightdress and her mussed up hair made it look as she had just got out of bed.
 
    
 
   “Is Sally not around?” Maggie asked.
 
    
 
   “Gone to work already I think,” said Lorna with a yawn. “Your room is ready so just settle in. Apart from our bedrooms, you have the run of the apartment so just treat it like home.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” said Maggie and made her way to her room. She unpacked her bags and went back to the lounge. There was no sign of Lorna and she assumed her housemate had gone back to bed. Maggie decided to go out and made her way to the college to look around. She was excited about starting, but only stayed for a little while before having a walk around town and then heading back to the apartment. 
 
    
 
   Over the next couple of days she tried to get into a routine of getting up early in preparation for starting her course. She only saw Sally at breakfast and in the evening, but spent some time talking to Lorna about college life. Her two housemates seemed friendly, especially with each other and spent a lot of time teasing. They included Maggie in their fun though and she didn’t feel left out. As the first weekend of her new life dawned, she decided to have a lie in, but finally got up to have a shower. The apartment seemed quiet and she thought the other two had probably decided to have a lie in too. She found this wasn’t the case when she opened the unlocked bathroom door and walked in on Lorna and Sally. They were wearing only towels wrapped around their bodies and sharing a passionate embrace.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, sorry,” Maggie said as the two girls turned to look at her and she started to back out of the room, embarrassed at what she had walked in on.
 
    
 
   The other two seemed unperturbed about being caught though. “We wondered when you would get up,” laughed Sally. “We’ve been waiting for you.”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” said Maggie, the surprised tone evident in her voice.
 
    
 
   It made Sally laugh louder before she carried on talking. “We’ve been wondering all week what your cute little body looks like naked and wondered if you would show us.”
 
    
 
   Maggie froze. She had never had a lesbian thought in her mind, but as she looked at the tight embrace of the two cute girls she felt the slightest flash of excitement run through her. She tried to brush it off, but found that she was still standing watching and making no effort to leave. She started to panic as Sally and Lorna walked towards her, but they reached her before she got her legs moving to escape. Lorna took her hand and pulled her to the middle of the bathroom while Sally closed the door again.
 
    
 
   “Have you ever been with a girl?” asked Lorna and Maggie shook her head. “Hey Sally,” Lorna shouted. “We got a little lesbian virgin to play with.”
 
    
 
   “Nice,” said Sally. She walked up and stretched out her hand. Maggie backed off, but suddenly found her way blocked. Lorna reached for her hips from behind and held her tight and this time as Sally stretched out a hand, Maggie had nowhere to go. She could feel her pulse racing and wondered if she should get out, but the desire to see what was about to happen won the day and she looked down at the fingers playing with the buttons of her pajama top. Sally worked the top button open and moved her hand down to the next. She teased her fingers around the button and drew out the anticipation before finally releasing it and moving lower. When she got to the bottom button and released it, the pajama top opened up a little to show a sliver of skin from neck to waist. Sally stroked a finger down the naked skin, her fingers playing with the waistband of the pajama bottoms when they reached it. She seemed to be considering what to do, but finally slid her fingers under the material and pulled the pajama bottoms down to Maggie’s ankles. It left her standing in just her panties and open pajama top. She felt the hands of Lorna stroke onto her ass cheeks and grip hard. Sally reached out and lifted one side of the pajama top to expose a naked breast and her eyes fixed onto it. It seemed to excite her and she was suddenly pulling the top from Maggie’s shoulders and hauling it from her arms to get it off. Maggie felt herself shudder as she was suddenly left standing almost completely naked between the two girls.
 
    
 
   “Do you think her cute white panties will go transparent if we spray them with water,” Sally asked Lorna.
 
    
 
   “Only one way to find out,” her friend answered with a grin and Maggie squealed as her wrists were grabbed and she was dragged towards the shower enclosure. She suddenly started to panic again at what was happening and struggled a little to free her wrists, but they were held too tightly and she couldn’t stop herself being dragged into the enclosure. Her eyes opened wide as she saw Sally and Lorna pull the towels away to reveal their naked bodies. It wasn’t the first time she had seen another girl naked, but being squeezed so tightly into the small enclosure meant that Lorna and Sally were rubbing against her and she found that the touch of the naked skin excited her. Lorna grabbed the hand-held shower down from its wall mount and dropped to her knees. Sally turned the faucet and adjusted the knobs until Lorna was happy with the temperature before dropping to her knees also. The water was aimed at Maggie’s lower legs, but gradually moved higher until she could feel it starting to jet onto her panties. She looked down to see that the water did make the material transparent and as the front of her panties were soaked, they stuck to the skin so that her pussy lips showed through.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, look at that,” said Sally. “That’s fucking pretty.” She reached out a hand to touch it onto the wet material and stroked fingers to the pussy lips. Maggie gasped at the touch and reached out to a wall to give herself a little more support. The fingers worked up and down the panties, stroking onto the pussy lips below and it felt gorgeous. Maggie suddenly felt the weakness in her knees as the touch became more insistent and pushed her hand harder against the wall.
 
    
 
   “Get them off,” said Lorna, “so that we can get a better look.” She moved the water away as Sally stroked her fingers to the top of the panties and peeled the material down. Maggie’s pussy was fully exposed and as Sally stroked the panties down her legs, Lorna took the opportunity to touch onto the wet skin. She pushed Maggie’s legs apart to get her hand in between and used her fingers to pull the pussy lips open. Sally finally managed to get the panties off and was quick to bring her fingers up beside her friend’s. As Lorna held the pussy lips apart, she stroked a finger back and forth along the wet opening. Maggie moaned at the sensation of pleasure the touch was suddenly giving her and the two girls looked up.
 
    
 
   “She seems to like it Lorna,” Sally teased. “I think we definitely have found our permanent housemate.” She continued to stroke around the wet opening, but finally pushed a finger up a little to insert it. Maggie moaned louder as she felt the penetration, her knees weakening further still. 
 
    
 
   Lorna moved a hand so that she could push a finger inside Maggie as well. “Fuck, the little lesbian virgin is a slut,” she teased. “Feel how wet she is inside already.” The two girls pushed their fingers deeper, working them around to stroke them on the soft pussy walls. Maggie started to lose control of her breathing. She wasn’t exactly new to sex, but the feel of the two fingers playing around inside her was something special. Her excitement grew as a hand moved to the top of the pussy lips and gently teased the clit out of its hood. Sally pulled up hard to fully expose the erect nub and watched as Lorna touched a fingertip onto it. Maggie felt her knees buckle as the sensation the touch brought out rippled through her body. Lorna grinned and pressed against the clit harder, Maggie squealing in delight at the rush of heat that radiated out. When the rubbing on her clit began she felt how fast her heartbeat started racing. The pleasure between her thighs suddenly filled her mind and her squeals got louder. She was never one to cum quickly, but the touch was driving her crazy and it felt like the orgasm was going to explode into life at any second.
 
    
 
   The two girls suddenly backed off though. “Let’s take this to a more comfortable place,” said Sally and as she and Lorna stood, they grabbed their new housemate’s wrists again and dragged her out of the cubicle. Maggie could feel the weakness in her legs as she was pulled across the room and out into the hallway. She was taken into Sally’s bedroom, dragged across to the bed and pushed down. The two girls stood watching as she pulled herself across the mattress and lay her head on the pillows.
 
    
 
   “Me first,” Sally laughed as she jumped onto the bed and worked to push Maggie’s legs apart.
 
    
 
   “Hey, no fair,” complained Lorna.
 
    
 
   Sally laughed louder. “OK, we can play together then. Come on.” Lorna grinned as she got on the bed and bent her head down to the wet pussy. As she exposed the clit and kissed onto it, Sally kissed onto the pussy lips and Maggie was suddenly struggling to contain the moans. The two girls knew what they were doing and as they worked her pussy and clit, Maggie felt the exhilaration that had gripped her in the shower enclosure quickly return to her body. Sally moved back a little, pushing her hands between Maggie’s parted thighs and stroking fingers onto the wet skin either side of the pink slit to pull it open. The sight of the pussy lips opening to reveal the slick inner skin made her shiver and she quickly moved forward to touch her tongue onto it. The taste of pussy on her tongue excited her even more and she moved forward to push further inside. She could hear the gasps of Maggie and licked hard at the pussy walls, her tongue and lips becoming coated in the wetness.
 
    
 
   Lorna was rasping her tongue hard across clit and she played with the erect nub for a while before backing off and kissing up Maggie’s body to reach her tits. She used her tongue to paint wet trails around the soft skin before working her mouth to a nipple. Its hardness showed just how turned on Maggie was getting and Lorna brushed her lips back and forth over the cute little bud. She moved back slightly and stretched out her tongue to touch gently onto the end of the erect nipple, Maggie arching her back as the pleasure continued to drive her excitement higher. Lorna played gently at first, but eventually got a little rougher, licking hard over the nipple and sucking it into her mouth. Maggie moaned at the sensation of the teeth grazing over her nipple and as the teeth gripped a little tighter, her back arched up from the bed again. Sally came up to join her friend and Maggie suddenly had her first experience of both tits being played with at the same time. The sensation of lips, tongues and teeth playing with her breasts started to overwhelm her and her chest heaved hard as the heat in her body rose. Lorna and Sally finally back off and took turns kissing their new housemate. Maggie could taste the faint hint of her own pussy on their lips and it was another new experience for her.
 
    
 
   “I can think of something else that pretty mouth can be used for,” laughed Sally finally and pulled Lorna so that she was on her knees, straddling Maggie’s head. Sally slid a hand between Lorna’s open thighs and stroked a finger onto the slick skin. She moved the hand down and smeared the wetness onto Maggie’s lips. “You like the taste of that?” she asked. 
 
    
 
   Maggie didn’t answer, her attention focused on yet another new experience closing in on her. The pussy above her face moved lower until it was only a matter of inches from her mouth. She moved up to kiss onto it and felt a stronger scent and taste of pussy filling her senses. She suddenly wanted more and stiffened her tongue as she flicked it out, pushing hard against the pussy lips to open then up. Lorna’s inner honey dripped down onto her mouth as she pushed inside, using her tongue to explore the soft pussy walls. Sally moved behind Lorna, wrapping hands around her friend’s body and squeezing onto her tits. She tweaked the nipples and then rubbed the palms of her hands over them, feeling the little buds coming to full hardness as she played. Lorna started to moan as her pussy and tits were played with, the rush of pleasure sending a hard shiver rippling along her spine. She pushed her pussy harder down onto Maggie’s mouth, groaning as she felt the tongue wriggle around inside and stroke over the pussy walls. The desire for an orgasm was suddenly all she could think about and she urged the two others to play harder as she dropped her hand to the top of her pussy lips and sought out the hard clit. As her fingers stroked onto it, her body convulsed and she felt her rush towards a climax gain momentum. She was suddenly circling her fingertips on her clit hard, the pressure slowly building in her body towards an eruption.
 
    
 
   Maggie couldn’t believe how good it felt to be licking pussy and drove her tongue in harder still as Lorna writhed around on her mouth. The taste was gorgeous and the feel of her tongue sliding over the soft skin was something she suddenly couldn’t get enough off. She worked her tongue harder until it was as deep as she could get it and looked up to see the expression of pure ecstasy on Lorna’s face. The moans of her housemate made it obvious how close she was getting to a climax and Maggie wanted to get her there as quickly as possible. The feel of the tongue stroking over her wet pussy walls made Lorna moan louder still and as she felt Sally grab her tits and knead them hard she worked fingers onto her clit roughly to tip herself over the edge. It finally worked and she felt her muscles clench. She held onto the feeling for an instant before the rush of heat from within spread through her body and carried her to a shuddering moment of passion. Her pussy walls rippled hard as the tongue continued to lick onto them. As the peak of the orgasm shook her body, her muscles clenched hard again before she was finally released from the grip of the climax and felt herself relax.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” Lorna groaned. “This threesome fun is something special.”
 
    
 
   Sally laughed. “I thought we agreed this morning that we would make our sexy new housemate cum hard,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” replied Lorna with a grin, “for some unknown reason that slipped my mind in the last few minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Dirty little slut,” Sally continued to tease. “Let’s finish the job and give our housemate her first lesbian orgasm.”
 
    
 
   Maggie was breathing hard as the two girls moved back down the bed and dropped between her parted thighs. She raised herself up and watched as Lorna ducked down to spread open the wet pussy lips and slide tongue inside. Her breathing grew harder still as Sally leant down to lick on clit. Maggie dropped her head back to the bed and grabbed a pillow to force it over her face. The feelings that suddenly assaulted her senses made her shiver and the touch of the two tongues between her thighs started to drive her wide. She pulled the pillow onto her mouth to muffle the squeals as her pussy and clit were set alight. The tongues licked harder and faster, pushing Maggie’s excitement higher until she thought it was more than she could bear. When the fingers pushed inside her wet hole her hips bucked up from the bed. She had no idea how many she was taking and whether it was only Sally’s or whether both girls were finger fucking her. It didn’t matter as all she could suddenly think about was the pleasure dancing around inside her pussy as the fingers stroked in and out. 
 
    
 
   The speed of the fingers became more frantic and Maggie felt her desire running out of control. She pulled the pillow away from her face, not caring that her housemates could hear her excited squeals and even started to urge them to use her pussy harder. The fingers flashed in and out as the excitement moved towards the high of a climax. There was suddenly no containing her emotions and they ran out of control as the climb towards an orgasm turned into a headlong rush. Maggie had never felt this good with a man and knew that this wouldn’t be her only lesbian experience. Even before the orgasm claimed her, she knew she would want more and as she looked down at the excited faces of her two housemates she finally completely lost control.
 
    
 
   The tightening of her pussy around the fingers signaled the onset of the climax and it suddenly burst hard inside her. Maggie felt the heat in her center make her pussy spasm and suddenly it rushed to her nerve endings in an instant. Her body lifted up from the bed as her muscles tensed and she couldn’t stop the violent shudders that wracked her body. The orgasm didn’t seem to want to release her from its grip and she felt the excitement intensify as the fingers continued to fuck into her. Her mind went blank as a sensation of pure bliss washed through her body and suddenly she was resting flat on the bed again, her fast-racing pulse making her chest heave hard.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck just happened to me,” she exclaimed as she finally got her breathing under control again.
 
    
 
   Her housemates were giggling hard as they looked down at her. “Ah, it’s the power of the lesbian orgasm,” said Sally with a grin. “I take it you will be looking for more in the future.”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck yes,” laughed Maggie. “I’ll be looking for a lot more.”
 
    
 
   “Yup,” Lorna chipped in. “We have definitely found our housemate. I think we can look forward to a lot of dirty threesome action to come.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

Used at the Sex Party 
 
   Daisy took a sip of her drink and looked around the bar. There were a few others sitting around, but it was early enough not to be crowded. She looked at her watch, seeing that it was already ten minutes after five o’clock and wondered where Miranda was. It wasn’t unusual for her friend to be late and it was another five minutes before she finally made a show.
 
    
 
   “Good to see your timekeeping is as impeccable as ever,” Daisy teased as her friend sat down.
 
    
 
   “Shut up,” laughed Miranda. “It’s not even five…” She stopped talking as she looked down and saw it was already well past five o’clock. “Oops, sorry,” she said, “but I’m worth waiting for don’t you think.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” Daisy kept teasing. “My life just wouldn’t be the same without the chance to listen to your daily dramas.”
 
    
 
   “Hey,” protested Miranda. “My life is so not a drama.” A grin broke over her face. “Well not a big drama anyway,” she laughed. She looked up and signaled to a waitress, who came over and took the order for a drink. “Do you want another?” asked Miranda.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” replied Daisy. “Tonight can be your treat seeing as you were late.” 
 
    
 
   “Forget that,” laughed Miranda. “Paying for all that you drink would bankrupt me.”
 
    
 
   “Oh ha, ha,” deadpanned Daisy. “You’re such a wit or should that be twit.” When the drinks were served the two women sat and chatted comfortably about the events of their day. As the evening wore on the bar started to get a little more crowded. The rest of the free tables filled up, meaning that many of the people ended up standing. A young woman walked in and stood at the bar, catching Miranda’s attention. She was wearing a mini skirt and heels which showed off her long, toned legs to great effect. When she turned a little it was obvious how busty the woman was, the curves of her breasts pushing against the tight blouse she was wearing.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” said Miranda. “Why don’t women like that work beside me.”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” said Daisy, her brow furrowing. She turned to look in the direction of Miranda’s gaze and saw the long legs, short skirt and heels. From the stories she had listened to previously, Daisy knew her friend could swing both ways and laughed. “Are you fantasizing about sexy girls again,” she said.
 
    
 
   “What?” protested Miranda. “Just look. I mean that really is something special don’t you think.”
 
    
 
   Daisy hesitated. “Well I guess,” she finally said.
 
    
 
   Miranda turned to look at Daisy, a grin breaking out on her face. “Oh,” she teased drawing out the word. “Is my sweet little friend having fantasies about sexy girls?”
 
    
 
   “No,” protested Daisy, but the slight hesitation again before she spoke gave the game away.
 
    
 
   Miranda jumped on the hesitation. “Tell the truth now,” she laughed. The truth was that Daisy occasionally did have fantasies about making love with a girl. She had never really confessed it to anyone before and suddenly felt shy of admitting it. “C’mon,” her friend pressed. “Tell your Auntie Miranda all about your dirty dreams.”
 
    
 
   Daisy sat thinking as Miranda kept urging her to tell. “OK, OK,” she finally confessed. “I do have had the occasional fantasy about women.”
 
    
 
   “Wow, you little slut,” teased Miranda. “And here was me thinking you were such a sweet thing.”
 
    
 
   “Shut up,” complained Daisy, her face flushing a little red.
 
    
 
   Miranda giggled. “So c’mon, give me some details,” she said.
 
    
 
   Daisy groaned. “No way. I can’t tell you about things like that,” she said, her face getting redder still.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Miranda continued to tease. “Your fantasies are so naughty you won’t even tell me. You’re really are a bad girl.”
 
    
 
   “Shut up,” Daisy complained again. “Can we change the subject?”
 
    
 
   “No chance, this is way too much fun” went on Miranda. “Have you ever acted out the fantasies?”
 
    
 
   “No,” replied Daisy.
 
    
 
   “But would you?” Miranda pressed.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, no, not really,” answered Daisy. “They’re just fantasies.” She wasn’t being completely honest and did sometimes wonder how the real experience would compare with the fantasy.
 
    
 
   “Pity,” her friend went on. “I would have been able to help if you wanted to see how much fun a little female loving really could be.”
 
    
 
   Daisy suddenly found herself intrigued and wondered what her friend meant. Eventually she couldn’t help herself and had to ask. “How could you help?”
 
    
 
   Miranda grinned. “Well, well, look who’s suddenly showing an interest,” she laughed. She leaned across the table so that she could lower her voice. “I go to an all-girl sex party sometimes. It’s one of my little vices and I could easily get you an invite if you wanted to come along.”
 
    
 
   Daisy’s eyes opened wide as she listened, but she was sure that her friend was just teasing her. “You do not,” she said. “You’re just winding me up.”
 
    
 
   Miranda shook her head. “Nope, it’s no joke,” she carried on. “I know the person that organizes it. The party happens every Thursday night, but I only go occasionally when the mood takes me.”
 
    
 
   Daisy leaned back in her chair. It appeared that the opportunity to act out her lesbian fantasies was there for the taking and she wondered is she should go ahead. The desire to do it suddenly got the better of her. “You can really get me an invite?” she blurted out before she could stop herself.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” said Miranda. “The organizer likes new girls attending as long as they are brought along by one of the women that usually attend. You should definitely come.” She saw Daisy wavering and continued to urge her to come to the party until she finally got agreement.
 
    
 
   “You’ll come with me right?” Daisy finally said.
 
    
 
   “Sure, I’ll be there to hold your hand,” Miranda laughed. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.” She told Daisy she would arrange for them to go that week and asked her to come across to her apartment on Thursday after work. The two women chatted for a while longer, but finally finished their drinks and made their way out of the bar onto the street. “See you Thursday,” were Miranda’s last words as she set off for home. Daisy watched as her friend disappeared into the night and then turned to make her own way home.
 
    
 
   Over the next couple of days she started to have serious doubts about what she was letting herself in for. The thought of getting naked with another woman excited her and her fantasies went into overdrive. Whenever she thought about attending the party though the nerves kicked in. She considered canceling to the point that she had the phone in her hand to call Miranda a few times, but she always backed away from actually doing it. As Thursday morning dawned, Daisy finally decided that she would go to Miranda’s that evening and make a final decision about whether to attend the party. The work day went slowly and it seemed like forever before the hands of the clock finally reached five in the afternoon. Daisy tidied her desk and left, catching a bus to her friend’s apartment. Miranda smiled when she opened the door. She took Daisy’s coat and led her through to the lounge, where there were a couple of glasses of wine already sitting on the coffee table. The two women sat down and reached for the wine.
 
    
 
   “It’s all set,” said Miranda. “Party starts at eight.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure this is such a good idea to be honest,” started Daisy.
 
    
 
   Miranda laughed. “Just relax and drink your wine. By the time you have finished getting ready, you will be raring to go.” She looked at the bag Daisy had brought with her. “Is your change of clothes in there?” she asked, pointing at the bag.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” answered Daisy. “I brought a few different things because I wasn’t really sure what would be suitable.”
 
    
 
   Miranda grinned. “Forget that,” she said. “I’ve got an outfit for you already. Come on and I’ll show you.” She stood, holding out her hand. Daisy reached for it, was pulled to her feet and then led through to the bedroom. “There,” said Miranda, pointing at the clothes set out on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, you’re kidding me, right?” said Daisy as she looked at the lacy lingerie, stockings, short skirt and cropped t-shirt.
 
    
 
   “Nope, it’s standard wear for this party,” she said. “Go and put it on so I can see how it looks on you.” Daisy walked across to the bed and sat down. She looked down at the stockings and lingerie, reaching out to stroke her fingers on them. The silky feel sent a shiver along her spine and the sudden thought of trying the outfit on thrilled her. It was a step nearer attending the party and the exhilaration started to override the doubts.
 
    
 
   “Where will I change?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Well if you are shy, in the bathroom,” laughed Miranda. “If not, right here.” Daisy immediately reached for the buttons of her blouse. She undid them and shrugged the blouse from her shoulders, throwing it onto the bed. She stood and undid the zipper of her skirt, letting it slide to the floor and stepping out of it. Picking the skirt up, she dropped it on top of her blouse. Daisy turned her back to Miranda and unhooked her bra, dropping it onto her clothes. She picked up the lacy red bra from the bed and pulling it on, realized it was a push-up style. It forced her breasts together and she looked down at the sexy cleavage it created. Nice, she thought as she stroked her hands to the side of her panties. She slid them down her legs, wondering if Miranda was checking out her naked ass. Picking up the red panties, she stepped into them and pulled them up her legs. The material felt nice against her skin and she finally turned.
 
    
 
   “So?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “It looks great,” said Miranda. “Put the stockings on too.” Daisy sat and rolled a stocking up, working it over her foot and ankle and stroking it up her leg. She did the same with the other and stood to smooth the stockings into place. She could feel the elastic hold up top digging a little into her skin and a shiver gripped her at how nice it felt.
 
    
 
   “Wow.” The sound was almost breathless and Daisy looked to see Miranda staring at her. “That lingerie is fantastic on you,” Miranda continued. She pointed to the full length mirror. “Go look.” Daisy walked across and had to admit that it did look sexy. The white stockings showed off her legs beautifully and when she saw the cleavage she couldn’t help stroking a hand onto it. She turned from side to side, enjoying the appearance of her curves, but finally stepped back over to the bed. She pulled on to the skirt and saw that it only had a Velcro closure. She snapped it into place and smoothed the skirt down, seeing that it just covered the stocking tops. Next came the t-shirt and when it was in place she saw the sliver of naked midriff it left on display. “Oh jeez, the girls are going to love you,” said Miranda. “C’mon I’ll do your makeup.”
 
    
 
   Daisy walked across the room and sat at the dressing table. She closed her eyes as Miranda put some light pink eye shadow and some false lashes. It created a nice appearance and the look was finished off with a little blusher and red lipstick. “What about you?” Daisy asked when Miranda finally stepped back.
 
    
 
   “It’s my turn now,” her friend replied. Daisy walked across to the bed and watched as Miranda searched through the hangers in the wardrobe, pulling out a short blue dress. Miranda then reached down to the drawer at the bottom of the wardrobe and pulled out some black stockings and lingerie. She walked over to the bed and stripped naked, Daisy’s eyes taking in the gorgeous curves of her friend’s body. She couldn’t help stealing a glance a Miranda’s pussy and a slight gasp escaped her lips at the sight of the shaved skin. Miranda looked across and saw the direction of Daisy’s gaze. “You like?” she laughed, stroking her fingers across the smooth skin. “Most of the girl’s at the party seem to like it.” She reached for the panties and pulled them up her legs into place. Next came the stockings, Miranda turning and asking Daisy if the seams were straight. When she was finally satisfied they were, she pulled on the bra and then slipped the dress over her head and let it slide down her body into place. The final look was sexy and Miranda stepped across to the mirror to have a look.
 
    
 
   “So,” she said as she turned back to her friend. “Do you still think going to the party is a bad idea?” Daisy had to admit that it wasn’t and she slowly shook her head. She could feel the nerves tingling in her body, but there was excitement flowing through her veins also. The two women walked back through to the lounge and sat drinking their wine and chatting for a while.
 
    
 
   “So how does the party work?” asked Daisy.
 
    
 
   “There are no rules,” laughed Miranda. “The girls get together and whatever happens, well…, happens. Everyone congregates in the lounge at first, but the other rooms in the house are available and girls will pair off or get into groups and disappear. You’re the new girl so just relax and let others take the lead.” Miranda looked up and saw that the time was ticking towards 7.15. “Drink up,” she said. “It’s time to go.”
 
    
 
   Daisy emptied her glass, looking for the Dutch courage it would provide. She walked into the hallway and put on her coat and could hardly believe what she was doing. As Miranda finally stepped into the hallway though, she knew her fantasies about lesbian sex were coming closer to actually happening. The two women stepped out of the door and into the night. The bus journey to their destination took less than twenty minutes and it was ten minutes before eight when they finally stepped up to the door of a building and knocked.
 
    
 
   “Hey Miranda,” said the pretty woman that opened the door. “Come on in.”
 
    
 
   “This is Daisy,” Miranda said as they stepped inside and introduced the other woman as Marsha.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” said Marsha, holding out her hand and Daisy shook it. “Come on through, the other girls are already here.” Daisy followed the other two through to a lounge and her eyes opened wide as she stepped inside. There were three other women sitting wearing nothing more than sexy lingerie and they all looked gorgeous. 
 
    
 
   As Marsha took her coat, Daisy leaned across to Miranda. “I thought there would be more girls,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   Miranda grinned. “Umm…, well I didn’t exactly tell you the full story about the party.”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” hissed Daisy, “and what exactly didn’t you tell me.”
 
    
 
   Daisy watched as Miranda and Marsha backed away a little from her and stripped off their outer clothes to leave them also wearing only their lingerie. “I didn’t tell you about the new girl initiation,” Miranda went on. “When Marsha knows a new girl is coming, she’ll invite only a few, with the deal being that the new girl is the sex toy for the evening.”
 
    
 
   “Oh hey wait a minut…” started Daisy, but suddenly the five women moved around her. She was pulled into a kiss that took her breath away and hands started to roam all over her body.
 
 
   “Get her skirt and t-shirt off,’ a voice said and Daisy gasped as they were quickly pulled from her body. She was breathing hard as the hands started to stroke onto her naked skin, sliding between her thighs and over the curve of her breasts. She felt a hand slide into her own and a mouth kiss close to her ear. “See,” laughed Miranda. “I told you I would be here to hold your hand.” Someone took hold of her other hand and suddenly Miranda felt herself being pulled out of the lounge. She was led along to another room and pulled to the center. She felt something knock against her head and looked to see a rope with cuffs on the end. The women pulled her hands above her head and cuffed her wrists, the rope being raised until her arms extended above her head. The women stood back and Daisy could see the eyes exploring her nearly naked body. There was a look of lust in them that she had only seen in fantasy before, but the reality sent a shiver rippling along her spine. She looked up and pulled against the restraints, but her wrists were secured tightly and she realized she was completely at the mercy of the women surrounding her. Daisy’s chest started to heave as her pulse raced. Her fantasies had always been one-on-one and what was actually happening was a lot kinkier. She wriggled a little as she felt the wetness growing between her thighs, the anticipation of what was about to happen turning her on. Marsha was the first to step forward. The party organizer reached up and brushed her fingers gently back and forth across Daisy’s lips. “Mmm, that’s nice,” she murmured quietly, almost to herself. As her fingers dropped, Marsha leaned forward and brushed her mouth against Daisy’s lips, slowly pushing herself forward into a harder kiss and flicking out her tongue to slide it into Daisy’s mouth. As she kissed, Marsha wrapped her hands around Daisy’s body, sliding them to the top of the panties and then pushing them inside to grip the naked ass cheeks. 
 
    
 
   When Marsha finally backed off, another of the women was quick to move forward. She kissed Daisy on the lips softly, but her touch got harder as she worked her mouth lower. Daisy moaned at the feel of the lips on the sensitive skin of her neck, pushing her head back. The woman flicked out her tongue and licked a wet trail down to the top of Daisy’s bra. She kissed onto the soft mound, working her mouth around, but finally backed off. The next woman to step forward took up where the last had left off, kissing onto the smooth skin of Daisy’s breasts. She licked her tongue up and down the cleavage then moved back a little, forcing her hand inside a bra cup and pulling the breast out to expose it. She was quick to move forward again, Daisy letting out a gasp at the touch of the lips onto the naked skin of her breast. She closed her eyes, the exquisite feel of her nipple hardening under the touch bringing out a soft moan. The woman licked onto it hard and sucked it into her mouth. As she played with the nipple, she brought her hand up to the other bra cup, forcing the breast out and grabbing it hard enough to leave red finger marks when she finally moved back.
 
    
 
   The next woman spent only seconds wetting Daisy’s nipples with her tongue before starting to kiss lower. Daisy could feel the fluttering of her skin as the soft kisses worked down her body to the top of her panties. The woman moved her mouth onto the silky material, working it around. She could feel the wetness on her lips as she kissed onto the dark stain, her senses suddenly filled with the taste and scent of pussy. It seemed to drive her wild and she was suddenly licking hard at the panties, her tongue sliding roughly up and down the outline of the pussy lips. She suddenly wanted more, her fingers grasping at the top of the panties and pulling them down to reveal the naked pussy below. Daisy convulsed, her body shuddering as she felt the lips kiss onto her slick skin. The woman pushed the naked thighs wider open, licking hard onto the pussy lips to open them up and Daisy felt a stronger shudder wrack her body as the tongue slid inside. It lapped at the wetness coating the soft pussy walls as it forced in deep and Daisy writhed against the restraints holding her in place as the feelings of pleasure radiated out into her body. The woman finally pulled her tongue out and as she stood leaned forward into a kiss, smearing the pussy wetness onto Daisy’s lips.
 
    
 
   When the woman finally moved back, Daisy was breathing hard, the exhilaration of what was happening making her gasp. Miranda stepped forward and kissed her friend. She moved her mouth to Daisy’s ear. “You taste good,” she whispered, “but let me show you what I like doing best.” Daisy felt her pulse quicken even more as Miranda moved slowly around until she was standing directly behind her. She let out a groan as she felt her hair being lifted followed by the soft touch of lips onto her neck. A shiver ran along her spine as the kisses worked to the nape of her neck. Miranda flicked out her tongue and started to lick down Daisy’s spine, feeling the shudders of her friend intensify as she worked lower. When she reached the top of the rounded cheeks she worked her lips over them, finally reaching her hands up to spread them open as she slid her mouth to the top of the butt crease. Daisy started to wriggle, her moans getting louder as Miranda’s tongue licked down and brushed lightly over her asshole.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” groaned Daisy as the pleasure of the touch rushed through her body. It was the first time she had ever experienced her asshole being played with, but she suddenly wanted more. She pushed herself back and felt the tip of the tongue flicking rapidly over her tight hole. The sensation was unreal, the pleasure making her cry out louder still. Miranda started to push forward harder, licking more forcefully onto the asshole and trying to open it up. Daisy squealed as the tip of the tongue slid in a little, touching against the smooth inner skin. The squeal seemed to spur the other women into action and suddenly Daisy was surrounded. There were touches all over her body, from the kiss on her lips to the tongue trying to force into her pussy. It sent a wave of pure bliss coursing through her veins and she closed her eyes as it started to overwhelm her. The lick on her clit made her body convulse and as she moved back the tongue slid deeper into her ass. She could feel the pleasure of the touches on her body driving her towards a climax and looked down to watch the women playing with her tits. They sucked her nipples into their mouths, the tongues rasping hard over the erect little nubs. 
 
    
 
   Daisy’s body stiffened as she suddenly felt the fingers between her thighs, stroking onto the wet skin. As they slowly pushed inside she could feel her pussy lips being spread wide open and it sent a shudder rippling through her body. The fingers forced in deep as tongues continued to work her clit and ass. As the fingers started to pump in and out, Daisy closed her eyes and gave herself over to the sensation. She tried to concentrate on it, but the feel of the tongues, fingers and hands elsewhere was driving her crazy and she gave up trying to focus on any one sensation and just let the whole experience wash over her. It didn’t take long for her to reach the brink of a climax and the sudden feel of it breaking inside was almost too much for her to take. She started to writhe around, her squeals getting louder as the shudders wracked her body, the intensity of the orgasm driving her up to a moment of pure ecstasy. The feel of her pussy tightening around the fingers as her asshole closed around the tongue was one of the most gorgeous of her life. Her body went rigid for an instant as the climax peaked before she felt the rush of the afterglow coursing through her veins. Daisy squealed as Marsha reached up to release the cuffs. She was dragged by the women over to a bed and thrown down onto it, her body heaving hard as she looked up at the expectant faces above her. It seemed that her orgasm wasn’t the end of the fun.
 
    
 
   “Me first,” said Marsha, getting onto the bed and straddling Daisy’s head, a knee placed either side. She pulled her panties to the side as she lowered herself and Daisy got her first ever taste of a woman. The pussy lips were pushed onto her mouth and she kissed at them hard, flicking out her tongue to lick at the slick skin. Marsha started to grind herself down, the wetness from her pussy smearing onto Daisy’s mouth and chin. The party organizer moaned as the tongue pushed inside, enjoying the feel of it licking onto the soft inner skin of her pussy. Daisy had fantasized about the moment so much, but found that the reality was even better. Lapping hard at the slick wetness, she tried to force her tongue in as deep as she could the moans of Marsha driving her on. As she continued to lick, she watched as Marsha started to play with her clit, pulling at the top of her pussy lips to expose the erect little nub and sliding fingers back and forth over it. It was an exciting sight and made Daisy lick harder, her tongue circling hard inside pussy.
 
    
 
   Suddenly she felt her hands being grabbed and stroked onto pussy. She couldn’t really see, but it appeared that the women had moved onto the bed either side of her body and were using her hands as fuck toys. She felt her fingers penetrating wet holes and the women started to ride them, letting the fingers fuck in deep. The sensation of being the center of attention was something special and Daisy could feel her excitement growing again. The feel of the tongue lapping hard inside her pussy was finally too much for Marsha and as she stroked onto her clit harder the orgasm burst into life. Daisy felt the rush of wetness that suddenly coated her tongue and she forced her tongue in as deep as she could while the climax ripped through Marsha. The party organizer squealed in delight as the top of the orgasm send a flood of excitement rushing through her body and left her gasping for breath. She moved to the side, but Daisy barely got a chance to grab a breath before someone else was sitting on her face. She started to lick hard again as another of the women worked herself to an orgasm. The next few minutes turned into a flurry of pussy licking as each of the women took their turn to fuck themselves onto Daisy’s fingers and then use her mouth to push themselves to a climax. The taste of pussy was suddenly all that Daisy could think about as she played with one wet hole after another. Miranda was the last to straddle her face, but Daisy pushed her friend off and forced her onto her hands and knees.
 
    
 
   “I want to see why you like it so much,” she gasped as she took hold of Miranda’s ass cheeks and spread them wide open. She was surprised to feel the thrill that rushed through her as she caught sight of the tight hole. Licking ass wasn’t something she particularly fantasized about, but as she bent forward there was suddenly nothing she would rather be doing. Miranda groaned at the touch of the tongue onto her asshole. Daisy flicked the tip back and forth rapidly, the groans of Miranda getting louder as her excitement mounted.
 
    
 
   Marsha sat onto the bed and grinned at Daisy. “You finger her ass while I do her pussy.” It was too good an offer to miss and Daisy moved her head back a little and dropped a little spit onto Miranda’s ass. She then sucked a finger into her mouth to wet it and when she pulled it back out stroked it to the tight hole. She pushed hard, trying to force past the resistance and groaned as she felt the tip of her finger slide just inside. As the resistance eased, her finger slid deeper and suddenly she felt it fuck all the way inside. The way the asshole tightened around her finger excited her and she held it deep as Marsha began to play with pussy. Daisy grinned as the other women moved forward and Miranda groaned at the sensation of hands starting to touch all over her body. They squeezed onto her tits, fingers tweaking and playing with the hard nipples. Daisy continued to hold her finger deep in asshole, circling it to work it against the silky inner skin. As Marsha sped up her movements, Daisy pulled her finger out to the tip. She grinned at the convulsions that wracked Miranda’s body as she fucked it back in hard. Daisy began to speed up her rhythm to match Marsha’s, enjoying the sensation of the tightness closing around her finger as she fucked it in deep. Miranda suddenly let out a loud squeal and forced herself back at the fingers in her holes. The orgasm ripped through her in a matter of seconds, her body convulsing hard as the heat of the moment rushed up to a shuddering peak. She let out a final loud scream as her pussy and ass closed tightly around the penetration, the shaking of her body slowly calming down as the pleasure finally started to fade. She dropped down to the mattress, the fingers pulling out, and squealed as her ass was spanked.
 
    
 
   “You enjoy that you little slut,” Marsha asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s supposed to be a new girl initiation,” Miranda gasped.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well the new girl decided to have some fun, so stop complaining,” laughed Marsha.
 
    
 
   “Who’s complaining,” Miranda said. “Can we do it again?”
 
    
 
   Marsha turned to Daisy. “What do you say new girl?”
 
    
 
   “Well…,” she replied. “If we can tie Miranda to the rope, I’m all for some more.”
 
    
 
   Marsha grinned. “I like your style new girl,” she replied, spanking Miranda’s ass again. “That sounds like a fantastic idea.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Lesbian Spa Seduction
 
   Carol woke up and stretched. Saturday meant no work although it didn’t mean that she wanted to lie in. She rolled over to check her alarm clock and seeing that it was almost eight o’clock, threw back the covers to get up. Her regular monthly appointment at the spa was booked for midday and there was plenty of time to get ready, but she decided to have a shower and a leisurely breakfast to get the day moving. She walked into the bathroom and pulled her nightdress off, turning on the water as she stepped into the shower enclosure. The warm water felt nice on her body and washed away the morning drowsiness. She let it cascade over her for almost ten minutes before she decided to get out. By the time she was back in the bedroom she was feeling refreshed and ready to go. Choosing a simple outfit of t-shirt and short pleated skirt, she grabbed some underwear from a nearby chest of drawers, got dressed and then made her way down the stairs to the kitchen.
 
    
 
   Once the coffee was brewing, Carol set about making some scrambled eggs and toast. By the time she had them on a plate the coffee was ready and she poured herself a cup, making her way out onto the patio to eat in the early morning sunshine. The caffeine hit set off her coffee addiction and when she finished eating she went for a refill. The temperature outside was climbing so she decided to sit in the lounge, slumping into a comfortable sofa to enjoy her coffee. She grabbed the remote and switched on the television, but after flicking through the channels couldn’t find anything of interest so switched it back off again. She sat thinking about her plans for the day. The spa visit would take up most of the afternoon and was something that Carol always looked forward to. The pampering was enjoyable and she always came back out feeling like a million dollars. She usually started with a body wrap and facial to treat her skin, moved on to a manicure and pedicure that left her nails looking sexy and finished with a massage to relax. Holding up her hands, she looked at her nails and wondered what color nail varnish to go for. Pink was one of her favorites, but she wondered if she should go for something different, just for a change. Finally deciding she would make up her mind at the salon she relaxed into the sofa and just enjoyed her coffee.
 
    
 
   By the time her cup was empty the hands of the clock were moving towards ten o’clock. Carol decided to head off for a little retail therapy before her salon appointment and grabbing her bag and keys set off into the morning sunshine. The bus trip into town was quick and when she finally stepped back onto the sidewalk, she walked towards the nearest mall. The cool air of the AC felt nice when she stepped inside the building and as she looked around a lingerie store caught her attention. She moved across to it and walked inside. As she strolled around, she occasionally stopped to look at the sexy underwear on offer, stroking her fingers onto the soft material of different pieces that took her fancy. Her eyes lit up when she saw a red boy-shorts panties and bra set. The lacy material was sheer almost to the point of being see-through and the bow on the front and back of the panties looked cute. Carol ran her fingers over the material, feeling how soft it felt and decided to try it on. Moving across to a changing room, she stripped down to her underwear and tried on the boy-shorts and bra, checking her appearance in the mirror. The look of the lingerie was nice and she decided to buy it. Taking it off, she dressed again and moved out of the changing room. She walked over to the sales desk and paid. When she was handed a bag and her change she turned to leave, but then stopped. She turned back to the sales assistant.
 
    
 
   “Is it OK if I use a changing room again?” she asked holding up the bag. “I’d like to wear these.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” the assistant smiled. “We’re not so busy today so just help yourself.”
 
    
 
   Carol walked back to the changing room. She pulled the red panties and bra out of the bag and took the tickets off. Stripping completely naked, she put on the lingerie and took the time to check the look in the mirror. She stroked her hand over the silky material and grinned. It felt nice and accentuated her curves, making her feel sexy. She finally dressed again and smiled at the assistant when she walked out of the lingerie store and back into the mall. She walked into a few clothes, but just looked around without really having any intention of buying anything. The same didn’t apply when she walked into a shoe store though. Carol caught sight of a pair of red 3-inch stilettos. Wow, she thought, they are exactly the same shade as the panties and she couldn’t help trying them on. They felt sexy and walking to a mirror she saw just how good they made her legs look. It made the decision easy and Carol told the assistant she would take them. Like the underwear, she kept the shoes on, putting her other pair into a bag. When she walked out the store she was feeling great and looking at her watch saw that it was almost 11.45. She left the mall, walking towards the salon, and five minutes later was opening the door. She stepped up to the reception desk and recognized the girl behind it.
 
    
 
   “Hi Miss Naylor,” said the cute blonde standing at the desk.
 
    
 
   Carol smiled. She liked the fact that the girls at the salon were always polite and respectful. “Hi Amanda,” she replied. “How are you today?”
 
    
 
   “I’m good, thanks,” answered the blonde girl. “What about you?”
 
    
 
   “I’m fine,” answered Carol, “and looking forward to a little pampering. Is everything set for me?” 
 
    
 
   The receptionist looked down at the book on the desk. “There’s one change to your schedule for today,” she said as she looked back up.
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” answered Carol, wondering what the change was.
 
    
 
   “You regular masseur got a new job and left since you were last here, so you’ll get your massage from a new girl today,” continued the blonde receptionist. “Her name is Eve and you’ll be in Room 5 today.”
 
    
 
   “Oh OK,” she replied. “That’s no problem.” Carol had been through a few masseurs in her time using the salon and had never had any complaints. She assumed she wouldn’t with the new girl either. They always seemed extremely professional and good at their jobs. She walked through to the locker room, stripping down to her panties and slipping on one of the clean robes hanging on the wall. Making her way through to the beautician area, she stripped off her robe and panties and sat on a lounger. After the body wrap was applied, Carol lay back and relaxed as the beautician worked on her face. It ended with the application of a mud mask and she closed her eyes and just rested to enjoy the sensation. Twenty minutes later, the body wrap was being removed. Carol got off the lounger, grabbed a towel along with her robe and panties, and went into the shower. When she finally came back out she made her way to see a nail technician. She sat and chatted with the young woman as her nails were worked on, finally deciding to go for a deep red on both her hands and feet. She continued to chat while she waited for the nail varnish to dry, but eventually got up and made her way through to the private massage room she had been appointed on her arrival. The room was empty when she walked in, but that wasn’t altogether unusual so she just walked over to the massage table and lay down to wait. Five minutes later the sound of the door opening caught her attention and she sat up.
 
    
 
   The girl was small and had the most gorgeous smile that Carol had seen in a long time, perfect rows of white teeth on show. Her long dark hair was tied back into a ponytail and her skin was tanned to a light brown, the color looking gorgeous against the stark white of the uniform she was wearing. Carol just stared at the girl’s face, taking in the dark brown eyes and smooth skin. As her gaze moved lower she saw that the uniform was short and much of the girl’s toned legs were on show. Carol had enjoyed a few sexual encounters with women in her life, but it had been a while since she had felt an instant attraction to one. It came on strong with her new masseur though and it was only the sound of the voice that broke her out of her thoughts.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” the masseur said, holding out her hand. “I’m your new masseur. My name is Eve.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, so I was told,” said Carol, returning the smile. She took the masseur’s hand and felt a slight shiver at the touch. “It’s nice to meet you.”
 
    
 
   “Likewise,” said Eve. She waited to see if Carol said anything more, but when she didn’t continued talking. “Do you want to get your massage started?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” replied Carol and got down from the table to take off her robe. Eve moved across the room to help, moving behind Carol and easing the robe from her arms. She looked down and saw the red boy-shorts.
 
    
 
   “Nice panties,” the masseur said. “The bows are kind of sexy.”
 
    
 
   Carol laughed as she turned. “I only bought them this morning and just had to wear them straight away,” she said. “They feel great.” She got back on the table and lay face down again.
 
    
 
   “The style suits you,” went on Eve as she moved to hang up the robe. When she moved to the side of the table she couldn’t help stroking a hand on the top of Carol’s butt and giggled as she did it. “Nice material too,” she said. “Do you want a towel to cover your butt while I work?”
 
    
 
   Carol grinned. It looked like her trip to the salon was going to be more fun than she anticipated and she couldn’t help wondering if things would move past just a simple massage. She suddenly found herself hoping they would, but relaxed to just enjoy the feel of the masseur’s hands. “No,” she finally answered the question. “You don’t have to cover me with a towel.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Eve. She moved her hands to Carol’s neck and shoulders and worked her fingers and thumbs onto the muscles, squeezing hard to ease out the tension. The older woman sighed at the gorgeous sensation and closed her eyes as the hands moved slowly down her back, pummeling her muscles into submission. She shivered as the fingers worked over her butt and down the back of her legs and relaxed as they dug into the soles of her feet. The masseur took a little time to work Carol’s feet. It was something that the older woman always enjoyed.
 
    
 
   She sighed. “That feels nice,” she murmured. Eve started to work back up her legs and seemed to take a little more time working over the butt. Her fingers pressed into the skin through the material of the panties and Carol wondered if the masseur was enjoying the touch of her fingers onto the soft material. Eve finally moved higher, working her fingers back up to Carol’s neck and shoulders again. She then made the older woman turn over onto her back and started to work on the palm of one of her hands and then up the arm. Carol was suddenly aware of her naked breasts being fully on show. She had her eyes closed, but took a peek and could see that Eve was definitely looking at her chest. A slight shiver ran along her spine and she wondered what the masseur’s hands would feel like massaging onto her breasts. Eve moved around the massage bed and took hold of Carol’s other arm. The older woman could feel her pulse rate quickening and realized that the masseur must be aware of it too. She tried to calm herself a little, but the touch on her body was just too nice. Eve moved hands onto Carol’s shoulders, kneading the muscles for a short while before moving down to her legs and working the thighs hard. Carol could feel her chest heaving a little at how close the fingers were coming to touching the front of her panties. She felt a little disappointed as the hands moved lower towards her feet, but her anticipation rose as they worked back up her legs.
 
    
 
   Carol was suddenly aware of the slickness growing between her thighs. She parted her legs a little and was sure that Eve wouldn’t be able to miss the wet stain forming on the panties. The sheer material was slightly see-through when dry so Carol was sure her pussy would show through clearly when it got wet. She heard the giggle of the masseur and looked up. Eve was staring between her thighs, but finally raised her eyes to meet the older woman’s gaze. “By the looks of it you are enjoying the massage,” she teased.
 
    
 
   Carol grinned. “Your hands are making me feel good,” she replied. “Maybe they could make me feel even better.” She flushed a little at the sound of the clumsy come on, but the masseur just giggled.
 
    
 
   A smile crossed Eve’s face and Carol looked down when she felt the hands stroke onto her inner thighs and push her legs a little apart. The masseur slowly worked her hands higher, her fingertips gliding over the skin until they reached the panties. Eve stroked her fingers along the edge of the soft material, pushing against the skin so that she could work them underneath a little. She finally stroked onto the material, working slowly towards the wetness. She could feel it smearing onto her fingertips as she worked her fingers around and looked up as she heard the gasp. “Feel good?” the masseur asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” breathed out Carol. “It’s the kind of massage I really like. Your hands feel nice.”
 
    
 
   Eve moved back and stepped across the room to lock the door to make sure that no one could interrupt them. Carol raised herself up on her elbows to watch. Her breathing became a little heavier as the masseur reached for the buttons on the front of her uniform. She teased by undoing them slowly, the material falling open to reveal more and more of the gorgeous tanned skin. Eve finally shrugged the uniform from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Her body was gorgeous, the tan showing up beautifully against the white of her bra and panties. Carol wondered if the skin under the material of the underwear was also tanned, but didn’t get the chance to find out as Eve moved back to the side of the table. She stroked fingers onto Carol’s thigh again and was quick to move them back onto the material of the red panties. The older woman clenched her ass cheeks at the gorgeous sensation of the fingers stroking along her pussy lips, the stain on her panties growing in size as the wetness leaked from her. She pushed herself against the touch of the fingers, wanting to feel them use her body harder, but Eve finally moved bag and walked to the bottom of the massage bed. She reached to Carol’s ankles and started to pull her down. Carol felt herself sliding down the table until her ass was perched right at the edge. Her legs dangled down, but didn’t quite reach the floor and she watched as Eve dropped to her knees. The masseur pushed Carol’s legs apart and moved in between, her hands sliding up the smooth skin of the thigh.
 
    
 
   Carol gasped at the touch of the hands onto her panties. Eve took a little time to stroke her fingers up and down the pussy lips again, which could now be clearly seen through the wet material. She then moved her hands to the top of the panties and peeled them down, pulling hard to get them down past Carol’s butt and then sliding them down her legs to her ankles and off. “Can I wear them?” the masseur asked, holding up the panties.
 
    
 
   Carol raised herself up on her elbows. “Oh yeah,” she answered, her pulse racing hard at the thought of seeing the gorgeous girl wearing the red boy-short panties. Eve stood up and reached behind her back to release the clip of her bra, shrugging the straps from her shoulders and letting the bra drop. Carol saw the tanned breasts and grinned. It seemed like the masseur like to get an all over tan. Her eyes dropped as Eve pushed fingers into the side of her white panties and pushed them down her legs. The masseur’s pussy was shaved and gorgeous, but was only in view for a few seconds before she grabbed the red panties and pulled them up her legs. “Oh fuck,” they look gorgeous on you,” Carol said.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you want to taste the pussy wetness on them,” Eve teased. She moved to the massage table and got onto it, working herself into a position where she had a knee either side of Carol’s head. She suddenly changed her mind and moved down a little to look at the older woman’s tits. Carol finally got to experience the masseur’s hands on her soft mounds. She moaned as the fingertips stroked around the smooth skin and then squeezed hard. The fingers dug in deeply, Eve taking her time to knead the breasts and work her hands onto them. When she pulled back a little, she looked to the nipples, brushing the fingertips of a hand over one. The soft touch made Carol gasp and she pushed herself up against it. The masseur suddenly dropped her head down, her mouth locking on to a nipple and wetting it. She held it between her teeth and worked her tongue over it, before moving to the other. This time she sucked the nipple hard into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. She could feel how hard it was getting and kept working on it until she finally had to move back and take a breath. 
 
    
 
   Eve continued to play with the nipples for a while before moving back up to plant a knee either side of Carol’s head again. She reached between her thighs and stroked her fingers onto her pussy lips, her own wetness mixing with that already on the silky material. Carol watched as the panties moved down towards her face and flicked out her tongue as they came close enough for her to lick onto. The taste and scent of her own and Eve’s pussy filled her senses and she licked onto the panties hard, stroking her tongue up and down the masseur’s pussy lips. It stirred her excitement and she started to lick harder, enjoying the soft gasps as Eve enjoyed the pleasure of having her pussy played with. Carol finally pulled back. She could see the masseur’s shaved pussy through the transparent material, but wanted more. Moving her fingers to the side of the panties she pulled them out of the way and felt the quickening of her breath as the gorgeous pussy was exposed. She quickly kissed onto the wet skin, feeling how smooth it was as she worked her lips around. Bringing her hands up, Carol stroked fingers either side of the pussy lips and eased the wet hole open. She was quick to stroke to the top of the pink slit and expose the erect clit, at first just gazing at the gorgeous sight. She suddenly stiffened her tongue and pushed it up, letting it slide inside the slick hole and lap at the wet skin. 
 
    
 
   Eve moaned at the sensation of her pussy being licked out and pushed down to grind herself onto Carol’s mouth. She worked her hips in circles as the licking inside her pussy became more frantic, the feel of the tongue rasping over the soft inner skin making her squeal. Carol started to stroke fingers on the masseur’s clit and heard the squeals grow louder. She wanted to feel Eve cum on her mouth and worked harder to make it happen. Her tongue flicked in and out of the wet hole and her fingers flashed across the erect clit. Eve could feel the pressure building in her body. Her intention had been to make the older woman cum, but the excitement building in her body turned her mind to her own orgasm. She pushed herself harder onto Carol’s mouth, the furious licking driving her crazy. It was the touch on her clit that was pushing her to the brink of an orgasm though and she urged Carol to work her fingers harder. The stroking finally became too much for her to bear and she groaned as the orgasm suddenly broke hard inside and took hold of her body. She shuddered as the intense pleasure of the climax swept her senses, driving her up to a moment of bliss. Her body froze as the peak of the orgasm gripped her hard and she shuddered as it finally let go, the shivers wracking her body as she came back down from the high. She leaned forward to rest her hands on the massage bed as she tried to regain control of her senses, but finally moved off Carol and dropped back to the floor. The older woman was gasping hard, her chest rising and falling as her exertions of licking out pussy slowly calmed.
 
    
 
   “Was I not supposed to make you feel good?” giggled the masseur.
 
    
 
   “Don’t let me stop you,” gasped Carol. “If you want to make me cum, you go right ahead and do it.”
 
    
 
   “Lie on your front,” said Eve. “I want to play with your gorgeous ass first.” Carol rolled over so that her upper body was resting on the massage bed and her legs dangling down to the floor. She pushed herself back a little so that her feet just touched the floor and shrieked at the feel of the slap onto her ass cheeks. Eve dropped to her knees and brought her face close to Carol’s ass. She flicked out her tongue to lick onto the skin and wet it. The older woman moaned as she felt the tongue slide around, leaving little wet trails on the smooth skin. Eve took her time, exploring every inch of the rounded cheeks before turning her attention to the butt crease. She licked gently up and down it, but started to move forward with a little more force to push her tongue between. Moving hands onto the cheeks she pulled them a little apart to make it easier to get to the tight hole and licked the tip of her tongue gently onto it. She started to work the tip rapidly, flicking it over the asshole until Carol was crying out at the treatment she was receiving. Eve pulled harder on the ass cheeks to spread them apart, pushing her tongue harder against the tight hole. She worked to open it up, suddenly desperate to feel her tongue on the soft inner skin. Her exertions started to work and she could feel her tongue slowly licking inside, Carol trying to hold in the cries that were threatening to erupt from her. Having her ass played with was something she enjoyed, but she couldn’t remember a tongue pushing so far inside before. Eve seemed on a mission to split her asshole wide open and the excitement rushed through Carol as she felt the tongue push deeper still. The masseur swept her tongue around on the warm, silky skin lapping hard to heighten the sensation for Carol. 
 
    
 
   Eve finally pulled back, trying to catch her breath as she continued to stroke fingertips onto the asshole. She pushed a finger hard against the hole and felt it slide in easily. Stroking the finger in deeply, she started to finger fuck the hole, Carol struggling to hold in the excited moans. Eve quickly sped up the rhythm, working her finger in and out hard. By the time she pulled back out, Carol was writhing around on the massage bed, the exhilaration of the moment climbing towards an orgasm. Eve made her get back onto her back again. Spreading the older woman’s legs wide apart, the masseur knelt down and got in between. She took her time to just gaze at the pussy first of all, seeing how wet it was. Bringing her fingers up, she stroked onto the slick skin, working them into the folds around the pussy lips. She worked fingers either side of the pink slit and pulled hard, the wet sound of the pussy opening up spurring her on. Eve teased the tip of her tongue around the wet hole, licking along the pussy lips a few times before pushing her head forward to dip her tongue just inside. She moved forward into a kiss, pushing her mouth against the wet pussy lips as she drove her tongue between them. She could feel the exquisite sensation of the wetness smearing onto her lips and groaned as the taste of pussy made her shiver.
 
    
 
   Carol bucked up a little from the massage table at the feel of the tongue pushing inside. Her excitement was starting to race out of control as her exhilaration grew and she started to beg the cute masseur to use her harder. Eve seemed to be in a mood to tease though, dipping her tongue in and out so that Carol was kept on the boil without completely losing control. The masseur brought fingers up to the top of the pussy lips and touched onto the exposed clit, stroking gently to bring it out of its hood and teasing her fingers around it. As she started to stroke on the little nub harder, she pushed her tongue deeper, lapping at the wetness on the pussy walls. She stiffened her tongue and moved her head back and forward to fuck it into the pussy. Gradually speeding up her movements she started to drive her tongue in deep, the moans of Carol showing just how much she was enjoying the experience. Eve finally decided to change position and pulling her tongue out, worked it to the erect clit. She moved her fingers to the wet pussy entrance and  holding her thumb and pinkie out of the way, stiffened her middle three fingers and pushed them just inside. Carol groaned at the feel of her pussy lips being spread wider. She wriggled down the massage bed, eager for the feel of the fingers pushing in deeper and moaned as they slid inside. 
 
    
 
   Eve was quick to give the older woman what she wanted, fucking her fingers in hard and making Carol writhe around on them. She licked her tongue more forcefully across the clit, slowly building the pressure. At first she just held her fingers deep, letting Carol work herself around on them, but finally pulled them back so that only the tips were inside the wet hole. Carol tensed, knowing what was coming, and couldn’t hold back the loud moan as the fingers fucked into her hard. She was suddenly writhing around again as the fingers began to fuck into her hard and could feel the slow creep of her body towards a climax gaining momentum. She urged Eve to use her harder, desperate to be fucked like a slut and the masseur worked her fingers in harder and faster while her tongue pressed hard onto clit. Carol closed her eyes tightly as she started to rush towards her climax. The pleasure rippling through her body grew in intensity until it became almost too much to bear. She squealed as her muscles tightened, her pussy closing around the stiff fingers and suddenly the dam broke and there was no holding back the rush of excitement. The orgasm ripped into her, her body shuddering as the heat radiated out from her pussy and worked to her nerve endings. Her muscles tightened as the peak of the climax gripped her body, clenching her ass cheeks to squeeze herself around the fingers. Eve fucked them in as deep as she could, trying to circle them around to heighten the experience, but finally pulled them back out when she heard the satisfied sigh of Carol. The older woman shivered as the exhilaration drained from her. She tried to hold onto the feeling, but it slowly left her and she lifted herself onto her elbows and looked down to see the masseur nuzzling her pussy lips. It felt nice and she closed her eyes as Eve played, only opening them again when she felt the touch between her thighs finally end. She watched as the masseur stood up.
 
    
 
   “These panties are something special,” Eve teased. “I think I might have to get myself a pair.”
 
    
 
   “You can keep those ones,” replied Carol with a grin, “on the understanding that you have to wear them whenever I come to the salon for a massage.”
 
    
 
   “I can do that,” laughed the masseur, turning to show her ass to the older woman as she stroked her fingers over the soft material. She moved across to the massage table and pushed her ass towards Carol. “Do you want to try?’ she asked, a cheeky smile forming on her lips.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Camp Site Threesome 
 
   Macy sat in the back of the SUV with a miserable look on her face. Her parents had tried talking to her as the journey started, but quickly gave up when all that came back was monosyllabic replies and grunts of acknowledgement from their eighteen year old daughter. She had been complaining for weeks beforehand about being made to go on the annual trip to the campsite, but they had stood firm about not letting her stay home on her own. They hoped she would come around to the idea and try to make the most of the vacation, but the silence from the back of the car was ominous.
 
    
 
   Macy was fuming. She couldn’t see why she should be made to go on the trip. Her parents made the journey every year early in the spring and the campsite was usually quiet, mostly populated with older singles and couples and very few people her own age. This year she had really hoped that she could miss out and just stay home. Having turned eighteen recently, she thought she was old enough, but her parents apparently didn’t share her confidence that she was mature enough to be left alone. As the time of the vacation approached she finally gave up the argument, resigning herself to a week of boredom at the campsite and as the car sped along the highway, she looked out the window. The early spring countryside was pretty, but it didn’t take away from the fact that she would rather be elsewhere. Macy put on her headphones and turned up the volume to enjoy the sound of the music. As she listened, she rested her head onto the seat back and closed her eyes, eventually dozing off.
 
    
 
   It was the sound of the wheels crunching onto the gravel track that woke her up. It was familiar and even without opening her eyes, Macy knew they had arrived. When she finally looked out of the window of the vehicle she saw that they were approaching the log cabin reception building. Her father stopped and went inside to let the owners know of their arrival. When he returned, he drove the short distance to their site and set about unloading the SUV and setting up the tent. Macy looked around as her father worked and her worst fears were confirmed. The campsite looked even emptier than she remembered from the year before and there were only a few tents already set up. She already knew the layout of the camp and didn’t expect that anything new had been added since her last visit so didn’t wander too far. The sudden sound of laughter from nearby caught her attention though and she turned to look. The noise was coming from inside a tent, but as she continued to watch an older woman came racing out still laughing. She was dressed in a pair of tight denim shorts and bikini top and it was the large breasts that caught Macy’s attention. The material of the bikini did little to cover them and the teen girl couldn’t help starting, a slight shiver shaking her as she saw the way the breasts bounced.
 
    
 
   “Stop it,” said the woman as another followed her out the tent.
 
    
 
   “It’s just one kiss,” the second woman teased, but laughed as she saw Macy watching them. She nodded her head in the teen girl’s direction and the first woman stopped moving and turned to look. Slightly embarrassed to have been caught so obviously staring, Macy started to turn away. “Did you just get here?” the second woman called.
 
    
 
   Macy turned back. The two women were smiling in her direction. “Yeah,” she called back. The two women introduced themselves as Serena and Cassidy and Macy returned the compliment. She watched as they returned to their tent, the laughing quickly resuming once they were inside. Macy turned and walked back to her parents, finding it difficult to rid her head of the image of Serena’s big breasts. She watched as her father completed setting up the tent and then helped her parents move the gear inside. The tent was big enough to have two separate compartments and she grabbed one side while her parents took over the other. They finally walked back to the area of the reception building and went to the campsite shop to buy a few provisions. By the time they walked back, Serena and Cassidy were lying sunbathing in the afternoon sun. They said hello to her parents and Macy took the opportunity to sneak another few glances at the big breasts, her mind suddenly fixated on them. She also gave Cassidy the once over, seeing that she was smaller and more petite, but still have a curvy body. She guessed from the way they acted around each other that they were lovers and suddenly wondered what it would be like to watch them having sex. When she returned to the tent she tried to shake the idea from her head. She had never particularly been attracted to women before, her interests being confined to boys, but Macy found herself thinking about Serena and Cassidy as the day progressed and they were still on her mind as she fell asleep in the late evening darkness.
 
    
 
   The next morning Macy woke up early, seeing that it was just after seven when she looked at her wrist watch. Her parents were still sleeping and she kept the noise down as she reached for a towel and made her way out of the tent in her pajamas. She walked towards the campsite shower room and as she stretched her hand out towards the door handle it suddenly turned. She moved back as the door opened and was suddenly confronted by Serena wearing only a towel.
 
    
 
   “Oh hey,” the older woman said. “You’re an early riser like me.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” laughed Macy. “Left my parents still sleeping, but decided to get my day started with a shower.”
 
    
 
   Serena laughed. “Your parents sound like Cassidy. I think she is still fast asleep. Are you looking forward to a fun day?”
 
    
 
   Macy made a face. “Not sure,” she replied. “There’s not so much for teenagers to do around here.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I guess,” replied Serena. “It’s more aimed at us oldies.”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, you’re not old,” exclaimed Macy.
 
    
 
   “I’m in my thirties, so my teenage years are long gone,” laughed Serena, “but it’s sweet of you say I’m not old. See you around.” She smiled as she left and Macy turned to watch as she walked back to her tent. The towel skimmed the top of her thighs and Macy suddenly found herself thinking about whether the older woman had panties on underneath. She finally shook her head free of the image and turned to open the door of the shower room. When she moved inside she saw it was empty and getting into a cubicle, stripped her pajamas off and enjoyed the warmth of the water cascading over her body. As she stood an idea began forming in her mind. If Serena was an early riser, maybe there was a chance that she could follow the older woman into the shower room the following day and see a little more of the gorgeous body. Whether she would or not was open to question, but if she didn’t try she would never find out. The shower cubicles weren’t exactly private and there was plenty of damage and small holes in the doors that it would be possible to see through. Spying on another woman was never something she had thought about before, but the chance to see Serena’s naked body seemed too good a chance to miss and she felt a flicker of desire at the prospect. 
 
    
 
   Finally switching off the water, Macy dried herself and put her pajamas back on. By the time she got back to the tent, her parents were getting up and she waited for them to go and shower before joining them at the campsite café for some breakfast. Her parents decided to go sightseeing for the day, but Macy declined the offer to join them, hoping that she might get the chance to spend a little time with Serena and Cassidy. They were nowhere to be seen though and Macy guessed they had gone out for the day. She slipped on a bikini, dragged a chair out into the morning sunshine and relaxed into some sunbathing. Her parents finally returned in the afternoon and Macy sat and ate some of the food they brought back. She wasn’t that hungry, but ate anyway for something to do. Her parents told her about their day out and she tried to show a little enthusiasm, but her mind was already focused on the shower room and what she might see the next day. She kept her eye on the tent of the lesbian couple, but it remained quiet and by the time she went to bed there was still no sign of them. Macy’s mind raced with fantasies of big breasts, but being so close to her parents meant their was little she could do about them. She tried to push the images to the back of her mind and finally fell asleep.
 
    
 
   When she woke up the next day, Macy was quick to look at her watch. She saw it was only six o’clock and getting up grabbed her towel. She moved to the entrance and kept an eye on Serena’s tent. It was coming to the point that she was getting bored waiting when she suddenly saw movement. Serena walked out wearing only a towel and moved across the campsite on her own. Macy waited until the older woman reached the shower room door and stepped inside before quickly following. When she reached the door she opened it quietly and went inside. Serena was already in a shower and the teen girl could hear the sound of the water. It covered any noise she made and she crept up to the closed door of the cubicle. She looked around, but there was no one else there and as she reached the door she saw a little hole around half way down. Edging her eye to it she looked inside, taking a sharp intake of breath as the full beauty of Serena’s body came into view. The older woman was soaping her breasts and Macy stood transfixed, the sight of the hands stroking over the large breasts bringing on a shiver. She followed the progress of the hands lower, the shivers in her body becoming a little stronger as her gaze settled on the shaved pussy. Serena parted her legs and ran her hand in between, the pussy lips disappearing from view behind the white lather. When Serena moved her hands away and let the water cascade down her body, the lather was washed from her body, bringing the pussy back into view. Oh fuck, that is gorgeous, thought Macy. She brought her gaze back up to the tits and just stared at the big nipples, wondering what it would be like to lick onto them. The sudden touch of the hand on her shoulder startled her.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck,” she squealed out loud and realized she was in trouble when she turned to see Cassidy glaring at her.
 
    
 
   “Enjoying the fucking view you little pervert,” the older woman said. Macy knew there was no excuse that would explain what she was doing and just hung her head, staring at the floor. Cassidy knocked at the door of the shower cubicle. “You in there Serena?” she asked.
 
    
 
   The sound of the water stopped and after a few seconds the door opened. “What is it?” asked Serena.
 
    
 
   “It would appear we have a dirty little pervert staying at the campsite,” Cassidy answered. Serena opened the door wider and looked out to see Macy staring at the floor. She turned to her friend and raised her eyebrows. “Our little teen friend was enjoying the view of you showering,” continued Cassidy, pointing to the small hole in the cubicle door.
 
    
 
   “The dirty little slut,” said Serena. “What should we do?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm…, maybe her parents should know what their daughter likes doing in the shower room,” replied Cassidy. 
 
    
 
   Macy panicked at the prospect of her parents being told that she was spying on a naked woman in the showers. “I’m sorry,” she blurted out. “It won’t happen again. Please don’t tell.” She dropped her gaze to the floor again.
 
    
 
   Serena grinned at Cassidy at the realization of the sudden power they had over the teen girl and decided to up the pressure. “Maybe we should tell the campsite owners,” she said. “I think they have a right to know there’s a pervert here.”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” groaned Macy, at the thought of the trouble coming her way. She wished she had never seen the two women and started to plead for them not to tell on her.
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Serena finally. “If we don’t tell, what will you do for us?’
 
    
 
   “Anything,” exclaimed Macy. “I’ll do anything you ask. Just don’t tell.”
 
    
 
   Serena grinned at Cassidy again. She reached out a hand and caressed it onto Macy’s chin, lifting the teen girl’s head so that she was gazing into her eyes. “Such a pretty mouth,” she said, moving her hand to brush fingers across Macy’s lips. “Maybe if it was kissing onto pussy it would look even prettier.”
 
    
 
   Macy knew what the older woman meant right away. “I’m not doing that,” she exclaimed, the words rushing out before she could stop them.
 
    
 
   “Well…,” continued Serena, “if you would rather face your parents and explain what you were doing that’s fine by me.”
 
    
 
    “OK, OK,” Macy said quickly, hanging her head again. “I’ll do what you want.”
 
    
 
   “That’s a good girl,” said Serena and gripping the teen girl’s hand pulled her into the shower cubicle. Cassidy followed inside, closed the door and locked it. The sound of the click sent a shiver through Macy and the nervousness she had felt since she had been caught gave way to a sensation of excitement. She was pushed against the cubicle wall and the two older women reached out to the buttons on her pajama top and pulled them open. Macy was wearing nothing below and she felt the hands stroking onto her naked breasts when the pajama top was dragged from her body. Serena leaned forward to kiss the teen girl, while Cassidy bent down to lick onto the exposed breasts. Macy groaned at the touch of the gentle kiss onto her lips. It slowly grew harder and she was forced back against the cubicle wall. Serena moved her mouth from the soft lips and kissed to the teen girl’s ear. “If you want us to keep your dirty little secret, you better be our slut,” the older woman breathed softly. She licked at the ear and Macy shuddered hard. Serena moved her mouth down to the teen girl’s neck, kissing gently at first, but increasing the pressure as the excitement caught her. She moved lower still and moved back a little to watch as Cassidy played with nipple, teasing the tip of her tongue around and over it before sucking it into her mouth. When Serena leant forward, Macy felt the incredible sensation of both her nipples being sucked on at the same time. The two women knew what they were doing and pushed her passion higher as they teased and aroused the nipples to full hardness. The teen girl started to moan as she was suddenly lost in a world of ecstasy, her nerve endings coming alive as the mouths and tongues worked their magic on her naked breasts.
 
    
 
   Serena and Cassidy finally pulled back and Macy looked down to see them kissing. They were quick to move back to her body though and worked their mouths lower until they reached the top of the pajama bottoms. The teen girl gasped as fingers slid under the elasticized waistband and started to pull the pajamas lower. In an instant her naked pussy was exposed and a ripple of pleasure ran along her spine at the kisses that suddenly showered down onto it. She felt her legs being pushed apart and fingers trailed up her inner thighs and teased onto her pussy lips. The teen girl’s body tightened at the feel of the stroking and as it grew in intensity she felt herself being opened up. She wasn’t sure just how many fingers pushed inside, but shuddered hard at the way her pussy lips were spread wide open. The fingers slid inside, playing together as they pushed in deeper until they were almost knuckle deep. Serena used her free hand to expose the teen girl’s erect clit and let Cassidy lean forward first. A burst a pleasure made Macy gasp at the touch of the tongue onto the little erect nub. Cassidy licked hard, enjoying the feel of her tongue sliding over the slick skin. She pushed her lips onto the clit and tried to suck it into her mouth, Macy squealing at the sensation. When Cassidy finally pulled back, the teen girl got little respite as Serena was quick to lean forward and kiss onto the wet skin at the top of her pussy lips. A second tongue teased around her clit and the pressure in her body grew further. She was suddenly glad she’d been caught and just closed her eyes as the excitement swept her senses. The fingers in her pussy started to slide in and out, but finally pulled back out.
 
    
 
   The two women stood, stroking their fingers onto Macy’s lips and making her taste her own pussy wetness. “I think the little slut might be obsessed by your big tits Serena,” Cassidy said. She reached for the knot of her friend’s towel and released it. As the towel was pulled away, Macy got a close up view of Serena’s tits and couldn’t help herself reaching out to stroke her fingers on them. The older woman leant against the cubicle wall and pulled the teen girl’s head down to her breasts, shivering at the touch of the tongue on her soft skin. Macy worked her mouth around, exploring every inch of the gorgeous breasts, kissing hard and flicking her tongue out to taste them. Her excitement grew as she worked her mouth to a nipple, letting her lips brush across it. As she played, she felt it harden under her touch and finally moved back a little. The nipple looked huge and stood out proudly from the surrounding flesh. Macy licked her tongue onto the tip of the nipple and parted her lips as she pushed forward to let the hard nub slide inside her mouth. She was suddenly sucking on it frantically, her passion growing by the second. Serena grabbed the teen girl’s head and pulled her harder forward, making her take the nipple deeper into her mouth. Macy kept her tongue working, licking eagerly onto the hardness until she started to gasp. Even then Serena wouldn’t let her pull back and Macy felt her excitement explode as she was forced to continue playing with the breast. She sucked in a lungful of air when the older woman finally allowed her to move back. Her chest was heaving, but after a couple of breaths she was pulled onto the other breast, her tongue wetting the nipple as her lips circled it.
 
    
 
   At first Cassidy just watched as Serena used the teen girl’s mouth for her pleasure. She finally wanted to do more though and dropped to her knees behind Macy. Reaching for the teen girl’s hips, she pulled the gorgeous ass into position so that it was sitting just in front of her face. Leaning forward she kissed onto the skin, sliding her mouth around and enjoying the sensation of her lips working over the smooth rounded cheeks. She held the teen girl’s hips tightly and pulled back, so that her tongue slid into the butt crease. Macy’s body convulsed at the touch of the tongue onto her asshole. A shiver ran along her spine as the tongue brushed back and forth, gently at first, but gradually becoming more forceful. After a short while the older woman pulled back, the heavy breaths wracking her body. She slid her hands from the teen girl’s hips until they were caressing onto the gorgeous ass. She slowly tightened her grip, digging her fingers in hard and pulling the ass cheeks apart to get a view of the cute asshole. It stirred her excitement and she was suddenly spurred into action, moving forward and forcing her lips onto the tight hole. Cassidy flicked her tongue out and pushed against the hole, trying to open it up. She worked her tongue in circles and as she continued to push forward and felt the tip slip just inside. The sensation of touching onto the silky inner skin of the asshole made her gasp and she was quick to slide fingers to the hole. Pulling her tongue out she forced a finger onto the puckered hole and pushed hard to get it inside.
 
