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		Chapter One

		

	
		There is a sensation that occurs when first you rub pussies with another female who considered themself straight that is second-to-none.

		Beginning with the faintly-puzzled looked they give me when I shove their legs back and climb on them, to the way their vaginas ooze as they frantically bump themselves against my clit in pursuit of their first Sapphic orgasm; I love it all.

		Right now, I was on the hunt for that feeling.

		As I looked rolled down the window in my Uber I could almost smell the young pussy permeating the air as the driver pulled up to the 16-unit apartment complex just a few blocks from State College.

		I attended many a party in this building, ‘in my day" as the kids would said, as it was one of the few complexes that was close enough to campus to be accessible, and be 100% occupied by college students, but also far enough to give students a feeling of "off-campus-freedom". The extra lowered inhibitions that were a side effect of that feeling would be the only wingman I needed at the moment.

		As I uncoiled myself from the backseat and thanked my driver, I tucked my phone into the back pocket of my dark jeans and let the memories wash over me.

		It'd been two years since I'd graduated and left this scene behind. Life in the city was treating me well, the ready supply of pussy there was too, but I was glad to be back right now to bring another co-ed, or two if I could manage it, over to the dark side.

		If I'd come back a year earlier, I'd probably have come off as the just-graduated, no-direction-having, "super-senior" who was still trying to hang on to their glory days. Come back another year later, and too many of the students who knew me would have graduated, and I might seem like an old creep.

		So, I'd waited, and planned this out. Today's seniors had been sophomores the last time they'd seen me. And now, they were about to head home for the final Christmas break of their college careers. The real world was about to set in, and the inhibitions were on their way out.

		Me returning to campus at this point in time, neither super senior nor creep, but instead burgeoning alumni-success story, obviously queer without a care, and single the last anybody'd heard, would have co-ed pussy dripping before they could even realize it.

		See, I believe that all women are, or could be, into other women. Society beats it out of us early, selling us the dream of Barbie and Ken, but there's something innately appealing about the female form and energy, and I enjoy watching women give into that feeling and spread their legs for me in search of it.

		And so, as I climbed the steps to the building and entered the apartment that had a base-line escaping around the door frame, I tucked my hands into the pockets of my zip up hoodie, sleeves rolled up to my elbows and the hint of my half-sleeve tattoo peeking out to trail down my forearms and surveyed the scene.

		A text had invited, me to this party by a girl named Lori.

		Back during my senior year, I'd had both of Kenzie Winston's legs looped in the crooks of my elbows while I dominated her clit with mine in the stacks of the library. I was about to tell her to come for me at the exact same time that Lori was starting her shift at the library and loading up a cart of returns to put back on the shelves.

		Lori hadn't known it yet, but she was about to get an eyeful.

		Although the sturdy shelves of books at her back was supporting most of Kenzie's weight, I was using my finely-tuned upper body muscles to hold her clear off the ground and keep her pussy splayed open to me while I humped against her.

		My swollen clit, slightly larger than other girls' when they got excited, stuck out from between my engorged pussy lips to dominate and crush Kenzie's cute little button.

		Her skirt was flipped up over her fat ass and bundled between her and the shelves, while my black jeans were about halfway down my thighs. I'd ripped her thong off shortly after pushing her into the deserted ninth floor of the stacks, and now, her sweet young pussy was drooling for me, lips spread open as the force of my hips helped me use my clit to bully hers into submission.

		I could see the all too familiar looked of excited disbelief growing in her eyes and I knew little old Kenzie was about ready to give me yet another clit to clit orgasm.

		Kenzie was a cheerleader on the varsity team, and although she had one thing working against her, she had three working for her, which was why she was lucky enough to be the object of my desire at that moment.

		As a negative, Kenzie was a cheerleader, and for some odd reason, I had a slight disdain for cheerleaders.

		Maybe it was because when I was young, I was obviously a tomboy, and my dad always made sly comments about how his daughter would be on the field/court/pitch whatever, actually playing, rather than jumping around cheering on the sideline.

		But, as the first positive, Kenzie was tiny barely 5 feet tall, and ever since I'd come across a porno of a 5'1" girl getting humped by a 6'4" dyke, I knew I could hold someone as small as Kenzie up long enough to rub one out on her pussy.

		The second positive was that Kenzie had obviously been talking to one of my previous conquests, as she'd walked up to me in the dining hall one day and whispered in my ear that she'd heard I had a big clit and an even bigger appetite for something wet to rub it against.

		What happened immediately following that is a story for another time, and you'll have to wait to learn the third positive trait of Kenzie's, but I will tell you this:

		While Kenzie wasn't my typical straight conquest, she was sexy, light-weight, eager, and had a small, sensitive clit that she let me beat for hours on end.

		That's how we'd ended up in the stacks. I knew she studied there on Thursday evenings when most other college kids had given up their coursework for the allure of an early weekend, and so I decided to surprise her and get some pussy.

		About 20 minutes after I'd arrived, and just as I really started getting into it, no pun intended...maybe... I heard the doors to the stacks open and the sound of a cart being rolled towards the row of books I had Kenzie pinned against. I slowed my hips, although Kenzie didn't seem to notice anything as her arms stayed wrapped around my shoulders and her face buried in my neck while she tried to catch her breath.

		I couldn't be sure if the person pushing the cart heard us, but after a step or two more towards where we were hidden, they stopped walking.

		What I did know, was that the person pushing the cart was Lori, at that time, another second-year like Kenzie, who I'd caught eyeing me all over campus over the previous few months.

		Although she likely couldn't see me, through a gap created by missing books in the row of shelves between us, I could see her long, curvy legs that I'd recognize anywhere [I never forget a pair of legs] and her skinny jeans leading into her black Doc Martins.

