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		Part One

		

	
		When I was a little girl I used to have to be dragged to bed, I always wanted to stay up and read or watch TV or something, and then when I got into bed I would be out like a light. Knowing tomorrow would be a great day!

		

		Now married, we live in Windsor, Ontario, Canada. That is a city across from Detroit on the Detroit River, Lake St. Clair feeds into it. We have a home south of the city just off highway 31 at Conroy Road in the Alta Vista section. It is a nice, newly constructed home that is much like an English home except it is much more spacious. If the neighbors were ever aware of my sexual escapades, I would be a ruined woman. I didn’t care

		

		I cannot remember the first time I played with myself but I think it must have been in bed, and as I have grown up I have started to have a sort of ritual around it - a long hot bath, a nice slip or even full lingerie set under my dressing gown. Pretty much every night I lay awake, softly teasing myself, dreaming and thinking and imagining, helping myself along, with whatever has taken my fancy - some nights I read a little, I have a few magazines, a couple of toys - all sorts of wonderful things.

		

		Last night was different - I tried to do everything at once - I must have laid in the bath for an hour first - my husband had gone out of town on business and I was all by myself. It gave me some time to pamper myself.

		

		I was in the bathroom when I heard my cell phone buzzing on the side of the tub.. I picked up my cell phone and the caller ID told me it was from my husband. I answered and put it on speaker.

		

		“Whacha doin’ Carol?” he asked.

		

		-'I'm shaving my legs' I lied.

		

		I was actually shaving myself somewhere far more intimate - it had never occurred to me before, but the thought of my lovely soft lips all clean and smooth had been driving me mad all day, so I carefully lathered up around my fanny, and with long gentle strokes whisked away the hair until it looked like it did when I was 10 again. The action was getting me very horny, but I was determined not to spoil myself yet, so I carefully patted myself dry, and admired myself in the mirror.

		

		Our phone call was not long, about fifteen minutes. During the call my hands were free and I continued my toilette. I must have sounded like I was running a race, as my voice changed though my exertion of bending into various ways to properly finish the job. He asked if I was using the stepper, which made me smile. As I switched the phone off.

		

		I felt very soft, glistening slightly as I began to feel the heat of the bathroom on my damp skin. I put on my stockings, pulling them up as far as I could until they almost met where my thighs rub together, swishing as I moved around the hot room, and then clipped them to my corset top - too tight, too small and too delicious.

		

		A tiny String bikini bottom just covered my lips, which were red and swollen beneath the white silk. Gathering my things I walked to my room, no one to say goodnight to and - it was only 10:00 o'clock - and very quietly closed the door behind me –even though I was alone I felt I need privacy. Even light with my parents. When I was younger my parents always knew when I am up to something but could never guess what.

		

		I laid out on the bed my collection of favorite things, and let my dressing gown fall to the floor. I had a wax candle, three or four latex gloves, a bride’s garter, a pair of my mother’s panties, from yesterday’s wash basket, and a pot of honey. I switched my light out and lay on the bed

		

		I slipped the garter on my left wrist and the candle into the thumb of one of the gloves. Clumsily I started to slide it into my rear, past the string of my own panties. It was a tight fit, and felt very odd as it seemed stuck halfway, but eventually it slid into my insides leaving just a few fingers like petals bursting from my behind.

		

		I took my panties and folded them so that the insert was outermost, and put them like a ball in my mouth - I was not gagging but could not make much sound, which was good because I had to be secret and quiet.

		

		Finally I took the jar and lifted off the lid - all a little stiff and awkward as I did not want to upset anything, and dribbled honey onto the front of my panties, and felt its thick wet stickiness seep through and around the material, stinging my shaven mound.

		

		With my right hand I began to explore my bud of latex and melting wax, and I let my left and rub against my mons, soaking up more of the honey. Soon I was floating round, not quite letting myself cum, picking spots of honey and juice from my fanny, and lifting it to watch and then dip into my mouth past the gag of panties, their own strong wet smell filling my head like vapors of ether.

		

		After what could have been five minutes or five hours, I realized I was not going to wait, and rolled over, crushing my hand with my fanny, reaching with a finger for my bud, and almost squeezing it, gasping for breath and feeling the candle beginning to slide out past my ring as my whole body began to contract. It felt like waves dropping over me, from head to toe, and out again from the center of my body, and again and again, until I eventually was still, and almost at once slept.