    
 
   Serena suddenly wanted more than just the touch on her tits and pushed Macy lower. The teen girl let her mouth brush over the soft skin of the older woman’s midriff and as her head moved down, her ass pushed back against the finger. She groaned as it burrowed deep inside her ass, Cassidy working it onto the slick inner skin as it fucked inside. Macy pushed back against the touch. She had felt the pleasure of fingers touching onto her asshole before, but had never let anyone push their finger inside. There was no stopping it this time though and she couldn’t believe the incredible sensation that rippled through her body. She closed her eyes to enjoy it, but when she felt Serena stop, pushed her head down and opened her eyes again. The slick shaved pussy was right in front of her face and she stared excitedly at it. Serena pushed back against the cubicle wall to provide a little support and spread her legs open. She pulled Macy forward until she felt the mouth kissing onto her slick skin. The teen girl worked her lips around eagerly, her tongue flicking out to lick at the wetness and take the taste of pussy into her mouth. She slid the tip of her tongue along the pussy lips and onto the smooth shaved skin around it. Her breathing started to run out of control at the double pleasure she was experiencing. Her tongue pushed hard on to the pussy lips while the finger in her ass started to fuck in and out harder. 
 
    
 
   Macy licked up to Serena’s clit and felt the hard shudder wracking the older woman’s body as she rasped her tongue over it. She worked from the gentle sensation of the tip of her tongue circling around the erect nub to the rougher touch of her tongue licking hard. Serena reached out to the cubicle wall, trying to give herself a little more support as the power in her knees drained. She was suddenly breathing hard and her pulse quickened further when she felt the fingers stroke to her pussy lips. There was no teasing as they pushed inside hard and fucked deep. Macy was quick to start finger fucking pussy, matching the speed of her hand to that of Cassidy’s, who was continuing to fuck her finger into the teen girl’s ass. Serena started to moan in ecstasy as her passion grew and when the fingers fucked into her faster still she pulled the teen girl’s mouth onto her clit. She could feel the climax moving ever closer and as the tongue and fingers used her harder she was suddenly in a headlong rush towards it. When the orgasm finally burst into life, Serena felt her knees buckle. She pushed back against the cubicle walls, eager to hold herself up until the climax had run its course. Macy pushed her fingers in and held them deep, letting the pussy close around them tightly. She continued to lap her tongue hard over clit, pushing Serena’s orgasm to a shattering peak that finally made her knees buckle. She slid to the floor, the fingers pulling out of her pussy and looked up at the agonized expression of excitement on the teen girl’s face. 
 
    
 
   Cassidy continued to finger fuck ass hard, the older woman losing herself in the excitement of the moment. When Serena finally caught her breath, she got onto her knees and forced a hand between the teen girl’s thighs, exposing Macy’s clit so that she could stroke her fingers onto it. She was just about to slide fingers into wet pussy, but heard the excited squeal of Macy and knew she was too late. The orgasm lit up the teen girl, the hard shudders wracking her body as her asshole closed tightly around the penetration of the finger. Her muscles tightened as the rush of pleasure just grew in intensity until she was finally released from the grip of the orgasm. Her body suddenly went limp and she almost collapsed onto Serena.
 
    
 
   Cassidy was breathing hard as she pulled her finger out of the tight hole. “Fucking hell,” she gasped. “I need my vibrator.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” laughed Serena. “We can make our little slut do you so I can watch.” She grabbed the towel and wrapped it around her body then helped Macy get her pajamas back on. The three women moved out of the cubicle and to the door of the shower room. They opened it and looked out. All appeared quiet so they quickly made their way to the lesbian couple’s tent and got inside. Serena was quick to start stripping her lover’s clothes off. Macy just stood and watched, the after effects of the orgasm still washing through her body. When Serena pulled the panties down, she pushed Cassidy down onto a camp bed. She moved across to a bag and searched through it, a grin crossing her face as she found what she was looking for. Pulling out the vibrator, she turned and held it out towards Macy. The teen girl’s eyes opened wide at the sight of the large cock-shaped sex toy. She reached for it and gasped as her fingers wrapped around it.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, that’s big,” she said, as she squeezed hard.
 
    
 
   Serena laughed. “Yeah, my dirty little friend likes to feel her pussy getting spread wide. I normally do it for her, but its going to be dirty watching a little teen girl fuck her pussy.”
 
    
 
   Macy turned and moved to the camp bed, sitting on the edge. She stroked her hand onto the smooth skin of Cassidy’s thigh, working her fingers higher and sliding them onto the slick pussy lips. She worked her fingers up and down a little at first, pushing increasingly forcefully to open up the wet hole. She let her fingers slide just inside and heard Cassidy’s gasp as she stroked onto the slick inner skin. Macy was quick to pull her fingers back out though and pushed the tip of the vibrator onto the soft skin of Cassidy’s inner thigh. She quickly stroked the sex toy higher until the tip was pressed onto the slick pussy lips. Looking to the base of the sex toy she located the switch and moved her fingers to switch it on. The sound of gentle buzzing filled the tent and Cassidy bucked her hips up from the camp bed as the vibrations caressed her pussy lips and ran inside. At first, Macy just stroked the tip of the vibrator up and down the pussy lips, but Serena urged her to get it inside. The teen girl applied a little more pressure and felt the wet hole opening up. She watched in amazement as the petite woman’s pussy lips spread open to let the big vibrator slide inside. Cassidy moaned, her back arching hard at the penetration of the toy. Her breathing turned to excited gasps as her wet hole opened up wider to allow the vibrator in. Macy pushed hard, easing the toy deeper and deeper until only the base was left showing.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck that’s dirty,” said Serena and Macy turned to see the older woman’s gaze fixed between Cassidy’s thigh. She finally turned. “Fuck her hard with it,” she grinned. “Let’s see if we can wake up the campsite.”
 
    
 
   Macy slowly pulled the vibrator out to the tip and teased it around the pussy entrance. She suddenly fucked it back in hard and Cassidy tensed at the feel of being spread open again. She bit her lip to hold in the moans as Macy started to fuck her.
 
    
 
   “Turn the speed up,” laughed Serena. Macy stopped for a second and looked to the switch at the base of the sex toy. She clicked it to the third setting and felt the vibrations more strongly in her hand. When she fucked it back inside, Cassidy groaned. Macy built the rhythm quickly, the vibrator starting to flash in and out hard. Serena joined in the party by leaning forward and stroking her fingers on clit. The sensations rushing Cassidy’s body quickly became too much and she bit her lip harder to hold back her excited squeals. Her body suddenly bucked up from the camp bed, her muscles tensing at the sudden onset of the climax. The orgasm ripped through her hard, her body thrashing around as Macy fucked the thick vibrator in deep. Cassidy tightened herself around it, clenching her ass cheeks hard as the orgasm took control of her body and shook it. The thrashing of her body slowly calmed as the exhilaration left her body and she finally settled back onto the bed, a satisfied groan escaping her lips.
 
    
 
   Serena grinned as she backed away. “So we’ll see you tomorrow at the same time,” she said to Macy.
 
    
 
   “What?” the teen girl said.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” Serena laughed. “The price of our silence is that you are our little teen slut until you leave.”
 
    
 
   “Will I get the vibrator tomorrow?” asked Macy.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” Serena answered. “You will get it good.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

My First Time Lesbian Sex
 
   The divorce hit Janet hard and getting used to life on her own after so many years of marriage was difficult. She tried to get on with things as best she could, making her way into work each day, but not having someone around in the evening hours was hard to take at first and made her feel a little lonely. As the months passed though, she got more used to her new lifestyle and started to regain her confidence. She even started to think about moving on to someone else, but when her desire was finally stirred the object of her affections came as a surprise to her.
 
    
 
   When the family had moved in next door to her, Janet at first thought it was only a couple. In their mid 40s, they were around the same age as her and seemed friendly. She talked to them a few times, even went over to their home one evening for a glass of wine and she started to wonder if they might have any single male friends that she might get the chance to meet. A couple of weeks after the couple moved in their daughter arrived and the first time Janet saw the nineteen year old girl was an awakening. She had never really felt any sexual feelings towards another woman before and was surprised at just how strong they came on the first time she saw Sarah. The cute girl had short blonde hair and green eyes and seemed to like dressing to tease. Her low cut tops typically showed smooth skin and sexy cleavage, the large breasts coming dangerously close to spilling out. The skirts were usually short enough to almost put panties on view and the long legs seemed to go on forever.
 
    
 
   Janet’s fantasies about the teenage girl started the very night she had caught sight of her for the first time. As she lay in bed she could feel the heat between her thighs growing. She slid her fingers under her nightdress and could feel the wetness on her panties, her pulse starting to race as she stroked fingers onto the silky material. Janet felt a little weird that the object of her fantasies was a teenage girl, but there was no denying how turned on she was getting. As her fingers traced up and down the outline of her pussy lips, she felt a shiver ripple along her spine. The sensation was nice and she gave up worrying about the fact that she was fantasizing about playing with pussy and just enjoyed the experience. As her fingers stroked harder between her thighs, the panties started to be an annoyance and she lifted her hips from the bed to drag them down her legs and out of the way. Her breath rushed out at the touch of her fingers stroking onto the naked skin. Janet pushed a little more forcefully and shivered at the feel of her pussy opening up, stroking her fingertips just inside and working them around on the silky skin. In the months since her divorce she had forgotten just how good a touch inside her pussy was, but it came back to her in a rush as she forced her fingers in. She held them deep, clenching herself around the penetration and feeling how wet she was getting. As she eased the grip of her pussy, Janet started to finger fuck herself, closing her eyes and imagining that it was Sarah’s fingers using her. Her body shuddered as it moved closer to a climax and the sudden onset of the orgasm made her tense hard, her pussy tightening around the fingers even harder. She pushed them deep and was suddenly writhing around as the orgasm ripped through her senses, her body coming alive with a passion that left her breathless. As she pulled her fingers out and lay heaving on the bed, Janet’s thoughts focused on the teenage girl. It was to be the start of a growing obsession.
 
    
 
   Over the coming weeks, she took the opportunity to try and see Sarah whenever she could. The chances didn’t come along that often with Janet out most of the day at work, but she sometimes saw the teenage girl in the evening. Sarah was friendly and they had the occasional chat, Janet always taking the chance to get a closer look at the teen girl’s cute body. She tried not to make it too obvious that she was getting excited, but as soon as she was back in her house, she couldn’t help playing with her pussy, finger fucking herself to an orgasm as the dirty dreams raced through her mind. Janet wondered if the teen girl realized just what affect she was having on her. Sometimes she wished she did, in the hope that it might lead to her fantasies becoming reality, but it wasn’t until around three weeks after she had spoken to Sarah for the first time that something actually did happen.
 
    
 
   Thursday started like any other day, with Janet making her way to work as usual. She had booked some leave though and only intended to work to lunchtime before she was free to enjoy a long weekend. When she finally left her office the sun was shining and she decided to walk home to enjoy the warmth. By the time Janet arrived at her house, the sweat was dripping from her and as soon as she stepped inside she made her way to her bedroom. Stripping off, she grabbed a towel and went to the bathroom to have a cooling shower. When she finally got back out she dried herself and walked back into the bedroom feeling refreshed. Moving to her wardrobe, she grabbed some underwear, a t-shirt and shorts to get dressed. As she moved back across the room she suddenly stopped at the window, catching sight of Sarah lying sunbathing in the next door back garden. Janet moved up close to the window, her eyes opening wide as she took in the gorgeous sight. The teenage girl was lying topless, her large breasts on full display and Janet’s gaze fixed onto them. She could feel her pulse racing as the thought of kissing onto the tits filled her mind and stood transfixed. The movement suddenly caught her attention and she realized that Sarah was taking off her sunglasses. The teenage girl’s gaze was fixed on the bedroom window and Janet was suddenly embarrassed to have been caught so obviously staring. She quickly moved back out of sight, but when she stole a glance out of the window saw that Sarah was still watching. The thought that this was a chance for her fantasies to come true suddenly filled Janet’s mind and pushed her on. She walked back into view and saw the teenage girl grin. Sarah sat up and crooking her finger made a beckoning gesture. It was an invitation that Janet took up right away, moving to her bedroom door, out into the hallway and down the stairs. Making her way to the back door of her home, Janet took a couple of deep breaths to try and compose herself, but it did little to stop the racing of her pulse.
 
    
 
   When she stepped outside, she saw that Sarah was already waiting for her at the fence between the two gardens. The teen girl grinned when she saw Janet. She had put her bikini top back on, but it did little to conceal the gorgeous breasts. “So did you like staring at my naked tits?” Sarah giggled.
 
    
 
   Janet flushed at little at the directness, but nodded her head. “Where are your parents today?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh they went to work already,” said Sarah, the grin on her face widening. “They won’t be home for hours. Maybe you want to come in and see how nicely I’ve decorated my new bedroom.”
 
    
 
   Janet was suddenly breathing hard. She moved up to the gate in the fence and was let through, following the teen girl to the house. Once inside, Sarah led her along to the stairs and up, Janet’s eyes locking onto the gorgeous ass that was suddenly almost directly in front of her face. She couldn’t help herself, stretching out a hand to stroke it on the gorgeous ass cheeks. Sarah just laughed and wiggled her ass, but made no protest as the fingers continued to stroke onto her skin. When they reached the top of the stairs, Janet pulled her hand away and followed along to a door. The teenage girl opened it and stepped aside, letting Janet walk inside first and then closing the door as she followed.
 
    
 
   “So what do you think?” laughed Sarah as she moved across the room and threw herself down onto the bed.
 
    
 
   “What do I think about the room, or what do I think about you?” asked Janet.
 
    
 
   “Hmm…, what do you think about the room?” went on Sarah. 
 
    
 
   Janet looked around the décor of pastel pinks and yellows, the teddy bears on the bed and the posters of handsome half-naked men and women on the walls. “It’s very girlie,” she laughed, “but nice. I like the colors.”
 
    
 
   “And me?” asked Sarah. “What do you think about me?”
 
    
 
   “You’re absolutely gorgeous,” said Janet quickly.
 
    
 
   “I thought you would say that,” giggled the teen girl. “You’ve been checking me out ever since we first met. My pussy has been getting so wet waiting for you to make a move. Have you been with a teenage girl before?”
 
    
 
   “No,” laughed Janet. “I’ve never been with any woman before. This is all new to me.”
 
    
 
   Sarah’s eyes lit up. “Really?’ she said. “I’m your first girl. Oh fuck that’s so hot.” She slid a hand up to her bikini top and pulled one of the cups down to reveal a nipple. “So, do you want a closer look?” she teased. 
 
    
 
   Janet moved across the room and looked down at the exposed nipple. Her chest was heaving a little as the blood pumped faster through her veins and the thought of licking her tongue onto the gorgeous nub suddenly filled her mind. She found herself standing nervously just watching though. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t be shy,” Sarah encouraged with a loud giggle. “I can be a dirty little slut when the mood takes me and when it does I’ll let the person I am with do anything to me.” She pulled the material completely off her breast and pushed her chest up. Janet was finally stirred into action, getting on the bed on her knees and moving to the side of the teenage girl. She held her breath as she reached out a hand, the air rushing from between her parted lips as her fingertips slid across the smooth skin. Her heart was hammering as she moved her finger towards the nipple and brushed them over the erect little nub. Sarah’s body convulsed at the touch on her nipple. “Oh yeah, I like that,” she gasped. “Touch it harder.”
 
    
 
   Janet stroked her fingers to the nipple again, brushing her fingers over it a little more forcefully and Sarah convulsed again. It excited Janet and she started to stroke her fingers back and forth across the nipple faster, the sensation making her pulse quicken even more. She bent down and as she pulled her fingers away, kissed onto the soft skin of the breast. Playing with the teen girls body was an amazing turn on and she could already feel how wet she was getting. She flicked out her tongue, tasting the skin and licking wet trails of spit all over it. Her tongue bumped over the hard nipple and this time it was Janet that shuddered. The touch of her tongue onto the hardness set something off inside her and suddenly she was pushing her mouth eagerly onto the breast, her lips circling the nipple as her tongue played with it. The squeals of the teenage girl echoed around the room and Janet shivered at the sound. She licked harder onto the breast and nipple and was gasping for breath when she finally pulled back. She moved up to look down at the pretty face of the teen girl, bending down to brush her mouth across the soft lips. Sarah grabbed her head and pulled her down into a harder kiss and Janet closed her eyes and lost herself in it. 
 
    
 
   When Sarah released her grip and the kiss broke, Janet was quick to move back down the teen girl’s body. While one breast was uncovered, the other was still encased in the bikini top and Janet could see the nipple poking through the material. She dropped her head to it and licked onto the bikini, circling her tongue around the nipple and wetting the material. Sarah closed her eyes at the sensual touch of the tongue as it started to stroke over her nipple, her moans growing louder the harder the touch got. Janet finally wanted to lick onto naked skin and reached to the bikini top to pull it out of the way.
 
    
 
   “Bite me,” moaned Sarah. She used hands to push her large breasts together and pushed herself up, offering her tits for the older woman to use. Janet felt her excitement explode as she bent down and kissed onto the breasts. She parted her lips wider and worked her teeth around the soft flesh biting down gently. “Harder,” urged Sarah and Janet bit down a little more. The teen girl kept urging her to bite harder, but the older woman finally backed off, looking down at the red marks she had left on the skin. She was surprised by the excitement she felt and reached out fingers to stroke it over the mark. “I love getting that done to me,” giggled Sarah. She pushed Janet’s fingers away and stroked her own over the mark. “Do the other one too,” she said. “Mark me as your little slut.” Janet bent down and bit onto the other breast, using enough pressure again to mark the skin with red teeth marks. She licked over it when she finished, her pulse racing out of control at the excitement of what she was doing. She continued to kiss onto the soft skin and lick her tongue over the hard nipples, but Sarah started to urge her to lick pussy. The dirty words of the teen girl thrilled her and she moved her mouth off the breasts and started to kiss lower. Her lips worked over the soft curve of Sarah’s midriff and her breathing got heavier as she finally reached the top of the bikini briefs. She reached out fingers, intending to pull the briefs down, but changed her mind and kissed onto the material. It was obvious by the wet stain on the briefs just how excited the teen girl was getting and Janet licked her tongue onto it, tasting pussy for the first time in her life. A shiver ran along her spine as she felt her tongue touch onto the outline of the pussy lips. She licked up and down and felt the pussy push harder against her mouth as Sarah arched her back and lifted her hips from the bed.
 
    
 
   Janet suddenly felt desperate to see the naked pussy. While the teen girl still had her hips raised, she reached for the top of the bikini briefs and pulled them down the smooth thighs. She gasped at the sight of the shaved skin, and looked up at the sound of the giggle. Sarah reached fingers to her pussy and stroked them on the slick skin. “You like my cute little shaved pussy?’ she asked. Janet sat transfixed at the sight of the fingers stroking up and down the gorgeous pussy. Her breathing became shallow and she couldn’t tear her gaze away.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, that is gorgeous,” she finally said, moving her face closer as the teen girl’s fingers continued to stroke up and down.
 
    
 
   “You want to see inside,” giggled Sarah. She worked fingers either side of her pink slit and slowly pulled her pussy lips apart. The wet hole opened up, revealing the slick inner skin. Janet couldn’t help herself, leaning forward to dip her tongue inside. The teen girl squealed at the touch and pushed herself towards it so that the tongue pushed inside deeper. Janet was suddenly lapping hard at the wetness, the taste filling her mouth as her tongue got coated. As she licked, she slid fingers to the top of Sarah’s pussy and exposed the clitoris. Her fingers stroked eagerly onto it and the teen girl started to writhe around, the pleasure of the touch on her body making her shudder hard and moan. It encouraged Janet to work harder, burrowing her tongue in so deep that her mouth was pushed hard onto the pussy lips. Her fingers flashed hard across the clit, the thrill of playing with Sarah starting to overwhelm her.
 
    
 
   Sarah finally pushed the older woman back though, her breath coming out in harsh gasps. “Don’t make me cum yet,” she moaned. “Play with my ass first. I want to feel your tongue on my asshole.” She reached for a couple of pillows from the top of the bed and rolling onto her front, pushed them under her hips. It raised her ass a little in the air and Janet just stared at the gorgeous rounded cheeks. She couldn’t say that she had ever fantasized about playing with ass, but the sight of such a gorgeous one just in front of her face made her suddenly desperate to do it. She leaned forward and brushed her tongue over the soft skin, her excitement mounting at what she was about to do. She grabbed the soft cheeks and squeezed onto them hard, pulling back to see the red finger marks. She suddenly wanted to mark them harder and Sarah squealed as she felt the bite onto her ass. Janet sunk her teeth into the skin and was breathing heavily when she moved back. She kissed onto the mark she had left and then gripped the ass cheeks again, this time spreading them wide open. She let out a soft gasp as the asshole was suddenly exposed to her view. In a flash she was on it, brushing her tongue eagerly over the hole and shuddering at the excited moans of Sarah. The teen girl pushed up against the tongue, eager for a harder touch and moaning louder as Janet gave it to her. The older woman suddenly wondered what it would feel like to get her tongue inside and set about trying to do it. She pulled harder on the ass cheeks trying to open up the hole and circled her tongue hard, trying to burrow it inside. Sarah forced her face into the bed as she felt her asshole start to open up under the pressure of the touch.
 
    
 
   Janet groaned at the sensation of the tip of her tongue working the asshole open. It encouraged her to push harder and as the resistance of the tight hole started to ease she could feel the excitement gripping her as her tongue pushed deeper. It stroked against the warm, silky inner skin and the feel of it made her want more. She kept pushing until she managed to get her tongue all the way inside, the teen girl crying out as the pleasure washed over her. “Finger fuck my ass,” moaned Sarah. Janet was quick to pull her tongue back out and wet a fingertip on the slick skin between the teen girl’s thighs. She stroked it to the tight hole and pushed. It slid inside much easier that her tongue and in a matter of seconds Janet was enjoying the exquisite sensation of the asshole tightening around her finger as she fucked it all the way inside. The teen girl started to writhe around, the breath spilling from her hard as Janet’s finger started to slide in and out. “Harder,” Sarah moaned, urging the older woman to finger her asshole harder. Janet gave her what she wanted, repeatedly driving her fingers deep inside the hole, her pulse racing out of control as the excitement of the moment took over.
 
    
 
   Sarah finally moved forward so that the finger pulled out of her ass. She rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide open. “Make me cum,’ she begged. “I’m so close.” Janet quickly got in between the parted thighs and licked hard onto the slick pussy lips. They opened up as she pushed harder against them, her tongue sliding inside and lapping hard at the soft pussy walls. As she started to circle her tongue hard, she brought a hand to Sarah’s clit, forcing it out of its hood and stroking fingers across it. The pressure built in the teen girl’s body as the excitement of being used by an older woman started to overwhelm her senses. She bucked her hips up from the bed, clenching her ass cheeks and feeling the pleasure sweep her body, the shudders running out of control. Sarah’s agonized scream filled the room as she moved to the brink of an orgasm. She was suddenly frantically gasping as her body came alive, the gorgeous sensation of the orgasm rippling through her body and carrying her up to a moment of pure bliss. She felt her pussy closing tightly around the tongue inside and let out a prolonged squeal as the peak of the climax made her body tense hard. As the relaxation spread through her veins, Sarah dropped back onto the bed giggling. “Oh fuck, for your first time you do that really good,” she said. “I think it’s time for me to repay the compliment though.”
 
    
 
   Janet felt the shock of desire as the teen girl got up and pushed her down onto the bed on her back. Sarah got up and pulled the disheveled bikini top and briefs away from her body, so that she was left completely naked. She dropped down to her knees and reached to pull Janet up so that she could work the t-shirt over the older woman’s head and off. She then reached for the button on Janet’s shorts, telling her to raise her ass so that she could pull them off. The teen girl then got over the older woman on her hands and knees and bent down into a kiss. When she finally pulled back a little, Sarah worked her mouth to Janet’s ear and licked her tongue inside. “I’m going to make you fucking scream hard,” she whispered and Janet shivered. “You’re going to be my little fuck toy,” the teen girl finished and moved lower, kissing onto the sensitive skin of the older woman’s neck. She worked her mouth around, her tongue flicking out to lick down from her neck to the curve of a breast. She grabbed a bra cup and ripped it down hard, exposing the naked breast then quickly did the same with other so that she had both tits to play with. Janet gasped at the rough touch of the mouth onto her skin. Her ex-husband had always been a gentle lover, but she suddenly found that being treated roughly was a massive turn on. Amy bit into the breast, moving back to inspect her work and grinning. She quickly leant back down to bite the other breasts and Janet felt the high of the adrenaline pumping through her veins at the sensation of the sharp pain. It felt good, her breathing coming out in gasps as the pain dulled to a warm glow. The pain was soothed further by the teen girl licking onto the red marks. 
 
    
 
   Sarah started to kiss around a soft mound, working her mouth to the nipple and gripping it between her teeth. Janet steeled herself for some more pain, but the teen girl didn’t apply any real pressure, just holding the nipple firmly and licking her tongue over the tip. Finally letting go, Sarah sucked the nipple fully into her mouth and kept her tongue swirling around it. As the teen girl moved from breast to breast, Janet started to moan and pushed her chest up from the bed. The touch on her nipples was something special and she suddenly felt the desire well up inside. She hadn’t realized just how much she had missed sex since her divorce, but the teen girl was starting to drive her wild. When Sarah finally backed off the breasts she was breathing hard, but grinned at Janet. The older woman shrieked as she was suddenly rolled over onto her front. Sarah pushed the hair away from the back of the older woman’s neck and licked onto the exposed nape. She played for only a few seconds though before sliding a wet trail down to the top of the panties. Janet gasped as she felt the material being peeled down to expose her naked ass cheeks. She held her breath, her anticipation growing, and the breath came out in an excited sigh as she felt the fingers playing gently across her skin. The touch was gorgeous and she pushed up against it, encouraging the teen girl to stroke her fingers harder onto the rounded cheeks. Sarah took her time to explore every inch of the smooth skin, finally working her fingers into the butt crease and touching onto the hidden hole.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” moaned Janet, the curse out of her mouth before she could stop it. Her body shuddered hard as fingers brushed back and forth over her asshole, the gorgeous sensation rushing through her body.
 
    
 
   Sarah giggled. “So my dirty little slut likes her ass being touched does she?” Janet gasped as she felt her ass cheeks being spread open. The touch of fingers on her ass had been something special, but it paled in comparison to the feel of the tongue licking onto it. She buried her face into a pillow as her body was set alight, the pleasure rolling through it and making her groan. Sarah started to lick faster, her tongue rasping over the tight hole. When she moved back she spanked a hand hard down onto Janet’s ass, making the older woman squeal. The sharp pain quickly faded, but Sarah wasn’t content with just one spank and worked her hand onto the ass cheeks, the sound of the spanks onto the naked skin reverberating around the room. Janet was breathing heavily when the teen girl finally backed off. Sarah bent down to push her mouth close to the older woman’s ear. “You like it when I get a little rough with you?’ she breathed.
 
    
 
   Janet could feel the weight of the teen girl pressing down onto her. “Yes,” she gasped. Sarah moved back up and gripped the ass cheeks hard again, digging her fingers in as she spread them wide. She moved her head over the tight hole and dropped a little spit onto it, working the wetness around the rim. She dropped some more spit right on the hole and pushed her finger into it, Janet groaning as she felt her asshole start to open up. It was her first anal experience and she couldn’t believe just how sexy it felt. Sarah was in no mood to be gentle and fucked her finger in roughly, the lubrication of the spit easing the passage past the resistance. She slid her finger in knuckle deep and worked it around, stroking it onto the smooth inner skin. In a matter of seconds she was fucking her finger in and out, driving it in hard so that her hand slapped onto Janet’s ass. The older woman closed her eyes and pushed her face hard into the pillow as the exhilaration of being used by a gorgeous teenage girl swept through her. She pushed up her ass, eager for the touch and groaned as she felt Sarah’s free hand push between her thighs and seek out the wet pussy entrance. In an instant she had fingers fucking into both holes and could feel the pressure in her body growing to breaking point. The teen girl didn’t hold back, seeming to love finger fucking pussy and ass as hard as she could. Her fingers flashed into the holes in a frenzy, slamming in and out and pushing Janet closer and closer to a climax. When it finally hit, the older woman felt her pussy and ass grip tightly around the fingers. Her body was frozen rigid for an instant before her cry rang around the room and she was suddenly frantically writhing around. The pulsing of her ass and pussy sent a wave of pleasure radiating out to her nerve endings, the teen girl ramming her fingers in deep to heighten the sensation. Janet felt her sharp intake of breath as the orgasm hit its high, her holes again closing tightly around the fingers before the exhilaration drained from her body and left her gasping for breath.
 
    
 
   Sarah giggled and spanked Janet’s ass hard again when she pulled out her fingers. “So I hope now that you have experienced your first time that you will be coming back for more.”
 
    
 
   Janet collapsed down onto the bed and rolled onto her back. She put her hand on her chest and felt how fast her heart was racing. “Do I have to go home,” she laughed. “Can’t I just stay here from now on so that we can play?”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m all for it,” said the teen girl. “I’m not sure exactly what my parents would say about it though.”
 
    
 
   “Just tell them I’m your new fuck toy,” said Janet with a grin.
 
    
 
   Sarah rolled her eyes. “Yeah that would work,” she laughed. “Just keep coming back when they’re not here and I’ll make sure you feel this good whenever you want.”
 
    
 
   “That’s a deal,’ laughed Janet. “I’m not working tomorrow by the way, so if you’re here I can come and play all day.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Lesbian Sex Slave
 
   Cassie slowly walked around the naked woman at her feet, her high heel boots clicking on the wooden floor. As she walked behind she smiled at the sight of the handcuffed wrists and when she finally stopped directly in front, she put the riding crop under the chin of her submissive. Applying a little pressure she tilted Harriet’s head up and felt a flicker of real desire at the sight of the pretty blue eyes.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to lick my pussy, aren’t you,” said Cassie.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” answered Harriet. 
 
    
 
   The riding crop swished through the air and struck Harriet’s upper arm. She squealed at the sharp pain, but made no effort to complain. “Yes, what?” said Cassie harshly.
 
    
 
   “Yes miss,” replied Harriet quickly. 
 
    
 
   Cassie reached down and slid her fingers into the long blonde hair, tightening her grip and forcing Harriet to look up again. “Remember who the boss here is,” she said. “You call me miss when you answer me and you do what I tell you, when I tell you. OK?”
 
    
 
   “Yes miss,” replied Harriet, not making the same mistake twice. Her fantasy of being a submissive to a dominant lover had come to life when she met Cassie a few weeks previously. The two were made for each other and she loved being controlled and made to do dirty things for her mistress. It turned her on massively and she got just as big a kick from being submissive as Cassie did from being dominant. She looked at the short vinyl skirt in front of her face and shuddered at the thought of what lay below. She knew she was about to be make to lick pussy and her pulse was racing hard. Her body already had a few red marks from the discipline Cassie had handed out and being completely naked, handcuffed and under the control of a mistress was exciting her. 
 
    
 
   Harriet closed her eyes as the grip in her hair tightened further, but opened them again when she felt it being released. Cassie backed away and sat on the edge of the bed, the short vinyl skirt hugging her thighs tightly. She crooked her finger and beckoned her submissive forward. Harriet shuffled towards her, taking her time to make sure she didn’t lose her balance. With her hands secured tightly behind her back, she had no way to break her fall and she didn’t want to end up crashing down onto her face. She finally reached the edge of the bed and waited for her orders. Cassie brought the riding crop up and teased the end of it around Harriet’s nipple. She worked from breast to breast, watching the pretty eyes of her submissive as she stroked onto her nipples harder. She finally pulled the riding crop back and dropped it on the bed. Lifting her hips up a little she worked to hitch the vinyl skirt up her thighs to reveal the red panties below. The dark stain was a display of her growing excitement and she slid her hand onto it, coating her fingertips with the wetness.
 
    
 
   “Come here,” Cassie ordered. Harriet shuffled forward a little more and watched the hand move to her face. The wetness on the fingertips was smeared onto her lips and she flicked out her tongue to lick at it, tasting pussy. It made her want more, but she knew she had to wait. Cassie teased by stroking her pussy and wiping her fingertips onto Harriet’s lips a couple of more times. “You like my taste?’ she finally asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes miss,” Harriet replied.  She squealed as the fingers suddenly grabbed her hair hard and forced her head down. The squeal turned to an excited moan as her mouth was forced onto the dark stain. Harriet worked her lips eagerly over it, a stronger taste of pussy filling her mouth. Her tongue flicked out to lick along the outline of the pussy, caressing onto it through the wet material. She heard the excited groan of Cassie and licked harder, wanting to make her mistress moan louder. Harriet’s chest heaved as she about the task of making Cassie cum, her heartbeat racing ever faster as the exhilaration of the situation caught her. In her eagerness to please, her tongue slid more forcefully onto the panties, trying to push through the material to open up the pussy lips below and get a little inside. She felt her head being pulled away from the pussy and took the chance to try and regain her breath. She watched as Cassie lifted her hips and pulled the panties down her thighs. When they were clear of her ass and only a little way down her legs she let go. “Take them off,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   Harriet leant forward and bit onto the panties, using her mouth to pull them down the smooth legs to the ankles. She kept her head low as Cassie stepped out of them and then straightened back up with the panties still held tightly between her teeth. The taste of pussy filled her mouth and she couldn’t help licking her tongue onto the damp material. Her eyes were fixed on the naked pussy and she watched as Cassie stroked fingers along the glistening pink slit. Harriet desperately wanted to lick onto it, but waited for the order. When Cassie finally pulled her fingers away, she nodded at Harriet. It was the signal the submissive was waiting for and she spat the panties out of her mouth and eagerly ducked her head down. She nuzzled her mouth against the wet pussy, kissing gently onto the slick skin. Her excitement mounted as she flicked out her tongue and licked hard against the pussy lips, working to spread them apart so that she could get to the soft inner skin. As the wet hole opened up she heard her mistress moan. The sound of Cassie’s pleasure was something she craved and she worked harder to make her moan louder. Her tongue pushed in deep, licking around hard as her mouth pushed onto the wet pussy entrance.
 
    
 
   Cassie could feel the pressure in her body building, edging her towards a climax. The touch of Harriet’s tongue was making her shiver, but she knew it wouldn’t be enough to make her cum. She slid her fingers to the top of her pussy lips and pulled up hard to bring her clit out of its little hood. As soon as it was exposed she stroked her fingertips onto it, throwing her head back at the pleasure of the touch. Harriet knew that Cassie touching onto clit was a sure sign she wanted to cum and redoubled her efforts, pushing her tongue in as deep as she could and forcing licks onto the soft pussy walls. She could hear the excited squeals getting louder. Cassie could feel herself reaching the point of no return and stroked onto her clit even harder. Her body tensed on the brink of a climax and she closed her eyes to let the sense of anticipation run through her veins. The tension suddenly released from her muscles and she cried out at the feel of the intense spasms that rippled along her pussy walls. She threw herself back onto the bed, her back arching hard as the thrill of the orgasm rushed her senses and carried her up to moment of pure bliss. Her cries echoed around the room as the tongue pushing in deep prolonged the ecstasy and even as she relaxed, Harriet wouldn’t let up. She giggled as she finally had to sit up and push her submissive away.
 
    
 
   “Fucking stop,” Cassie said, “before I take the riding crop to you again.” She could see the look of exhilaration on Harriet’s face and dragged her onto the bed and pushed her face down. She spanked the ass cheeks hard a few times, stopping to look at the red marks, before carrying on. Cassie got on all fours above her submissive and leant her head down. “You did good today slut,” she whispered in Harriet’s ear. “I’ve got a surprise for you though.” She finally released the handcuffs and Harriet sat up rubbing her wrists. Cassie grabbed the face of her submissive and squeezed hard as she continued to talk. “A friend of mine saw us in town together the other day. She thinks you’re a pretty little thing and wondered who you were. I told her you were my new little slave and it interested her a lot. Unfortunately I owe her a favor and she has called it in.” Harriet listened as her mistress continued to speak, wondering where things were heading. “I agreed to my friend’s request,” Cassie went on, “which is to have control of you for a night. I said she could use you as long as I get to watch.”
 
    
 
   “But I don’t want to be with anyone else,” said Harriet.
 
    
 
   Cassie smiled. “Didn’t you say that you would do anything I ask you?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes, but…” started Harriet.
 
    
 
   “No buts,” cut in Cassie harshly. “It’s arranged for her to be here this Saturday and you better be nice to her and do what she wants.”
 
    
 
   Harriet started to protest again. She went quiet though as Cassie reached for the riding crop, knowing that it would be used on her if she didn’t shut up. She didn’t really want to be fucked by someone else, but at the same time she wanted to please Cassie. She moved across the room to pick up her discarded clothes and got dressed. She walked to the door of the room, but turned back at Cassie’s final words. “Saturday, five o’clock,” she said. “If you want to please me you better be here.” Harriet walked out the room and made her way to the door of the apartment, letting herself out and going home.
 
    
 
   As the days counted down to Saturday, Harriet debated what to do. In reality she knew there was only one option. She loved being with Cassie and didn’t want that taken away. She reasoned it was only one night and by the time Saturday morning dawned she knew she was going to do it. The day passed slowly, with Harriet doing little other than think about what was going to happen that evening. As the clock finally ticked past three, she started to get ready. Cassie liked her to dress in revealing clothes and with no clue what the friend would like Harriet just went with what she knew. She picked a sheer pair of pink panties from a drawer at the bottom of the wardrobe, pulling them up her legs and adjusting them into place before searching through the drawer for the matching bra. When she found it she slipped it on, closing the front hooks and feeling the way her breasts were pushed together and up. It produced an attractive cleavage and Harriet ran a finger along it, adjusting the bra to make herself comfortable. Flicking through the clothes in the wardrobe, she finally settled on a short, figure-hugging white skirt, matching it with a cropped blue t-shirt. It left a lot of skin on show and as Harriet looked at her reflection in the wardrobe mirror she instantly knew Cassie would like what she saw. She finished by securing a black choker around her slender neck, the final look being cute and girly. Checking her watch she saw that there was still plenty of time before she had to leave and picking up a pair of high-heel ankle boots made her way downstairs
 
    
 
   When Harriet saw the hands on her watch finally hit 4.30, she set off for the walk to Cassie’s apartment. It was always the moment her excitement started to build, but this time she felt nervous, unsure of exactly what awaited her at the end of her journey. The late afternoon sun felt nice on her skin and she tried her best to relax, but her nervousness increased the closer she got to her destination. Finally standing in front of the door of Cassie’s apartment, she tried to compose herself a little. She waited until a couple of minutes before five and finally knocked on the door.
 
    
 
   A smile spread across Cassie’s face as she took in the sexy outfit of her submissive and Harriet felt her heart skip a beat. The pretty smile was something she adored and she suddenly knew that she would do anything that she was told to that evening. She walked inside the apartment and Cassie led her through to the lounge. Harriet saw the woman sitting waiting as soon as she stepped through the lounge door. She had long brunette curls and freckle covered skin on her face. It gave her a pretty look and the woman smiled as soon as she saw Harriet.
 
    
 
   “This is Belinda,” Cassie said, introducing her friend. “She will be your mistress for tonight so just make sure you do what she says, OK?”
 
    
 
   “Yes miss,” answered Harriet. She remained rooted beside Cassie, who laughed and finally pushed her in the direction of Belinda. As she moved closer, Harriet could see Cassie’s friend was older, probably in her mid forties, although her face and figure still looked good. She stood up as Harriet moved right up to her.
 
    
 
   “So pretty,” said Belinda and slid fingers along Harriet’s cheek bone, working the hand lower until she stroked on the choker. “This is going to be fun,” she said, looking towards Cassie with a smile on her face. She sat down again and pulled Harriet onto her lap. Her fingers stroked along the curve of a breast and down to the naked skin of Harriet’s midriff. Belinda kept stroking lower, working her fingers to the hem of the short skirt and sliding them underneath. Harriet felt a shiver ripple through her body at the gentle touch of the fingers running along the soft skin of her inner thigh. She squirmed a little and parted her thighs as the fingers brushed onto her panties. As Belinda worked her fingers around, she leaned forward to push her mouth close to Harriet’s ear. “I’m going to make you scream loud when I fuck you,” she whispered. The sound of the words and the caress of the breath on her ear made Harriet shiver again. She looked across at Cassie, who was sitting watching with a huge grin on her face, obviously enjoying what she was seeing.
 
    
 
   “Shall we take this to the bedroom and have some fun?” Cassie said when she saw Harriet looking at her.
 
    
 
   “That sounds like a great idea,” said Belinda. She moved Harriet off her and stood, gripping the back of the younger woman’s neck and holding on possessively as Cassie led the way to the bedroom. Harriet felt a shudder at the sound of the door locking. She was under the control of two dominants, but watched as Cassie simply walked to a chair in the corner of the room and sat. She turned to look at Belinda and then past her to the items set out on the bed. It seemed that her mistress for the night had come prepared and was ready to take control of her.
 
    
 
   “Let’s start by getting your pretty little body naked shall we,” Belinda said as she moved forward. Harriet stood compliantly as she was stripped naked, her new mistress first pulling the t-shirt over her head and then unclipping the bra to let it fall away from her breasts. Belinda reached out a hand to a naked breast and kneaded it gently before squeezing it hard. She looked past Harriet to Cassie. “Can I bite her?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” answered Cassie, “But turn her around so I can see.” Harriet was spun around and steeled herself for the pain as Belinda bent down to her breast. The older woman caressed the soft skin gently at first, taking her time to suck the nipple into her mouth and work her tongue around it. She finally moved her mouth a little higher on the soft mound and let her teeth sink into the soft flesh hard enough to leave a mark. Harriet let out a cry at the sharp pain and was breathing hard as she felt the mouth move close to her ear. “That’s just your first mark of the night,” the older woman whispered.
 
    
 
   Belinda reached down to release the zipper on the short skirt and pulled it down so that it dropped to the floor. Harriet stepped out of it and kicked it away, leaving her standing only in her sheer pink panties and neck choker. She watched as the older woman walked across to the bed and picked up Cassie’s riding crop. Belinda moved back and started to caress the crop over Harriet’s naked body, working it over her tits and nipples and then around so that she could stroke the end over the rounded cheeks of the cute ass. The mouth moved close to Harriet’s ear again. “Slide those pretty pink panties off your butt and touch your toes little girly,” Belinda said. Harriet shivered at the sound of excitement in the older woman’s voice. It was obvious that she was getting a huge kick from what she was doing. Reaching behind her back, Harriet slid her panties down to reveal the naked skin and then bent over, reaching her fingers down to touch her toes. Almost as soon as she had, the riding crop was lashed across her buttocks, making her cry out.  Belinda moved forward and Harriet could feel the fingers on her ass, obviously tracing across the line of the red mark. The touch moved away and Harriet cried out again as the crop cracked across her ass cheeks for a second time.
 
    
 
   Belinda laughed as she looked at Cassie. “I don’t see why you like using this. It’s so much better to feel your hand on the skin.” She dropped the riding crop and dragged Harriet across to the bed. Belinda sat and pulled Harriet face down across her lap so that she could stroke her hand onto the marks on the rounded cheeks. The loud sound of the spank reverberated around the room. “Oh yeah,” gasped the older woman as she picked her hand up from the skin and saw the red mark spreading across it. She slapped her hand down onto the naked ass again and let out another gasp as her excitement for what she was doing grew. Her hand spanked down a few more times before she pushed Harriet off her and stood up. She grabbed the younger woman’s hair and made her look up. “I’m going to have a little fun with your pretty little body first and then you’re going to finish the fun by making me cum.” Belinda let go of the hair and grabbing Harriet’s elbow pulled her to her feet and dragged her around to the side of the bed. She reached for the pink panties and pulled them off, dropping them onto the bed. Reaching for a short length of rope, she twisted Harriet’s hands behind her back and tied her wrists together. A second length of rope was secured around her arms, just above the elbows. 
 
    
 
   Harriet struggled a little against the bonds, but quickly realized she was tied tightly and there was no escape. Looking across the room, she could see that Cassie had pulled her skirt up around her waist and was stroking fingers onto her panties. Even from the other side of the room, Harriet could make out the wet stain on the material. Cassie was obviously enjoying the sight of her submissive being used by someone else and Harriet decided to throw herself into the role, not that she really had a lot of choice in the matter. Belinda reached for a spreader bar and cuffed it onto Harriet’s ankles, so that the younger woman’s legs were forced wide open. She watched as Belinda stripped off her clothes, until she was also completely naked. The older woman picked up a strap on dildo and pushed it into Harriet’s face. “You’re going to take this in your sweet little holes,” she said. She sat and worked her feet into the loops, standing again as she pulled the straps up her legs and secured them into place around her waist.
 
    
 
   Fuck that’s big, thought Harriet as she looked at the size of the dildo sticking out from the older woman’s body. It was going to be a new experience for her and one she was suddenly looking forward to. She loved being used and it appeared that she was about to be fucked hard by a woman. Harriet squealed as she was pushed and fell face first onto the mattress. Belinda dragged her to the center of the bed and pulled her hips up so that she ended with her face on some pillows and her ass sticking up in the air. She groaned at the feel of the licks onto her ass. The pain of the spanks had receded to a dull glow and the sensation of the wet tongue licking around soothed it even more. Harriet felt her ass cheeks being spread apart and the tongue worked into her butt crease and onto her tight hole. The tip touched onto her asshole gently at first, but quickly became more forceful, trying to open her up and get inside. She moaned as the resistance of the hole was overcome to let the tongue touch onto the silky inner skin.
 
    
 
   Belinda wanted to spread the hole open wider than she could with her tongue though, but decided to get the dildo coated in pussy wetness first before trying. The older woman straightened up and shuffled forward on her knees until the tip of the dildo touched onto the rounded cheeks of the ass. She quickly used her hand to push the dildo down and force it between Harriet’s parted thighs, stroking the tip onto the smooth skin. Cassie’s view was blocked and she got up and dragged her chair to the side of the bed, bending down to see Belinda working the tip of the dildo up and down the slick pussy lips. She gasped as she saw how wide the wet hole was spread when the head of the dildo pushed inside and heard Harriet let out an agonized moan. The moan got louder as the dildo pushed deeper and Belinda didn’t let up until the hard sex toy had all but disappeared inside. The older woman leaned forward, grinding her hips onto Harriet’s ass as she stirred the dildo around inside pussy. She did no more than hold it deep for a while before finally pulling her hips back until only the head of the dildo was left inside. She teased it around the pussy entrance, but suddenly thrust her hips forward, making the breath rush from Harriet in an excited gasp as the dildo fucked into her hard. Belinda laughed at the sound and spanked her hand onto the ass. She started to rock her hips back and forward, her own pleasure mounting as she felt the base of the dildo push back against her clit as she fucked the dildo in.
 
    
 
   The touch on her clit brought out a desire for more and she started to slam the dildo into wet pussy more forcefully, so that the base of the toy pressed onto the erect little nub harder. Belinda dug her fingers deep into the soft flesh of Harriet’s hips as she worked, the dildo flashing in and out the wet hole faster. She kept up a fast rhythm for only a short while though before she started to slow down and finally withdrew the dildo. Belinda grinned as she saw the pussy wetness glistening on the hard length. She turned to Cassie. “Open the ass cheeks of this pretty little girl and let’s see how much her tight hole can take.” Cassie grinned as she stood and reached out her hands. She gripped the rounded cheeks and pulled hard, Harriet groaning as she was spread wide open. The groan turned to a squeal as the tip of the dildo was touched onto her asshole. Belinda moved back to give herself a little space and reaching to Harriet’s pussy, coated her fingertips and then spread the wetness around the rim of the asshole. She pushed the tip of the dildo back onto the tight hole and forced her hips forward to apply a little pressure. At first the resistance stopped the progress, but as she pushed harder Belinda saw the tip of the dildo disappear. Cassie dropped some spit onto the sex toy to add even more lubrication and used her hand to spread it around. The resistance of the asshole suddenly eased and Belinda felt the dildo push forward more easily. The hole spread wide open to take the thickness of the toy and Harriet pushed her face into the pillow as the pure pleasure of being ass fucked ripped through her. The dildo slid deeper still and Belinda laughed as almost the entire length disappeared from view.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” the older woman said as she stroked fingers around the dildo where it emerged from the asshole. “I’m going to have to find a little girl like this for myself. She’s good.” She grinned at Cassie. “You think she can take it hard?”
 
    
 
   “Only one way to find out,” laughed Cassie.
 
    
 
   Harriet pressed her face harder into the pillow and steeled herself for a hard ass fuck. The fingers digging into the flesh of her hips was a sure sign of what was about to come her way and she felt her asshole closing as the dildo was eased back. She was quickly split wide open again though as Belinda thrust forward. The older woman rocked her hips in a slow rhythm, but quickly increased the speed of the thrusts until the dildo was flashing in and out hard. Harriet started to cry out as the excitement took hold.
 
    
 
   “Let’s make her cum,” said Cassie and slid a hand under Harriet’s body to stroke onto clit. Harriet’s body convulsed at the touch and it was suddenly all she could think about. It sent shockwaves through her body, the pleasure growing second by second as her two mistresses used her body and pushed her towards a climax. Cassie upped the pressure, her fingers flashing across the erect bud as Belinda lost control and fucked the dildo into the tight asshole in a frenzy. It all became too much for Harriet to bear and the gorgeous sensations rushing through her body tipped her into orgasm. The tightening off her asshole around the dildo brought out a scream of passion and Harriet’s cries took on an agonized tone as the most intense orgasm of her life shook her body hard. Her muscles stiffened as the rush of pleasure carried her up to a shattering high that brought out an even louder scream. The afterglow that suddenly settled into her veins relaxed her muscles and she felt her ass loosen its grip around the sex toy as she slowly calmed down.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” said Cassie. “I need to get a strap on for my little slut.” She looked at her friend, who was breathing hard, the sweat dripping down her face.
 
    
 
   “I need to cum,” Belinda said, her voice breathless. She pulled the dildo out and stood to work it down her legs and off. Cassie grabbed Harriet’s bound arms and pulled her up so that Belinda could lie on the bed. The older woman positioned herself so that when Harriet fell forward again, her mouth landed right on pussy. As soon as her lips touched onto the skin, Harriet could feel how wet it was and flicked out her tongue to taste. Belinda moaned at the touch, pushing herself down the bed to force her pussy onto the mouth. Harriet licked harder, opening up the pussy lips and getting a stronger taste as the wetness from within leaked onto her tongue. She pushed it inside, Belinda starting to squirm at the touch inside her pussy. The older woman reached down to grab Harriet’s hair, forcing the mouth onto her wet skin harder still. The tongue burrowed deep inside her, licking around furiously as Harriet really went to work. Belinda held her grip on the hair as she moved her free hand to her clit. Her body bucked up from the bed as the touch on the erect little bud set her alight. She rubbed on it harder, looking down to watch the pretty young woman tonguing her pussy. She started to lose control, her body writhing around as the excitement of being licked out overwhelmed her senses.
 
    
 
   The heat flashed through Belinda’s body as the orgasm came to life. It burned brightly, setting her body alight like never before as the spasms of her pussy walls rippled around the tongue. Her moans grew louder as the pleasure rushed to a peak that left her body trembling. Belinda worked to hold onto the sensation, but it slowly waned and she felt the calm settle over her as the orgasm faded to nothing but a memory. She released the grip on Harriet’s hair, but the younger woman kept licking pussy until Cassie finally grabbed her arms and pulled her up. Belinda watched as Harriet was released from her bonds and grinned as the younger woman threw her arms around Cassie and hugged her tight.
 
    
 
   “She’s something special Cassie,” Belinda said. “Don’t ever let her go.”
 
    
 
   Cassie grinned. “Don’t worry, she’s not going anywhere,” she laughed. “She proved tonight she’ll do anything for me, so there’s no way I’ll let her go.”
 
    
 
   Harriet smiled as she listened. Tonight had been fun, but it was Cassie she wanted so hearing the words was nice. “Can I go home miss,” she asked.
 
    
 
   “No,” answered Cassie. “Belinda is going home now, but you’re staying the night with me, you hear?”
 
    
 
   “Yes miss,” said Harriet, a smile breaking out on her face
 
    
 
   
  
 

Lesbian Lap Dance 
 
   Shannon put her hand over her mouth to stop the giggle at the sight of the funny face her friend was making. Minnie was trying to brush the man off politely, but he didn’t seem to be able to take a hint and she finally just picked up her drinks, walking away from the bar and the man. “Not your type?” teased Shannon when Minnie sat at the table.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, no,” laughed Minnie. “His sparkling opening line was hey babe it’s your lucky night.”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Shannon continued to tease. “How could you not fall for a smooth line like that?”
 
    
 
   Minnie rolled her eyes and laughed. “It wasn’t that difficult. His opener was the highlight of his conversation. It was all downhill from there on. The fact that he was a man didn’t help either.”
 
    
 
   “Still obsessing about women then,” asked Shannon. The girls had known each other for a couple of years and were close enough to share their secrets. Both could swing either way when it came to sex and it was a brief fling that had originally brought them together. It had burned briefly and brightly, but quickly faded. The two girls remained firm friends though and usually tried to go out together once a week. In recent times Minnie’s passion had been for women and she’d vowed to stay off men completely.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she finally answered. “I am still obsessing about woman as you put it. What I need is a cute brunette to have some fun with.”
 
    
 
   “What, you mean other than me?” said Shannon.
 
    
 
   “Well you don’t let me take your panties off these days,” teased Minnie, “so I’ll just have to find someone else.”
 
    
 
   “You should go to Delilah’s,” laughed Shannon.
 
    
 
   “Who’s she?” asked Minnie.
 
    
 
   Shannon grinned. “It’s not a she, it’s a club,” she answered.
 
    
 
   “Haven’t you noticed,’ laughed Minnie. “We already are in a club.”
 
    
 
   “Delilah’s is slightly different though,” went on Shannon. She leaned across the table to lower her voice a little. “It’s a lesbian lap dancing club.”
 
    
 
   “Get out of here,” exclaimed Minnie. “You’re making that up.”
 
    
 
   “I am not,” protested Shannon. “It just opened recently. A girl I know at college went to it and said she had a great time. Here I’ll show you, she gave me a card in case I wanted to check it out.” Shannon reached for her bag and searched around inside, finally finding a small business card and pulling it out. She handed it across to her friend. Minnie took the card and saw the picture was a silhouette of a girl dancing at a pole. The only word on the front of the card was the name of the club, but when she turned it over she read an address, a phone number and the words ‘FOR GIRLS ONLY’.
 
    
 
   “This is for real,” Minnie said, her eyes opening wide as she looked up from the card to her friend’s face.
 
    
 
   “I know,” laughed Shannon. “My college friend said the girl’s that work there are pretty hot, with most of them wearing very revealing outfits. There’s a main stage with a bar around it and apparently you can just sit and watch the show. It doesn’t run non-stop, but when the girl’s aren’t on the stage they move around the club and if one takes your fancy you can ask for a private dance in one of the back rooms.”
 
    
 
   “Did your friend do it?” Minnie asked.
 
    
 
   Shannon shook her head. “No she just watched the girl’s on stage and had a few drinks, but said she might try a private dance the next time she goes. So what do you say?” she finished.
 
    
 
   “About us visiting Delilah’s?” asked Minnie.
 
    
 
   “Well, you’re looking for a cute brunette and there’s bound to be some there,” Shannon replied, a smile breaking out on her face. Minnie hesitated for only a few seconds before agreeing to go. The two girls were in no rush and just took their time to finish their drinks before finally getting up from the table. They walked to the exit of the club and made their way out onto the sidewalk. Hailing a taxi, they gave the driver the address of their destination and settled back for the journey. It didn’t take that long, the girls paying the fare when they arrived and then stepping back onto the sidewalk. The front of the club was fairly discreet, with just a small sign showing the correct door, but there was nothing discreet about the inside. A huge disco ball sent glittering patterns around the floor and walls and the raised stage in the center of the room was lit up brightly. The lights were dimmed around the rest of the room and customers had the choice of sitting at one of the many tables or at the bar that wrapped around the front of the stage.
 
    
 
   Minnie leaned across to Shannon. “Should we get a ringside seat?” she asked with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” the answer came back quickly. The two girls made their way to the bar. There were a few women sitting at it, but the club wasn’t overly crowded and there were plenty of free seats still available. Shannon and Minnie walked up to a couple and sat down. The barwoman was quick to move to them and leant across the bar.
 
    
 
   “What’ll it be?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Just a couple of white wines,” replied Shannon and paid for the drinks when the barwoman brought them across. Music suddenly started playing and two scantily clad girls appeared on the stage and moved to the poles at the front. They started to energetically dance, throwing themselves around the poles as the music blasted out.
 
    
 
   Minnie leaned across to her friend. “That was good timing to get here just as a show starts,” she said. “The girl on the left is cute don’t you think.” Shannon looked to see that the girl had long brunette hair and was wearing a short cheerleader style skirt and white bra top. The skirt did little to hide her underwear and as she threw herself around, her pink panties constantly flashed into view. There was a lot of skin on display also and the toned legs, taut midriff and pretty face gave her an attractive look.
 
    
 
   “Nice,’ Shannon teased her friend. “So you’ve found your brunette for the night. Do you want me to ask how much a private lap dance costs?”
 
    
 
   “Shut up,” laughed Minnie. “You’re disturbing my concentration.” The girls on the stage continued their routines until the song ended. Another started, but the dancers disappeared and were replaced by two others. Shannon and Minnie drank as they watched the dancers come and go, but Minnie was disappointed when the brunette girl didn’t come back on stage. The lights eventually dimmed a little on the stage, the music stopping and it looked as if the show was over for at least a while.
 
    
 
   Shannon leant across to her friend. “Your girlfriend didn’t come back on stage,” she giggled.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, but didn’t you say that the girls moved around the room when the show on the stage stopped,” Minnie replied. They looked around and while they recognized some of the dancers from the stage show, there was no sign of the brunette girl. Minnie turned to order another couple of drinks and was paying for them when she felt the hand squeezing her arm. The grip got tighter and she started to complain.
 
    
 
   “Look,” hissed Shannon and Minnie turned to see that it was the brunette girl that had caught her friend’s attention. She was moving from table to table, having a quick chat with the customers sitting at them and the two girls kept their eye on her waiting to see if someone asked for a private dance. No one did and the brunette eventually made it to the bar. Minnie smiled at her as she passed and the girl stopped. She was even more gorgeous close up, her brown eyes sparkling as the smile lit up her face.
 
    
 
   “You looked good on stage,” Minnie started. “We thought you were the best up there.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” said the brunette. “I’m Gloria,” she went on introducing herself and holding out her hand.
 
    
 
   “Would you like a drink?” Minnie offered, taking the hand to shake it.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” Gloria answered. “That would be nice.” She hopped up onto the stool next to Minnie and waited for the barwoman to come over to order a drink. Minnie couldn’t help dropping her gaze to get a glimpse of the dancer’s gorgeous legs, but raised her eyes again as the drink was served. “So is this your first time here?” Gloria asked.
 
    
 
   “Yup,” came back the answer. “I’m Minnie and this is my friend Shannon.” Gloria smiled again and both girls just stared.
 
    
 
   “If you like the stage show, I could show you more,” Gloria went on. It appeared she was all business and had little time for small talk.
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Minnie. “How much would that cost?”
 
    
 
   “Thirty minutes is fifty dollars,” the dancer said.
 
    
 
   Minnie turned to her friend. “What do you think?” she asked. Shannon could see the eagerness on Minnie’s face and knew it was something she really wanted to do. She looked past her friend to the dancer.
 
    
 
   “Can we both come in for a private show?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” replied Gloria. “You can enjoy a private dance together. I don’t mind doing that for you if it’s what you want.”
 
    
 
   Shannon looked back to Minnie and smiled. “OK,” she said. “I’m up for a little private fun. Let’s do it.”
 
    
 
   Gloria was quick to stand up when she heard the words. “Follow me,” she said. Shannon and Minnie grabbed their drinks and stood, following the dancer across the club to a door at the back. Gloria quickly opened it and ushered the two girls inside before following them in and closing the door, the click of the lock trapping them inside. The room had an armchair standing right in the center. There was also a table with a CD player and a couple of other chairs sitting against the wall. Gloria went and pulled one of the other chairs to the center of the room and then walked back to the CD player. “Take a seat,” she said pointing to the chairs. “Do you have any requests for music?”
 
    
 
   Shannon looked at her friend and saw her shrug her shoulders. “Nope, no requests,” she said as they sat and put their drinks on the floor. Minnie looked across as the dancer bent over the table searching through the CD’s and could feel her excitement climbing at the slight hint of pink panties she could see. She nudged her friend and nodded toward the dancer and Shannon grinned as she caught sight of the pink at the top of the gorgeous toned legs. She leaned across to Minnie.
 
    
 
   “This is going to be good,” Shannon whispered and was about to go on when music suddenly sounded in the room. She turned back to look as Gloria remained bent over and started to sway her hips back and forth. The dancer finally turned and slowly moved across the room until she was swaying seductively in front of the two girls. She leaned forward so that her long dark hair hung down in front of her face and then whipped her head back, bringing up her hand to sweep the hair back. She danced forward towards Minnie, her hips circling as she moved right up to the chair. Gloria grinned as she saw the look of anticipation on the two girl’s faces. It was always a massive turn on that she was getting someone so excited and she leaned forward and stroked her fingertips along Minnie’s jawbone from ear to chin. Minnie shivered at the touch on her skin, her eyes fixed on the dancer’s gorgeous face. Gloria turned around and sliding her hands onto the back of her thighs, moved them higher until she had pulled up her skirt to expose the pink panties. She leaned forward, continuing to sashay her hips from side to side. Minnie just stared at the gorgeous ass, resisting the urge to stroke her fingers across it. She wasn’t sure if she was allowed to touch and didn’t want to bring things to a premature end. Gloria straightened up again and sat down, wriggling around and grinding herself onto Minnie’s lap as the music continued to play.
 
    
 
   As the song ended, Gloria stood up again. Minnie could feel her pulse racing at the excitement of the lap dance. The sensation of the lap dancer grinding her ass down onto her thighs was one she didn’t want to end, but she watched as Gloria moved in front of her friend and leaned forward. The dancer moved close enough that her lips were almost touching Shannon’s, but not quite. It was a delicious tease and Shannon held her breath, but in the end couldn’t stop herself pushing forward to brush her lips on the dancer’s mouth. Gloria didn’t seem to mind and didn’t move back, letting the lips push harder as Shannon kissed her. She finally straightened up and climbed onto the chair, putting a foot on either armrest and circling her hips as she slowly pulled her short skirt up. Shannon just gazed up at the pink panties, her mind conjuring up images of what lay just below. She reached out a hand and stroked fingers onto Gloria’s lower leg and again the dancer made no protest at the touch. She just kept dancing suggestively as the fingers stroked up and down her calf muscle.
 
    
 
   Shannon turned to Minnie and grinned. “Do you think she’ll let us get her naked?” she asked. She turned back to look up at Gloria and the dancer just grinned.
 
    
 
   “It’s an extra fifty to get me naked,” she laughed. “Do you want to go for it?”
 
    
 
   “And…, what can we do when you are naked?’ asked Shannon.
 
    
 
   “Oh, just use your imagination,” Gloria replied, the grin on her face getting wider. She had never lap danced for two girls before and it was turning her on. The thought of being the center of attention in a threesome excited her and she suddenly wanted it as much as the two girls seemed to. Shannon took the fifty dollar bill from Minnie and reached up to tuck it into the top of the pink panties. She couldn’t help letting her fingers stroke onto the soft material, but Gloria jumped down from the chair and moved back a few steps. She turned her back and continued to dance. Reaching to her bra top the dancer pulled it up over her head and dropped it to the floor. She swept her hair down the front of her body so that it covered her breast and turned to face the girls. As she kept dancing the hair moved around, revealing a glimpse of the naked breasts below and she finally swept it away to expose herself. 
 
    
 
   The two girl’s eyes were suddenly fixed onto the naked breasts. They weren’t huge and looked natural, the soft mounds bouncing a little as Gloria continued to sway her body and dance. She moved forward to Minnie’s chair and crooked a finger to beckon her forward. Minnie moved to sit right on the edge of the seat and watched as the naked breasts came close to her face. Gloria gripped them and pushed them forward, a shiver running the length of her spine as she felt the kiss onto her nipple. It hardened as the touch onto it continued, but she eventually pulled back a few steps. Her hands dropped to the short skirt and the girls heard the ripping sound of the Velcro strip being pulled open. The skirt dropped to the floor, leaving the dancer swaying seductively in only the pink panties. She made no effort to remove the panties at first, but eventually slid her hands to the waistband at either hip. She teased the girls by pulling the panties down a little, but kept her pussy just covered. When the girls moved forward to sit right on the edge of their chairs, Gloria turned her back and pushed her ass towards them as she slowly worked the panties down her legs and stepped out of them. When she straightened up, she turned to face the girls again, but teased them by keeping herself covered with her hands as she swayed. When she finally pulled them away it revealed her gorgeous shaved pussy.
 
    
 
   The two girls were up from the chairs quickly and moved to the dancer, their hands starting to roam over her naked body. Gloria closed her eyes to enjoy the sensation of the fingers stroking onto her tits and ass, parting her legs a little to let the girls stroke their hands in between. She finally pushed them back from her and started to remove their clothes, quickly stripping them down to just bra and panties. Moving closer to Minnie, she pushed her fingers inside a bra cup and forced out the naked breast. The sight of it excited her and she quickly bent her head down and kissed onto the soft mound. Gloria worked her mouth around, her lips gently teasing the skin. She pulled back and forced one of Shannon’s breasts out of its bra cup also and felt her excitement climb as she kissed from breast to breast, teasing both girls at the same time. She started to suck the nipples into her mouth, bringing them to full hardness and licking her tongue around them. As the thrill of the moment caught her she started to play harder, working her lips and tongue onto the nipples and then grazing her teeth over them. She finally released the hooks on the bras to completely expose the breasts and continued to work from Shannon to Minnie and back again, making sure that her tongue wet all four nipples.
 
    
 
   Gloria finally wanted more than just breasts and dropped to her knees. Playing with two wet holes was something she occasionally fantasized about, but this was to be her first real experience. She started by stroking her hand onto the girl’s panties, looking from one to the other as her fingers caressed onto the silky material. The feel of her fingertips sliding along the wet outline of the pussy lips was something special and she could see the panties getting wetter as she worked. The desire for the taste finally became too much and while she continued to stroke fingers onto Shannon’s panties, moved her head forward to kiss onto Minnie’s. Gloria was quick to move her mouth to the wet stain on the material, lapping at it to take in the taste of pussy. It stirred her emotions, spurring her on to lick harder. She looked up as Minnie started to moan. The sound was nice and made her work her tongue along the outline of the pussy lips harder still to make Minnie moan louder. Gloria finally reversed the position, using her mouth on Shannon’s panties, while stroking her fingers on Minnie’s. It was Shannon’s turn to moan, the feel of the dancer’s mouth caressing onto her pussy through the soft material driving her crazy. She took hold of Gloria’s head and pushed her hips forward, forcing herself harder onto the mouth. The dancer let Shannon play for a short while, but finally pulled back. She reached for the top of the panties and pulled the material down hard to expose the naked pussy, moving forward again to kiss onto the slick skin. Her lips only touched for an instant though before she moved back to pull the panties down and off. She was quick to do the same with Minnie and suddenly she had two naked pussies to play with. She kissed from one to the other, her mouth suddenly filled with the taste and it drove her on.
 
    
 
   Gloria placed one hand on Shannon’s left leg and the other on Minnie’s right. In unison she started to slide them higher, enjoying the feel of her fingertips gliding over the smooth skin. Working her hands between the parted thighs, she suddenly experienced the exquisite sensation of touching onto two pussies at once. She teased her fingers around, searching out the wet opening and pushing harder to force her fingers inside. She pushed them deep, closing her eyes to take in the sensation of her fingertips sliding over the soft, wet pussy walls. Gloria held her fingers inside, not quite believing what she was doing, her mind racing as the heat of the moment threatened to overwhelm her. She started to pump her fingers in and out, taking her time at first, but quickly increasing the tempo to the point that the fingers of both her hands were flashing into pussy fast. The moans of the two girls got louder as she worked and she pushed them hard towards a climax. She finally pulled her fingers out and grabbed Minnie’s wrist to pull her down to the floor. Minnie was forced onto her back, her legs spread open so that Gloria could get on all fours and move in between. The dancer dropped her head to the wet pussy and licked onto it, working her tongue quickly to the top of the pink slit in search of the clit. She licked hard when the erect little nub was exposed, loving the feel of her tongue touching onto the slick skin.
 
    
 
   Shannon watched as Gloria went to work, but finally moved behind the dancer to get a better view of the gorgeous ass. She dropped to her knees, sucking in her breath hard as she reached out a hand to the rounded cheeks. The touch of her fingers onto the ass excited her and she moved them around, pushing them between the dancer’s thighs to touch onto the slick pussy. When her fingertips were coated in the wetness, she pulled her hand back and forced them into the butt crease. Gloria felt herself convulse at the touch onto her asshole and wanted more. She lifted her head a little as she pushed herself back, feeling the touch press more forcefully onto the tight hole. Her excitement spiraled higher as she felt the penetration of the finger and quickly lowered her head to Minnie’s pussy again. She brought her hand up between the parted thighs below her and as Shannon’s finger pushed deeper into her ass, she fucked her own fingers into wet pussy. There was no teasing involved as she started to stroke them in and out hard, Minnie writhing on them as the pleasure of the finger fuck rolled through her body. Gloria bent to lick on clit again and Minnie was quickly driven to the edge of an orgasm. Her hips bucked up from the ground as the climax finally took hold, its grip making her body tighten in anticipation. As the pleasure released inside her and radiated out from her pussy, she thrashed around, the sound of her moans filling the room. The grip of the orgasm continued to make her body shudder hard, until it peaked and started to fade. Minnie settled down again, her hips dropping to the floor as the afterglow of the orgasm washed into her body.
 
    
 
   The thrill of the finger in her ass made Gloria moan, but she pulled herself off it and turned to make Shannon lie down. As she bent her head down to wet pussy for a second time, Minnie was quick to get up and moved behind her. The chance to play with a lap dancer’s ass was too good an opportunity to miss and she was quick to spread the cheeks open and press her lips onto the tight hole. Minnie kissed hard then moved back a little to brush the tip of her tongue rapidly over the hole. Gloria groaned at the sensations rushing her body, taking the time to enjoy them for a few seconds before setting about the delicious job of making Shannon cum. She licked hard onto the slick pussy and forced her tongue inside, lapping at the wetness on the soft inner skin. While she licked, Gloria brought her fingers to clit and stroked on the erect nub hard. Shannon convulsed up from the floor at the electric sensation of the touch on her clit. Her breathing started to run fast as she lost control of her emotions and she was suddenly desperate for the feel of an orgasm. She pushed herself onto the fingers and tongue playing with her body and moaned as she edged ever closer to a climax. When it arrived her body was set on fire, the orgasm bursting hard in her center and working out to every nerve ending. Shannon cried out as her pleasure spilled over into a frenzy of tightening muscles. Her pussy closed around the tongue inside and she squeezed herself around it hard to try and hold onto the gorgeous sensation for as long as she could. As the peak of the climax ripped through her senses, she couldn’t stop the loud cries bursting out and they only went quiet when her body finally started to calm down again.
 
    
 
   Gloria moved to stand up, thinking the session was over, but Minnie wouldn’t let her. She held the dancer down, continuing to lick hard on asshole, until Shannon got up to help. The two girls forced Gloria onto her back and pushed her legs wide open. The dancer decided to just go with the flow and let the girls have their fun, the thought of being pushed to orgasm exciting her. Her anticipation grew as Shannon and Minnie licked onto her inner thighs and slowly worked their tongues up towards her pussy. The feel of two tongues closing in on her wet hole was something special and Gloria started to wriggle around as her pleasure grew out of control. The sensation of Shannon and Minnie taking turns to lick up and down her slick pussy lips just heightened the sensation and she was quickly crying out for more. The two girls pushed their heads close together so that they could work at the same time, first working their tongues up and down the wet skin either side of the pink slit before Minnie moved to concentrate on licking clit, while Shannon tried to force her tongue inside. Gloria could feel her chest heaving as the pure thrill of the moment coursed through her veins. The two tongues were driving her wild and she writhed around as her body was set alight. She reached for her breasts, squeezing them hard as she arched her back, pushing her hips up from the ground. 
 
    
 
   Shannon licked in deep, circling her tongue as she lapped at the smooth pussy walls. The touch on the soft skin felt wonderful and she played for a while before finally pulled back to replace her tongue with fingers. She teased them around the pussy entrance at first and saw Minnie watching. “Help me,” she said. Minnie moved back from Gloria’s clit and pushed her own fingers onto the wet skin. The girls built the anticipation by teasing the dancer into a state of exhilaration. Gloria finally started to beg for the release of a climax and urged the girls to stroke their fingers inside. Shannon and Minnie grinned at each other and pushed the tips of their fingers just inside, stirring them around to enjoy the touch onto the soft inner skin. The pushed harder, their fingers spreading the lap dancer’s pussy wide as they fucked in deep.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” moaned Gloria as she arched her back and pushed herself against the intimate touch of the fingers. She wasn’t sure just how many she was taking, but her feeling of exhilaration just kept growing. She let out a loud gasp as the fingers started to slide in and out. Shannon and Minnie kept grinning at the sensation of their fingers playing together inside wet pussy. It was a new experience for them and was a massive turn on. The moans of the dancer excited them and they started to work their fingers in and out harder until they had Gloria writhing around uncontrollably. Shannon worked her free hand to the lap dancer’s clit and stroked over it, flicking it out of its little hood and treating it roughly. It was finally too much for Gloria to take and she felt herself pass the brink of an orgasm and fall into it. Just how hard she climaxed surprised her and the initial burst of pleasure was like nothing she had ever felt before. It made her body rock up from the floor and her loud cries bounced around the walls of the room as she screamed out in excitement. As the wet hole closed hard around their fingers, Shannon and Minnie fucked them in hard, holding them deep and enjoying the sight of the dancer writhing around on them. It took a while for Gloria to finally calm herself down, her body continuing to shudder hard long after the peak of her orgasm passed. When she finally settled back onto the floor she opened her eyes.
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” she finally gasped. “You two should get a job here if that’s how good you can make a girl feel.”
 
    
 
   “Na,” laughed Minnie. “We’ll stick to just visiting and looking for cute brunette’s to play with.”
 
    
 
   “Well if you come back make sure you look for me,” said Gloria with a grin. “I like being paid to feel this good.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe next time we’ll charge you,” laughed Shannon.
 
    
 
   “Nope,” replied Gloria, the grin on her face widening, “But if you promise to do this again I’m sure you could persuade me into giving you a discount.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm…,” laughed Shannon. “Do you think we’ll be back?” she asked turning to her friend.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” Minnie said. “I think we’ll be back often.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Lesbian fun in the Changing Room 
 
   Katrina giggled. “You’re turning into a dirty little pervert,” she said.
 
    
 
   “What?” laughed Danielle. “Don’t forget it was your idea in the first place, so if I’m a pervert that makes you one too.”
 
    
 
   “It was not my idea,” protested Katrina, but giggled again when she saw the look on her lover’s face. The truth was that the idea to try sex in a public place had started out as her suggestion, although she had intended it as fantasy and never to get beyond the bedroom. Danielle on the other hand seemed to have enthusiastically caught on to the idea and wanted to do it for real. The subject seemed to crop up every time the two went to bed, partly because Danielle really did want to do it and partly because she knew just how much it turned on Katrina.
 
    
 
   “Just say you’ll do it,” urged Danielle yet again. She stroked her fingertips along her lover’s naked hip under the covers and grinned at the sudden shudder.
 
    
 
   Katrina’s shudders continued and she could feel her excitement rising at the thought of the sex that was about to come her way. Over the past few days she had been seriously considering the reality of trying sex in a public place and as she moved closer to agreeing with Danielle’s repeated requests it served to heighten the thrill she was feeling. “OK,” she finally said. “Say I agree to do it, what exactly is your plan.”
 
    
 
   Danielle squealed and pulled Katrina into a tight embrace to kiss her. She pressed her naked body against her lover as the kiss continued and even when she finally pulled her mouth back held on tight. “How about in the changing rooms of a busy clothing store?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Katrina smiled at the thought. “Oh yeah,” she exclaimed. “That sounds kind of hot. If we do it in one where the openings only have curtains there will be a real risk we will get caught.”
 