		Now, at that point in her college experience, I don't even know if Lori knew she was into pussy, but I did. I could tell in the way her eyes lingered when I passed her while walking to class, or the way I'd catch her staring at my long, strong fingers as I typed away in the library.

		I could also tell in the jealous flash in her eyes while I was grinding on the ass of some thick Junior during a party we'd both been at about a week earlier. I'll tell you about the clit on that girl one day soon.

		And so, instead of doing the smart thing and slowly lowering Kenzie's legs and righting both of our clothes, I decided to conduct a little experiment.

		Kenzie was still unaware of our secret voyeur, so I curled my hips into hers and slid my clit between her clit and her right pussy lip. When she inevitably let out a breathy moan and raised her head to looked in my eyes, I lightly pressed my lips against hers and shushed her.

		"Shhhh, baby girl."

		“Oh Tammy, I’m so hot.” Kenzie moaned.

		And then I waited.

		Between Kenzie's moan and my admonishment for quiet, it was clear to Lori that there were two women doing the unthinkable just a row of books away from her, so, as I felt Kenzie's clit jump against mine, Lori did exactly what I knew she would, she slowly continued rolling her cart forward.

		To cover the sound of the wheels and footsteps from Kenzie, I resumed the movement in my hips and whispered a few more nasty words in her ear as she latched onto my neck again.

		As Lori's pretty face came into view, she once again ceased her forward progress and took a barely noticeable sharp breath inward. I looked over Kenzie's shoulder and locked eyes with her. Due to the angle at which I had Kenzie pressed into the shelves, she couldn't see Lori, but I could looked just over her shoulder and make eye contact with our intruder, while Lori could clearly see that my harness-less hips were grinding into Kenzie's center.

		As Lori seemed frozen in place staring at us, I gave her a small smirk, then pulled my head back a bit and dragged my eyes back to Kenzie's.

		Her pussy was hot and wet and yielding to me, and I was taking it without hesitation, so it wasn't really her fault when she let another throaty moan escape.

		"No baby girl, be quiet for me," I scolded her gently. "Can you do that for me?"

		Kenzie held eye contact with me and nodded as her entire body shivered; I could swear I also saw Lori nod slightly as well out of the corner of my eye.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		I tightened my grip slightly on the legs she had thrown over my arms and pushed her even tighter to the bookshelf as my stiff clit went to work on hers. Her head thumped slightly against the shelf behind her, and her eyes started to roll back and lose focus, so I shifted my gaze back to Lori, who was still standing just behind a shelf of books, holding onto her cart for dear life and watching us.

		"Do you like that, baby girl? You want me to fuck you? You want to come all over my big clit?"

		Both girls nodded for me.

		I could feel Kenzie's pussy release another gush of sticky liquid, so I doubled-down.

		"Yeah, you want to come on this clit. I know you do, sweetheart. If you're a good girl, I'll make you come for me."

		As lost as Kenzie was in the moment, and as sexy as it was to have her falling apart in my arms like that, my mind was already on dominating the wide-eyed sophomore peeking at us from behind the shelves.

		Lori's lips were slightly parted and her breaths were coming out in short, quick spurts, although still quiet as a mouse compared to Kenzie's huffs.

		Lori was obviously enjoying it, squirming as she was in her tight jeans, and we both knew my words were meant for her as well.

		And as much as I was enjoying it, I knew I didn't want the three of us to get caught in a sticky spot [pun intended?], so while I maintained eye contact, I let myself release a bit of the self-control that kept a tight rein on me during most of my time fucking girls.

		Yes, I know, I had one sophomore spread eagle against the stacks while I bruised her clit, and had another watching it happen, but trust me, this was relatively controlled for me.

		As that control started to slipped, I pushed my hips harder, enjoying the slight "pop" I felt every time Kenzie's clit yielded and mine slid over it.

		My fingers tightened around her legs and I felt myself approaching the edge.

		The thing I love most about tribbing a girl, is that I can quite literally feel her orgasm coming. Unlike through a strap on, I was intimately aware of the state of the pussy beneath me, and therefore, could slowly release the reins on my control as I felt her start to slipped into the abyss. Coming at the same time while clit to clit with a hot pussy...paradise.

		Kenzie was nearly there, and so I released a bit more control of myself and heard my words get even nastier.

		"There you go, sweetie," I said, my eyes still locked with Lori's. "Give me that little clit. It's mine, I'm taking it."

		Kenzie's eyes were squeezed close now and she used her limited range of motion and leverage from her head on the shelf behind her to hump back against me.

		I shifted my hips slightly so that our clits were no longer next to each other, sliding in the valleys created by our pussy lips, but now mine was right on top of hers, bruising her.

		"You like how I crush that clit?"

		Both girls nodded. I felt more control slipped.

		I banged and humped and ground my clit against Kenzie's until I was sure she'd be sore afterwards.

		As I felt the last bit of my control escaping, like dry sand through fingers, I put on my final act of the little show I had going.

		Never removing my eyes from Lori's, I brought my mouth closer to Kenzie's face, stuck out my tongue, and gave her a hot, sloppy, slow lick from just beneath her jaw line, over her cheek, and finished with a flick just to the side of her closed eye.

		I swear both girls gasped at the exact same time, Kenzie from the sheer shock and erotic nature of my surprise lick, and Lori from envy.

		It was the last straw for both of them.

		One of Lori's hands flew from the handle of the cart to clamp over her mouth, and I heard her groan and saw her entire body tense as tears appeared in the corners of her eyes. Her knees buckled slightly as she came in her pants, never breaking eye contact with me.

		Kenzie at the same time exhibited her final positive trait and lurched her head forward to let out a primal scream into my neck as her pussy squirted against mine.

		"That’s a girl," I growled and abandoned my last sliver of control as I set a bruising pace with my hips and came against Kenzie's hard little clit.