		***

		

		In my dream I wake up, Nicole is in front of me - I cannot see her face, but I am kneeling for her, staring intently at waist which is tightly bound in jeans she must have been poured into. My hands are behind my back, bound I suppose with the wedding garter - my panties are still in my mouth, wet now with my saliva. But they are not the same - Nicole reaches and pulls them like bunting from me, a stocking, a pair of French panties, another stocking - they are hers.

		

		In a whirl I am on her lap, face down, and I feel her hands spanking me, like a naughty little girl - I wait, and when she is finished I feel her fingers begin to walk down, past my behind which is still sore and stretched enough for her to slip a finger in without effort - she makes a fist behind her middle finger and I feel it pushing into me, bringing an exquisite pressure also on my sticky fanny.

		

		“Stand Up Carole” she commands. “I have something I have to do. You may enjoy watching, since I know you have talked about this as a fantasy for your masturbation sessions”

		

		“What is it?” I ask.

		

		“I have asked Marie to come over for a little competition, and you can watch and assist if you wish.” Nicole explained.

		

		Suddenly a well-muscled black woman walk into my bedroom. This must be Marie. Then Nicole began to provide the details for the competition.

		

		She began her speech about the details. “To a finish," said Nicole

		

		"Nude," added Marie.

		

		"Right on," said Nicole, "now about the holds."

		

		"Come on Nicole honey," interrupted Marie, "we're mature women not little girls." "I don't mind you using anything I’ve got if you can for leverage, because I'm sure as hell going to use any part of you I need to."

		

		"OK! Agreed," I said quickly. It didn’t take me long to get into character for this upcoming action. I could play this part quite well. I fantasize about this very situation all the time. .

		

		"No holds barred...wrestling..."

		

		"Without swimsuits!"

		

		"To a finish!"

		

		"Do you want to be oiled?" I asked. I always have my fantasy fighters oiled.

		

		They both did just a little. A few minutes later both contestants appeared before me in their dressing gowns ready on the mat on the floor of my bedroom. Marie was flexing her biceps, and as a matter of interest I took a tape measure and measured her upper arm - "16inches", I said, "same as Nicole's.”

		

		"How about this," Marie said crouching slightly, she moved the gown from her right thigh.

		

		I placed the tape measure around the black pillar of muscle. "28 inches," I said

		

		At this Nicole came over, and bared her upper leg flexing it, As, I passed the tape around, "28 inches," I said.

		

		Nicole looked over at her black opponent, who stared back. “What’s your bust and weight, 'Black Power'?"

		

		"Thirty-nine inches and 145 LBS." said Marie

		

		"Looks like we start even then, because I'm 10 1/2 stone, “Nicole retorted

		

		I took their dressing gowns and they squared off in the center of the mat - two perfect feline specimens, one black, the other white, both powerful, preparing to match muscles and bodies until one succumbed to the other.

		

		Nicole was in first, from the front she forced Marie's arm up behind her in a hammerlock.

		

		Marie winced but brought her knee up between Nicole's legs.

		

		It never landed, Nicole gripped the black thigh between hers and increased the pressure on the hammerlock. Marie gasped, then put her right arm behind her, grasped her own wrist, and with a quick effort broke the hold. She turned into Nicole and with a hip throw sent her tumbling.

		

		They got to their feet quickly and grappled again, close to the wall. Marie spaded her hand and slid it between them, Nicole yelped! Marie's back muscles knotted. She lifted Nicole up the wall by her crotch. Her strong right and buried in the thick black hair.

		

		Marie held Nicole, a left arm bar across her throat, in this painful grip for many seconds. Nicole’s head rolled.

		

		As a last resort she grabbed Marie's head and held it between her breasts. Eventually through not being able to breathe, Marie had to relinquish her grip and back away, heaving for air.as Nicole slumped by the wall massaging her abused crotch.

		

		They circled, warily this time, showing more respect for each other's capabilities than when they started. When they closed it was to drop to the mat to try strength holds to wear each other down. Sometimes Nicole's suntanned but comparatively white body disappeared writhing under the black powerhouse, other times Marie strained for freedom under Nicole's muscular torso!

		

		The slight acrid odor of sweat lingered in the air, it was now dripping off them, but showed up more on Marie's wide black shoulders as she turned the white amazon over.

		

		"Come on you muscle-bound white whore, where's your answer to this one!!" Marie hissed. When Nicole found the answer which was her strong right hand plunged deep in the dripping pubic hair between Marie’s thighs and by good leverage throwing her black foe to the mat, retaining the grip, she panted "There's your answer back bitch."