    
 
   “I like your thinking,” laughed Danielle. She could feel how slick the skin between her own thighs was getting and stroked a hand to the top of Katrina’s pussy. As she inched her fingers lower, she felt her lover part her thighs a little and could immediately feel the wetness smearing onto her fingertips. “Wow, you little slut,” she teased, bringing her hand from under the covers and stroking her wet fingers onto Katrina’s lips.
 
    
 
   “Eww…, stop it,” laughed Katrina. “I don’t want to taste myself.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it’s much better that you taste me,” laughed Danielle and reaching for the top of her lover’s head pushed it under the covers. Katrina took the hint and quickly kissed onto Danielle’s large tits, forcing her mouth hard onto the smooth skin. She worked her lips around, the thrill of feeling them brush over the hard nipple sending a shiver along her spine. She pushed the covers up to give herself a little more room and moved to the other breast. The nipple was just as hard and she sucked it into her mouth and held it in her teeth, hearing the squeal as she bit down on it gently. She giggled as she eased the pressure, but quickly started to work her tongue onto the erect little nub and felt Danielle push up against the touch as she licked harder.
 
    
 
   Katrina grinned as she felt the hand push her head through the covers, trying to force it lower. It seemed that Danielle had enjoyed enough play on her tits and was eager for a touch between her thighs. Katrina was all for it and eagerly kissed down her lover’s body, working soft kisses onto the smooth skin. She stopped to play with the belly button, but after only a few seconds felt the pressure on her head again trying to push her lower. She took the hint and slid her lips down, her excitement running higher as she reached the top of the pink slit. Danielle always kept herself shaved bare and the sight of the naked skin always thrilled Katrina. This time was no different and she flicked out her tongue and licked hard at the top of the pussy lips to expose the hidden nub. Danielle felt the tremors run through her body at the touch of the tongue on her clit. It took her breath away and she started to gasp at the rough treatment Katrina meted out to the erect nub. Her gasps got heavier as she felt the gentle sensation of the tip of Katrina’s tongue slide up and down her pussy lips. She was suddenly desperate to see and pulled back the covers.
 
    
 
   “Do you mind,” teased Katrina as she looked up. “I’m busy here.”
 
    
 
   Danielle started to laugh, but the sound choked off as the tongue pushed harder against her pussy lips. She felt herself being opened up by the touch and Katrina made sure the wet hole spread wide by sliding fingers either side and pulling hard. She licked inside and felt the wetness coat her tongue, not complaining about the taste of pussy this time. Lapping hard at the silky smooth inner skin, she forced her tongue deep. She then pulled it back a little and flicked it in and out rapidly. As she continued to do this she slid the fingers of one hand to clit and stroked on it roughly. She knew it would drive her lover crazy and in a matter of seconds Danielle’s excited moans were echoing around the room. Katrina upped the pressure, burrowing her tongue deep again and increasing the speed of her fingers. She worked her tongue in circles, the moans of Danielle getting louder and louder as her body closed in on the release of an orgasm. It suddenly rushed up on her and made her muscles tense. Her body arched up from the bed almost in slow motion, but suddenly started to thrash around as the rush of heat worked out from her pussy and engulfed her entire body. She shouted out Katrina’s name continually as the tongue and fingers of her lover drove her to a high that left her shuddering and gasping for air. A smile spread over her face as her muscles relaxed and she flopped back to the mattress.
 
    
 
   Katrina crawled back up the bed with a grin on her face. She leant forward into a kiss, but at the last moment brought her hand up and stroked pussy wetness onto Danielle’s lips. “See how you like it,” Katrina teased.
 
    
 
   Danielle licked her lips. “Mmm…, that’s nice,” she said. “Can I have some more please.”
 
    
 
   “See,” said Katrina, shaking her head. “I knew you were a dirty little pervert.”
 
    
 
   “It’s why you love me,” shot back Danielle and moved her head up to kiss Katrina. The two women embraced and held each other close, until tiredness finally claimed them and they fell into a contented sleep.
 
    
 
   For the rest of the week the two women got on with their normal lives, going to work every day and then spending time at their apartment in the evening. They agreed to go out on the Saturday afternoon, with the plan being to see if they could find a place where they could actually go through with their idea for some public sex. They discussed it endlessly when they lay in bed at night and it always ended up in another session of hard love making, with one or both of them being brought to climax. When Saturday morning finally dawned they were up early, showering together and indulging in a little foreplay to set the mood for the day. Danielle grabbed the showerhead from its mount and sprayed her lover with the water. She grabbed a bottle of shower cream and dripped some onto Katrina’s breasts, giggling as she saw the thick white sliding down the skin. “Hmm…, so that’s what you would look like after a cum shower,” she teased.
 
    
 
   Katrina looked down and saw the white splotches. “Kinky slut,” she threw back. “Is that your fantasy for me?” 
 
    
 
   “Nope, you’re all mine hot girl, I’ll fight off any man that comes near you,” Danielle laughed.
 
    
 
   “Good, because that’s the way I like…” Katrina’s words turned to groans as she felt Danielle’s hands stroke onto her breasts and work the soap in. Her nipples stiffened as the hands worked over them and she looked down to see her breasts getting covered in lather. Danielle aimed the water at them and washed the bubbles away, leaning forward to brush her lips onto the skin when it was rinsed clean. She kissed down Katrina’s body, dropping to her knees and sliding her mouth to the hip bone. She then kissed across her lover’s midriff and was about to move lower when she suddenly stopped.
 
    
 
   “You need to be shaved smooth like me,” Danielle said. “Give me the shower cream.” Katrina handed it down and shivered as the water was aimed at her pussy. The sensation of the pounding water was gorgeous and she closed her eyes and reached out to the enclosure walls. Danielle pushed the showerhead closer, the jets of water caressing the pussy lips and clitoris hard, but eventually moved it away and dripped a little shower cream into her hand. She worked it to a lather then stroked the soapy bubbles onto Katrina’s pussy, coating the hair and working it in.
 
    
 
   “Razor,” Danielle said and held up her hand. 
 
    
 
   Katrina searched along a shelf, finally finding a razor. “This one?” she asked, handing the razor down.
 
    
 
   “Yup, that one,’ Danielle replied, removing the safety guard and pushing Katrina’s legs open.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cut me,” cautioned Katrina.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, I’m an expert,” laughed Danielle. “Do you see any cuts on my skin? Just relax and enjoy the experience.” She placed the razor at the top of the hair and worked it down, gliding it over the skin and stroking the fingertips of her free hand behind it to feel how smooth Katrina was becoming. Danielle worked the razor around until the pussy was shaved bare. She soaped the skin again, taking her time to enjoy the touch onto the newly smooth skin and then shaved Katrina for a second time. She finished by rinsing the left over soap away and then leaned forward to kiss onto the skin. “Nice,” teased Danielle. “I think today is going to be fun.” She stood up and the two women finished showering and stepped out of the enclosure. They took the time to dry each other before moving through to the bedroom to get dressed. Danielle put on a pair of jeans and a white t-shirt, while Katrina opted for the more girly look of a pink t-shirt and short white skirt. They went downstairs to have some breakfast and then just tried to relax through the morning. Their anticipation started to rise though and even before it reached midday they decided to head into the city. The subway journey only took around fifteen minutes and as they came back up to street level they could see it was a busy day, with plenty of people around.
 
    
 
   “So where to?” asked Danielle.
 
    
 
   Katrina shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t want to go to any of our usual stores where we are known, just in case things don’t go quite to plan if you know what I mean.”
 
    
 
   Danielle laughed. “We can’t get arrested for this can we?”
 
    
 
   “Sure we can,” teased Katrina, “but only if we get caught. Come on, I know where a new mall has just opened. We can check it out and if the chance presents itself have a little fun.”
 
    
 
   “OK, lead on,” said Danielle and took hold of Katrina’s arm. The two of them walked through the crowd of Saturday shoppers as they made their way to the new mall. “Hey, it looks nice,” Danielle said as they walked up to the front entrance. Making their way inside, they walked to the large store guide that was set on a wall.
 
    
 
   “Most of the clothes shops seem to be on the third level,” Katrina said after studying the guide for a minute or so. “We should head there.”
 
    
 
   “Let’s use the escalators,” Danielle replied. “We can check out what’s on offer as we make or way up.” They looked around and finally catching sight of the escalators leading up, walked over to them. The first floor appeared to be more home décor and furniture sales, while the stores they saw on the second floor sold books and stationary. They finally reached the third and started to wander around. There were a mix of stores available selling everything from menswear to shoes, lingerie and woman’s wear for all ages. They picked a store that had some nice looking pieces in the window, but saw that the changing rooms had doors and decided to try somewhere else.
 
    
 
   “How about this one?” asked Katrina, looking in the window of a larger department store. She walked inside and saw that the racks had some pretty items. She picked up a short white dress and held it against her body. “How does this look?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Kind of cute,” answered Danielle as she moved past. She walked up to a rack that displayed denim shorts.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, these are hot,” she said, picking a pair of Daisy Duke style denim hot pants from the rack.
 
    
 
   “I can see you in those,” said Katrina. “You should try them on.” She grinned as she saw the sparkle on Danielle’s eyes. It was a sure sign that her lover was starting to get a little turned on and Katrina could feel her own excitement welling up. They walked around the racks some more and Katrina grabbed a black mini skirt. They finally walked up to the changing rooms and grinned at each other when they saw the curtains stretched across the openings. They stopped at the assistant standing at the entrance to the changing rooms.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” Katrina said with a smile. “Is it OK if we try these on?” She and Danielle held up the items they were carrying and watched as the assistant took a note of them.
 
    
 
   “Go right on in,” the assistant finally said politely and smiled. Katrina and Danielle stepped through the main entrance and saw that there were around ten changing cubicles. More than half had the curtains closed and they could hear people behind them, obviously trying on clothes. They walked along and coming to an empty cubicle, stepped inside. It was small, with hooks on the wall and a single chair in the corner, but there was enough space to move around a little. Danielle turned to pull the curtain closed and was suddenly aware of the rapid beating of her heart. She leaned close to Katrina and giggled softly.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, I’m getting turned on already and you haven’t even touched me yet,” Danielle said quietly.
 
    
 
   Katrina leant even closer so that Danielle could feel the warm breath on her ear. “We’ll have to do something about that then, won’t we?” she whispered and moved to caress her lips onto the ear. Danielle shuddered at the soft touch and was suddenly unable to stop the shivers rippling along her spin. She felt the kiss slide from her ear down onto her neck and lifted her chin to expose the sensitive skin. The touch of the gentle kisses was gorgeous and she bit her lip to hold in the moans that threatened to come out. Knowing that there were people within a few feet of where she was standing added to the thrill of what they were doing and she closed her eyes tightly to enjoy the sensation of the kisses on her neck.
 
    
 
   Katrina finally moved back and reached for the bottom of Danielle’s t-shirt. She pulled it up quickly, revealing her lover’s bra and bent down to kiss onto the material even before she had managed to get the t-shirt over Danielle’s head. She moved back to finish the job and then bent to the large breasts again, sliding her fingers inside one of the cups to tease the hidden nipple. It hardened at the touch and when Katrina finally pulled the breast out to expose the nipple she kissed onto it, working her tongue around before sucking it into her mouth. Danielle bit her lip harder as the pleasure of the touch rippled through her breast. Katrina was quick to work the other breast out of its bra cup, but only played for a short while longer before dropping to her knees. She looked across at the curtain as she heard someone walk past just outside and felt the rush of breath the risk of being caught gave her. The fantasy about sex in a public place had always given her a thrill, but it was nothing compared to how the reality of actually doing it was making her feel. Turning her attention back to Danielle’s jeans, she started to unbutton them, the flaps of material moving apart to reveal the panties below. She kissed onto the material as she gripped the legs of the jeans to work them down Danielle’s legs. She finally made her lover step out of them and then reached up to release the catch of the disheveled bra. It left the gorgeous sight of Danielle standing in only her panties and Katrina took her time to work her mouth over the material, making her lover turn around so that she could kiss onto the ass cheeks.
 
    
 
   Katrina finally moved back. “Give me the shorts,” she said. Danielle handed them down and as they were held at her ankles stepped into them. Katrina eased the shorts up her lover’s legs, having to pull harder as she got higher to get the tight fit over Katrina’s thighs and ass. Danielle finished the job of getting the shorts in place and Katrina felt a flicker of passion light up in her mind as she could see the naked ass cheeks peeking out the bottom. “Fuck, that is so hot,” she said, stroking her fingers on the exposed skin. Danielle moved over to the mirror and smiled as she saw her reflection. Her smile grew wider as she turned a little and saw how gorgeous the tight shorts made her ass look. She stroked her hands over the rounded cheeks, but Katrina was quick to get up and move behind her. She knocked Danielle’s hands away, replacing them with her own. As she stroked the ass cheeks, she leaned forward to kiss the soft neck, watching her lover’s reaction in the mirror. The expression of excitement on the beautiful face was a massive turn on for her and she worked her hands up the sides of Danielle’s body and wrapped them around to cup the large breasts. She squeezed hard, bringing out a soft groan and then circled the palms of her hands on the hard nipples. Danielle had to concentrate on remaining quiet as the pleasure swept her senses, but she was suddenly desperate for more than a touch on her breasts.
 
    
 
   “Take the shorts off again,” she said quietly. Katrina was quick to drop to her knees, releasing the button and zipper of the shorts and dragging them down. They were so tight that the panties were pulled down with them and she was suddenly confronted by the sight of Danielle’s naked ass. She kissed onto it, wetting the skin as she worked her mouth around. The sound of people passing the front of the cubicle was heightening the thrill of the experience and the fact that only a curtain blocked the view of what they were doing was turning her on beyond anything she’d experience before. Moving back a little, Katrina gently slid the tips of her fingers up and down the butt crease. She pushed her hand forward with increasing pressure and Danielle convulsed at the touch onto her asshole. Katrina used her free hand to spread the ass cheeks wider apart and brushed her fingers rapidly back and forth over the tight hole, Danielle’s shudders growing stronger. She finally moved her fingers away, grabbing the ass cheeks to spread them wide so that the puckered hole was fully exposed. She moved forward to get a better look, pushing so close the warm breath of her excited gasps were caressing the hole. Finally flicking out her tongue she touched the tip onto the tight hole, but tried not to giggle as her lover couldn’t hold back the groan.
 
    
 
   Katrina stood up and pressed her mouth close to Danielle’s ear. “Shut up,” she hissed. “Do you want someone to hear?”
 
    
 
   “Stop making me feel so good then,” breathed out Danielle. She closed her eyes as Katrina kissed back down her spine and spread her ass cheeks open again. This time the tongue pressed onto her harder as Katrina used the tip to try and open up the hole. She circled her tongue, pulling hard on the ass cheeks and as the asshole spread open a little, felt the touch onto the silky inner skin. Danielle dropped a hand between her thighs and stroked onto her clit, her breath starting to race as the heat in her body grew. She pushed back against the touch on her ass, desperate to urge Katrina to fuck in deeper, but keeping quiet for fear of being heard. Katrina didn’t need any urging though, her exhilaration mounting as she felt the tightness of the hole closing around her tongue. She worked to burrow it deeper, wriggling it around hard and feeling the shudders that Danielle was suddenly struggling to control. Her tongue pushed in so deep that her mouth was pressed hard onto the soft cheeks of her lover’s ass and Katrina eventually had to pull back, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath. She spun Danielle around and watched the fingers stroking on clit.
 
    
 
   “Sit down,” she hissed quietly and followed on her knees as Danielle backed up to the chair in the corner of the changing room and sat. Katrina was on the wet pussy in an instant, pushing her lover’s legs wide apart to move in between. She bent her head down and licked on Danielle’s fingers as they continued to stroke on the erect clit. The taste of pussy made her want more and she knocked the fingers away so that she could lick on the slick skin around the clit. When her tongue brushed over the erect nub, Danielle’s body went rigid as the shock of pleasure ripped through her body. She pushed forward on the chair, eager for more of the touch and threw her head back as Katrina licked harder and faster. When Katrina finally moved lower, to slide her tongue along the wet pussy lips, Danielle wasted no time in stroking her fingers back to clit. She rubbed her fingertips back and forth and waited for the pleasure of the tongue pushing into her pussy. Katrina teased at first though, licking the tip of her tongue gently up and down. She slowly increased the pressure though, opening up the pussy lips so that her tongue slid inside. She suddenly froze at the sound of the voice just outside the curtain.
 
    
 
   “There’s no changing room’s free,” the voice said.
 
    
 
   “Just check inside, it might be empty,” a second voice replied.
 
    
 
   Katrina felt her pulse race out of control, but the voices were obviously talking about another cubicle as the curtain remained firmly shut. The rush of adrenaline heightened the pleasure she was experiencing and she assumed Danielle was feeling the same. She looked up to see the grin on her lover’s face and quickly returned her attention back to getting her tongue into pussy. She flicked her tongue out and slid it inside, the wetness of the soft inner skin exciting her. She swirled her tongue around, lapping at the smooth pussy walls. She could see Danielle’s fingers flashing across the erect clit and licked hard, the wetness sliding over her tongue and down her throat. Finally moving back, Katrina slid fingers to the wet pussy opening and dipped them inside. Danielle’s body tightened as the sensation of the penetration gripped her. She stroked her fingers harder onto clit as the fingers pushed deeper, spreading her pussy lips wide open. The sensation of the fingers started to stroke along her pussy walls drove her pleasure ever higher. Katrina started to pump the fingers in and out, slowly increasing the tempo as the heat of the moment really caught her. In no time she was finger fucking pussy hard and fast and pushing her lover to a climax.
 
    
 
   Danielle felt her body shaking as she was overwhelmed by what she was experiencing, the touch of the fingers on her pussy and clit driving her crazy. It finally became too much, the orgasm starting slowly, but suddenly bursting into life and setting her alight. She had to bite down on her lip harder than ever to stop the cries. Her pussy tightened hard, closing around the fingers as Katrina fucked them in deep and suddenly she was in a headlong rush for the moment of bliss at the peak of the climax. When it arrived, she leaned forward and bit onto Katrina’s shoulder to hold in her cries, her teeth sinking in deep enough to leave a mark. As the pleasure of the orgasm slowly died away, she moved back up and giggled softly as Katrina reached to stoke fingers on the bite mark.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” Danielle said quietly. “I had to do something to stop screaming the place down.”
 
    
 
   “It can’t be that hard to stay quiet,” Katrina teased.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” Danielle laughed. “So let’s see how you manage.” She grabbed Katrina and pulled her up to her feet. Reaching for the zipper at her lover’s hip, she released it and pulled the skirt down. She stood and moved behind Katrina, forcing her to her knees and pushing her forward so that she had to rest her hands down onto the chair. “I forgot to say,” Danielle said.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” hissed Katrina. “Forgot to say what?”
 
    
 
   “That I brought your little…, sorry your big friend along with me,” Danielle went on quietly. She reached to her bag, searching inside and pulling out the large dildo. Katrina looked over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Fuck off,” she hissed when she saw the dildo, but Danielle just giggled softly as she dropped to her knees and grabbed her lover’s hips. In seconds she peeled the panties down, exposing the naked ass below and stroked the tip of the dildo onto the soft skin. Katrina dropped her head as she felt the touch. Having the dildo fucked into her pussy was a sensation that always made her cum hard and she was suddenly nervous at the thought of screaming out loud. She wriggled her ass, but her hips were being held tightly and there was little she could do but let things play out. Danielle stroked the tip of the big dildo to the top of Katrina’s butt crease. As she moved it lower she pushed hard and so that the tip of the sex toy brushed over the hidden asshole. She was tempted to try and get it inside, but finally decided against it and slid the toy lower so that she could push it between the parted thighs. Katrina forced her face into the seat of the chair to try and muffle the groans as she felt the dildo playing along her pussy lips. Danielle just teased at first, but was quick to push harder so that the wet hole opened up. She slid the head of the toy inside Katrina and moved back a little so that she could get a view of the way the slick pussy lips wrapped around it. The sight of the dildo fucking into pussy excited her and she pushed it forward. Katrina was so wet that the toy slid in easily, but it stretched her wide and she was suddenly struggling to hold back the moans. Her struggle grew as the dildo was fucked all the way inside. Danielle worked it around, knowing the sensation was something Katrina found irresistible. She held the dildo in deep as she slid the fingers of her free hand to her lover’s clit. Stroking hard on the little bud, she began to fuck the dildo in and out in long, smooth strokes. Katrina was quickly gasping for breath, her pulse racing out of control and the sheer pleasure of the penetration was suddenly all she could think about. Her excitement quickly mounted and as she pushed back against the thrusts, the sex toy starting to slam in harder. The sensation of being fucked hard with the big dildo quickly became too much and there was no stopping the climax. It came alive in an instant, the sudden burst of pleasure making her moan. She pressed her mouth hard against the seat to stop any more coming out and let the sensation of her pussy rippling around the thick dildo carry her up to a moment of pure ecstasy. It came as her pussy closed hard around the toy and her body tightened and quivered until the sensation finally passed. She felt the relaxation settle into her muscles and sighed at the final thrill of the dildo being slowly pulled out.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to stay there?” teased Danielle as Katrina just lay on the chair trying to recover her senses. “I mean you could at least try on your skirt or dress.”
 
    
 
   “No,” Katrina said eventually as she pushed herself up from the chair. “I just want to go home.”
 
    
 
   Danielle giggled. “Well I’m buying the shorts,” she said. “They make my ass look sexy.” She quickly got dressed again and watched as Katrina pulled her panties back into place and put her skirt back on.
 
    
 
   “Can you just carry me?” asked Katrina. “I don’t think I have the power to get up and walk.”
 
    
 
   “Aww…, poor baby,” teased Danielle quietly. “Was your big toy too much for you to cope with?”
 
    
 
   “Fuck off,” Katrina finally grinned as she stood. “Next time you get it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” laughed Danielle as she linked arms with Katrina and walked out of the cubicle. “Bring it on is all I have to say!”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Good Girl Gone Bad
 
   Shanna looked at the picture on the computer screen and felt the hot flash of desire. The girl was pretty, but it was the outfit that really caught her attention. The short jet-black leather skirt and bustier with buckles was unbelievably sexy and while it covered everything it certainly left a lot of naked skin on show. She wasn’t sure she had the nerve to buy it, never mind wear it, but the more she looked at the outfit the more she found herself wanting it. Shanna had been looking through the lingerie website for around thirty minutes before she even clicked on the icon for bondage-style gear. She found herself amazed at the available outfits, finally settling on the leather skirt and bustier as the one that interested her most. Checking to see if it was available in her size, she found it was and before she could change her mind clicked the outfit into the shopping cart and went to the checkout page. She quickly filled in her details and clicked submit. Too late now she thought as the confirmation of her order bounced back to her.
 
    
 
   With the purchase made, Shanna took some more time to look through the lingerie website. This time she concentrated more on the girls than the outfits, looking for pictures of sheer garments that displayed a hint of the promise below. She had found herself fantasizing more and more about girls in recent times, but her shy nature meant that dreaming about a lesbian encounter was as far as she got. As the passion of her fantasies grew though, Shanna become more determined to turn them into reality and buying the outfit was a step in the right direction. She’d taken the time to find out about a few lesbian nightclubs in her town, although the one that really caught her attention was a fetish club. Buying the leather gear pushed her even closer to choosing it as the venue for what would be her very first lesbian experience and she hoped the outfit would help her blend in and not look out of place. She still wasn’t sure whether she would actually have the nerve to go through with a visit, but as she gazed at the gorgeous girls dressed in sexy lingerie her desire for some girl-on-girl action came on as strong as ever.
 
    
 
   Shanna’s mind started to race and she could feel the familiar heat growing between her thighs. She wriggled around in the chair and could feel the slick sensation between her thighs as the wetness leaked onto her panties. She clicked through some more pictures, conjuring up images of exactly what she would like to do the girls she was looking at. Her mind was suddenly full of her sucking on hard nipples and licking wet pussy and the temptation to play suddenly started to overwhelm her. She got up from the computer desk and walked over to lie on the bed. She reached for her breasts, kneading them gently through the material of her t-shirt and bra. The shivers suddenly wracking her body felt gorgeous and she felt the desire for a touch onto naked skin. Grabbing the bottom of her t-shirt, Shanna pulled it up and forcing her fingers into the bra cups, pulled her breasts out. She trailed fingers around the soft skin, closing her eyes to enjoy the sensation. When the tips of her fingers bumped over the hard nipples, the shudders intensified and she took some time to play with the erect buds. 
 
    
 
   Continuing to stroke a nipple with one hand, Shanna moved the other lower to release the buttons on her jeans. When the last one opened she lifted her hips and used both hands to drag the jeans and panties halfway down her thighs. Teasing her fingers around the smooth skin at the top of her pussy lips, she built her anticipation until she was desperate for the touch between her thighs. When she finally moved them lower, her fingers slid easily over the slick skin. The touch onto her clit made her body convulse, her back arching up from the bed. She worked to completely expose the erect nub and rubbed her fingers hard onto it. The passion welled up in her body and Shannon couldn’t hold back the moans. She wanted more and slid her fingers lower still, caressing them gently along the wet pussy lips. Each stroke pressed a little harder and as the slick hole opened up she let out a gasp as her fingertips touched onto the soft inner skin. Shanna wriggled around on the bed at the feel of her pussy lips being spread apart. She slowly pushed her fingers deeper, the penetration making her body arch up from the bed again. Suddenly fucking the fingers in hard, she held them deep, closing her thighs tightly to squeeze herself around them. It was a gorgeous sensation and she squeezed harder and harder until it became almost unbearable. 
 
    
 
   As Shanna loosened the grip on her fingers, she started to work them in and out of her pussy. She worked slowly at first, bringing her free hand to her clit to stroke on it. The touch onto the erect bud stirred her desire and suddenly she was working harder, her fingers starting to slide into the wet hole more forcefully. She sped up the movements of her hands, the breath suddenly gasping from her hard as she felt the pleasure between her thighs building towards a climax. There was no letting up and as her passion ran out of control, Shanna brought to mind the image of a girl finger fucking her. It was the thrill that pushed her too far and she squeezed her thighs together again as her body froze for an instant. The sudden burst of pleasure took her breath away and Shanna found herself writhing around as the climax took control of her body. She arched her back and squeezed her ass cheeks together hard as the spasms of her pussy rippled around the fingers. The rush to the high was quick and she froze again as her body tensed at the peak of her passion. The orgasm finally released her from its grip and she sighed as she dropped back to the bed, the power draining from her. Shanna rested for a while to recover her senses, but finally got up to shower. It was already late so when she was dry, she put on a nightdress and went to bed. She lay in the darkness thinking about the sexy outfit, but finally put it to the back of her mind. She wasn’t planning to do anything until it arrived and as her mind calmed she finally fell asleep.
 
    
 
   Shanna didn’t expect her purchase to arrive for at least a week, but once this had passed she hurried home from work every evening hoping to find a package waiting. As the days passed and there was no sign of it, her enthusiasm waned a little, but it came back in a rush on the day the package finally arrived. Shanna was quick to rush into her apartment and move into the bedroom. She dropped the box on the bed, kicked off her heels and went to hang up her coat. Stepping back to the bed she sat and quickly opened the box. She pulled the covering paper away and smiled as she saw the skirt. Oh yeah, that’s nice she thought as she stroked her fingers over the shiny leather material. She pulled the skirt out and stood to hold it against her body. The hem rested at the top of her thighs and she suddenly wanted to see what it looked like on. She fumbled with the zipper at her hip, finally managing to lower it so that the skirt she was wearing dropped to the floor. Stepping into the leather skirt she pulled it up and fastened the button at the back. She smoothed it down and saw that it really did just run down to the top of her thighs. Walking over to a mirror, Shannon just stood and stared at how gorgeous the skirt was. She turned to check the back and grinned at how much naked thigh was on show. 
 
    
 
   Moving back to the bed she picked up the leather bustier from the box. The three buckles on the chest of the garment shone and Shanna couldn’t help the grin forming on her face. She stripped off her blouse and was about to put the bustier on. Better on my naked skin she thought and reached to unclip her bra and take it off. The feel of the leather on her breasts was gorgeous and Shanna was quick to close the buckles tightly across her chest. It felt sexy and she went to stand in front of the mirror again to check her reflection. The grin on her face grew wider as she took in the gorgeous look of the outfit. She ran her hands over the leather, enjoying the sensation of her fingertips caressing across the material. Shanna moved to her wardrobe and took out a pair of 3-inch black heels. Stepping into them she walked around the room. Stopping at the mirror again she looked at her bare legs and wondered if the look would be improved by stockings. She decided to buy a pair the next day, but finally took the outfit off and put it back in the box. Shanna went for a shower, dried herself and got dressed. She then went to make herself something to eat and just spent the rest of the evening relaxing.
 
    
 
   The next evening after work, Shanna went to a local mall on her way home from work. She knew there was a lingerie store on the top floor and made her way up in the lift and then along to the entrance. Once inside she quickly searched out the selection of stockings and looked at the pictures on the packages. She wanted a black pair to match the outfit, but couldn’t make her mind up what style to get. Her eyes lit up though as she caught sight of the image of the fishnet stockings. They looked sexy and she reckoned they would be a great match for the leather outfit. Checking that they were a hold-up style, Shanna quickly walked to the service counter to pay. When she got home she had something to eat and watched a little television, intending to just spend the evening relaxing. The idea of trying the outfit on again gnawed at the back of her mind though and she finally couldn’t help herself, this time finishing off the look with the newly purchased stockings. Fuck that’s nice she thought as she stood in front of the mirror looking at her reflection. Her mind was suddenly full of images of a girl licking on the stockings and ripping her panties off to get at her pussy. The sudden build of heat between her thighs was intense and she wanted to play. The thought of fingering her pussy flashed through her mind, but she suddenly decided she wanted more and the desire to go out to the club came on strong. Her original idea had been to wait until the weekend to work up the nerve to go out, but the thought of doing it straight away was something she suddenly wanted to do. Before she could change her mind, Shanna grabbed her coat and put it on. It was long enough to hide the outfit, but it felt sexy knowing that she was wearing it. She grabbed her bag and walked to door, leaving her apartment and walking to the bus stop.
 
    
 
   Shanna’s nerves really started to kick in as the bus neared the town center. She considered getting straight back on a bus to go home again, but finally convinced herself that her fantasies of a lesbian encounter would never come true if she didn’t make the effort. She walked to the street the fetish club was on and saw the neon sign flashing. Looking at her watch she saw it was just past nine o’clock and wondered how crowded it would be inside. She hovered on the opposite side of the road, taking a cigarette out of her bag to stop and smoke it. Keeping her eye on the entrance, she saw a few girls going inside, but there didn’t seem to be a rush. Most of the girls were wearing coats and she couldn’t really make out their outfits, but she couldn’t help wondering if they were wearing similar outfits to her own. Finally finishing the cigarette, Shanna dropped the butt and crushed it under the sole of her shoe. Last chance to go home she thought, but the desire to see more in the club pushed her on and she walked across to it. Stepping up to the service counter, she paid to get inside. She stood and looked around at first, her eyes opening wide as she took in the décor of pink and black. The whips and riding crops hanging on the walls caught her attention as did the artwork of semi-naked girls in erotic poses. Shanna continued to just stand and stare, but turned as she felt the tap on her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “You’re blocking the way newbie,” the pretty woman said. “Can you move so I can get past?”
 
    
 
   Shanna realized she was stopping people getting from the entrance into the club and moved aside. “Sorry,” she said.
 
    
 
   “It’s OK newbie,” the woman went on. “C’mon I’ll buy you a drink.” The woman linked arms with Shanna and led her over to a nearby bar. She took off her coat to reveal a short vinyl skirt and a miniscule bandeau that barely covered her breasts. Shanna just stared at the gorgeous sight, wondering what it would be like to pull the bandeau up and lick on the naked breasts. She was shaken out of her thoughts by the sound of the voice. “So what do you want newbie?” the woman asked.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, just a vodka and coke,” Shanna replied hesitantly, her eyes lifting up from the gorgeous breasts to see the grin on the woman’s face. When the barwoman served the drinks the woman turned to Shanna.
 
    
 
   “Cheers, newbie,” she said, raising her glass. “I’m Eileen by the way. It’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    
 
   Shanna clinked her glass against the raised one and introduced herself. “How do you know I’m new here?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Eileen laughed. “The first time I came in here I just stopped inside the entrance and stared around like you were doing. I can see the wonderment in your eyes too, like you can’t quite believe what you are seeing.”
 
    
 
   Shanna giggled. “I guess,” she said. “It’s quite a place. Are you a regular here?”
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t say a regular,” went on Eileen, “more of an occasional visitor when the mood takes me.” She nodded towards the coat Shanna was still wearing. “Are you planning to keep that on all night?”
 
    
 
   Shanna felt herself flush a little. “No,” she said, reaching for the buttons to open them and shrug the coat from her shoulders. She felt a little self conscious, her eyes dropping to the ground but raised them again at the reaction she heard.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Eileen said quietly. “That outfit is quite something. It really shows off your figure.” She reached out a hand and stroked her fingers on the buckles of the bustier then dropped her hand to stroke it on the leather skirt. “Nice,” she went on, finally looking up to grin at Shanna. “So what brought you here then newbie?” Eileen asked. 
 
    
 
   Shanna grinned at the fact that Eileen still didn’t use her name. She thought about how to answer the question, wondering if she should confess her lesbian fantasies, but suddenly felt shy of doing so. “Just interested,” she finally said noncommittally.
 
    
 
   “Ah…,” teased Eileen. “A pretty girl in a cute leather outfit with an interest in…” She left the sentence unfinished. “So are you a newbie in everything, or just coming to a lesbian club?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Shanna flushed a little, but a ripple of excitement ran through her body at the way the conversation was going. “Everything,” she finally confessed.
 
    
 
   “So this is a little trip into the unknown for you then,” went on Eileen. “I think I should buy you another drink and see what happens.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll get these,” said Shanna and leant across the bar to order another couple of drinks when the barwoman came over. Eileen continued to chat and flirt, her fingers stretching out to brush on the buckles of the bustier occasionally. Shanna felt the heat in her body climbing, the drink, the flirting and the atmosphere in the club contributing to her growing anticipation. She waited for Eileen to really make a move on her and grinned when it finally came.
 
    
 
   “So…,” Eileen teased. “Do you want to stay a newbie all night?”
 
    
 
   “No,” answered Shanna. “My idea of coming here was to see how the reality matched up to my fantasies.”
 
    
 
   Eileen grinned. “And you’re looking for an experienced lady to show you,” she continued.
 
    
 
   “Well…,” went on Shanna. “If one made an offer I guess I would have to think about it.” She could hardly believe the way she was acting. Her usual shyness was pushed aside as the exhilaration of the moment took over.
 
    
 
   Eileen’s grin got wider. “Hmm…, that’s interesting to know.” She leaned across and put her mouth close to Shanna’s ear. “I want to unbuckle the bustier and lick on the soft skin underneath.”
 
    
 
   Shanna shivered at the words. It appeared that her fantasies were really about to come true and she nodded her head when Eileen moved back. The two women finished their drinks and stood. Eileen held out her hand and as Shanna took it she was led across the club to the exit. They stepped outside and walked along the sidewalk.
 
    
 
   “Where are we going?” asked Shanna. “Are we going to your place?”
 
    
 
   “No,” laughed Eileen. “I’m more of an outdoor type girl. You’re about to find that it’s way more exciting.”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” replied Shanna, a frown creasing her forehead as she wondered what was going on. Eileen suddenly stopped and looked around. The street was empty and Shanna held back a squeal as she was suddenly pulled into an alley. She was dragged along into the darkness and then roughly pushed up against a wall. Her heart was racing as her hands were pinned to the wall above her head. Eileen leant in and brushed her lips gently on Shanna’s lips, but quickly pushed into a more forceful kiss. As she kissed, she slid a hand up a smooth thigh to the hem of the leather skirt. She moved back a little and grinned as the breath spilled hard from Shanna.
 
    
 
   “You like that?” Eileen said and Shanna nodded her head. “How about this?” Eileen went up, sliding her fingers under the hem of the leather skirt and moving it higher. Shanna froze, holding her breath as the fingertips stroked up her thigh. The breath rushed out when the hand stroked onto her panties. She wriggled around as the fingers sought out her pussy lips and caressed the soft skin through the material of the panties. Eileen leant forward into a kiss again, pushing tongue inside Shanna’s mouth and licking it along her teeth. She stroked her fingers harder onto the panties, the feel of the wetness that started to stain the material driving her on to push harder. As the wet hole opened up a little the flood of wetness increased and she could feel her fingertips getting smeared. She finally pulled her hand away and backed off from the kiss. Shanna was breathing harder as the thrill of the moment captured her senses. The feeling of being pinned roughly to the wall and kept under control excited her and she wanted more.
 
    
 
   Eileen finally let go of Shanna’s wrist and stood back a little. Her eyes dropped to the buckles on the bustier and she grinned as she stroked her fingers onto them. She worked her hand to the top buckle and released it. Shanna looked down to see that more of her naked skin was on show. When the second buckle was released, her breasts started to come even more into view and they were totally exposed as the third buckle was released and the bustier pulled open. 
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, they are nice,” Eileen said softly, her eyes glued to the breasts. She raised her eyes to Shanna’s face. “You’re going to be my dirty little slut aren’t you?” she said.
 
    
 
   The dirty words made Shanna shudder and she did no more than nod her head to show that she agreed. Eileen grinned and lowered her head, bringing her face close enough to a breast that Shanna could feel the heat of the breath on her skin. She moved forward the last few inches to push her lips onto the soft mound and heard the gasp. She kissed around, taking her time to explore the breast, but finally worked her mouth to the nipple. Eileen closed her lips around the erect nub and touched the tip of her tongue onto it. The nipple was already hard and as she flicked her tongue over it, she heard the moans of Shanna get louder. She hoped the shy girl didn’t make too much noise and attract attention to them, but the threat of being caught only served to make her more excited. She pushed her mouth harder onto the breast and brushed her tongue more forcefully over the nipple, licking the soft skin around it also. As the fun of playing with a newbie lesbian’s tits caught hold she became a little rougher, licking hard on one nipple while reaching her hand to squeeze the other breast hard. She continually swapped position, moving her mouth from nipple to nipple while squeezing increasingly hard on the tits to the point that they were getting covered in red finger marks. Eileen finally backed off a little, gasping for breath. She straightened up and saw that Shanna had her eyes closed as the pleasure of the touch on her breasts swept her excitement higher. 
 
    
 
   “So let’s see what you’re hiding under that cute leather skirt newbie,” Eileen said. Shanna opened her eyes and saw the gleam in the watching eyes. It was a huge turn on and the thought of finally getting her pussy licked and finger fucked by another woman brought on a feeling of pure exhilaration. Eileen dropped to her knees, kissing onto the fishnet stockings and letting her fingers run over them. She ripped the stockings down so that she could get her mouth onto naked thigh and sucked the soft skin into her mouth. Shanna felt the brief flash of pain as the love bite reddened her skin. Eileen moved back to look and grinned, quickly moving forward again to kiss onto the red mark. She reached to the hem of the skirt and pulled it up, revealing the white panties below. Pushing the skirt up, she told Shanna to hold it out of the way. Eileen looked at the exposed panties and could see the stain darkening them. She suddenly wanted the taste in her mouth and leaned forward to kiss onto the material, working her mouth up and down the outline of the pussy lips. The taste of pussy was gorgeous and she worked her mouth onto the panties harder, letting the wetness smear all over her lips.
 
    
 
   Shanna froze as she heard noises at the end of the alley and looked to see a couple of woman walking past talking loudly. They didn’t look into the alley and Shanna doubted they would see her even if they did, but the fact that she was being fucked in public, so close to being caught was a massive turn on and she suddenly understood why someone would like it. Eileen seemed completely unperturbed by the noise and continued to kiss on pussy through the panties. She couldn’t get enough of the taste and licked her tongue hard over the wet stain again and again. The urge to see under the material started to overwhelm her and moving back a little she reached her hands to the elasticized waistband of the panties. She peeled them down slowly, taking her time to build the anticipation, but let out a gasp as the naked pussy finally came into view. Leaning forward she kissed onto the top of the pink slit, feeling the trimmed hair tickle her skin.
 
    
 
   Shanna couldn’t help the moans that escaped her lips as her fantasies were finally realized. It was more exciting than she could ever have imagined and there was suddenly no place she would rather be than the alley. The touch of the lips sliding down onto her naked pussy lips was the most gorgeous sensation of her life and she eagerly pushed herself onto the mouth. Eileen kissed hard, the feel of more pussy wetness smearing onto her lips driving her wild. She worked her mouth to the top of the pussy lips and used her tongue to expose the clit, licking around it first, before pushing her tongue onto it. The touch made Shanna convulse, her passion running out of control as her clit was set alight. Eileen licked onto it hard, before circling her lips around it and trying to suck it into her mouth. The touch onto the slick skin was something special and knowing that hers was the first mouth to do so heightened her excitement. She could feel the growing shudders of Shanna as she worked the erect bud harder, but finally slid her mouth back onto the pussy lips and pushed them onto the wet skin hard. Her tongue flicked out and dipped inside the wet hole, Shanna freezing as her pussy was opened up. Eileen pushed her tongue harder and felt the pussy lips part wider as she worked it inside. She licked at the soft inner skin, the strong taste of pussy starting to overwhelm her senses. Burrowing in deep, she circled her tongue hard to lick it onto the soft pussy walls. Shanna again heard people passing the end of the alley, but this time was too far gone to care and brushed it off without a thought.
 
    
 
   Eileen continued to work her tongue into the wet pussy, her excitement rising as she felt Shanna squirming around. She finally pulled back and wiped the back of her hand across her mouth. Shanna got little respite from the touch on her pussy though as Eileen was quick to stroke fingers to it. She felt a massive thrill at the realization that she was about to be fingered. She parted her thighs to help and felt the gorgeous sensation of the fingertips brushing softly over her pussy lips. Eileen teased them around, coating them in the pussy wetness before pushing a little harder. She felt the pussy lips part, her fingers sliding inside. Shanna cried out at the feel of the fingers stroking inside her wet hole. She suddenly found herself urging Eileen to push them deeper and groaned when she got what she wanted. The fingers fucked in hard, a long, smooth stroke taking them almost knuckle deep. The shudders were suddenly wracking Shanna’s body and she tried to close herself tightly around the fingers. Eileen held them deep at first, circling them hard to feel the touch onto the slick pussy walls. She wanted more though, her pulse racing fast as she started to stroke her fingers into the pussy. Her free hand slid to Shanna’s clit and touched onto it hard as her fingers started to fuck in and out, flashing into the wet hole with increasing ferocity. Shanna felt the power draining from her legs as the pleasure of the finger fuck swept her body. She pushed back against the wall to try and give herself some support, but still felt her knees start to buckle. The rush up to the climax was the best feeling she’d ever experienced and she tried to hold back the onset of the orgasm to prolong the sensation as long as possible.
 
    
 
   There was suddenly no stopping it though. Her body went into spasms as her pussy closed tightly around the fingers. Eileen recognized the signs and pushed in deep, holding her fingers inside as Shanna writhed around on them. She leaned forward to lick on clit and the sound of the cry rang along the alley. Shanna closed her eyes tightly as the pure ecstasy of the orgasm took hold of her body and shook it hard. The pleasure just kept climbing as the spasms rippled along her pussy walls and the ride up to the high of the climax left her breathless. She squealed as the peak of the orgasm gripped her senses, and felt herself slide down the wall a little as her knees finally did buckle from under her. Eileen finally withdrew her fingers and leaned forward to kiss the still quivering pussy. She smeared her lips on the wetness and then straightened up to kiss it onto Shanna’s lips.
 
    
 
   “So…,” Eileen teased when she finally broke the kiss. “Did I match up to your dirty little fantasies newbie?”
 
    
 
   “No,” giggled Shanna, “you went way past what I expected. Will you stop calling me newbie now?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, uh,” laughed Eileen. “You’ll be my little newbie until I’ve shown you everything I know, and believe me I know a lot.”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” said Shanna. “So this is just the start of things?”
 
    
 
   “Yup,” went on Eileen. “I can think of so many things that we can do together, so get ready for the ride that’s coming your way.”
 
    
 
   Shanna grinned. “OK…,’ she said. “So I’m available tomorrow night, what are you doing?”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Corrupted by her Mother’s Friend
 
   Jenny looked up from the book she was reading when she heard the front door opening. She guessed it was her mother returning from her lunch date with a friend, but the sudden sound of laughter showed that two people had entered the house. When her mother walked into the lounge Jenny smiled, but her eyes opened a little wider as she saw the friend that followed. The woman was really beautiful, the tanned skin setting off the bright blue eyes and blonde hair and the tight clothing revealing the gorgeous figure below. The low cut blouse showed more than a hint of cleavage and the short skirt and high heels emphasized how slender and shapely her long legs were.
 
    
 
   “I thought you were going out Jenny,” her mother started. She appeared to be a little tipsy and it was obvious that the wine must have flowed at the lunch date.
 
    
 
   My friend cancelled on me,” Jenny said. “So I just decided to stay home. Did you have a good time?”
 
    
 
   The two women started to laugh again. “Yeah, it was fun,” her mother said, “But I think I might need some black coffee to recover. This is my gorgeous daughter Jenny,” she continued, turning to her friend.
 
    
 
   “Wow, she is pretty,’ said the woman, her eyes running up and down Jenny’s body. The eighteen year old girl suddenly felt shy at the gaze, thinking her figure didn’t come anywhere near to matching that of the beautiful woman.
 
    
 
   Jenny turned her attention back to her mother to listen to what she was saying. “This is Veronica,” she went on, introducing her friend. “Could you keep her company, while I get some black coffee to try and rid my head of the fuzziness? Would you like some Veronica?”
 
    
 
   Her friend laughed again. “No thanks,” she replied. “I quite like the fuzziness to be honest.” As her mother left the room, Jenny watched as Veronica came across to sit on the sofa beside her. The short skirt slid even further up the older woman’s thighs, revealing more of the gorgeous legs and Jenny couldn’t help staring at them. The sound of another laugh broke into her thoughts and she looked up to see Veronica grinning at her.
 
    
 
   “Do you like my legs?” the older woman teased. “I’ll let you touch them if you do.” She giggled and it was obvious that a little too much drink had put her in a flirty mood. Jenny flushed a little at the teasing and didn’t reply. Veronica leaned her head onto the back of the sofa and stretched her legs out. “You wouldn’t be a dear and take my heels off would you?” she asked. “They are absolutely killing my feet.”
 
    
 
   “Umm…, sure,” replied Jenny. She dropped from the sofa onto her knees and turned. Reaching out she pulled the first shoe off and then did the same with the other. When she raised her gaze she realized she could see right up the short skirt to the lacy white panties and couldn’t help staring.
 
    
 
   “Are you looking up my skirt?” Veronica said, when Jenny didn’t move
 
    
 
   “No,” the teenage girl suddenly said and quickly got up to sit on the sofa again. Her embarrassment showed in the redness of her face.
 
    
 
   “So did you think my panties were nice?” Veronica continued to tease.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t look,” Jenny protested untruthfully, but it was obvious the older woman had caught her staring.
 
    
 
   “Hmm…” laughed Veronica, “checking my legs, looking up my skirt. I better watch myself around a pretty girl like you in case you try to take advantage of me.”
 
    
 
   Jenny felt her embarrassment grow, but couldn’t help laughing at the cheeky tone of the older woman’s voice. “Stop it,” she said. “What if my mum hears you?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll blame it all on you,” laughed Veronica, but went quiet as she heard the sound of heels walking out of the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Are you two getting on?” asked Jenny’s mother when she stepped through the door of the lounge again and moved across the room to sit in an armchair.
 
    
 
   “Oh sure,” said Veronica. “Your daughter was kind enough to help a tipsy old lady take her heels off and I was just commenting on how pretty she is.”
 
    
 
   “Isn’t she just,” Jenny’s mother went on. The three women continued to chat for a while, but eventually Veronica looked at her watch and said she needed to make a move. She stood up and stepped back into her heels.
 
    
 
   ‘I’ll see you next week at the same time,” she said to Jenny’s mother and then turned. “It was nice to meet you pretty girl,” she teased. “Take care.” Jenny watched as her mother and Veronica left the room and a couple of minutes later her mother returned alone. She slumped back into an armchair.
 
    
 
   “So how did you meet Veronica?” Jenny asked.
 
    
 
   “Through work,” her mother answered. “She just went through a divorce and I said I would take her out for lunch.”
 
    
 
   “She seems a happy divorcee,” went on Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Well her husband cheated on her if you can believe that, so she doesn’t seem that sad about her marriage ending,” her mother said. “Relieved is more the word I would use.” Veronica’s first visit to the house was the start of many more as she and Jenny’s mother became friendlier. Her cheeky flirting with the teenage girl continued. She seemed to like teasing her and whenever she got the chance would flash her legs or panties at Jenny, who would always deny looking. The teenage girl took it as the harmless play of an older woman celebrating her freedom and just laughed it off. If anything she found it a little exciting that such a gorgeous woman was taking an interest in her and although she had never really had any sexual feelings towards a woman, she couldn’t stop her mind conjuring up the occasional image of what it would be like to kiss Veronica and more.
 
    
 
   As the visits continued, Veronica seemed to want to take things a little further though and on occasions would sit close enough to Jenny that their thighs were pressed together. With Jenny’s mother always around there seemed little chance of anything more happening though, although it was a suggestion from her that led to Jenny and Veronica finally ending up alone together. It started with the teenage girl telling her mother about an upcoming college party that she wanted to go to. It was to be a relatively high-class affair with the boys expected to wear suits or tuxedos and the girls to get dressed up. Jenny complained that she had nothing suitable to wear. She was taller than her mother, so couldn’t really borrow anything from her wardrobe. Her mother said that she would talk to Veronica, who was closer in size to Jenny and see if she would be able to lend her anything. Having seen the pretty clothes that her mother’s friend favored, it seemed like a good idea to Jenny and she agreed. She expected her mother to bring some of the clothes home, but was surprised and a little thrilled to find out that in fact she had arranged for Jenny to visit Veronica’s home.
 
    
 
   “Will you be coming?” asked Jenny when her mother told her of the plans.
 
    
 
   “If you want me too,” her mother answered, “but Veronica doesn’t bite, so I don’t really think I need too. Do you want me to come?”
 
    
 
   “No,” answered Jenny, trying to make it sound casual. In truth the thought of being alone with Veronica excited her and without her mother around she wondered what the older woman would try to do. She would certainly find out if the flirting was just a tease or whether Veronica really did want things to go further.
 
    
 
   The day of the planned visit was arranged for a Saturday afternoon and Jenny made the effort to look nice before she left. She applied a little eye shadow and lipstick and dressed in a pair of jeans and a yellow t-shirt. Her mother gave her the address and showed on a street atlas where it was. Jenny had a rough idea of where she was going and didn’t think she would have too much trouble finding the place. She rode the bus as close as she could to Veronica’s home and finally got off to walk the rest of the way. She felt her nervousness rising as she approached the correct street and paced around the block once to try and compose herself. Finally making her way to the correct house she was impressed by what she saw. The white painted building had a wraparound porch and looked homely. She walked up to the door and knocked, her nervousness increasing further still. Hearing sound from within, she readied herself and smiled as the door was opened.
 
    
 
   “Wow a pretty girl all to myself,” Veronica teased straight away. She looked closer at Jenny’s face. “And with a hint of makeup to make herself even prettier for me,” she went on. “Come on in.” She moved aside and let the teenage girl step inside before closing the door. “It’s a warm day pretty girl, would you like some lemonade?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” answered Jenny and Veronica put an arm around her shoulder and let her through to a patio area at the back of the house. She sat at the table as Veronica went to the kitchen and poured a couple of glasses of lemonade. “You have a lovely house,” said the teen girl as Veronica put the glasses on the table and sat.
 
    
 
   “One thing I have to thank my ex-husband for,” the older woman answered. She reached for the t-shirt she was wearing and pulled it over her head to reveal the bikini top she was wearing. “Nice day to top up my tan,” she said, leaning back in the seat and closing her eyes. Jenny couldn’t help her gaze dropping to the older woman’s breasts. The small triangles of material did little to conceal them and the teen girl felt a flicker of desire. “Are you checking out my breasts pretty girl,” Veronica teased without even opening her eyes.
 
    
 
   “No,” protested Jenny, but a grin formed on her face.
 
    
 
   “So…,” went on the older woman. “Your mother says you are looking for an outfit. Tell me about the party.”
 
    
 
   “It’s a fundraiser for my college,” Jenny started. “College parties are usually jeans and t-shirt affairs, but this one is a little more up-market by all accounts. Boys in a tux or suit and the girls have to look the part to match them.”
 
    
 
   “So what are you looking for?” Veronica went on.
 
    
 
   “I don’t really know,” Jenny admitted. “I thought it would be more your thing and you could point me in the right direction.”
 
    
 
   Veronica opened her eyes and grinned. “So you think I’m up-market material then?” she said.
 
    
 
   “Well you certainly never look anything other than classy when I have seen you,” the teen girl replied.
 
    
 
   “Why pretty girl,” teased Veronica. “That’s so sweet. Are you coming on to me?”
 
    
 
   “No,” exclaimed Jenny, but the grin never left her face as she said it. The flirting felt nice and she again started to wonder where it would lead
 
    
 
   “OK,” Veronica said. “So you need something classy and pretty. Do you prefer skirt and top or a dress?”
 
    
 
   “A dress I think,” answered Jenny.
 
    
 
   “I hoped you would say that,” the older woman said with a smile. “I have the perfect outfit and the boys and girls at your party are not going to be able to take their eyes off you. Come on I’ll show you.” Veronica led the way back inside and Jenny followed. They walked along the hallway and then up the stairs to the first floor, eventually stopping at a door which Veronica opened. “After you,” she said and when Jenny walked inside followed her and closed the door. “Take a seat on the bed,” Veronica continued and Jenny did just that. She watched as the older woman stepped over to her wardrobe and searched around inside. Veronica finally turned and grinned. “Ready?” she asked the teen girl.
 
    
 
   Jenny’s eyes lit up when she saw the full length pink dress. The material shimmered a little and she could imagine the heads turning when she turned up at the party in it. “That is so gorgeous,” she said quietly.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t it,” laughed Veronica. “I bought it a few years ago, but only ever wore it once. It certainly turns heads. Take you jeans and top off and try it on.” Jenny suddenly felt a little shy at stripping down to her underwear, but she really wanted to try on the dress so stood up to do it. Veronica watched as the teen girl pulled the t-shirt over her head and then loosened the buttons on her tight jeans and eased them down her legs.
 
    
 
   “Nope,” Veronica laughed.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” asked Jenny. “What do you mean nope?”
 
    
 
   “This dress is only fit to be worn over slinky lingerie,” Veronica went on. “Not cotton panties and bra.” 
 
    
 
   Jenny looked down at her underwear and then back up at Veronica. “But I don’t really have any slinky lingerie,” she said.
 
    
 
   “You might not,” said Veronica. She walked across and placed the dress on the bed and then turned to a chest of drawers. She opened the top drawer and started to search through, finally pulling out a pair of lacy, ruffled pink boy-shorts and a pink push-up bra. “Put these on,” she said walking across the room and handing the lingerie to Jenny. “The boy-shorts reduce the visible panty line problem and look sexy as well,” she finished as she sat on the bed.
 
    
 
   It looked like she was going to watch the teen girl strip naked and Jenny felt a rush of excitement at the thought of doing it. The initial shyness she felt disappeared as the excitement replaced it. She thought about turning her back, but finally decided to just go for it and see what happened. Reaching behind her back she unhooked her bra and then pulled the shoulder straps off. She didn’t look at Veronica, but was sure the older woman’s eyes would be glued to her breasts. She could feel her nipples hardening as the exhilaration ran through her body and quickly slipped the pink bra on. She had never really worn a push-up bra before, but immediately liked the feel of it and definitely liked the cleavage it produced. The thrill running through her grew in intensity as she reached for the sides of her white cotton panties. Again she didn’t look at the older woman, but was sure that her eyes would be gazing at naked pussy. Jenny worked her panties to her ankles and stepped out of them and then slipped into the boy-shorts. The feel of the material gliding up her smooth legs was gorgeous and she loved the look of the panties when she adjusted them into place.
 
    
 
   “These are fantastic,” she said, finally looking in Veronica’s direction.
 
    
 
   “They feel good don’t they,” the older woman replied, “and the ruffles look really cute on you.” She reached for the dress and stood up, moving close to Jenny. “Put your arms up,” she said and when the teen girl did, she slipped the dress onto her. When Jenny lowered her arms the dress slid down her body into place. It seemed to fit perfectly and really clung to her curves.
 
    
 
   “Whoa,” said Veronica quietly. “Your curves are sure working that dress pretty girl. It really suits you.” She stepped up behind Jenny and slid a hand over her hip and then her ass. “Go and look,” she said, pushing the teen girl towards a full length mirror.
 
    
 
   Jenny had always considered herself more of a jeans and t-shirt kind of girl, but she fell in love with the dress the instant she looked at her reflection. It was the most feminine she had ever looked in her life and as she turned from side to side she saw what Veronica meant by her curves working the dress. It clung tightly in all the right places and looked gorgeous. Veronica walked up behind her and put her hands on Jenny’s hips. “I’ll have to start calling you gorgeous girl now,” she teased. “Pretty girl doesn’t do you justice.” She moved her hands to Jenny’s ass and squeezed the rounded cheeks. “Some boy or girl is going to get lucky at your party if they catch your attention.”
 
    
 
   “Someone already has caught my attention,” Jenny said, locking eyes with Veronica in the mirror. The older woman smiled and placed her hands on Jenny’s hips again and pulled her back. She lowered her head to the sensitive skin of the teen girl’s neck and pressed her lips against it. She worked soft kisses around and when she looked in the mirror again saw that Jenny had her eyes closed, a look of enjoyment on her face as she succumbed to the temptation of the kisses.
 
    
 
   “You sure you want to do this gorgeous girl?” Veronica asked.
 
    
 
   The teen girl opened her eyes. “Oh yes,” she answered. “Don’t stop kissing my neck. It feels gorgeous.” Veronica smiled as she lowered her head again and showered the soft skin with kisses. She worked her mouth to the ear and breathed onto it, sucking on the lobe and then licking her tongue around. Jenny shivered at the soft touch, closing her eyes tightly as her body responded to the gentle caresses. She felt Veronica’s hand slide around her body and moaned as the kisses on her ear were joined by a touch onto her breast. The hand squeezed gently, slowly increasing the pressure until the teen girl could feel the fingers digging in hard. The hint of pain felt sexy and she shivered again at the whisper that sounded in her ear.
 
    
 
   “Let me see you in the lingerie,” Veronica said. The older woman bent down to grab hold of the hem of the dress and worked it slowly up. Jenny raised her hands and felt the silky material pull clear of her head and arms. Veronica placed the dress over the back of a nearby chair and turned back to the teen girl. Her eyes lit up as she saw her near naked body, the sight of the sexy lingerie adding to her excitement. She reached up and stroked a finger along Jenny’s cleavage, touching gently at first, but increasing the pressure to push her finger in between. “Take it off,” she said and waited for the teen girl to reach behind and unhook the bra. She stroked the straps from Jenny’s shoulders and watched as the bra fell away to reveal the naked breasts. She bent her head down to them and traced her lips over the smooth skin, working all over the soft mound, but teasing by avoiding the nipple. She did the same on the other breast, but finally let her lips brush over the little bud. She could feel how hard it had grown and felt a burst of desire the moment her lips touched onto it. Jenny gasped as her nipple was suddenly sucked into Veronica’s mouth hard, the tongue of the older woman licking round and round the erect nub. The tongue finally pressed onto the nipple, rasping across it hard and making the teen girl moan ever louder.
 
    
 
   As Veronica started to work from nipple to nipple, she moved Jenny across the room. The back of the teen girl’s knees struck the edge of the bed and she squealed as she collapsed backwards onto the soft mattress. Jenny squealed again as Veronica grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her back. The kiss onto the panties was almost instantaneous and Jenny shivered at the sensation. The ruffles on the panties were cute to look at, but not so much fun to kiss onto and Veronica wanted them out of the way immediately. She reached for the waistband and pulled them down, spanking the cute ass that came into view. Ducking her head down, she kissed onto the naked skin, working her mouth around. She couldn’t help herself and sank her teeth in a little to bite on the ass cheek. Jenny started to laugh as she remembered what her mother had said.
 
    
 
   “What?’ asked Veronica when she heard the laughing.
 
    
 
   “When my mum was telling me that she planned for me to come and visit you, I asked if she was coming,” started Jenny through the laughter. “She said no and not to worry because you didn’t bite. I think I might have to tell her different.”
 
    
 
   Veronica laughed. “Don’t just tell her,” she teased. “I’ll give you something to show her.”
 
    
 
   Jenny squealed and giggled as she tried to pull herself up the bed. She knew what was coming but couldn’t get away and whined as she felt the bite onto her ass cheek. Veronica applied enough pressure to make sure she left the impression of teeth on the soft skin. “There…,” she said when she finished. “Show your mum that.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah that’s a good idea,” laughed Jenny. “I can just see it. Hey mum you want to see the present Veronica gave me, I’ll say as I bend over and bare my butt at her.”
 
    
 
   Veronica laughed louder, but the sound stopped as she looked at the gorgeous rounded cheeks again. She stroked a finger gently along the butt crease and grinned as she saw the ass cheeks clench. She did it again, this time a little harder so that her finger sank into the crease and the ass cheeks clenched around it. Finally gripping the cheeks in her hands, she spread them open and grinned at the sight of her gorgeous asshole. Her husband had always enjoyed playing with hers and as she sat staring at Jenny’s she could suddenly see what the attraction was. She moved her head lower and touched the tip of her tongue onto the hole and felt the teen girl’s body convulse.
 
    
 
   “Feel nice?” Veronica asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” gasped Jenny. “Keep doing it.” Veronica grinned at the sound of pure excitement in the teen girl’s voice. She bent her head down again and touched her tongue onto the asshole, working it in circles to wet the hole. She gradually pressed against it harder and held on hard to Jenny’s ass to stop her wriggling around. Veronica rasped her tongue over the asshole hard, beginning to really enjoy herself and she suddenly wondered what it would feel like if she got her finger inside. She pulled back and dropped a little spit on the hole and pushed her finger right into it.
 
    
 
   “No,” Jenny gasped as she realized what was about to happen, but Veronica pressed her weight down onto the teen girl’s legs and held her firm.
 
    
 
   “Stop struggling gorgeous girl,” Veronica teased. “It’s too late to back out now. You’re going to see how good it feels, and I know what I’m taking about because my ex-husband used to love doing it to me.” Jenny was suddenly breathing hard, her pulse racing as she felt the finger trying to force past the resistance of the puckered hole. Veronica pushed harder, the tip of her finger easing inside and heard the moan of pleasure the teen girl let out as she was opened up. “See,” said Veronica. “Didn’t I tell you it would feel good?”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” groaned Jenny, the sound muffled as she forced her face into the covers of the bed. The finger slid deeper and the tight hole opened wider still. She wriggled her ass as Veronica played, the finger starting to tease in and out. The rush of pleasure from the gentle finger fucking was unbelievable and Jenny moaned in disappointment when the finger was pulled out. “Don’t stop,” she cried out, but Veronica just laughed.
 
    
 
   “I have other ideas for today gorgeous girl,” said the older woman, “but don’t worry your ass will get plenty of action in the weeks to come.” 
 
    
 
   Jenny didn’t protest as she was rolled onto her back. Veronica grabbed the teen girl’s legs and pulled her down the bed so that her ass was perched right at the very edge. She pushed the legs open and got on her knees on the floor so that she was positioned right between. It put the gorgeous pussy right in front of her face and she took the time to stroke her fingers over it, exploring the dips and curves of the wet skin and taking in the prettiness of the trimmed hair.
 
    
 
   “You keep yourself cute looking gorgeous girl,” Veronica teased, “but it would look cuter shaved. Maybe I can do that for you sometime.” She bent forward to kiss on the wet pussy lips, taking in the taste and working her mouth up and down. She did this a couple of times before stopping at the top and using her fingers to bring out the teen girl’s clit. She touched her tongue gently onto it and Jenny moaned as an electric sensation made her body convulse. The pleasure inside was rising by the second and each touch onto her body seemed to heighten it, the thrill of what was happening sending her wild with desire. She couldn’t get enough of it and started to urge Veronica to use her harder. The older woman giggled at the sound of the dirty talk. “Well, well,” she teased. “So you really are a little slut after all.”
 
    
 
   “That makes two of us then,” shot back Jenny and Veronica laughed louder.
 
    
 
   “You’re right there,” the older woman said. “So let me show you how good this slut can make you.” She licked onto the clit hard and Jenny started to writhe around. Veronica pushed her just far enough to drive her crazy, but not far enough to tip her into climax. She wanted to play and intended to keep the teen girl on the boil so that she could have some fun. She worked her tongue down from the clit and licked it along the slick pussy lips again. This time she pushed a little harder to spread them apart and felt the wetness seeping out onto her tongue as she opened the pussy up. Her tongue touched onto the soft inner skin and she licked at it gently, the teen girl arching her body up a little as the feeling of exhilaration took hold. Veronica took a little time to work her tongue around just inside the pussy entrance before she finally pushed deeper. The feel of her tongue sliding against the slick pussy walls felt gorgeous and stirred her desire. She wanted to go wild on the wet hole, but kept herself under control at first to build the pressure slowly. Burrowing her tongue as deeply as she could, she worked it around, Jenny wriggling around as the sensation of being licked out excited her. She tried to push herself down the bed, her butt ending up hanging over the edge and groaned as Veronica pulled out and licked around the entrance to the wet hole.
 
    
 
   Jenny slid a hand down her body, stroking it onto her clit, but Veronica was quick to slap it away. She replaced the teen girl’s fingers with her tongue and licked it gently across the erect bud. Bringing her fingers up to the slick skin between Jenny’s thighs she stroked them around the entrance to the pussy hole. The tease was the start of the push towards making the teen girl cum hard. She continued to lick gently on clit as she pushed the tips of two fingers inside the pussy, circling them around as she slowly worked them deeper. It spread the pussy lips wide and she kept pushing until her fingers had all but disappeared to the knuckles. Jenny wriggled around, trying to squeeze her pussy muscles onto them. Veronica simply held the fingers in deep at first to let the teen girl play, her tongue still teasing the erect clit. Jenny gasped as she suddenly felt the fingers pull back so that the tips were gliding around just inside the entrance to the wet hole again. She gasped louder though as the fingers fucked back in hard. Veronica slowly began to speed up the movements of her fingers and tongue to heighten the teen girl’s excitement. It wasn’t long before her fingers were flashing into the wet hole hard and fast and the teen girls cries were ringing around the room. The feel of the tight pussy gripping onto her fingers spurred Veronica’s excitement and she really went to work on Jenny’s body, her finger ramming into pussy frantically, while her tongue went into overdrive on the erect clit.
 
    
 
   It started to become more than Jenny could bear and she felt the heat of her passion running out of control. Veronica didn’t let up as the sound of the teen girl’s cries grew ever louder until the high-pitched squeal signalled the onset of a hard climax. Jenny suddenly bucked up from the bed, unable to control herself as the orgasm set her alight. She kept bucking up and down as the pleasure raged through her body, her pussy walls rippling like crazy as the fingers continued to pump in and out. The peak of the climax caught her by surprise, the sheer thrill of the moment making her scream out for more. As it passed and faded though, she felt the afterglow settle into her veins and calm her body to let it flop back to the bed. She was breathing hard, and let out a soft squeal as the fingers were pulled out of her pussy.
 
    
 
   “Just remember,” Veronica teased. “If you want the pink dress for your party your mother better not here about this.”
 
    
 
   “But I want to show her my bite mark,” shot back Jenny and laughed.
 
    
 
   “That bite mark is our little secret,” continued Veronica. “If you keep quiet I’ll let you give me one next time.”
 
    
 
   Jenny shuddered at the thought of biting onto Veronica’s gorgeous ass. “Yes ma’am,” she said. “My lips are sealed.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Initiation
 
   Beth and Jamie were my two closest friends in the world. We had known each other for a few years since we had met accidentally whilst trying to attend two different seminars in the same lecture hall at university. They were in the year above me on my course and it turned out that I was in the wrong and had not noticed that my lecture had been moved to an alternate room. However, the encounter must have left a lasting impression on the two of them because a couple of nights later they spotted me on my way home to my apartment at the university halls of residence and invited me out for a drink. Being a shy young thing, I reluctantly accepted by all that evening I could think of little else than the coursework that lay on my desk top waiting to be completed and handed in the following week. Still, it was a testament to how pretty they were that they were able to drag me away from my work in the first place. I was never one for gallivanting around town in a state of inebriation, but that night I stayed out longer than ever before, which wasn’t difficult I’ll admit. As a lesbian, I became so enraptured by their angelic voices and the plummeting necklines of their tops that I was fawning over them all night. It seemed that their gaydar was working perfectly, though, as the reason they had noticed me and invited me out was not merely through friendship.
 
   They were lovers and they were looking for someone to share their bed that night, and to my shame I didn’t put up any fight to their seduction. It was the most incredible night of my life and through it we formed a strange relationship whereby they would occasionally, nay frequently, call upon me to join them as a sort of third-wheel fuck buddy. I was more than willing to play along, though, as they sex was beyond anything I’d ever felt with my small handful of comparatively disappointing ex-girlfriends. We became such good friends that after graduating university they rented a house and invited me round several times a week for intimate threesomes. However, there was another, much darker side to their sexuality that I knew nothing about, and which was destined to become very apparent to me. Whenever I went round to join them, we experimented a little, but more often than not we became so distracted by each other’s bodies that whatever new thing we were trying that evening got lost amidst the mess of sweaty drenched flesh and limbs as we writhed together on their bed. 
 
   Then, one evening I was kneeling between the two of them, kissing Beth with Jamie behind me as she played with my tits. I could feel her fondling them and I was already so turned on that my nipples were standing to attention. I could sense that they wanted to either ask me something or trying something new, but didn’t have the courage to suggest it. Suddenly, I felt a sharp twinge in my left breast as Jamie momentarily pinched my nipple. My reaction sealed my fate; letting out a brief but very noticeable whimper of excitement as I spasmed between them. They looked at each other over my shoulders and winked with a pair of gleaming white smiles as they began to conspire behind my back. We played around with a few toys that evening, trying a little light spanking with the twisted implements they had bought, but it was only a few weeks later that my eyes were truly opened to that realm of sexual pleasure. Unbeknownst to me, they had been secretly attending some sort of exclusive sex club once a month and their little pinching experiment was just a test to see if I would be a suitable candidate to join them. Naturally, not wanting to look like a loser and also burning with curiosity about what might happen at such a club, I accepted their invitation.
 
   The night came remarkably quickly and I went to their house first before setting off for the big evening. I had no idea what was in store, but they had told me to wear something cute and virginal, so I slipped on a white silk gown that I’d bought especially, along with a pair of sparkly crystal-laced shoes. Along with my petite, slender figure and my strawberry blonde locks, I was sure to set the place on fire with the slightest of glances in my direction. I turned up at their house to find that they had dressed quite differently, donning black dresses instead and wearing vivid red lipstick to contrast with their pale skin and dark hair. Beth had always had something of a gothic appearance, but Jamie had clearly had to dye her brown hair and had powdered her face considerably to match her lover’s complexion. They almost looked like sisters, although from the way they were kissing and fondling each other when I turned up I doubt anyone would have mistaken them for siblings. We set off for the club with little old me sat between them in the back of the cab, almost like they were blocking me in and stopping me from escape through the doors. I assumed that it was simply the dress code; new members wear white, old members wear black. While I was correct, there was a very specific reason for the code.
 
   “We’re here!” proclaimed Jamie; her foot half way out of the door before the car had even come to a standstill. I had no idea where we were, as my mind had been swamped with the possibilities of what sordid events might unfold once we were inside. The building itself was fairly unassuming; a large converted warehouse somewhere beyond the city limits with a small smattering of women arriving at the door and being whisked inside. As Beth, Jamie and I approached the clipboard wielding man on the door, he snapped his fingers into the shadowy entrance as if to signal our arrival. For some reason I expected a complimentary glass of champagne, but what I got was something else entirely. 
 
   “New member?” asked the burly Gorilla on the door, unable to take his eyes away from my modest heaving cleavage. I nodded and reached out to take clipboard and pen he foisted in my direction, starting to read its ridiculously small print. Insurance companies have nothing on this place, I thought.
 
   “Oh come on!” urged Jamie, tugging on my arm to get me to sign it quickly. My father had always told me to thoroughly read everything I sign, but with the two of them spurring me on and the persistent itch of my clitoris becoming more and more prominent; I gave in and scribbled my signature on the bottom line without a second’s further thought. 
 
   “Thank God for that!” groaned Beth as they pulled me through into the entrance. There was a long corridor stretching out before me with a luxurious red carpet beneath our feet on top of the cold stone floor, but I didn’t get very long to admire its beauty or the flickering candelabras on the walls ahead. As we walked along the passageway, the two of them made sure to remain disconnected from me, which was strange since they had kept their arms locked around mine like a prize ever since we’d climbed into the taxi. I was trailing slightly behind them as their pace suddenly quickened, and then without any warning whatsoever the already dark corridor turned completely black. The lights ahead hadn’t been extinguished, though. No, it was a black duffel bag that had been whipped down over my head in the blink of an eye and fastened around my neck. Before I could even scream or reach up to remove it, I felt a mass of hands descending around me as my arms were yanked back and my feet were lifted off the ground. I was unable to kick and in the chaos I didn’t even think to cry for help. In fact, as they carried me off, there was something oddly arousing about the way they were manhandling my body. I almost wished that one of their hands would move down between my thighs and grope at my crotch.
 
   They carried me into a room somewhere in the building and pushed me up against a metal pole with my arms bound with rope around the back of it. I tried to pull away, if only to relieve myself of the cold metal pressing against my exposed back above the dress, but I felt a claw pushing me against it and forcing me to remain in place. They lifted up the hood for a moment, allowing me to glance down and see a few of their feminine hands, with one pair in particular drawing my attention. They held up a red ball connected to two thin leather straps and wedged it between my jaws, fastening it around the back of my head beneath the hood without ever raising it enough for me to see their faces. Then, after a brief patter of footsteps they left me alone and slammed the door behind them. Finally able to catch a breath, I fruitlessly tried to look around and dislodge the bag from around my head, but it was too well fastened. I could hear the dull thud of a music beat somewhere in the distance, beyond the thick walls of the chilly back room in which I’d been placed. It would have been a terrifying experience were it not for the trust that I had in Beth and Jamie. I figured that it was all part of some elaborate initiation ceremony and that at some point they would whisk the bag off my head and shout “Surprise!”. 
 
   After a little while, my heart beat calmed enough that I could hear the breath of another person somewhere else in the room. In fact, as I listened carefully I was sure that there were two other people somewhere nearby, but with the hood still attached I could only roughly position them somewhere to my right. I tried to mumble something, but the gag prevented me from speaking clearly. There was a pause and then an equally muffled reply, and although I couldn’t decipher their words, I could tell that there were indeed two separate voices. They each whimpered dejectedly and waited for whatever lay ahead, and almost an hour passed before anyone came to collect us. I had slumped down onto the floor when a mass of footsteps thundered up the passageway outside the door and burst in, hoisting me to my feet and releasing the rope around my wrists to once again carry myself and the other two girls off to another room. I couldn’t have fought even if I wanted to, as my arms and legs were held firmly between several sets of hands with my body being carried horizontal to the floor. I could hear the murmur of voices engulfing me as they set me down on my feet, this time with nothing behind me. They forced my arms behind me again and placed them one on top of the other against my back as they wound the rope around them, binding them firmly together. 
 