		The only sound in the stacks was that of post-orgasmic panting and Kenzie's squirt dripping off the bottom of her ass cheeks and onto the old wooden floor beneath us.

		I straightened my arms and slowly let her legs fall to the ground, although she was so wobbly, with her head still buried in my neck, that I was still basically carrying her.

		I pulled up my jeans, flipped down her skirt, and wrapped an arm around her sexy waist as I turned her in the opposite direction from which Lori was watching.

		"Come on, baby girl. Let's get back to the dorms, I'm not done with you."

		I looked back over my shoulder as I guided her away and shot a devastatingly cocky grin at Lori, "You made quite a mess back there. Some poor staff member is going to have to clean that up."

		And with that, I dragged Kenzie around the corner and out of the stacks, back to my dorm to beat up her little clit some more.

		***

		"Hey,Tammy," a voice snapped me out of my reminiscing.

		Lori, two years older and obviously a bit more confident, stood in front of me.

		"I'm really glad to you could come," she reached out and put a hand on my forearm. I’d like to introduce you to a couple of my friends. You know already Kenzie, in the biblical sense.” She said snidely, “And this is a transfer student Tammy.”

		I grinned evilly.

		Oh I haven't yet, but I will, I thought.

		After the party at Lori’s, the four of us, me, Lori, Kenzie and Tammy hung out a lot together. If fact just a couple weeks after that party during summer break Lori has us out to her quite wealthy parent’s summer home in Henderson NV..

		***

		"Who is up for a game of Truth or Dare?" I ask, looking between Vickie, Lori and Kenzie inside of the pool, the back of my shoulders leaning against the ledge. Standing outside getting shitfaced was never going to me laid or between Vickie’s legs.

		"Me! I am!" Lori screamed. "How exciting! Let's do it! Woo Hoo-hoo!"

		She grasped the neck of a White Claw. She hoisted the can above the pool's surface, as she waded in the six-feet-deep water, repeatedly pushing her right arm out to stay afloat. Sher eyelids fluttered — after she guzzled a few shots worth of liquor — and she continued to use her left arm for sustaining the hard seltzer in air . . . post-drink. Next she leered at Kenzie, whom was vastly more coherent and nearly sober after drinking a can of Mich Ultra. Kenzie drank a shot or two of Ketel One Botanical Vodka, as well, which had barely loosened her up. Other than a quick "Hello" to both me and Tammy, she hadn’t said anything since our arrival. We showed up here to Lori’s (i.e. her parent’s) impressive summer estate about ten minutes ago.

		Lori raised the 12 oz can — pressing it to her lips, awkwardly — before draining the last of its contents. She screamed "Woo Hoo!" again. She whipped her hair, flipping it left and right, inelegantly splashing her delicate, bony shoulders.

		"I'll go," Vickie said, laughing uproariously.

		"Well, first . . . why don’t vote," I said, looking for my Fat Tire and not instantly finding the can.

		Kenzie watched my eyes, so I decisively flashed her with a flirtatious smile. Next I pushed myself up — using the flat surface of my slippery palms — and lifted out of the water. I sat on the pool's concrete rim. "Kenzie, you up for a game of Truth or Dare . . . or what? This is getting boring. My fingers are beginning to turn blue like my sapphire colored privates over here."

		"Shit yea," Vickie added as if similarly wrinkled. "Let's play already."

		"Too immoral," Kenzie warned, looking to Lori with visible anxiety, until further vocalizing her genuine concerns: "I don't know, Tammy. Something bad could happen."

		"We're not two bad girls," I argued, moving water with my outstretched arms, repeatedly widening them, and carrying them inwardly again, doing so while kicking my legs. They flicker, at light speed, other times conversely appearing to travel extra slowly. "We're not evil, Kenzie . . . Lori." Her sultry, winsome grin grew several inches, conspicuously evincing her eagerness. "Just sinners . . . right?"

		She cackled and violently splashed a spray of water toward Kenzie. "Play the game!"

		Kenzie deflected most of the water, showing impressive reflexes shielding herself by using hands and forearms as facial protection.

		"Bad girls and sinners are pretty much one and the same thing," she said, intentionally glaring in my direction. After dodging a new splash of soaring water, she erected her head and surprisingly her fuchsia fingernails slipped like magnets away from each other in a sonorous snap, and — after lifting her same hand — she pointed at where I sat along the ledge. "Watch your girl, Vickie. She's out of control."

		"I'll let you know why they aren't the same," I said, after rediscovering my can of Fat Tire. It’s located to the left side of my hip, a foot away and completely knocked over on its side. I grabbed the brew, tilted the can, swigged a bit of beer, and brushed water off my Hello Kitty designed bikini. I was still a die-hard fan.

		"Go ahead. Explain. I'll listen," Lori said, outwardly enjoying my introductory set up on the surface of her cover girl face with a tiny, pert grin.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"The difference between them . . ." I began, trying to sound officious and knowledgeable. " . . . Kenzie, is that a sinner — by very nature, at the core — does not intend to harm a soul. Bad people, evildoers . . . now, they’re an entirely different subject."

		"And why's that?" Kenzie responded.

		"Once again, bad girls commit acts of evil. Right? What’s evil, really? Evil is when you hurt — or even — when you want or desire to hurt yourself or someone else. Point being the wrongdoing is malicious and fully intentional. The deliberate decision to hurt your fellow woman and man, well . . . that just might be the worst transgression there is. Period."

		Again the frosty can of Fat Tire was angled toward my mouth. I swallowed a couple more ounces of foamy, golden-brown beer. "Of course, a sinner’s propensities are typically related to partying. Far be it from me to be hyperbolic, but sinning can be incredibly fun. We do it to loosen up, rid ourselves of unwanted inhibitions and actually enjoy life. If sin is carefully controlled, it can hardly harm anybody. Nobody dies from it. Nobody ever gets hurt too badly. Wouldn't you agree, Kenzie?"