		

		Marie rolled away from that one, leaped to her feet crouching low, Nicole crouched just two yards from her. Marie, muscular black body gleaming with perspiration, beckoned, "Come on Joanie honey. Black muscles against white. I'm all black woman and you're all white woman come on baby, bring those white nut crackers I’ve heard so much about over here and match them against my black ones. Let's really decide who's the best woman...or maybe you're afraid I'll bust your gut?"

		

		Needing no second invitation, Nicole smashed into Marie. They braced, legs apart, grunting like men, sometimes squealing like women, breast to breast. Their massively hairy bellies glued together, they commenced to thrust mightily into each other’s loins. Matching stroke for stroke.

		

		In...Out...In...Out...

		

		Each woman gripped her foe's clenching buttocks as if to prevent her escaping this war of attrition

		

		In...Out...In...Out...On.

		

		. On it went, until from sheer exhaustion, no doubt brought on by more than one orgasm each, they sank to their knees in a double bear hug. Marie forced Nicole to the mat, attempted a grapevine, But Nicole gripped thighs with her black opponent.

		

		Soon they were shaking and sobbing for breath...tighter...tighter...closer...closer...as they once again forced themselves into each other...the huge muscles on their twined power packs etched in black and white ridges against their skin; eyeball to eyeball they grappled in vicious combat as only women rivals can.

		

		Deep in between their legs both used that most powerful of all female weapons against each other in a way they would never dream of doing on a man.

		

		In a bone crushing effort to drain and destroy the woman in front of her! The breath was hissing between their teeth as the white girl rolled onto Marie, The black amazon arched her back, but to no avail.

		

		Then she forced her head and shoulders up as if to topple Nicole. Nicole then quite deliberately sought out Marie's mouth with her own, their necks tauted,. Their teeth must have grated as Nicole bent Marie's head back.

		

		Still she did not remove her mouth from Marie’s. Their breath must have been rushing in and out of each other’s lungs as the muscular white and black amazons lay there locked in a death grip.

		

		Long minutes passed.

		

		Strong experienced fingers brought each other off savagely more than once. Finally the black hands ceased seeking a nerve hold on the deltoids and slid from the white fighter’s armpits, slowly to the mat.

		

		The black thighs and calves relaxed their grip on the white ones. Nicole sat astride her rival. I’d never seen her so exhausted. Her mouth looked sore. Marie’s appeared a little chewed too.

		

		Marie's black body shinning with sweat, her hard shapely breasts with their large purple nipples, that had provided so much leverage for Nicole, rose and fell as she panted. Nicole, sitting up in triumph looked over at me. I shook my head.

		

		I could not count out the black fighter.

		

		...I marveled at the fantastic body, now bathed in sweat...that powerful rib cage under those pink nipple heaving globes...she knew what I wanted to see...she turned Marie over onto her face...slipped her arms under the other woman’s armpits...her fingers clutched the hard black breasts...using them as leverage she strained backwards in a back breaker, biceps bulging...minutes passed with no submission from the groaning Marie.

		

		Nicole let her flop forward on her knees, forehead resting on the mat, she crouched atop her like some big white cat on a black one, and in frustration slid her hands down, and trying something I'd never seen her do...a double claw hold!!!

		She gripped under her opponents lower torso, clawed fingers probing...seeking to force themselves through the very abdomen wall and grasp the entrails hidden there...after a lengthy and titanic effort Nicole was rewarded for some half-an-hour of unforgettable wrestling against a superb opponent

		

		I heard it...low, and almost unintelligible..."SUBMIT!! (Groan)..."I SUBMIT NICOLE!!!...YOU'RE TOPCAT...GOOD FIGHT HON."

		

		As Nicole relaxed, Marie added in a breathless whisper, as if to herself, "This time...I believe."

		

		I knew I had to have the black fighter in beds. To climb between her legs and drive her absolutely insane, with orgasm after orgasm. But now I had a very aroused Nicole to deal with.

		

		I looked admiringly at Nicole’s nude form, glistening with sweat, flushed from her exertion. When I looked toward Marie, she was gone. As if she evaporated. What the hell? I don’t understand. I looked back at Nicole with an expression of not understanding.

		

		Then I do, but now she is 20 feet tall, in all her naked beauty, and I am between her legs, looking up at her crotch. It looks warm, there are drops of wetness on her fuzzy pussy hair, which as I grow taller like Alice in wonderland spreads and I face it, and my tongue darts from my mouth to taste

		

		I manage to part her labia to either side - they are of course the stuff of fantasies - thick rich wings of flesh, soaked through with her flavor, and I try to get deep inside her as her taste trickles down the back of my throat.