   I was forced to stick my chest out in front of me, causing my breasts to heave inside my dress. Even worse, I had become so aroused with their brutish manhandling that I could feel my nipples poking through the silk fabric, giving away my excitement. Not only that; I had elected not to wear panties and the slow trickle of my juices seeping from my labia down the insides of my thighs was making me shiver almost as much as the nervous tremble that had overtaken my body. A cacophony of terrible thoughts were steaming through my mind; some involving horrific torture and ritual sacrifice, others involving grotesque penetrations and spilled blood. While the truth wasn’t quite as extreme as my imagination, what I was about to experience was far more intense than a mere nipple pinch or spanked ass. I felt something flop against my shoulders and then constrict around the front of my neck, tugging on the back of my head enough to force me to my tip toes. It was a noose and I was being hung like a thief in the gallows while a group of people watched on. I could hear them, and as the hood was finally whisked off from around my head I could finally see them as well. I winced as even the golden glow of the candles light pierced my retinas, but as I acclimatised to the light I could see that there was over a hundred of them; all women and all dressed in the same kind of elegant black outfits as Beth and Jamie. I tried to pick them out in the crowd but I couldn’t find them, and my attention was quickly drawn to the woman stepping up onto the low wooden stage on which I was perched. 
 
   She was older than me, most likely in her 40s and with the posture of someone who knew exactly what she was doing. I presumed she was the proprietor of the club, although I wondered if she wore the same black leather dominatrix cat suit to her business meetings as well. She stepped up in front of me and drew a knife from her belt, instantly setting me on guard even though I was powerless to resist her. My dark thoughts came rushing back as she held it up to my neck and pressed the sparkling silver blade against my skin, moving it down to my cleavage without leaving a mark. I gulped with anxiety and watched with a glint of terror in my eyes as she slipped the knife between my breasts and tugged at the silk fabric. Then, with a single sharp thrust she ripped the sharp blade down the middle of the gown, splitting it in two to release it from its loose grip around my chest. I jolted in horror, partly because I thought she was going to stab me, and partly because the miser in me couldn’t believe I’d wasted so much money on the dress. They could have told me not to spend too much, I thought to myself. It fell to the floor, leaving me completely naked all of a sudden and with my freshly waxed pussy on show for the swarm of horny women to see. 
 
   The dominatrix moved to my right to strip the clothes of the other two girls, who had also been strung up on the wooden stage beside me. We each stood there in a line, moaning as the nooses gently choked us and our toes became tired. It was only the beginning, though, and as their dresses were violently cut away from their bodies I could just about see that they, too, were as visibly excited as me. Our master picked up a riding crop from the side of the stage and proceeded to tap it between my thighs, ordering me to spread them apart. My toes had become so exhausted that I could only tread them apart very slowly, which instantly angered her as a burning fury enflamed her eyes. She raised the crop and lashed it down over the side of my thigh, eliciting a loud shriek through the ball gag in my mouth. I moved quicker, but not quickly enough for her. She whipped me again and again, alternating between my thighs until I had stretched my legs as far apart as they could go. I stood awkwardly with my legs parted and my toes only just touching the wooden slats beneath me while the women watched intently, groping each other and kissing as the show got under way. 
 
   A small tear formed above each of my eye lids, distorting my view of the crowd even more so it was impossible to see Beth or Jamie’s faces. I didn’t care, though. The knowledge that so many women were touching themselves and each other at the sight of my distressed, bound, gagged and hung body was enough to send the juices gushing to my pussy. My clitoris was tingling like a pneumatic drill had been set to work around it as the dominatrix forced the other girls to spread their legs. With the three of us stripped and fully restrained, it was time for the real fun to begin. 
 
   “We are here to initiate three more despicable whores into our sisterhood!” she bellowed; her voice carrying easily across the ocean of face that lay before us. It was only then that I noticed the lavish decoration of the enormous hall in which I found myself. The building’s exterior was a far cry from the gothic looking stone walls and pillars that lay inside and the flickering candelabras made it look like a medieval castle. An army of servants filtered in through several archways behind the gathering of darkly dressed women. They each held two large trays that were brimming with all manner of whips, crops and paddles. The women each took one of the toys in their hands and stood around waiting for the master to give the word.
 
   “The banquet is open!” she declared, stepping down into the crowd as they all circled in around us. They moved around the back, surrounding our bodies with their whips and paddles ready to strike at any moment. The anticipation was almost impossible to bear and as terrified as I was of being brutalised by the gaggle of horny, sadistic bitches, I couldn’t wait for it to begin.
 
   “Do not leave a single square inch of peach coloured flesh!” she commanded, snapping her fingers once. Before the echo had finished bouncing off the stone walls, I was swarmed with strikes from three different whips, each hitting a different part of my body. One lashed at my tits, another at my right thigh and a third over my stomach, and before I could make the briefest of pathetic whimpers, I felt another series of intense thrashes that came so thick and fast I couldn’t keep up the count. Not a single second went by without one of them cracking a whip over my bare flesh from a few feet away. I shook violently with every strike, contorting my body in every direction to avoid the burning lash of the whips, but no matter which way I went I couldn’t escape them. They were everywhere and the other two girls were having an equally difficult time. That said, despite her awful cries as the women tortured her body, the girl on the end sounded like she was on the verge of an orgasm. Sure enough, moments later I heard her breathless squealing as she came. The whipping didn’t let up, smacking every inch of her body as her hips went into spasms. Although I wasn’t at quite the same level as her, I couldn’t deny that the rumblings of an orgasm were definitely brewing inside me and as they began to beat my ass with massive leather paddles, the forceful jolts of pain shuddering through my cheeks pushed me ever closer to the ecstatic light at the end of the tunnel.
 
   I didn’t know how much more my body could take. I felt like my skin had been doused in petrol and set on fire. My skin was so sore from the relentless whipping and spanking and just as the dominatrix had commanded, they hadn’t left a single bit of my skin with its original colour. I looked like I’d been bathing in a pool of blood and only my face remained untouched; they weren’t that sadistic. Still, no matter how much I moaned and whimpered through the gag, nor how many tears rolled down my cheeks, they didn’t give in until finally she returned and ordered them to stop.
 
   “That’s enough!” she commanded, and while I was relieved that my punishment had come to an end, I was so close to an orgasm that deep down I really just wanted a few more seconds. It was a perverse thrill that scared me almost as much as it turned me on, but I could tell from her voice that it wasn’t over just yet. They discarded their whips and paddles on the floor and crowded around once again, only now their sexuality had been ignited by the sight of our tortured bodies.
 
   “Let us feast on these ripened fruits!” she bellowed, stepping over to the girl in the middle and standing directly in front of her. She moved her hand down between the girl’s thighs and gripped at her pussy, looking her straight in the eye as she slid her fingers up inside her. The girl moaned and shivered with the sudden injection of pure pleasure, knocking her head back as far as the noose would allow as she enjoyed the slippery digit rubbing against her g-spot. Our master spent almost a minute fingering her, taking her time with her subject as she quivered before her. The others slowly moved in around me and the other girl, who was still moaning with the twitches of orgasmic bliss at the other end of the gallows. A mass of hands enclosed around my body and began to touch my burning skin, paying no attention to my screams as their fingers groped at my raw breasts, stomach, thighs and crotch. One of them crouched down in front of me and extended her tongue, ready to flick my exposed little clitoris with the tip. The slightest touch of her slippery tongue felt like an explosion of pleasure in my pussy and almost single-handedly made me cum right there on the spot. She slid her two middle fingers inside me and began to grind them over my g-spot, making me thrust gently towards her to meet the pressure of her fingers. It felt so good that even the incessant rubbing of my reddened skin couldn’t overwhelm the feeling of elation washing over my body.
 
    Another woman crouched behind me and gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide apart so she could bury her mouth between them. I no longer cared about the stinging sensation as they touched me. It felt like a body suit made entirely from pain and anguish and after a while my flesh simply turned numb and allowed me to concentrate all my energy on the two tongue lashing over my clit and my ass hole. The fingers inside my pussy were met with another two working around the rim of my anus, sliding inside using the juices that were streaming down the insides of my thighs. I thrust my hips forward to grind myself on the fingers and tongue in front of me, and then back on to the ones behind me, feeling an endless tide of pleasure coming in and out of my body. Still on my tip toes and bound with rope around my arms and neck, the three of us were like toys made for their pleasure and anything we felt was merely a bonus. They swapped around, allowing other girls to gorge on my cunt and my ass hole, none of whom I had ever met before. The idea of my body being used by so many other girls was so arousing and the feeling of their tongues, one after the other sucking on my exposed clit and licking up the juices around my delicious pink vulva was rapidly sending me towards an orgasm.
 
   There was one final stage of my initiation yet to come, though, but it didn’t begin until every single one of the women had tasted one of our soaking wet pussies or our puckering ass holes. We were like bags of meat strung up in a butcher’s window for the customers to gawp at and that feeling of being used continued to propel me towards the blistering orgasm that I had felt building inside me ever since we’d entered the building. The women backed away with the exception of three who remained on the stage by our sides; one for each new member. The others knelt down in groups and proceeded to strip away their fine dressed and gowns to reveal the pristine flesh underneath. A sea of naked bodies emerged from beneath the material and one by one they lay back on the plush burgundy carpet and began to make love to each other. I wanted so desperately to join them and slide my body in amongst their writhing flesh, feeling their breasts and licking their pussies just as they were doing to each other. I finally caught sight of Beth and Jamie, although they were no longer together and had found other women to play with at opposite ends of the host of bodies. Beth sank her mouth between one woman’s thighs while another snacked on her ass hole from behind, and Jamie was riding on top of a woman’s face while two other’s groped at her breasts by her side.
 
   It was a carnal orgy of glistening flesh and being forced to watch it unfold without being able to join in was the ultimate torture. No amount of whipping or paddling could come close to the level of sadism that I felt in that moment. The women by our sides were handed two large objects by the dominatrix. One was a strap-on dildo, which they proceeded to attach to their waists as soon as they had removed their dresses. They each squirted some lube onto the shafts and stood behind us, giving only a moment to brace ourselves as they moved in closer and spread our ass cheeks wide open. The nooses were lowered slightly, allowing them to bend us forward and expose our ass holes ready for penetration, and then pressed the heads of the dildos up between our cheeks. I felt the cold slippery substance rubbing over my anus as she nudged it slowly through the tight, pink hole; splitting open no matter how hard my muscles fought it. The hard plastic shaft slid inside me and pushed out the walls of my rectum. It was so thick that I could even feel the deep thrusting emanating through the walls of my vagina.  
 
   The second item was a large ball-headed massager, which she held around the side of my hip and pressed against my clit. As soon as it made contact with the fleshy hood, I started to shake rapidly from side to side, restrained only by the noose tightening its grip on my neck. I had no control over the pleasure that was surging through my veins and as the orgy unfolded before my eyes, I could feel my soul dissolving into the aura of sexual bliss around me. As she plunged the dildo relentlessly in and out of my ass, the thunderous pounding of her body against my sore cheeks was the only thing dampening the intense bursts of ecstasy flowing through my veins, and after a while even that couldn’t contain the orgasm that I fell into. My hips began to convulse and I let out a series of loud cries around the sides of the gag. Many of the women looked up and watched as I came, but didn’t stop riding the strangers’ mouths beneath them or grinding themselves on each other for a second. I was a mere spectacle for their arousal and it seemed that they were enjoying my agonising screams considerably. In fact, the whole room had become filled with the sound of groaning and panting as they all fucked each other, almost overwhelming the sound of my exasperation. With one final explosion of pleasure, I went limp and started to hang from the noose with no way to support myself. At that point, they cut me down and left me reeling in the most amazing state of agony and ecstasy, writhing on the stage as the party continued around me. Eventually the dominatrix came up and tenderly stroked my hair back over my ear. 
 
   “Welcome to the club.” she said softly, wiping the tears from my cheeks with her thumb. She leaned in to kiss me and then guided me down onto the floor amongst the others. I had been accepted into the group and even though my skin still felt like it was on fire, I could think of nothing else than making love with the throng of horny women around me. My initiation was over, but the night was only just beginning! 
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Bondage Experience
 
   Sarah and I had spent nearly a decade together and were involved in a faithful, loving and devoted relationship that had proven to be quite fruitful for both of us. We loved each other dearly and our union was one of mutual respect and admiration – she was an experienced spinal surgeon and I was a professional architect, making us by far the smartest and most successful pairing of all our friends. We never rubbed it in their face, though. Well, not often anyway. I had always been rather surprised by just how willing our circle of friends was to accept us, since we were the only lesbian couple we knew. That said, we had known the girls since high school and it wasn’t difficult to see why the men accepted us as well. Even at the ripe old age of 36 and 38 respectively, she and I had retained every drop of our youthful good looks and whenever we got dressed up in our finest clothes and makeup, we could give any 21 year old a run for their money. Sarah’s pixie cut auburn hair showed off her slender neck and drew attention to her ample, but not overly large bust. 
 
   She was so pretty I sometimes had to pinch myself to make sure she hadn’t manifested from my dreams. The mere sight of her slightly pouting lips was enough to turn my spine to jelly and every day when she came home – which was usually later than me due to her shift pattern – we could easily spend half an hour simply kissing in the doorway before she’d even had the chance to take off her coat. She loved my curvy build and blonde hair and would often spend over an hour playing with my perfectly round breasts and sucking on my delicious pink nipples in bed. We never once allowed our sex life to grow stale; constantly experimenting with various kinks and fetishes. However, everything we had ever tried paled in comparison to what lay ahead for us when Sarah picked up a copy of The Mistress from the local bookstore. I hadn’t heard of it before, choosing to read slightly classier fare instead, but all of her friends at work seemed to be raving over its supposedly saucy storyline. Since we were no longer teenagers we didn’t have sex every night, usually choosing instead to lie in bed with our lamps turned on, wrapped up in out pyjamas with a book in our hands before going to sleep. 
 
   Sarah had been poring through the pages of her saucy novel for a few nights and had already reached almost half way through. She must have been reading it during her lunch breaks as well, I chuckled to myself, the dirty bitch! I’ll admit that I was slightly curious as to what it might contain, since she was so deathly quiet lying next to me with the pages clutched in her hands. I almost wanted to stealthily lean over and read a snippet to see what all the fuss was about, but she had it held so close to her face that any spying was impossible. I’d made it quite clear that I had no interest in reading such trash and she’s avoided all conversation about it ever since. Then, one evening as she reached roughly two thirds of the way through the novel, she started to turn to me before burying her nose back between the pages. Something was obviously on her mind but I couldn’t tell what. After the third or fourth nervous glance, she peered over at me as I tried to contain my amusement, biting the inside of my lip to stop myself from giggling or even smiling. I was sure that she had come across some depraved slang word that she didn’t recognise and was about to ask me what it meant, but the reality of her request was very different indeed.
 
   “Sarah...” she said softly, clenching her bottom lip cutely between her teeth.
 
   “What’s the matter?” I replied, glancing up from my juicy political thriller with a smile breaking at the side of my lips.
 
   “Um...” she hummed, unsure how to ask the question that was burning inside her. I chuckled and waved my hand in a circle, coaxing it out of her mouth.
 
   “Come on, spit it out!” I said, getting a little impatient with her stalling. We had shared so many secret fantasies with each other and even acted out most of them, so the longer she held back the more frustrated I became. My curiosity had turned into something much stronger and I was practically foaming at the mouth to discover what lurid detail she had found in the book. I was just about to dismiss her and go back to my own book when she finally blurted it out.
 
   “Will you spank me?” she asked in a whimpering voice, almost like I was her master. Suddenly it all made sense. It was that kind of book and instantly I knew that our sex lives were about to take something of a drastic turn. When Sarah had a bee in her bonnet there was nothing anyone could do to convince her to ignore it and let it pass. She had to try everything no matter how much it could hurt her. 
 
   “What?” I chuckled, shaking my head in disbelief. 
 
   “Tell me I’m naughty!” she continued, “Tell me I’m a bad girl!”
 
   “Are you serious?” I asked. Even though we had tried all sorts of kinky shit in the past, one thing we’d always stayed away from was role play. There was something weird about the theatricality of it that turned us off, but then again I doubted it was so much the fantasy element that interested her. The glint in her eyes suggested she wanted to experience something truly new that would shake her to her core. She simply nodded and when she saw that I wasn’t entirely apprehensive about the prospects of it, she closed her book and set it aside on the bedside cabinet next to the lamp. I shrugged and followed suit, placing my own book to one side while she pushed the duvet down from my waist to my knees to make room for her. All of a sudden she had become filled with the jittery pre-Christmas excitement of a little girl and couldn’t wait to launch herself playfully over my lap. She lay on top of my thighs with her breasts squashed against the bed on one side and her knees digging in on the other. She wiggled her ass from side to side in front of me, so I raised my hand and began to caress the firm, juicy cheeks for a moment through the soft fabric of her pyjama bottoms. 
 
   “Come on!” she begged, reaching back to show me what she wanted. She gently slapped her cheek and smiled at me, urging me to proceed.
 
   “Patience!” I replied with a slightly stern tone. She loved it, folding her arms under her chest and facing down over the edge of the bed as she waited for me to continue. I squeezed her cheeks for a little while longer, making her wait for her treat as she anticipated the first strike. The mere sight and feel of her ass in my hand was enough to get my juices flowing and as I raised my hand up and prepared to spank her, I could feel my clitoris firming slightly beneath her body. With a single hard swipe I landed the full palm of my hand down over her ass, making her jolt slightly on my lap. She let out a brief gasp and waited for another strike, so I spanked her again. The material of her pyjamas danced momentarily atop the smooth mountain of her ass as I pulled my hand away, feeling the dull tingle slowly vanishing from my fingers. I stuck a couple more times, each one harder than the last. Sadly, it wasn’t living up to her expectations. She let out a dejected sigh and leaned back to face me again, shrivelling up her nose to signal her dissatisfaction. Never one to be beaten by a challenge, I gripped the waist band of her pyjamas and pulled them down over her ass to reveal the light pink hand prints that had formed around her cheeks.
 
   “It’s okay, you don’t have to...” she said, almost ready to give in to her disappointment. I could see that she wanted more, though, and with my sternest and most commanding expression I stared back at her and commanded her to remain bent over my lap.
 
   “I’m not finished!” I barked, instantly making her smile as she prepared for another round. I pulled her pyjama bottoms down around her thighs, allowing me free reign over her ass. With her cheeks fully exposed, I squeezed them again, pressing my fingers against the delicate patches of sore flesh. She winced and let out a brief moan as I fondled them, trembling slightly as she prepared herself for another flurry of ass slaps. I flicked the sore spots a few times with the back of my nails, teasing her and dragging it out even longer as she waited patiently before me. Then, when I could no longer hold in the urge any longer, I raised my hand up high in the air and planted it down once again over her ass. With the barrier of her pyjamas gone, the strike instantly filled the room with the sound of skin crashing together. Her ass cheeks jiggled chaotically beneath my palm as she inhaled through clenched teeth, measuring the intense stinging sensation as best she could. Still, despite her initial shock as the power of my spank, I could tell just from the shuddering, satisfied moan that she gave off moments later that she liked it. With her pyjamas stripped down, the feeling of my hand striking her ass was much more potent and as I spanked her again she started to groan rather noisily on my lap.
 
   “You naughty little bitch!” I sneered as a huge grin stretched across my lips. I could see that she was loving every second of it and the knowledge that she liked it was turning me on even more. She shivered with delight after every strike and even though her ass was rapidly turning a vivid shade of red from the repeated slapping, she didn’t once turn back to stop me. She was my little slut and as I spanked her harder and faster, I found myself falling effortlessly into my new dominant role. We had always treated each other as equals, but in that room on that night, we become something else entirely. I was her master she was taking every bit of punishment that I could give her. I was shocked by just how arousing the sight of her distressed, reddened flesh really was and after a short while I started to wonder what else I could do to her. She had become completely obedient to my will and remained in place no matter how hard I spanked her. In fact, as I slid my hand down between her warm, clammy thighs I could feel just how excited she was. Her pussy was dripping wet and as I stroked my middle finger between her moist labia and worked it around the opening of her vagina, she responded to every slight movement with a long, exaggerated moan. She was hornier than I’d ever seen her and I wasn’t about to let the opportunity go to waste.
 
   I pulled her pyjamas all the way off and then rolled her sideways so I could get up and strip the duvet off the bed. For what I had in mind I would need all space I could get. She knelt on the bed, rubbing her sore ass and watching with great interest as I fished around in the top drawer of my bedside cabinet. I pulled out my sleeping mask, which for all intents and purposes was a blindfold. As soon as she saw it she giggled nervously and reached out to grab it from me, but instead I slapped her hands away and held it back, once again showing my dominance over her. She slipped back into her submissive demeanour and waited on the bed as I climbed on behind her. I couldn’t tell if her trembling body was due to her incessant giggling or if she was really worried about what might happen, but I knew that she trusted me implicitly. Still, the fact that we had never tried anything so kinky was cause for concern. We had no idea what our boundaries were and so the idea of us engaging in something that could prove dangerous if it got out of hand was amplifying her state of arousal, and mine too. I held the blindfold up over her head and slipped it down over her eyes, snapping the elastic tightly against the back of her hair. 
 
   With her eyes concealed I was free to use her body however I chose. I enclosed my arms around her chest and began to clutch her breasts in my hands, groping at them through the soft fabric of her buttoned up pyjama top. Even after more than a decade, the way her perfect, juicy mounds of flesh squashed beneath the pressure of my fingers still sent a chill up my spine and the scent of her perfume wafting into my nose as I kissed and gently bit her neck was making the excitement even more potent. Her nipples were so firm they poked through the material easily and she quivered as I stroked my thumbs over, circling around repeatedly as her breath wavered and grew deeper. I moved my hands up to her neck and started to unbutton her top, popping each one open to slowly reveal her breasts. I watched in the mirror on the wall as I pulled the sides apart to expose them fully, slipping the top down over her shoulders and tossing it off the side of the bed. She was completely naked and shaking with anticipation and it was only as I stared at the reflection of her wonderful breasts that I decided what to do next. As I fondled her tits, I positioned my fingers and thumbs around her erect nipples and started to pinch them gently, adding more and more pressure with each squeeze. She gasped and moved her right hand down between her thighs to play with herself as she enjoyed the twinges of sharp pain spreading through her nipples, and without even thinking I grabbed her by the wrists and held them up in the air in front of her.
 
   “No!” I growled into her ear, “These belong to me!”
 
   With that, I pinned them behind her back and held them in place, pressing my own crotch up against her fingers so she could fiddle with my pussy instead. She got to work immediately and began to claw at my crotch, rubbing my pussy lips while her fore-fingers scratched at the material over my clit. I felt fantastic and spurred me on to pinch her nipples even harder. She loved it and the more I flicked and squeezed her dark red teats the more frantically she played with my pussy. I paused for a moment and pushed her hands inside my pyjama bottoms, forcing the waist band to remain open with the angle of her arms while she played with my bare pussy instead. The expert pressure of her fingers rapidly sent me into a state of sexual frenzy and merely toying with her breasts was no longer enough to entertain me, or her for that matter. We were both crying out for something a little more extreme but I was scrambling to think of something we could try. I hadn’t read the book, but as it turned out my own imagination was just as sordid as the tantalising words she had been reading all week.
 
   “Don’t move a muscle!” I ordered, climbing off the bed and darting out of the door to find a few household items. If she liked having her nipples pinched, she was sure to love what I had in store for her. I ran to the kitchen and grabbed the tub of clothes pegs from the utility drawer, a ball of string, a candle, a lighter and a roll of duct tape. Then, I returned to the bedroom to find her still kneeling obediently in the same position, completely naked with the blindfold around her eyes. She had even kept her arms behind her back as I had commanded while I was away. Part of me simply wanted to launch myself on her and make love like always did, and it took a considerable amount of effort to quash those basic instincts and follow through with my plan. I snuck up to the side of the bed and simply watched her for a moment, gaining a strange, perverted thrill from the fact that she hadn’t heard my footsteps. I felt almost like an invisible person infiltrating a stranger’s bedroom and that thought sent another gush of juices to my pussy. A damp patch was forming between my legs, so I quietly slipped them down to my ankles and unbuttoned my top, similarly discarding with it while she knelt on the bed in front of me. 
 
   “Are you there?” she whispered, listening carefully for any traces of my presence. I remained deathly quiet and grinned as I observed her nervous expression. It was such a turn on, but I knew I couldn’t stay there all night. So, I reached forward and with a single hard push I slammed her back down onto the bed. She crashed to the mattress on her back with her arms at her sides, yelping briefly in shock as I climbed on top of her and straddled her slender waist. I grabbed her wrists and held them up against the pillows above her head, allowing me to wind the string around them and tie them to the bed posts. With her arms restrained, I turned to her feet and proceeded to tie them to the bottom posts as well, drawing her body out in every direction as if I was about to quarter her. She tried to kick me away, but it was so limp that I could tell it was all just part of the role play. She wanted to be forced against her will, so I made sure to tie the string tightly around her wrists and ankles to make sure she couldn’t move an inch. Then, I straddled her body again and picked out a handful of wooden clothes pegs from the tub, which I had placed by her side. I squeezed her right breast in my hand and worked my fingers around her firm nipples, making them hard enough to grip and stretch away from her tit so I could snap one of the pegs on to it. 
 
   She winced in agony and let out a piercing squeal as the peg clamped on to her teat. Her breast jiggled back into its supple, round form with the wooden peg sticking out from her chest, wiggling from side to side as she tried to wriggle free of its grasp. She gasped repeatedly, most likely having not been prepared for such an onslaught of pain. Still, she didn’t beg me to take it off so I continued, attaching a second peg to her other breast and flicking the two of them with the back of my fingers. She shuddered as the overwhelming stinging sensation flooded her body. She still didn’t complain, but her screams were becoming persistent and rather noisy. So, I grabbed the duct tape and ripped off a half-foot length piece to slap down over her mouth. I planted it firmly onto her lips and pressed it down to make sure the adhesive stuck properly, silencing her screams so I could proceed uninterrupted. I grabbed a few more pegs and started to clip them onto her skin along the underside of her arms. I almost felt bad for hurting the delicate, soft flesh, but her pathetic whimpering was having the opposite effect, making my clitoris throb harder with every little noise she made. 
 
   With a long row of pegs gripping her arms tightly between their spring loaded wooden teeth, I reached over to my bedside cabinet and pulled open the drawer to retrieve one of our favourite sex toys. It was a chunky pink double-ended dildo that flopped over the sides of my hand as I pulled it over and held onto it. I moved down and knelt between Sarah’s widely parted thighs and started to rub one of the bulbous ends of the dildo over her clit, making her squirm in place as her sore ass cheeks rubbed against the bed. No matter what she did, she couldn’t escape the burning pain surging through her body, nor the relentless itch of her clitoris as I rubbed my thumb around the throbbing pink nub. She moaned endlessly as I played with her clit, slowly parting her soaking wet labia as I inched the shaft of the dildo between them into her pussy. I plunged it as deep inside her as I could and then pulled it back out, fucking her with it and giving her one final taste of pure pleasure before I resumed her punishment. With half of the dildo lodged deep in her pussy, I curved the shaft up into the air almost at a right angle and positioned myself above it, crouching down as I lowered my pussy around the other end. 
 
   As soon as I felt it pushing against the walls of my vagina, I began to grind my hips back and forth to plunge it all the way inside me. I couldn’t believe we’d never tried that position before, having always scissored each other or slapped our ass together facing opposite directions with the dildo between us penetrating both of our pussies. Every thrust of my hips elicited a harmonic groan from our lips as I rode on top of her, although with the angle of the dildo I’m sure the way it was pressing against her clitoris was making it almost unbearably pleasurable. I knew how to balance that out, though, grabbing the candle from the tub and lighting it as quietly as the flint in the lighter would allow. She was far too absorbed in her own realm of orgasmic pleasure to notice the sound of the flame being lit and she writhed beneath me completely oblivious to the pool of wax slowly melting above her exposed stomach. I could feel the murmur of my heart growing stronger the longer I waited, itching for the moment to arrive when I could finally unleash my final torrent of pain onto her chest. It took a few minutes for the wax to melt, by which time she was almost on the verge of a powerful climax. 
 
   Trembling with anticipation, I tilted the candle and watched as a huge load of wax spilled over the side and splashed down onto her stomach. Her whole body jolted suddenly as the intense pain swarmed her flesh, arching her back in the air and lifting me up off the bed for a moment before crashing back down. She was like a bucking bronco and as I unleashed a second round of molten wax onto her chest, she tried to shake me free once again. Some of the pegs on her arms snapped themselves free and the two sticking up from her nipples flew off onto the bed by her side as she tried to shake away the pain from the wax that had just hit her breasts. It was useless, though. I continued to splash even more wax onto her chest, almost completely covering her skin with it. As much as she screamed, it was doing much more for her than causing her pain and as I lashed more and more wax onto her body, she let out an ear-splitting cry of orgasmic fury and began to thrash her hips violently before me. Her climactic convulsions was way more potent than anything I’d seen from her in the past and the thunderous shaking of her hips caused the dildo to work its way around our pussies with such vigour that I, too, fell into a mesmerising state of sexual bliss.
 
   I fell forward, pressing the whole weight of my body against hers and forcing her to experience another wave of pain as I ground my hips against her. Our flesh had grown sticky with sweat and the set wax began to peel away from her body between us as we shuddered and moaned together on the bed. Just as she reached the peak of her climax, I ripped away the duct tape from her lips and stuck my tongue in her mouth for a long, passionate embrace as we came together. It was a powerful night for both of us and set into motion a whole slew of increasingly naughty sexual endeavours that would put our first night to shame. As we lay there on the bed clutching each other’s limp, exhausted bodies, neither of us had any idea of how much simultaneous pleasure and pain we would experience over the coming months and even years. Still, as first time go, it was a sensational one!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Sins of the Flesh
 
   Bella and I had been thrust together on our first day of school by our parents, fearing that we would both have some difficulty in making friends with others. We didn’t know each other at all and our parents had only bumped into each other at an open evening some months earlier when they were scouting the area’s private schools for me to attend. As a bright and gifted pupil, I was fortunate enough to have the grades necessary to gain entry to St Margaret’s Catholic Girls’ high school. Having never particularly liked boys, I cherished the idea of only having to deal with girls on a day to day basis, although it would a few more years before I developed my sexual feelings towards them. I knew from a fairly young age that I was a lesbian and as I progressed through my school years, I had no idea that Bella felt the same way as I did about her. We would often giggle and flick each other flirtatiously in class, but at that age even though we had an abundance of hormones telling us to give in to our urges, we always felt utterly constrained by the watchful eye of our parents – who rarely let us out of their sight – or the nuns who taught at the school. It wasn’t until we both reached our 18th birthdays that we really started to indulge our deepest desires, not because we felt that we were finally old enough, but because we had evolved a sense of daring that we had never possessed as children. 
 
   It wasn’t difficult to fancy Bella. Her dark ginger hair and the peppering of freckles across her nose and cheeks was enough to set my heart aflutter even if I only saw her for a moment. Her perfect, juicy red lips didn’t need any lipstick to catch the eye and her long lashes made her look like something out of a Japanese anime cartoon. Her appearance was striking and when combined with the blood red school jumpers that they made us wear, I doubt anyone could have resisted her sex appeal. The nuns all resented the fact that she was so beautiful, although I guess I’d be pissed off if I’d wasted my life worshipping a wizard and had long since dried up. They were all craggy, miserable excuses for human beings who treated the school and the pupils in it more like a prison and they saw themselves as the sadistic guards, constantly watching over us for any excuse to hold us back for detention. There was one whose expression was not quite as sour as the others. She was considerably younger as well, although she was certainly in her 40s. Her name was Sister Marie and she had jet black hair that she kept tied back in a severe bob behind her head, forcing every single hair to stretch back flat against her scalp. She had a stern demeanour and rarely showed any sign of leniency or even humour, but still neither of us could deny that she was much hotter than the decrepit old nuns she worked with.
 
   One late spring afternoon, not long before we finished our school years for good and departed with the allure of university in our sights, the two of us were sitting in possibly the most boring maths class we’d ever attended. While Sister Clarke, one of the driest teachers known to man, was busy lecturing us on our quadratic equation revision for the upcoming final exams. We had it in the bag, though, and the lesson would have been far from stimulating even if we didn’t know the subject off our hearts. So, we sat in our lucky usual seats at the back of the class, behind three other rows of pupils; some of whom were falling asleep while others frantically scribbled down everything she was saying in a vain attempt to catch up on the syllabus we were taught a few years earlier. I sometimes wondered how certain pupils even got into the school in the first place, given the stringent entry requirements. Regardless, as we sat there, the warm summer heat air wafting in to the poorly conditioned room through the open windows started to set our libidos alight and with half the lesson still to go and no end to the lecture in sight, I glanced across at Bella and nodded sideways to draw her attention to where I had placed my hands. They were resting on my thighs, just below the bottom of my burgundy jumper and after a quick check that nobody was watching; I began to press my palms gently down onto the pleats of my skirt and moved then up towards my hips. 
 
   She watched intently, salivating at the sight of my exposed thighs leading down to the brilliant white socks hugging my shins like tiny stockings. I pulled my skirt up just far enough for her to see the frilly edge of my panties and then slid it back down again as the movement of Sister Clarke across the front of the room spooked me. Bella chuckled to herself and placed her hand between her own thighs, nudging herself through her skirt and her panties while constantly surveying the room to make sure no one was looking. I did the same, circling my fingers around my crotch as a damp patch formed on my panties between my legs. Within seconds I was horny as ever and dying to feel her tongue on my clit. We’d fooled around a bunch of times and had gone all the way more than once, engaging in a few really steamy encounters whenever we could find the time and space to be alone with each other. It was difficult finding somewhere to go, since our parents picked us up after school without exception and forced us to keep our bedroom doors open whenever one of us visited the other. It was nearly impossible to orchestrate, but occasionally we were able to pull it off and the results were always spectacular. Or at least, in our inexperienced opinions we thought it was the greatest thrill in the world. How naive we truly were to think that we had experienced anywhere close to the potential of human sexuality!
 
   As soon as they tortuous maths lesson was over, we hurried out of the classroom along with the rest of the class, who all promptly made their way to the dining hall for lunch time. However, we had intentions of eating something else entirely and retired to one of our favourite hiding places for a little extra-curricular fun. It was a storage closet at the end of one of a long corridor that nobody ever went down unless they needed a spare uniform or notebook. Since the nuns were ridiculously strict on having such things ready and in perfect condition, nobody ever dared to lose anything for fear of having to ask for a new one. Plus, at that time of day even the nuns rushed to the canteen to get first dibs on the food being dished out. We tip-toed down the corridor and slipped inside the room – which thankfully they never locked – and closed the door behind us. From the moment the latch clicked shut, we launched ourselves together and flung our arms around each other, holding our bodies closely together with our juicy, supple breasts squashed between us through the fabric of our school jumpers. We embraced passionately, slithering our tongues into each other’s mouths as our velvety red lips stroked together and trails of our hot saliva stretched out between them. 
 
   I pinned her back against the cold metal shelves and lowered my hand down to her crotch, never once taking my mouth more than a couple of inches away from hers. I slipped my fingers between her slightly parted thighs and began to rub her pussy through her skirt. Instantly she started to sigh with pleasure at my firm but tender touch, grabbing at her crotch while she fondled with my ass behind my back. She feel of her breath pouring over my neck and seeping down the collar of my shirt beneath my jumper was rapidly sending me into a quivering sexual frenzy and the rougher we groped each other the hornier we became. She raised my skirt up and gripped the sides of my panties to pull them down, allowing them to stretch around my thighs and then drop to my ankles before moving her hands back up to play with my ass cheeks again. She ran her fingers up and down the crevice of my ass and moved one hand around in front of me to massage my clit. I was seconds away from pulling her panties down as well when suddenly the door swung open to reveal an awestruck Sister Marie. Her silhouette stood in the doorway as the bright light from the windows adjacent to the door beamed in and lit up every corner of the tiny closet. We had been caught and with my knickers around my ankles and the two of us pressed up against the shelving, there was no way we could have come up with a legitimate sounding excuse. 
 
   “What in the world?” she gasped, thumping her fists against her hips to block any potential exit around the sides of her body. I quickly reached down to pull up my knickers, nearly tripping over myself as my foot caught on the fabric. Bella nervously adjusted her hair and fixed her jumper, making herself presentable – as if that was going to help. I patted my skirt to even it out around my thighs and the two of us stood in silence with our heads held low in shame.
 
   “God help me!” she cried, “What is the meaning of this? Speak!”
 
   “I’m sorry!“ I said, immediately correcting myself as I glanced at Bella, “We’re sorry!”
 
   “Oh, you will be!” she sneered, grabbing the two of us by the scruff of the neck as she marched us out of the closet and down the corridor to her private office. It was situated down by the English department, since that was her specialism, which also happened to be the farthest wing of the school from the canteen. The place was like an abandoned, haunted mental asylum, with the only sound being the occasional whistle of the breeze coming in through the classroom windows. She prodded our backs and pushed us inside, following us in and, rather oddly I thought, locking the door behind her. I’d never seen the inside of her office before as until that day neither of us had ever been in any trouble. Our naughty liaisons had always been behind closed doors and none of the nuns running the school had any idea of what we were up to in the changing rooms, the storage closet or even the back of the classroom like earlier that day. 
 
   “Well, I can honestly say I’d never been so shocked by two pupils’ behaviour in all my life!” she began, launching into a long tirade during which she held her bible in one hand and her rosary beads in the other. We kept our faces pointed to the carpet and tried to look like were listening and taking on board her barrage of guilt, but as I briefly peered to my left I could see that Bella was fighting the tremendous urge to giggle. She had her bottom lip clenched tightly between her teeth as she grimaced, trying desperately not to laugh. I averted my eyes immediately as I knew what would happen if I continued to stare at her. It was too late, though. The sight of her trembling dimples just set me off, lighting the same fire inside me that was fuelling her giggling fit. I inadvertently let out a brief chuckle before silencing myself, wincing with one eye open in the hope that Sister Marie didn’t notice. She had, and no sooner had I bit my lip to stop myself from laughing was she striding towards me with the bible held out in her grasp. 
 
   “Do you think this is funny?” she growled, tugging on my collar to pull me over to the front of her large mahogany desk. She dig her claw into my back, pressing her nails through my jumper and blouse to stab at my skin. 
 
   “No Sister!” I said, still unable to hide my amusement.
 
   “Well it doesn’t look that way!” she cried, “It looks like the devil is inside you!”
 
   “Oh no Sister!” I gasped, trying to sound sincere, but the tremor of my chuckling body betrayed me.
 
   “There is only one thing for it...” she said, lifting up the back of my pleated grey skirt and resting it on my back, “I’ll have to beat him it of you!”
 
   I tried to look back and pull my skirt down, but she gripped my shoulders and forced them down to pin my cheeks flat against the desk. I stood there, bent over the glossy wooden surface with my ass sticking out behind me, suddenly a lot less innocent and amused by her shrieking. 
 
   “Look at this!” she exclaimed, wiping the tips of her fingers up and down over the small bulge of my pussy beneath my panties, “You filthy little demon, you!”
 
   A split second later, she gripped the frilly sides of my pink panties and pulled them down, allowing them to stretch around my legs just above my knees, exposing my bare ass and the unbelievably moist, engorged labia nestled between my thighs. She clasped each cheek in her hands and dug her nails in for a moment. I was sure she was enjoying the sight and touch of my ass despite her protestations to the contrary. She raised her hand up and spanked it down over my left cheek, leaving a pink palm print on my delicate skin. Then, she did the same again to the other cheek. However, much to her surprise and my own, my reaction was a rather unexpected one. I let slip a brief moan of satisfaction as the strike of her hand set off a wave of pleasure around my groin. She spanked me again and again, each time eliciting another, louder shudder of excitement that rattled through my bones.
 
   “Oh my Lord!” she cried, “You need the power of the Lord inside you!”
 
   I felt a thunderous clap of pressure as she slammed the flat face of her bible down over my ass cheeks, leaving a much wider spread of sore flesh in its wake as my cheeks jiggled back into their beautiful round form. I shrieked as the pain shot through my cheeks, but then as the intense stinging sensation subsided I could feel my clitoris throbbing harder than ever. Before I could catch my breath, she hit me with it again, causing me to jolt forward with my thighs pressed against the front of the desk. I groaned and clawed at the wooden surface as she unleashed a flurry of harsh hits, holding the bible with both hands to slam it down with as much strength as she could muster to teach me a lesson. The embossed golden cross on the face of the bible left dark red crucifixes on my cheeks in the centre of the large rectangles of sore flesh. The harder she struck me, the wetter and hornier I became until I could no longer contain my excitement. I let out a long, exaggerated moan of satisfaction and panted for a few seconds as my heart rate evened out slightly. I opened my eyes to realise that she had stopped spanking me with the book and was instead looking at me in disbelief. She looked at my pussy and saw how wet it had become, and was about to berate me again when a brief chuckle burst out from Bella’s lips.
 
   “I do not believe this!” cried Sister Marie, stomping over to her side. She grabbed Bella’s hair and pulled her head back sharply, forcing her to face up to the ceiling with the soft bulges of her breasts sticking out in front of her beneath her jumper. Sister Marie moved her free hand down to the front of Bella’s skirt and lifted up the hanging pleats, exposing her panties before slipping her fingers inside. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; her fingers moving around beneath the thin cotton fabric as she felt Bella’s dripping wet pussy. Her panties had become just as wet as mine and as soon as Sister Maria realised that fact, she pulled her hand back out and slapped Bella across the cheeks, smearing her juices over her face. 
 
   “Taste your sins!” she bellowed, forcing her fingers into Bella’s mouth so she could lick up the juices the sister had collected around her pussy, “What am I to do with you!?”
 
   Then she spotted my wiggling ass again and pulled Bella over, knocking on the back of her knees to make her crouch behind me. She grabbed her rosary beads from the table and bent over, clutching them in one hand while she pushed Bella’s face closer to my ass with the other.
 
   “Wet it with your tongue!” she sneered, gripping her claws against Bella’s cheeks to prise her jaws apart. Moment later, I felt the slippery, slightly coarse texture of Bella’s tongue licking around the rim of my ass hole as Sister Marie held her head in place. All we had ever done was kissing and licking each other’s clits; we had never done anything remotely as rude as that! Still, as I remained in place bent over the desk I couldn’t deny that the feeling of tongue sliding over and nudging against the soft ripples of flesh around my anus was a good one. She pushed Bella’s mouth firmly between my cheeks, giving her no option but to lick hungrily around my ass hole while she prepared the beads in her hand. She pulled Bella’s mouth away and pressed the first bead of her rosary necklace against the slippery, spit covered rim. She popped it inside and began to feed each successive bead through the tight little pink hole one by one, pressing them against the hole until they disappeared inside me. I could feel my rectum gradually filling up with the shiny black stones as she worked each one through my ass hole, with Bella simply watching on and giggling to herself. She inserted the final one and then left the crucifix on the end sticking out of my ass and drooping over the side as if my colon had been declared a holy site.
 
   “Right, you little harlot!” said Sister Marie to Bella, “Cleanse her of her sins!”
 
   “I don’t understand sister.” replied Bella, “What am I to do?”
 
   “Pull them out! Remove the sin from her body...” she said bluntly, holding Bella’s mouth close to my ass once again, “Use your teeth!”
 
   I felt a slight snag as Bella gripped the cross in her mouth and started to tug on it, pulling the first few beads out of my ass. The sensation of them exiting my ass was a lot stronger than when they were being pushed inside, but even though it was uncomfortable and strange, I kind of liked it. In fact, as each one popped out through the teeny hole, I felt a tiny surge of electricity hitting my clitoris. The pleasure began to stack up and with half of the necklace still to come out, I found myself clawing at the desk again to control my ecstasy. It was incredible and I didn’t want it to stop, and Sister Marie had noticed my heightened state of arousal, too.
 
   “That’s it!” she cried, “Let the sin flow from your body!”
 
   I moaned and panted noisily as the beads passed through my ass until finally Bella yanked the last five or so in one sudden swipe. I almost came on the spot, but the pleasure wasn’t quite enough to send me over the edge just yet. However, Sister Marie was far from finished with us. She took the beads from Bella’s mouth and held them up by the crucifix, brushing them over my upper lip so I could smell my ass.
 
   “That is the scent of your sin!” she growled, casting the necklace to one side. She pulled me away from the desk and my panties finally dropped to my ankles, almost tripping me up as I stumbled backwards. 
 
   “Get on!” she commanded to Bella, pointing at the table where I had just been resting my torso. Bella quickly climbed on and turned to face us with her legs dangling off the edge. 
 
   “No, no, no, like this!” insisted Sister Marie, letting go of my body to position Bella’s legs correctly. She flipped her skirt up and pulled her panties down, unravelling them from Bella’s ankles and then yanking her legs wide apart. Bella dug the heels of her little black school shoes onto the edge of the desk and held her legs apart, leaning back against the surface as her labia split apart. I could see tiny trails of moisture stretching between them as her vulva opened up before me like a blossoming orchid. Sister Marie pushed on my back to bend me over again, picking the panties up from around my ankle and tucking both mine and Bella’s into the pocket of her nun’s habit. She pushed me closer to Bella’s crotch and gripped my chin as she instructed me.
 
   “Now you will cleanse her of her sins!” she barked, slapping my cheeks a couple of times just for good measure. Even the light slap of her palm sent a tiny jolt of excitement to my clit and as she flipped the back of my skirt up over my back I felt her adding even more pressure to my private parts with her fingers. I leaned in closer and began to circle my tongue around Bella’s clit, smearing my spit all around to combine with her seeping juices. I clamped my mouth around it and lashed my tongue endlessly up and down over the rapidly firming bean, flicking it from side to side occasionally to alternate my pattern. She groaned in ecstasy and dug her nails into the desk while Sister Marie moved over to a cabinet on the wall and extracted a thin wooden cane, no doubt part of the school’s old discipline system. She didn’t seem to care that its use was no longer authorised and didn’t bat an eyelid as she raised it up above my ass and sliced it down across my cheeks. I bolted forward, dislodging my mouth from around Bella’s clit as I screamed out in horror, but Sister Marie instantly grabbed my hair and forced me to continue licking while she prepared a second lash. 
 
   The burning anguish from the first strike had barely subsided before she unleashed another, and then another over my reeling flesh, moving the impact zone up and down over the back of my thighs. Every thrash of the cane elicited a louder squeal from my lips, but after the tenth strike I started to feel something far beyond pain. Even though my punishment was welling up the tears in my eyes, it was almost worrying how much I liked it. She paused for a second and adjusted her stance while I lapped at Bella’s clit, diligently stroking my tongue around it with a quickening pace that would have tired me out had I not been so horny. Suddenly, I felt a pain far more intense than the lashings my ass had received. She struck the wooden cane directly between my legs, hitting my pussy lips and clit with such force that I had to scrunch up my face to bear the overwhelming pain. Even Bella looked shocked by what the sister had done, but then as she continued to tap the cane over my clit I realised she wasn’t done.
 
   “Come on, isn’t this what you wanted?” she asked, placing the ruler to one side in favour of a wooden ruler sticking up from the stationery holder on her desk. She stood at my side and forced my head back down between Bella’s legs, who immediately resumed her breathless moaning at the merest touch of my tongue around her clit. Then, with the ruler gently smacking my pussy lips, the sister spat onto my anus and started to rub the tip of her finger around the rim. I braced myself, knowing exactly what was coming as she slid her finger deep inside my ass. Thrusting it in and out relentlessly, she built up a powerful rhythm that I matched with my tongue and before long both Bella and I were moaning noisily as I slurped at my lover’s clit. The tapping of the ruler over my labia was rapidly sending me towards and orgasm, not to mention splashing my juices all over the floor. I raised my fingers up and pushed them between Bella’s labia, splitting them apart so I could massage her g-spot. She was so far along that it only took a couple of brief stokes across the spongy patch of inner pussy tissue to send her into a juddering climax. She cried out in ecstasy and thrust her crotch up to meet the pressure of my tongue, holding my head down so I couldn’t pull away even for a second. 
 
   “That’s it! Release your sins!” cried Marie, fingering my ass hole as vigorously as her muscles would allow whilst she beat my clit with the ruler. Hearing Bella’s exaggerated moaning was too much for me to handle and as she came, I stood closer and pressed my face against her breasts, feeling the wool of her warm jumper grating on my cheeks as Sister Marie fingered my ass until the very end. My legs shook violently beneath me and for a moment I thought I was about to collapse, but Bella held me close as we shuddered together in orgasmic bliss. We finally came to a twitching, panting stop almost a minute later, with beads of sweat dripping down our cheeks and soaking into the white collars of our blouses beneath our jumpers. I couldn’t believe how hard I had cum or the fact that it was the result of such an intense beating, or even the fact that we hadn’t even gotten undressed. The only thing we had taken off was our panties, which Sister Marie explained she would be holding on to as a warning to the evil spirits. She wasn’t fooling anyone, though. We knew that she just wanted to take advantage of us and we were only too willing to oblige. In fact, the following day we made sure to make the exact same mistake again in the hopes of an even harsher punishment. Maybe we could even get some after school detention to really exercise our demons.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Using the Boss as a Sex Toy
 
   I’m sure most people would have no problem relating if I said I hated my boss. Evelyn, the line manager of my office, was the kind of woman who was pretty much constantly in a state of PMS. I had no idea what had caused her to become so jaded and unreasonably stern with us, but I and my three co-workers in office had quickly grown to hate her. Her presence was especially souring since she had been placed in the position by Steve – her boss, whom she had clearly seduced into getting the job. We had been so spoilt by our previous manager, Carla, that when Evelyn made her arrival it took us quite by surprise. Our hatred for her quickly grew to unbearable levels and it was a testament to how loathsome her behaviour was towards us that, had her personality not been quite so abrasive, she would actually have been a very desirable woman. Not one of us could deny that she was strikingly beautiful and that, despite her clearly advanced years, she had maintained a slender build with barely a wrinkle on her face. Her shimmering black hair was always perfectly straight and gave off a glossy sheen in the fluorescent office lighting that drove crazy with jealousy. Not only was she a total bitch, but she was also significantly hotter than all of us.
 
   Not that we were a set of gargoyles or anything – far from it! In fact, one of my colleagues, Jo, had even done some modelling in her early years. It wasn’t difficult to see why, either. Her long golden hair was mesmerising and no matter how hard I tried, I could never get mine to shine as radiantly as hers. However, whereas she possessed a slim, tall frame with small perky tits, I was the complete opposite – chunky on the hips and the bust with a cute round face and a button nose that could drive any hot blooded man or woman to distraction, although my tastes were firmly towards the latter of those two. The other two girls, Emma and Yasmine, were a brunette and red-head respectively, and the four of us were all vaguely around our 30s, though we didn’t like to admit it. Evelyn hated the way we gossiped behind her back whenever we were supposed to be working, although since we were often talking about her, I couldn’t blame her. One time she even came out and lambasted the four of us, screaming at the top of her voice about how we didn’t respect her and how she would fire us if she could. It was through the fear that one day she would truly lose her rag and fire one of us that we decided to finally take matters into our own hands.
 
   So, since all four of us were either lesbian, bi-sexual at least bi-curious, and we knew for a fact that Evelyn swung that way as well, we set about forming a plan to make sure our jobs were completely safe and teach her a lesson in the process. It was an otherwise lovely Saturday afternoon, excepting the fact that she had forced us to come in for some overtime. However, we’d been plotting all week long; giggling to ourselves at lunch and whispering to each other at the local cafe whilst constantly checking over our shoulders to make sure she wasn’t there. It had been our plan to drop our little surprise some time in the following week, but since we were to be the only ones in the building that day, it was the perfect opportunity to strike. I had brought in a hefty gym bag full of naughty toys for us to use and, much to my surprise, even the usually shy Yasmine had perked up and collected a few items from home that she couldn’t wait to use on our tyrannical boss. Steve had been in a meeting with her all afternoon in her office, which was separated from our desks by a large glass wall that she could block using her blinds whenever she got fed up of spying on us. There were other desks on the floor, but they were deserted as their owners were no doubt enjoying their day off. Little did Evelyn suspect, however, just how much we would be enjoying our Saturday as well.
 
   We waited for Steve to depart and shot him a flirty glance as he passed by, keeping watch out of the nearby window to check when he had got in his car and left. As soon as the coast was clear, I gave the signal and all four of us lumbered into Evelyn’s office. She looked up from the mountain of paper work on her desk in surprise, peering down her nose through the glasses balancing precariously at the tip as we locked the door behind us and closed the blinds for extra privacy.
 
   “What’s the meaning of this?” she bellowed, but we had become so emboldened by our hatred and envy of her that in the blink of an eye it seemed like she had lost all authority over us. She rose to her feet and stomped on the ground as we stepped closer to the desk, blocking her path should she choose to run. My heart was already racing and the prospects of what we were about to do to her was making my clitoris firm up inside my panties. 
 
   “We’ve come to lodge a complaint!” I replied with a grin that suggested my shady intentions.
 
   “Oh, is that so?” she sneered, stiffening her back as she stepped out from around the desk, “And what makes you think I give a shit about what you sluts think?”
 
   “Sluts?” gasped Yasmine.
 
   “I know exactly what you talk about when you think I’m not listening!” she barked, “Who you’ve slept with, what disgusting, depraved things you got up to the night before! I know all your secrets!”
 
   “Well, it’s a good job we’re here then!” I retorted, stepping even closer to her.
 
   “Why’s that?” she said, finally sensing that she was far from in control of the situation.
 
   “It’s only fair that we find out some of your secrets!” I replied, at which point Emma raised her phone in the air and snapped a photograph of Evelyn, sitting back against the edge of her desk. The flash blinded her momentarily, but then as hr vision cleared she frowned at me with a confused expression. She would have looked cute if she wasn’t such a notorious bitch.
 
   “I don’t understand?” she said, shaking her head as she scanned our bodies and the bags we held in our hands.
 
   “Oh you will soon enough!” I growled, and with that, both Jo and I launched ourselves at her, grabbed her by the arms and forced her down onto her knees with every bit of weight we could leverage onto her body. She stumbled forward as she tried to fight us, swearing and trying barge us left and right, but it was useless. She was ours and with the door shut and nobody to rescue her, her only option was to bow to our will, but far more severely than we ever did to hers. 
 
   “What do you want?” she cried, unable to comprehend what was happening to her. She remained resolute in her stubbornness, insisting with her stern voice that she was still our boss.
 
   “Hmm...” I murmured, nodding at Emma to proceed with the second phase of the plan, “I want you to please Emma.”
 
   “How?” she asked, but as she looked up and saw Emma running the zip of her skirt down over her thighs, she realised immediately what I meant, adding “That’s obscene!”
 
   “Yep!” I confirmed with a playful pop of my lips. I placed my hand under her chin to force her to look up and watch as Emma peeled her lacy, navy blue panties down over her beautifully tanned thighs. She wasn’t shy, that was for sure, and as she tossed her skirt and panties aside, I envied Evelyn once again. I would have given anything to taste her delicious pussy lips, which I could see even from a few feet away were already brimming with moisture. I tapped Evelyn’s cheeks, but when she refused to open her mouth I had no choice but to pin my nails into cheeks to prize her jaws apart. She reluctantly opened up and stuck out her tongue as Emma stepped closer, and then began to lick tepidly around her clitoris as we held her head in place. Emma - naughty as ever - crouched down slightly to press her clit firmly onto Evelyn’s tongue, and with the two of us holding her head, she had no option but to lick much more vigorously around the throbbing, exposed bean that was presented before her. She flicked it from side to side, using every bit of her experience as a lesbian to stimulate the firm, tingling appendage. I could see it protruding from beneath its fleshy hood as she stroked the tip of her tongue over it, and I wasn’t the only one getting rapidly turned on by it. 
 
   Jo was equally as aroused by the sight of her snacking on Emma’s clit and began to thrust herself gently on Evelyn’s body, using her like a realistic sex doll as she ground her hips against the side of her thigh. We pulled her arms behind her back and held them together as she worked her tongue between Emma’s labia, splitting them apart to lick around the opening of her vagina. The slurping sound of her saliva smearing over Emma’s pink, fleshy vulva and mixing in with her juices was making the tingle of my clitoris almost unbearable and all I wanted to do was move my hand down between my thighs to touch myself. I knew I couldn’t release my tight grasp of her arm or jaw, though, and decided inside to follow Jo’s lead and thrust my crotch against the side of Evelyn’s hip. Meanwhile, as Emma unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra, Yasmine began to strip away her clothes as well, tossing them all into a pile on the floor in front of the executive leather couch that sat next to the door. Evelyn used it when receiving several guests in her office, although its usual purpose was far from what we intended to use it for. As Emma stepped away from Evelyn’s flapping tongue, she and Yasmine stood naked in front of us slowly twirling their fingers around in front of their clits. I gave off a sadistic giggle directly into Evelyn’s ear as I moved my hand down from her jaw to her chest.
 
   Jo did the same, each of us taking a breast in our hand and groping it between our fingers before slowly popping open the buttons of her pristine white office blouse. She had excellent fashion sense and I could tell from the material that it was an expensive shirt, but it was what lay inside that interested us. We pulled the sides apart to expose her heaving bosoms tucked into her tight fitting bra. As soon as we had slipped the blouse off her shoulder, we turned out focus to the clasps of the bra and, after a little tussle with her arms we managed to pulled the straps down to reveal her beautifully round, firm, mature breasts in all their glory. She shook her head in dismay, but I could tell from her half-hearted resistance that she wasn’t entirely displeased with the situation. At that point it was just an inkling, but my sixth sense told me that deep down she loved the idea of being forced against her will. After all, her nipples were clearly erect and every so often her protesting growls momentarily turned into brief, pleasurable moans before catching herself. Jo and I gripped her nipples between our fingers and thumbs and proceeded to pinch them, squeezing them as tightly as we could and giggling in her ears as she winced and squealed with the stabbing pain shooting her breasts. The sight and sound of her being tortured was making me so horny and I couldn’t wait to crack open my bag of tricks.
 
   Before we could get to that, there was one other part of the plan that we wanted to try. Yasmine knelt on the couch, bending over with her bare ass sticking out behind her as Jo and I dragged Evelyn over to her. We forced her to kneel in front of the couch with Yasmine’s ass just inches from her face and then started to push on the back of her head, forcing her to lean closer as Yasmine backed up onto her tongue. We didn’t even need to prise her jaws apart; she was quickly learning her place and obediently wilted her mouth open to lick around the rim of Yasmine’s anus as she wedged her mouth between our friend’s ass cheeks. Her chin flapped open as her tongue lapped up and down the warm, sweaty crevice and Yasmine confirmed that she wasn’t pretending, shuddering a few times with the incredible sensation of Evelyn’s taste buds grazing over her ass hole. While she ate Yasmine’s ass, Jo and I grabbed a length of thin rope from my bag and we proceeded to wind it around her arms, binding them together one on top of the other behind the small of her back. She wriggled and tried to fight it, but there was no way she was freeing herself from the tight triple knots that we tied.
 
   Finally able to release our grasp of her arms, we turned our attention to her skirt and started to remove it from around her thighs. I could feel the lacy tops of her stockings through the fabric before we’d even stripped it away, but then as I caught sight of her nylon-clad legs I could feel my pussy becoming instantly wetter as my clitoris throbbed intensely beneath my panties. Her saucy panties matched the lacy trim of the stockings and her bra, which lay strewn across her office chair behind us. We gripped the sides of her knickers and peeled them down over her thighs, forcing her to raise her knees so we could slip them off from around her ankles. We nodded in agreement that the stockings should stay on, as they looked so sexy it would have been a travesty to remove them. Like the good little slave that she had become, she kept her mouth firmly pinned to Yasmine’s ass, licking up and down between her cheeks and working her tongue around the puckering ring of her anus. Her saliva was drooling down the inside of Yasmine’s thighs, making her shiver repeatedly as if she slightly coarse texture of Evelyn’s tongue slithering around her ass hole wasn’t exciting enough.
 
   Jo and I stepped away for a moment and watched as Yasmine bobbed back and forth against Evelyn’s mouth. She remained knelt on the floor at our command, allowing us to quickly undress and join our two already completely naked colleagues. The fun was only just getting started and within a minute or two we were all finally stripped of our clothes with the only remaining item being Evelyn’s stockings. I was shocked by just how willing my co-workers were to strip off, although since we were all that way inclined and insanely horny at the same time, I don’t know why it surprised me. We couldn’t take our eyes off each other, apart from Yasmine who remained facing away as Evelyn alternated between eating her ass and her pussy. The time for mere foreplay had ended, though. It was time for her real punishment and I didn’t think she would like it nearly as much as what had come so far. Emma collected a dog collar from the bag and slipped it over Evelyn’s head, tightening it around her neck before attaching a long leather leash to it. Then, she climbed onto the desk and reached up to tie the other end around the light fitting above. We pushed the desk aside, making enough room for us to proceed as Evelyn stood in the centre of the room; her arms bound and her mouth coated in a glistening mixture of spit and pussy juice.
 
   She tested the light fitting to see if she could break it and release the leash, but it held firm. Whoever put out building together did a remarkable job, I thought. She was stuck in there with us and as we each pulled out one of my sadistic whipping toys from my bag, she gulped and started to tremble with anxiety. Her eyes bulged as I collected a long flogging whip and before she even had time to observe the tassels reaching down to the floor from my hand, her focus moved straight over to the rider’s crop held by Emma. Jo took the hefty, leather-bound paddle and Yasmine chose instead to collect her own little toys. She rooted around in her handbag for a moment and pulled out a handful of chunky, vivid red candles, which she proceeded to light and set aside to form a pool of molten wax. While we waited for them to melt, the three of us formed a ring around Evelyn’s body and started to strike her flesh with our whips, paddles and crops. I went first, cracking my wrist back to lash the tassels of my whip directly over her ass. She turned to face me, blocking my ability to strike her ass but exposing it to Emma instead. She lashed the crop over her ass, making her bolt forward towards me to avoid any further strikes, but Jo simply stepped closer and planted the entire length of the enormous leather paddle over the back of her thighs. She turned again, begging us to stop but her whimpering cries just enraged our arousal even further.
 
   We continued to whip her, lashing all three of the toys over her body and plastering her skin in a series of deep, red marks that started to turn purple with bruising the longer it went on. Her ass and breasts jiggled with every strike as her flesh burned in agony, and while we dominated her we kept one hand firmly pressed to our pussies, playing with ourselves and using the sight of her distressed, flayed skin to masturbate. She kept trying to turn around to avoid our strike, but with her arm bound behind her back there was no way for her to block us. Still, no matter how hard we whipped her, there was always a murmur of enjoyment lying just beneath her screams. She tried to hide her involuntary moaning with extra loud, painful squeals, but the juices dripping down her thighs and her firm, erect teats told us everything we needed to know. 
 
   “They’re ready!” claimed Yasmine, handing each of us one of her candles. The flames flickered in the air as we circled around Evelyn’s body and even though she knew she was utterly defenceless, the thought of what was about to happen made her cringle and curl up as much as the leach would allow to protect herself. Her skin was already searing in agony but it was about to get a whole lot worse for her. Yasmine went first, cackling excitedly as she jerked the candle in Evelyn’s direction, splashing the pool of molted wax all over her back and arms. The room instantly filled with the sound of her piercing screams as the wax clung to her skin and began to set. A few drops from the larger splotches worked loose and dripped down over her ass, making her scream yet again as her whole body shuddered. Still, as the pain subsided she moaned with relied and let out a long, deep sigh. Jo didn’t allow her long to enjoy it, though, and instantly splashed the contents of a second candle across Evelyn’s exposed breasts, plastering her flesh with yet more wax. It splashed across her chest, forming a spatter pattern that looked almost like a huge bloody gash. I went next, jerking my wrist sharply as I bent over and aimed the wax towards her pussy. It struck the small tuft of furry pubic hair just above her clit and dripped down onto the flesh hood, eliciting her loudest scream yet. As it matted in to her hair, Emma splashed the final load of wax over her thighs, smattering her legs as they shook violently in agony.
 
   We picked up our whips and paddles for one final round of beating, lashing her body once more with them as flakes of the wax flew off and landed on the carpet around her feet. Her skin had become so sore that the remaining wax was practically camouflages against her body. We decided it was time for the last part of our plan. I grabbed three more toys from my bag, finally emptying it as I passed two of them to Yasmine and Jo. They were both strap-on dildos, each of which possessed a thick black ribbed shaft that would surely drive her crazy. They put them on while I strapped a third one to Evelyn’s face. It was a mouth dildo, which served as both a gag for her and a massive cock for her to please me. I perched myself on the back of the couch while Yasmine sat on the cushions beneath me with her head between my legs. Jo untied the leash from the light fitting and dragged her over to straddle Yasmine’s crotch, pushing her down onto the dildo and watching as her delicious, mature labia stretched around the thick, veiny shaft. Then, she knelt on the edge of the cushion behind Evelyn’s exposed, spread ass cheeks and pushed the head of her dildo up between them, nudging at the rim of her ass hole. She popped the cap of a tube of baby oil and poured a stream of it down onto the dildo, allowing her to easily push it through the tight, pink hole of her anus. No matter how much she squeezed her ass hole, the shaft was too slippery to resist and the combined look of utter humiliation on her face as they began to double team her was priceless. 
 
   Emma remained at the side, playing with herself as she held her camera out and recorded every second of it. I wrapped my hand around the back of Evelyn’s head and pulled the dildo in her mouth closer to my pussy, spreading my thighs wide apart so she could watch as my labia swallowed up every inch of the shaft. I could tell that she liked it as her nose drew closer and closer to my clit, watching as my juices coated every inch of the shaft right in front of her face. Her body rocked back and forth with the thunderous thrusting of Jo and Yasmine’s hips as they pummelled her ass hole and her pussy at the same time, jolting her head forward to fuck my pussy. I barely had to do anything and instead chose to pull on her hair, showing once and for all that she was our property. She would no longer be able to exert any kind of power over us as she knew that we could overwhelm her at any point that we chose. Something about submitting to our filthiest command quickly sent her soaring into a powerful orgasm and despite all the distress of her skin and burning agony we had caused her, it didn’t quell her pleasure one bit. In fact, it seemed to amplify it. 
 
   She thrashed her hips violently between us as they continued to fuck her as hard as they could, and all four of us began to howl with orgasmic bliss as one by one the brutish movement of our combined bodies sent us into a series of powerful climaxes of our own. Even Emma, who was sitting by the wayside and documenting every second of the extreme sex show happening in Evelyn’s office, began to shudder as what she was seeing overwhelmed her senses. She flapped her fingers around her clit, leaning back with the phone shaking in her hand as she tried to continue recording. The whole room became filled with our combined groaning and breathless panting as we came, completely drowning out Evelyn’s screams as Jo gave her tender, sore ass one final flurry of harsh, dominant spanks. Once it was all over, we untied our boss and aimed the camera at her face as she lay back in exhaustion on the couch. 
 
   “Repeat after me: I’m a dirty whore and I love being beaten and fucked!” I whispered into her ear. She raised her head and wiped away the tears that were welling up in her eyes.
 
   “I’m a dirty whore and I love being beaten and fucked!” she repeated, twitching her fingers around her clitoris as she tried to re-conjure some semblance of the pleasure we had given her. She knew exactly who was in control now, although it was no surprise that the following Friday she insisted on yet more overtime. It seemed that working on Saturdays was about to become a regular fixture!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The Hidden Bondage Room
 
   It was a glorious July afternoon and the sun was scorching the earth around my home with nary a cloud in the sky. I would have given anything to don one of my skimpiest bikinis and lounge around in the back garden by the pool with a glass of wine in my hand, but I had far more pressing issues to tend to. You see, I was frantically tidying the house in preparation for the arrival of Adriana, an estate agent who was popping round to perform a valuation. I had inherited the house from my grandmother and it was far too big for my purposes. I had decided to move to an apartment in the city, which would be much closer to work than my current residence far out amongst the grassy lawns and oak-strewn streets of the suburbs. Thankfully, she was a little late for the appointment, which gave me enough time to clear away all the clutter and make the house at presentable as possible. I even had time to change out of my sweat pants into a pair dark skinny jeans and a smart gold-tinted hi-lo top. With my blonde locks flowing down over my shoulders and the sparkle of my pristine white smile, I was sure to make a good impression. I had only spoken to Adriana on the phone so I had no idea what she looked like, and shortly after getting changed I sat by the bedroom window, staring out onto the road outside to watch as she arrived.
 
   A short while later, a luxury white sedan pulled up to the curb and out stepped a woman whose body could only be described as sensational. In fact, I even let out a brief gasp as I stared down through the net curtains at her impressive bust and hourglass figure. As she walked around onto the pavement and made her way up towards the front door, I could barely take my eyes of the wonderful jiggling cleavage spilling out over the front of her top and her sensuous black hair was as dark as a raven’s wing. Even a straight woman would have felt a little tingle down below as they looked at her and suddenly I became quite anxious about meeting her. I had a tendency to spout utter rubbish when I was nervous and I could feel my body beginning to tremble at the prospects of making a fool of myself. Still, the doorbell rang out through the house and I had no choice but to make my way downstairs and let her in. I opened the door to see her standing with a clipboard under one arm, pressing gently against the side of her left breast as she held out her hand to greet me.
 
   “Hi, I’m Adriana...” she said, “We spoke on the phone?”
 
   “Yes, please come in!” I said, briefly shaking her hand and then waving her into the living room. The touch of her fingers slipping away from my grasp sent a shiver down my spine and the light scent of her perfume lingering on the air behind her made me shudder as a wave of goose pimples spread across my back. It was almost impossible to draw my eyes away from her ass as I watched it wiggled cheekily behind her. She oozed sex appeal and even her slightly husky voice sounded incredibly naughty.
 
   “What a lovely home!” she said, scanning every corner of the living room before proceeding into the kitchen.
 
   “Can I offer you a drink?” I asked, opening the fridge while she carefully walked around and made some notes on her clipboard. 
 
   “Coffee?” she asked, staring at the empty machine on the worktop. I set about filling it with ground beans and water while she wandered out into the garden. The smell of roasted coffee wafted into the air and filled the kitchen, hitting her as soon as she returned from looking at the pool.
 
   “Mmm!” she hummed with a wide-eyed smile, almost like the smell had triggered her arousal. Such a noise wouldn’t seem out of place in the bedroom in the dead of night. She continued, “Shall we look at the upstairs while it’s boiling?”
 
   “Sure!” I said, leading her towards the stairs. I wished that I could walk behind her as she ascended the stairs, as another look at that incredible ass would have been very much appreciated. However, as she trailed behind me I turned back to make some small talk, only to realise that she was staring at my own slender curves. Cheeky cow, I thought; only lightly aware of my own hypocrisy. She averted her eyes immediately and smiled at me, as if she wasn’t remotely embarrassed by what she had done. I suddenly came over with a flush of warmth that consumed my flesh, no doubt turning my cheeks bright red as I led her towards the back bedroom. I kept my face turned away long enough to fan some cool air over my skin, finally waving her inside to peruse the room. She took a long look and made a quick note before moving on to the bathroom and then the second guest bedroom. Like I say, such a huge house for someone living alone was just needless and the size and stillness of the house often creeped me out a little at night. We moved on to the last room – my bedroom at the front of the house. As soon as she walked inside, she noticed something was amiss.
 
   “That’s strange...” she said, stepping back outside to peer over the banister as if she was trying to recall the shape and size of the living room below.
 
   “Uh, what is?” I asked, cringing with far greater embarrassment as I realised she was about to reveal my secret. She stepped back into the bedroom and walked over to the right-hand wall, where she stood for a extended moment, scanning the large draped I had hung across it. She moved a little closer, instantly setting me on the defence.
 
   “What’s the matter?” I asked, darting in front of her before she could proceed any further. She could tell instantly that I was hiding something and grinned at me, noticing also the proximity of her cleavage to my chest as I stood before her. I ever-so-briefly looked down at her breasts, sending a light tingle to my pussy and another shiver around my body before forcing myself to look away.
 
   “What’s the secret?” she asked, grinning gleefully as I firmed my stance, “What are you hiding in there?”
 
   “I don’t know what you mean.” I replied, gulping nervously as she tried to step around me.
 
   “There should be another room here...” she said, pointing at the drapes behind me.
 
   “Nope.” I said bluntly, but she wasn’t having any of it. She stepped quickly to my right side, but then as I moved to block her she darted to my left instead, fooling me and easily circumventing my blockade. I grabbed her by the hips, but it was too late and she reached out to grab at the drapes, pulling them away from the wall as I pushed her back. They fell away, revealing the door that was hiding behind.
 
   “Nothing?” she chucked, pushed me back onto the bed with surprising force as she made her way over to the door. She turned the handle only to find that it was locked, preventing her from entering. I had hoped that I could get away with masking over my dark room, but she had found it within seconds of entering. No amount of drapes would have fooled her keen eye and as I rose to my feet again I knew that if I wanted the valuation to be completed, she would need to see inside.
 
   “I’m afraid I need to see every room.” she insisted, joggling the handle again, urging me to open it, “Come on, what is it? Dead husband or something?”
 
   If only, I thought to myself, giving off a sober laugh. Then, I pulled the necklace around my neck up over my head, pulling out a long silver skeleton key from between my breasts. I held it in my hand with the chain dangling from the side of my fist, debating with myself whether or not to show her inside. I could just get another estate agent, I thought. None would have been as hot as Adriana, though, and as mortified as I was about the idea of showing her inside, part of me wanted to expose that side of my character; a side that very few people were aware existed. I stepped closer, catching another waft of her perfume as I lowered the key and slid it into the slot below the handle, twisting it to release the lock with a soft clunk. Then, I turned the handle and slowly allowed the door to drift open, revealing a small converted closet with a mess of harnesses hanging from the ceiling and an array of shelves and hooks on the walls holding a variety of sadistic looking implements. Her eyes balked as soon as she saw its contents, but I could tell from her ever expanding smile that she was more intrigued than shocked by my silent revelation.
 
   “Ah, I see!” she giggled, tossing her clipboard on the bed before proceeding inside, “Aren’t you the kinky one!”
 
   She began to peruse the shelves, running her fingers across a couple of whips and crops that were hanging from the hooks on the wall before gripping the shaft of a a strap-on dildo that lay ready for use on one of the shelves. Watching her touching all of my kinky sex toys was quickly enraging my sexuality and I could feel the juices gushing to my pussy with every item she inspected. 
 
   “You don’t need to put this on your valuation form, right?” I asked, but her reply surprised me.
 
   “That depends...” she said, staring back over at me with a sultry, almost cruel smile.
 
   “On what?” I asked, sensing exactly what was coming and yet enjoying the electrifying mystery of waiting for her to say it.
 
   “How much you can please me.” she said, lifting a rider’s crop off its hook. I stared back at her, trembling even more as she snapped the end of the crop against the curled up palm of her hand. She looked down at the floor, as if she was psychically commanding me to bow before her. It was so strange as I’d always much preferred the dominant role in my relationships, but as she silently sneered at me, I couldn’t help but feel sexually intimidated by her stern presence. I kicked the door gently shut behind me and knelt down on the cold wooden floorboards. She pointed the tip of the crop at the floor in front of her, commanding me to crawl over and bow to her will. I did as she wanted, slowly creeping over to her with my head skulking low like a dog that had been caught doing something naughty. As I reached her feet, she slipped her right foot out of her sandal and raised it up to my mouth, pressing it to my lips for force me to open up. My jaws wilted open and I took her big toe in my mouth, slithering my tongue around it as she let out a light, satisfied moan. I wrapped my lips around it, pushing her other toes to the side as my mouth surrounded and sucked on it like a teat. She took it out and gently tapped the side of my cheek with her foot before placing it back down on the floor.
 
   I peered up along her thighs, admiring the triangle of her trousers tucking between her legs before continuing up to her mountainous bust and then her domineering smile as she looked down at me. She moved her hand around the back of my head and pulled me closer, forcing my face towards her crotch. I tried to resist, but it was only for show. In reality, the idea of smelling the sweet scent of her pussy was unbelievably arousing and as I inched closer I could smell the fabric softener she used wafting up on the heat from her body. My clitoris began to firm up and my panties grew damp as they absorbed the moisture accumulating between my pussy lips. With one final push, she foisted her pussy onto my face and as I pretended to wriggle in protest before her, I could tell that the movement of my mouth over her crotch was pleasing her. I sniffed and kissed at her cunt through the fabric, basking in the warmth and the enjoying the smell of her pussy for as long as I could. However, she soon gripped hold of my blonde hair and tugged my head back, forcing me to stare up at her as she spat directly onto my cheek.
 