		Kenzie looked toward Lori — as her best friend set the hard seltzer can on the edge of the pool. It fell backward with a small, unceremonious plop into the water. Lori even kicked it with her tiny heel, swimming away.

		"Yes," Kenzie agreed, just slightly grinning. "I guess that is a sensible way of looking at the difference between evildoers and sinners. Perhaps I was overreacting just a little.”

		“So, now we can play a game of Truth or Dare?” Vickie asked, boldly.

		Kenzie still held a noticeable amount of trepidation.

		“We'll keep it controlled, then?" she whimpered, nervously.

		"Who's first," I said, raising my wet hand and waving it. "I'll go," Tammy said. "Do me. Hey — everyone hear that — I just said do me. That's hilarious."

		"Fine," said Lori. Sher eyelids lifting and falling down from drunkenness, she effortfully lunged toward Vickie in slowed, moon-walking style leapt. "Truth or dare, Vickie. You're so cute. Like a kitten. I just want to pet you all day . . ."

		She pat the empty air, then — so the imitative gesture was better seen — slapped the blue water's surface that was comfortably heated at seventy-two degrees, until she arrived in similar bobbing fashion to Vickie's front side. "Say dare, Vickie . . . or I'll rip your nipple off with my fingernails."

		She arranged her apple-red fingernails into a threatening cat's claw, adding, "Choose dare. Don't make me give you a mastectomy, Vickie."

		"Dare," Vickie said, unemotionally, eyes tethered in solemnity to Lori's.

		"Good girl," replied Lori, as she excitedly clapped once. She gestured with the bright fingernails now pointing at the shallow side of the pool. "Go French-kiss Kenzie. I want to see tongues entwining like real Lesbians during sex. Thirty seconds of noisy making out. Half a minute . . . or it won't count girls."

		Vickie looked at Kenzie impassively treading water with her arms and legs. She raced toward her without checking for agreement on Kenzie's face. Kenzie acquiesced, choosing to hop over — rather than swimming toward her — at a slow-moving advance. They embraced like old lovers and their lips connected together exchanging tongues for the requested period of time.

		"Woo Hoo!" Lori screamed, but then something caught her intoxicated attention.

		She discovered another bottle of liquor near the glass table. The table was deliberately situated in front of the latitudinous vista, obviously so her prosperous family could view the flora and wildlife — consisting mostly of birds, coyotes, and occasionally wolves — whenever peering inside the vast canyon behind Lori's home.

		She fought through water to the edge of the pool, lifted out, sprinted over the wet concrete in a frightfully tentative fashion, presumably in pursuit of the liquor bottle. She amazingly reached the table without experiencing an injurious pratfall. She secured the bottle in her shaky grip, and — after almost dropping it, but catching the bottle with her knees — carried the liquor back to the pool and jumped into the water. She rose back up with the bottle of Botanical Vodka.

		“Who's next?" she exclaimed, loudly.

		"Tammy," Kenzie said.

		She looked over to me with an aloof, joyful expression, as Vickie confidently leapt back to the deeper end of the pool. She then pushed off the wall like an Olympic swimmer — two feet at a time — and her tall body (five feet and nine inches) torpedoed all the way through the middle area and approached the six-feet water again.

		"Fine, I'll go," I said, holding my beer, enjoying the elevated view from the ledge.

		"Truth or dare?" Kenzie asked, eagerly.

		"Truth," I replied.

		"No, you chicken-shit —" Lori interjected, exhibiting her cat-like claw and vehemently shaking her head in angry protest. She raised the Vodka, only now to discover there was no more liquor inside. For a second or two, clearly, her disappointment overcame her facial expression, but then, after a demonstrative shrugging of her shoulders, she heaved a sigh and followed that with a perky sweeping of her head. Her hair immediately fanned out and shot pellets of water away like an aqueous sort of machine gun.

		"Don't be a loser, Tammy," she said, throwing the bottle on the grass.

		She turned at the edge of the pool and formed the kitty claws once more. "Don't think I won't rip off your boob off, too. Tammy chooses dare. She is doing a dare."

		"Fine. Dare, then. If it will make Lori happy, I'll —"

		"— Terrific!" Lori practically shouted.

		Kenzie looked at us, inspecting Lori and myself while choosing the dare.

		I took the last swig of the Fat Tire, discarded the can by getting out and responsibly depositing it inside the only waste receptacle. Afterward, my strongest desire was to immediately slip back into the warm pool.

		"I dare you to suck Lori's nipple," Kenzie said, surprisingly. "Go," she said, clapping, finally showing a similar level of enthusiasm as her best friend. "Suck Lori's nipple, Tammy."

		"What?" I said, laughing. Afterward, I curiously looked toward Lori.

		Lori didn't appear disagreeable to the idea. So I changed my mind. "Fine. I’m up for it."

		I walked toward Lori's thin frame in the water. She fixed her hair, so the wet strands clung to the back of her shoulders, preliminarily kept away from her face. I waited, as she lowered her top, giggling and then looking in different directions with a closed-lipped, immodest smile, noticeably excited the game had elevated in this manner. Once her full breast was exposed, she motioned for me to approach with a welcoming arm gesture. I got closer, lowered down to her chest, and — as dared — wrapped my lips around the protruding bump. Her nipple looked like a pink bull’s-eye. It was the size of a pushpin and closely resembled the game piece from "Sorry" that advanced across the collapsible playing board. The supple breast tasted like chlorinated water, as I lapped my tongue around the nipple, ever so lightly holding the tit as I did.

		"Enough," I said, raising my head . . . sort of like an overstuffed baby . . . from the exposed breast. "Who's going to go next? Kenzie . . . truth or dare? We all doing dares? Yes, no — what?"