		

		Now I am lying on something cold and hard - a concrete or tile floor - she sits on top of me, rubbing at my still sticky fanny with both hands, latex gloves on each, occasionally reaching to her mouth to taste her property, when she starts to let her warm pee at first drip, then quickly pour all over my face

		

		I try to catch it greedily while attending to her - I feel her tighten up as she begins to come, and she sits on me harder, almost suffocating me, but I carry on, trying to make her at least cry my name before I faint

		

		I feel her tighten more, squeezing and crushing me, I feel the mixture of her juice and pee fill my mouth, when I suffocate.

		

		And wake, my husband has left hours ago, I am late for work, dirty, I have wet my bed, and I feel so horny I do not know what to do - I pile everything into a bag and hide it away - I pull up my stockings, pull up my bikini right into my fanny, it’s all damp and now cold, my corset too - I pull on a jumper, I pull on a skirt and I get out of the house, into the fresh air. I smile at everyone I see. I’ll bet my husband got a charge out of my actions during my dream.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		My husband also knows that I enjoy having sex with women and he likes to watch. He is just notable at his age to satisfy me sexually much anymore. We had only one daughter and she lives a long way from us with her husband with their three children.

		I was doing general cleaning and preparing the mood for a night of sex with my neighbor. After the house was ready I took a long bath in a hot tub of scented water. I was lying there dreaming about what brought me to this night. I was busy cleaning up the house for tonight. I had told my husband to have a night out with his buddies because I wanted a night alone with our neighbor Marie.

		

		I grew up in this area and everything was pretty normal: school, social activities, church and some dates. I was a little chubby even then. Nature was kind to me in the mammary department; I was 38-C even then. That is saying something for a girl 5' 3" tall.

		

		I made spending money by helping a neighbor woman. I had cleaned her home and did chores for her for a couple of years. I was in my last year of senior school and I was 18-years old. The neighbor lady was about 50-years old at the time and a widow.

		

		I was doing her washing for her in the basement laundry room. I was just about done with the last load when she came down the stairs. Mrs. Kelly almost startled me because she was barefooted so I did not hear her over the noise of the washing machine and dryer.

		

		When I turned around I was more shocked by the way she was dressed. All she had on was a white bra and white cotton underpants. She claimed to be looking for clean clothes to put on. I could not take my eyes off her full breasts. Her breasts looked like they would fall out of the cups at any time. And I could see a dark patch showing through the white panty crotch. I guess I was staring and she noticed.

		

		She asked me if she was shocking me. I managed to stammer out a weak "No!"

		

		I continued to stare at her. She asked me if I would like to see more. Before I could respond she put both hands behind her back and unhooked the bra. As she pulled the shoulder straps down her arms the cups fell away from her breasts.

		

		I could not speak, as she lifted her massive breasts in each hand from underneath. She used her index fingers to toy with her nipples. The areolas were large and dark. The nipples were large and flat on the tip.

		

		They swung from side to side as she bent at the waist to pull her panties down. When she stood up with them in her hand I was looking at a thick black mass of hair between her legs. This was definitely a woman that never shaved.

		

		She stepped forward. I was paralyzed. She took both my hands and placed my palms on her breasts. She told me to squeeze them, as she pressed my hands. I was squeezing them without thinking about it. She moaned as I followed her instructions. She took my head in both hands and pulled me towards her breast. She begged me to suck her nipple. When I didn’t fight she put one hand under the left breast and lifted it up until I had to remove my hand so that I could take the nipple into my mouth.

		

		I took turns sucking both nipples, one at a time. Mrs. Kelly spread her legs widely and took my right hand and guided it towards her pussy. She held the palm of my hand against her muff and pressed my finger until it parted the hair. The moisture in the valley was slippery and as moist as mine when I masturbated.

		

		I was probing her cunt with my fingers when she slowly turned and led me up the stairs with my fingers still in her pussy. She took me to her bedroom. It was hard to undress me because I didn't want to let go of her pussy.

		

		When she had me undressed she lay me on the bed and sucked every inch of my body. I loved the feel of her mouth on my breasts. When she started kissing my cunt I was moaning her name into the back of my hand. I was bucking my hips so hard her mouth lost contact with my cunt many times. But she would hold me down long enough to reestablish contact with my cunt. I must have had a half dozen climaxes with her mouth on my pussy, before she let me rest.

		

		When she lay next to me I started kissing her in thanks for what she had just done for me. Then I went for her breasts again. She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. I knew what she wanted and I wanted to find out what she would taste like. I had sucked my own fingers after I had masturbated and wondered if it would taste different.