   “You like being abused?” she barked, raising her other hand to slap me across the face. The spit smeared over my cheek as she struck me, holding my head firmly in place so I couldn’t even recoil as her hand print formed on my skin. I gasped in horror, and even though it stung like nothing I’d ever felt, I loved it. I had never realised just how good submitting to another person could feel. I nodded as a small tear welled up in my eye and spilled down over my cheek, but she could tell from my nervous smile that I wanted more. Her eyes wandered up to the straps dangling from the centre of the ceiling and she smiled with a long hum of approval, nodding to herself as she silently concocted a plan.
 
   “Remove this.” she said, tapping the end of the crop into the gap between my breasts, ordering me to remove my top. I gripped the sides and pulled it off over my head, making a mess of my hair as my locks brushed against the material. I knelt before her wearing only my bra, supporting the juicy mounds of my breasts. They were beautifully round and perfectly firm, although they paled in comparison with her enormous rack. She tapped the strap and I slowly reached behind me to release the clasp, obeying her every will as I pulled the cups away from my breasts and exposed them to her. She took the bra and pressed the inside of one of the cups to her mouth, smelling the scent of my perfume and feeling the warmth of my body through the padding. Then, after tossing it aside she began to graze the crop over my erect, pokey nipples, striking them gently at first but quickly gaining in strength until finally she unleashed a barrage of intense blows all over my chest and back. She stepped around me, grabbing my arms and holding them in the air with one hand while she whipped my body numb with the crop in the other. The pain spread throughout my body like I was being swarmed with bee stings and no amount of wriggling and screaming could stop her, and that just turned me on even more. Giving up every bit of control was such a powerful and terrifying feeling, and yet the more she used my body she harder my clit throbbed inside my knickers.
 
   “Now the rest!” she bellowed, moving the point of impact down to my ass. She cracked the whip over the back of my jeans, but the denim provided too much of a barrier. So, instead she watched as I unbuttoned them and peeled them down over my thighs, discarding them to one side before pulling my skimpy black thong down as well. Naked on the floor and bent over like a human footstool, she walked around as if inspecting something at the market, deciding whether or not to buy me. She raised crop into the air and lashed it down over my bare ass, causing me to jolt forward as the pain splintered throughout the delicate flesh, turning red as she struck me again and again. I could feel the juices dripping down the inside of my thigh as she beat me, even spitting onto the floorboards beneath me as she struck one final time between my legs. I yelped out in agony, feeling the intense agony of it as if she’d injected a round of pure pain directly into my clit. I loved it, though, and as she began to stare up at the harnesses I could feel the unbearable tension boiling inside me. I wanted her to use them on me, as well as every other toy in my arsenal that I’d used to devastating effect on so many other girls in the past. 
 
   She grabbed a blindfold from one of the hooks on the wall and slipped it down over my eyes, blocking my view of whatever she was doing. Then, moments later I felt the cold hard plastic of a ball gag pressing against my lips. I opened wide so she could jam it between my jaws, strapping it tightly around the back of my head to prevent any further screaming. I didn’t know how I would be able to handle whatever she had in store for me if my agonising shrieks were muffled, but once again I found that the idea of bowing to her will was just as arousing as having someone else bow to mine. Even though it was a roasting hot day in the middle of summer, I sat on the floor in that shaded room, shivering as a cold, nervous sweat formed all over my skin. I moved my hand down between my thighs and started to touch myself, circling the tips of my fingers around my clit while my palm stroked the bristles of pubic hair just above. I moved my fingers further down to stroke my tingling labia, splitting them apart with the intention of playing with my pussy hole, but she had something else in mind for me. 
 
   She grabbed my arms again and pulled them behind my back, binding them with the rope from a cabinet she had found on the wall. I waited patiently as she jerked my body around on the floor, feeling the thump of my heartbeat growing stronger and faster by the second. With my hands firmly tied behind me, she pushed me over onto my side and rolled me onto my back with my arms pinned beneath my body. Then, she pulled my ankles up into the air and enclosed two of the dangling shackles around them. As soon as I realised what she was doing, I began to wriggle and scream to free myself, genuinely afraid of being lifted into the air. I was dreading it deep down and as she began to wind the handle to retract the harness up into the air, the feeling of helplessness made me shudder like I was about to cum. It was such a foreign feeling to me, but I couldn’t deny that as my head finally left the floor and my hair trailed behind underneath me, I was more turned on than ever. 
 
   She hoisted my whole body into the air in the centre of the room, suspended from the extra-strong harnesses above and secured only by the padded shackles around my ankles. With my arms bound behind me and the gag in my mouth, I was utterly defenceless and any chance for me to escape had long since passed. I couldn’t even see what she was doing thanks to the blindfold obscuring my view, but I could definitely hear her soft bare footsteps treading around the floorboards. She stopped just to my right and I began to wonder which of my toys had caught her eye. My skin was still reeling from the incessant whipping I’d received, but that was nothing compared to the searing agony that shot through my body as she pressed the tip of my electrocution wand to my stomach. I shook violently in the air, wriggling in every direction and banging my legs wildly against some of the other straps up near the ceiling. I had to fight the urge to swing too abruptly, as I was certain that I might plummet and break my neck. Deep down I was fully aware of how strong the restraints were, though. I knew that no matter how much she tortured me and how violently I reacted, I was stuck there for as long as she pleased. 
 
   She zapped me again, ceasing up every muscle in my body as the juices from my pussy began to trickle down through my bristles of pubic hair and then over my stomach. She giggled as she caught sight of my aroused state, cruelly tapping my pussy lips with the wand for a moment to taunt me. Then, she pressed the tip of it onto my clitoris, drilling it with a charge of strong electrical current that made me bite down hard on the gag as a piercing scream belted out around the red plastic ball. I could hardly assemble a single thought in my mind as I dangled there, twitching endlessly as she shuffled around, giggling to herself. I had no idea what she was doing, but it took a minute or two before she touched me again. This time, however, it was a much more tender and loving embrace. She stood directly in front of me and placed her head between my legs, leaning in close to lash her tongue over my aching clitoris. Every single one of her taste buds felt like a needle digging into the little pink bean and as she worked her fingers around the opening of my pussy I braced myself with what little strength I could muster. She slid her two middle fingers inside me and began to stroke them over my g-spot, eliciting a series of satisfied moans from my lips. It felt so good and in complete contrast to the suffering I had just experienced. I could feel her breasts pressing against my stomach and could tell that she had taken her clothes off ready for some really naughty fun.
 
   Moments later, she leaned down to remove the ball gag from my mouth, and then stood before me with her pussy just an inch from my lips. I could smell the faint scent of stale urine and sweat from her pubic hair wafting up my nose, turning me on so much that even the slightest touch to my clit would have sent me over the edge. She clasped tight hold of my ass cheeks and held me close, landing her tongue back in between my labia as she began to eat my pussy in a strange vertical sixty-nine position. I leaned in and lashed my tongue over whatever I could find, but I’d eaten enough pussy to know that I had easily found her clitoris. I latched my lips around it and began to suck on it as vigorously as I could manage in my flustered, upturned state. The blood had rushed to my head, leaving the rest of my body covered in pins and needles and subject to shuddering reactions every time she touched me. It was especially tough as she insisted on spanking my ass and thighs every few second while we ate each other out, filling the room with the sound of flesh slapping together and tongues hungrily slurping at the juices seeping from our pussies. I was amazed that I managed to stay conscious for so long, but then as she started to rub one of my chunky black plastic butt plugs against the rim of my ass hole, I certainly became a lot more alert.
 
   She had thankfully already applied a little lube to the shaft, allowing it squeeze easily through the insanely narrow gap of my puckering anus. I gasped as it slid inside me, pushing out the walls of my rectum and expanding my ass hole to a perfect circle before popping shut around it. She didn’t leave it lodged in my ass, though. To finish me off, she began to pull gently on the plug, forcing my ass hole to remain wide open as it passed in and out of my colon. I kept my mouth pinned to her clit, licking as hard and as fast as I could to please her while she gave in to temptation and snacked on my pussy as well. The momentum of the plug plunging in and out of my ass rapidly caused me to spiral out of control and as I dangled there in front of her, held in place only by her free hand, my whole body began to convulse with violent orgasmic spasms. I groaned at the top of my voice but kept my mouth clamped down tight around her clit, licking her as she, too, started to show signs of climactic arousal. I only wished that I could reach out and grab her ass, and maybe slide a few fingers inside her as we both came, but she was the one in control of the penetration. She didn’t stop for a second, even as she fell into a series of blistering orgasmic contractions of her own. 
 
   Together we shuddered and cried out, no doubt alerting my neighbours to our filthy deeds. Neither of us cared, though, and despite my numbed senses I could feel every surge of pleasure rushing through my veins as I twitched my way to the final furlong of rampant arousal. She fell backwards and rested against the nearby wall behind her, breathing heavily as she tried to regain control of her senses. I knew what I was doing and my expertly skilled tongue had claimed another victim. There was no way she could say I hadn’t pleased her, but part of me hoped that she wouldn’t be entirely pleased. I wanted more pain and punishment, but I wasn’t entirely sure if my body could take it. She lowered me down to lie on the floor and then rested next to me, curling her arm over my stomach to cradle my sore flesh. 
 
   “So, any chance of that coffee?” she asked.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Spanked by the boss
 
   As a high-priced and expertly skilled lawyer with my own private practice, I’m sure you can imagine the wealth of paper work that I would get through on a daily basis. It was important to keep on top of the endless contracts and legal documents that flowed through the office every day and so it was with a heavy heart that I said goodbye to my secretary of five years, Amy. She had been an excellent worker who never once failed to have the correct papers ready for my endless meetings, tribunals and hearings. Sadly, she had gotten herself knocked up and since her husband earned more than enough to support their whole family, she had decided to quit work to look after their child. This left me in a bit of a quandary as I needed the transition to my new secretary to be as smooth as possible. Thankfully, after a short round of interviews I came across Lucy, a young, aspiring writer who was looking for an admin job to support her humble life. After impressing during her interview, I offered her the job on the spot. It had everything to do with her excellent resume and the results of her aptitude test, and absolutely nothing to do with her fine, perky ass - or at least that what I tried to convince myself was the truth.
 
    In fact, although she did indeed possess all of the required skills to handle the job, I couldn’t deny that she was incredibly beautiful. Fresh out of college with her English degree under her arm, her glee at finding her first real job was almost infectious. I say almost, as the many years of practicing law had left me with something of a sour temperament, but as the first few weeks passed by she managed to elicit a few smirks with her quips and light hearted attitude. She was a little shorter than me with a much slimmer frame and although her bust was hidden away beneath her loose blouses, I could tell that she was packing a beautiful pair of young, supple breasts. Her frizzy blonde hair reached down to her shoulder blades and her serene blue eyes were so hypnotic that I had to fight the urge to dream about her during out meetings. I never once let on that I might be attracted to her, though. For one, it would have been wholly inappropriate given that she was both my employee and more than a decade my junior, but also I had no idea if she shared my lesbian persuasion. I knew that my fantasies would have to remain locked away inside my mind and could only be unleashed once I was alone in my bed at night. 
 
   Still, despite her gleaming smile and wide-eyed enthusiasm, there was a darker side to her that I would only encounter some months later. She had proven herself to be an excellent secretary and a worthy successor to Amy, about whom I had almost forgotten. Whereas I tended to bring a packed lunch into the office so I didn’t have to leave the building, she would often venture out to the various sandwich shops across the way and would be gone for a solid half hour. There was nothing unusual about this routine, but then one day something happened that would change the dynamic of our working and personal relationships completely. I had just finished eating my sandwich and walked out into the waiting room where her desk was situated, along with a few comfy chairs for my clients to sit on while they waited for their appointments. The place was empty, as was generally the case at lunch times, but then as I tossed my screwed up brown paper bag into the bin, I heard a curious buzzing sound. At first I thought it was some drilling from the floor below, which was being renovated as a dentist’s surgery, but then as I turned to walk back into my office I noticed the sparkling silver trim of her mobile phone. She had left it on her desk by accident while she went out for lunch. I ignored it, choosing to go back into my office. However, as I sat down, a terribly naughty idea consumed my mind.
 
   I stood back up and tiptoed out to her desk again, where the phone lay silently waiting for her to return. I had always harboured a deviant sexual curiosity and the idea of rooting through someone’s belongings was a dirty thrill that couldn’t be matched. I stared at the phone and wondered what might be contained on its memory. Deep down I suspected that a cute young thing like her would be completely spotless and would never have taken any kind of saucy snaps. She didn’t strike me a slut and my own phone contained nothing of the sort either. Maybe I’m just being perverted, I thought. Regardless, I couldn’t resist the temptation and quickly picked up the device to cradle in my hand. I walked over to the window in my office and peered down onto the street. There she was; queuing for a Panini at one of the busy stalls in the courtyard below. I had at least a few minutes to spare, so I began to tap at the screen to access her messages. There was nothing particularly obscene in the first few dozen, so I paused and checked outside the window again. She was still there, checking her watch as she slowly inched forward in the queue. I felt like I was in a spy movie. Little did I know that it was going to turn into an entirely different genre altogether.
 
   I tapped the screen to open her picture folder. Initially I could see nothing of interest and when I saw that she had amassed several hundred snaps I balked at the thoughts of perusing them all and decided to just check a few more. Then it appeared on screen, the photo that would completely change my impression of young Lucy. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; her naked body tied up with ropes around her arms and legs, forced to kneel before some mystery woman who was dressed up in a tight black PVC cat suit. It sent a chill down my spine to think that she would be involved in that sort of thing. I had never really understood the appeal of that kind of kinky behaviour, but as I stood there slowly thumbing my way through the next few photographs I could feel myself becoming more and more aroused by the second. Without even realising it, I moved my free hand down between my thighs and began to nudge at my tight skirt, pressing the tips of my fingers onto my pussy as I tried to satisfy the increasing tingle of my clitoris. My hands were trembling and as I heard the clatter of her footsteps making their way down the corridor outside, I realised that I had been drooling over her saucy snaps for far too long. I placed the phone back down on the table and rushed into my office just in time to watch her returning to her seat, completely oblivious to the appalling invasion of her privacy that had just occurred.
 
   Over the next few days, I couldn’t get that image of her out of my mind and spent God knows how many hours lying on my bed, touching myself as I imagined her naked, tied up and bowing to my depraved will. The picture that had really set my juices flowing was the one of her bending over with deep red hand prints all over her bare cheeks. I had no idea why I suddenly found the idea so appetising, but something had been awoken inside me and I found myself with a newfound hunger for her flesh that was far beyond the innocent fantasies I had entertained thus far in our professional relationship. It wasn’t just her skin that I wanted to see, either. I wanted to see it and feel it reeling in a agony after an lashing as intense as the one she received in the photos. Whoever the mystery woman was, she had definitely gone to town on the young girl’s ass and left barely an inch of skin untouched by the huge paddle in her hand. It set my filthy imagination rolling and over the coming days, every time I laid eyes on her all I wanted to do was bend her over my desk and give her ass the spanking that it deserved. I tried to bottle it up; to suppress my dark feelings and push them to the back of my mind, but I could feel it boiling inside my veins and I knew that eventually it would simmer over the top.
 
   So, I concocted a plan to keep her behind one evening after work and decided on the following Friday to unleash my fiendish scheme. It had been a rather busy day and I’d gone through several meetings with clients and had to pop off to the courtroom for a hearing for most of the afternoon, during which my mind was somewhat distracted. Still, it worked out in my favour in the end and I got back just in time to catch her as she packed up her bag to leave for home. 
 
   “Oh, before you go I need to speak with you for a moment...” I said, waltzing past her and into my office without a second glance. I could already feel my hands trembling with anticipation as I pulled out a carefully forged letter that I had placed in my top desk drawer. She was indeed excellent at her job and I needed a reason to instigate her punishment. So, I had taken a letter she had typed up for my approval and then retyped it, albeit with a spelling error or two.
 
   “Certainly!” she beamed, trailing me inside and closing the door behind her.
 
   “I was just looking over the letters from yesterday...” I said, trying my best to calm the nervous wavering of my voice, “And I came across a mistake.”
 
   “Oh?” she said as a mortified expression consumed her face. I placed it on the table and spun it around to face her. She stepped up to the edge of the desk and leaned over to inspect it, reading every word thoroughly as I walked around and stood next to her. The Jasmine scent of her perfume wafted up my nose as it rode the waves of heat from her body and I could easily see the straps of her bra through her white cotton blouse. Everything about her was turning me on and as I leaned back to get a good look at her ass, the clearly visible imprint of her panties through the fabric instantly sent the juices gushing to my pussy. I leaned in much closer to her body than was strictly appropriate, but she said nothing. She simply watched as my fingers perused the black lettering on their way to the first glaring spelling mistake. 
 
   “I’m so sorry, it won’t happen again!” she pleaded, fearing from my cold expression that she had harmed her reputation. I nodded at the paper again, as if to hint that it wasn’t the only mistake. She turned to face it with a sinking feeling deep inside her and scanned it for the supposed second mistake. My time to strike had arrived and in that moment it was almost like I had lost my mind. I was usually so reserved and had even been called frigid by my exes, but as I held out my hand behind her and summoned the courage to follow through with my plan, the pressure inside my mind finally snapped. With a single thunderous blow, I planted the full palm of my hand down over her ass, causing her to bolt involuntarily forward over the desk. Her glasses dislodged from the bridge of her nose and almost smashed to the wooden surface beneath. She remained absolutely silent and didn’t move an inch, staring resolutely down at the piece of paper in front of her. Electricity surged through my veins as waves of doubt and exhilaration fought for control of my senses. The skin of my hand prickled with the shock of the smack and she clenched her ass slightly beneath her skirt as the stinging sensation spread around her cheeks. The longer the silence lasted the more convinced I became that I had overstepped the mark. I was almost ready to run out of the door, terrified that I would face some terrible legal repercussions for my actions when suddenly she moved her hand across the desk and pointed towards the second spelling mistake.
 
   “This simply won’t do!” I sneered, finally getting the confirmation that I desired. 
 
   “Am I to be punished?” she asked in her wavering, slightly husky voice. It was like she was begging me to continue and as she looked back at me I could see in her eyes that she wanted it as much as I did. The words sent a chill down my spine and a sudden rush of juices to my pussy as the prospects of what she had just said consumed my mind. I couldn’t believe it was really happening and as I hovered my tingling hand behind her ass, a devilish thought popped into my brain.
 
   “Oh yes!” I replied, pressing my finger to the page before her, “I think one for every line of this letter that you have disgraced.”
 
   “Thank you!” she replied, allowing the tremble of her body to take hold of her.
 
   “Wait here.” I commanded, holding her firmly in place before quickly stepping over to the main doors in the waiting room. I closed and bolted them shut from the inside and then made my way back into my office, closing that door as well and snapping the blinds shut over my window. We were sealed inside and I had Lucy at my mercy, bent over the desk and awaiting her punishment, however severe I deemed necessary. I stood next to her again and moved my hand back into the air, preparing to strike. I swiped it down over the small, perky cheeks of her ass, giving her another jolt forward, but with her thighs now firmly pressed against the side of my desk, there was nowhere for her body to go. I spanked her again, counting up as I moved my forefinger down each line of the letter.
 
   “Four!” I snarled, landing another harsh hand print over her ass. Her skirt was affording her far too much of a cushion for my fierce blows, though. So, I paused for a moment and stared at the glorious bump of her ass sticking out behind her. I murmured to myself and then gripped the top of the zip just below her hip. With a single long swipe, I pulled it down along the side of her thigh and allowed the material to fall away from her legs to reveal the saucy black lace-topped stockings beneath. They matched perfectly with her French panties and contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. I tossed the skirt aside and admired the soft pink hand prints that had formed around her ass, fondling them gently in my fingers as I prepared to unleash a far sterner volley. I stood back up next to her with my hand gripping her ass while I relocated the fifth line of the letter and resumed counting.
 
   “Five!” I screamed, launching my arm back and planting another harsh smack over her newly exposed cheeks. She let out a brief but powerful groan as the pain shot through her flesh, which jiggled momentarily before retaking its firm, young form – albeit with a much redder tint. I spanked her again and again, covering her ass with deep crimson hand print as I made my way down each line of the letter. Every so often she would whisper an elated “thank you” before wincing as I landed a fresh smack over her ass. I watched gleefully as a single solitary tear welled up in the corner of her eye and rolled down her cheek to her lips, where she licked it up with her slippery tongue. Watching it extend out briefly and taste the teardrop made my clit throb even harder between my legs and instantly convinced me of what to do next. I came to the last line and landed the final spank over her enflamed ass cheeks, making sure it was twice as hard and as searing hot as the rest. She whimpered pathetically as I pulled my hand away, observing how it had turned almost as red as her ass. 
 
   “Thank you!” she shivered, looking back up towards me with a tearful glaze coating her eyes, “I will be more careful in future!”
 
   “I haven’t finished with you just yet!” I replied, stroking the tips of my fingers up and down the crevice of her ass. I leaned over and pulled her knickers to one side, exposing the teeny little pink anus nestled nearly between them. I spat onto it and nudged my middle finger around the incredibly soft, smooth rim, poking it gently as I tried to work it inside her. She shuddered excitedly as I took control, claiming her whole body as my property.
 
   “This belongs to me now!” I claimed, sliding my finger deep inside her ass as her anus clung to the sides and gripped it tightly. She moaned noisily as I thrust it in and out, lubricated only by the small amount of spit I had applied. I could feel the hot walls of her rectum moving aside as my finger entered her repeatedly, pushing it as deep inside her as I could until my knuckles nudged at her puckering rim. Her ass hole was so tight and delicious I had to have a taste, so I withdrew my finger and pulled her panties down to her knees, where her parted legs held them in place while I stretched her ass cheeks wide open again and planted my lips between them. She quivered as my tongue lashed over the tiny ripples of pink flesh surrounding the hole and moaned softly as I licked hungrily at the crevice of her ass. With my hands grasping her cheeks firmly, I began to pull them away and spank them a few more times, causing her to cringe and gasp in horror as the tender flesh received another thrashing. The sound of her whimpering voice was turning me on so much that my mind was filled with all manner of depraved acts that I wanted to perform, or get her to perform. 
 
   “I had no idea I had employed a whore!” I said, slipping into my new dominant role quite comfortably. I stepped aside and ran the zip of my own skirt down over my thigh, allowing it to drop to the floor to reveal my equally naughty g-string beneath. She licked her lips as she gazed back at me, eyeing up my bare flesh as I gripped the sides and pulled the skimpy knickers down to my ankles. I stood behind her with my thin strip of pubic hair on full show just above my pussy, almost like it was directing her where to focus her attention. I sat back in my executive swivel chair and lifted my legs up to place my ankles at either side of her body on the edge of the desk in front of me. As my thighs parted, she turned around and stared at the dripping wet petals of my labia. I placed my two fore fingers on my pussy lips and spread them apart to reveal my juicy pink vulva, still trembling softly as I exposed myself to her. Then, I leaned forward and placed my hand around the back of her head so I could pull her closer. She shuffled up between my legs and knelt before me, staring intently at my aching pussy as if it was beckoning her. I pressed on the back of her head, tugging on the strands of hair that I had spun around my fingers until finally she leaned all the way in and started to stroke the tip of her tongue over my clitoris. 
 
   Forcing her to eat my pussy was so arousing I could feel the juices seeping from the glands around my vulva almost immediately, which she fervently licked up as her tongue lashed over the tingling opening of my vagina. I could feel it sliding inside me as she massaged the first inch or two of the pink, fleshy walls while I knocked my head back against the seat and moaned amidst my breathless panting. She knew exactly what she was doing and even though I was fantasising that I was forcing her to do it, I could tell that there was no coercion necessary. She snacked around my clit, sucking on it and even nibbling gently at the ultra sensitive little bean as it poked out from under its fleshy hood while her fingers slipped inside me and circled around the spongy area of my g-spot. She hooked them back towards her and tugged on it, driving me into a fit of energetic, even orgasmic hip thrashing. I loved every second of it but I wanted more, much more!
 
   “Stand up, whore!” I barked. She pulled her lips away reluctantly and rose to her feet in front of me. I took my feet down off the edge of the desk and stood before her, running my fingers over her blouse for almost a minute without speaking. Then, completely out of the blue I felt a sudden surge of violent energy taking control of my body. I gripped the sides of her blouse and ripped them away, sending her buttons scattering across the room as I ripped the shirt open to reveal her supple breasts hiding inside her bra. Luckily, the catch was between the cups, so I didn’t even need to remove her blouse from her shoulders. Instead, I pushed her back against the desk and forced her to lie on top of the papers that were strewn across the wooden surface. Her head hit the desk with a thud as I pushed her back, foisting her legs into the air.
 
   “Hold!” I said, commanding her to keep them raised at my sides while I unlatched the clasp of her bra to release her young, juicy breasts from its clutches. They jiggled slightly as I pulled the cups aside and then again as I flicked the pokey, firm teats sitting atop each of her lovely fleshy mounds. They were so pretty and were crying out to be sucked and tortured, but there was one final thing left to do. I opened my desk drawer and pulled out the two items that I had kept stored inside for the occasion. She recognised the first one from the jangling metal as I pulled out a pair of shiny, stainless steel handcuffs. Moved around to the other side of the desk, I yanked her arm up above her head and snapped each of the cuffs over her wrists, looping the chain beneath the metal handle of another drawer to bind her arms in place. With that taken care of, I was free to pull out the hefty strap-on dildo that had lain quietly in my drawer ready for use. I attached the straps quickly around my waist to leave an enormous black cock protruding from my crotch. I stroked it a couple of times as I moved up between her floating thighs and then pressed the chunky rubbed coated head up to her soaking wet labia. The perfect pink pear drop of her labia was glistening in the dull light coming in through the closed blinds behind me, and as much as I wanted to kneel down and taste her for myself, I wanted to fuck her even more.
 
   I plunged the whole shaft of the dildo inside her, stretching her tight labia sideways around the immense black cock until her clitoris pounded against my pubic bone. With massive, heaving thrusts I began to slide it in and out of her pussy, fucking her slowly at first but quickly intensifying the pace while she writhed and moaned breathlessly on the table in front of me. I leaned over her body with her legs bouncing at my sides and began to grope at the soft, fleshy lumps of her breasts. They wobbled with every thrust that I slammed against her crotch, cushioned only by the grasp of my fingers closing in around them. I squeezed each of her nipples between my fingers and thumbs, causing her to cry out in agony. The sound of her croaking voice as I brutally flicked and tweezed her defenceless nipples sent another surge of tingling energy to my clit, which was being pounded equally as hard by the base of the dildo pressing against it. The two of us were rapidly becoming more and more turned on and before long the contents of my desk were almost completely scattered to the floor at our sides by her violent thrashing hips. I slapped her breasts from side to side, turning them as red as her ass and almost camouflaging her nipples before turning my attention to her face.
 
   Her cheeks were dripping with tears from the intense pain of my nipple torture, but the elated sighs coming from between her lips suggested an entirely different emotional state. I raised my palm and slapped her firmly across the cheek, sending a light spray of spit and tears into the air. For a brief moment her eyes flared up with excitement, but then she remembered her place and went back to sobbing and begging for more.
 
   “Thank you!” she whispered, staring up at me as I pounded her pussy. I could tell she was nearing an orgasm and so was I. It seemed that she was a glutton for punishment and I knew that there was one more thing I could try to push her over the edge – I knew it would make me cum as well! I moved my hand down from her cheek and curled my fingers and thumb around her throat, gripping it tightly and cutting off her air supply. I choked her and watched as she gasped impotently for air while I fucked her gaping pussy. She loved it, instantly rolling her eyes into the back of her head as she slipped into a powerful orgasm. I didn’t let go until finally I felt the overwhelming surge of ecstasy myself, by which time she was wriggling violently on the table and gagging beneath the pressure of my fingers. I released them, allowing her to take in a huge breath of air just as she reached the peak of her climax, but in reality the timing was coincidental. I was simply too weak to hold on as my fingers had turned to jelly in the throes of passion. My hips convulsed abruptly, crashing against her clitoris even harder as I came and forcing the base of the dildo to smash against my own clit at the same time. We both wailed in ecstasy as we shuddered and thrashed our way through our mesmerising orgasms, with the sound the handcuffs jangling at the drawer handle filling the room and punctuating the sound of moaning, panting and skin slapping together. I gave her nipples one final slap and then collapsed forward, using her body as a pillow while I tried to catch my breath. The dildo slipped out of her pussy, rubbing directly over her g-spot and causing her to shudder once more beneath me while the glaze of sweat on her stomach smeared across my cheeks. 
 
   After that, our working relationship barely changed. We never once spoke of that sordid encounter, but a few days later she came into my office late after work and presented me with another piece of paper. I feared that it might be a resignation letter, but as I read through it I realised that it was riddled with spelling mistakes. She would have to be punished, regularly and thoroughly!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Meet the Wife
 
   Ever since she had started work at my office a few months earlier, Hayley and I had shared a rather flirty relationship. Bundled away in the back office of a small accounting firm with five co-workers, we would often find naughty ways to get up to all kinds of mischief, we spent more time gossiping and secretly making fun of the others than we did actually completing our work. My own productivity probably plummeted, but I didn’t care. She was such a magnetic personality that I found myself drawn towards her from the moment she was introduced to the group. It helped that we were sat next to each other on a long desk along the back with the rest of the office facing away from us, affording us ample opportunity to get up to all sorts of mischief. I had never even been particularly flirty in the past, always finding it difficult to strike up a conversation with another woman let alone a relationship, leading to a brief string of disappointing sexual encounters. Hayley, on the other hand, felt like I had known her all my life despite having only met some months earlier. Of course, it helped that I was infatuated with her ginger tinged auburn hair and the sizeable rack she kept squeezed into her designer work outfits. With it being summer time, I had plenty of opportunities to sneak a sly peek at her tremendous jiggling cleavage.
 
   Subtlety had never been my strong suit and she soon cottoned on to my game. She didn’t seem to mind, though. In fact, she welcomed it and even pulled the neck line of her top to the side to expose herself to me. I was so embarrassed and I was convinced that she had only done it to shame me, but part of me hoped that she was as interested in me as I was in her. Later that night, all I could think about was that brief flash of nipple that she had given to me. I began to fantasise about her and even thought about being with her, but my imagination was running wild and I was getting ahead of myself. It turned out that she actually had a girlfriend, but when I asked to see a picture of her she declined and became eerily cautious. I wondered if she was lying to me – playing hard to get or trying some mind trick on me to gauge my reaction. I had never been any good at reading people and I had no idea what was going on with her. All I knew was the immense frustration of being told that she was already taken, that I couldn’t have her for myself. That said, I continued to flirt outrageously with her at work and my masturbation fantasies became ever more heated and intense with every passing night. Knowing that she might be having sex with her girlfriend was a strangely perverted turn-on, even though I knew that it didn’t involve me at all. My initial jealousy gave way to a burning desire to join in on their sex lives and the ideas of a threesome were rarely out of my mind.
 
   I never thought it would ever happen, though, and in a way it never did happen the way I pictured it as I lay alone in my bed with my fingers gently nudging between my legs. However, one evening after work we were getting ready to leave when she popped the question.
 
   “Would you care to join us for dinner?” she asked, “With Me and Erin?”
 
   “Oh?” I half gasped, never expecting to ever meet the mystery woman. She still hadn’t shown me a picture of her and a part of me still suspected, even hoped that she wasn’t real.
 
   “Yeah...” she said, lingering in front of me for an extended pause as she psychically convinced me to accept. With the mere notion of a threesome lodged deep in my mind, I graciously accepted.
 
   “I’d love to!” I replied, beaming with excitement as we made our way out to her car and drove away destined for her home. For the entire twenty minute journey I could feel my clitoris tingling harder and harder inside my panties as I secretly imagined the steamy hot sex we were about to have. Occasionally I would feel a cold shower of doubt descending over me as I spoke to her, but the possibility of something more happening never left my mind. She made small talk, telling me about Erin’s incredible risotto and the tiramisu she had made for dessert. I got the impression from her wry smile that she wasn’t telling me the whole truth, but I was so blinded by the prospects of any sexual contact with her that I was willing to skirt over her blatant secrecy. She was hiding something with a sense of glee that matched the look in her eyes at Christmas as she watched a loved one opening their presents. I could tell that she couldn’t wait for me to meet this Erin girl and truth be told, even though I resented her possible existence at first, I found myself aching to meet her as well. I had no idea what she even looked like, and yet I had somehow fantasised about having sex with the two of them. The picture in my head seemed almost quaint in comparison to the dark, depraved sight that awaited us when we finally rolled up to her beautiful house in the suburbs.
 
   “After you!” she said, waving me in through the door. I was immediately hit by the scent of perfume emanating from an electric air freshener on the wall, which wafted out atop the waves of warm air coming from inside. The lights were on and as I walked into the living room I could tell that there was indeed someone home. She not fake then, I thought to myself, slightly dejected. Still, the sweet scent invading my nostrils had sent a chill of excitement down my spine and even before Hayley spoke I could feel myself becoming oddly aroused. I was certain there was some sort of pheromone in the air freshener or a strong aphrodisiac in the food that was being prepared beyond my view in the kitchen. 
 
   “Please, take a seat!” she offered, waving me to the black leather couch beside my leg. I took off my jacket and sat back, reclining against the firm but luxuriously comfy cushions while she disappeared into the kitchen. She returned moments later with a much bigger smile on her face and sat next to me on the couch, in such a way that would make it impossible for another person to fit. Straight away I became fixated by the potential social awkwardness for which I was famous. I began to dread this girl coming in to find that I had taken her seat, but alas I had nothing to worry about. In fact, as I heard a shuffling sound approaching from the archway leading into the kitchen area, there was something else that was of far greater concern. I noticed something move out of the corner of my eye and looked over the tall arm of the chair to see what it might have been, but there nothing there. My eyes were staring too high, though, as a second or two later I realised precisely why I hadn’t see a picture of Erin. She appeared before me on her knees, inching delicately forward with her back bent forward and a tray resting on her back with two precariously perched glasses of white wine resting on top. That wasn’t the only thing that shocked me, though – far from it! 
 
   In addition to her unorthodox method of drink delivery, she was dressed from head to toe in an impossibly skin-tight PVC cat suit that left almost no part of her body on show. Her mouth was exposed, but lodged between her jaws there was a shiny red ball gag that was strapped around the back of her head. I had no idea how she could possibly see where she was going as her eyes were as covered by the thick plastic fabric as the rest of her body. My mouth was agape as Hayley took the drinks and handed one to me as if it was all completely normal. A bead of condensation trickled down the side of the glass, catching my attention with a glimmering reflection of the candlelight behind me. Erin, or whoever it was remained utterly still in front of me, as if she was waiting for something. Hayley took a long sip of her wine and savoured it, cherishing every second that she got to hold the power over the poor woman kneeling before us. Still, I guessed that it was surely consensual as there was nothing stopping the girl from leaving. At least, not yet there wasn’t. 
 
   “Well? What are you waiting for, dog?” she barked, and pulled out a long bamboo cane from behind the couch. Erin turned around and began to crawl away, sticking her tight ass out behind her as she crept towards the kitchen. Hayley leaned over and lashed the cane across her PVC-clad ass with a sudden crack that almost made me spill my wine. The plastic cat suit squeezed with every minute movement of her arms and legs as she disappeared from view. As shocking as it seemed to me at the time, I couldn’t deny that the sight and sound of her being struck by the cane sent a momentary surge of pleasure to my clit. I could feel it throbbing between my thighs as I watched her ass moving away and all I wanted to do was lower my fingers and touch myself. Even more arousing was the shiny silver zip running between her legs, as if she was a sex toy that could be opened up and used at Hayley’s will.
 
   “What do you think?” she asked, “Do you like it?”
 
   “It?” I asked, completely perplexed by what I had just seen.
 
   “You know, I was sure you would run for the door...“ she said, “But you didn’t.”
 
   “Hah?” I laughed, still unsure what she meant, or what her intentions were in invited me round for dinner. I’m not wearing a cat suit if that’s what you’re thinking, I thought, and if you try to use that cane on me it’s going straight up your ass! However, she had no such intention. I was her guest and was to receive only the most pleasant of attention.
 
   “It is here to please.” she replied with her usual mischievous grin as her eyebrows danced with glee, “It has been looking forward to this evening for a while.”
 
   “Is this a joke?” I asked, smiling cautiously and suspecting Erin to return with a mocking look on her face. My paranoia had reached new heights, although I don’t think anyone could have blamed me. There wasn’t a hint of levity in her eyes, though.
 
   “No.” she replied, “What do you mean?”
 
   “Well...” I said, choosing my words carefully so as not to offend or embarrass myself, “Does she wear that all the time?”
 
   “Not all the time...” she said, “Sometimes it needs to be washed.”
 
   I genuinely couldn’t decide if she meant the girl or the cat suit. I imagined her turning a cold hose on the poor girl in her back yard like the new inmates at a 1940s prison.
 
   “You liked it, didn’t you?” she grinned, tilting her head as if she was trying to calculate my thoughts.
 
   “Liked what?” I asked, but I knew exactly what she meant. My best efforts to play it cool were no match for her inquisitive glare.
 
   “When I whipped her?” she replied, “It turned you on.”
 
   All I could do was chuckle nervously, but my silence and the long stare that I shot back at her answered for me. She held out the cane, offering it to me as she set her wine down on the small table by the side of the couch. I took it in my hand without even thinking about it while she pressed her fingers to her lips and blew a short, piercing wolf whistle in the direction of the kitchen. Moments later, the gimp-suited girl returned on her hands and knees, this time without the drinks tray. She sat before us like an obedient dog and awaited her master’s command, facing ashamedly towards the floor.
 
   “Face away from us, dog!” said sneered, and the girl turned away and bent over the gorgeous coffee table in the centre of the room. Her ass remained still behind her as it stuck out in front of me, beckoning me to strike it with the cane dangling loosely from my fingers. Hayley nodded, encouraging me to do what I so desperately wanted to do. I held it out like a sword and conjured the emotional strength to cross the sexual barrier that lay before me. My hand was trembling and the long wooden stick was waving in the air like a magician’s wand about to perform a trick. I positioned it above her ass and with one final look for confirmation from Hayley, I gently tapped it over the girl’s ass. Hayley erupted with laughter at my feeble effort.
 
   “Again!” she cackled, “And make contact this time!”
 
   I raised the cane again and lashed it a little harder across the girl’s ass, this time eliciting a little movement. It still wasn’t nearly as harsh as Hayley’s strike earlier, so I tried again. This time, bolstered by the confidence of my first two attempts, I put every ounce of strength in my arm into slicing it across her ass. She bolted forward and banged her thighs against the side of the table, and even let out a brief but audible whimper as the pain shot through her body. 
 
   “Quiet, dog!” barked Hayley, turning to me with an even naughtier glint in her eye, “More!”
 
   I cracked the cane down hard over the girl’s ass, leaving a series of long indentations in the black plastic covering her skin. I wondered how much of a barrier it was providing for her, but from the screams she was giving off I could tell that it couldn’t have been very much at all. 
 
   “Silence!” she commanded again, leaning forward to slap the sides of the girl’s face. She nodded at me again and I whipped her ass a few more times, only now she remained absolutely silent. It was turning me on so much that my breath began to waver as I thrashed her. Hayley immediately picked up on my state of arousal and took the cane from me.
 
   “Would you like to try something a little more fun?” she asked, tapping the sides of the girl’s chest to turn her around again. I nodded, shivering slightly as I imagined what she might have in store. Her eyes descended to my thighs; more specifically, the zip running down the side. She moved her hand across the couch and started to roll it down my leg, and even though I was more nervous than I’d ever been in my life, I simply watched and allowed her to continue. She released my skirt and unravelled it from my waist as I lifted my crotch slightly into the air, exposing my panties and saucy stockings and suspenders for them both to see. My faint strip of pubic hair was visible through the lace fabric covering my pussy, and if they looked closely enough they would surely have seen the glistening excesses of moisture seeping out from around the sides of the material. I relaxed back on the couch and took a deep breath as Hayley released the ball gag from her slave’s mouth. She placed it to one side, allowing me to see the girl’s beautifully pink lips and slithering tongue as she smacked them together to exercise her newly freed jaw. 
 
   “Are you hungry?” she asked of the slave, who nodded in return. She shuffled over between my legs and waited for me to detach the suspenders from my French panties and pull them down over my thighs. I was sure she couldn’t see anything, but somehow she could tell exactly where my hands were the whole time, as if she had some sort of sexual spider-sense. I kicked my knickers away and lay back, spreading my legs for her as she leaned closer. Hayley simply watched on as her slave began to slither her tongue around the throbbing bean of my clitoris. She clamped her lips down tightly around the hood and started to lash her tongue over it, instantly sending me into a shivering fit of ecstasy. The sensation of her taste buds grating over my clit was electrifying and I couldn’t help myself from thrusting my hips up to meet the pressure of her mouth. In fact, I wrapped my hand around the back of her head and pressed her tongue ever harder against my clit, fucking her face with my crotch as she lapped vigorously around it. I could have stayed there all evening, enjoying the immense slithering touch of her tongue as she snacked on my pussy, but as Hayley stood up and moved around behind her slave with the cane in her hand, I knew that she had much more in store for me. 
 
   She watched for a little while, simply content with the sight of Erin’s head bobbing up and down gently over my bare crotch as I writhed in ecstasy on the couch. She raised the cane and smacked it down across the small of girl’s back, just above her ass. She squealed in agony but didn’t relent with the pressure of her tongue for a moment. The sound of her painful shriek sent a fresh gush of juices to my pussy and drove me wild with every successive scream that she made as Hayley flayed her concealed ass. Every crack of the cane over her body caused her to lunge forward, adding even more pressure to my clit as she licked hungrily around it, occasionally moving further south to explore my vulva. She parted my labia and lapped up every drop of the juices that had accumulated between them, working her tongue around the opening of my tight pussy while I circled my fingers around my clit. I kept my eyes focused on the clenched cheeks behind her, though, growing increasingly aroused by the sight of her body being struck by the cane. Her flesh was surely numb by that point after the beating she had received, but Hayley was far from finished. She put the cane down and walked over to the side of the couch, where she pulled out a small bag from underneath. She opened it up to reveal a hefty flogging whip and then moved back behind the slave to whip her once again.
 
   She held it high above her head and landed it down over the poor girl’s ass, this time spreading the impact zone out over a much wider area as the hundreds of spindly knotted tassels fanned out and struck her supple curves. Her body shook violently in an attempt to rub her burning flesh against the insides of the cat suit to quell the pain, but Hayley barely allowed her a second to recover before striking the flogger down once more. She kept going, punishing her slave and covering every inch of her back, ass and thighs with the whip until she was reeling in agony before me, still licking resolutely and obediently around my clit. I kept my hands pressed to my chest as I groped my breasts, enjoying every second that she spent eating me out and amplifying the already overwhelming pleasure by pinching at my nipples through the soft cups of my bra. I unbuttoned my blouse and removed the bra to lie naked on the couch with my legs spread wide apart for the girl. I didn’t even know what she looked like beneath the shiny black plastic, but I did know that she was very adept with her tongue.
 
   “Make it eat your ass!” cackled Hayley, spinning her finger around as she pointed to my crotch. Even though the notion had only just been put into my mind, I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more. I quickly spun around and face away from them with my hands gripping the back of the sofa and my ass sticking out behind me. I backed up onto Erin’s outstretched tongue and buried it between my ass cheeks, forcing her to lick around the puckering rim of my deliciously pink anus just as hungrily as she had done with my clit. I felt her tongue poking and prodding its way around the ring of delicate flesh, working its way inside me while I gently rocked back and forth against her face. It was so hot and the feel of her taste buds now sliding a centimetre or two inside my rectum made me reach down to twiddle my clitoris for extra stimulation. I bobbed my ass against her face, urging her to sink her tongue even deeper into my ass, and to my surprise she kept going, pushing it another inch inside me until her teeth were digging into the flesh around my ass hole. I could hear the crack of the whip lashing across her ass and back every few seconds, causing her to jolt forward and bite the soft flesh between my cheeks. 
 
   Suddenly, she pulled away as Hayley retrieved some more toys from the bag under the couch. First, she pulled out another gag, which she strapped firmly into the slave’s mouth. However, this one was nothing like the first one – it was a mouth dildo that protruded from her face like a giant black horn in the shape of a thick, veiny penis. The mouth piece completely concealed her mouth, covering up what little of her body was still visible. Then, Hayley knelt down behind her and carefully peeled the zip under her crotch open. It split apart to reveal the sensual delight of her tight young pussy, and if her lips were anything to go by, her labia were surely pristinely pink. She grabbed the final implement from the bag – a monster strap on dildo – and attached it to her waist, not even bothering to get undressed. Watching her slave snacking on my pussy and my ass had enraged her sexuality and made her far more aggressive than I was used to seeing her. She had turned from flirty siren to sex goddess in a matter of minutes. She pressed the head of the dildo up against the slave’s pussy, sliding it between the shiny teeth of the zip as it spread her labia wide apart. Then, the girl moved her head forward to meet my pussy, which was still hanging off the edge of the couch as I knelt before her.
 
   Her saliva was dripping down from my ass hole from where she had just been licking, but I needed no extra lubrication. My pussy was already soaking wet and shimmering in the reflection of the candles she had laid out around the living room. As Hayley began to thrust the full weight of her body against her slave’s ass, the momentum caused the girl to bolt forward and plunge the dildo sticking out of her mouth directly into my pussy. I felt it sinking inside me, pushing out the walls of my vagina as its ribbed shaft massaged every single nerve ending, applying unrelenting pressure to my g-spot while I continued to flick my clit with my fingers. Her nose nudged against my ass hole as the dildo entered me repeatedly, driving me wild with lust and causing me to ram my ass back onto her face so that the dildo penetrated me as deeply as it possibly could. It was so much wider than any toy I’d ever used and a few times I had to lurch forward to relieve the intense surges of pleasure that were soaring through my bones. My whole body was shaking and the sound of the whip cracking again and again over the slave’s back was quickly sending me into a powerful climax. I gave up trying to fight it and gave into my urges, pushing back on the dildo as hard as I could while Hayley pounded the girl from behind.
 
   The room was filled with the sound of the whip striking the her body, the endless squeaking of the black plastic surrounding her body and the my own breathless panting as I inched closer and closer to my inevitable, impending climax. The force of Hayley’s thrusting was ramming the slave’s mouth dildo hard into my pussy, effectively fucking both of us at the same time. She clearly loved it and continued to thrash the poor girl while I wailed in front of both of them. The image of the girl’s ass between the teeth of the zip entered my mind and i fantasised about tasting it, sticking my tongue between her cheeks to return the favour. That one thought alone was too much for me to handle and tipped me over the edge into an immense, thrashing orgasm that caused the slave’s head to jerk violently left and right with the force of my body. Hayley continued to whip her, and the sound of the whip striking the plastic cat suit prolonged my state of bliss for what seemed like an eternity. Even the slave, who was there purely to serve my needs, was writhing in ecstasy as she took every thrust and thrash of Hayley’s hips and whip. The muscles of my vagina gripped the dildo shaft tightly and forced her to lunge forward as my whole body went into a series of powerful spasms. It was the most intense orgasm I’d ever felt and it lasted for ages.
 
   Finally, I collapsed sideways onto the couch and tried to reclaim control of my breath. Hayley came and sat next to me, tenderly stroking the side of my cheek while my heart rate slowed to a normal pace. Just then, an alarm began to ring out from the kitchen, and the slave promptly disappeared out of view. 
 
   “Ah, just in time!” beamed Hayley. I had worked up quite the appetite during our steamy sex session, but it wasn’t just for the food. I had discovered a whole new aspect of my sexuality that had laid dormant all of my life and had suddenly and spectacularly exploded in my face. There was plenty of time left in the evening for us to explore it together, as well!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Caught Red Handed
 
   My friend, Nicki, and I had spent much of our first summer after graduating from high school enjoying each other’s company and lazing around our houses as we waited and prepared to depart for university some weeks later. I always referred to her as my special friend, and while that code went straight over my father’s head, his new wife, Ellen, knew exactly what we meant. I had known from a fairly young age that I was a lesbian and so had Nicki, allowing a beautiful relationship to blossom between us as we explored our sexuality using each other’s bodies. It was a time of incredibly self discovery and thankfully my dad and my step-mother worked such long hours that we were able to indulge our naughtiest fantasies in the privacy of my bedroom practically every single day without interruption. We sometimes had sleepovers and while my dad thought nothing of it, Ellen was fully aware of what we were getting up to behind closed doors. She let us be for the most part, although I could tell from her flirty persona that she might have harboured some affection for me or Nicki, or maybe even both of us. There was a glint in her eye that suggested she would like to join in with us, although I had no doubt that she loved my dad unequivocally. With her stunning red hair and pale complexion, I always thought that she was probably a little out of my dad’s league, but they seemed extremely happy together and I guess there was no accounting for taste. Lucky him, I thought, only slightly jealous.
 
   It was a boiling hot summer’s afternoon and Nicki and I were chilling in my bedroom as usual, fighting the urge to get all hot and sweaty and losing badly. The sight of her sitting cross-legged opposite me on the bed in her skimpy shorts and vest top was making my clitoris throb so intensely that I could barely think of anything else. She, too, couldn’t take her eyes off my locks of shimmering black hair as they draped over the top of my cleavage, almost a mirror image of her despite her strawberry tinged, golden hair. The TV was on but we were paying little attention to it, instead choosing to rub the tips of our fingers between our legs as the scent of our excited pussies filled the warm air between us. The unavoidable itch inside my shorts was growing stronger by the second and as we gently touched ourselves, I was also fighting another urge. You see, a few days earlier I had been rooting around in my dad’s bedroom for my hairdryer, which Ellen had borrowed and not bothered to give back. I had checked the top of her dresser and the chest of drawers, and even peered into their closet to find it, to no avail. When I checked under the bed, however, I found a hell of a lot more than a hairdryer!
 
   “Do you wanna see something?” I asked Nicki, biting my bottom lip to control the nervous energy trembling through my bones. 
 
   “What is it?” she asked, slightly worried by my unhinged smile. I didn’t know how to explain it, so I simply gripped her reluctant hand and led her out onto the landing. Both Ellen and my dad had both gone off to work that morning and weren’t expected back for some time, so the house was completely quiet apart from the soft crumple of our angelic footsteps on the carpet. She trailed behind me hand in hand as I pulled her up to the master bedroom and took her inside.
 
   “Are you sure we can go in here?” she asked, “I mean, isn’t this private?”
 
   I nodded; my smile stretching even wider across my face as I realised that she had no idea just how true her words really were. 
 
   “Don’t worry, it’s fine!” I reassured her as I pushed the door ajar behind us. I dragged her over to the side of the bed and knelt down, giggling maniacally to myself as I lifted up the long duvet hanging over the side of the mattress. It was still there; a large suitcase that until a few days earlier I had never seen before in my life. It certainly wasn’t the one we used whenever we went away on holiday, which made me wonder what was inside. If it wasn’t intended for travelling, it was surely made for storing something, but what? Of course, by that point I already knew, but Nicki had no clue. I popped the catches open and lifted the enormous lid into the air, peering up at her face to watch her reaction as she saw what lay inside. Her eyes bulged instantly as she raised her fingers to cover her gaping mouth. She shook her head in amazement and let out a nervous giggle, backing away slightly as I tried to beckon her closer.
 
   “What do you reckon this is?” I said, pulling out a device that I didn’t recognise. If the other contents of the case were anything to go by, though, it was definitely something extremely kinky. She laughed and stepped closer again, remaining completely silent as she knelt next to me on the carpet and began to inspect the contents. It was brimming with all manner of twisted sex toys and bondage equipment, from dildos and butt plugs to rope, shackles and countless whips and a bunch of other stuff I didn’t recognise. I picked up a handful of thin rope and chuckled to myself, turning to face Nicki as she inspected a leather-bound paddle in her hand. She looked at me with the same expression that I’d had for several minutes, convinced by the endless throb of her clitoris to have some fun with our newfound stash. 
 
   “Wanna play?” I asked, but before I could finish she had risen to her feet and was climbing on to the bed with the paddle resting by her side. Something told me that maybe she’d fantasised about it before, as she had agreed much more quickly than I ever would have imagined. Still, I wasn’t about to waste time fretting about such matters when there was a hot girl in front of me waiting to be spanked. She bent over on all fours and looked back at me, playfully wiggling her ass behind her as I grabbed the paddle and prepared to strike. Having never done it before, I didn’t want to be too harsh, so I gently tapped it against the back of her shorts. 
 
   “Do it!” she goaded me, running the tip of her tongue suggestively under her top teeth and shaking her ass at me, “Come on! Spank me!”
 
   I did it again, this time so hard that it caused her to jolt forward slightly. She clenched her ass and moaned seductively, clutching the duvet in her fingers as the tingling sensation spread across her cheeks. She looked back and nodded at me, urging me to continue. So, I spanked her again, even harder and faster and eliciting an even louder groan of approval. 
 
   “Have you done this before?” I asked, slightly concerned by how much she liked it.
 
   “Nope...” she replied, “I’m just so turned on!”
 
   “You dirty bitch!” I cackled, raising the paddle to strike her again. Before I could land it down over her ass, though, she reached back and pulled her shorts down to her knees and foisted her ass in the air with her head on the duvet. Her pussy was dripping wet and the slim pink slit of her labia was glistening in the sunlight beaming in through the window. She wasn’t lying; she really did love it!
 
   “Oh yeah!” she gasped softly, “Keep going!”
 
   My own pussy was becoming equally as moist as hers and for some reason the sight of the sore, dark pink patches on her ass was turning me on more than anything I’d ever experienced. We had done so much together and yet opening that box had widened our eyes to a whole new realm of pleasure that we didn’t even know existed. I slammed the paddle onto her ass, making her squeal in agony as she bolted forward on the bed. Still, she held firm and waited for another, which came moments later. The more I paddled her ass, the wetter my pussy became and darker a shade of red her skin turned. I couldn’t explain it since I loved her so much, but using her body that way was so arousing that while I spanked her ass, I kept my free hand pressed to my crotch, rubbing vigorously around my clitoris through the thin nylon fabric of my shorts. I grew so horny that I couldn’t resist upping the ante a little. I placed the paddle aside and leaned down to grab a length of the rope in the case. Before I could proceed, I wanted her to be naked. So, I pulled her shorts down and then pulled her thong down while she stripped away her vest top. We moved frantically, feeling our libidos draining with every second that we spent not using the multitude of toys we had discovered.
 
   With her completely naked on the bed, I pulled her arms down at her sides, forcing her ass to remain in the air with her face pressed against the bed. I lined up her wrists with her ankles and proceeded to wind the rope around them, binding her in place so she couldn’t resist me. She seemed to love giving up all control of her body and being blessed with such trust was just as exciting for me. I tied several knots in the rope, making sure she couldn’t come loose while I played with her body. Then, as I looked down I noticed one final thing I could use to restrict her – a roll of duct tape. I peeled off roughly six inches of the thick, grey sticky tape and bit it away from the roll, slapping it down over her mouth to silence her screams. As I looked at the array of toys on offer, I couldn’t wait to do some real damage, but I knew that I would have to moderate myself a little. I was getting so worked up that I had completely failed to notice the sound of tyres rumbling up the driveway and with Nicki’s head turned away from the door, neither of us had realised that were no longer as alone as we thought.
 
   Suddenly, I felt two arms wrapping around me and I jumped in horror as I gazed across at the mirror on the wall to see Ellen standing right behind me. She clasped my body with her arms enclosed tightly around my shoulders. Although I was terrified of her sudden appearance, feeling her breasts pressing against my back just amplified my state of arousal. I could smell her strong perfume wafting up my nose as she wrestled with me, trying to force me to calm down as I kicked out on the edge of the bed. Realising something was wrong, Nicki looked back to see me struggling to escape Ellen’s clutches, but I’d tied the knots in the rope too tightly for her to escape. 
 
   “Well well well!” she sneered, “Who said you could go rifling through my things??”
 
   “I’m sorry!” I begged, finally relaxing my body as the realisation set in that there was no way out of my situation. 
 
   “So, you’re a kinky little bitch, eh?” she barked, gripping me tightly behind the neck as she pushed me closer to Nicki’s exposed ass. She was so strong that I had no way to resist and somehow she had managed to hold both of my wrists together behind my back, severely limiting my ability to move. She pushed my head closer until finally my mouth was pinned between Nicki’s cheeks, forcing me to taste her ass. 
 
   “Eat!” she commanded, “Eat her ass!”
 
   It was something we had only ever tried once before and had given up almost instantly, grossed out by the prospects of licking a girl’s anus. But for some reason as she held me place and forced me to lap my tongue over Nicki’s perfectly smooth pink ass hole, my clitoris began to pulsate even harder inside my shorts. My heart was pounded almost as fast inside my chest and as she repeatedly jammed my mouth between Nicki’s ass cheek, I could feel the moisture of my pussy spilling out around my thong. As much as I liked being dominant, there was something equally arousing about being forced against my will, too! Add to that the incredible feeling of Nicki’s anus pressing against my tongue and it was the most erotic moment of my life. She moved me down slightly, pushing face into Nicki’s crotch so I could snack on her pussy, which I immediately began to lick around as I worked my tongue between her dripping wet labia. She moaned through the duct tape, submitting to her situation and enjoying every second of it.
 
   Ellen pulled me away and, after collecting some more of the rope from the case lying beside the bed, she dragged me over to the wardrobe behind us and pinned me back against it. She stood in front of me with her claws digging into my chest while she hoisted my arms into the air above me. She could barely take her eyes off my heaving cleavage beneath my skimpy vest top long enough to tie my wrists together. She bound them to the sturdy metal handle on the top door, binding my arms above my head to give her free reign over my body. Suddenly I found myself begging for her to use me the way I had been beating Nicki’s ass, but she had a far worse torture in mind for me. She crouched down in front of me and pulled my shorts down over my slender young thighs. My thong followed immediately after as she peeled it down to my ankles and discarded with both, leaving me almost naked apart from my vest. She gripped me legs beneath my knees and hoisted them up in the air at her sides as she leaned in towards my crotch, pressing her lips to my thin patch of pubic hair before kissing her way down to my clit. I felt her tongue lashing around it, flicking it from side to side as her saliva drooled all over my pussy. My clit was so firm that it was almost like a toggle switch under the pressure of her tongue, snapping it on and off repeatedly as I moaned above. 
 
   She ate me out for a little while, taking whatever she wanted from my pussy before setting my feet back down on the carpet and fetching a large ball-headed massager from the case. She attached from more of the rope to the little hole on the other end and draped it around my neck, allowing the vibrating head to dangle just in front of my clit. At first I thought it was a bit strange considering that most of her toys were designed for a much more painful purpose, but then as she switched it on and left me to writhe endlessly against the wardrobe doors, I realised just how tortuous it was going to be. She left me there, instead focusing her attention on my girlfriend, who still lay on the bed with her arms and legs bound together. I could only watch as the massaging ball drilled away just in front of my clitoris, bouncing off the cushion of my pubic hair and swelling inside me a feeling of utter bliss. She picked up a long black leather whip from the case and allowed it to unfurl, lightly brushing the frayed tassels at the end over the carpet. With a sudden crack, she lashed it into the air behind Nicki’s ass, making her jump half out of her skin before realising it hadn’t made contact. She did it again, even louder that time as she taunted her, cackling like a witch at her own cruelty. I could tell that even though it was yet another boundary that we had yet to cross, Nicki wanted it more than anything.
 
   Ellen poised herself behind Nicki’s ass and with a sharp snap of her wrist, she lashed the whip over the back of my girlfriend’s thighs. Even from several feet away I could instantly see the supple flesh jiggling back into position as a deep red mark formed across both of her legs. She whipped her again, causing Nicki to let out a piercing scream that was only slightly muffled by the duct tape. Ellen hadn’t even noticed that I’d gagged her, and as she saw the tape plastered across Nicki’s mouth, she turned to me with a look of approval. I had done well, and that brief moment of acceptance from my master made me quiver with excitement. I couldn’t believe how horny I was getting from merely bowing to her will. It was becoming even more arousing than being the in control and the fact that she had tied me up and forced to watch as she battered Nicki’s ass without any involvement from me was the ultimate domination. Nicki’s ear-splitting screams slowly turned to loud, aggressive moans of ecstasy as the pain flooded her system and overwhelmed her senses. Her body was covered in red patches and deep lash marks from the impact of the whip, but that was nothing compared to what came next. 
 
   She dropped the whip expertly back into the case without even looking and then crouched down at the side of the bed behind Nicki. The room went deadly quiet apart from the subtle hum of the vibrator buzzing away between my legs. She placed her hands on Nicki’s cheeks and spread them even wider apart, gripping the flesh and sending a surge of searing pain through her body as she pressed against the burning flesh. Nicki cried out at the top of her voice, croaking pathetically and squeezing her hands into tight fists at the sides of her ankles as the only way she could moderate the pain. Ellen leaned in closer, admitting the glistening moisture of my saliva that was still coating her ass hole before stretching out her tongue and circling it around the teeny little pink hole. It was so hot watching her eating my girlfriend’s ass, but all I could do was thrust my crotch gently forward to apply what little extra pressure I could get from the vibrator. She buried her whole mouth in the crevice of Nicki’s ass, flapping her chin wide open as her tongue worked open the soft ripples of flesh around her rim. She moaned and started to shake in Ellen’s hands as the tongue slid an inch or so inside her rectum, licking at the opening of her ass hole for a few minutes before coming up for air. 
 
   Having satiated her desire for a moment, she began to undress; slowly unbuttoning her work blouse to reveal her immense pale cleavage, which was peppered with light freckles. Her breasts jiggled with every movement of her body as she reached back and released the clasps of her bra, holding the cups as they fell away from her chest. They were even more spectacular than I could have imagined and the mere sight of her vivid red nipples atop her perfectly round fleshy orbs sent a fresh gush of juices to my pussy that dripped down the inside of my thighs. Then, she unzipped her trousers and peeled them off along with her saucy red g-string, which matched her bra. She truly was one of the most beautiful women on the planet and with her wide hips and heaving bosoms she emanated sex appeal and dominance. Now fully naked, faced away from me and she bent over to collect something from the case by her feet, giving me an awesome view of her juicy ass cheeks and her slim pussy lips hiding between her thighs. She picked up a massive strap-on dildo and proceeded to attach it to her waist, hastily clipping in on as she grew more and more turned on by the sight and smell of our naked flesh. With Nicki’s body waiting to be used right there on the bed, she could hardly wait to get started. 
 
   With the dildo firmly attached and protruding from her crotch, she rolled Nicki over onto her back and mounted the bed, but not before collecting a few more toys from the case. The anticipation was almost as arousing as actually watching her fucking my girlfriend, and the corresponding screams elicited by using her sadistic toys, but in my endless state of pre-orgasmic bliss, I didn’t care for a moment. I felt like I’d been injected with syrupy heroin and was living in some dream world where sexual pleasure was the only thing that mattered and no matter how sordid and extreme the afternoon became, I knew that there was always a way for it to grow even more explicit. Ellen untied Nicki’s wrists one at a time and then held them up above her head, pinning them to the pillows as she wound the rope around the metal spokes in the headboard. She didn’t resist, simply obeying our master’s will and lying flat against the bed with her sore back and ass reeling from the whipping she had received. Her breasts were now exposed, though, and it was only as Ellen finished tying her wrists and ankles to the bed that she realised she was in for yet more agonising torture. The sight of her sprawled out on the duvet was hot enough, but then as Ellen held up two shiny metal pegs in front of her face, the look of sheer terror almost sent me over the edge. I had to wince to stop myself from cumming, but the sound of Nicki’s powerful shrieks was too much.
 
   “Don’t you dare cum unless I tell you to!” commanded Ellen, reaching back with her finger pointed sternly in my direction. Somehow I managed to muster enough strength to resist my orgasm and watched again as she connected the two metal pegs, which were now sticking up from Nicki’s erect nipples, with a thin silver chain. She positioned herself between Nicki’s parted thighs and raised her knees up as far as the rope binding her ankles to the bed posts would allow, so that she could press the head of the dildo up to her labia. I could just about see her pussy lips stretching sideways around the shaft as she slid it inside, grinding against the walls of her vagina as she coated it in her juices. The satisfying schlick of the dildo entering her dripping wet pussy was once again pushing me closer to the edge than I was allowed by Ellen, but I couldn’t help it. Watching her leaning over my girlfriend’s exposed body and fucking her was like my own private sex show. Then, as Ellen tugged on the chain linking the two nipple clamps, the resulting shriek from beneath the duct tape across Nicki’s lips sent a shiver down my spine so great that the shaking of my body was enough to send me into a powerful climax.
 
   Ellen didn’t seem to care any longer and simply allowed me to cum while Nicki writhed and moaned ecstatically beneath her, no matter how hard she pulled on the chain. The increasing rate of the vibrations from the massager strung out my climax longer than any orgasm I’d ever experienced and it seemed to continue for several minutes, going through a series of powerful spasms that caused it to bounce around in front of my wailing body. Finally, Nicki gave off one final ecstatic squeal as her hips convulsed violently beneath Ellen’s body, spurred on by the relentless pain being injected into her nipples by the clamps. Ellen enclosed her hand around Nicki’s throat and began to choke her, prolonging her orgasm almost as much as mine as she gasped pathetically for air. Exerting so much power on the young girl was clearly too hot for Ellen’s mature senses, as just as Nicki reached the peak of her orgasm, she too started to cum and the brutish thrusting of her hips caused my girlfriend to descend into a second climax that was almost as powerful as the first. The room became filled with the sound of their flesh slapping together, overpowered only by the combined panting and moaning of all three of us. I lost all control of my body and had to lean to the side just to move the vibrator from its position in front of my clit. I just had no energy in my body any longer and couldn’t even breathe properly until I was rid of it. 
 
   Meanwhile, Ellen untied Nicki and tore of the duct tape from her mouth, and after checking her body to make sure she hadn’t hurt her too much, they both giggled at my sweat drenched, dangling body a few feet away.
 
   “I knew I’d catch you at it one day!” she said, “I never thought I’d get to punish you as well!”
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
   Cumming Out of Her Shell
 
   For most of my childhood I had always led a sheltered life, rarely being allowed more than a few seconds alone with a boy by my strict but eternally loving parents. They had all the best intentions and were only looking out for my wellbeing, but their overly protective nature had some unintended consequences. As soon as they were able, they enrolled me into the St Trinity’s Catholic Girls’ School in the hopes that I wouldn’t encounter another boy until I was of suitable age. However, being around so many girls and seeing them getting changed in the locker rooms whenever we had gym class left a lasting impression on me. I slowly came to realise that my already tepid interest in boys was dwindling to nothingness and was being replaced by a burning desire to feel the touch of another girl. I fantasised about it endlessly and spent countless hours tucked up in my bed at night with my fingers gently rubbing between my legs as I thought about the girls in my class. I would get so wet imagining their tongues licking around my throbbing clitoris and once or twice I even let out a brief moan as the excitement overwhelmed my body, almost waking my parents.
 
   Sadly, in trying to hide my affections from my classmates, I receded into myself and became even shyer and quieter as I grew older. Not wanting to be picked on for the way I felt, I dared not let on that I had been thinking about them in such a way and even though I wanted more than anything in the world to form a sexual relationship with one of them, I simply couldn’t risk it. So, I graduated from high school a virgin, which wasn’t unusual for the girls at my strict Catholic school. However, whereas most of the girls in my class were sexually confident and raring to go with the first boy they could lay their hands on, I found myself unable to trigger a conversation with a girl to discover if she was a lesbian, let alone to see if she was attracted to me. It was a frustrating and fruitless time, despite my angelic beauty and petite frame. I was never far from a compliment and I was sure that if I had a little more confidence I could easily attract a sexual partner. It was just that flirting and saucy small talk were like a foreign language to me, leading me to bury my head in the sand rather than confronting the challenge that I so desperately wanted to overcome. At that point, I had no idea that my virginity wasn’t the only sexual barrier that I was destined to cross. 
 
   One delightfully sunny spring afternoon I was sitting in the back garden of our humble terraced home, reading a book that I had just borrowed from the local library earlier that morning. With the cool remnants of the winter breeze lapping at my modest cleavage and wisps of my brilliant white hair dancing at the sides of my head, I lay there on a sun lounger while my mind escaped to a wonderful fantasy realm filled with wizards and goblins. I’d been reading for just over an hour when I realised my glass of coke was empty, so I broke away from the fictional universe and got up to go inside and refill my drink. Just then, out of the corner of my eye I noticed a bright white object on the ball and turned to see a big fluffy white cat staring cautiously back at me. I held out my hand, rubbing my fingers and thumb together whilst squeaking my pursed lips to call it over, and for a moment it looked like it might come over. However, as I tip-toed across to the wall, it jumped down in the alley way behind the house and ran off. I followed it out, unbolting the large black wooden gate and stepping out into the concrete passageway to see it wandering up towards the gates at the end. I gave chase, softly treading in between the puddles of rainwater from the night before as I tried to get closer, but it sensed my stealthy approach and darted into the busted back gate of the last house in our street.
 
   The house had been abandoned for over a year due to a fire that had broken out, and since the gate had remained in a state of disrepair and the garden was overgrown, I assumed that that it was still empty. That was a mistake. I peered into the garden to see the long grass and weeds overrunning the whole yard and then noticed the cat slipping in through the back door. As shy and retiring as I was in my social circles, I didn’t completely lack courage and my curiosity and urge to pet the furry little thing was too strong. So, I pushed the gate further open and walked up to the back door, peering inside as my hands began to tremble. The door was open and looked remarkably good considering the fire. As I moved inside and glanced around the place, my heart sunk into my stomach with the realisation that somebody had been renovating the house. The walls were covered in fresh plaster and brand new wooden flooring had been laid down beneath my feet. A couch was placed in the living room with a few other items of furniture; all wrapped in clear plastic as if they had just been delivered. 
 
   I spotted the cat wandering further into the house and I became struck by irrational fear. I should have simply left the way I had gone in, but for reason I felt some responsibility for the cat and tried to sneak up and catch it to take it back outside. I followed it over to a doorway on the wall between the kitchen and the living room, which was slightly ajar. It slipped through the narrow gap, pushing the door further open as it passed inside. I could see the glow of a light bulb shining on the steps and I realised it was the entrance to the cellar. With the cat out of my grasp and my curiosity spent, I decided to retreat from the house and leave the annoying animal to its own fate. However, just as I was about to turn and leave through the back door, two arms enclosed around my chest; locking my arms at my sides as a hand pressed down over my mouth. I tried to scream out in horror but whoever was holding me had a patch of cloth in their hand and within seconds I could feel the burning sensation of chemical fumes shooting up my nostrils. I became faint as the world around me rapidly fell away and was replaced by the piercing bright lights of unconsciousness as I drifted to sleep in his or her arms.
 
   I awoke some time later feeling like my head had been filled with lead. My whole body was prickling with pins and needles and my hair was hanging down around the sides of my face towards the floor. In my groggy state it took me a few minutes to realise that my feet weren’t touching the ground and as the feeling came back to my skin it dawned on me that there was quite a chill in air around my body. I tried to move but my body felt stiff, as if something was restricting my movement and all around me I could hear the light jangling of metal chains, particularly above my head. I was in a heavily shaded room with only a small beam of light shining in through a tiny window on the far wall near the ceiling. The low light made it difficult for me to see and it took quite a while for me to get my bearings, which was made even more difficult by the sharp pains that shuddered throughout my body every time I tried to move me head. Then, as I slowly regained my senses I realised that the cold atmosphere was due to the fact that I had been stripped naked. I could just about see the reflection of my body in a mirror in the corner of the room and as soon as I spotted it I jolted with fright.
 
   I was suspended in mid air with my head knocked back and several clumps of my long blonde hair tied to lengths of string, which ran up through a hoop on the ceiling and then back down to my toes. Ten clumps in all; each one connected to a different toe so that even the slightest movement of either caused a terrible shot of pain to tremor through my body. My arms were also pinned back with rope wound around them, binding them together as they pointed to the ceiling. I tried to muster the strength to scream for help, figuring that I was in the cellar of the house that I had intruded into. I only wanted to apologise and be let free; I would have said anything to be let out of that tortuous dungeon of despair. However, I could see through the excess streams of hair dangling in front of my face that there was something in my mouth; a wooden tube that was secured in place with leather straps that reached around the back of my head. It was hopeless. There was nothing I could do and I was about to begin sobbing pathetically when the door at the stop of the cold hard steps creaked open.
 
   “That’ll need oiling...” came a surprisingly pretty voice of a woman. If her accent hadn’t given it away, the ping of her high heeled shoes tapping down the steps to my left definitely did the job. Even as she walked a few feet behind me I could smell the scent of her perfume drifting up my nose, overpowering the dank, stale air I had been breathing. It would have been enjoyable were it not for the fact that I was bound, gagged and painfully restrained with all of my clothes hanging over the back of a chair in front of me. She had even placed my frilly laced-edged panties on the top, making sure that I knew just how naked I was. I listened carefully as she walked around behind me, clattering around with boxes and latches as she prepared something, but I had no idea what it might be. Then, her footsteps became louder as she moved in front of me, finally revealing the lavish, silver-studded, black leather corset that was strapped to her body. Her immense cleavage bulged before my eyes as she stood directly in front of me, raising a hand to brush the hair out of my face and pin it back behind my ears. My vision cleared but she was standing so close that I couldn’t raise my head far enough to see what she looked like. All I could see was her beautifully tanned skin, her heaving bust and in the mirror I could see the saucy stockings that were connected to the top half of the corset by suspenders.
 
   “So...” she said, enclosing her fingers and thumb around my throat as I gulped anxiously, “Do you think that it’s okay to break into other people’s homes?”
 
   I answered silently, shaking my head even though it caused the string to tuck brutally on my delicate little toes. She cackled in my ears as she saw how effective her torture devices were, and for some reason her cruel laugh sent a shiver through my body, raising a rash of goose pimples all over my flesh and, more surprisingly, a tingle of excitement to my clitoris. It felt so strange, but the way she was expressing her dominance over me was really hot. Maybe it was because I was finally feeling the touch of another woman or maybe it lay in a much deeper, darker part of my sexuality, but something had been awoken in that cellar inside my body and as she squeezed me by the throat I could feel my clit becoming firmer by the second. She raised her other hand and gave me a gentle, but intimidating slap across the cheeks. I shook with fear, causing the metal links in the chains above my head to jingle and setting my body into a constant state of trembling anxiety. I had no idea what she wanted from me, but I’d seen enough movies to know it wasn’t pleasant. 
 
   “Then why would you invade my personal space?” she asked, sneering at me with her hand gripping tightly at my cheeks.
 
   “The cat!” I tried to say, but my voice was restricted by the wooden gag wedging my jaws open, making my words little more than an incomprehensible mumble, “I was following the cat!”
 
   “I don’t remember giving you permission to speak!” she growled, slapping me again as a single tear welled up in my eye and rolled down the front of my cheek. Still, even though my heart was thumping vividly inside my chest and my whole body was quaking in terror, I couldn’t deny that some strange, dark part of me was enjoying it. As if the tingle of my clitoris wasn’t enough, my slim, young labia had begun to well up with juices just as my eyes had done. With my legs forced apart and my knees bent back into the air above me, I felt utterly vulnerable and at her mercy. She chuckled to herself again and disappeared behind me, where I could only hear her clattering around with something on a worktop out of sight. Moments later, she returned to my side and started to run her hands under my exposed stomach, touching my skin as she slowly moved them up over my small, perky tits. She twirled her fingers and thumb around my strawberry nipples, feeling how firm they had become; partly due to the chilly air, but mostly because I was becoming more and more turned on. I couldn’t explain it, but my fear was gradually transforming into a wholly new sense of sexual curiosity and bizarrely I wanted more than anything to find out what she was going to do to me. The anticipation was unbearable!
 
   I could see in the mirror that she was holding something in her free hand and every second that she kept it concealed from me was almost as tortuous as being bound and hung from the ceiling. She noticed my curiosity and smiled at my reflection, finally allowing me to see her surprisingly pretty face. She was considerably older than me – I guessed in her 40s but I couldn’t say for sure as my tears had blurred my eyesight – with long, glossy black hair streaming down over her shoulders to the small of her back. She was so sexy and I’m sure that had I simply seen her in the street and discovered she was my neighbour, I would have undoubtedly fantasised about her endless in my bed at night. Our relationship was destined for a much stronger, more twisted bond, though. She lifted her hand up in front of my face to show me the two shiny silver pegs she was holding. I had no idea what they were, but then as she lowered them down and began to squeeze my nipples I quickly realised their purpose. She pulled my left nipple away; making sure the pegs’ sharp teeth had enough purchase to grip my firm, blood red areolas. I squealed through the gag as the sharp twinges of pain shot through my nipples, and she hadn’t even attached the pegs yet. 
 