		"Dare!" Lori shouted for her best friend.

		She rearranged her lime-green top over her breasts, covering up slowly and afterward straightening the upper portion of her two-piece. Desire to sustain the level of excitement was equally felt by everyone, especially Kenzie, enduring the high pitch of Lori's continual screaming within elbow's length of her: "Dare! Dare!"

		"Nothing raunchy. Shhh! I hear you —" Kenzie reached her open hand toward Lori’s mouth, as if to clamp her lips, but never actually touched her. "Shhh! I hear you. Dare."

		"Nothing too gross, Tammy." As she spoke, her quarter-inch — similar in extension to Lori's — fingernails threatened to slice me to ribbons. She’s like Uma Thurman from “Kill Bill,” swinging her claws and making guttural noises like a tiger.

		The best friends clearly thought alike. They most likely yielded a similar taste, as well. Either way, more unknown information of their exquisite taste and feel will — undoubtedly — be stored securely in my head by game's end. I’m sure to remember this night for a great while.

		"I got a dare," I said, smiling nefariously. "I dare you two . . . Kenzie and Lori . . . to both drop your tops and French-kiss each other." I extended my smile, wryly adding: "And the make out session must continue for at least half a minute. Otherwise, it doesn’t count."

		"We're best friends —" Kenzie argued, laughed toward starry, dark sky. "Would that turn you on, Tammy? You Perv."

		"Yes. Yes it would," I said, unabashedly. "I'd be very turned on by that."

		Lori was already frontally nude — by this point— and her light-green top drifted away from her at the surface of leftward-moving, choppy water.

		"Don't be a chicken-shit, Kenz," Lori hopped toward Kenzie.

		Kenzie winced, reaching behind her back. Her black floral-patterned top fell toward water, carried leftward toward a skimmer drain.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Soon their soft bodies melted into each other. Everything appeared to interlock; tongues, B-sized breasts, shoulder-length hair, grasping each other's arms with small identical hands, as they Frenched uninhibitedly, unapologetically, unfettered by taboos or common reservations of any kind. As they disconnected bodies, they momentarily peered into each other's eyes. They gave confident stares, signaling what they'd just finished doing wasn’t a very big deal to them. They had done the same thing many times before! They finally looked our way, Lori bowing, then Kenzie, both of them smiling and appearing euphoric.

		"Excellent," Vickie said, clapping.

		"Yes —" I added, clapping a few times. "Excellent. You two are hot as fire. The blaze is quickly spreading to my heart. It’s an inferno, really. Lori, Kenzie, thank you. I can say, now, I have greatly matured from sharing this experience. Bravo. Who's going to go, now?"

		"I'll go again," Vickie offered, still overjoyed at what she just saw.

		She swam closer toward the three of us. She waved at the two topless girls and noticeably elevated her eyebrows just a little, grinning, as she turned my way and shared a strong look of approval. She lifted them up further, still, as she glanced between the naked girls again.

		"Who wants to do me?"

		She softly chortled to herself shaking her head, which was a pretty corny couple of things to do after her repetitious joke, even making her nervousness more conspicuous by batting a hand . . . somewhat infantile, in truth . . . toward them. Due to a heightened sense of self-awareness, she grew very solemn again. "Never mind. Who wants to ask me to do what— Kenzie, Lori?"

		"I got an idea," Lori said, snappily. "Flash your pussy and jump in the pool."

		"What?" Vickie said, feigning confusion.

		"She said," Kenzie said, laughing. "Flash your pussy and jump in the pool."

		"Fuck it," Vickie said, apparently letting go of any misgivings.

		Her thong style bikini — showing hearts and flowers as a design — made a brisk ripping sound from the Velcro strap at the side. From her small waist, the bottoms slowly and consistently descended further into the somewhat transparent, slow-moving water. Her bare ass was a toast-brown sort of color, flashing above the pool for a disgusting length of time, as she relied on her moderately strong forearms and triceps, while pushing up onto the ledge. She proceeded — naked as a child at birth from the waist down — and as, though denying such would do her no favors, she suffered from a similar condition as newborn girls having an exposed, hairless pussy.

		She fiddled with the miniature shaft of her clitoris, until it was enlarged enough to be quite visible and fingered about like a marble in oil Then, squeezing the swollen bud with her fingers, she proceeded to gyrate her hips in a stripper kind of way — the clit poking out from under its hood like a fat tongue — jumping back into the warm, splashy water.

		"Woo Hoo!" Lori screamed.

		Even Kenzie, clapping herself, screamed "Woo Hoo!", but then she headed toward the other end of the pool. The departure was probably due to wanting to fix her looked. In truth, she was a perfect ten without a single flaw. Always would be.

		Vickie resurfaced and immediately thrust her head backward. The harsh thwack of her long hair was a bold declaration of her triumph over inhibition and self-consciousness, the water sort of being like fireworks popping around her relatively attractive, bluish face. She was a conqueror of all humankind’s greatest fear: nudity in a crowd.

		"Tammy," she said, like she'd been baptized. "I got a dare for you, girl."

		"What's that," I said, with a cool smile. "What is it?"

		"I dare you to go down on Lori."

		"What?" I said. "That's crazy."

		"C’mon," Vickie said, confidently smiling. She elevated her open hand while it faced toward Lori. "Sushi style. Do it. You've got to do that . . . for Lori, Kenzie, you, and myself . . . and do it for epic games of Truth or Dare occurring everywhere."