		

		Mrs. Kelly was shouting instructions as I parted the hair covering her pussy and I took her clitoris into my mouth and sucked her. When she was finished climaxing I looked up at her face with her wet juices all over my face. She returned my smile. We showered together and I dressed to go home. She followed me to the door nude and made me promise that I would come back the next day. She must have thought I would regret what we did.

		

		Of course I thought about it until school was over the next day. I almost set a land speed record getting home and ready for my house cleaning duties for Mrs. Kelly. When she opened the door she was totally nude behind the door. We were lovers for at least three years.

		

		***

		

		I have always had a woman lover even after marriage and my daughter's birth. I wonder if my daughter ever knew how many of her babysitters I was sleeping with after she went to sleep.

		

		But tonight it was Marie I was thinking about. We had been friends for several years. It had been totally by accident that the subject of lesbian sex had come up in our conversations. I had never thought about seducing her because she could have ruined my reputation in the neighborhood if she told everyone I made a pass at her.

		

		Last night we had been at the home of a neighbor for a block party cookout. Marie and I had been sitting on a brick planter talking and drinking Scotch and soda when the teenaged daughter of the household ran past us in short shorts and halter-top. I was just drunk enough to make an offhand remark about that being a sweet looking ass. Marie responded that she would love to taste it. I looked at her and said, "Hell my tongue is hard already!"

		

		Marie and I looked at each other with a look of recognition. We stopped into the bathroom when we were going in to refill or drinks. Then we closed the door and locked it. I took her in my arms and kissed her on the mouth. Marie responded by forcing her tongue past my lips as she felt my breast. We took turns taking a pee and wiping each other. Before anyone came knocking on the door, we left the bathroom and got fresh drinks. Then we returned to the planter. We made plans for her to come over tonight for a night of sex.

		

		My last dream was about her nude wrestling with my other good friend Nicole. That just made the anticipation for sex with her even greater.

		

		Here I am a middle aged woman with shoulder length hair, 140pounds on a 5' 3" frame sitting in a hot tub of water washing the short stubble of my pubic hair between my legs, thinking about my middle aged neighbor about to be between my legs. I got out and dried and powered my body. I brushed my hair sitting at my vanity mirror while I put on my makeup.

		

		I picked out a blue gray negligee that would complement my hair and blue eyes. It was revealing enough to let her see my nipples and the dark spot between my legs. I applied perfume behind my ears, on my neck, on my wrists, under my breasts and behind my knees.

		

		I went downstairs and uncorked a chilled bottle of Chardonnay, and filled an ice bucket. I was just setting the bottle on the coffee table in the family room when the doorbell chimed.

		

		When I opened the door and saw it was Marie, I opened the door wider and let her see me. She gave me a warm smile and hugged me warmly and kissed me on the mouth. She has a gift package in her hand as she followed me into the family room

		

		.We sat next to each other and I poured her a glass of wine. As I handed her the glass she handed me the gift and told me it was for the woman of the house. I thanked her and kissed her. I could smell her perfume and knew it was Essence, by Tiffany’s. I complemented her on her perfume and she told me that my perfume was lovely too.

		

		I poured my wine and took a sip before I opened the gift. I had to laugh when I opened it. The box contained a battery-powered massager that was designed so the thing flared out then tapered in at the base with a flat stand on it. I could tell it was shaped to be inserted in a vagina or rectum and be held in place by the muscles around the opening. The box also had a couple of strings of plastic beads. There were 5 beads on each string and a metal D ring on one end. I knew what they were for and wanted to use them on her right away. I kissed her and told her that she was sweet to come prepared for an evening of fun with me.

		

		I said, "Why don't we go to my room so we can be more comfortable?

		

		I handed her the gifts as I picked up the bottle and bucket of ice, and led the way to my bedroom. Marie followed me with one hand on my ass.

		

		When we entered the room it was filled with a soft pink glow from the mood light I had on. I sat the tray down and freshened the drinks from the shaker.

		

		Marie started removing her dress. I stopped her, because I wanted to do that myself. I wrapped my arms around her and undid her bra with her dress still on. I pulled the shoulder straps under the dress straps one at a time. I virtually pulled the bra out from under the right armhole of her dress. I felt her soft breasts with both hands. I could feel the nipples get hard through the satin dress.

		

		Then I knelt in front of her and took her shoes off and reached under her dress and sought out her panties. They were nice panties but full bodied to cover her plump ass. I pulled them down so she could step out of them one leg at a time. I put her heels back on. Then I went under her dress and looked for her cunt with my eyes.