   As each one snapped shut over my teats, I let out a blood-curdling scream and shuddered violently regardless of the restraints holding my body up. I wanted them off, but they clung on tightly to my tits and jiggled beneath me no matter how much I protested. She walked back over to her worktop to collect two more objects, and I watched as she crouched beneath me and proceeded to hook them onto the ends of the pegs. They were chunk metal balls, almost like Christmas baubles; only instead of hanging from a tree branch, they were clinging to my tightly stretched nipples as their weight transferred to the pegs. The metal teeth dug into my teats even harder as the weights dragged my breasts towards the floor, causing them to droop painfully and unnaturally. My throat was becoming hoarse from the incessant shrieking but she was paying me no attention. In fact, every time I made a noise she murmured to herself, as if she was enjoying the sight and sound of my distressed body. It was so horrifying and yet as my nipples became numb from the pressure of the pegs, I began to feel the intense throbbing of my clitoris again and I realised that it was stronger than ever. 
 
   In fact, as the numbness of my nipples gave way to another twinge of pain, every surge of agony shuddering through my body seemed to have the opposite reaction to what I expected. I found myself dangling there becoming drenched in a thin layer of my own warm sweat as I grew more and more aroused and before long I was even enjoying the agonising twangs as the teeth gripped my nipples. She giggled to herself and stepped away, picking up something else from the worktop before circling around me with it held at arm’s length in my direction. It was a crop, like the kind a horse rider would use during a race. As soon as I saw it I began to quiver nervously, hoping that something would break loose so I could escape, but my efforts were half-hearted to say the least. Deep down I wanted more and as she moved the tip of the crop closer to my body, that’s exactly what I got. She tapped the end onto the ball weights dangling from my nipples, causing them to sway beneath my chest as the peg teeth tugged even harder on my firm teats. I groaned with a mixture of agony and ecstasy as she tried to swing them closer and bang them together, like a sadistic Newton’s cradle. They were too far apart, though, and no amount of swinging would have knocked them far enough together. So, she gave up and allowed me a brief moment to recover.
 
   I could feel the itching ruminations of a sexual climax brewing deep inside me as my pussy juices seeped out and dripped down over my small tuft of pubic hair to the floor. She moved behind me and tapped the end of the crop between my legs, smacking it down firmly over my clitoris while I moaned and shuddered noisily at the other end. The feel of it thudding against my clit sent bursts of pleasure all around my body, providing brief pockets of elation that were soon replaced by the piercing sting of the teeth gripping my tits. She stuck harder, battering my pussy lips with the crop as my juices splashed all over my upper thighs and then down onto the floor beneath me. It was so good and yet so awful at the same time, I could barely catch a breath. She moved around to my side and began to tap it against my ass, although much harder than she had struck my pussy. Every strike was fiercer than the last and left a burning red mark on my flesh while the ball weights jiggled aimlessly below my body. The lashes came thick and fast, beating my ass and my back with a flurry of intense strikes that made me repeatedly scream out in horror. The tears were streaming down my cheeks and seeping into my mouth around the sides of the gag, allowing me to taste the salty fruits of my agony. Still, every single lash of the crop edged me closer and closer to an orgasm that was simmering inside me and threatening to boil over at any moment. 
 
   “What a dirty little slut you are.” she jeered, “I’ve never seen such a disgusting whore as you!”
 
   “Please!” I mumbled through the gag, “Give me more!”
 
   “What’s that?” she replied, flicking the gag with her finger nails, “Speak clearly!”
 
   “I want to cum!” I cried. She gave a off a long, drawn out laugh and moved around beside me, stroking her fingers of my sore, reddened ass. She raised her hand up and spanked it down over my cheeks, and for the first time the surge of tingling pleasure that shot to my clitoris was even stronger than the burning sensation spreading across my skin. She spanked me again and again, causing my whole body to sway in mid air along with the ball weights. 
 
   “You will not cum until I say you can cum!” she bellowed, and with that she spread my ass cheeks wide apart and spat directly onto my teeny little pink anus nestled between them. I felt the warm spit landing on the contracting rim and then the pressure of her middle finger as she worked it around the tight opening, using her saliva to slide it inside me. It plunged deep into my ass and began to move around inside me, rubbing against the dark crimson walls of my rectum. I groaned relentless and gasped as her finger slid in and out of my ass, propping my anus open as my muscles gripped the slippery digit. She persisted with it, delving it as deep inside me as she could reach before the barrier of her knuckles stopped her from going any further. Every inch that she gave me sent a shudder of excitement around my body as the strings attached to my hair and toes snagged painfully on each other. She pulled it out and moved away for a moment, collecting another of her terrible toys before returning to my side. She squirted something slippery onto my anus and started to press a metal ball onto it. The ball was roughly and inch and a half in diameter and I whimpered pathetically as she began to push it through the tightly stretched pink hole. I could feel my rim expanding around it and then popping shut as it lodged deep inside my rectum. 
 
   It was connected to a long metal hook that curved up behind my back and which she rested against my spine as she rotated my body to face another direction. She turned me 180 degrees to face the worktop, which I finally saw was littered with all manner of despicable toys and torture devices. She held up her finger to her lips, ordering me to be quiet as she unfastened the straps of the gag in my mouth. I nodded and waited quietly as she took the wooden piece out from between my jaws and set it aside. However, before I had a chance to speak, she picked up another gag and lodged it back into my mouth. It was a huge dildo that stuck out in front of my face like a giant engorged trunk; ribbed with veins and with a large bulbous head at the end. Then, she attached a piece of rope to the end of the ball hook that was wedged deep inside my ass, trailing it up over my back as she perched herself on the edge of the counter. She spread her legs wide at my sides, allowing me to see her deliciously wet, engorged pussy lips and the patch of pubic bristles just above her exposed clitoris. She was wearing no knickers beneath the corset and I could tell from the sheen of moisture on her fingers that she had been touching herself as she whipped me. It was only then that I realised I’d never seen a real vagina in such explicit detail before, and the mere sight of it would have tipped me over the edge were it not for the twinges of pain in my ass as she tugged on the rope connected to the metal hook. 
 
   She pressed the balls of her feet against the small of my back with her toes flat against my ass cheeks, poking the rope through my hair to hold on to it from her seat on the worktop. It was such an elaborate and over-the-top experience, but as she began to push with her feet and pull with the rope, I could see just how much she was enjoying it. At first I merely swung before her, poking the dildo in her direction as she pulled on the rope to draw me closer and kicked on my back to propel me further away. Then, she shimmied her ass a little closer to the edge of the worktop, allowing the head of the dildo to press against her pussy lips and open them up slightly with each swing. She pulled extra hard on the rope, forcing me to remain close to her as she pushed the dildo inside her, then allowing me to swing away and return second later to penetrate her again. She placed her feet on my shoulders and began to push me away more effectively whilst pulling on the rope, fucking herself with the dildo in my mouth as if I was one huge sex toy designed just for her pleasure. The endless pressure of the metal ball in my ass was slowly building up the pressure once again and even though my pussy wasn’t being stimulated at all, I could feel the urge to cum becoming almost impossible to resist.
 
   While I swung back and forth in front of her exposed crotch, plunging the dildo in and out of her pussy, she reached over and grabbed a massager from the side. She pressed it to her clitoris and turned it on, immediately filing the cold room with the soft hum of the toy. Her clit firmed up even more, peeking out from beneath its hood as her labia stretched sideways around the shaft of the dildo penetrating her pussy. The sight of her juices smearing all over the veiny plastic cock was making me so horny, but every time it sounded like I was about to cum, she smacked the side of my face with her foot before pushing me away again for another swing. Thankfully, with the combined pressure of the dildo rubbing against her g-spot and the tremendous vibrations drilling her clit, it wasn’t long before she tossed her head back and started to fall into an orgasm of her own. The sight of her hips thrusting towards my face and colliding with the base of the dildo finally pushed me over the edge. Safe in the knowledge that she wouldn’t be any the wiser due to her own state of ecstasy; I gave in to temptation and started to shudder violently between her legs. Her vaginal muscles contracted around the dildo and she held on tightly to the rope, not allowing me to swing away any longer as I wiggled in front of her, opening her pussy up even wider with the dildo shaft. I felt wave after wave of pleasure surging through my veins and then with one final blissful wave I fell unconscious again.
 
   I woke shortly after with my arms and legs freed from the ropes dangling from the ceiling. In fact, I quickly realised that I wasn’t even in the same room any more. I was in the living room with a roaring fire burning away in front of my feet. She was sat on the couch cradling my body, only now she was completely naked as well. We lapped up the warm glow of the flames as her hands caressed the skin of my stomach, my thighs and the extra sensitive, burning circles of my nipples. I shivered every time she touched them, but then with her calming voice I surrendered once again and enjoyed the touch of her fingers. I couldn’t believe how much my life had changed in one afternoon, but then as the white cat settled down in front of the fire I realised that it must have been fate. It had led me there and I had been destined to meet the woman, whose name I did not know. Whoever she was, I knew that we wouldn’t be seeing each other again and I couldn’t wait to find out what other toys she had in her dungeon of despair.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Contractually Bound
 
   Candace was a notoriously diligent and hard working litigator with an exemplary reputation in the courtroom. As a result, she was highly sought after by a huge number of clients, so it was with a great amount of appreciation and respect that I accepted an internship at her private law practice in the centre of town. I had been studying Law for a few years at university and the time had come to gain some real world experience, but despite my own excellent record in my academic studies, I found the workload she heaped onto me to be almost impossible to handle. From the offset, she took me under her wing and I followed her everywhere, acting almost like a second secretary as I frantically tried to keep up with the wealth of paper work she landed on my desk. I had my own little office, if you could call it that. I was pretty sure they had simply emptied out a cupboard and jammed a small desk through the narrow doorway to accommodate me. Still, I loved the fact that I had been given such responsibility. However, after just a couple of months serving under her, she started to give me actual cases to carry through the discovery process – a pre-trial phase of a lawsuit during which either side could gain evidence from the other. It was a nerve-racking experience and I’m sure it was plainly evident to her that I was struggling to keep up.
 
   What made it even more difficult was the fact that I had developed quite a crush on my boss and every time I did something wrong and incurred her wrath, I felt like I was in the middle of a heated break-up with my girlfriend. It wasn’t hard to see where my attraction stemmed from, as despite her somewhat advanced years, Candace still possessed the kind of figure that even a teenager would envy. Some days she looked rather slender, but then other days her attire would emphasise her sensuous wide hips and heaving bust, leaving her male clients practically bent over as they walked from her office. She had impeccable fashion sense, although her outfits were never less than absolutely professional and she rarely showed much skin around the office. She didn’t need to, though. Her glorious golden hair was enough to entrance any man, and probably a few women as well - I definitely counted myself among them. Burdened by the solemnity of her cases, she wasn’t one to smile very often, but when she did it felt like the sun had finally shone through a gap in the dark clouds. Maybe I was falling for her; I couldn’t tell as I’d never been in love before. However, if that was the explanation for my feelings, I guess it could have explained why I accepted the particularly unusual proposal with which she came to me one evening after work.
 
   “Alicia, could you see me in my office for a moment, please?” she called out though her doorway to my adjacent office/cupboard. My heart sank instantly as a million thoughts raced through my mind. What did I do wrong this time, I wondered. I stepped around my desk and cautiously walked through the doors to join her, only to find her relaxing in her chair. In fact, her demeanour was far removed from her usual appearance. She had even let her hair down from the tight bob that she usually sported and was gnawing gently on the tip of her glasses, waving to the seat on the opposite side of the desk for me to join her.
 
   “What’s the matter?” I said, feeling a nervous shiver spreading through my body as the butterflies in my stomach took flight. 
 
   “Please, take a seat.” she insisted, noticing my anxious state as I leaned against the back of the chair. I sat down and listened as she explained the situation.
 
   “I’ve been noticing that you haven’t found your internship as... let say, manageable as you might like.” she said, “Your work rate has been lacking sometimes and to be honest, I really need someone who can cope no matter what I throw at them.”
 
   I could feel the tears welling up in the ducts beneath my eyelids as she continued, expecting her to fire me at any moment. I probably deserved it, too, which only made my despair even worse. I could have handled being unfairly sacked, but the knowledge that I wasn’t meeting my potential was almost as frustrating as the struggle I had faced with my overwhelming workload. However, I could tell from the curious glimmer of a smile at the corner of her lips that there was more to the meeting than a mere firing.
 
   “Basically, this is all going towards your final report and quite frankly I don’t see how I’ll be able to pass you if you continue the way you have been going.” she said, shaking her head as she pulled out a brown document file from her top desk drawer. She held it up and looked at me with a cruel, scheming smile. 
 
   “What’s this?” I asked, fearing that she had already failed my final internship report and was holding it up to gloat.
 
   “This is a contract.” she said, allowing it to swing from the grip of her finger and thumb as she held it above the desk. 
 
   “But I already have a contract...” I said, immediately fearing that she would force me to sign up even more hours, or less pay, or something else that would make my life a misery. I had no idea just how much pain it would lead to, though.
 
   “Not like this.” she said, placing the file down on the table and spinning it around to push over to me. I pulled it closer and leaned over the desk to read its contents, finding a single piece of A4 paper inside. It read “TPE Contract” at the top in bold type and detailed both of our full names with several paragraphs in which it detailed the nature of the agreement. It took me a minute or so and a couple of re-reads to realise that it was not like any of the contracts we had dealt with before. It explained that, should I decide to sign the agreement, I would be giving up all control of my body to Candace. She would have absolute dominion over me and I would have to obey her every will, no matter what she asked, when or where. It would require me to serve at her beck and call until the end of my original work contract, after which she would provide me with an excellent final report regardless of my actual performance. My heart began to pound inside my chest as I pored over the words, noticing just how loud the silence was in the room. My cheeks became red with embarrassment and I dared not look up at her. Part of me was appalled that she would present me with such a thing, but deep down my curiosity and my attraction to her as a woman was slowly enveloping any apprehension that I felt.
 
   “I would be like a slave?” I finally asked, clearing my throat before and after I spoke. She curled her bottom lip down and shrugged.
 
   “If you want to think of it that way.” she replied passively, as if the contract was no big deal.
 
   “Is this my punishment?” I persisted, feeling the weight of a thousand questions pressing against my tongue. Her cheeks rose up as a tremendous grin spread across her lips. Something about my suggestion had enlivened her somehow and as I peered down at the paper I could sense her becoming impatient with me.
 
   “I would think of it more as a bonus.” she said, leaning over and passing me a pen to pressure me into signing the dotted line at the bottom. She had thoughtfully already signed her part.
 
   “And what if I don’t sign it?” I asked, feeling the heat of her glare intensifying on my skin. 
 
   “I don’t see why you should put yourself through that.” she replied, insinuating that the results would a lot less agreeable than if I gave in to her demands. I took another minute to glance over the paper, convincing myself that it was a good idea even though everything about it was setting off sirens in my head. I placed the tip of the pen down on the paper and she immediately inched forward to watch as I scribbled my name down. I had to pause half way through as my hand was trembling so violently, and U had barely lifted the pen from the paper before she swipe the contract out from under my wrist and slipped it into her safe on the wall, which was lying open and ready for her. She closed the door and spun the dial to lock it, sealing the right to my own life inside. 
 
   “Now what?” I asked with a whimper. The signing of the document alone had shaken me to my very core and I immediately began to regret what I had done, even though nothing had happened yet. I wondered if it was all just some sort of elaborate test and even considered calling the police to say that I had been forced to sign it against my will.
 
   “Stand up.” she commanded, nodding her head upwards as if to conjure my body in the direction she desired. I rose to my feet and waited for her to continue, but she simply reclined in her chair and looked me up and down, like a car she’d just bought.
 
    “Now what?” she repeated; “Now... you belong to me!”
 
   She snapped her fingers and pointed the carpet beside her executive leather chair, and without even thinking I stepped around the side of her desk and knelt in front of her. She patted my head like an obedient little dog and then caressed my cheek with her thumb while her fingers brushing under my earlobe.
 
   “It means...” she whispered in an unnervingly soft manner, moving her thumb down to my lips, “That these belong to me.”
 
   She pushed her thumb into my mouth, forcing me to suck on it.
 
   “This tongue belongs to me.” she continued, staring dead into my eyes as my tongue lashed around her thumb. She retracted it and moved both of her hands down to my chest, flicking the buttons of my blouse with her nails. She worked her fingers inside the gaps between the buttons and gripped the shimmering purple silk tightly.
 
   “These belong to me!” she sneered and then suddenly yanked her hands in opposite directions to rip my blouse open. A hail of buttons flew across the carpet at my sides as she ripped my top apart to reveal my juicy, supple cleavage jiggling wildly beneath the constraints of my tight bra. I gasped in horror; although given the nature of the contract I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. It was more the shock of being physically jerked around in her hands that scared me. Still, as terrified as I was in that moment, part of me secretly liked the submissive role she wanted me to play. It was a perverse sort of thrill, but I had always like the idea of being told off and even as far back as when I was in high school I would fantasise about my teachers spanking me for being a naughty girl. That would have been child’s play compared to what she had planned for me, though.
 
   “And this is mine, too!” she growled, reaching even further down over my exposed midriff and slipping her hand inside my skirt. I felt her spindly fingers grinding against the front of my black g-string, instantly sending the juices seeping to my pussy lips. If the sudden jolt of her spreading my blouse apart hadn’t turned me on, the touch of her hand circling around my clitoris certainly did it and as I knelt there I couldn’t help myself from letting out a brief whimper of excitement. She pulled her hand back out and raised her fingers to her nose, sniffing the scent of my pussy with a few deep breaths, like a connoisseur admiring the scent of a vintage wine. I opened my eyes to see her reclining once again in her chair, only now her legs were spread apart as far as her skirt would allow. I fought the urge to avert my eyes and stared directly up between them, allowing the sight of her stockings and suspenders to savour in my mind as my clit grew firmer. She rolled the zip of her skirt down the side of her thigh and opened it up to reveal her stockings in all their glory with the suspenders reaching up to the belt around her hips. Even more astonishingly, she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her bare pussy practically winked back at me as she spread her thighs wide enough apart to accommodate me.
 
   Without saying a word, she grabbed the hair at the back of my head and pushed my head closer to her crotch, giving me nowhere to move other than to plant my mouth around her clitoris. I tried to resist, fearing that I had made a grave mistake in signing the contract, but she was too powerful for me. I had no choice but to extend my tongue and begin licking at her exposed little pink nub as it peeked out from beneath its fleshy hood. She moaned softly as I massaged my tongue around it, gently flicking it in every direction as I smothered my saliva all around it. It was weird just how much I liked pleasing her and every gratified sigh that she breathed made me want to please her in other ways as well. In a way, my fantasies about her were coming true, although not in any way that I had envisaged. I became more eager and began to lap at her clitoris, even moving down to lick around her vulva as I worked my tongue around the tight opening of her vagina. I licked up every drop of her warm, sticky juices, and after a while I realised that she was no longer holding on to my head. Instead, she held in her hand something very different. I was so hungry for her pussy that I completely failed to notice that she had picked up a long leather whip from somewhere, most likely the desk drawer that was now wide open behind her as she faced me. 
 
   Even though I could see what she was holding, I didn’t even consider that she would actually use it. I guess I was so innocent in my ideas of sexuality that I’d always assumed that bondage and whips and chains were just for show and that it was an aesthetic touch that spiced up the real sex. Then, as the tassels at the end of the massive leather strand struck down over my back, I howled out in agony. I couldn’t believe that she had really done it and felt so ashamed of myself. I could feel the mocking glare of my family and friends telepathically shaking their heads at what I had become; what I had agreed to do in return for my report. Still, despite my terrible shame, I found that once that first stab of intense, burning pain subsided, the tingling sensation that it left in its wake was oddly arousing. In fact, as she raised the whip up again, I even felt a surge of excited anticipation flooding my system. She whipped me again, reaching slightly further forward so that it could reach all the way down to my ass. I shuddered again, but knowing what was coming was half the battle and in the space of a minute I had realised that not only was it not for show, it was a real turn on!
 
   “Please!” I begged, and I’m sure for a moment she thought I was hoping she would stop and let me go, but then as I continued I saw her smile widen considerably, “Please, again!”
 
   She held the whip up and lashed it down over my back again, only this time I didn’t scream. I simply absorbed the pain and channelled it towards my clitoris, which was throbbing harder than I’d ever felt before. I planted my lips back down around her pussy and began to lick around it again, feeling her crotch rising slightly as she thrust herself against the pressure of my tongue. Pleasing her felt so good and the longer it went on, the harder she whipped me. After a few minutes my ass was reeling and my back felt like somebody had lit it on fire, but I still wanted more. She pulled my hair to force my mouth away from her clit, this time struggling to stop me rather than the other way round. I peered up over the huge mounds of her heaving breasts, staring at her with my lips glistening with a coating of her juices as I waited for her next command.
 
   “Stand up and walk over there...” she said, nodding at the open space between her desk and the door, “And take off your clothes.”
 
   I climbed to my feet, suddenly realising that my body was trembling fiercely, so much so that I almost toppled backward onto her as I walked back around the desk. I stood in the centre of the room and she simply watched as I stripped my clothes, circling the tips of her fingers around her clitoris. I peeled away my broken shirt and unzipped my skirt to reveal my matching bra and g-string. She licked her lips and peered over the edge of the desk to get a slightly closer view. She could see my slutty landing strip of pubic hair through the translucent lace and she already knew how wet I was from having touched me earlier. I reached back and unfastened my bra, placing it to one side atop my pile of clothes before pulling my g-string down and doing the same with it. I stood before her, completely naked with my eyes closed as I tried to calm my thundering heart. 
 
   “Turn around.” she said bluntly, so I slowly spun myself on my toes to face the other way, showing her the damage she had done to my back. I couldn’t see it myself, but it was surely strewn with red marks from the impact of the whip, stretching down from my neck as far as the top of my thighs. She murmured to herself and then started to clatter around behind me, but I dared not turn back to see what she was doing. Everything went quiet, but then I felt her fingers stroking down the sides of my arms. She stood behind me and took my hands, moving them behind my back. Then, she snapped a pair of handcuffs around my wrists, binding them together so I couldn’t resist against whatever came next. 
 
   “Let me see my tongue...” she said, moving around to stand in front of me. I poked it out for her while she inspected it, flicking it to leave the tip completely numb. She held up a strange wooden contraption consisting of two short sticks bound by string on either end, which she separated with her nails and clamped down over my protruding tongue. It clung on tightly and the length of the wood prevented me from retracting my tongue. No matter how hard I pulled back, the tightness of the little unassuming device was far too strong even with the abundance of saliva coating my tongue. She chuckled cruelly in my face and then picked up some more items from the desk behind me. The first was a pair of metal clamps, which she proceeded to attach to my erect, tingling nipples. I winced in agony as each one pressed down and tightly gripped my teats, but before they could even turn numb she hooked a pair of solid metal ball weights onto each one. My breasts immediately sagged towards the floor, causing the jagged teeth of the clamps to dig into my areolas even harder. I yelped pathetically and tried to tense up every muscle in my body to measure the pain, but with them clinging to my tits the pain didn’t dissolve as it had done with the whip. I had to bear it for as long as she deemed fit.
 
   She walked around me, observing my flayed skin and admiring her work. She wasn’t done yet, though. She disappeared behind me again and moments later I heard an almighty clunk that shuddered through the floorboards beneath my feet. She dragged something over to me, grinding it across the carpet with a thick metal chain that I could hear jangling and approaching inch by inch behind my back.
 
   “Turn around.” she commanded, so I swivelled once again to see her holding up a short chain that reached to roughly the height of my hips. Connected to the bottom was a huge spherical iron weight roughly the size of a football and she held in her hand a large shackle, which at first I thought would be for my leg. However, she nodded for me to bend over, waving her hand to guide me down to the metal ring, which she promptly snapped around my neck as soon as I had bent over far enough. I tried to lift the weight, but it was far too heavy and I realised I was stuck in the position for as long as she wanted me bent over. 
 
   “Good.” she said, running her fingers over my sore ass for a moment before reaching for the whip again. I braced myself for the worst, clutching my fists tightly behind my back as I awaited the powerful sting of the tassels striking my flesh. A few seconds passed and nothing happened, so I waited a little more. Still nothing, so I peered back behind me just in time to see her swiping her arm through the air. A split-second later, the tassels lashed across the back of my cuffed arms, making me shudder violently in place while the nipple clamps swung chaotically beneath my chest. The pain was so intense and sent the tears gushing over the rim of my eyelids to splash onto the floor next to the massive ball weight. She whipped me again and again, unleashing a torrent of strikes; so many that I lost count and could only let out a series of distorted squeals through the twisted device clamped around my tongue.
 
   “You’re a better slave that I thought.” she said, and as bizarre as it sounds, it was the best compliment I’d ever received. The knowledge that I had pleased her sent a rash of goose pimples across my flesh that made the burning sensation prickle. It felt like the pay off that all the pain was leading towards, but then as the pimples died down, I was left with the agonising pain once again. She placed the whip back down on the table in front of me and I watched as she collected two more objects from the drawer in her desk. First, she took out a slender black butt plug and the second was a much larger strap-on dildo. She carried both over to me and stood behind my ass, peeling my reeling cheeks apart to smother the plug in my pussy juice. She coated it all the way around and then prodded the blunt tip against the rim of my ass hole, pushing it slowly through the tight ring of flesh no matter how much the muscles resisted. I felt it gradually inching inside me and filling up my colon until finally my anus popped shut around the narrow section between the plug and base. She pulled on it, tugging it partly back out of my ass before plunging it in once again, fucking my ass with the toy for a minute or so like a child with a new toy that fascinated her. Finally, she strapped the dildo around her waist and positioned herself close behind me. 
 
   I felt the bulbous head pushing against my labia, splitting them apart and giving me my first real taste of pure pleasure. She rubbed it up and down between my pussy lips, coating it in my juices before plunging the thick shaft deep inside me. My pussy opened up around the realistic, flesh colour cock and her violent thrusting caused me to nearly bang my head on the desk in front of me. With the ball and chain forcing my neck to hang low, I was bent over the desk with my nose balancing just inches above the wooden surface where I had signed the contract. It was gone from view, though, and was now sealed away beyond my grasp. As I stood there taking the brutal fucking she was giving me, I knew that it would only be the first in a long line of sadistic, even horrific sexual encounters that would last until my very final day in that office. The constant pushing motion of her hips against my ass was causing the weights beneath my breasts to smack against the side of the desk, sending an endless series of sharp pains through my nipples with every thrust. I tried to moan but my voice had become hoarse from screaming so much. My whole body was becoming numb from the pain, but the fact that her thrusts were getting harder and faster told me that she was getting very turned on, and I liked that. I wanted her to cum using my body as a toy almost as much as I wanted to cum myself. 
 
   She spanked me on the ass repeatedly as she inched closer to an orgasm, no doubt feeling the pressure of the base of the dildo pressing against her clitoris as she fucked me. She seemed to be getting off to the sound of my squealing voice, so I acted even more distressed than I was. She quickened her pace, brutally pounding me as hard as she could until finally, with a series of extra rough slaps across my burning ass cheeks, she started to convulse violently behind me. The powerful thrusting of her hips sent the dildo rocketing even deeper into my pussy with such force that I could no longer hold on. I started to cum as well, and together we writhed bent over the desk with her hands clutching at my body. She squeezed my breasts, allowing my sweat to work the clamps free of my teats. They dropped to the floor, narrowly missing my toes as she pushed me forward and stood me flat against the side of the desk. The ball weight pulled hard on my neck, forcing me to plant my cheeks against the wooden surface while she shuddered and ploughed a final few deep thrusts into my pussy. The tongue clamp finally snapped free, but I couldn’t feel anything for several minutes. In fact, my whole body was numb. I had been through an ordeal beyond any kind of sexual pleasure I’d ever experienced and I knew that it was only the beginning. 
 
   I belonged to her for the remainder of my internship, along with my tongue, my lips, my breasts, my pussy; it was all hers to do with as she wished, and I couldn’t wait to find out what that might entail.
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Waxing My Labial
 
   It had been almost a month since I had last shaved my lady parts and, as I’m sure you can imagine, they were becoming rather overgrown with a thick carpet of dark pubic hair. Even as a 30 year old I still had never quite got the hang of shaving down there and would often leave it for extended periods of time before attempting a clean shave. I was always left with a very fine stubble over my pussy lips and above my crotch that itched like crazy for a few days until the hairs had grown out and softened. It drove my lover crazy and had led to a number of somewhat embarrassing encounters involving what I liked to call sand-paper chin. Despite my cushy and powerful role as a networking executive for a high profile IT consultancy firm, I had always been quite shy about exposing myself to strangers and so I had outright avoided getting a bikini wax, no matter how many times my friends recommended it to me. However, with a hot date with a stunning blonde girl I’d met on a work’s night out coming up, I knew that something had to be done about the situation. My pussy had to be freed and I knew I had to choose between another rough deforestation with a razor held precariously in my trembling hands or face the potentially mortifying experience of getting a wax. Desperate to make the best possible impression on my date, I chose the latter and booked myself into an expensive salon/health spa situated in an old chateau on the edge of town. 
 
   I arrived at the building to find it practically deserted apart from a couple of cars in the row of parking spaces out front. Walking inside, I was instantly struck by how beautifully decorated the place was. I felt like I had been transported to some old French bordello as I stared at the paintings hanging from the walls and the antique ornaments perfectly placed in every corner. I was awe struck by the decor and jumped out of my skin as I felt a small hand pressing onto my shoulder.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry!” said a delightful young woman, “I didn’t mean to startle you!”
 
   “No that’s okay.” I said, feeling a strange murmur of excitement petering off as my heart calmed again. The girl was of Asian descent but I dared not make a guess for fear of incurring some sort o Yakuza wrath. Whatever her heritage, there was no denying that her eyes sparkled like sapphires and her light beige skin was possibly the smoothest, purest thing I’d ever seen. Plus, she was rather petite, which lent her an adorable cuteness that instantly brought a smile to my face. In fact, she was so attractive I almost forgot about my hot date.
 
   “You must be Caroline?” she asked, stroking the tip of her finger down the huge ledger on the reception desk. Even the booking system was old-fashioned with nary a computer in sight.
 
   “Yes, I’m here for a... you know...” I said, nervously avoiding saying it despite being the only one in the reception area.
 
   “A Brazilian?“ she giggled, waving for me to follow her down the long, narrow corridor to the side of the desk, “Please, follow me.”
 
   I trailed behind her, admiring her surprisingly pronounced curves, and by admiring I mean I couldn’t take my ass off her ass. Her smart clothing, which consisted of a white blouse and navy blue skirt, might have looked mundane were it not for her sweet persona and the sensuous, petite body hidden beneath the fabric. I felt like such a pervert ogling a girl so much younger than myself, but I couldn’t help it and as she showed me into the consultation room I could already feel myself becoming a little horny. Then it struck me; Oh God, I thought, what is she notices! As horrifying as the thought might have been, though, part of me actually liked the idea. It was like being embarrassed was somehow appealing and deep down I wanted her to find out my little secret.
 
   “Have you experienced a waxing before?” she asked.
 
   “Nope, I’m a virgin!” I joked, immediately fearing that it had gone over her head and I had shamed myself again, “I mean with waxing, not sex.”
 
   “Uh-huh...” she muttered, trying her best to hide her amusement with my buffoonery. She waved me over to an opaque white screen in the corner of the room, “You can undress behind this screen.”
 
   “Do I need to take everything off?” I asked, knowing all to well how silly a question it was. After all, she was about to see my most intimate areas – would it matter if I was naked?
 
   “It helps...” she replied, collecting and preparing her supplies from the nearby cupboard while I set about stripping away my clothes. I could feel my bones shaking inside my body, growing stronger with every item of clothing I shed and placed on the trolley. When I had stripped down to my underwear, I placed my bra on the top and dabbed my pussy with my panties in the hopes of soaking up the moisture that had accumulated between my labia. For some reason I was in full flow, like a broken tap gushing everywhere with no idea where the valve was to cut off the supply.
 
   I stepped out from behind the screen, holding one arm nervously over my breasts and my other hand placed neatly over my crotch like a picture of Eve in the Garden of Eden. She grinned at my needlessly nervous pose and patted the reclining leather-clad chair at her side. I could feel the heat bubbling to my head as I stood there, willing myself to let go of my modesty and accept whatever terrible fate would greet my naked form. As my arms drifted away from my body, I felt an awesome wave of release washing over my flesh, suddenly realising that I had little to fear. I averted my eyes, unable to take the potential humiliation of her blank stare as she laid eyes upon the thick mat of hair between my legs as I walked over. I almost expected her to reach out and pat it like I’d brought along my pet gerbil. Thankfully, it was all in my mind and she remained wholly professional throughout; or at least, most of the time.
 
   “That’s it, just perch yourself on the chair and we can begin.” she said softly, easing me into the seat with as little fuss as possible. I lay back, feeling the leather immediately sticking to my clammy back. It was only then that I realised how sweaty I had become, with a thin film of moisture coating my body. She pottered around with her tub of warm wax, stirring it with a spatula while I watched on with great interest. Finally, she turned to me; the spatula resting between her fingers with a thick dollop of wax waiting on the end, ready to be applied to my yeti-like body. While that was quite an exaggeration, there was no end to my shame as she lifted up my arms and rested them above my head to reveal the black forest of hair under my arm pits. I watched carefully to see if she mocked me with her eyes, but she remained focused and in control as she smeared my right armpit with the surprisingly warm wax. The dull edge of the spatula digging into the curves of my flesh was a small price to pay for ridding myself of all that hair, even temporarily. She placed a thin sheet over the waxed area and then looked at me.
 
   “Keep your arms up.” she said in a rather authoritative manner. She might have been diminutive in size, but she could conjure a harshness in her voice that would put even a fierce warrior in their place. The odd thing was; I kinda liked it. Something about being told off just kicked me up a gear and sent another rush of tingly pleasure to my pussy. At this rate the wax won’t stick, I thought, feeling the juices forming around my pussy once again.
 
   “Okay, this will hurt a lot less if you completely relax. Close your eyes and think of home, or something.” she said, but before I could even digest what she was saying she reached up and ripped the sheet away from my armpit. I immediately bolted forward, stopping myself with my hands stretching out in front of me as I howled in agony at the top of my voice. My tear ducts surged as the pain spread throughout my upper body, leaving behind a momentary burning sensation that slowly subsided. The area of skin was utterly smooth but extremely prickly to the touch. Then another sudden realisation swarmed my mind – my clitoris was throbbing harder than ever. Not only that, but even the sudden, sharp pain of the wax being ripped away wasn’t as terrible as I thought it would be. Sure it was agonising, but in retrospect I quite liked it. I held up my other arm as she applied the wax to my left armpit, no doubt feeling the thunderous pounding of my heart beneath my chest. It was only as I looked across and watched her planting the strip of paper onto the wax that I saw how hard my nipples had become, like dark red berries perched atop a pair of delicious meringues. 
 
   She yanked the second strip away, but this time I measured the pain by clenching my teeth and keeping it locked inside my body. I shuddered as every muscle in my body flexed intensely. I could see the veins on the back of my hand sticking out as I curled up my fists and dug mu knuckles into the leather cushion at the sides of my ass. Again, the pain died away I could feel the persistent throb of my clitoris growing to an ache between my thighs and all I wanted to do was reach down and start playing with myself. I knew that I couldn’t, though, which only made my frustration even worse. I lay back and tried to calm my breathing, but the relentless tremble had taken over my body and was threatening to give away my state of arousal. She made sure I was okay to continue and then moved down to my legs, starting down by my right ankle. I would have to choose a Brazilian, I thought, I’ll be here forever! On the one hand the idea of being put through so much more pain was strangely appetising, and in truth the only reason I wanted to leave was to get back to my car and relieve the tension, even just a little bit.
 
   She began to wax my legs, smearing dollop after dollop over my skin and ripping away the fine hairs all along my shins, knees and thighs while I dug the back of my head into the soft chair padding. I wasn’t thinking of home, though. With every sheet that she tore away from my legs, I started to picture her in my mind in increasingly scant levels of undress. The way she lightly touched my skin with one hand to steady my legs as she stripped away the wax sheets was tickling slightly and caused the juices to gush to my pussy. I yearned to feel the touch of her fingers just a little higher along my thigh, telepathically begging her to move faster. I couldn’t wait to feel the strip being pulled away from my pussy, but she had to cover both of my legs in their entirety first. The wait was tortuous; both because every strip sent a thunderous crack of pain through my bones as the hairs were yanked from the follicles in my skin, and because waiting for her to reach my crotch seemed to take longer and longer the closer she got. I was sure the second hand on the clock on the wall above the door was flicking backwards just to taunt me, but then like Christmas morning the moment finally arrived and the excitement rushing through my veins almost caused me to squeal with delight. 
 
   “Okay, legs are done.” she explained, looking down at the way I had cupped my hands toether over my crotch, “Are you ready to continue?”
 
   “Yeah...” I panted in reply. Little did she know that I wasn’t shielding myself from her. Rather, I was masking the gentle nudging of my fingers as I toyed with my throbbing clitoris. She took a scoop of wax on the end of the spatula and moved my hands away to rest on the sides of the chair while she applied the thick, sticky substance to my overgrown crotch. My fingers were coated in a thin film of my juices and as I surveyed her face, I could see her trying and failing to hide her amusement. She lathered the hair in wax and placed the strip over the top, allowing it moment to set before signalling for me to brace myself. I dug my nails into the sides of the chair and held on for dear life, and seconds later she yanked the paper clear of my crotch. It was remarkable; for the briefest of moments I felt nothing, almost a numb tingling sensation. However, it then hit me like a freight train driving straight across my clitoris. In the space of a second or two I felt such an overwhelming compendium of emotions, from the agony of having so many deep, long hairs ripped from my flesh to the incredible jolt of pleasure that it sent directly into my pussy. 
 
   “Oh fuck yes!” I cried out at the top of my voice, bolting forward in the chair without even realising what I had said. It was only as I fell back against the padding that I opened my eyes and saw her staring at me; her eyes wide open and her hand over her gaping mouth. I could tell she was hiding her urge to laugh at me and immediately felt my cheeks turning bright red. Still, despite my embarrassment, as she moved her hand away from her lips I could see that she wasn’t offended or disgusted by my obvious arousal. In fact, she stared down at the bare patch of ultra-sensitive flesh above my clitoris and, to my surprise, reached down with her left hand. My skin felt prickly under the touch of her fingers, but as she stroked the skin around and added more and more pressure, the strange burning discomfort started to make my clitoris throb even harder. She kept her four fingers pressed flat against my pubic bone, rubbing the delicate flesh while her thumb descended slightly and perched itself over my clit. I winced with a mixture of agony and intense pleasure as she massaged the sore skin, but then as her thumb began to circle around my clit the latter sensation came very much to the fore. I let out a long, ecstatic groan and shuddered in place on the chair as she played with me, digging my nails into the arm rests to control my exhilaration. 
 
   “Do you like this?” she whispered, carefully peering over her shoulder to make sure nobody was coming along the corridor. At first I thought the place doubled as some sort of a brothel, but the fact that she was so cautious as she touched me made the experience infinitely more arousing. She was doing it entirely of her own free will, not because some madam had instructed her to please the clients. I simply nodded, unable to divert enough energy from my hips to conjure the words. I thrust my crotch up to meet the pressure of her fingers, making the skin even more irritated. I loved it, though. The pain was incredible and the longer it went on the more I wanted. The skin above my clit was growing numb and after a while I could barely feel her hand massaging me at all. I was about to lean forward, allowing temptation to take hold of me so I could kiss her. However, she pushed me back against the chair and cheekily waved with her finger.
 
   “We’re not finished yet...” she said, parting my thighs to reveal the hair still coating my pussy lips. She fiddled with a lever beneath the seat, allowing the back of the chair to recline further so I was lying on my back. I spread my legs wide apart and raised them slightly, allowing her all the access she needed. However, before she prepared the next round of wax, she simply stared at my pussy, almost drooling at the sight of my perfect little pink slit. She almost reached out to play with it again, but then her common sense prevailed and she turned away to collect another load of wax, smearing it all over my pussy lips. Even the lightest touch of the spatula dabbing at my pussy made me quiver with excitement and as she pressed the strip down between my thighs, the additional pressure almost made me cum. It wasn’t until that moment that I realised just how turned on I had become, since the parts of my skin that I could still feel were burning in agony. My clit was pounding as if it was moments away from bursting out from under its little pink hood, which I could finally see now that my crotch had been deforested.
 
   “Brace yourself!” she said in her vaguely Asian accent, allowing me only the briefest of moments to clutch the sides of the chair before she ripped the sheet away from my pussy lips. I howled at the top of my voice, bolting upright with my claws almost puncturing the firm seat covering as I panted and shook with each wave of intense stinging pain that shot through my body. 
 
   “Last one...” she said, patting the side of the chair to get me to climb down. I flipped my legs over the edge and dropped to the floor, shivering as my feet touched the cold surface. She turned me around and pressed on my back to bend me over, tapping between my thighs to part them so she could apply one final dollop of wax to my ass crack. I placed my hands on the seat in front of me and leaned forward, sticking my ass out behind me while she smeared the wax up and down the crevice of my cheeks. The warmth of the wax turned me on even more and as she pressed the final strip of paper against it, the ticklish feeling of her fingers nudging around my anus made me quiver with excitement. She kept one hand pressed against my bare ass, caressing it in a way that would have gotten her fired had I been someone else. Then, with a sharp swipe she stripped away the final sheet, leaving behind a pristine, rapidly reddening ass crack. I had to lean down and bite the opposite edge of the seat to cope with the pain, but then once again as the initial shock wore off I could feel the persistent throb of my clitoris somehow converting my pain into an even greater state of arousal. 
 
   “All done!” she beamed with a glint of hesitation in her eyes, “Unless you’d like a little more?”
 
   With my ass crack filled with the tingling numbness of having the sparse hairs ripped out, I hadn’t even noticed that she had kept her fingers clutched to my cheek. She curled them up and dug her fingers into the skin, giving me an extra twinge of pain in my ass. 
 
   “What do you have in mind?” I asked with a wavering apprehension in my voice. While I had liked the waxing much more than I had expected, that part was over and we were stepping into some very strange and unfamiliar territory. She took a step back and raised her top to reveal the belt strapped to her waist. She looked me straight in the eye as her fingers toyed with the buckle, slowly unfastening it and withdrawing it from the loops dotted along her waistband. My heart began to thump against the inside of my chest and I chewed on my bottom lips so hard that I almost drew blood. It seemed so obscene and terrifying, but what scared me the most was how much I wanted it. She nodded and raised her eye brows, asking me if I wanted her to continue without even speaking a single word. 
 
   “Yes.” I whispered, almost exhausted from the sheer thrill of what she was suggesting. She looped the belt in half and pulled it straight, forming an ideal flogging weapon that dangled from the side of her fist. I turned and faced the chair again, completely naked and bent over the padded seat with my ass wiggling behind me. She could see my sore, freshly waxed pussy easily and there was no doubt in my mind that she was enjoying the sight of my juices dripping from my engorged vulva and rolling down the inside of my leg. I heard her heaving behind me as she raised the belt up and swung it at my ass. It struck my cheeks right in the centre across both of them, sending small ripples of flesh spiralling out across my back and thighs as I dove against the chair. The intensity of the pain was so much worse than the wax strips, which seemed almost tame by comparison. At first I thought I’d bitten off more than I could chew and was considering calling an end to the session, but once again I felt the unrelenting throb of my clitoris between my legs and couldn’t bear to leave without reaching a climax. I lowered my right hand down to my crotch and started to play with my clit, circling the tips of my fingers around it just as she raised the belt and spanked me with it again.
 
   The second strike was even harder than the first and caused the tears that had been welling up in my eyes to finally spill out over my cheeks. They ran down to my chin, smearing my eye liner all over my face as she thrashed my ass over and over again. I peered back over my shoulder and looked at the mirror on the opposite wall, immediately noticing the blood red marks and deep purple bruising that had started to form all across my cheeks. Still, as horrific as my injuries were, I couldn’t deny that the endless itch inside my pussy had never been stronger. She beat me a few more times, lashing it over my ass, my back and my thighs as I winced in agony and begged for more. Then, she paused and studied my body. I was already on the verge of a powerful climax but I just needed one final push to get me over the edge. However, instead she opened out the belt and approached me, grabbing my arms and pinning them behind my back. For some reason I trusted her and allowed her to do as she pleased with my body, even though she was clearly the most sadistic and cruel minded person I’d ever met. I knew she was the key to my impending orgasm, though, and whatever she was about to do would surely be even better than the belt. She looped it around my wrists and fastened the buckle tightly, allowing me absolutely no room to move whatsoever.
 
   “Wait here.” she whispered, and with that she darted towards the door, leaving me naked and bound in that little room all by myself. Suddenly I felt extremely vulnerable and the beat of my heart increased to a frantic murmur beneath my chest. I could hear footsteps beyond the doorway but I had no idea if they were hers or someone else’s. Almost a minute passed before she returned, quickly locking the door behind her so we couldn’t be disturbed. She held a bag in her hand, which she quickly unzipped and pulled out a huge strap-on dildo. She placed it by my side, ignoring my look of bewilderment. Where the fuck did that come from, I wondered, choosing not to question and instead just accept the incredible gift I was about to receive. She pulled her pants down along with the cute little thong that was hugging her crotch, revealing the cute little pussy hiding between her legs. I would have given anything to snack on it, but she had something else in mind. She strapped on the dildo and then popped the cap of a tube of lubricant jelly, smearing it all over the shaft. I watched intently as she prepared it for me and then braced myself tightly against the side of the chair as she positioned herself behind me. 
 
   Then, she split my ass cheeks apart with her fingers and started to glide the slippery head of the dildo up and down the crevice of my ass. The lube was chilly at first, but once it had absorbed some of the warmth from my body it felt much more pleasurable. She pushed the dildo against my ass hole, but the hole was too tight to penetrate. Still, she persisted and no matter how much I fought it, she continued to ram it against my anus. I could feel the soft ripples of flesh widening around the thick shaft and sliding over the bulbous head of the dildo a millimetre at a time. I gasped in horror but remained firmly in place as the head finally popped through the teeny little pink hole. The flesh was incredibly tender from the wax, making every inch that she slid inside me an almost impossible challenge. She didn’t give up, though, and neither did I. She buried several inches inside my ass, but there was still nearly half of it yet to insert. However, she became impatient and realising that I simply couldn’t take any more, she began to retract it and reinsert it, fucking my ass as I rocked back and forth over the side of the chair. 
 
   With every thrust that she landed against my ass she drew closer and closer to making contact with my cheeks, simultaneously plunging the shaft deeper and deeper into my rectum. I could feel it pushing out the dark red walls of my colon as she ploughed my ass, stretching the hole wide open to a perfect circle until finally she managed to shove the entire thing inside me. She must have used the entire tube of lubricant because it was passing in and out with incredible ease. Maybe it was just because my ass was so numb from the wax or maybe I was just genuinely enjoying it that much, but the initial discomfort paled in comparison to the overwhelming pleasure it brought me. Even as her hips slammed against my bruised and battered ass cheeks, nothing could stop the freight train of orgasmic fury building inside me and then as she leaned forward and started to pull sharply on my hair, I finally tipped over the edge. I let out a cacophonous, ecstatic wail that was so loud it made the windows shudder. She didn’t stop for a moment, ploughing my ass hole wide open endlessly as I started to cum. I couldn’t even reach down to play with myself. My climax had been fuelled entirely by pain, torture and the relentless sodomy she was unleashing behind me.
 
   I banged my forehead on the chair padding and squealed repeatedly as my hips convulsed violently to and fro. The heat that I had been feeling all over my distressed flesh stemmed up my spine and accumulated around my face, feeling like I had been set on fire as I shuddered through the final stages of my orgasm. I almost collapsed, but somehow I managed to keep hold of the chair until the final moments, after which she pulled the dildo from my ass and stepped aside so I could recover. It took me a while to rise to my feet again, but when I did, I saw that she had cleaned off the dildo and packed it away. My ass felt like a cave; gaping wide open as I limped across to the screen to collect my clothes. My whole body felt like I’d been engulfed in a fire and with my skin covered in sweat and tears, I felt dirtier than when I had arrived. Still, I was completely hairless and ready for my date – apart from the fact that my body looked like it had been in a war zone. Maybe she’s into that sort of thing, I hoped. If not, I could always visit my new best friend at the waxing parlour. Something told me she would be more than willing to oblige my new depraved urges!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Applicunts
 
   I had known that I liked pain ever since I was a young girl. It was a freak accident involving a sudden gust of wind, an open door and my fingers resting just too far inside the frame. Suffice to say, I didn’t lose the finger or anything morbid like that. No, the only real long term result of that little incident was that from that day forward, I harboured a strong desire to cause myself physical pain. I couldn’t explain why, but there was a dark, unspeakable feeling of pleasure that throbbed from my finger as I held it and sucked on it, wiping away the tears as I tried to figure out why my clitoris was tingling with the same intensity. I thought there was something wrong with me for a long time and I avoided pain like the devil for fear of reliving my strange, immoral perversion. Coming from a deeply Christian family, you can probably imagine the shame and guilt that I felt for those few minutes of twisted pleasure and I kept it completely secret, immediately shutting that side of my personality down in the hope that I could suppress it to non-existence. It was only one day as I sat idly masturbating and surfing the internet for porn in my university dorm room that I realised there was a whole realm of possibilities that I had closed off from myself. 
 
   I came across a website depicting all manner of despicable sex acts involving rope, whips, chains etc. I could barely believe what I was seeing and felt so disgusted, but my shock and horror quickly turned to a burning curiosity and I found myself poring through the endless pages as I brought myself to orgasm after orgasm. I didn’t get much revision done that day, that’s for sure! I learned so many new terms and filled my head with an endless stream of depraved fantasies, each one more grotesque than the last. Over the following few years I tried to broach the subject with my small string of girlfriends, but not one of them was even remotely keen on experimenting with me. I remained a bondage virgin for years, but then as I grew a little older and became increasingly frustrated by my lack of success in that area, I started to think of other ways I could get what I wanted. If none of my girlfriends were willing to do it, maybe I could hook up with a stranger who was similarly minded. The internet was filled with such people and all I had to do was take a look on one of the many personals sites dotted around the web.
 
   As nervous as ever, though, I took to simply fantasising about it rather than actually contacting anyone. I spent weeks looking at the pages each day to see what new posts had been made, imagining what it would be like to contact one of them or even exchange some saucy pictures. Then, one evening I was sitting on the couch with my laptop, trying desperately to stave off boredom when I noticed an advert posted by someone calling themselves Madame Elise. It seemed she was an older woman in her 40s and she was looking for a young girl such as me to serve as her sex slave. Despite the lack of detail, I was intrigued and after necking a few shots I sent off an email to register my interest. I didn’t think anything would come of it. She’s probably just some sad old tart who’s just discovered the site, I thought, like me. The following day I woke with a sore head to find a reply waiting in my inbox. I opened it with a tremble already forming in my fingers, but when I read its contents the light judder of my body became a persistent, anxious quiver. It simply read: You are invited to visit Madame Elise on the 14th of this month at Chateau Sadique, 8pm.
 
   I had no idea what to make of it. Maybe it’s a prank, I wondered, I’ll probably get there and find out that I’m on candid camera or something. Still, as terrified as I was of my religious zealot family back home discovering my secret on some crappy evening TV show, the constant throb of my clitoris was overwhelming my judgement and since the date on the email was the following day, I simply couldn’t resist. It was all that went through my mind the following day and as the time came to set off for my fateful meeting with the mysterious woman, I could already feel the juices spilling from my pussy lips and absorbing into the damp fabric of my thong. I hadn’t had time to masturbate that day, not even in the early morning when I first woke up. I almost crashed the car several times as I made my way out of the city via the dual carriageway and meandered down a few country lanes to find the right place. It was an old building set back from the road and hidden behind a row of tall Oaks, which almost caused me to miss the turn off. As my car crawled along the gravel drive way up to the lavish house, I noticed several cars parked outside. Naturally, being a usually shy and retiring type who was already on tenterhooks just being there in the car park, I was immediately considering turning back and forgetting the whole thing.
 
   However, my curiosity and persistence kept me driving forward and I’d already parked the car and gotten out to walk up to the door before I realised I’d made up my mind to go for it. I knocked twice on the door and peered around at the cars behind me, wondering who they belonged to. Then, with a loud clank the door creaked open to reveal a woman standing in the entrance, propping herself up on the frame as if to block my way in. She was stunning; a picture of how every woman dreams about looking when they reach middle age. The few minor wrinkles and crow’s feet around her face barely distracted from her radiant smile and her sumptuous red lips. She had an ominous, dark stare that made me feel like a little girl under the rule of her oppressive teachers once again, and yet there was a warmth to her that drew me closer. It was a testament to her incredible beauty that it took me a few seconds to realise that she was wearing a sheer black silk gown tied with a matching belt, through which I could almost see the outline of her slender body and what looked like a sexy bustier clinging to her torso. The tingle of my clitoris instantly jumped up a notch just at the sight of her, and she hadn’t even spoken a word yet.
 
   “You must be Emily?” she said in a thick French accent. I almost had to ask her to repeat herself, but I caught my name and realised what she was saying.
 
   “Yes!” I nodded, unsure whether to smile or keep my head down.
 
   “Hmm...” she muttered to herself as she surveyed my drab clothes and petite frame, “Yes... yes, you could do nicely.”
 
   “Thank you!” I replied, grinning like an idiot in response to her compliment.
 
   “Silence!” she barked, changing her tone almost immediately as she continued, “You will only speak when spoken to. Understand?”
 
   “Uh... yes.” I responded nervously. In truth, as frightened as I was, the sudden jolt of her voice was like a bolt of lightning that struck directly around my pussy, filling my veins with electricity that prickled with every further word she spoke. 
 
   “Good.” she said, smiling to herself as she stared at my small young breasts rising and falling gently beneath my little vest top, “So, you would like to be a sex slave?”
 
   “I guess...” I replied, but before I could change my answer to something more enthusiastic, she shot back with a sour retort.
 
   “You guess?” she snarled, almost ready to slam the door in my face. Thankfully, she allowed me one more chance to correct my mistake.
 
   “I mean yes!” I insisted, shaking my head in disbelief for being so stupid.
 
   “Prove it!” she commanded, staring blankly at me to see how I reacted.
 
   “Um... I will, just tell me how and I’ll do it!” I said, learning the ropes as I went. It was my first time doing anything like it and my only experience of that world was through watching porn movies. A lot of them.
 
   “Kneel...” she ordered, snapping her fingers at the floor between us like a master calling her dog. I climbed down onto my knees and watched as she looked around the surrounding area and then peeled the sides of her silk gown aside beneath the belt. I knew exactly what she wanted and leaned closer, admiring the scent of her pussy and the small matt of black pubic hair just above her clit. My nose pressed against it as I pinned my mouth to her pussy, extending my tongue to prove my worth. I licked tepidly around her clit, slowly working up the courage to really let rip. I wanted to snack on it like crazy; to bend her over and eat her out all night long. My nerves took a few moments to subside, but once I’d hit my stride she almost had difficulty pulling me away. I clamped my lips around the fleshy hood and lapped around it, massaging it as firmly as I could with every ounce of strength in my tongue. She seemed to like it because I could hear the soft moaning of her breath as she exhaled into the warm summer evening air. 
 
   “Mmm, yes.” she whispered, tapping on the back of my head to end the test, “Yes, you may enter.”
 
   I rose to my feet as she covered herself up once again with the sides of her gown. However, she remained in the doorway, blocking my entrance to her home. My confusion was quickly settled when she reached up to the side wall inside the door and unclipped something, presenting it to me like a saleswoman demonstrating a product for the punters standing around her pitch. It was a black leather gimp mask, which she held up to my head without even asking for permission. That was the point that I had to give up any notion of personal property, including my own body. I was to be her slave and that meant doing every single little thing she commanded, no matter what. I gulped anxiously as she slipped it down over my head, allowing me only one hole in the leather around the mouth for me to breathe. She fastened it tightly around my neck and then took my hand to guide me inside. I heard the door slam shut behind me and I trailed closely behind her as she led me through into a room somewhere at the back of the house. I had no idea what the interior looked like apart from the brief glimpses of old mahogany furniture I’d spotted from outside. All of that was irrelevant, though. I was there for one thing and one thing only, but as she pulled me into the room and closed the door, I quickly realised that I wasn’t the only person there. 
 
   As Madame Elise guided me over to a specific spot on the carpet, I could hear a whole host of shuffling sounds coming from the area just to my left. It was audible even through the thick leather of the mask, although I could hear no voices. It was just a constant ambience of breath and skin grazing together that suggested there was an audience. This is why you shouldn’t answer adverts on the internet, I thought. I simply waited as the Madame moved behind me and very calmly started to strip my clothes away. She pulled my vest up over my head and released the straps of my bra with her light fingers, barely even taking the time to touch my exposed breasts before focusing her attention on my skinny jeans. She unbuttoned and pulled them down, taking a brief moment to feel the moistened front of my thong.
 
   “Whore.” she snorted as she felt how wet I had become. I felt slightly insulted, but most of all I wanted to prove myself to her. I didn’t want to just be a whore; I wanted to be her slave and I was shocked by just how much of a connection had developed between us in the moments since I’d arrived. It was like she’d fed me some hypnotic drug through the juices of her pussy and had enslaved my mind already. She gripped the sides of the thong and pulled it down, tossing it onto the pile along with my shoes to leave me standing naked before her. I couldn’t tell if the chill of the air conditioning was making my nipples stand on end or if I was just really, really turned, but either way they were like little dark bullets pointing out in front of my quivering mounds. I felt her hand pressing against my back as she bent me over, resting my neck and each of my wrists against some sort of wooden crescent surface. I felt something clanking down above my head and when I tried to move back up slightly, I realised I’d been locked in stocks for her amusement.
 
   Suddenly, she released the mask from around my head and pulled it off, revealing the source of all the bustling noises in the room. Leading around in a semi-circle, there were four other naked girls bent over in stocks, just like me. They ranged in stature, hair colour and even nationality, leaving almost no similarity between the five of us. We were simply the five horny sluts who had been stupid, or possibly lucky enough to reply to Madame Elise’s advert. Surely we can’t all be her slaves, I thought, that’s just greedy! Alas, there was a perfectly reasonable explanation for drawing us all here and as she spoke, every word she said sent a spark of anticipation and excitement down my spine to my clit. 
 
   “You are probably wondering why you are all here...” she said, taking a sip from a glass of red wine placed on a small table near an elaborate arm chair in front of the stocks.
 
   “The answer is simple: I require a slave and you will audition. I will torture you and you will like it more than the rest. She who can take the most pain will win a place by my side...” she said, raising a wry smile, “On the floor, of course.”
 
   We all nodded, eager to please her as she took another sip of her wine.
 
   “Now, I know how well each of you can eat pussy...” she said, “But how well can you eat ass?”
 
   With that, she untied the silk belt around her waist and slipped the gown off from her shoulders, revealing the lacy black bustier and her matching stockings and suspenders in all their glory. She moved over to the girl on the far end; a beautiful red head with a complexion that would blind you if you saw her on a bright, sunny day. She forced the girl’s head up to face forward and then turned away, ramming her ass cheeks down over her mouth. She let go of the girl’s hair and peeled her cheeks wide apart, allowing the redhead to satisfy her potential master as best she could. The Madame let out a soft moan as the girl’s tongue lapped around her ass hole, but she’d clearly had better. She moved on to the next girl; a Chinese student who was even more petite than I was. She repeated the process, allowing the Asian to take her turn. I watched intently as her chin flapped open and shut repeatedly, trying to get a better look at her tongue licking around the hole. My body had become so engulfed by my anxious trembling that the stocks were almost working loose from the tight bolts holding them to the floor. She moved on, allowing the next two girls their turn. One was a dark haired Italian temptress and the other was a beautifully tanned Chilean, but I didn’t care about any of them. The only thing I wanted was my chance to show how well I could pleasure the Madame’s ass hole.
 
   She finally worked her way around to me, spreading her cheeks wide open and pressing her ass hole down onto my hungry tongue. It was already coated in four lots of warm saliva that was seeping from the hole. At least one of them had penetrated her with their tongue and not wanting to be outdone, I followed suit. I licked around the puckering rim for a moment, lapping up every drop of their saliva and becoming even more turned on as I caught the incredible scent of her ass wafting up my nose. Then, I started to slither my tongue inside her, working the tight ring of muscle open around my taste buds so I could slide an inch inside her. She let out the loudest groan of the lot and then stepped away, frustratingly before I had a chance to go deeper.
 
   “Very good.” she said, wafting her face with her fanned out fingers. I had clearly had an effect on her. “Now, here comes the real test of your endurance.” she said, strolling over to a large chest on the wall behind her chair. She opened it up and bent over the side, giving us all another glimpse at her perfect, demure ass as she fished out two boxes of items and set them down on the floor in front of us. One contained a mass of silver clamps and corresponding ball weights. The other contained a mess of wires and strange plastic patches, almost like circular plasters.
 
   “Not one of you is allowed to achieve a climax. Anyone who does will automatically forfeit their place at my side. This will go on until only one of you remains.” she explained, instantly striking fear into my heart. It wasn’t because I was afraid of the contents of the boxes, though. It was because I was so horny I was already on the verge of a climax just from snacking on her ass hole. I’d been purposely building myself up towards it and now that I was on the edge I knew it would be the greatest torture of all to suppress the urge.
 
   “Let us begin!” she said, almost like she was commencing the Olympic Games. One by one she picked up two sets of clamps and ball weights and wandered over to each of the candidates, stretching out the nipples from their chests behind the stocks and snapping the jagged teeth around their sensitive red teats. As she attached them to each girl’s breasts, I could hear the piercing squeals of their voices growing nearer, like an inevitable tsunami of pain from which I knew I couldn’t escape. She finally got to me and started to pin them on to my breasts, first clipping on the metal clamps – which didn’t feel too bad – then the ball weight – which was the most intense pain I’d ever felt in my entire life. The weights dangled beneath me, knocking against the wooden stocks as my body jiggled. Part of me wanted to wriggle myself free of their grip, but I knew I would forfeit if that happened. However, as the initial pain wore off I realised that it wasn’t quite as terrible as I’d first imagined. In fact, for the first time since that fateful meeting with the door frame when I was younger, I felt an explosion of sexual energy inside of me. It was like I’d remembered some incredible memory that had lain dormant in my mind for years, only to erupt in spectacular style right there in the Madame’s home. 
 
   She stepped away and cackled to herself, seemingly getting a huge amount of pleasure just from the sight and sound of our bodies groaning under the pressure of the clamps. They were so tight that no amount of movement would have dislodged them and with our arms and necks clamped between the stocks, we were utterly defenceless. Still, I could tell from the tinge of excitement under the girls’ breath that I wasn’t the only one enjoying the pain. Madame Elise reached down to the second box and started to sift through the wires and patches, like a box of Christmas tree lights fresh from its dusty resting place in the attic. As she unravelled the wires, I realised that it was one long series of interconnected leads that joined the patches in a circuit. She trailed it around us, beginning with the redhead on the end. I watched intently, trying to see what she was doing behind the girl but the stocks and her fiery head of hair were obstructing my view. She continued on to the Chinese girl and repeated the step, seemingly attaching one of the patches to her back, or maybe her thighs. It wasn’t until the third girl jolted forward suddenly that I realised where the pads were going. Then, as she finally got around to me I waited with great enthusiasm and fervour as she tried to stick the final patch over my clit. However, the excessive juices seeping from my pussy was making it difficult and every tap of her fingers to get it to stick down threatened to send me over the edge into a blistering orgasm.
 
   She mopped up some of the moisture with her finger and came around in front of me, holding it up so I could see just how much of a filthy slut I was. She didn’t say a word; she didn’t need to. I knew what she was thinking and that was just making me even wetter. Somehow she managed to stick the patch over my clit and then pulled the remainder of the wire back over to the box where the other end remained attached to something. She pulled it out to reveal a huge battery, and she lowered the unconnected end of the wire down onto the open positive notch. As soon as the two metal surfaces connected, a surge of current shot through the wires and drilled into our clits, conducting a chorus of wailing and high pitched squeals that lasted for as long as she kept it pressed down. She released it, allowing us literally two seconds to catch a breath before connecting the circuit again and zapping us with a second round of electrical shock. Our bodies seized up all at once and as we shook violently in place behind the stocks, the ball weights and nipples clamps dangling beneath us swung so chaotically that they even managed to collide once or twice. The pain was greater than anything I thought possible, but still none of us could shake the emotion that connected us.
 
   The Chinese girl was the first to cum; her orgasmic cries clearly distinguishable from the agonised groaning she had been giving off to that point. She shook and bolted forward, ramming the stocks involuntarily with surprising power as she shuddered her way through her climax. The Italian girl in the middle went next, followed in quick succession by the Chilean. Even though they had already reached their climaxes and forfeited the game, Madame Elise kept them connected to suffer through an endless series of secondary and tertiary orgasms that rapidly drained them of all their energy. They slumped down as the redhead and I battled it out, staring each other down as wave after wave of glorious pain invaded our bodies and rattled our bones. Tears formed in her eyes as her pupils rolled back into her skull, no longer able to fight off the orgasmic fury of the Madame’s torture device. I had no idea how I had lasted so long, but somehow I had managed it and watching the fiery goddess cumming on the far side of the room was the greatest thing I’d ever felt. The Madame left the battery connected and picked up a riding crop that lay on the table beside her wine. She slowly took one final sip from the dregs in her glass while the other four continued to shake involuntarily with the surges of electricity. There was no end in sight for them and as she approached I realised I didn’t have it quite in the bag just yet.
 
   “You may cum if you can make me cum!” she said, standing directly in front of my face with her clitoris an inch from my tongue. She angled herself so that I could eat her out again and I went to work as diligently as ever. She gripped my hair with one hand, holding onto the top of my head as she thrust her hips against my tongue. In her other hand she held the crop and proceeded to beat the bare flesh of my ass, reaching over the stocks to strike me. In all honesty, I had become numb from the incessant electrical charges and the ball weights drooping my tits towards the floor, so the impact of the crop was minimal. However, the purpose of it was to give her that little bit of visual stimulation she needed to cum. She wanted to see my skin as distressed as possible and by whipping me with the crop, she was finally able to give herself that extra push. I could feel her hips going into spasms before me, but I kept my tongue pressed to her clit, grinding it over the throbbing little pink nub until the very last second. My whole body was shaking as I tried to contain my ecstasy, and it was only as she reached the very pinnacle of her orgasm that she finally relented.
 
   “Now!” she cried, “Now you may cum!”
 
   Needless to say, the resulting orgasm would surely be illegal if there was some way to bottle it. I almost worked the bolts in the floor loose as I pounded my shoulders against the stocks, finally sending the ball weights crashing to the floor with the thunderous momentum of my body. My hips convulsed and knocked me to the floor and the sputtering droplets of cum ejaculating from my pussy unstuck the electrical patch just as she disconnected the wires. She took a brief moment to compose herself and then spoke. 
 
   “You four may leave.” she said calmly and then turned to me, “You may never leave unless I grant you permission.”
 
   It was the beginning of a beautiful relationship. Who am I kidding; it was the beginning of the most sordid and sadistic relationships that ever existed. There was a reason it was called the Chateau Sadique, after all!
 
    
 
   
  
 

Nosy Neighbour
 
   Maria and I had been together for some years, living in our gorgeous home in the leafy suburbs with a beautiful lawn out front and plenty of garden space at the back. We both worked hard and reaped the rewards that came with our professions – her being a spinal surgeon at a private hospital and me being the head teacher at a local girls’ high school. She sometimes had to work nights and was often on-call in case an emergency happened, and as a teacher I often had reams of marking and lesson planning as well as whatever paper work I didn’t complete at my office. That said, as hard as it sometimes was to enjoy each other’s company we always managed to find time somewhere in our busy schedules to spend together. For a long time we had kept our relationship a secret from our friends and family, terrified of how they might reject us if they were to find out that we were lesbians, but the longer we spent together the more we realised that we couldn’t go on hiding our true selves. We knew that we loved each other as much as anyone could and we finally broke the news to our families one evening. Much to our surprise, our announcement was met with a rather underwhelming shrug. It seemed that we had not been as secretive about our affections as we thought and most of the people around us had long suspected that we were lovers.
 
   It wasn’t hard to fall in love with her, either. Her long, dark hair and exquisite, curvy body would have driven any red blooded man or woman wild and whenever we ventured out for a night on the town, I could barely leave her alone for more than a second without someone trying to seduce her. Her eyes were solely fixed on me, though, and she took every opportunity to make sure I knew how she felt. As an equally buxom woman in my 30s, I was practically her mirror image, although my fiery ginger locks were the main giveaway as to who was who. I also had much a much paler complexion than her lightly tanned skin, with a smattering of cute freckles across my nose and chest that worked well with my blazing red hair, for which she sometimes nicknamed me the “phoenix”. The fact that we were both incredibly well endowed meant that our bedroom antics were particularly fun. Sometimes we would each spend hours simply fondling and sucking on each other’s nipples before we even got down to the really dirty stuff. Our sexual orientation wasn’t our only secret, though. We had a much deeper, naughtier hidden truth that we entertained only at night, when the sun had set and cast a dark shadow across the land. 
 
   It was during a particularly heated sexual encounter one evening as Maria rammed me from behind with her chunky strap-on dildo that we came to a sudden but life changing realisation. She was busy thrusting herself against my ass as I crouched on my hands and knees on the bed, the same as always. I didn’t know what had happened at work to rile her up so badly, but even though she was totally into it, she was being much more aggressive than normal. She raised her hand and planted it down over my ass, much more forcefully than before. We had played around with some light spanking in the past, but nothing compared to the violence she displayed that evening. What shook me most of all was not the fact that she had taken her anger out on me, but that I liked it so much. In fact, at the time I insisted that she do it even harder, and when we switched over, it seemed that she enjoyed it as well. Thus, our interest in the kinkier, darker side of sexual pleasure was born – a side that we could never tell anyone about. Over the course of a few months, we began to buy more and more sex toys and implements of torture for use in the bedroom as we explored our newfound sexuality, even tying each other up and acting out our dirtiest, most depraved fantasies. 
 
   Our sex life had never been boring in the past, but as we tried out more and more new things, we started to wonder how we ever managed to build up to an orgasm with mere rubbing and groping. The feeling of being whipped or painfully forced to take a dildo in the ass was beyond anything I’d ever felt and it wasn’t uncommon for us to each shudder our way through numerous orgasms in one night. We would often get carried away with ourselves and frequently had to cover our flesh up the following morning to hide the sore marks and bruises, which was especially difficult in the summer months. It was an amazing time of sexual discovery, but little did we know at the time that we weren’t quite as alone or as secretive as we thought. It was late one night during a rather hot sex session that we made the startling discovery. I had taken on the dominant role and had strapped Maria on to a purpose built pink leather-clad cross consisting of two interlocking wooden beams. She was standing on her tip toes at my command; her arms and legs stretched out at her side like she was in a perpetual star jump. Her mouth was stuffed with a shiny red plastic ball gag that was buckled behind her head with the straps digging into her cheeks. I gently tapped the end of a rider’s crop under her chin, ordering her to keep it raised as it draped slowly down over her collar bone to her chest.
 
   I had attached tight nipple clamps to each of her firm teats, which stuck out before her waiting for something to be hung on the end. I kept her in suspense, knowing that she wanted the ball weights that were lying on the bed waiting to be used, instead choosing to rattle the ends of the clamps with the end of the crop a few times. She shivered as the searing hot pain flooded her veins, relaxing moments later as I stopped and moved down further towards her pussy, which she had waxed completely clean ready for our fun. She was completely naked, whereas I wore a tight fitting black dominatrix corset. It showed off my wonderful pale cleavage, which contrasted beautifully with the dark leather fabric, and came with two long, arm-length gloves with sparkling silver studs around the wrists. It ended just an inch below my crotch, leaving very little to the imagination as I was wearing nothing at all underneath. I was just about lash the crop over Maria’s finely toned stomach when her neck bolted to the right. She peered across out of the bedroom window, which faced the neighbour’s house and was directly opposite their windows. I stepped over to the window and peered out to see what she was looking at, but I couldn’t see anything. She tried to say something but it was muffled by the gag. Then I saw it; the net curtains of their back bedroom were moving slightly.
 
   I squinted to focus on the side of the window and felt my heart drop like an anvil as I noticed a small hand moving them aside once again. It was the neighbours’ daughter, Jenny, and she was trying to see across into our bedroom. Not only that, with the soft glow of the candles we had lit, flickering their golden light over Maria’s body, it would have been easy for her to see everything we were doing, even through our own net curtains. She appeared once again at the window, peering just above her window sill as she tried to get another look. She hadn’t noticed that I was staring right back at her in the corner of our window, and as I watched her trying to spy on us – still completely able to see Maria’s restrained body behind me – I felt the devil inside me. I knew that she was 18 as we had been invited to her family birthday party just a few months earlier, and the more I thought about it the more I started to think that maybe her affectionate persona was actually more of a flirty one. Could she really have feelings for us? I wondered. The fact that she was unashamedly watching us doing all manner of naughty things to each other was proof enough for me. So, I moved aside and started to pull on the cord to retract the net curtains. Naturally, she disappeared from view immediately, sensing that she might be caught, but then as I opened up the curtains and allowed her to watch, she reappeared once more. 
 
   Her ghostly face stared across at Maria’s constrained body with her hand clearly nudging between her legs as I stepped back over to the cross. I looked over at the young girl and smiled, reassuring her that it was okay to watch; to enjoy the show. I took a step back and raised the crop up once again, finally landing the harsh thrash of the tip over the skin of Maria’s stomach. Her body shuddered in place as the clamps wiggled slightly in front of her. She let out a brief moan of satisfaction and waited for the next blow, which came a second later. I lashed it over her midriff again, sending a brief ripple of flesh across her chest and hips. She loved it and moaned louder with every strike as I whipped her senseless in front of the young girl, who continued to watch, occasionally hiding her shocked, gaping mouth behind the palm of her hand. No doubt it was more extreme than any porn she had ever watched, but it was making me so horny that I couldn’t wait to show her the really intense stuff. However, after a few more rough thrashings with the crop, I looked back over at her to see that she had disappeared from view. Not only that, her bedroom light had been switched off and her curtains drawn.
 
   “I guess it was too much for her” I chuckled to Maria, who raised her eyebrows as if to sarcastically quip, you think so? Regardless, the little incident had made my clitoris throb beneath the leather corset and there was no need to stop. However, I had no idea that the incident, as I called it, was far from over. In fact, it had only just begun. I was just about to step over to the bed to pick up one of the ball weights when there was a soft but noticeable thud at the front door. At first I thought it must have been a salesman or charity worker, but then I realised that it was way past the hour for canvassers to visit us. My eyes lit up as the only possible explanation became clear in my mind. I left Maria tied to the cross and made my way down the stairs, still holding the rider’s crop in my hand as I approached the door. I took a quick peep outside from behind the curtains of the living room and confirmed my hopes and suspicions – it was Jenny, huddled over in the chilly night air in just her navy blue silk pyjamas. My clitoris instantly began to tingle with excitement as I prepared to open the door. I had no idea how it would play out, but I couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
   The door drifted open and I stood before her, like the guardian of some gothic castle. She looked nervous, but I couldn’t tell if it was the cold or her own anxiety that was causing her teeth to chatter. Either way, I didn’t want to let her escape and reached out to guide her inside before she could change her mind. She stepped through and I closed the door behind her, brushing past her petite frame and instantly catching the sweet raspberry scent of her perfume. She had blonde hair that streamed down over her shoulders and sparkling blue eyes that glittered in the moonlight overhead as she stared back at me; a truly hypnotic sight that was made even stunning by her spine-melting smile.
 
   “I didn’t realise we had a peeping tom in the neighbourhood.” I said with a wry grin, to which she looked both slightly embarrassed and yet oddly proud as well. I started to wonder how long she had been spying on us, as something about her demeanour suggested that this was far from the first time. She seemed completely comfortable with the sight of me clad in leather with my breasts heaving above the material and my thighs completely exposed down below. 
 