		I'd been hoping from years of escalating flirtation with Kenzie to hook up with her, but Lori wasn’t a poor choice as a girlfriend either. She was quite a knockout in appearance and personality herself, at least when judging from what I'd learned tonight. Occasionally, Lori would appear at Pay Less, when Kenzie and I were both working together, yet she was always so taciturn and inaccessible, perhaps, wrongfully, I had her pegged as the unapproachable type. I figured she was mostly concerned with reading lengthy books and praying at church. I assumed she would only accept an earnest marriage proposal after “hanging out” with a guy for years, rather than agree to “date” a person let alone another chick.

		Kenzie had wandered over to the farthest end of the pool. She searched for something; meanwhile her bare thigh gently tapped against the fourth step leading to ground. She finally found her handbag, toward the left and resting only inches from the pool’s edge. She fumbled with something inside of the purse, most likely a can of perfume or some kind of compact.

		"I'm naked below," Lori said, as if to steal attention.

		"I heard that —" I said, immersing myself in a moment of impetuousness. "Let's do this."

		"Awesome!" Vickie shouted in a deep cry. She cupped her mouth. Boomed: "I can't believe this is happening!" so the words echoed across the canyon. The canyon shouted her words back.

		I closed my eyes before submerging in the warm pool. Realizing I’d have to do so sooner or later, I opened them up again and swam froggy-style toward the pale pillars sweeping and kicking a few yards away while she sat on the steps of the ladder. They dropped and lifted, recurrently, but they never fell below a foot above the elusive sight of the pool's floor.

		I arrived at Lori's — no more than — 130-pound treading body. I lightly held her legs, encircling both of my thumbs and index fingers around the smooth, doughy flesh above her knees. Afterward, I reeled out my tongue and connected lips to her exposed vaginal area. A lump, the clitoris, jutted from the top of the dark purplish-red hole, a fact I'd known prior to the old South Park joke. I licked the salty portion of skin around the clitoris, under a thick bush of frazzled hair.

		Lori slipped two fingers into the thick bush and brought them up to my mouth, "Here, smell me."

		I smelled it. It was salty. She was very wet now. Lori pushed the two slick fingers into her mouth. Then put a hand on the back of my head and pushed me down. I lowered, slowly, acceding to the pressure of my tormentor. I was prostrate, in front of a very black furry vagina.

		Lori gave one final push at the back of my head. I closed my eyes and smelled, tasted, licked.

		"Suck me slut!" I sucked. "Lick my cunt lips you slut!" I licked. "Kiss my cunt you pervert!" I kissed.

		Lori then pulled on my hair in order to establish complete control.

		"Hold still!" Lori swayed and bucked and fucked my mouth. I tasted the earthy, salty, bitter juice. "Eat my cum! Eat it! Eat it, yesssssss!!!!!...."

		Lori pulled away and unleashed her grip.

		She fell into the pool. My knees were numb from the position in which I had tongued this tyrant. My own cunt was soaking. I was exhausted, out of breath. At once I went back under the water and swam away from Lori.

		When I came up I heard Kenzie yelling for Lori’s turn again.

		“Truth or Dare Lori?” Kenzie asked.

		“Dare.” Came Lori’s replied. “I want Vickie and Tammy to strip and wrestle, the winner is the one that sits on the other’s face. And cums.” Lori sneered.

		I was a bit bigger that Vickie and I could see the look of apprehension on her face as I climbed out of the pool and began removing my bikini. Vickie only had her top to remove since she left her bottoms off from her last dare. ..

		“What are the rules?” Tammy asked. “Nude, slapping, and hair pulling allowed. No biting or finger bending or punching or things like that.” Lori stated.

		“How long do we have to do this?” Tammy asked.

		“When one girl has her pussy planted on the others mouth for a count of ten.” Kenzie chimed in.

		“No one has to orgasm right?” I asked trying to be clear.

		“Oh you can if you want, but it’s not necessarily required.” Lori added.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Vickie and I moved to the center of the grassy part of the back yard, both nude as the day we were born. Both of us assumed the classic wrestling pose and circled each other slowly. I could tell Vickie was nervous. This could be fun I thought.

		“Wrestle!” Lori shouted and could be heard throughout the canyon.

		I launched myself to shoulder-ram Vickie onto the grass with a BAM! The fallen girl’s arms outstretched as if they were going to fly her away; her head turned to the side as my body splash caved her soft belly, a grunt exploding from Vickie's lips. Pert breasts topped with round, dark areolae bounced, flapping against Vickie's ribs with a smack! I never gave breaks in a fight, and my right hand cupped the underside of Vickie's left breast, fingers dimpling the soft flesh as I squeezed, lifted – and turned her head again. An agonized "Ooooohhhhhhhh!" poured from Vickie's lips, followed by a faint sigh, as the girl laid in a heap on the grass.

		My lips worked, suckling, as my fingers kneaded and squeezed the underside of Vickie's breast. Several seconds passed, and another, louder sigh rolled from Vickie's mouth. my lips slipped from Vickie's nip with a slurping pop! - Did I just see what I think I saw. "Was that-"

		My lips were sealed, tracing along the dewy skin of that battered orb. I paused a moment, the tip of my tongue dragging across the top of Vickie's rounded swell –my lips parted, and viscous white milk ran down my tongue and made a little river coursing down Vickie's earthen-colored globe. Before the creamy flow could disappear into the valley between breasts, my face dove back down, my tongue dredging up the little river and slurping it back between my lips. Green eyes and a satisfied smile greeted Kenzie and Lori. I swallowed, and my fingers twined through the girl’s wavy hair, grabbing two handfuls before planting my feet and dragging the dazed Vickie off the ground.

		"Wow, I – how did you-" I heard Kenzie ask referring not doubt to the lactating breast of Vickie.

		"She takes prolactin I’ll bet. Keep watching!" Lori said sounding pretty sure of herself.