		

		Her black pubic hair was as thick but had not started turning gray like mine, which is why I shave myself. I wondered if it would in another 5 years. I kissed her on the cunt and licked her wet pussy. She put her hands on my head and encouraged me to keep going. I took her sweet clitoris between my teeth and gave her a playful bite. I stood up letting the full skirt slide over my head.

		Marie unbuttoned my negligee and pulled the sash cord and it fell to the floor in a gentle flutter of light material. She stood back to look at me. I know my breasts sag from age and the tummy muscles are not as tight as they should be and childbirth has left stretch marks on it. My thighs are dimpled with cellulite. Marie didn't seem to mind at all. She was positively drooling.

		

		As she made a move to kneel in front of me, I grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. Now she only had on her nylons and heels. She finished kneeling in front of me and reached around me and grabbed each cheek of my ass as she kissed my cunt.

		

		I reached for my drink and took a sip as she licked me until I felt my cunt walls dripping juices. When she looked up at me with her face all wet, I smiled and offered her a sip of my drink. She took a sip and I pulled her to her feet. We lay on the bed next to each other and kissed like schoolgirls for a longtime. We took turns sucking each other's breasts.

		

		Then Marie wanted to make love to my pussy. She went to the foot of the bed and lay there sucking me until I thought I would go crazy. Then she reached for the toys. She had me roll back until my ass was exposed to her and then she took one of the strings of beads and used her manicured finger to shove one bead at a time into my anus until only the D ring was dangling from my anus.

		

		Then she took the dildo and put it in her mouth and wet it with her saliva. She put the tip against my cunt and slowly inserted it. As my cunt stretched to accommodate the thickest part I felt it slide down the narrowing section. When the base was firmly resting against my pubic hair she turned it on.

		

		Slow at first.

		

		The soft hum was tickling me a little. Then she turned it to medium speed and I felt the walls of my cunt dripping more. Then as she took my clit in her mouth she turned the toy up to full speed. I was soon about to climax. I started bucking my ass off the bed. Marie simply reached for the D ring and slowly pulled the string out.

		

		My sphincter reluctantly let each bead pop out and I went into a climax like I did the first time Mrs. Kelly made love to me.

		

		When I was rested we finished the wine and it was my turn to make love to Marie. I did to her what she had done to me. But when she finished climaxing I picked up the beads and pulled her by the base of the dildo to the shower in my bathroom. When the water was warm I bathed her before pulling out the dildo. When I did I went down on my knees to drink her cum.

		

		We washed the toys and dried each other. She dressed to go home but I kept her panties to smell that night. She was safely home and I was in bed with her panties long before my husband got home.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Today is a good day. I just found out that my husband is getting a raise at his job. My sister and her husband just found out that she is expecting. And soon, we’re going to be living in one of the most exclusive neighborhoods in town.

		

		To top it all off, my Nicole told me that she has a special surprise for me. The last time she had a surprise for me, I ended up having14 orgasms that night. I really love her but I'm not sure if I am ready for a monogamous relationship. I’m married and she isn’t. Maybe, that's what tonight all is about.

		

		Oh well. As I head home, I try to think of an appropriate outfit to wear. I want to wear something that is going to shock the fucking girl-cum out of her. So that meant me wearing something that left very little to the imagination.

		

		Hmmm......I don't think I have anything like that in my closet. So I swing over to Wally World (first name abbreviated for the sake of a lawsuit) to see what they have. I browse through the very sexy, and cheap, teddies and lingerie. I eventually pick out three that seem doable.

		

		One is red and sheer in all the right places. The other is, well, I might as well be wearing saran wrap. The third is leather, with buckles in very odd places. I decided on the red one and headed to the checkout..

		

		There is a very sexy lady in front of me who was buying the faux leather outfit that I had just put down. She looked back at me and smiled and I returned the favor. She was very trailer park beautiful and I think she knew it.

		

		As the cashier bagged up her merchandise, she turned to leave. Feeling bold, I said "Have fun."

		

		She turned around, smiled, flashed me and left the store.

		

		With widened eyes, I turn to the cashier and hand him my things.

		

		He rings me up and I turn to leave. "Don't hurt nobody, girlfriend!" assaults my ears as I leave.

		

		Amused, I head towards my car and head home. Once there, I dress in the teddy and put on something to conceal it. Feeling very happy with how I look, I head out the door and over to Woodland Terrace where she lives. I pull up in the driveway and knock on the door. She answers, smiles and plants a long, electrifying kiss on me. Weak-kneed, I walk in, in a daze.