   “So, do you wanna play?” I asked, reaching over for the dog leash hanging from the coat hooks behind the door. She nodded and waited obediently as I opened the collar and placed it around her neck, seemingly expecting every move that I made. 
 
   “What do I do?” she whispered as I fastened it around her throat and tugged on the leash to make sure it was secure.
 
   “Every single thing that I say.” I whispered into her ear, causing a shiver of nervous excitement to ripple through her body. I didn’t even need to command her down onto her knees, as she crouched on the carpet and peered up at me in anticipation of my next command. Her eyes briefly latched on to the sight of my glistening, wet pussy beneath the leather corset, and I couldn’t resist taking advantage of the situation. I raised my right leg up and rested my foot on the arm of the nearby sofa, presenting my pussy to her ready to be eaten. Then, with a sharp tug on the leash I pulled her closer and she leaned in with her tongue outstretched, ready to lick around my clitoris. I felt her rough taste buds grating over the throbbing little bean as she sucked on it, moaning gratefully almost as much as me. She moved her tongue down and slithered it between my deliciously slim, dark red labia. They looked persistently sore when they were engorged and that evening they were especially sensitive as she licked up every drop of my juices and pushed her tongue through the opening of my vagina and massaged the first few inches of supple, fleshy tissue inside me. 
 
   I tapped the back of her head to make her stop and then after composing myself, I led her up the stairs. She stayed on her hands and knees, crawling behind me like a dog as I guided her to the bedroom. I walked in and presented Maria with the sight of our neighbours’ delectable daughter on her hands and knees. I noticed Jenny’s expression as she crawled in and finally saw Maria’s restrained naked body up close for the first time. She was slightly shocked, but far more turned on than anything. I tugged on the leash again, pulling her closer to the cross while I stared down at the sublime curve of her ass beneath her silky pyjamas. I wanted to do so many things to her and had to fight with my own depraved consciousness to continue with the game. I nodded to her, signalling for her to give Maria the same service that she had done to me. She moved closer and began to kiss the sleek flesh just above my girlfriend’s clit, tenderly kissing it before moving down to the fleshy hood beneath. She worked her tongue around it, coating it in her saliva as trails stretched between her lips and Maria’s clit. She moaned through the gag and rotated her head around as the pleasure of Jenny’s surprisingly agile tongue lathered her pussy with affection. 
 
   After a little while, I pulled Jenny away and up to her feet. She stood silently and submissively in front of Maria, who could only watch on as I wrapped my arms around the young girl. Standing behind her, I began to grope at her breasts through her pyjama top, slowly but surely working her nipple to firm points that poked through the fabric ready to be pinched and played with. Then, I started to unbutton it, popping each one open as I slowly reveal her immaculate, supple breasts to my lover. It was like I was presenting her with a gift, but the pain had far from ended. I tossed her top aside and then slowly began to grip the waistband of her pyjama bottoms, sliding them down over her equally silky thighs until finally they dropped to her ankles, leaving her naked and ready for action. I picked up one of the ball weights and handed it to her, tugging on the leash to pull her closer to Maria’s body. I could see her fingers trembling as she held in between them, and then as I nodded for her hook it onto the clamp of Maria’s right breast, she paused apprehensively. 
 
   “Don’t be shy...” I said, encouraging her to take the next step. She took a deep breath but didn’t move, building up the courage to go continue. I gave the leash another tug, letting her know who was boss. It startled her a little and she quickly hooked it onto the clamp, allowing it drop from her grasp in front of Maria’s breast and causing it to droop suddenly towards the floor. She groaned noisily as the pain shot through her body but I didn’t allow her long to recover, quickly handing Jenny the second ball weight ready to attach to Maria’s left nipple. She let it drop just like the first one, revelling with an almost sadistic glee as my lover writhed in agony and rattled the restraints around her wrists and ankles. I could tell that the young girl had been thinking about it for a long time and had probably touched herself countless times while she watched us from afar. It was only as we began to inflict the next level of pain that I realised how similar my role was to my day job. It was like I was teaching her how to be dominant and the sight of her causing so much pain to Maria was sending the juices gushing to my pussy. 
 
   It was time to leave the cross and move to the bed, so I removed the leash from Jenny’s neck and attached it to Maria’s. Then, I handed her the reins and watched intently as I unbuckled each of the restraints around Maria’s wrists and ankles. As soon as the last one clicked open, she climbed down onto her hands and knees, bowing to our guest like a good little dog. I nodded towards the bed and Jenny began to move over to the side, holding her arm over the centre of the duvet to guide Maria up onto the covers. She positioned her on her hands and knees and then looped the end of the leash around on the spokes in the headboard behind the pillows. Then, she waited patiently for my next command. 
 
   “Eat.” I barked, taking her hand and pulling her onto the bed. She mounted it behind Maria and bent over on all fours with her hungry tongue just inches from my girlfriend’s ass. She moved closer and began to timidly lick up and down over her clitoris and tingling labia while I grabbed some more items from a nearby drawer. First up, I took a long flogging whip that had a mass of knotted tassels that draped down over the side of my fist as I held it sideways in my hand. I watched Jenny snacking on Maria’s pussy for a moment and then moved behind her with the whip held high in the air. Jenny’s ass was sticking out behind her just like Maria’s, wiggling in the warm air as the soft light from the candles licked her delightfully smooth skin. With a single hard swipe, I thrashed the tassels over her ass, instantly making her tense up on the bed behind Maria. If she was going to leave, that was the time. But she didn’t, and to my surprise she didn’t even look back at me. Instead, she continued to lap her tongue around Maria’s labia, slithering it between them and licking the inner walls of her pussy as she moaned in ecstasy on the bed. I whipped her again, causing her to jolt forward as the burning agony consumed the flesh of her juicy cheeks. Red lash marks slowly formed on her bare ass with each successive strike that I landed on her cheeks. I climbed onto the bed next to Maria and bent over with my hands on her ass, facing towards Jenny. I peeled her cheeks wide apart, exposing the puckering ripples of her ass hole.
 
   “Eat.” I commanded again, grinning at Jenny as she bit her lip apprehensively. I looked at the whip again, which I had placed next to her on the bed, implying that I would use it if she didn’t do as I said. Discipline was a primary duty of a teacher, after all! She leaned closer and stuck out her tongue, and I watched as closely as I could as the slithering appendage began to lick around Maria’s anus. I’d done it enough times myself, but watching the young student eating my girlfriend’s ass was even more appealing. She planted her lips tightly between Maria’s cheeks and began to lick firmly over her rim, almost like she was sucking sexual pleasure from her asshole. I left her to it, stepping aside to collect a tube of lubricant jelly before immediately climbing back onto the bed. I almost had to pull Jenny’s mouth away from Maria’s ass as she licked it passionately, drooling her saliva down over the quivering pussy lips below. With her mouth successfully drawn away for a moment, I squirted a healthy dollop of lube onto Maria’s ass and commanded Jenny to work it around the tight hole, making sure to slide her fingers deep inside my lover’s anus. She did as I asked while I collected the next toy for our sordid evening’s entertainment. I grabbed a pair of strap-on dildos and began to attach one of them to my waist. The other one, however, was not for me, nor was it designed to be worn around anyone’s waist.
 
   With one dildo protruding from my body like a giant black cock, I moved up onto the bed and inspected Jenny’s work. She wasn’t merely applying the lube, though. She was taking the opportunity to thoroughly finger Maria’s asshole, sliding her fingers as deep inside my lover’s ass as she could while stroking her clitoris with her free hand. I stopped her and held the second dildo up to her face. At first she shot me a look of confusion, but then as I placed the mouth piece at the base of the dildo between her teeth and strapped it around the sides of her face, she knew exactly what was going on. I applied a little extra lube to the thick dildo shaft and told her to smear it around with her hand while I grabbed the whip again and stood beside the bed, watching her pushing the head of the dildo up against Maria’s anus. She kept utterly still as the young girl persisted, finally sliding it up into rectum and thrusting it in and out with the force of her neck. 
 
   “Harder!” I said, lashing Jenny’s cute little ass with the whip again. She worked more diligently, nodding repeatedly and with as much force as Maria’s ass hole would allow while she rocked back and forth at the top of the bed. It was so naughty and I only wished that I could record what was happening. I whipped her again, but the desire to join in was becoming too great. My aim was to show her that there was only room for one dominant person in the room, and she knew all too well that it was me. So, I climbed onto the foot of the bed and knelt precariously behind Jenny’s ass. Then, I pressed the head up to her pussy lips and squeezed it between them. She surged forward with the force of the dildo entering her pussy, lodging the dildo protruding from her mouth even deeper inside Maria’s rectum. I began to thrust the full weight of my hips against her ass, plunging the dildo between her labia as they stretched tightly around the rigid black shaft. It was ribbed with the realistic pattern of veins up and down the sides of the shaft, which rubbed relentless over the nerve endings inside her pussy and caused her to groan as I fucked her harder and faster from behind. With both of them gagged in one way or another, the room was filled with the sound of muffled, elongated moaning as we each pleasured the one in front of us. 
 
   I picked up the whip again and held it up over Jenny’s back. Her ass was red raw from the beating it had received earlier, but her back was still pristine and calling out to be thrashed. She moaned every time I crashed against her ass, reeling with the stinging pain from the sore cheeks, but it was nothing compared to what would finally draw her to her climax. She was already in the throes of passion, but as I sliced the tassels over her bare back, she bolted forward suddenly and screeched in agony. As the pain subsided, though, she continued to work the mouth dildo deep inside Maria’s asshole. I leaned forward and lashed the small of Maria’s back, eliciting another sharp cry of agony as the knots at the end of each tassel left their burning marks over her flesh. I kept going, alternating between the two of them and whipping them like reindeer pulling my sled at the back as slowly but surely I covered every inch of exposed flesh with dark lash marks. The constant motion of my body fucking her from behind combined with the searing pain of the whip was rapidly sending her towards a climax and even Maria, stimulated purely by the pain of the intense whipping and the extremely deep anal penetration of Jenny’s dildo, was moaning noisily and pushing herself energetically back onto the shaft. I looked beneath and realised that Jenny had been fingering my lover the whole time. I thought about punishing her for doing something that I hadn’t commanded, but in that moment all I wanted to do was achieve an orgasm of my own.
 
   I dropped the whip to the carpet and grabbed her firmly by the hips, digging my nails into her skin as I rammed her brutally from behind. She started shudder with orgasmic contractions almost immediately and they didn’t stop for a good few minutes as I pounded her as hard as I could muster. The orgasmic trembling of her fingers must have been heavenly, as no sooner had she started to cum was Maria in fits of orgasmic pleasure herself,  writhing around at the head of the bed with the dildo still lodged deep in her rectum and forcing little Jenny’s head to move where her ass went. The pressure of my dildo pressing against my clitoris as I plunged it inside Jenny’s dripping wet pussy was too much for me to bear, and together we descended into a long line of writhing, thrusting flesh and limbs, coated in sweat, the remnants of lube on our fingers and, as Jenny reached the peak of her climax, the droplets of ejaculate that spattered from her pussy. It was a good job the windows were closed, otherwise any passers-by would have thought we were murdering someone in that room. That couldn’t have been from the truth, though, as one by one we each felt the overwhelming orgasmic fury surging through our veins.
 
   Finally, the three of us collapse onto the bed and gasped for air, still twitching as the last droplets of pleasure exited our bodies. It had been a rather intensive lesson for the young girl during which she had learned the basics of dominant and submissive play. With her living just a moment’s notice away, the thought of her joining in for further lesson was already turning me on before she’d even left. We had plenty of pain inducing toys left to play with, and I couldn’t wait to try them out on her young, petite body!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Pleasure Spikes
 
   Embroidery might not be the most adventurous or exciting pursuit, but since my girlfriend, Emma, and I were well into our 40s and our days of hard partying and drinking the nights away were long behind us, there was nothing we liked more than snuggling up in front of a roaring log fire with a bottle of Merlot and a our sewing kit. In fact, it was through a sewing club that we first met, having fallen in love with each other’s floral patterns in the annual competition. I was a new member but she soon made me feel welcome and that flirty first encounter stemmed into a life of love and the steamiest sex of my life. It wasn’t difficult to fall for her, either. Even the most red-blooded heterosexual women in the group couldn’t deny that Emma was a stunning natural beauty, from her head of long, fiery hair that flowed down her back like drapes that had been set ablaze to her adorable, gleaming white smile. The tiny speck of her dark mole an inch to the right of her lips was the icing on the cake for her mesmerising good looks and I knew from the second I laid eyes on her that I wanted her. Thankfully, when I got chatting with her I realised that her personality was equally as vibrant as her appearance and together we formed quite the cute couple. 
 
   Anyway, as usual we were enjoying our wine with the TV muttering softly in the corner of the room, barely even paying attention to whatever crap happened to be beaming into the room. We were focused very much on the task at hand – emblazoning badges onto our netball team’s new uniforms. We had taken on the task rather than having it done automatically by a machine, thinking that it would be so much fun. We hadn’t quite reckoned on it taking up quite so much of our time, though, and we’d been working on them every night for the past few days. We had only reached half way through the box of kits, each of which required a separate badge on both the tops and the shorts. Emma was handling it fine, finding no difficult in sewing the same pattern over and over again. However, despite my usually gentile nature, I found myself gradually becoming more and more impatient with the frustrating repetitiveness of the task. I could feel my fingers shaking as the rage slowly brewed inside me. My skin felt like it was crawling and becoming more and more unbearable with every stitch that I sewed. My pace quickened as I tried to hurry through each badge, but with the added pressure of my trembling fingers, it was inevitable that I would make a mistake.
 
   “Ouch!” I suddenly yelped, almost sending Emma’s glass of wine soaring through the air as she sipped from the rim, “Goddamnit!”
 
   “What on Earth’s the matter?” she asked in her ever gentle tone as I sucked on the tip of my left forefinger.
 
   “Nothing...” I replied, inspecting the skin to find the prick mark, “I just caught myself!”
 
   “Idiot!” she laughed, leaning over to take a look. She held my hand steady and stared at it as a tiny red dot appeared in the centre and seeped a droplet of blood. I sucked it again, frowning to myself as a strange realisation swept my consciousness.
 
   “What now?” she asked, taking another sip of her wine. Like a hawk, she had spotted my concerned expression and wanted to know what I was thinking.
 
   “I just...” I started, but I had no idea how to vocalise what I meant, “I... erm... it’s weird.”
 
   “What is?” she replied, tapping my shoulder with the back of her hand, “Come on, you’re freaking me out!”
 
   “It felt... good.” I replied. I didn’t know how else to express it. From the moment the needle had struck my skin, I had felt the most incredible twinge between my legs, although the sharp pain had initially masked any feeling of arousal. However, as I sat there rubbing the sides of my finger, the tingling sensation around my clitoris grew stronger and dimmed whenever I stopped massaging the tiny wound.
 
   “What do you mean?” she replied incredulously, “How much wine have you drunk?”
 
   “That’s got nothing to do with it!” I insisted, although I had indeed knocked back more than I should have if I wanted to sew the badges correctly. I wasn’t drunk, though, so I knew it was something else. I picked up the needle from my lap and held it, pointing the sharp tip at my finger again.
 
   “What are you doing?” she asked, “Are you crazy?”
 
   “Just give me a second!” I said, pressing the needle to my finger tip just enough to cause a little stabbing twinge, but not enough to break the skin. 
 
   “What do you mean it felt good?” she asked, trying it herself with her own needle, “Ow! What the fuck are you talking about?”
 
   “I can’t explain it...” I said, “But every time I do it, it feels really, really good...”
 
   I lightly jabbed my finger a couple more times, increasing my state of arousal with each prick while Emma looked on in exasperation.
 
   “What the devil has gotten into you?” she asked, but she could plainly see from my expression that I was incredibly turned on. She knew that whatever I was feeling, it was definitely real and was having a tremendous effect on me. I had no idea why it was happening, as I’d pricked my finger countless times in the past. Maybe it was the alcohol or maybe I was just horny to begin with, but something was happening to me and I couldn’t resist exploring it a little further. 
 
   “Do it to my leg.” I said, holding her hand closer so she could prick me with her needle. At first she pulled herself away, but she couldn’t resist the enormous button pupils of my begging eyes.
 
   “Alright, just once...” she replied, moving the tip of the needle a little closer to my leg. She pressed it quickly against my thigh, passing it through my silk pyjama bottoms to stab my leg, instantly sending a jolt of pain up to my clit. I gasped both in horror and ecstasy, triggering a spate of apologetic cries from her mouth. However, I assured her that I liked it and after a few more pricks of the needle she was convinced that I wasn’t joking around. Suffice to say, we didn’t get any more sewing done that evening. In fact, the only thing being prodded with those needles was my clit, as we quaffed back the rest of the wine and experimented with my sudden, new found fetish. It didn’t take long for Emma to become more comfortable with it, as in a strange way we had been searching for a kink that I liked for quite a while. I had played along when she asked me to pee on her one evening, so it was only fair that I got to explore a twisted aspect of my sexuality with her as well.
 
   That night was incredible, but the real story was what happened a few nights later. We had been experimenting with all sorts of items around the house with Emma quickly taking to her dominant role. I never had any idea that I would like having so much pain inflicted on me, as we played around with not just needles, but also squash racquets, clothes pegs and even some rope we found in the airing cupboard. At first we had no idea what we were doing, but we soon learned the ropes, so to speak. We had a few nights of fooling around like that as she spanked and pinched me, but it was all quite light hearted and lacking in intensity as she teased rather than tortured my body. However, I had no idea that while she was acclimatising herself to her new role, she was secretly plotting a far grander night of sadism and suffering. 
 
   It was a Friday evening and I’d had to work late, as usual. My boss was a bastard for keeping us behind and I didn’t arrive home until after eight. Luckily for Emma, though, it gave her ample time to set up the twisted games she had in store for me. I walked in the door and hung up my coat like any other day, expecting her to greet me with a passionate kiss. However, what I found was her standing in the living room with a shot of vodka in one hand and a blindfold in the other. Plus, she was wearing a saucy corset that I’d never seen before. She must have bought it today, I thought, chuckling to myself and wondering what she was up to as I stepped closer. She remained silent, grinning like an idiot as she held out the shot glass. 
 
   “You read my mind!” I said, snatching it from her grasp and downing the contents in one, “I needed that after the day I’ve had!”
 
   As the alcohol warmed up the inside of my throat, she moved around behind me and held up the blindfold over my head, slipping it down over my eyes so I couldn’t see. Then, she took my hand and led me towards the stairs, slowly guiding me up to the landing. I turned to walk towards the bedroom, figuring that she had dirty thoughts on the mind, but instead she tugged on my arm and pulled me into the guest bedroom. This was strange as we had only just wallpapered the room and it contained nothing; not even a bed or furniture. Little did I know that she had kitted it out with a whole host of items just for my pleasure.
 
   “What are we doing in here?” I asked, almost making the blindfold useless.
 
   “You’ll see!” she replied, closing the door behind me. I had been rather calm up until that point, but as she clattered around behind me and prepared whatever surprise she was planning, I could feel the beat of my heart increasing its pace, thudding against the inside of my ribcage. My hands were trembling nervously and my clitoris had started to firm up, tingling more and more prominently down between my thighs. I desperately wanted to take off the blindfold and see what she was hiding, but not knowing was half the thrill. The things whirring around my mind were almost certainly worse than anything she could possibly have come up with. Or are they? I wondered. The endless teasing was becoming unbearable and thankfully she didn’t take too much longer. The room fell silent and I felt her fingers stroking over my shoulders as she approached from my front. Her fingers moved down over my white office blouse and proceeded to pop each of the buttons open one by one. The waiting was almost as tortuous as anything she could have organised, but I waited patiently anyway and tried to calm my heart. No doubt she could see its effect on my jiggling cleavage as she peeled the shirt away over my shoulders. 
 
   She unzipped my skirt and tossed it aside, seemingly speeding up a little as the anticipation proved too great for her as well. I stood shivering in my underwear as she leaned in close and unhooked my bra, allowing me to absorb some of her warmth as her breasts pressed against mine. It fell to the floor around my feet and she crouched down, gripping the sides of my lace frilled panties to pull them down as well. Every single jerk and judder of her fingers as she undressed me sent a fresh gush of juices to my pussy and by the time I was fully naked, I could feel the droplets of moisture running down the inside of my thighs. Finally I was ready for her and she led me forward by a few steps. What followed was a whole lot of rigmarole to get me into position, but it was worth it! 
 
   “Climb up...” she said, pulling me forward onto a cushion surface roughly a foot off the carpet. I did as she asked, blindly shuffling forward on my hands and knees atop what felt like a narrow bench or a very low couch. 
 
   “Lie on your stomach and keep your arms up high above your head.” she commanded, so again I did as I was told and stretched out with my bare breasts squashed against the padding beneath me. I wondered if she was filming me for some sort of candid camera show, or if the room was filled with people who were laughing their asses off at how stupid I looked. Whatever the case, obeying her will was the biggest turn on of all and deep down I knew she would never embarrass me like that. No, he desires were far more sadistic and after having seen how much loved the pain she’d dealt me over the past few days it was inevitable that she would try to up the ante somehow. Some would argue that she might have missed a few steps out, though.
 
   “Good...” she said, holding on to my hands at the end of the bench, “Now roll onto your back.”
 
   I took a deep breath and pushed myself to my right with my knees, rolling sideways to lie on my back as she asked. However, as soon as my skin pressed down on the surface to my side, I realised it was not as padded as where I had just been lying. It was a bed of sharp spikes; hundreds – possibly even thousands of them – that instantly dug into the delicate flesh all over my shoulder blades, my back, ass and thighs. 
 
   “Oh my God!” I yelped, instantly feeling the intense pain of the spikes jabbing at my flesh while an abrupt surge of pleasure shot through my whole body. I clenched my teeth so as not to cry out too loudly and winced so hard that the blindfold almost dislodged from my eyes. She kept her arms pressed to my chest, restricting my movement so I couldn’t get up. I doubt I would have been able even if I wanted to, as the spikes seemed to encompass the entire area beneath my body. Everywhere I moved my hands they were there, digging into my flesh and stopping me from climbing away. Even the bench where I had been lying just moments earlier seemed completely out of reach, like I’d been swept out to sea by the current with no hope of rescue. Still, once I had calmed myself and stopped wriggling so much, I was able to digest the pain that was soaring through my body and felt the persistent throb of my clitoris working its way to the fore of my senses. She let me go, allowing me to lie on the spikes unassisted while she picked something up and walked around the room. It was ingenious; she didn’t even need to tie me up or hold me down. I was held in place by my own reluctance to stab my own limbs. With my body weight distributed across the bed of spikes, they poked my skin just enough to cause a relentless twinge to my body but not enough to actually pierce the flesh. 
 
   Suddenly, I felt a curious tickling sensation above my left hip that trailed across my stomach and ever so lightly grazed my flesh. I shuddered and tried to move out of its way, but it was no use. It was surely a feather duster or something with equally kinky potential, with which she was tickling my ultra sensitive skin. I giggled, but the murmur of my diaphragm contracting just caused the spikes to jolt against my back and my ass. I couldn’t help it, though. She knew that I had always been extremely ticklish ever since I was a child and she couldn’t have dreamt up a worse torture for me. I was powerless to resist and had to take every little movement of the feathers as they barely touched my skin. She moved it up over my breasts to my collar bone, causing me to shiver as a rash of goose bumps washed over my body. Then, she moved it even higher and tickled my neck, which was impossible to ignore. My head lurched involuntarily to the right to avoid the duster, but she kept it in place, following my neck as I tried to move aside. I might have been giggling, but I had never felt pain like it. Everywhere I moved my arms the spikes were poised and ready to puncture my skin. 
 
   “Roll again!” she commanded, tickling the feathers against my side to force me over even further away from the safety of the bench, wherever it had disappeared to. I slowly eased myself onto my side and pressed the front of my body down, cringing in agony as the metal spikes dug into the supple flesh of my breasts. They were close enough together that a few of them pressed directly onto my nipples, injecting my sensitive, dark areolas with a sharp pang that set my whole body juddering to cope with the pain. It came in waves that rolled over the entire from of my body followed by a second wave of pure ecstasy, like my body was extinguishing the pain with euphoria.  The only part of my body that wasn’t being jabbed by the needles was my pussy, which was slightly above due to the gradient of my crotch rising between my legs. I tried to relax but my body continued to spasm, jerking endlessly against the spikes and overwhelming my senses with more pleasure and pain than I knew how to handle. I heard a strange clicking sound behind me, like a lighter being ignited. Emma remained silent, though, no matter how much I begged to know what she was doing. Moments later I caught the scent of cinnamon wafting through the air. 
 
   Something splashed down over my bare back and for the briefest of moments I felt nothing. My body was already so engulfed with pain and my skin was prickling with numbness from the hundreds of tiny needle marks littered across my back that it actually felt like ice water. However, as the heat penetrated my flesh I realised that it was one of her expensive winter candles, which she had lit just for my torture. The cinnamon aroma grew stronger, as if the scent was infiltrating my body through my skin as the wax set atop my back. She flung the candle again, sending a second lashing of searing hot wax crashing down over my exposed ass cheeks. I squirmed in place even more violently than when she had been tickling me with the duster, causing the needles beneath me to dig even harder into my skin. I was sure I would be impaled at any moment, but somehow my skin remained intact as I wiggled around on top of the spikes. She waited for a fresh pool of hot wax to form beneath the flame and then tilted it, slowly dripping a long line down the middle of each of my legs from my ankles up to my ass. I quivered and shook, groaning noisily as I tried to control myself. Every heaving breath caused my breasts to push against the spikes, making the stinging heat of the wax that much less tolerable. 
 
   “Squeal for me!” she cried, seemingly loving the sight of my distressed, wax-caked body as I writhed in agony before her eyes. She reached down and peeled my ass cheeks apart with the fingers of her left hand, keeping them spread open as she thumbed the puckering rim of my ass hole. I thought she was about to insert her finger, but usually she would spit on it before she tried to penetrate me. This time, however, she moved her thumb aside and left the hole wide open as she tilted the candle over once again. Another heavy splash of scalding hot wax poured down onto my anus, eliciting the most ear-splitting scream that I could muster. The heat shot through my ass and caused my arms and legs to tremble with such force that I caught my skin on one of the spikes, drawing a tiny dash of blood. I could barely feel a thing as the slight twinge paled in comparison to the sheer unadulterated torture being done to my ass hole. As it dissipated to a chilly numbness, the never-ending tingle of my clitoris grew stronger than I’d ever felt and with even needing to stimulate it I realised I had reached the verge of a climax.
 
   “I’m gonna cum!” I cried, gasping for air as the pleasure soared through my veins, completely beyond my control.
 
   “Not yet!” she barked, spanking my tender ass cheeks harshly and causing my hips to jolt down onto the spikes again.
 
   “I have to!” I pleaded, already feeling the overwhelming itch taking hold of my hips.
 
   “NO!” she bellowed, grabbing my arms and tossing me over onto my back again. I slammed down against the spikes, temporarily dampening the incredible feeling of arousal building between my thighs. She raised the blindfold up off my head, finally allowing me to see her beautiful face once again as she leaned over my body. She spread my legs apart, hoisting my knees into the air and resting my feet flat against the spikes. I was so hypnotised by her beauty and dizzy from the vodka that I didn’t even notice the huge strap-on dildo she had attached to her waist or the protective mittens and pads she was wearing around her hands and knees. She leaned above me and rubbed the head of the dildo up and down over the throbbing, exposed pink nub of my clitoris before splitting my labia apart and massaging my glistening vulva. I could feel my juices seeping out and dripping down over my sore, scalded anus, making me shiver; sandwiched between her and the bed of spikes.
 
   “Please!” I begged her, tugging on her waist to her to her to penetrate, “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”
 
   She didn’t hang around, thrusting the entire shaft of the thick rubbery dildo deep inside me as my pussy lips stretched wide around it. I could see my clitoral hood extending sideways as it passed in and out of my vagina, slowly at first but then harder and faster as she became more confident. The last thing she wanted to do was to hurt me, but since that was turning me on so much she didn’t have a great deal of choice. She slammed her hips against my crotch, pounding me and forcing me to thud against the spikes repeatedly. I was sure they had burrowed into my skin and were grinding against my bones as my blood streamed down the sides of each prickly metal barb. All I cared about was the impending explosion of pleasure that was rapidly building inside me as our hips writhed together. The sight of her cleavage jiggling beneath the tight bust of her saucy corset was enough to finally tip me over the edge and I squirmed and bolted violently between her and the spikes as she mercilessly fucked me until the last second. My hips convulsed and shot up to meet the thunderous pressure of the dildo and I could feel my vaginal muscles contracting around the firm ridges of the shaft as it plunged in and out, taking long trails of my juices with it.
 
   I collapsed on the spikes, twitching endlessly with the aftershocks of my orgasm while she retracted the slippery shaft of the dildo from my pussy. She allowed me to lie there for a little while, but eventually she insisted she I allow her to pull me up and inspect my body. To our surprise, although I was covered from head to toe in tiny little red indentations, none of them had pierced the skin at all. I was numb all over and I could barely stand, but I wasn’t truly hurt in any way. In fact, as she held my body and guided me towards the bathroom for a relaxing, warm shower together, I couldn’t stop rubbing my fingers around between my legs. It felt almost like an involuntary reaction, as if my mind had turned to some primeval state and was satisfying my most basic urges. The memory of the spikes was permanently engrained in my consciousness and I hoped more than anything that she didn’t have to take the bed of spikes back at any point. Thankfully she didn’t, and from that day forward the guest bedroom became our den of sadistic delights; locked and bolted so no guest could ever learn our disturbing secret. They’ll have to sleep on the couch, I chuckled to myself, the guest room is taken!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Night Vision
 
   Francis and I had been seeing each other for just over a year when she finally developed the courage to reveal some of her sexual fantasies. I had always been completely open about my small handful of kinks and fetishes, and I always wondered what depraved secrets she must be hiding to keep them buried for so long. One evening, after I had gotten her good and drunk, she revealed a tantalising snippet of information that drove me wild.
 
   “It’s really dark...” she whispered drunkenly into my ear as we cuddled on the sofa in front of the TV, talking about the things we wanted to do to each other. She had already complied with all of my wishes, helping me to enact every naughty scenario and activity that I could think up.
 
   “What is?” I asked, “Come on, spill it!
 
   However, no matter how much I pried and probed her for information, she buttoned her mouth and completely refused to give up anything else. It took me almost an hour of plying her with more and more wine before she loosened up enough to confess.
 
   “I...” she began, choosing her words very carefully, “I sometimes fantasise about being... you know...”
 
   I shook my head and squinted at her, trying to figure out what she meant.
 
   “Being what?” I replied, stroking my fingers along her thigh beneath her fluffy white dressing gown to get her juices flowing so she would open up a little more. She looked around the room, as if asking for help from some invisible force.
 
   “You know!” she insisted, cursing me for making her verbalise the terrible thoughts running through her mind, “Like... forced to have sex...”
 
   My initial automatic reaction was to guffaw, but when I saw that she was hurt by my brief chuckle, I straightened my face with as much solemnity as I could muster.
 
   “You want to be raped?” I whispered, as if the sexual fantasy police were listening in and on the verge of breaking up our conversation for being too extreme.
 
   “I guess...” she replied, somewhat deflated and embarrassed by her startling admission, “I mean, I don’t want to be actually raped. I don’t know; there’s just something about the idea of being fucked really hard against my will... it just turns me on.”
 
   “Hmm...” I murmured, trying to digest what she had just revealed. It certainly wasn’t what I was expecting.
 
   “Do you think I’m sick?” she asked, defensively holding her arms to her chest as the silence engulfed us.
 
   “No, of course not!” I said, reassuring her with my seductive, raspy voice. My fingers were rising slowly towards her crotch beneath the fabric of her gown and she wasn’t stopping me in my tracks. 
 
   “I’m sorry...” she said, “Let’s just forget I said anything.”
 
   “I don’t think you’re sick!” I insisted, “I was just expecting something a little... lighter!”
 
   Anyway, for the remainder of that evening we kissed and cuddled and spoke no more of her twisted fantasy. I couldn’t quite belief that a girl with such usually mild manners and quiet persona would have such a terrifically dark side to her sexuality, but then again I’d only known her for a year and we probably both still had a fair few secrets to share. Regardless, it was etched deep into my consciousness and there was no way I could forget about it, and as we made passionate, sweaty love that night all I could think about was holding her down like she wanted. It just wouldn’t have been the same if I’d done it there and then, though. The knowledge that it was me doing it would have doubtlessly ruined the fantasy. No, if it was going to happen I would need to plan it out, almost like a bank robbery or a murder. In fact, as the next few days passed by, I found myself relishing the idea of enacting her awful desires, so much so that I even started masturbating while I was at work. However, in a turn of incredible good fortune, I realised as I sat at my office desk slowly fingering myself that there was a perfect opportunity to give her what she wanted lying just beneath my feet. 
 
   I worked for a professional photography company and our building housed an enormous dark room where we stored all the developed pictures while they dried. It was completely light-proof and when the doors were sealed it was absolutely dark inside with the only lighting being an optional red beam. However, since most of the photographers had switched over to the digital medium, they rarely made use of the room and it lay dormant pretty much all the time. My job was a simple administrative one, but I had my own set of keys to the whole building and the place was deserted of a night. It was perfect and with a little planning and a lot of sneaking around, I knew I could make her fantasy a reality. The covert nature of my actions over the following week was almost as thrilling as the arousal building inside me. I didn’t mention the night of her confession and instead tried to make it seem like I was completely uninterested in pursuing it with her. She seemed a little hurt but understood my point of view, retreating into her own mind as she concluded that it would never happen. It would have been tortuous watching her relent in that way, but the knowledge of what was coming kept me going.
 
   I made all the preparations I needed and even ordered a few items from a rather unscrupulous looking website. Still, they turned up as expected, although I’d had to have them delivered directly to my office at the company building, prompting more than a few curious glances when I refused to allow my colleagues to see what was in the boxes. Also, it was just convenient as it meant I could simply place most of them in the dark room once everyone else had disappeared and wandered off to their homes. That was the easy part; the real difficult came in getting Francis to the building. For the fantasy to seem real, I would have to abduct her and take her to the dark room blindfolded so she wouldn’t know it was me. I was practically tapping the tips of my fingers together in front of me like some evil villain hatching an evil plot as I imagined how it would all play out. There was only one thing left to take care of – the kidnapping!
 
   It was the dead of winter so the evening began pretty much as soon as people were leaving for work. The shadow of night descended over the landscape and I made my way home with all the preparations waiting for us at the office building. I sat in the car outside our apartment building waiting for her to return like a real mugger. She arrived right on cue, stepping up to the doorway to tap in the key code to gain access to the building. She didn’t get any further than that, though, as I crept up behind her – repeatedly checking over my shoulders to make sure nobody was watching – and sank a burlap sack over her head. Before she had time to react I wrapped my arms around her, pressing my breasts against her back as I smacked my hand over her mouth to silence her alarmed shriek. I had even gone so far as to wear a completely new perfume to throw her off the scent, so to speak. I dragged her backwards, kicking and screaming beneath the muffle of my thick woollen gloves until we reached the back doors of the small van I had rented. 
 
   It was a minor miracle that nobody walked past at that moment, and I dared not imagine what would have happened if a police officer had discovered us. With doors already open and ready, I bent her over into the back of the back and with a great deal of difficulty I yanked her arms back and wound a cable tie around her wrists. I pushed her forward onto a thick blanket I’d laid out as she begged me to let her go, grabbing her legs and wrapping another tie around her ankles. With a loud thud I slammed the doors shut and checked my surroundings again. Nobody was looking out of their windows, nobody was walking past on the street outside the small car parking area and nobody had heard her brief but surprisingly hearty cries for help. I was good to go, and as I climbed back into the driver’s seat and closed the door, the pounding of my heart was almost as intense as the throbbing sensation between my legs. I set off, driving as carefully yet as quickly as I could without her rolling around too much in the back. The journey seemed to take five times as long as my normal commute, but when we finally arrived at the building I breathed a sigh of relief to find that all the lights were out. I had dreaded getting there only to discover some sort of unscheduled late night meeting.
 
   I pulled up at the main entrance and opened all the doors leading through to the dark room, clearing the path so I could get her inside with as little obstruction as possible. The building was at the very end of a business park, which was deserted at that time of night. So, getting her out of the van was much easier than getting her in, and after swinging the back doors wide open and hoisting her out onto the tarmac, I cut the tie around her ankles with a Stanley knife and marched her blindly forward through the entrance, closing the each door as I passed through. I pushed her into the dark room and kept the door open just long enough to reach over to the table near the entrance. I had laid out something that would assist me in that lightless space – a pair of night vision goggles. They had cost a fortune, but I was the sort of person who couldn’t resist something once they had a bee in their bonnet, so I snapped them up as soon as I saw them on the surveillance website I’d been browsing. They weren’t the only unusual item I had purchase, either. In the dark room I had set up a night vision camera in the corner, out of way and positioned so that it could record every single second of what I was about to do to her. In addition to the high-tech equipment, I had placed all manner of obstacles around the room, which I had cleared out in preparation for my little game. With the usual contents all bunched up in the corner, I was free to stalk her in the pitch black. All that remained was to strip her clothes, close the door and set her loose.
 
   She stood perfectly still, huddled over in a defensive pose and trembling in place as she tried to get her bearings. It was futile and she knew it, whimpering and pleading with me to let her go. I snuck up silently behind her and reached around in front of her chest, forcing her to stand up straight as I grabbed the buttoned up sides of her blouse. With a single swift swipe I pulled them apart, sending a hail of buttons pattering across the floor cold hard floor. With her arms still bound behind her back, she was powerless to resist and could only squeal in horror as I jerked the blouse down over her shoulders and bunched it up around her wrists. I had to cut the tie before I could fully remove it, so instead I released the clasp between the cups of her bra and brought that down as well, exposing her wonderfully round breasts. I couldn’t see very well even with the light still coming in from the corridor outside, but I could definitely feel the rock hard nubs of her nipples poking out as I cupped and fondled her breasts in my hands. In another act of diversion, I had applied some long fake fingernails, which I dug into the flesh as I groped her tits. I was notorious for biting them, so I hoped it would help the illusion. 
 
   I unzipped her office trousers and pulled them down along with her panties, growing impatient as I pulled them off from around her feet. Finally, I took the Stanley knife to the cable tie between her wrists, allowing the blouse and bra that had collected just above it to fall to the floor. Before she could reach down and retrieve her clothes, I gave her a little push on the back and kicked them aside. She stood motionless a few feet inside the doorway, shivering with her arms wrapped around her chest. I placed the night vision goggles over my head and then just as I kicked the door shut behind me, she raised her arms up to remove the blindfold. She almost turned and saw me standing there, but the door slammed shut before she could get a chance to identify me. With the door closed, even with the blindfold removed from around her eyes she was still blind. So was I as I reached up to turn the turn the dial that enabled the goggles, tapping at the side of my head like an idiot until I located it. A high-pitched pwee emanated out around the room as the goggles switched on, illuminating its contents purely for my benefit. I could see her slowly tip toeing around the floor space, crouching slightly and reaching out to find something to touch or lean on. I wanted so desperately to goad her or even chuckle to myself, but I knew that she would recognise my voice instantly.
 
   I picked up a long leather whip from the table by the door and followed her around, making sure she knew I was still there as my high heels dinked on the hard floor. She turned back, but immediately tumbled over a pile of knee-height boxes I had placed in the centre of the room. I saw my chance and walked around behind her as she stumbled to her feet. With her ass wiggling behind her, I raised the whip and lashed it down across her cheeks. She bolted forward, thrusting her arms back to protect her ass, only to topple over the boxes again. Even through the slightly murky bright green lenses of the goggles I could see her flesh jiggling from the impact of the tiny tassels at the end of the whip, feeding my hunger for sexual aggression even further. She climbed back up and turned to face me, although she still couldn’t see a thing. Without even a single sliver of light, her eyes had nothing to adjust to and were forced to remain unused for as long as I chose necessary. Standing before me she cradled her breasts with one arm and her crotch with the other, leaving her legs open to attack. It took me only a second to raise whip again and with a sharp flick of my wrist I sent the tassels forth to slash her thighs. 
 
   “Argh!” she cried out in agony, pleading for mercy, “Please, who are you? What do you want?”
 
   She lowered her hands, now protecting the front of her thighs but leaving her back completely open as I trod quietly around behind her. I thrashed the whip up vertically along her spine, just hard enough to cause the maximum pain without drawing blood. She turned again, like a game of cat and mouse as she tried pathetically to predict where I would strike from next. However, I had only just begun the torture and I had far more in store than a mere whipping. I tapped my feet on the floor, drawing her attention in my direction before stepping out of my shoes and silently creeping around to her side. I could see her staring at where I had been standing just a second or two earlier, oblivious to my new location by her side. I moved closer and stood with her positioned between myself and a six foot high wall of spikes I’d erected nearby. Then, I leaned in close to her neck and lightly blew across her neck, sending her wisps of blonde hair sailing up to tickle her chin. 
 
   “What the fuck was that!?” she gasped, stepping sideways directly into the spikes. I couldn’t have planned it better and the painful squeal that she gave off as the hundreds of needles dug into her flesh just made it even sweeter. 
 
   “I’ll do anything, just please let me go!” she begged. Don’t speak too soon, I thought. She tried to step away from the spikes but I marched up and gave her a soft shove back against them just as she was turning away. It caused her to slam the front of her body against the spikes, this time prodding against her breasts, stomach and knees. I saw the smattering of little dark dots on her back from the first dose of spikes, instantly sending the juices gushing to my pussy. I reached out and grabbed her by the arm, flinging her sideways away from the spikes and directly into a workbench, which her thighs smacked against as her torso bent over with the force of the momentum. I stood behind her and pinned her down with one arm against her back and the other down behind her ass. I intimidated her for a minute or two, caressing her cheeks and gently spanking them as she shuddered submissively and completely at my mercy. I moved my fingers down into the crack of her ass and rubbed the tips around the rim of her anus, insinuating that I might penetrate her anally. She braced herself and expected the worst, but I kept going and slithered my fingers deeper until they split her labia apart and started to touch the silky smooth, moist tissue of her vulva. In fact, it wasn’t simply moist – it was dripping wet. I could easily slide my fingers in and out of her warm cunt, smothering them in her juices within seconds. 
 
   She tried to hide her arousal, but I quickly located her g-spot and started to massage it, working my thumb around her clit at the same time. The horny slut was getting off to it just as I’d planned, and as I moved my fingers around inside her she even let off an ever-so-brief little moan of excitement. I pulled them out and unleashed a torrent of harsh slaps across her ass, pushing her sideways to topple to the floor. If she likes it so much, I’ve got a few things to show her, I thought. I had all the confirmation I needed and strolled over to the desk to collect my next tool of torture. It was a small hand taser that one of the girls at work had given me. She was a paranoid nutcase who was convinced that every man in the world wanted to rape her and insisted that I take it just in case it happened to me. It was almost comical that I would now be using in the exact opposite way to how she intended it. I stalked Francis around the room again, watching as she stumbled helplessly over obstacle after obstacle, all of which I had place just for that reason. It was a master work of engineering and I really felt proud of myself, almost like I was so connected to her that I could have envisioned her path around the room with almost spooky precision.
 
   I approached her again, still treading silently with my shoes removed. I reached out behind her and pressed the nozzles of the taser to the flesh just above her ass. A split-second flash erupted behind her as an electrical charge surged into her body, making her jolt forward in a fit of spasms that lasted a few moments. She tried to scream, but her teeth clenched tightly shut and blocked her voice from making a sound. Her whole body trembled violently, almost causing me enough concern to stop what I was going. However, she soon recovered and, to my surprise, even moved her hand down between her legs and gave herself a very quick rub before realising what she was doing. She stood up straight again, clearly aching to touch herself but far too frightened to do it in front of me. I zapped her again, this time on the arm as she reached out in an attempt to locate the walls. She was way too far from them, though, and as I pressed the taser to her flesh another time, she broke down in a fit of agony on the floor, sobbing to herself in a tight ball with her arms and legs held together. I kicked her, knocking her sideways onto the cold floor again. She turned and faced my general direction, trying to get some sort of fix on my position.
 
   “Please!” she begged, and at first I assumed that she wanted me to let her go, but then the tone of her voice suggested something much darker and, in hindsight, far more obvious.
 
   “Please! Please!” she continued, and in that moment it was like I had formed a telepathic link with her. I knew what she wanted and whether she had cottoned on to my identity or not, the time had come to finally give her the fantasy that she’d dreamt about for so long. I dropped the taser to the floor with a loud clang and made my way over to the table for my final toy. It wasn’t anything particularly special, or even new. It was simply our good old trusty strap-on dildo, which I attached to my waist as soon as I’d stripped off my top and trousers, keeping one eye on Francis at all time. She was fumbling worryingly close in the dark, so as soon as the dildo was fully strapped on over my panties. I probably could have taken them off as well, but I was so horny and desperate to please her that I simply couldn’t wait any longer. I lunged at her, grabbing her by the top of her arms as I tripped her up backwards with my feet. I felt like a ninja as I quickly and softly guided her body to the ground with only a light thud as she hit the hard surface. Then, before she could fight me, I pushed her knees wide apart and inserted myself between them, rubbing the head of the dildo over her throbbing clitoris. She screamed in terror, realising exactly what was about to happen. If she didn’t know who I was, I’m sure she was regretting ever jinxing herself by revealing her fantasy. 
 
   I grabbed her wrists and pinned them down at the sides of her head. She tried to kick me away instead, but she couldn’t angle her feet correctly to gain enough leverage and inevitably failed. I pushed the dildo inside her, splitting her labia wide apart as the shaft entered her tight little pink pussy. The pressure from her vaginal muscles was so great that it caused the base of the dildo to nudge against my own clitoris, driving me wild as I pounded her from the offset. I didn’t stop for a second, keeping up a brutal pace as I slammed the dildo in and out of her pussy, taking no notice of her breathless screams for help. She kept begging me just as she had done on the floor earlier, and I still couldn’t tell if secretly, deep down she was pleading for me to fuck her harder. It was her fantasy, after all and the wetness of her pussy told no lies. I plunged it inside her with such ferocity that I could hear the skin of her ass slapping against the floor with every thrust that I delivered. The feeling of control; of mastering a little slut was so incredible I knew I would be able to last very long. With the dildo pushing against my clit, I was inching myself closer and closer to an orgasm and despite her piercing screams; there was an unmistakeable tint of joy beneath her tortured gasps. 
 
   With the goggles still attached to my head, I could see the combined look of horror and bliss in her gleaming emerald eyes and it only took a few minutes of furious, brutal pounding at her pussy to finally tip her over the precipice of sexual ecstasy into a powerful orgasm. Her whole body shuddered and writhed beneath me as she cried out, making fists with her hands as her hips went into jerking spasms that forced her pussy to take the dildo even deeper. I kept going, partly to prolong her climax but also to give me one of my own. The sight and feel of her thrashing beneath me was more than enough stimulation and as I started to cum, she even spurted a few dashes of sticky, clear ejaculate all over my thighs. The warmth of her juices just made my orgasm that much hotter and the feeling of our thighs smearing together almost knocked me unconscious, it was so hot and steamy. I collapsed on top of her, squashing our breasts between us and almost banging her head with the enormous goggles around my eyes. I released my grasp and felt her little fingers surveying my body. My skin was itching with anticipation as they drew closer and closer to the little mole on the side of my ass, and then as she finally located it she paused and let out a long sigh of relief.
 
   “You bitch!” she laughed, still barely able to catch her breath, “You total bitch!”
 
   “What?” I replied in my unmistakeable, raspy tone, “Was this not what you had in mind?”
 
   “No...” she replied, “It was way better!”
 
    
 
   
  
 

Shrink Wrapped
 
   I was only 18 when I discovered that I had a problem. I kept it secret; hidden away from everyone including the few lovers that I kept. It was something about which I was deeply ashamed and terrified of admitting. You see, one evening I happened to be making myself a cup of cocoa ready to settle down for the night, snuggled up in bed for a read of my new book. I had always been a shy, retiring type and although I had plenty of friends, they were all equally as quiet and relaxed as I was, rarely venturing out later than 10pm on a weekend. Anyway, as I poured the hot milk from my little saucepan into my mug, the handle slipped and the bubbly white simmering liquid splashed onto my thumb. I recoiled in horror as the searing pain scolded my flesh, placing the pan back down on the stove while I tended to my wound. However, as I patted the milk away with a tea towel and rubbed my thumb to alleviate the pain, I realised that I didn’t entirely hate the sensation. In fact, the prickling relief as the pain wore away started to give me chills of excitement starting in my stomach and emanating all around my body. The more I massaged the scalded flesh, the more I began to notice the tingling feeling around my clitoris. I couldn’t explain why it was happening and immediately stopped, discarding my cup of cocoa powder to go straight to bed instead.
 
   The incident had given me a bit of a fright; not just because my hand was sore, but because I had enjoyed it so much. It freaked me out a little and I simply wanted to go to sleep and forget about it. I couldn’t though, and as I lay there rocking myself to a gentle slumber, the memory of what had just happened kept rolling around in my mind. My clitoris refused to calm down either, itching relentlessly between my thighs. As much as it scared me, I decided the only way I was going to get any sleep would be to relieve the tension that was building inside me. So, I lay flat on my back and slipped my fingers down inside my soft pyjama bottoms. As soon as the tip of my middle finger began to circle around my clitoris, I could feel how firm it had grown and the motion sent surges of pleasure through my veins that were far more potent than any other time I had masturbated. I writhed under the covers for a little while, touching myself as I inched closer and closer to an orgasm. Just as I was reached the end, it was as if I lost control of my body and began to rub the sore skin on the side of my thumb up and down over my clit. The pain shot through my arm as I pressed it against my pussy, amplified by the bristles of my pubic hair. Still, as much as it terrified me to admit it, I liked it. The pain made me shiver almost as much as the persistent itch of sexual pleasure that had filled my clitoris and as I rubbed it more aggressively over my pussy, the skin became more and more irritated and began to feel like it was on fire. It was the most incredible orgasm that I’d ever had, but it shocked me to my very core.
 
   Ever since that night, I had closed off that part of my brain. Whenever I felt any kind of pain, whether it was a stubbed toe or the whiplash I sustained when I had a minor car accident one icy winter’s day, it took every ounce of my strength to ignore the resurgence of sexual excitement that was happening in my panties. Sometimes it was almost impossible to ignore and as I grew older and reached my mid-20s, it was threatening to become even more unmanageable. Then, one afternoon as I sat at my desk in my office at the accountancy firm for which I worked, I started to feel a curious ache around my wrist. I knew it was surely related to my poor posture when I used my computer mouse, and even though I had been offered an ergonomic mousepad by the health and safety crew, I had stupidly declined. I rotated my wrist around, hoping the pain would go away, but the motion simply increased the level of pain and with it, the increasingly apparent firming of my clitoris. I couldn’t ignore it any longer and excused myself for a brief bathroom break, during which I sat back in the first available cubicle and rotated my fingers of my aching hand around my clitoris. The combination of clitoral stimulation and the pain flooding my arm was enough to send me into a rapturous orgasm that caused me to involuntarily kick out against the door and groan through my clenched teeth. By the time I had finished cumming, I realised that my action had caused the pain to become far more severe and I had to take the afternoon off to visit the emergency room and get it sorted. It was then that I decided to see a psychiatrist to cure my never-ending problem.
 
   I was sure that I had some sort of mental disorder and could only hope that there would be some medication to stop the incessant sexual arousal whenever I felt pain in my body. It was my only hope; otherwise I knew that it would only become more and more severe as time went on. I can’t imagine how awful it will be when I’m old and aching all the time, I giggled to myself. I looked up the names of some psychiatrists on the internet and found one who specialised in sexual disorders and related therapies. She seemed perfect for the job and I quickly called up and made an appointment for the following day. Please let there be something she can do, I prayed to myself. I was expecting some sort of pervert prevention pill, but what I got when I arrived at the session was an entirely different method of controlling the problem.
 
   “Hello, I’m Dr. Alston...” she said as her receptionist showed me into her office, “But you can call me Madeline if you like.”
 
   “Hi, I’m Kelly...” I said, holding out my hand to greet her. She was a stunning specimen of a woman; replete with wide, curvy hips, a slim stomach and a heaving bust straight out of Valhalla. I was quite taken aback by how beautiful she was, with her jet black, ginger tinged hair streaming down her back like a slick oily waterfall. She was wearing a very smart jacket and blouse with a skirt that clung to her ass so tightly that I could easily see the imprint of her lacy French panties beneath the material. I could feel my clit tingling already and I didn’t even feel any pain. She was the exact opposite of my mousey blonde appearance and where I gave off a jittery, nervous persona, she oozed confidence and sexual charisma from every pore of her body.
 
   “Okay, please take a seat...” she offered, waving me towards the decadent leather chaise longue in the centre of the room. I placed my handbag on the floor next to the seat and lay back on the long cushion. I nervously brushed some bobbles of fluff and crumbs that I imagined were resting on my office skirt, which I was still wearing having come straight from work. It was a late afternoon appointment and it seemed that I was her last of the day, as no sooner had I settled into the chair did she inform her secretary that she could go leave for the evening.
 
   “Right!” she said as she climbed into her seat behind me and picked up her notepad and pen ready to analyse me, “Tell me, what seems to be the problem.”
 
   “Well... it’s something that I’ve struggled with ever since I was a teenager...” I explained, beating around the bush and stuttering as I tried to work up the courage to elaborate on the problem. 
 
   “Uh-huh...” she murmured, gesturing for me to continue, which I could see in the reflection of the glass of the cabinets to my right, “Please continue...”
 
   I started to explain about how it had all started with the incident in my parents’ kitchen one evening as I made my mug of cocoa. She listened intently, remaining silent as I poured my soul onto her notepad. It was a remarkably freeing experience; expressing myself for the first time and finally getting my secret off my chest.
 
   “I see, so you derive pleasure from being hurt, from feeling pain?” she asked.
 
   “Well, yes... not on purpose, mind. I never chose to be this way, it just... happened.” I explained, “Ever since then I’ve been struggling with it.”
 
   “Why struggling?” she replied. It seemed like such an odd question to me. What does she mean, I wondered, why wouldn’t it be a struggle?
 
   “I don’t understand.” I said, peering back at her in the reflection of the glass. She was busy scribbling something the notepad in her arm, but continued to speak regardless.
 
   “Well, if you like the feeling of pain, surely that’s a win-win, isn’t it?” she said, but I simply couldn’t get my head around the concept, “Tell me, when was the last time you masturbated whilst... let’s say enjoying this feeling of pain?”
 
   “Yesterday.” I replied.
 
   “So it’s quite common?” she asked.
 
   “No, very rarely in fact.” I explained, “What happened yesterday was the reason I came to see you in the first place.”
 
   “Go on...” she prompted, listening more intently as I opened up to the root of the problem.
 
   “Usually I’m able to suppress the feeling, but I just couldn’t handle the pressure any longer and had to relieve the tension somehow.” I said, feeling the tingling sensation coming back to my clitoris just by remembering how horny the pain had made me feel the previous afternoon.
 
   “And how did you feel after you had relieved the tension, as you say?” she asked.
 
   “Good.” I stated bluntly after a moment’s hesitation, “In fact, I was fine for the rest of the day.”
 
   “Interesting...” she muttered, jotting down yet more notes, “Tell me, when you have sex, how easy do you find it to achieve a sexual climax without the presence of pain?”
 
   I thought back over my small collection of lovers and felt embarrassed to admit it, “I can’t. The only time I ever came during sex was when my ex spanked me doggy style.”
 
   “And how good did it feel when you were spanked?” she asked.
 
   “It was incredible!” I replied, “What’s wrong with me, doctor?”
 
   “Wrong?” she retorted, “Nothing at all.”
 
   I leaned back over the head of the chaise longue and stared back at her in confusion. Was she not listening to anything I just said? I wondered. She gave off a warm, comforting smile and proceeded to explain her thoughts on the matter.
 
   “Put it this way; the human body is like a pressure cooker. We build up and store all these different types of emotions and if we don’t find a suitable outlet for them, it drives us crazy. Your sexuality is no different. By repressing these feelings, you are only making the problem worse!” she elaborated.
 
   “So what do you suggest?” I pondered, hoping she was coming to a point.
 
   “Well, it seems that your pressure valve was about ready to buckle, and yesterday you managed to release it long enough to alleviate the tension. You felt good afterwards, right?” she asked. I nodded and slumped back into the seat as her words bounced around inside my mind. 
 
   “Sure I could prescribe you some medication and drain the life from your body with a cocktail of drugs, but that would be no solution at all!” she continued, “No, I have a much better idea!”
 
   With that, she got up from her seat and walked over by the side of the chair where lay on my back. She took my hand and started to pull me away from the chair, forcing me to my feet as she guided me across to her desk a few feet away from the end of the couch. I had no idea what she was doing but for some reason I trusted her. Actually, the scent of her perfume wafting up my nose as I trailed behind her combined with the warmth of her fingers holding my own was enough to persuade me. She truly was an enigmatic sexual presence and as she gripped the sides of my hips and stood me in front of the desk, the force of her grasp sent a brief chill of arousal to my clitoris. She was firm yet gentle at the same time; stern and tender in an almost motherly way. She got me to stand with my ass sticking out slightly behind me, showing off my modest curves which she admired for a brief moment. 
 
   “Wait here.” she said, pressing my hands down flat against the antique wooden desk. It looked like an old apothecary table and blended in well with the array of old artefacts and paintings that decorated her mahogany laden studio. She walked over to the glass fronted cabinets on the far side of the room and opened the doors to fish around inside for a moment. I took no notice, instead choosing to marvel at the exquisitely designed stained glass windows and the gorgeous thick velvet curtains that blocked out most of the light from the outside world. I guessed that the dim, soft light inside was more conducive to conjuring and expressing one’s thoughts. She seemed to take a while picking out whatever she was looking for in the cabinet, although I’m sure that my anticipation made it seem much longer than it actually was. She finally picked something out and walked back over to me with it held behind her back. I could see something passing between the back of her legs as she approached, but then she ordered me to face down to the table.
 
   “Remember, you are in full control of the situation.” she said, striking a curious sense of fear into my heart, “You can leave at any time.”
 
   Before I could even nod or signal my approval in any way, she raised her arm up behind me and lashed something over my ass. I looked back to see her standing in a dominant pose with a thin, black leather-clad cane in her hand. She shot a cruel smile and an excited raise of her eyebrows at me, waiting to see if I wanted her to continue. Although at first my heart jolted with the injection of searing pain through my ass cheeks, the initial shock quickly wore off and left me with pins and needles all around the delicate skin of my ass. My clitoris felt like somebody had electrocuted it and within the space of a few seconds I could feel it becoming firmer and inescapably tingly. I resumed the position and waited for her to strike again, and moments later I felt a second harsh strike across my ass. I cringed and clenched my teeth together, trying to suppress the pain even though every part of my being wanted to savour the feeling. 
 
   “Stop trying to block it out.” she said, raising the cane up again and lashing it down just under my ass to strike the back of my thighs through my office skirt, “Embrace the pain!”
 
   Every hit triggered another surge of electricity that bolted through my bones, making my legs quiver and my feet lose their grasp on the carpet beneath me. Slowly by surely, though, I began to relax and gave in to the overwhelming urge to enjoy the pain, despite the years of suppressing exactly that emotion. It felt so wrong and yet I couldn’t help myself. My doctor was egging me on, so I was sure that it must have been right to do so. I began to claw at the desk, digging my nails into the wood as she struck me over and over again. Finally, she stopped and allowed me a moment to breathe.
 
   “How do you feel?” she asked, placing the cane on the table beside my trembling fingers.
 
   “Good.” I whispered amidst my wavering breath, “Really good!”
 
   She moved closer, pressing her hips against mine from behind so that her immense bust squashed up to my shoulder blades. She enclosed her arms around my stomach and thrust herself gently against my ass, clinging to my body to add pressure to my sore cheeks. I shuddered as the cumulative pain of so many sore lash marks enveloped my body, and once again I felt an unavoidable surge of excitement in my panties. 
 
   “Would you like to go a little further?” she whispered in to my ear, leaning close enough to stroke the tip of her tongue over my earlobe. She gripped it between her front teeth and bit gently down on the supple flesh, causing me to shiver once more. I even let out a soft but audible sigh as she sucked on it, finally nodding my reply. With my permission, she began to roll the zip of my skirt down over my thigh and released the material from around my waist to reveal the pale flesh of my bare legs and my boring old white cotton panties. I could almost hear her giggling at how unglamorous they were compared to her sizzling lacy lingerie, which just added to my feeling of pain and humiliation. I couldn’t see the damage she had done, but from the way she breathed in through her pursed lips, I could tell it must have been quite severe. The paleness of my skin no doubt emphasised the soreness of the huge red impact marks. She moved closer and stroked her hand over my ass cheeks, soothing them with her fingertips for a moment before gripping the sides of my panties and pulling them down to my ankles and pulling them off from around my high heeled shoes. 
 
   She tapped at the insides of my thighs for me to part my legs, and without question I moved them apart. Then, she pushed me down to lie flat against the desk, bent over the side with my ass sticking out ready for her. I felt so vulnerable and compromised, but I couldn’t wait to find out what else she had in store for me. She placed her two hands on to my reeling cheeks and spread them wide apart, allowing her to slowly bury her mouth between my thighs. I shuddered as I felt her tongue lashing over the dripping wet lips of my pussy, licking up every drop of moisture that was seeping from my excited orifice. The feel of her taste buds pleasuring me was incredible, but she did not stick around my pussy for long. She moved up into the crevice of my ass and began to slither her tongue around the soft ripples of my anus, eliciting another elongated moan of satisfaction from my lips. I’d never experienced another person eating out my ass hole, but it felt good. Of course, she was merely advantage of my exposed position and after a minute or so of licking up and down between my ass cheeks, she came back up for air and resumed her treatment.
 
   She pulled back on my arms, forcing me to stand up straight again while she wrapped her arms around my chest, slowly undoing my blouse one button at a time. Every button that popped free renewed my rapturous excitement and caused my legs to shuffle repeatedly. She reached the last button and then pulled the sides apart, exposing my averagely sized but perfectly round and juicy cleavage. She tossed the blouse aside and quickly unhooked my bra, releasing my breasts into the open. I was naked all of a sudden, and although my instinct was to cover myself up with my arms, I fought the temptation and embraced the thing I was afraid of, just as she was teaching me. She turned me around and then pulled a drawer of the desk open to retrieve some more items. She fished them out and placed them on the desk behind me with an ominous clunk. I felt her left hand moving up to cup my breasts, which she fondled for a moment before squeezing my sensitive pink nipples between her fingers and thumbs. She giggled gleefully as I flinched in agony, but I managed to keep my composure by releasing the pent up energy with a long, delighted groan. She nodded in approval and reached over to the desk with her other hand to grab one of her toys, bringing round to wiggle it in front of my face.
 
   At first I had no idea what it could be. It looked almost like some sort of gothic Christmas bauble, but then as she moved the large metal ball down to my right nipple and attached the shiny silver clamp to the firm teat, I knew exactly what it was. I squealed in agony as it clung on tightly to my breast, causing it to droop down painfully towards the floor while she attached a second ball weight to my other breast. Once they were both secured, she playfully tapped them from side to side, adding even more pressure to my already agonised nipples. Unlike much of the pain I had experienced in my time, this time it was relentless and there was no feeling of instant relief afterwards. I thought it might be a step too far for me and considered calling an end to the session, but then as I squirmed in place between her and the desk, I realised that my clitoris was throbbing harder than ever. My pussy juices were trickling down the insides of my thighs and somewhere beneath the blistering agony I was more turned on than ever before. 
 
   “You might need this...” she said, presenting me with a shiny red ball gag which she inserted in between my willing jaws. She buckled the straps around the back of my head, fixing it in place before gently slapping the sides of my cheeks, like a jockey before a race. Then, she picked up another ball weight and lowered it down towards my pussy. The intensity was unbearable and even though I knew it would hurt like nothing else in the world, I had to experience it for myself. She crouched down before me and squeezed the clamp open, enclosing it around the firm, throbbing hood of my clitoris before snapping it shut. Every single muscle in my body tensed up as the pain stabbed at my groin, but beneath every piercing blow of agonising pain was the persistent tingle of my clit. I felt almost numb to the fierce stinging sensation and lapped up every second of my sexual arousal as I realised just how possible it was to enjoy the pain. She was right, but she was far from finished with me.
 
   She backed away and began to strip off her clothes. I stood before her, quivering as the ball weights dangled from my flesh. She took her time, making me wait and allowing me to fully explore the pain that was filling my body. I watched as she disrobed her smart jacket and slowly unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her immaculate cleavage. She was a good few years older than me – certainly in her 30s, maybe even her 40s – but her body was one of a goddess. Her breasts jiggled beautifully as she reached back and released the clasp of her bra, finally exposing herself to me. She peeled the zip of her tight skirt down over her thigh and unravelled it from around her waist. I could see a thin strip of neatly trimmed pubic hair through the lace fabric of her French panties, which became even more apparent as she slipped them down over her thighs and kicked them away with her toes. She was wearing a pair of matching black stockings, and while she kept them on, the rest of her body was totally naked and so wonderfully perfect that I almost forgot about the aching ball weights that were attached to my own. I hoped that she would force me to kneel before her so I could taste the sweet juices of her pussy, but it seemed that her plan for me was one of even more pain. I couldn’t complain, though.
 
   She turned me back around and pressed on my back with her bony fingers, forcing me to bend over once again for her. I did as she commanded and shook anxiously as the ball weights drooped towards the floor beneath my body; suspended from both of my nipples and my clitoris. I couldn’t even cry out as the gag had muffled my voice. She pulled out a hefty black strap-on dildo from the drawer and proceeded to attach it to her waist with the immense, veiny cock protruding from her waist. With it fully assembled and ready for action, she stood behind me and pressed the head of the dildo up to my soaking wet pussy lips. The pressure of my labia being spread wide apart as it passed between them increased the tension around my clitoris so much that I started to make visible marks in her desk from the relentless scratching. It was the only way I knew to cope with the mixture of pleasure and pain, and even my muffled screams went unnoticed by her. She began to thrust herself against my ass, slapping her bare flesh onto my red raw ass cheeks as the dildo plunged deep inside me over and over again. The feeling of the ribbed plastic shaft rubbing over the nerve endings inside my vagina felt so good, but it was a sensation that I was used to enjoying. The thing that was truly getting me off was the searing agony that had consumed every part of my body.
 
   It felt like my bones were trembling inside me as she slammed the dildo into my pussy from behind, sending the ball weights swinging freely below my chest and between my thighs. I groaned endlessly as the tears streamed from my eyes and rolled down my cheeks. I loved every second of it, though, and the feeling of finally embracing the thing that had tortured my soul for so long was the most powerful experience I’d ever had. She spanked the sides of my ass repeatedly, triggering wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure that rolled across my body like a tsunami of delight. I was sure I was going to pass out at some point but somehow I managed to focus my mind as I strode closer and closer to an orgasm. She didn’t let up for a moment, pounding me from behind no matter how much I screamed or moaned. In fact, the sound of my voice was matched by her own as the base of the dildo pressing against her clitoris drove her almost as rapidly towards a climax as myself. I smacked my palm down hard on the desk in front of me as it all became too much, and that tiny injection of additional tingling pain tipped me over the edge. 
 
   My whole body went into a fit of spasms and convulsions that the doctor found almost impossible to control. The ball weight tossed around beneath me, but still held remarkably firm and clung on for dear life as they swung in the air and clinked together. I was sure that I could hear her cumming as well, but my own orgasm overpowered all of my senses, as if I’d been placed in a bubble that housed only my thrashing body and every particle of air that I breathed consisted of pure ecstasy. She thrust the dildo inside me until the last second; prolonging my orgasm for what seemed like an eternity until finally I slumped helplessly down onto the carpet in front of the desk. I could hear her chuckling to herself as she watched my body twitching with the aftershocks of my climax. She knelt down beside me and stroked my bare shoulder, feeling the thin sheen of sweat that had formed all over my skin as she caressed the top of my arm.
 
   “You really have suppressed this, haven’t you?” she said with her comforting smile. 
 
   “Yeah...” I whispered, using up what little strength that remained in my body.
 
   “I’m going to recommend a regular weekly appointment. How is the same time next week for you?” she asked. All I could do was nod, but inside my mind it felt like a parade was happening. Words simply could not describe how much I was looking forward to my next encounter, and my next opportunity to embrace the pain!
 
    
 
   
  
 

Strict Bullying Policy
 
   I thought it was going to be a normal, average summer’s day at college, which would almost certainly involve the pupils baking alive in the old buildings’ poorly ventilated rooms. It was a very strict, upper class single sex girls college and as such the parents of the 500-odd pupils were all very wealthy and their children proportionately full of themselves – apart from myself, of course. I never quite figured out what the college trust spent all the tuition fees on, because it certainly wasn’t the air conditioning, which was almost as non-existent as the heating during the winter months. Sometimes it felt like we were attending a Victorian-era college with the days dragging on for what seemed like an eternity as the barren tree branches withered outside. I was sure the teachers must have been on terrible pay as well, or at least you would think so from their dour expressions and robotic temperaments. Anyway, it had been a particularly dry summer and that day was no different, leaving most of the girls with a light sweaty sheen across their foreheads and around their necks. In fact, they were constantly being yelled at by the post-menopausal teachers for undoing their top buttons to cool themselves down. God forbid we show an inch of flesh!
 
   It was an especially difficult time for me due to the fact that I was the youngest girl in the class and had only just passed my 18th birthday. Not only that, but I kept to myself most of the time and only really kept a couple of friends with whom I would sit under the apple trees in the courtyard to eat our lunches. Sadly, none of them were in my class and so I was forced to endure the misery of my classmates all alone. Ever since I had arrived at the college some years earlier, there had been one particular group of girls who had it out for me. I had no idea why they decided to pick on me as I would never do anything to hurt anyone. My problems were exacerbated somewhat when, shortly after my birthday I was forced by my parents and orthodontist to get dental braces – huge railroads that traversed my smile, as if the girls didn’t have enough ammunition to use against me. I was a bright and gifted child and I could only assume that their hatred for me was fuelled by jealousy, as I rarely managed to get a question wrong in class. However, although I had managed to ignore and struggle through their endless teasing for most of my college life, I couldn’t have anticipated what was about to happen that afternoon. 
 
   It all began in the final lesson before lunch. It was a maths lesson, which normally I would have breezed through. I was sat to the right hand side of the class along the front row of seats next to the window, through which the intense sunlight was slowly turning my skin to a crisp. The windows had been sealed shut ever since the college had been repainted a few years earlier, so the atmosphere inside the classroom could easily have been mistaken for a Turkish sauna. The air was tinged with the pungent, yet oddly arousing aroma of the girls’ sweat and I could feel my heart thumping more and more heavily with every tick of the second hand on the clock at the front of the class. I was almost dozing off into a coma as I sat there, barely paying any attention to what the teacher, Miss Jenkins, was saying. Suddenly, her voice boomed with my name and I bolted upright and stared blankly at the board, which she was tapping with the end of her wooden metre ruler.
 
   “Well?” she asked, clearly expecting me to give her the answer she was looking for. It was like she was impervious to the scorching heat burning our flesh as she stood there, glaring at me as I stuttered for words.
 
   “Um...” I murmured, confounded by the mess of algebra she had scribbled on the board, “I... erm...”
 
   “Um erm?” she mocked, “No, try again!”
 
   For some reason, no matter how much I stared at the bored, I simply couldn’t absorb the strings of letters and numbers at all. The equals sign was practically screaming at me with the daunting blank space to the right and the whole class had turned to look at me as my mind stumbled to come up with an answer. I knew she wouldn’t let me off the hook even for a second, but I gave it a try anyway.
 
   “I’m sorry Miss, I don’t know.” I whimpered, hiding my face between the wilting pages of my text book.
 
   “That’s not good enough!” she barked, thumping the board so hard that a cloud of white dust puffed gently across the front of the room, “Come on, we’ve been doing this all week!”
 
   I took a long, deep breath and stared at the board once more, but the hot air encapsulating my body was making it impossible for me to concentrate long enough to complete the equation. I had forgotten the start of the string before I’d even finished reading it and I found myself sitting like an idiot, re-reading the same thing over and over again while the rest of the class giggled and muttered between them at my expense. It was mortifying and completely anathema to my usual college experience. Normally I would have been the first one with my hand up, but as I sat there tapping the back of my pen against my forehead, I just couldn’t think at all. Cruel as always, the teacher refused to move on until I answered the question, but my lack of concentration was becoming even more sustained. I couldn’t really understand why I was feeling the way I was, but for some reason as I sat there under the burning gaze of my fellow classmates, I could feel my clitoris beginning to tingle. It started off with a shallow prickling sensation that I mistook for the heat between my clammy thighs, but the longer it went on the more I could feel my labia becoming moist and my clit even firmer. What the fuck is happening to me, I thought.
 
   “Sophie, am I going to have to go through the stages with you?” asked the teacher, now tapping the ruler against the laminated discipline policy that was stapled to the wall next to the blackboard.
 
   “No no...” I said, terrified that I might get my first detention with just weeks to go before the end of term, and my college life. I scribbled the formula down in my exercise book and started to work through it, but I was constantly distracted by the chattering of the girls around me and the tap of the ruler against the board as the teacher waited impatiently.
 
   “What’s the matter?” whispered Sophie, the ringleader of the girls that had been picking on me, “Not got your cheat sheets today?”
 
   I tried to ignore her, but her subordinates piped up and joined in the derision, reaching forward to poke the back of my blouse each time the teacher looked away. I couldn’t focus longer than a few seconds and a few minutes had passed since I’d been asked to answer the question. Still, there was no end in sight to my humiliation and the knowledge that everyone’s opinion of me was rapidly dwindling filled me with a feeling of degradation. However, the stronger the emotion grew the hornier my pussy became and by the time I finally managed to conjure an answer, my panties were dripping wet and my clitoris was tingling harder than ever before. My face was coated in sweat and my cheeks were so bright red that they looked like they have been slapped from all sides. Moments later, the bell rang out to signal lunch and we all filed out of the classroom with me trailing behind everyone else like a disgraced dog. Miss Jenkins didn’t say a word and ignored me as I walked past towards the door, adding to my feeling of worthlessness. I got my lunch from my locker and went to sit with my two friends under the apple trees. Lunchtime was thankfully event free and allowed me a short while to relax and regroup after the berating I had received during maths. The calm was not to last, though, as I found out when I made my way towards the class room for my afternoon English class. 
 
   I had left a few minutes spare to go to the toilet before class, but as I entered the building and walked along the corridor toward the facilities, I could hear the faint patter of other footsteps behind me and the curious giggling of a group of girls. There was no doubt in my mind that it was Sophie and her cohorts, Jane and Sam, and I could only hope that they would simply walk by and leave me alone as I took my toilet break. I had no such luck, though, as no sooner had I bolted the lock on my cubicle door could I hear their excited whispers following me inside. I had only just pulled down my panties and sat on the toilet seat when suddenly I heard their voices cackling from overhead.
 
   “Whatcha doing?” asked Sophie; peering down at the knickers around my knees. Her eyes immediately latched onto the wet patch that had formed during the maths lesson.
 
   “Ew! She’s wet her knickers!” she squealed, immediately beckoning the others to stand one next to her and one in the cubicle to my left. The three of them peered over at pointed towards my panties, which I tried to hide beneath my pleated navy blue skirt. Even worse, with them staring at me I couldn’t even go to the toilet.
 
   “What do you want?” I whimpered, glancing back up at them for mercy.
 
   “Nothing, we’re just standing here...” they said, giggling to each other knowing full well that it was impossible for me to go with them there. I decided not to bother and stood up, pulling my knickers back up and opening the door to leave. They jumped down immediately and stopped me in my tracks.
 
   “Where are you going?” laughed Sophie, holding her hand out in front of her to stop me from walking any further.
 
   “English, obviously!” I stated bluntly, quickly growing tired of their constant harassment. However, with her finger digging into my chest just above my breasts, I couldn’t help but notice the strange resurgence of excitement in my panties. Just then, the bell for the afternoon’s lessons rang out all around the college, but I could tell from their stance that they weren’t to let me go.
 