		I tugged Vickie forward, slipping my left arm over the back of Vickie’s neck, and my fingers crooking between Vickie’s round, muscled cheeks. A twinge from Vickie announced my fingers had hooked Vickie's asshole, and my thumb parted the manicured meaty lips and disappeared between them. Vickie tensed – I tensed, ropes of muscle slithered under my arms and legs. Guided by my fingers in her holes, Vickie’s hips went up-up-up – at the vertical, her breasts swung down, hitting my forearm and Vickie's jaw with a fleshy WHAP! before momentum carried them over. We crashed to the grass with a thump, Vickie's breasts quivering like jello.

		I rolled over, palming the grass, and drawing in my knees. I scrambled, planting my knees in the middle of Vickie's mammaries before leaning down to pluck Vickie's thighs off the ground and slipped them under my arms. I knew my body slam wasn't usually a finisher, even with the unique lactation build-up. Lori moved closer, as my fingers first parted Vickie's fleshy lips, and my tongue then parted the thick labia.

		A moment later, I recoiled – a golden stream shot from Vickie's splayed lips and splashed against my lips and chin, pattering down on my chest, Vickie's thighs, and the green grass. Thigh muscles tightened around my soaked ribs as Vickie's stream died to a dribble. Vickie’s hands pushed on my cheeks, rolling me forward. She pulled herself up to kneel astride my breasts, reversing the pin! Vickie was on top now, with my thighs tucked under the Vickie’s arms. She scooted backward, kneeling over my shocked face, a few final dribbles dropping into my open mouth.

		I was wondering if I was going to be able to kick out – a surprise reverse like that wouldn't normally be a big deal for me, but I was soaked in v's hot pee. Vickie’s tongue drove between my thin, pale lips and bored into my entrance, my thighs tensing at that always-welcome invasion. My head rose, tongue lapping at the golden drops collected on Vickie's pussy and mounded lips before slipping in her pee-soaked slit, trying to distract the determined girl.

		I caught a twinge in my lowered belly. A golden stream splashed against Vickie's chin and ran down her collarbones, branching into little creeks and streams flowing over her mountains. The steaming, streaming pee dripped back onto my folded belly, pooling in my bellybutton before overflowing and running down the little creases of muscle, over my sides, and soaking into the grass. Moments before, my jaw was working, feverishly devouring a pussy; then, my head slammed against the ground, my mouth a glistening O of amazement as my own "pee-out" attempt failed – no, backfired – as I laid in a puddle of pee, coated in Vickie's and my own boiling warmth. My feet flailed and waved behind Vickie's head, desperate – but too distracted – to kick out as Vickie kept devouring me

		I shuddered, my muscles shuddering as I rewarded Vickie with a different kind of squirt. She kept lapping away at my insides, short-circuited by swimming in my opponent's and my own pee. Vickie dragged her tongue from my soaked lips, dancing it over my pale taint, inching toward my shivering star. She stiffened her tongue, jabbing it deep inside my asshole, her hair bobbing and swaying as her face rose and fell – her cheeks clapping against mine as she tongue-fucked my dark depths.

		Once my apex was reached, and another small squirt splashed against Vickie's collarbones and ran down her breasts, mixing with a little milk still leaking from her left nipple.

		“I was half expecting more milk to come out of my tits this time!” Vickie taunted as she went darting away from me. It wasn’t just to escape, as she turned and then sling shotted herself back. She went into a short leap to slam a knee into my head, rattling me and knocking me to the grass.

		Vickie touched down a bit breathless but grinning at her last second comeback.

		Knowing she couldn’t take much more and that I was seeing stars, Vickie stepped back again. She reached for my bikini top discarded in the grass, blowing me a quick kiss despite her dirty deed. She went back to my stunned body and looped the material quickly around my ankles, where I laid.

		“You won’t be the first big girl I had to tie down,” Vickie commented. “But you sure are the cutest.”

		She pressed in against my back, resting her cunt between my ass cheeks as she pulled an arm behind my back. Vickie planted a firm kiss on my mouth as she started to bind my wrists, just then I suddenly shove back! Vickie lost her grip just long enough for me to roll to my side. Even with my legs trapped, I grabbed Vickie around the middle and lifted her up in a bearhug.

		“AHHH~! Stop! You dirty bitch!” Vickie whined but she couldn’t put up enough resistance to escape. I grunted and slammed her weight down on the ground bouncing in place a few times to really put the hurt on the trapped Vickie. It made her boobs jiggle, as well as her fleshy hips. I finally dropped to one side, spiking Vickie’s head down face-first into the grass. The girl gave one last, noisy grunt as she laid with her legs nearly spread eagle in a ragdoll position.

		Panting and sweating, I rolled her over to her back and climbed on top of her and rested my pussy in Vickie’s face. I ground lustily in place, rubbing my wet sweaty sex against the girl’s freckled ace as Lori counted the pin.

		“1! 2! 3! 4! 5! 6! 7! 8! 9....”

		I gasped as my clit twitched, and my cunt squirted my juices over the dazed Vickie’s face at the peak of the dramatic countdown.

		“…10!”

		Lori declared me the winner. I fell back to my side to catch my breath and prepared for more Truth or Dare.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Vickie had really pissed me off. Her leaking breast, her pissing tricks and even trying to tie me up with my bikini top. Winning the contest just wasn’t quite enough. Vickie was just starting to get off the ground, swiping her hand across her face to remove my juices coating it.

		I grabbed her by the hair and drug her back to the patio area. Normally in this situation I'd finger her and suck off the juices if she smelled nice enough. I'd have her finger herself and hold out her digits so I could lick them. Though I'd finger her while sucking on her tits because getting her to orgasm was a sure way to keep her silent. Most women thought that if they orgasmed it couldn't be rape. Now though after this little game, this one needed more. Vickie had put up a fight and it just felt incomplete. Even with her dirty tricks.

		“Your going to do as I said.” I told her. “Because I know you want it. Right?”