		

		While I am regaining my composure, she is telling me tidbits about the surprise she has planned for me. She tells me that she hopes that I am not shy about my sexuality or shy about flaunting my beauty. I still have no idea what the surprise is. I just know that I want her now. I walk over to her and give her a long, passionate kiss. I start to caress her tits, paying close attention to her nipples.

		

		This brings about a river of moans. We continue to do battle with our tongues as I gently squeeze her nipples. I start to unbutton her shirt, even while we are still kissing. Her moans continue and become more intense. As I drop her lacy bra to the floor, I go to work on her breasts with my mouth.

		

		Her moans grow louder. I slide my hands down her body until I reach the end of the rainbow. I gently caress her pink which causes her to lose her balance and fall in a heap on the plush carpet. I giggle a little, and go back to work. Only this time, instead of using my finger, I use my tongue.

		

		I gently pull her panties down, and immediately the aroma of girl sex fills my lungs. It's the most delicious smell ever to grace my nostrils. Turned on by this, I begin to lick her anxious, swollen sex like nobody’s business. Then I hear a muffled 'stop'

		

		. Hunh?!? I wonder.

		

		I hear it again, only more firmly. "You have to stop", she says.

		

		"What do you mean I have to stop? Wasn't I pleasing you? Did I do something wrong? Did I hurt you?"

		

		These questions escaped my mouth in one breath. "No, none of those things”, she smiles. "We just have to wait until we get where we are going before we can continue. Besides, I was about to cum all in your mouth!"

		

		"Do you see me objecting?" I joke.

		

		"Seriously, we have to wait. It'll be worth your while, believe me."

		

		I nod okay and we clean her up (with limited touching, her rules) and head out the door. She ties a black thong, fragrant with her juices, around my eyes and asks me if I can see anything. I shake my head no.

		

		From now on I am dependent on her. I hear her put a tape in the cassette player. As I hear the volume rise, I hear her voice on the tape. Her voice says, "Hello, lover. I just made this little tape for you to give you a little thrill as we head to the secret spot of the evening.

		

		“I sure wish I was licking your secret spot right now. I would stick my tongue so far up your beautiful sex, you'd be screaming for relief. I want to finger your clit and make you cum everywhere so I can lick it all up and share a long passionate kiss with you so you can taste your own sweet nectar.

		

		“I want to finger-fuck you until kingdom cum. Then I would bring out my trusty two-way dildo and fuck the daylights out of you. I want to bring you to orgasm 4 and 5 times in one sitting.

		

		“Then we would have to shower and bathe each other, which is sure to last 2 hours. For I plan to fuck you until your pussy is sore or until I break my tongue, whichever comes first? Ha, ha, ha, ha! You know that I love you with all my heart and would do anything for you. I would suck you off in front of anybody and that is exactly what I plan to do."

		

		The tape stops and my eyes widen, which is probably obvious through the thong. I had been fingering myself throughout the duration of the tape, and was moaning uncontrollably until I heard the part about doing it on front of people. Brought back to reality, I overload my lover with questions.

		

		"Where are you taking me? Have I been here before? Will I be embarrassed? Will we be alone? Is it much farther? Can I please take this blindfold off? Would you please tell me what's going on?"

		

		"Whoa, whoa, whoa sweetie," she answers. "Do you trust me?"

		

		She got me. I can’t say or do anything. Of course I trust her. "Of course I trust you, beautiful."

		

		"Well, then."

		

		We sit in silence the rest of the way. Soon we arrive. I am led out of the car and from what I can tell to a door with receptionist.

		

		"Two, please," I hear my lover say.

		

		"Right this way, ma’am’s". We follow her down what seems like a long corridor and finally come to a stop. I am escorted into a room and laid on a table. I am being stripped completely of my clothes and underwear. The room is dreary quiet, and all I can hear is the rustling of my lover robbing me of my clothes.

		

		Then I hear her giggle, and I assume that she has discovered my red teddy. "Very sexy," she tells me.

		

		I smile. Hearing her voice relieves some of my anxiety. She begins to rub my pussy through the teddy ever so lovingly. I moan softly at the touch. She puts her mouth over the thin mesh covering my sex and sucks. Oh, this feels so good. I never want it to end.

		

		She moves up to my tits and begins to fondle them longingly. She stops for a second and starts back, rubbing a liquid on my breasts. Immediately recognizing the odor, I playfully reprimand her. "You naughty thing, you're all wet."

		

		I hear her laugh as she licks her sweet girl juice from my tits. She starts to suck my nipples with the greatest of expertise, and I moan loud and suddenly become shy. Recognizing my self-consciousness, my lover assures me that I can scream as loud as I want. She goes back to work, driving me wild.