   “The lesson’s been cancelled...” she replied, signalling to Jane to lock the doors. Jane quickly moved over to the exit and placed the “Out of Order” sign on the door, locking it from the inside to seal the four of us in.
 
   “Why are you doing this?” I pleaded, sensing something awful was about to happen to me. Part of me knew that they couldn’t hurt me too badly, as they would have hell to pay from the teachers. As it turned out, by the time I left the toilets I wouldn’t want to speak a word of what had happened to me, but for a very good reason.
 
   “You know, playing with yourself in college is totally gross!” she said, glaring at the front of my skirt as if she could see the damp patch between my legs through the dark pleated material.
 
   “I wasn’t, I swear!” I begged, but they didn’t believe me. The truth was that had they not interrupted me so soon, I might actually have had a quick play with my clit to relieve the tension.
 
   “Sure you weren’t!” she replied, nodding to Sam who was standing behind me, having emerged from the other cubicle. She grabbed my wrists and pulled my arms back, and no matter how much I resisted she held them firm and steady. Sophie reached down and lifted the front of my skirt up so she could slip her hand between my thighs. I felt her fingers rubbing against my clit, sending another surge of juices to my labia. She moved them down and squeezed them between my thighs as I tried to clamp them together. She wriggled the tips of her fingers up and down between my pussy lips, stroking them from behind the barrier of my panties, which were becoming wetter by the second.
 
   “Are you kidding? It’s like Niagara falls down there!” she sneered, to which the others let out a raucous cackle of laughter.
 
   “You filthy slut!” said Sam as she leaned in from behind, “We’re going to tell the teachers that you’ve been fingering yourself in class!”
 
   There was something awful about the idea of them snitching on me, even though I knew I had done nothing wrong. The innocent, submissive side of me gave in to their peer pressure almost as quickly as my pussy had started to drip with moisture.
 
   “No, please don’t!” I pleaded, just as Sophie retrieved her fingers from between my thighs. They glistened with the residue of my juices in the harsh light from overhead and left a small patch on her septum as she sniffed them.
 
   “Mmm, fresh!” giggled Sophie as she smelled my pussy on her fingers. She moved them over to my lips and forced them into my mouth, giving me no choice but to suck on the moisture from her skin. It was so embarrassing and yet everything they did to me just made me hornier, and every bit of the humiliated heat that I had felt earlier in the classroom came back to my cheeks.
 
   “What’s up, didn’t think you would get caught?” she asked, cutting me off before I could even speak, “Don’t worry, we won’t tell... if you do as we say!”
 
   With that, Sam and Jane each took one of my hands and raised them up above my head, holding them firmly against the top corners of the doorway to one of the toilet cubicles. Then, Sophie reached into her back in the next cubicle and pulled out some string, which they proceeded to tie around my wrists and then around the decorative notches at the front of each cubicle wall, binding my arms in place. They were too strong and too many for me to resist, although if I’m honest I actually quite liked the idea of being overpowered. It was an entirely new feeling to me, but the tingling of my clitoris grew more and more intense with every tug of my arms as they wound the string around my wrists. I even let out a brief whimper of sexual excitement as they secured my arms above my head. They surrounded my helpless body, with Sam behind me in the cubicle and Sophie and Jane standing before me with a pair of particularly cruel grins stretching across their lips. Their innocent were completely juxtaposed to the look of sadistic glee on their faces and they would have terrified me to my wit’s end had it not been for the overwhelming itch that had consumed my clitoris. All I wanted to do was reach down and touch myself, and the thought of what they might call me if I did just made my little bean even firmer. 
 
   Sam reached down and pulled up my skirt, exposing my panties and bare thighs to the other two as they giggled to themselves. They each gripped one side of my panties and started to peeled them down over my legs, wedging them apart slightly with their free hands to stop me from clamping them together. When I continued to resist, they pinched and flicked at my skin with the back of their nails, making me gasp and wriggle to avoid their painful fingers. They pulled my knickers down and forced me to lift up my feet so they could take them off. Sophie stepped aside and sniffed at them, seemingly enjoying the scent of my aroused pussy before tucking them into her bag in the next cubicle. Sam unzipped my skirt and unravelled it from my waist, leaving me completely naked below the waist. They all pointed and laughed at the small patch of pubic hair above my pussy. It was so demeaning and I knew that the reason they were laughing was because the excess of moisture in my panties had rubbed against the hair, matting it up with my juices. 
 
   Jane loosened my tie and pulled it out from under my collar, resting it above my blouse so she could run her fingers down the front to undo each button. I could feel her knuckles pressing against my breasts as she popped each on open, and then as she finally reached the last one and pulled the sides of my white cotton blouse apart, I shivered with a mixture of excitement and terror. What are they going to do to me, I wondered, simultaneously filled with hope and despair. She unhooked the clasp between the two cups of my bra, releasing them to reveal the supple, jiggling fleshy mounds of my breasts and my beautiful little pink nipples. They squealed with delight, reaching out to cup and fondle my tits like I was their own little sex toy. Sam reached around from behind and rested her chin on my shoulder as she felt the soft skin of my stomach while the others gripped my delicate teats between their fingers and squeezed them. I clenched my teeth as the pain shot through my breasts, but then as they pulled their fingers away, i couldn’t deny that the prickling relief felt good. In fact, my pussy was dripping so much that my juices were running down the inside of my thighs. That was all just child’s play compared to what they had planned for me.
 
   Sophie reached into her bag and pulled out a mess of thin cables, which for moment made me wonder what the hell they were doing. Then, as I saw what was on the end of each strand, a sudden and awful realisation made my heart sink to my stomach like a lead weight. They held up the ends of two of the cables and wiggled them in front of my face. My eyes were already watery from the intense nipple pinching, but they were about to get a whole lot wetter. On the end of each cable was a shiny metal crocodile clip, which them squeezed open and latched onto my two firm, erect nipples. They let go and allowed the clips to press down around my teats, instantly making my breasts feel like they were on fire. I squealed and tried to wriggle free, but they were clamped too tightly onto my tits. Jane pressed her thumb to my cheek and wiped away a tear as it made its way down towards my lip, almost like she cared. Then, she licked up the tear from her thumb and laughed in my face while Sophie prepared her next instrument of torture. As my nipples became numb from the intense pain, I realised that my clitoris was still throbbing as hard as ever. 
 
   “Did we disturb you going to the toilet?” asked Sophie with her usual mock sincerity. Without even thinking, I nodded back at her. She held up a small bucket in front of her while Jane attached some more of the cables to the hoops on the side where a handle was once connected. She placed it on the tiles between my feet and then held the cable up between my legs, lifting the bucket off the floor while she aimed the crocodile clips on the ends. They wouldn’t! I thought, they couldn’t be so cruel! But indeed they could, and as Jane gripped and held each of my slim labia one at a time, Sophie clipped the two crocodile clips on and stepped back to watch as I screamed in agony. Before I could close my mouth, they lodged a wooden spoon between my jaws, which Sam held in place from behind, pinning my head back against her shoulder. It was so uncomfortable and horrific to imagine, and yet all I wanted to do was touch myself. The persistent itch of my clitoris felt like it would never go away no matter what they did to me.
 
   “Okay, go ahead...” snorted Sophie, pointing at the bucket that was now dangling between my legs. I tried to go, but nothing came out. I had always been quite shy in the bathroom and could never piss unless the room was cleared. I tried again, and even though I could feel the swell inside my bladder, I just couldn’t release it. Sam reached down over my chest and tugged on the wire that was connecting my two nipples, tugging on them so the clips dug even harder into my extra sensitive young areolas. I cried out in agony and bit down hard on the spoon, but still nothing came out. Then, Sophie and Jane began to flick my stomach with their nails, working their way down to my pussy as if they were counting down with an ultimatum. I closed my eyes and pretended no-one was there, and moments later a thin stream of slightly yellow piss sprayed from my urethra. It shot out onto the floor between my legs and I had to aim the stream into the bucket to make sure it didn’t go everywhere. However, they kept pinching and flicking me, forcing me to wriggle to avoid their snapping fingers. The steaming hot urine shook and splashed over my thighs, trickling down to my ankles and soaking into my cute little white socks. They were such impossible sadists and yet I every strike of their nails across my flesh left me hornier than ever. As the bucket filled up with piss, the weight of it forced the crocodile clips to pull on my labia, making me cringe and wiggle my hips even more to dislodge them. Finally, just as I stopped pissing, the clips slipped free of my admittedly small pussy lips and feel a few inches to the floor, splashing yet more piss over my ankles. 
 
   “Good!” said Sophie as she kicked the bucket aside, “One job down, one to go!”
 
   “What do you mean?” I sobbed, feeling the cold chill of the air on my wet, teary cheeks and piss stained thighs. Then I noticed the worst thing of all – sitting perched on the sinks opposite the toilet cubicles was a phone, which was obviously facing. In the mirror I could see the reflection of the screen on the other side, which clearly showed my suspended, tortured body. They had recorded the whole thing to blackmail me! They knew that I couldn’t bear to have anyone else see me like that. I would never live it down! It was so cruel and evil of them, but for some reason I liked it. They detached the crocodile clips and then loosened the string around my wrists, and for a brief, naive moment I thought they had had their fun and would leave me alone. They still had one final act of humiliation to mount on me, though. Sophie grabbed my tie, which was still flapping loosely at my chest, and tugged it so the knot constricted around my neck. She tightened it so far that it almost choked me, allowing only a small passage for the air to pass through my throat. I gasped for air but she refused to loosen it, and the others grabbed my arms before I could fight her. They pushed down on my back, forcing me down onto my knees. I knelt on the floor, bent over and balancing precariously with my arms pinned behind my back. 
 
   They rooted around in their back of sadistic tricks again and pulled out some more implements of torture, but they didn’t allow me to turn around and see. Suddenly, I felt a harsh strike across my ass and bolted forward in shock. They pulled me back and prevented me from smacking my face on the floor, but then lashed a second strike over my cheeks. I yelled out as the burning pain spread around my ass with each ripple of flesh. Sam moved around in front of me and crouched down, gripping her fingers around my cheeks.
 
   “Shhh!” she whispered into my ear, followed by a sharp slap across the face. I remained quiet as another tear dripped down toward my chin. I was a complete mess; stripped almost naked with my blouse and bra hanging from my body and my tie held back behind me along with my arms like reins, choking me as the sexual pleasure grew more and more intense. I couldn’t explain it, but every little element of pain and degradation that they caused just inched me closer and closer to an orgasm, amplifying my state of arousal way beyond the mere itch of strange excitement that I’d felt during the maths class. I kept thrust my hips and pressing my thighs together as they spanked me harder and faster, leaving barely an inch of pink flesh remaining on my ass or the back of my thighs. They placed the paddle down on the floor next to me for a moment and started to run their fingers around my pussy lips, smearing the juices that were dripping from around my labia all my pussy and my ass hole, working them inside me. I gasped as they both penetrated me at the same time, sliding their fingers up inside my pussy and my rectum and moving them in and out with a repetitive stroking motion.
 
   “Do it!” commanded Sophie to Sam, who promptly knelt on the floor in front of me and whipped her skirt up to rest around her waist. Her cute little young ass wiggled around in front of me as she peeled her pink cotton panties down to her knees. Then, she pulled her ass cheeks apart to reveal the perky little ring of her ass hole, which she proceeded to push against my lips by backing up slightly. The others continued to finger my two holes even faster while they pressed my head down onto Sam’s ass, forcing me to lick it while they filmed me. It was the most extreme thing I’d ever done, as my only sexual experience was touching myself tepidly in the comfort of my own bedroom. However, as I knelt there being choked, fingered in both holes and forced to lick another girl’s ass hole, I’d never felt so alive or so horny. I knew that they were doing it all to make me cum on camera, as if the footage of me pissing into a bucket wasn’t terrible enough. Still, as I lashed my tongue up and down over the soft wrinkles of Sam’s anus, I was sure that I could hear her moaning lightly from over her shoulders.
 
   I couldn’t take it any longer. I’d grown past the point of caring whether anyone saw what they were doing to me. In fact, the more I entertained the thought the more it spurred me on towards the impending orgasm that was waiting for me at the end of the tunnel. My hips began to thrash around behind me as they tugged even harder on my tie, cutting off my air supply completely as I convulsed and groaned noisily on the floor. My vaginal and anal muscles contracted tightly around their fingers as they fingered me until the very end and as I came, I lodged my tongue deep in Sam’s ass. I’d never even considered sex with a girl before but as I knelt there on the floor it was the most arousing thing I’d ever done. They spanked the sore flesh of my ass a few more times as I shuddered endlessly through my climax, and then collapsed in a mess of piss and sweat on the floor. They cleaned themselves up quickly and left me alone to tidy myself and get dressed again. Sophie kept my panties, though, which bolstered the idea that they weren’t simply picking on me. She wanted to think about me while she masturbated, sniffing the scent of my pussy and imagining me eating her out as well. In one afternoon I had realised that I was a lesbian and that I liked being sexually tortured. I couldn’t wait to find out what other facets of my sexuality would become apparent!
 
    
 
   
  
 

Test Subject
 
   The second year of my university degree was fast approaching and if my first year had taught me anything, it was that I needed to be much better prepared the second time around. Faced with a rapidly dwindling bank account just months into my first semester, I had been forced to go to my parents for some emergency funding, which was possibly the most embarrassing moment of my life. My dad was a stern conservative type and I practically had to wrestle the money from his cold grasp, even though he was fully aware that I only needed it for my food and rent. So, rather than go through all that again, I decided to look for some work that would compliment my study schedule and provide me with enough cash to live on more than pasta and baked beans for the year. The local papers were filled with employment opportunities in bars and restaurants, but I didn’t particularly take to the idea of waiting on customers every evening. There were also a fair few shop assistant roles, involving dull till work and shelf stacking. Again, it wasn’t really my style. Then I noticed a small advert in the corner of one of the job sections. It was for a company known as Fantasia Ltd and was beautifully decorated for a job advert. It read simply: Female model required for BDSM product testing and equipment review. Must be 18+ and very open minded! 
 
   Now, I had always thought that I was a rather liberal girl with a varied sex life filled with experimentation. I had what I thought was a few naughty fetishes and loved to invite complete strangers back to my dorm room for some drunken fumbling and after dark fun. However, none of it could ever have come close to the experience that I had when I applied for the job. I called up and the woman I spoke to immediately offered me an interview, which I took to mean that they were having extreme difficulty finding someone to fill the position. Blinded by the openness of the opportunity and slightly excited by the prospects of using some kinky sex toys, I accepted and turned up the following afternoon at the company’s offices at the end of an industrial park just outside the city. I parked up my shabby old hatchback and walked over to the entrance, ringing the buzzer to alert them to my presence. Moments later, a woman answered the door and I was suddenly taken aback by her beauty. She towered over my petite young frame with a domineering smile that set me off guard slightly. She held out her hand to greet me, scanning every inch of my body in an almost mechanical fashion.
 
   “Hi, my name is Joanna.” she said as I stepped through into the building. A long corridor stretched out before me with a mass of doors on either side.
 
   “Hayley.” I replied, nodding with my usual adorable grin. She seemed to be quite concerned about my presence, as if she was expecting someone else.
 
   “Hmm, how old did you say you were?” she frowned, murmuring to herself as she gave my body another once-over.
 
   “I’m 19...” I replied, “20 in a few months.”
 
   “What do you understand the job to be?” she asked, figuring that I would be making a swift exit at any moment. She didn’t even allow the door to fully close.
 
   “Uh, the advert said product testing...” I said.
 
   “But are you familiar with the type of products we manufacture?” she persisted. I came over with a flush of embarrassed heat as the blood rushed to my cheeks.
 
   “Um... sex toys?” I giggled, already feeling the excited tingle of my clitoris growing more and more intense with every word that we shared.
 
   “Yes, but the advert specifically mentioned a particular... niche, shall we say.” she said, circling her fingers in front of her as if she was trying to conjure a further answer from me.
 
   “BDSM?” I responded, “Like... kinky stuff?”
 
   “Okay, I was just checking.” she continued, waving for me to follow her down the corridor to her office. I trailed behind, admiring the slender curves of her ass beneath her tight fitting office skirt. She looked very demure and proper, barely showing any flesh and yet the sight of her sexy body was making me hornier by the second. Aside from the two of us there didn’t seem to be anyone else around, although I could hear the faint hum of machinery at work not too far away. She led me to her office and showed me inside, where she went through the nature of the job. She still wasn’t entirely convinced about my suitability, but I guessed that she was so desperate to get the products passed through testing that she would have taken anyone.
 
   “This is not really a regular position...” she explained, “Basically, we would require your services once every fortnight to test the latest batch of sample products and prototypes.”
 
   “Oh...” I said, slightly underwhelmed by the prospects. I had hoped for a more regular position and I was just about to make my excuses and head for the door when she presented me with a contract. It was several pages long, but my eyes immediately latched onto the relatively huge figure she was offering. That’s enough to last me for months, I thought. As if my judgement wasn’t clouded enough by my persistent state of arousal, the money being offered pushed out any worry about the job from my mind. Of course, despite Joanna’s cautious attitude, I was completely oblivious to just how much pain I was about to experience. I signed the papers there and then, feeling a chill of excitement shuddering through my bones as I scribbled on the dotted line.
 
   “Excellent!” she declared, sweeping the contract out from under the pen before I could even lift my hand off the paper. She filed them away and took the pen off me, holding out her hand to shake with mine.
 
   “So... when do I start?” I asked, slightly flustered by how quick everything was moving but also jittering with anxious anticipation. 
 
   “Now, of course!” she beamed, pulling on my hand to lead me back over to the door. She dragged me out onto the corridor and walked further along until we came to another door labelled “Testing Facility”. There was a red light on the wall next to the door accompanied by a sign warning employees not to enter when it was lit. What the hell have I got myself into? I wondered. It was like a secret military installation and I was being led into a high level prohibited area. She unlocked the door and walked inside, waving for me to follow her inside. As soon as I entered, she closed the door again and locked it from the inside, switching the warning light on before proceeding into the centre of the room. It was a sterile white room with barely any decoration other than some pastel stripes on the walls. A large oblong chest was situated against the far wall with a clipboard hanging from the side. In the corner, there was a translucent screen much like you would find in a doctor’s surgery.
 
   “Okay, if you could undress behind the screen...” she said, waving me over to the corner while she walked towards the chest. I stepped across, suddenly feeling very nervous indeed. I had signed the contract so I knew I couldn’t back out and my arms and legs began to tremble anxiously as I disappeared behind the plastic sheet. Even though the room was very well heated, that didn’t stop the rash of goose pimples from covering my skin as I pulled off my vest top and peeled my skinny jeans down over my thighs. I could hear her rooting around inside the chest and could just about make out her blurry silhouette through the screen as I hung my clothes over the metal rail above.
 
   “Should I get completely undressed?” I asked with a quiver in my voice.
 
   “Yes, of course!” she said politely, “Don’t be worried, you’re not the first naked woman I’ve seen.”
 
   The image of her in a room surrounded by naked ladies bubbled to the front of my mind and as I pulled my girl pink thong down, I couldn’t resist enjoying the dirty thought with a quick flick of my clitoris. My pussy was already dripping wet and my nipples were sticking out like bullets atop my round, juicy breasts. I tried to calm myself, both from the nerves and the intense state of arousal that I found myself in. She’s going to thing I’m some sort of nymphomaniac, I thought. 
 
   “Are you ready to begin?” I heard her voice calling for me, so I stepped out from behind the screen and walked over to the centre of the room where she was patiently waiting for me. 
 
   “I guess so...” I said as I stood next to her, feeling the warm gaze of her eyes poring over my flesh as she inspected my body.
 
   “Right then, let’s get started!” she smiled, and with that she pulled me over to a specific spot on the floor. Beside my feet, there were two sparkling silver shackles which she proceeded to clink shut around my ankles. A powerful shiver shot through my body as she enclosed each one around my feet, securing me to the ground so that I couldn’t move. Then, she picked up some metal rods she had placed against the nearby wall and started to twirl them into the large bolted screw holes on the ground next to the shackles. Each rod had an additional cuff, which she snapped over my wrists once they were tightly screwed into place. Within a matter of seconds I was shackled to the floor and unable to move more than an inch in any direction with my arms fastened tightly at my sides and my legs parted just over a foot apart. I could feel the juices from my pussy dripping down the inside of my thighs as I waited to see what she had in store for me. All I wanted to do was reach over and touch myself again, but that was no longer an option. She picked up the clipboard and made a brief note while she inspected the rods that were holding me in place. 
 
   “Okay, it is standard practice to have a safe word...” she said, “But, you won’t be able to talk for some of this so I’m going to suggest that if at any point you would like me to stop, just flash the palm of your hand repeatedly, like this...”
 
   She made a fist with her right hand and opened it out a few times to illustrate. I copied her action and nodded. I didn’t know whether to be energised or terrified, so I settled for a combination of the two that caused my whole body to tremble. The metal restraints rattled as I tried to calm myself, but as she pulled out her first item I realised it was no use. 
 
   “First up, we have this sensory deprivation helmet.” she said, lifting a large black plastic cube out of the chest. The top side was missing, almost like a cube-shaped bucket, and the opposite face had a circular hole covered by a pliable rubbery sphincter on the inside. It looked utterly bizarre and I had no idea what it was for, but then as she commanded me to lean over I realised how it worked. She pressed it firmly against the top of my head, squeezing my skull through the hole until my chin finally popped through and the rubbery iris clamped shut around my neck. I noticed that there was a mouth piece directly in front of me on the inner wall of the helmet, so without even thinking I latched my jaws onto it. It was connected to a tube that was stuck firmly onto the plastic casing, leading up to a funnel that stuck out slightly above the rest of the helmet.
 
   “I’m going to fill the helmet with water...” she said, instantly filling my heart with dread, “The idea is that it will deprive you of your hearing, taste, sight and smell. The only thing you will be able to feel will be what I’m about to do to your body.”
 
   “Okay.” I said, momentarily taking my mouth off from around the snorkel.
 
   “Since you won’t be able to talk for a little while, I want you to remember as much as you can about the experience.” she explained. As petrified of what was about to happen to me as I was, I couldn’t deny that a strange, dark part of me felt like it was being awoken. It was like I was enjoying being afraid, and that realisation just scared me even more in a perpetual cycle of terror and arousal. She brought over a step ladder and climbed up with a hose in her hand, which she pointed directly into the open top of the helmet. With the press of a lever, water began to gush into the small space around my head and would have drowned me were it not for the handily placed snorkel in my mouth. If only my parents could see me now, I silently chuckled to myself. I always had a tendency to make jokes when I was afraid, and in that moment I had never been so terrified in all my life. Still, I had never wanted to continue doing something so much either. 
 
   The cool water rapidly swirled around my face, tickling my skin as it rose up above my eye line. Once it had reached the brim of the helmet, she stopped the hose and closed a lit on top of the cube, with only one gap through which the snorkel pipe protruded. I couldn’t see a thing, nor could I smell or taste or hear. The rhythmic beat of my heart began to increase its pace; thumping at the inside of my chest and providing me with the only sound I could hear. I tried to measure my breath, completely oblivious to what Joanna was doing around me. I had never felt so alone and the mere notion that she could abuse my body at any moment was incredibly arousing. The throb of my clitoris seemed so much more pronounced now that my senses had been blocked off, and even the firm teats of my nipples felt prickly and extra sensitive. Suddenly, I felt something pressing against my crotch. At first it felt like a normal ball-headed massager, one of which I possessed and had tucked away secretly at the back of my knicker drawer. However, as she pulled it slightly away from my pussy I felt my small tuft of pubic hair just above my pussy beginning to stretch out and extend towards it. I could feel every single fibre tugging against the follicles buried in my skin, filling my crotch with an intense twinge of pain. I felt like every single hair was about to be rippled clean out of my pubic area and was instantly glad that I kept my pussy lips nicely waxed.
 
   She moved it further down between my thighs and pressed it to my pussy, allowing the pubic hair above to relax while my trembling labia took the brunt of its extremely uncomfortable yet strangely pleasurable action. It was almost like I was being electrocuted, which would have made sense given how my hair had reacted to it – it was surely some sort of static electrocution wand, and the longer she kept it pressed to my pussy the more I could feel its overwhelming power surging through my veins. My whole body began to vibrate and I felt like my heart was about to burst from my chest, but more importantly my clitoris was thumping so hard against it that I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. In that moment, I would have happily died in order to achieve the orgasm that swelling from deep inside. Sadly, she pulled it away and left me thrusting my crotch helplessly forward in the hopes of receiving some more. I tried to beg her through the snorkel, but only some incomprehensible moans came out. Since my hand had remained in a tight fist, she continued on to the next item with only a few moments to recover.
 
   Seconds later, I felt a sharp strike lashing across my stomach. I tried to recoil, but the shackles kept me solidly fixed to the floor with no option but to stand and take it. She struck me again with what felt like the end of a whip, this time slicing it over my breasts. I could feel them jiggling chaotically as they wobbled into back their usual round form, albeit with a significant burning sensation stretching across them in a straight line. She whipped me again, moving the point of impact down over my stomach and seemingly watching to gauge my reaction. Every strike caused a surge of excitement in my pussy and by the time she had finished lashing me with the whip, my thighs were visibly shaking with the overflowing sexual excitement. With no way to move, I couldn’t scratch the persistent itch that had developed around my clitoris and inside my pussy. It was driving me wild and no matter how hard she hit me, the tingle of my pussy overwhelmed the pain. She moved around behind me and struck my ass, this time with what felt very much like a different whip. The hit seemed blunter and more powerful, causing me to jolt forward slightly. Whereas the first one felt like it had a few short tassels on the end of a long whip, this one spread out over a much larger area, surrounding each of my ass cheeks with red hot pain as it thrashed my flesh. My agonising groans went unnoticed beneath the surface of the water and she continued to pound me with it over and over again, covering my ass and my back in deep, blood red impact marks. 
 
   My whole body was aching and I started to wonder how many products she needed to test that day. We hadn’t really gone through it in any great detail and I started to worry that I would be left a pile of pulpified flesh and bones by the end of it. What happened to the previous tester? I wondered. I didn’t have much time to ponder my fate, though, as she picked out another one of her sadistic toys. I waited for her in my spot, still feeling the trickle of moisture seeping from my pussy and running down the insides of my legs. The movement of my body had caused a few droplets of water to escape from above the rubbery rim that surrounded my neck, which I was sure she must have noted on her clipboard. Still, I had to remember as much as I could to evaluate the products later. The chilly trickle of the water descending between my burning hot, distressed breasts was making it very difficult to focus, though, and as she pressed the next item to my flesh, it became exponentially more difficult. A bolt of electrical charge shot through my whole body and caused my ankles and wrists to shake violently as it escaped through the metal restraints. She zapped me again, holding whatever it was to the skin of my ass as I wailed silently beneath the water. I kept my fists clenched as she electrocuted me repeatedly, pressing it to each of my nipples, my belly button and then finally my exposed, throbbing clitoris. The final charge caused my legs to quiver so violently that I could barely support my weight any longer, especially given the tremendous burden of the water helmet weighing down on my shoulders.
 
   There was a break in her assault while she pulled the step ladder back over and lifted the lid off the helmet. She drained it with a suction pipe and lifted it off from around my head, allowing the remnants of the water to drain away around my quivering body. I closed my eyes to shield them from the bright light that suddenly began to flood into my retinas. I had been so deprived of senses for so long that everything seemed amplified somehow. Her voice boomed even though she was speaking at the same level as when I had arrived and the scent of her perfume seemed so much more potent. Finally able to see, I peered down at my soaking wet, sore flesh and gulped in horror. I was too breathless to scream, though, and once the initial shock of seeing my skin so battered and bruised sunk in, the relentless itch of my clitoris came back to the forefront of my mind. 
 
   “Almost done!” she grinned, ”Just one more toy to play with!”
 
   I couldn’t even speak as she unlocked the shackles around my wrists and ankles, finally freeing me. She giggled and watched as the first that I did was move my hand over to my pussy to give it a quick, tender rub. I circled the tips of my fingers around my clitoral hood, massaging it gently as a long, elated sigh crept out from between my lips.
 
   “That good, huh?” she asked. I nodded with another wavering sigh and then opened my eyes to see that she had laid out a cushioned gym mat on the floor in front of me. She waved me over to it and then started to undress, placing her clothes piece by piece on a stainless steel rack she had set up near the wall. I watched intently as each item of clothing was stripped away, revealing more and more of her flesh until finally she removed her bra to expose her wonderful, heaving breasts. I wished that I could suck on them, but then as she pulled her lacy panties down my thoughts turned to sucking on her clitoris instead. I kept my own fingers pressed firmly to my pussy so I could touch myself as I watched her getting undressed, and even as she stepped closer again and prepared to test the final product I didn’t stop masturbating.
 
   “Is that it?” I said, glancing at a strap-on dildo that she had placed near the mat, “What’s so special about a dildo?”
 
   “That?” she laughed, “No, actually the product goes on it.”
 
   She let that stew in my mind for a moment as she fetched the product in question from the chest by the wall. It was a tube of something, but there were no markings or logos to be seen other than some ridiculously long chemical name. She picked up the dildo and strapped it to her waist, allowing it to protrude from her crotch while she popped the cap of the product and squirted a thick line of the clear, oozing substance along the top of the immense black shaft. 
 
   “It’s a lubricant?” I asked, sensing that there must be more to it than a mere lube. The company seemed to specialise in the strangest of apparatus and a tube of lube seemed almost mundane in comparison. 
 
   “Yes, but it is a special formula...” she said, “Bend over!”
 
   I got down onto my hands and knees and stuck my ass out behind me as she crouched over my back. She reached down and grabbed my arms, forcing them back behind me as my head dropped unceremoniously towards the mat. Then, she tied a small piece of rope around my wrist, binding them tightly together with absolutely no room to move. With my face pressed to the mat, she knelt behind me and placed her hands on each of my cheeks, spreading them apart to reveal the tight, puckering rim of my ass hole nestled between them. She spat on it and worked the saliva around the hole with her finger, sliding it gently inside despite the tight resistance of my anus.
 
   “It’s designed to loosen your muscles...” she said before leaning in to stroke her tongue repeatedly over the soft ripples of my anus, “Allowing for much faster, deeper, harder penetration than normal.”
 
   It was clear what her target was from the way she was caressing my ass hole with her tongue and exploring the opening with her finger. Having never tried anal sex before, normally I would have been terrified by the prospects of being forcibly sodomised. However, the sensory deprivation, incessant whippings and electrocutions had driven my pussy wild. I probably would have said yes to anything in that moment, and the idea that she would continue even if I said no was turning me on even more. My mind had gone in completely the opposite direction and I found myself crying out to be brutally fucked in the ass. She stood up again and hovered over my ass, angling the dildo against my anus ready to penetrate me. I took a long, deep breath to calm myself as the slippery, bulbous head pressed against the rim and began to push its way through. A series of increasingly noisy moans escaped from my lungs as she inched it deeper and deeper into my ass, and almost straight away I could feel the bizarre sensation she had described. It felt like my ass hole was becoming numb as the lube spread around it, and yet I could feel every single ribbed vein passing through into my rectum. Within the space of a few seconds, I had lost all control of my ass hole and could feel it gaping wide open around the shaft as she plunged it all the way inside me and retracted it. 
 
   She let out a cruel cackle of delight as it passed in and out of my anus, stretching the hole wide open with my only defence disabled. I had no way to stop it from impaling me and it took me a little while to realise that without the resistance of my anal muscles, I was free to enjoy the sensation of her pounding my ass with it. As good as it felt, I was constantly reminded of what pain felt like by the repetitive thump of her body slammed against my ass cheeks as she fucked me. They were still red raw and reeling from the beating they had received from her other batch of toys earlier. Still, the intense stinging sensation was almost as pleasurable as the feeling of the dildo stretching my ass open. In fact, even without anything touching my pussy I could feel myself growing rapidly towards a climax. She seemed hell bent on making me cum, maybe as a bonus for doing so well on my first day. I got the feeling that she was enjoying my body just as much as I was enjoying being fucked by hers. The idea that she was taking advantage of my body for her own amusement was so naughty that it triggered a sudden surge of excitement deep within my pussy. The enormous girth of the dildo thrusting in and out of my rectum was applying enough pressure that I could feel it nudging the nerve endings inside my vagina, sending me over the edge as I thrashed helplessly on the floor.
 
   She didn’t stop for a second, holding me as still as she could whilst plunging the dildo all the way inside me so that the base rammed against the taut, smooth skin of my anus. I screamed out with a mixture of agony and ecstasy while my body shuddered relentlessly in a series of orgasmic surges. I completely lost control and started to swear amidst my deep, gasping breaths. Finally, I slumped into a heap on the mat and she removed the dildo from my ass. I was a trembling mess and I couldn’t tell if the moisture coating my body was the water that had drenched me earlier or a fresh sweaty sheen of my own making. I was exhausted and unable to move, but after a little while I managed to climb to my feet and get dressed again.
 
   “So... how did I do?” I asked.
 
   “Well, we’ll see how much you remembered in a minute.” she laughed, holding up the clipboard. There was a section waiting for my comments. Ah, the boring part of the job, I thought. However, before we proceeded back to her office to complete my evaluation, I had to ask something.
 
   “So these prototypes...” I said, “Will I be able to take them home for additional testing?”
 
    
 
   
  
 

The Pound
 
   I had been working for Vibe magazine for a almost three years as their sexual health columnist and advisor. It was a monthly national publication with a dedicated reader base, and my main role with the company was to write a page-long article for each issue regarding a different topic of sexuality. Since it was a female targeted magazine, the issues I raised were often of a more feminine nature and ranged from relationship help to investigations of sexual niches with which the readers might not have been familiar, but would like to explore. During my time there I had written about various topics ranging from the more common fare like one night stands, anal sex, threesomes and masturbation to the darker side of sex, involving the many niches and kinks of human sexuality. I had covered a few of the more sordid areas, like watersports and anonymous sex parties, but I had always shied away from the really dark stuff, such as bondage and sadomasochism. My main reasoning was, unlike most of what I wrote, I simply didn’t know anything about it. However, it was through my other responsibility at the magazine that I came to get involved in that world in an abrupt but profound manner.
 
   In addition to my monthly article, I also ran the readers’ letters section, responding to all manner of weird and wonderful sexual queries. Amid the plethora of questions each month asking me to identify their weird rashes and growths, I was often able to find enough questions about actual sex that I could genuinely help with. As a bisexual woman, I had experience with both men and women in such a context, and it was through my experience that I was able to successfully answer so many questions and with such depth as I did each month. However, there was one question that I was toying with answering for over a week but couldn’t figure out how to reply. My boyfriend wants to tie me up..., the letter began, and straight away I feared that I wouldn’t be able to provide much help. I continued to read, feeling my heart becoming heavier with every word; Then with my arms tied behind my back, he wants to whip me. I want to be a cool girlfriend and make him happy, but I’m worried that it will hurt. What should I do? 
 
   I toiled with the poor woman’s question, constantly turning it over my mind. Should I make something up, I wondered, or should I simply ignore it and answer another question instead. I had a few others that would be suitable, but there was something about her suggestion that kept drawing my mind back to it. I knew that it was my responsibility to answer her as best as I could, but despite my status as a sex guru, the realm of bondage and whipping was something I had yet to encounter. It was only as I reached the end of the week that a curious thought began to form in my mind. The image of her being whipped was engrained in my consciousness, even though I had no idea what she looked like. In fact, it could have been anyone on the receiving end; the really disturbing part was that in my little fantasy, I was the one holding the whip. I couldn’t explain it, but there was something about being in control and inflicting pain and discipline onto a beautiful, submissive woman that set my clitoris alight. There was only one thing for it – I would have to investigate for myself, and I knew exactly how to go about it.
 
   A few months prior to receiving the letter, I had been invited to attend the opening of a secretive new club that had opened somewhere in the old industrial district, known only as The Pound. Its hush-hush nature had left me curious but ultimately too timid to go. My invitation had arrived in a plain brown envelope to my office at the magazine’s headquarters, just like any other letter. Its contents were fat from normal, though, as I quickly found out when I ripped it open and read the enclosed letter. I could remember every detail that it described, from the dark delights on offer to the unusual format of the club’s entertainment. It was a sex club, and one with a very naughty twist. At the time, I had stuffed the letter away in my drawer and thought nothing more of it, but the question put forward by one of our loyal readers had awoken a side of my sexuality that I didn’t even know existed. I toyed with the idea for a little while, trying to convince myself that I shouldn’t go, but eventually I gave in to temptation and retrieved the invitation. There was a phone number, so I called it up and when I told them who I was, they were very interested in extending me a second invitation. This time, however, I certainly wouldn’t be ignoring it. 
 
   I never knew that I was so famous or that I held such power as to be able to request and be granted an invitation to an exclusive club. I wonder if this would work for movie premieres, I wondered. I certainly felt glamorous as I slipped into my elegant black silk dress, which clung to the large mounds of my breasts with a long V-shape descending between them. My cleavage was immaculate and I couldn’t help but admire my curves in the mirror for a few minutes, wishing that I could find a lover with a body like mine. The material was so utterly smooth that wearing underwear would have ruined its sleek appearance, so I elected to go commando. With the combination of my shoulder length, curly blonde hair and my impressive rack, the night was certain to be a success. I sprayed a fine mist of my most expensive perfume over my chest and hailed a cab outside my apartment complex, destined for a night of fun and frolicking. As there were no pictures or reviews of the club on any website or in any magazine, I had little idea of what to expect when I arrived. I had only heard rumblings of the club’s unique experience and was desperate to find out if they were true. I instructed the taxi driver to the address and as we set off he shot me the briefest of knowing smiles. Maybe it was just my paranoia, but I was sure he was on to me and that knew exactly where I was going. As we drove along towards the old industrial district and meandered between the abandoned warehouses, I could feel my bones becoming more and more jittery with anxious excitement. 
 
   We finally arrived at the address on the invitation and I immediately spotted the large wooden doors that had been installed on the warehouse to our right. There was no signage or lighting to draw attention to the building; nothing to give away its contents to innocent passers-by. I walked up and knocked on the door with the side of my fist, and moments later it opened wide with a loud creak. A burly looking man greeted me and asked for my name, which he checked against a list. He noticed the invitation letter grasped between my fingers and nodded me through with a kind smile. I stepped carefully down a small flight of stone steps and made my way along to an archway that was covered by two thick velvet curtains. I parted them aside and stepped through, stepping out on the other side to find myself suddenly surrounded by a throng of chattering club members. One woman was pinned against the wall next to the alcove with a man sinking his mouth in her neck, clearly unable to wait for the main event. Some other couples were gently groping and kissing each other, but most of them were sat on the sea of couches and futons that were sprawled across the club floor. The place was dimly lit but exquisitely decorated, with subtle violet lighting and art-deco patterns adorning the various walls. I almost wanted to take some photos to brag to the interior designer content writer at our magazine. I knew that was absolutely forbidden, though.
 
   The clients all seemed to be extremely well presented, smarting designer suits and some of the most beautiful looking dresses and jewellery I had ever seen. I managed to put aside my seething jealousy and mingled in with the crowd for a few minutes. Nobody really took me on, though, so I made my way over to the bar. However, before I could even order my glass of red wine, a loud gong rang out and shimmered off the walls with a tremendous echo. A cloaked man appeared on a raised balcony to my left, joined on either side by two gorgeous women, who must surely have been models or porn stars. The sexual energy in the room was already palpable and the festivities hadn’t even begun, but as he began to speak, I realised that I wouldn’t have much time to enjoy my wine anyway. Instead, I ordered up a quick shot of whiskey and downed it in one, hoping that it would calm my jittering nerves.
 
   “The hour has arrived!” he bellowed, pointing at a grand clock on the far wall behind everyone. It was 10pm and his announcement filled the room with even more excited chatter.
 
   “The cage room is now open!” he continued, “We have something for every depraved mind!”
 
   With that, he disappeared back behind the balcony into a separate room and the host of guests began to file through a series of pillars below the grand clock. I trailed behind, keeping one eye on the exit at all times just in case I got too freaked out and had to leave. My curiosity was far stronger than my doubt, though, and as we passed through into the adjoining room, any sense of trepidation was instantly overwhelmed by the persistent throb of my clitoris. Stretching out as far as the eye could see was a mass of steel cages on the cold, concrete floor. The rumours were right; every single cage contained a different submissive and the range on offer seemed to be endless. There were men and women of every nationality, skin colour, size and shape. I could feel the juices rushing to my pussy as I moved along the aisles of cages, pausing occasionally to inspect ones that took my fancy. They were like animals being kept ready to be taken as pets, and as the other guests walked around and perused the offerings I felt like I was in a dream, or from the cacophony of agonising moans coming from the cages; a nightmare. Some of them were allowed to roam freely around what little space they had, whereas other were tightly bound with their heads covered with gimp masks.
 
   It was all so new to me and I wasn’t entirely sure what to do, but as I watched the other guests opening the cages and helping themselves to the contents, I started to understand the protocol. There was so much choice on offer that I could hardly make up my mind, but as I came to the end of the third aisle I noticed a young woman in one of the cages and instantly made up my mind. She was only of a petite frame and had pixie-cut dark hair with small but supple looking breasts beneath the tight fitting leather waistcoat around her chest. Her ridiculously short mini-skirt made her look like a complete slut, ripe for punishment despite the innocent glow of her black hole pupils and button nose. I picked up the leash that was hung from the outside of her cage and opened the gate. She crawled out and waited patiently for me to attach the collar around her neck. A man who worked at the club promptly made his way over like a helper at a department store.
 
   “Would you like it bound?” he asked, as if he was offering a gift-wrapping service at Christmas. I chuckled to myself and shook my head.
 
   “Uh... no, thank you.” I said, smiling as he wandered on to the couple behind me. They seemed to be very interested in the black Adonis that was shackled up in a cage two down from the one I had chosen. Somebody’s getting cuckolded tonight, I thought. I tugged on the leash and led the young girl back towards the main club room, where a few other people had congregated having made their excellent choices. Most of them were not to my taste, as I had passed them by before finding my own sub. However, there was one woman who was much closer to my age than the thing that was trailing behind me on her hands and knees. She was bent over the arm of a chair and was in the process of receiving a brutal spanking from her master. I couldn’t wait to try it out for myself! So, I guided it over towards one of the huge, decadent black leather sofas and sat back against the firm cushions. My imagination was going wild inside my head and there were so many things I wanted to do to her body that I could was having trouble controlling myself. I wanted to go nuts with her flesh and my own depravity was starting to scare me a little. I pulled on the leash to get her to climb up and lie flat over my lap with her ass in front of me. She lay perfectly still, facing towards the arm of the chair while I ran my fingers over her ass. Her mini-skirt was the same leathery material as the waistcoat she was kitted out in, and it was clearly going to be too much of a barrier for my liking. So, I located the clasps to unfasten it and placed it to one side, leaving her with only a skimpy black thong to conceal her modesty. 
 
   Her perky, young ass cheeks sat before me like a platter of my favourite foods, waiting for me to tuck in my bib and gorge on them. I clasped them in my hand and caressed the silky smooth skin, gently digging my nails in without so much as a flinch from her. I dug slightly harder, somehow turned on by the idea of causing her pain. Still she refused to make a sound and simply stared forwards as I groped her ass and slid my fingers up and down the tight crevice between her cheeks. I could feel the strand of her thong pressing against her ass hole and enjoyed the tingle of my clitoris as I touched her intimately as much as I liked. I was in complete control and the realisation of what was happening slowly began to increase my heart rate. The others gradually filtered back into the room and eventually I found myself surrounded by equally horny guests sitting on the nearby couches, groping, kissing and spanking their new human toys to their heart’s content. I raised my hand up in the air and paused for a moment, savouring the sight of her pale skin. It wasn’t going to remain that colour for long and with a single hard swipe, I crashed the full palm of my hand over her right cheek. Finally, she made a noise, but it wasn’t the painful sigh that I’d hoped for. She giggled like a little girl who had just received some sweets and then fell silent again. 
 
   I spanked her left cheek and listened as she cackled excitedly. It seemed that she was enjoying her punishment almost as much as I liked handing it out. With each successive strike, the giggled louder and for longer, enraging me further as my hand turned almost as red as her ass. I never knew that I had it in me, but then as a waiter made his way around towards us with a rack of paddles, whips and assorted bondage gear, I decided to step up her discipline slightly. I picked up a small hand paddle and a long flogging whip for later. 
 
   “So, you think this is funny?” I said in my most sinister voice, placing the whip by my side and taking the paddle in my hand. I raised it up just as I had done with my hand and struck it down bluntly across the full width of her ass. The flesh jiggled momentarily over the small of her back and down her thighs, and I landed a second blow before it could even stop moving. She shook her ass behind her and her giggling turned to shrieks of burning agony as I relentlessly smacked her increasingly reddening cheeks. With the paddle still clutched in my hand, I gripped the sides of her thong and dragged it down over her knees and off from around her ankles. I paused for a moment and peeled her cheeks apart, revealing the sweet little ring of flesh nestled between them. It was so perfectly smooth and crying out to be explored, so I placed the paddle aside and began to work my finger around the tight hole. She moaned uncomfortably and shifted her position slightly, but I wasn’t having any disobedience.
 
   “This hole belongs to me!” I sneered, reaching over with my free hand to grip her jaw between my fingers and thumbs. I dug my nails into her cheeks and slapped them a few times, making sure she knew who was boss before returning to focus on her ass hole. I stretched her cheeks apart as widely as they would go and spat a huge wad of saliva onto the teeny little hole, which I then proceeded to massage around with my middle finger. She groaned again, resisting the pressure of my finger as I tried to slide it inside. So, I grabbed the paddle again and thrashed her ass a few more times, turning the already burning hot flesh to a darker shade of red, almost turning it purple as she cried out in agony. Her voice blended in nicely to the chorus of awful wailing that had grown around us. The other guests were in various states of undress and their submissives were showing even more flesh, although theirs were equally as crimson coloured as the girl that was lying across my lap. Spanking her was one of the most extreme things I’d ever done, but as I stared across at one couple brutally double teaming another young woman I felt so ordinary and boring by comparison. Not one to be outdone, I forced my finger through the tight hole of the girl’s ass hole and watched with glee as her back arched up. The feel of her rectum enclosing around my finger as I glided it in and out through her anus was incredibly arousing and sent even more juices gushing to my pussy.
 
   I removed my finger from her ass and started to untie the knots holding her leather waist coat to her chest. It fell away bit by bit until I was able to cast it completely aside, leaving her completely naked and at my mercy. I could finally see her perky little tits pointing down to the couch cushions beneath her chest. I tugged on the leash, commanding her down on to her knees in front of the couch. She knelt obediently before me with the tears still fresh in her eyes. I gazed into her eyes with a cruel grin and slowly reached down to my thighs to peel the bottom of my dress up. Her eyes descended to my crotch as the material rose up to reveal my pussy and the small tuft of fair pubic hair just above. 
 
   “Eat!” I barked, and yanked the leash once again to pull her head closer. I spread my legs wide for her and pressed my head back on the couch as her tongue went to work, pleasuring me at my command. The knowledge that I could make her do anything I wanted was driving me wild with lust, but for that moment I was content with simply enjoying the feel of her tongue massaging my exposed, throbbing clitoris from every angle. She enclosed her lips around it and sucked on it while the tip of her tongue lashed across it, making me groan noisily and even thrash my hips up and down to meet the pressure of her mouth. It was heavenly and I could have sat there all night with her mouth latched on to my pussy, but I wanted so much more and I was missing the sound of her agonising cries. So, I picked up the flogging whip and draped the tassels across her forehead. She didn’t stop for a moment and simply carried on pleasuring me as vividly as ever. I wondered if her tongue would ever tire or if her taste for my juices would relent. With her bare back and stinging red ass cheeks wiggling behind her, I leaned slightly forward and held the whip above her head. Then, with a single, sudden flick of my wrist I sliced the tassels down hard against her back.
 
   She bolted forward, applying an abrupt surge of pressure to my clitoris that made me shudder with delight. I even bit my lip a little too hard and would have drawn blood were it not for the weakened state of my elated muscles. She didn’t stop licking, so I whipped her again, thrashing another part of her back and leaving a second smattering of deep red thrash marks across her flesh. The sight of her distressed body and her screeching voice as I whipped her senseless was rapidly driving me towards an orgasm. I lay back, barely even watching where I was striking her as I peeled the long v-shape of my cleavage aside and began to cup my breasts. I clasped my firm, engorged nipples between my fingers and thumb, pinching them and delivering a similar twinge of pain to myself. I pulled on the leash again and dragged her up to lean over me and then as she rolled her magical tongue around the bump circles of my nipples, I held the back of her head in an almost loving embrace. I felt almost motherly as I cradled her in my arm, feeling the warmth of her body and the soft spikes of her hair. She sucked on them, moaning softly as if she was feeding from my breasts, which for some twisted reason just turned me on even more. It was a night of intense self-discovery and I already had a whole swathe of things to write about in my next article. 
 
   Another waiter made his way around the floor with a rack filled with even more goodies. As soon as I saw what was hanging from the end, I immediately stopped what I was doing and waved to signal for his attention. He grinned at me and handed me the object to which I was desperately pointing, hoping that nobody would snatch it before me. It was a strap-on dildo made to be fitted to a person’s mouth, and I had just the hole in mind.
 
   “Lie back.” I commanded of the girl, and she quickly lay back on the couch with her naked body sprawled across the leather cushions. She looked like she was ready to be painted in her angelic pose, although the huge red lash marks all over her side and ass suggested otherwise. I positioned the dildo above her head and tapped her cheek to get her to open wide while I slotted the mouth piece between her jaws. It strapped on perfectly and as I stepped back to admire the huge, bulbous black horn protruding from her face, I had another even better idea. I put the whip and paddle down on the small table in front of the couch and then reached back to unzip my dress. With a quick movement of my fingers, the whole thing slipped off my shoulders and fell to the floor, suddenly leaving me just as naked as the girl on the couch, and everyone else in the club as well. I looked around at the orgy of sadism occurring in every direction and marvelled at some of the ingenuity in the methods of discipline and torture on show. One poor woman was suspended in mid air while a group of men flagellated her skin with a series of harsh whips. It was so appalling, but it made my pussy dripping wet. I immediately pounced on the girl and straddled her face, sliding myself effortlessly down onto the dildo that was sticking out above her mouth. She groaned as the weight of my body forced it against her teeth, but I didn’t care for a second. I could feel her nose lodged deep between my ass cheeks as I began to ride on top of her, thrusting my hips back and forth as I slowly built myself towards a climax. 
 
   After a minute or so, I reached back behind me and grabbed one of the long dark purple candles that had been set up in holders on thin metal poles next to the couches. I held it in my hand and hovered it over her writhing body, tilting it slightly as I braced myself on top of her mouth. A large pool of molten wax had formed beneath the flame and was ready to be poured, so with a sudden flick I spilled some directly onto her stomach. She squealed beneath my ass and thrashed violently around on the couch in agony, but then as the searing hot pain subsided she calmed down and reverted to her muffled groaning. Her gorgeous little red nipples were like strawberries atop a pair of meringue nests, just waiting for lashings of hot blackcurrant sauce. With the devil inside me, I waited patiently for a fresh pool of wax to form as I ground my hips on the dildo. I could feel every single ribbed edge pressing against the nerve endings inside my pussy and my juices were seeping out around the sides of the dildo and spreading over her cheeks. Finally, enough wax melted for me to tilt it again and pour another load onto her breasts. She squealed even louder as the wax splashed across her nipples and set immediately on her flesh. It was so arousing that I could feel my g-spot tingling from the sight of her distressed body, let alone the feeling of the dildo grinding against it. 
 
   I couldn’t take the pressure any longer. As much as I wanted to torture her all night long, my urge to cum was inescapably strong by that point and I could feel no other option than to place the candle back in its holder and then lean over her body, squashing my large, juicy breasts against her wax-covered stomach to sixty-nine with her. She leaned her head forward and, like the good little slave that she was, proceeded to thrust the dildo in and out between my throbbing pussy lips. Meanwhile, I gripped the sides of her thighs and clung on tightly to them as I leaned in close and snacked hungrily on her pussy. I could instantly see that she was just as soaking wet as I was and as I lashed my tongue over her clitoris I could almost feel her pulse through it. I clamped my lips down tightly around it and began to work my fingers into her pussy, feeling her warm, slippery insides as I rubbed vigorously on her g-spot. Together we writhed in a heap of sweaty flesh and limbs on the couch while the hundred or so other guests wailed and screamed around us. The orgy had grown so intense that I simply couldn’t resist the overwhelming desire to cum, and I felt my whole body descending into a fit of spasms and orgasmic contractions. 
 
   My pussy gripped tightly around the dildo as I came, smashing the back of her head down onto the cushions with my ass pounding at her face while my tongue went into overdrive on her clitoris. She let out a staggering series of loud moans and started to cum as well. I could see her juices literally spurting from her pussy as she ejaculated small pockets of her hot, sticky fluids. I was so warm that I almost passed out, but not before shuddering my way through a seemingly endless bout of climactic surges. I finally came to an exhausted stop and lay on top of her for a little while, twitching with the aftershocks of my orgasm while the orgy continued around us. There seemed to be no end to the depravity of the club’s members and although I had plenty to fill several articles, I couldn’t wait to go back and experience it all again. In fact, as the pinching of my own nipples had highlighted to me, I wondered if next time I might be brave enough to venture into the cages myself!
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Burglar Interruption
 
   Marcy and I had been together for almost a decade and together we led a fairly average, uninteresting life. That’s not to say that there wasn’t a spark in our relationship, though – far from it! When we were at work or out socialising with our ever expanding circle of friends, we acted in a normal and inconspicuous manner. However, when we were alone in our home nestled deep in the sleepy suburbs and the curtains were drawn, it was a different matter entirely. Ever since we had first met, we had engaged in what could only be described as sexual torture, employing the use of endless toys and implements of sadism on each other. Our sex life was surely the darkest of anyone we knew, but nobody was ever any the wiser. As far as they were concerned, the most interesting thing about us was that we were lesbians. If they had ever caught sight of what we got up to behind closed doors, I dare say they would change their attitude. Hell, they might not even talk to us anymore. Neither of us could explain why we liked it so much, but inflicting pain on each other’s restrained bodies was the ultimate thrill and whereas we grew tired of most sexual antics, our desire for pain never once diminished. 
 
   Marcy was the perfect partner for such activities, too. Not only did she have a tolerance for pain like no other, she was also mesmerising in her beauty. She was tall with a slender build, and yet with a wonderfully round, heaving bust that looked incredible no matter what she wore. Her smile was like a million fireworks all going off at the same time and when I looked into her eyes I could get lost for hours. Sometimes I would even feel guilty for whipping her when it was her turn to be the submissive, as even the slightest mark on her beautifully tanned skin was a tragedy. I had never known anyone to possess such perfect beauty and carry so much charisma as well. She was truly one of a kind and I never once forgot to appreciate how lucky I was that I got to be with her; to touch her skin, kiss her lips and do all manner of depraved things to her body. She always insisted that I was beautiful, but next to her even the finest supermodels would feel inferior. I was shorter and with a fuller figure, but luckily she loved my hour-glass frame. My hair was naturally blonde, but over the years I’d gone through the entire spectrum of dyes, ending up right back where I started with a short bob of curly golden locks. She loved me no matter what hair I sported, though, and the feeling was utterly mutual.
 
   We had never brought anyone else into our bedroom to share our fun, but not because we didn’t like the idea of a third party getting involved. No, it was mostly because we had no idea how to broach the subject with any of the women we lusted after. We were sure that some of our lesbian friends would jump at the chance to engage in a healthy dose of licking and fucking, especially with Marcy. Sadly, it never worked itself out and while we would have enjoyed the affection of a third tongue, it looked like we would have to suffice with just ourselves. However, that problem was destined to be solved for us one blustery autumn evening as we engaged in a particularly naughty sex session in the bedroom. We had a large leather-bound crucifix set up in the corner of the room and Marcy was strapped to it, completely naked and at my mercy as I flayed the skin of her stomach with a hefty flogging whip. Her piercing groans were rapidly sending the juices flowing to my pussy lips and I was happily toying with my clit as I watched her stomach trying and failing to avoid the smack of the tassels on her skin.
 
   We had bought a few new toys to try out and I was itching to give them a go, but they would require Marcy to be unshackled from the cross and bent over the side of the bed instead. She was wearing a collar, to which I attached a strong leather leash and then released the shackles around her wrists and ankles. She immediately crouched to the floor at my feet and I guided her across to the bed where the toys lay strewn across the duvet like a surgeon’s toolkit. My plan had been to draw her body across the four corner of the bed and then go to work on her, but just as I was about to pull her up onto the bed, there was a sudden sharp crashing sound downstairs in the living room. We looked at each other in fright and held each other’s arms, breaking character for a moment as we stared at the door. 
 
   “What was that?” whispered Marcy, standing right next to me. She might have been a fierce lover, but she was easily spooked. 
 
   “I don’t know...” I replied with a hushed tone, stepping towards the bedroom door. I peered around the door, opening it slightly so I could see along the landing. Marcy snatched me back, turning out the lamp on the bedside table so as not to give away our presence.
 
   “What are you doing?” she scalded me with her eyes, gently slapping the side of my shoulder.
 
   “Don’t be so soft, it’s probably just the wind!” I said.
 
   “Oh yeah, then why are you whispering?” she replied, shaking her head at me.
 
   “In case it’s not!” I whispered back. I was just about to reach for the door again and look outside when a loud creak erupted from the staircase. Both of our hearts immediately sank as the alarm bells went off in our heads. Not only was there definitely somebody in the house, but whoever it was, they were creeping up the stairs. Marcy began to back away from the door, scrambling as quietly as she could to find her phone. I knew she had left it downstairs, though. In fact, if the intruder was there to steal our belongings then no doubt he had already claimed it. Feeling a sudden surge of adrenaline, I stepped closer to the door and peered through the tiny gap between the hinges. I squinted, unable to see anyone at all. Surely we didn’t both imagine it, I thought. Then I realised the guest bedroom door was wide open rather than slightly ajar, which was completely out of the ordinary. I stared a little while longer as Marcy started to freak out behind me, trying to pull me away from the door so we could lock ourselves in. I was almost convinced, but then a shadow figure emerged from the guest room and stood on the landing peering up and down between the master bedroom and the bathroom. What really caught my attention, though, was the fact that it was a girl.
 
   Not only was it a girl, but she was a pretty one at that and couldn’t have been much older than 18. I shooed Marcy’s hand away so I could look a little longer at the intruder, admiring her cute little button nose as she pulled out a torch from her pocket. She turned it on, illuminated the hallway and almost blinding me as she proceeded towards our door. Marcy saw the reflection of the flashlight getting closer in the doorway and reached out to close it, but I stopped her and pulled her aside. She looked terrified, but when she saw my freaky smile she relaxed slightly and trusted my judgement, despite every logical part of her brain telling her to act. We looked like quite an odd pair; she was naked and I was kitted out in an elaborate corset that emphasised the roundness of my bust, leaving very little to the imagination. We stood behind the door and waited for what seemed like an eternity for the girl to approach. Then, as it slowly drifted open and she stepped inside, we sensed our moment to strike. I saw her outstretched arm entering first, holding the torch aloft in her hand as she entered the room. In the space of a few seconds, I reached out and grabbed her by the wrist, heaving her into the room and causing her to topple to the carpet. Marcy slammed the door shut and locked it shut. 
 
   In a spate of furious aggression, I jumped on the girl as she tried to get up, blocking her attempt at a defensive charge before she could even find her feet. I knocked her back onto the carpet and pinned her to the ground with my shins, effortlessly straddling her body while Marcy grabbed her legs and secured them flat against the floor. She tried to struggle and cried out for help, but I was already in torture mode and thought nothing of slapping her across the cheeks. Still she persisted in calling for help, prompting me to grip her throat in an attempt to silence her.
 
   “Shhhh!” I hushed her, squeezing her larynx firmly between my fingers and thumb, “Who are you?”
 
   “Let me go!” she cried, wriggling energetically beneath me. I held firm and slapped her again.
 
   “Why are you in our house?” I growled, squeezing hard enough on her neck to finally get through to her that I wasn’t messing around. She calmed slightly and looked up in my direction, squinting in the dark without the aid of her flashlight, which had rolled across the floor in the tussle. 
 
   “I was stealing, alright?” she said, as if I was the idiot for not knowing, “Just let me go!”
 
   “Hmmm...” I muttered, even more enraged by her attitude, “You know, I was thinking about calling the police, but a pretty girl like you could come in very handy!”
 
   “What do you mean?” she sneered, building up her strength to buck me off her chest. She tried to writhe beneath me and then thrust her hips up in the air in an attempt to dislodge me, but Marcy came to my aid and held me down on top of the girl.
 
   “You want us to let you go?” I repeated, slapping her face from side to side with my fingers to intimidate her. 
 
   “Yes!” she wailed, wondering why I wasn’t moving to set her free.
 
   “Okay, but you’re going to have to earn your freedom like a good little slave!” I growled, snapping my fingers at Marcy. She nervously moved around from behind my back so the girl could see her shaded form towering above her head. She crouched down by the girl’s side and smiled, admiring just how pretty the little thing truly was. Her fear had disappeared and been replaced by a thirst for revenge and sexual gratification, and as we each held the girls arms down with one knee pressed to her wrists, we began to strip away her clothes. Of course, she wriggled and tried to push us away, but we were both bigger and stronger than her and after a while she relented in the knowledge that she was powerless to resist. We pulled away her scruffy jacket to reveal a thin vest top underneath that hugged her small but juicy young breasts. It couldn’t have been keeping her very warm as her nipples were poking through like bullets. Maybe she’s just turned on, I thought. Marcy held her arms up while I pulled the top over her head, exposing the jiggling mounds of perfectly formed flesh beneath. Her skin was impossibly smooth and the way her breasts wobbled atop her chest made my clit throb against my lacy black panties.
 
   “Let her taste your ass!” I commanded to Marcy, nodding with a huge grin on my face. The girl’s eyes darted between us with a look of disbelief, only then noticing that Marcy was completely naked and covered in lash marks from the whipping she had received before we had been interrupted. She truly had entered the Lion’s den! Marcy shuffled around and flipped her legs over the girl’s head, immediately spurring on a fresh wave of struggling as the girl tried to escape her inevitable fate, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as she probably imagined. Two beautifully round, tanned ass cheeks descended over her face, wedging her lips and nose between them as Marcy spread them apart.
 
   “Lick it!” I growled, leaning down next to the girl’s ear, “Come on, eat that ass hole!”
 
   Still she tried to struggle, so I got up and straddled her stomach, cupping my hands around her breasts with my firm nipples between my fingers and thumbs. I squeezed, eliciting a piercing cry for help from beneath Marcy’s ass. She didn’t move, forcing the girl to do as we said. I pinched her little teats again and then started to slap her breasts fiercely from side to side. She wriggled and moaned in horror, but eventually she figured out that there was only one way out of that room and it was through the puckering rim resting on her mouth. Marcy nodded at me to stop, and as I peered over at the side of the girl’s face, I could see her chin reluctantly flapping open as her tongue lashed around my lover’s anus. She licked around the hole tepidly at first, but after a little goading and nipple torture, she started to nudged the tip of her tongue at the tight hole and even caused Marcy to shudder with delight.
 
   I left her to it, moving down to the girl’s legs to unbutton her shabby jeans, pulling them down over her thighs to reveal her cute flowery violet thong. To my surprise, although she did kick a little bit as I removed her jeans, her aggression had calmed considerably. I pulled them off along with her trainers to leave her almost naked on the carpet while she snacked on Marcy’s ass. I moved my thumb around the front of her thong, massaging her clit through the fabric for a moment. She fought the urge to enjoy it, remaining completely silent apart from the slurping sound of her tongue licking around Marcy’s anus. I pulled the thong down and exposed her neatly trimmed pubic hair and the pretty pink slit between her thighs, immediately noticing the sliver of juices stretching between the fabric and her labia.
 
   “Well well!” I said, sliding the tip of my middle finger between the delicate little lips and coating it in her juices, “Look what we have here!”
 
   Marcy leaned down, rotating her crotch slightly to place her clitoris over the girl’s tongue as she bent over on top of her. The girl took a breath and continued licking, this time lapping diligently over Marcy’s pussy lips instead. I grabbed the girl’s legs beneath her knees and hoisted them up in the air for Marcy to wrap her arms around, restraining her legs at her sides with her pussy and her ass hole completely exposed. Marcy leaned down and toyed with her clitoris, alternately flicking it with the back of her long nails and rubbing it with her finger tips. Meanwhile, I extended my middle finger and worked it around the opening of her vagina, sliding it effortlessly through the teeny pink hole to massage her g-spot. The girl’s frantic moaning evolved into something far more agreeable as we both pleasured her pussy and her sensuous groaning grew even louder as Marcy pinned her tongue to down over her throbbing little clit. We peeled her labia apart and squeezed on opposite sides of the fleshy hood, coaxing it out so that Marcy’s tongue could have the full effect. Her hips trembled violently as we injected pure ecstasy into her pussy, but sadly for her it wasn’t to last. We were just warming her up for what was to follow.
 
   With her pussy primed and dripping wet, I retracted my finger and started to work it around the rim of her ass hole, slowly pushing it between the soft winkles of flesh until finally I’d buried the whole thing inside her. I wriggled it around, rubbing against the walls of her rectum, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, my finger was so well lubricated by her juices that I could easily slide it in and out of her tight anus with hardly any resistance. I could feel the muscles hugging my finger as I plunged it deep into her rectum, but the pressure of Marcy’s tongue on her clitoris was offsetting any discomfort she might have felt. I inserted it so deep that my knuckles prevented me from going any further, although with my whole finger lodged in her colon I could pretty much feel her heartbeat murmuring through her body anyway. We licked and fingered her for a while, enjoying everything her cute little body could give us while she pleasured Marcy’s pussy. She had turned into a remarkably good sex slave, but her usefulness had barely been tested yet.
 
   Marcy flipped around and forced the girl to roll on to her stomach, grabbing her arms and pinning them behind her back before she could even realise what was happening. I grabbed a length of rope from the bed and proceeded to wound it around her forearms, binding them tightly together flat against her back. Then, Marcy dragged her up to her knees and crouched behind her, holding her in place while I looped the rope around under her right arm. I trailed it over her chest and circled it around each of her breasts, squeezing each one into a tight loop of the rope that caused the juicy lumps to expand out from her chest. She winced and gasped in agony as the rope grazed against her soft flesh, cutting off the blood circulation and gradually turning her breasts to a vivid shade of purple. Marcy flicked the girl’s tortured nipples with her nails, sending splinters of sharp pain all over her body and causing her to squeal for mercy. 
 
   “You can have my mercy...” I said calmly, “Once you have proven your worth!”
 
   Marcy reached over and grabbed a pair of shiny silver nipple clamps from the bed, and one by one she tweezed the girl’s taut nipples out between her finger and thumb and snapped the jagged teeth onto each teat. She shrieked in agony as the burning pain engulfed her chest, but there torture was far from over. I picked up two heavy metal ball weight and dangled them in front of her face, watching gleefully as her expression worsened. I lowered them down and hooked each one onto a nipple clamp, causing her purple breasts to droop toward the floor. Her eyes welled up with tears that spilled out and smothered her cheeks, seeping into her mouth. I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers, kissing her and tasting her tears as the throb of my clitoris grew ever more intense. Still, her pussy was still oozing with her juices and her nipples hadn’t softened a bit, so we both knew that deep down, some dark part of her liked it. Marcy reached under the bed for our box of old toys and immediately I knew what she was thinking. She opened the lid and pulled out a whole raft of toys for us to play with and share with our new friend.
 
   First, she picked up a strap-on mouth dildo and placed the base between her teeth, forcing her jaws apart with her firm grip so she could insert the mouth piece. She secured the straps around the back of the girl’s head, leaving the dildo protruding from her face and bending up slightly towards the ceiling. Then, she perched herself on the edge of the bed and tugged on the length of rope trailing up to hear breasts, pulling her closer as she parted her legs. The girl had no choice but to do as she commanded and shuffled closer, pointing the tip of the dildo at Marcy’s pussy as her labia split apart before her eyes. While the girl moved in and pressed the head of the dildo to Marcy’s pussy, I took a step back and admired the beautiful curvature of her petite little peach coloured ass. It was a work of art and I almost felt guilty for what I was about to do to it. I picked up a riding crop from the box by her side and raised it up, hesitating for the briefest of moments before lashing it down hard across her cheeks. She shrieked in agony as the crop stung her right ass cheek, but with her arms bound she couldn’t even reach back to rub the sore spot, let alone defend herself from the barrage of abuse she was about to receive. I whipped her ass raw, slashing her cheeks with the crop until there wasn’t an inch of flesh that wasn’t reeling in burning agony. The peach flesh turned to tomato skin with dashes of purple bruising forming beneath. She tried to wiggle her ass to avoid the crop, but it was utterly useless and there was only one way to make it stop. 
 
   “Fuck her you little slut!” I growled, swiping the crop up and down over the back of her thighs and sending ripples of flesh soaring across her legs. She bobbed her head back and forth, barely needing any encouragement from Marcy’s hands as she tugged on the girl’s hair. 
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s the spot!” cried Marcy, leaning back on her elbows as the slave fucked her as hard and as fast as she could. Her neck was surely becoming sore from the incessant thrusting, but with my lashings of the crop becoming harder, there was no way she could rest even for a second. She squealed like a pig and heaved deep breaths through her nose as she tried to control the pain flooding her system, but despite all the sounds of distress in her voice, her pussy remained as wet as ever. In fact, as I tapped her labia with the end of the crop, her juices splashed like a waterfall and speckled the carpet between her knees. The sight of her body being forced to rock back and forth was too filthy to resist. I crouched down behind her and buried my mouth between her thighs, tasting the warm, gushing juices that Marcy had already experienced. It was even more wondrous than I could have imagined and as her moisture seeped onto my tongue I couldn’t help but reach down and play with my pussy through my panties. My nose was becoming filled with the scent of her ass as I snacked on her pussy, spurring me on to have a taste of her teeny little pink rim. It was so smooth and barely had a single ripple of flesh around it, I just had to fuck it!
 
   I grabbed another strap-on dildo and attached it to my waist, smothering the shaft in some lube before pressing the head up against her ass. She might have liked the finger earlier, but as soon as she realised what I was doing she began to wriggle like crazy to make me stop. I was in charge, though, and she was my slave. She had no power at all and I had it all. 
 
   “Fuck her cunt!” I sneered; spanking her reeling ass cheeks a few times to tame her outburst. She relaxed and whimpered pathetically, still nodding her head and plunging the dildo in and out of Marcy’s pussy. Marcy was lying back almost oblivious to what was going on. The dildo was surely grinding over her g-spot while the girl’s nose nudged at her clit. She was on the verge of an orgasm, but she needed a little extra push to send her over the edge. I plunged my dildo into the girl’s ass, stretching it wide open and taking no notice of her breathless moaning as I inched it deeper and deeper inside her rectum. The perfect little pink hole stretched wide open around the shaft and gripped it as tightly as the lube would allow. In other words; it was so slippery that she couldn’t resist at all and had to endure the intensity of every veiny ribbed edge passing through her anus. I started off slowly, gently fucking her ass and knocking her forward to help the momentum of the mouth dildo as she pleasured Marcy’s pussy. Then, with every thrust I increased my pace and with my hands gripping her hips, I started to fuck her as hard as I could. I slammed myself against her ass, filling the room with the sounds of skin slapping together and a cacophony of moaning from all three of our mouths. The girl was the loudest, though, but then again it was her place to be in pain, sandwiched between her two masters.
 
   The floorboards beneath the carpet and the springs in the mattress under Marcy’s ass were creaking noisily with every thrust and movement of our bodies. As much as she protested it, the girl couldn’t deny that the pounding momentum of my hips ramming against her ass was having an effect on her. In fact, as Marcy finally gave in and started to thrust her hips against the dildo, the girl started to make some noises that were far removed from the agonising groans she had been giving off until that point. I kept going, sliding the dildo in and out of her ass until the very last second as she slowly tipped over the edge into an orgasmic abyss. She sounded almost confused in her curious gasps, but as her blissful convulsions set in, she no longer cared what happened to her. She would have looked so adorable thrashing her hips back and forth in front of Marcy’s crotch were it not for the brutal punishment her ass had received. The nipple clamps and ball weights dangling from her chest finally worked themselves free, snapping shut, falling to the floor with a soft thud and injecting one final twinge of pain into her body just as she reached the peak of her climax. I pulled the dildo out and watched them both writhing together with the mouth dildo still lodged deep in Marcy’s pussy.
 
   Once we had released her from the restraints, she nervously picked up her clothes and started to get dressed in front of us, cowering over and wincing as her skin ached and stung with ever movement of her body. We tried to speak with her, but she remained cagey and unresponsive. However, we managed to discover that she was actually homeless and that she was only trying to find things to sell to buy food. She could have been lying, but there was an honesty in her eyes that both of us recognised immediately. She seemed remarkably clean for a homeless person, but she explained that she had been living at a shelter where food showers were available. Marcy and I looked at each other, sharing the same thought.
 
   “How would you like to have a real roof over your head?” I asked. She looked at us with incredulity.
 
   “You mean like as a lodger?” she asked belatedly, “I can’t, I don’t have any money.”
 
   “No, we were thinking more like a slave...” I replied, “Food, hot showers, company... and in return we get to use your body as and when we like. No matter what!”
 
   She thought about it for a few minutes, clearly tempted by the offer but terrified at the same time. Eventually she must have realised that a life struggling on the streets would be far worse than anything we could come up with and nodded her approval. So, from that evening onwards we had a new tenant in our home. By day she was our friend and housemate; by night, she bowed to our will and took every single thing that we threw at her. Our threesome fantasy had come true in a manner far better than any one night stand could offer!
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Customer review:
By Kathy K. 
 
   Gotta say, I am lovin these stories. Each one brings it's own thing to the table. One thing is for sure, if you like erotic stories you won't be disappointed. These are some of the best I have read in a while. This collection is awesome!!! 
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Customer review:
Wow, this book is really a bargain for the amount of stories that you get! It has it all (paranormal, lesbian, orgy, swingers, etc.). My personal favorites are the first time lesbian stories. I have gotten through about a quarter of the stories in this book and they are all written in way that keeps me going on to the next story desperately.
 
   The Lesbian Babysitter (Lesbian sex/sex toys/erotic short story)
Description: A teenage babysitter gets dumped by her boyfriend and confides to the woman that she works for that she is off men. The woman takes advantage of the situation by showing the teenage girl the pleasures of some lesbian loving.
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   Punishing the Babysitter(Bestseller) When an older single father discovers that his babysitter has been stealing from his home, he decides to give her the punishment she deserves by tying her up and giving her a rough, hard fucking.
 
   Sizzling Bedtime stories(The Collection)Best seller.17 erotic short stories for less than the price of 3
 
   The Couple's Babysitter Fuck Toy (Threesome/Erotic short story)
A teenage babysitter is set up by the couple she works for. They know she has a crush on the husband and arrange it so that the wife can catch the husband playing with her. The babysitter promises to do anything if the wife doesn’t tell her parents she was playing with a married man and the couple take her to their bedroom and use her as their fuck toy.

Excerpt:Jack could hear Melanie breathing harder and could sense her excitement. He put his hand on his own thigh and then slowly let it slide down so that it was resting against Melanie’s bare leg. Again she didn’t move away and Jack stroked his fingers up her thigh. Melanie slid down further and Jack moved his hand under her skirt and onto her panties.
He heard Melanie gasp and finally turned to her. “I’ve wanted to touch you since I first set eyes on you Melanie. What age are you?”
“I just turned 18,” answered Melanie. She looked at Jack. “What about your wife?”
“What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her,” answered Jack and stroked his fingers harder against Melanie’s teen pussy.
Melanie felt her heart racing. She put her hand on top of Jacks and forced it harder against her pussy. “I’ve fantasized about you fucking me so many times,” she said. “Take off my panties.”
Jack slid his fingers into the top of Melanie’s panties and when she lifted her hips he pulled them down exposing her pussy.
“Oh fuck, that’s beautiful,” he said.
Melanie leaned across and kissed Jack, parting her thighs wider to make it easier for him to slide a finger inside her wet pussy.
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