		I yanked the hair again and tears welled up in Vickie's eyes before she nodded. “Yes I do! I want that very much!" The tears were from the admission not whatever little pain pulling her hair was causing.

		"You're such a dirty SLUT!" I growled pushing her back once and then twice until her perfect little ass hit a heavy lounge chair. "You're so sick that you actually want me, another woman, to lick your dirty cunt."

		"I know! I do!" She seemed near crying and I found myself extremely turned on by this thinking perhaps I’d found myself a nice little guilty in the plaything.

		Taking my right leg I wrapped it over one arm of the chair and Vickie started to get the hint. Pushing my weight up with my hands I placed my other leg on the next arm of the chair over. This spread my legs nicely and as I leaned back against the wall I got pretty comfortable as well. There was a good foot of space between one arm of the chair and the next and as Vickie dropped to her knees as she prepared to eat me out. Kenzie and Lori followed us to the patio, now both sipping on one of my Fat Tire beers watching us intently.

		The sight was incredible, My ass hanging down between the chairs and my skin looking so much darker contrasting with the white plastic of the chairs. Mostly though there was the pussy and asshole there opened up completely before her eyes. My pink slit was dripping fluids and she leaned in and opened her mouth the drip falling on her upper lip and rolling into her mouth. She acted as if she liked the flavor and pushed her head up and tongue out licking from my rectum to my clitoris. A moan of pleasure escaped my lips and then I felt the thump of my head hitting the wall.

		She focused her attention on my asshole probably because she never licked one before and wanting to know what it was like. She liked it. I knew I was clean but there was still had to be a hint of muskier scent and flavor there and the extra taboo of the situation increased my arousal. Driving her tongue up inside me caused moans to arise and her getting to taste the flavor on her taste buds. As she did this her face quickly became coated in my juices, leaning left and right to get the best rim angle had her soaked from ear to ear. The wetness of her face and her tongue in my asshole had my pussy near squirting juices.

		My body began stretching up above her and I had the sneaking feeling that I was going to have to quit my ways after this and get a serious girlfriend. One who would be willing to let me sit on her face or to have me bend over for an ass licking and not try and run away or tell the authorities. Her willingness was a lot better than her fighting and trying to escape. Her tongue eventually raked up higher and darted into my pink hole instead of the brown. My moans peaked a little higher and I knew my flavor was pouring into her mouth nearly made me cry in delight. Lashing her tongue across the entrance and then shoving it in as deep as it would go caused me to emit more taste into her mouth. Finally she raised up even more and made only two circles and then one actual lick of my throbbing clit and then I began going off.

		"I so love when I'm cumming! I'm cumming because of another woman! I am so debauched!" I moaned yanking on the arm of the chair handles causing my juices to really flow.

		She sped her tongue up faster lashing as hard as she could across my clit before pulling away as the I leaned forward. I shook and twitched about as hard as I ever had and Vickie watched in aroused fascination. Finally I slumped down from the chairs and opened my eyes; She was laying on her back not inches away; her feet pushing up into the chairs I had just been sitting on and using it to give herself a good angle so the I had access to all she wanted licked.

		She didn't even have to say anything as I leaned forward and licked her the same way she had licked me. Starting from her asshole I licked all the way up and then dipped back down to her asshole again. She loved having her asshole licked and the way I was doing it, eagerly, I knew she wanted a good anal orgasm. So she covered her pussy with her hand pressing a palm into her clit and using her fingers to space her ass cheeks a little more for me to work.

		And I worked too; lapping hungrily and then pushing my tongue into her asshole. If there was any bad taste it didn't notice it as I licked and lapped quicker and quicker. I knew the pleasure of this was so different than from cunnilingus. Analingus was deeper and took a lot longer to build up to anything. She coaxed it along with rubbing gently into her clitoris but not enough to change the pleasure. My tongue was a natural pleasure device twirling and stiffening at the right moments.

		"Put your finger in!" She said looking down at herself to see her bunghole puckering and then gaping a bit relaxing under the pleasurable onslaught.

		I nodded and then circled her sphincter a dozen times before sinking the digit inside. This did the trick. She grabbed my hand and pulled it down at the same time she grabbed my head and pulled that down as well. I instantly started licking around where my digit was poking inside. I felt her body quiver to the point it felt like it was on fire and then she wrapped her legs around my head. She pulled the hand away from her pussy and pulled my face to fill the space. I licked there and started working my finger in and out of her butthole with rapid speed. I added a finger to her cunthole as she pulled my mouth up to the clit.

		Looking down she had the hugest orgasm of I’d ever seen, it always seemed that way when I was a captive, My’ lips wrapped around her clitoris. Tugging the sensitive flesh up and letting it snap away. My hand was pumping so hard my-boobs were jiggling back and forth. The orgasm took her and she let my head go the wrapped her sweaty thighs around my head, making it impossible to breath. As much as I struggled her thighs had a death grip on my head. I couldn’t hear, see or breath. I sensed she was having the biggest orgasm of her life.

		Then blackness settled down on me.

		It couldn't have been more than thirty seconds maybe even a full minute that I was out. But when I came to I was alone in the patio.

		"Fuck!" I swore rolling over and as quickly as I could. I got dressed, taking just a moment to look over the patio to make sure I hadn't forgotten anything.

		I saw the corner of something sticking from one of the chair cushions and when I went and grabbed it from the chair. It was from Lori and Kenzie:

		Tammy:

		Your Dare is over. We have taken Tammy with us. We will probably be ‘tied up’ for the rest of the day. We are sure Tammy will keep us amused for some time.

		Lori

		***

		I darted from the patio tucking the note into my bag and then keeping my face looking at the ground in case there were anyone around as I made my way into the house. I sure by now the Truth or Dare was really heating up..

		END
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