		

		She then strips me of my teddy and here I am butt naked and loving every minute of it. My clit is aching for attention and my lover gets right on it. She tongues my probably purple clit for all its worth. I literally scream in extreme pleasure at the way she is making me feel.

		

		She is a wonderful lover, but somehow, it seems as if she has honed her skills since the last time we made love. This is saying a lot because the girl is an extremely good fuck.

		

		My breath is beginning o get very short as I head toward an orgasm. Then, she suddenly stops.

		

		"Ah, ah, ah," I hear her say. "Not yet, you horny thing,".

		

		This is absolute torture. I am on the verge of cumming and she stops. What the fuck was this, hell? But I reiterate, I trust her. I am completely at her mercy. She stops for what seems like ages, and soon I feel a soft rod gently stroking my swollen sex.

		

		I scream "I LOVE DILDOS!"

		

		"Good to hear," she replies calmly

		

		. She prepares my pink for entry. She lubes me up lustily, which is turning me on. She stops for a quick second and I figure she is lubing the dildo. So when the plunge occurs, I expect a large dildo to fill up my most sensitive area. I get a rude awakening. It's her middle finger. Not that I am complaining, but dammit, I had got my hopes up.

		

		Anyway, she was a perfect job of friggin' me, entering one more finger in with each stroke. This is getting better and better. I am squeezing the fucking life out of my nipples. There's nothing else I can do. I can't reach my anus and everything else is occupied.

		

		She removes her fingers and gingerly places the dildo 1 inch into my waiting hole. I squirm and moan a bit, but I am anxious for her to put it all in. She soon heeds to my thoughts and shoves in two more inches. I moan in pleasure. She then shoves what seems like 20 fucking inches into me and I scream in agony and delight.

		

		She starts fucking me slowly at first, getting my hole used to the rubber rod. Then she picks up the tempo and I start bucking my hips. I was so close to orgasm the last time, I don't think I could muster it up again. This proves to be untrue as I feel the familiar thrills rise within me.

		

		"I'm cumming, lover, I'm cumming!" I scream at the top of my lungs. "Fuck me hard, you slut. Pump that rod in me. Yea, that feels good. Fuck me raw, baby!"

		

		From what I can tell, the dildo must be a two-way because she is screaming just as loud as me. All I hear part her lips are swears. They're nothing new to me. I swear often during sex. But she was the good girl and never said anything besides 'hell' and 'damn'.

		

		But, that dildo or something else is bringing out a new side of her. She never says a sentence, just the words.

		

		"Shit! Fuck! Dammit! Oh, shit! FUUUCK!"

		

		Hearing her talk like this was getting me hotter and hotter and bringing my orgasm close. Soon, the surge hits. I am screaming. I'm not yelling. I'm not moaning. I'm not shouting. Yes. I am literally screaming.

		

		Soon, she joins in the chorus. After shaking like leaves, we settle down and share a long passionate kiss. I can hear her loosen the harness and release the dildo. Soon, I feel a rod at my lips and hear her sucking something. I hungrily suck her girl-cum off of the rod as I am sure she is sucking my nectar off of the other end.

		

		"That was the best sex I have had in my entire life," I mutter, still totally spent.

		"You said it, gorgeous," she replies.

		

		She is kissing me and stabbing my mouth with her tongue. She is fondling my breasts and gives them a slight kiss. I would return the favor but I can't see where the hell I am. She instructs me to stand up and helps me along the way.

		

		This is not an easy task, but eventually I regain my balance. I hear her footsteps coming toward me and I feel her soft arms wrap around me. I smile at her touch. Then, I hear applause.

		

		APPLAUSE?!?

		

		She removes the thong from my eyes, revealing the nearly fifty women applauding loudly. I have a look of total shock on my face as the women continue to applaud. What makes it crazier, all of the women were stark-naked. They are all smiling and looking straight at me.

		

		I look at my lover in complete shock and horror and she is smiling. I have no choice. I have figured out what I have to do. There is no turning back. I turn to my lover, raise my hand and wave to the smiling faces.

		

		"Thank you," is whispered gingerly in my lover's ear and she accepts it with a long, hard French kiss, resulting in louder applause.

		

		Then out of the clear blue, she looks me in the eye and utters three words barely above a whisper. I nod my head and we kiss passionately for a very long time.

		

		We have been very close ever since. I love her with all my heart and I found out that she loves to do a three way now and then, perhaps Marie? A real nude match? I couldn’t dream that up any better.

		

		Yes today is a great day indeed.

		

		End
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