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For Cheryl, what started out as the
worse night of her life, after meeting the bubbly and carefree
bartender Cassie, became magic—filled with sensual desire, mind
blowing erotic experiences, and the beginning of endless
possibilities.

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


A SAPPHIC AFFAIR

 


 


“You’re a woman in need of a drink if
ever I saw one.” The pretty brunette bartender told me as I dropped
my purse onto the seat of the stool next to me and plopped myself
down with a sigh.

I wiped a tear from my cheek and
attempted a smile. “You don’t know the half of it.”

She smiled. “I’m sure I will be the
end of the night.”

“What do you mean?”

Her smile grew wider. “I’m a
bartender. People come to a place like this to talk, to work out
their problems.”

“Isn’t that what therapy’s
for?”

She laughed. “Now seriously, would you
rather lie on a couch in some stuffy old shrink’s office or be
here, drinking, and tell me your troubles?”

“You’ve got a point.”

“Of course I do. So what’ll it be
then?”

“A white wine, please.”

“Oh, the long face on you, honey, you
need something stronger than that.” She wiped a damp rag over the
polished bar. “Sit tight. I’ll set you up right and
good.”

Too tired and wrung out to argue, I
said, “I surrender myself over to you.”

“Smart girl. Cassie.”

“Excuse me?”

“I’m Cassie. Figured since we’re going
to get to know each other so well, you should know my
name.”

“Fair enough. I’m Cheryl.”

“Nice to meet you, Cheryl.” She
reached over the bar and shook my hand. Hers was warm and delicate,
and damp from dunking glasses in soapy dish water. “Be right back
with that drink.”

I found myself watching her walk down
to the far end of the bar. She wore a dark halter top and matching
pleated mini-skirt with white stockings underneath. She had nice
legs and a cute ass. But of course she did. She was young and
pretty and fresh.

I’d had good legs and a great ass too,
once upon a time.

While I waited for my drink I checked
out the bar. Nearly empty. A typical hotel bar, it was dark, all
wood and black leather with booths along the back wall, square
tables with straight back chairs, candles flickering in red
candleholders, and two flat screen TVs hung on the walls, both
turned low to a 24-hour music station.

A guy in a business suit sat alone at
the far end of the bar. And of course he kept checking me out. I
dreaded the inevitable come on and had already started to come up
with my rebuff. A young couple sat at a corner booth, snugged in an
embrace, kissing, and pawing heavily at each other when they
thought no one was watching. Young love.

Fuck that. Get a room. I swirled back
around to the bar.

Cassie had returned, setting a drink
in front of me. She gave me a funny look. “You okay?”

“Yeah, why?” I snapped.

“’Cause you’ve got one
seriously pissed off look on your face. Here’s your
drink.”

“Sorry.” I tried to soften my
expression. I checked to see if I’d succeeded but the dark,
gold-crackled mirror behind the bar was too tinted and blocked
behind shelves of bottles to be able to tell.

I wrapped my hand around the sweaty
high ball glass but didn’t lift it. I nodded over my shoulder at
the kissing couple in the corner. “Struck a nerve.”

“Ah,” Cassie said, as if all knowing.
“Thought so.”

“Thought so what?”

“Why when you came in here you looked
like you just lost your best friend and someone had killed your
dog. Only a couple of reasons a girl looks that miserable. Romance
is one of them.”

“I’m that easy to read,
huh?”

Cassie shrugged. Her mouth pressed
into a lopsided smile. “I’ve been at this awhile.”

“I find that hard to believe. You
hardly look old enough to be drinking much less tending
bar.”

“It’s the lighting.” She waved at the
dim surroundings. “There isn’t any.”

She laughed and I remembered a time I
was that carefree. It hadn’t been in a long while.

I sipped my drink then wrinkled my
face and shuddered. “Whoa! What is this?”

“It’s a Negroni. Don’t like
it?”

“I didn’t say that, but strong.
Yikes.”

“Thought you needed something that
packed a punch.”

“You weren’t wrong.” I took another
tentative sip. Prepared for it this time, it went down smoother.
“There, that’s better. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. I need to check on my
other customers. You all right?”

I raised the glass to her. “With this
I am.”

Cassie moved down the bar and gave the
guy there another beer and a shot glass full of something. Liquid
courage, I feared.

As she came out from behind the bar
and went over to check in with the groping, happy couple, the man
in the suit made his move. He stood up, a little less then steady,
and with his beer in hand walked toward me, clinging to the back of
each bar stool like a lifeline as he approached.

“I couldn’t help notice you here, all
pretty by your sitting little lonesome. Thought I could buy you a
drink.” His breath was as strong as my Negroni.

“Thank you, but…” In my head I ran
down my list of prepared rejections. Cassie’s drink must have
mellowed me, because I decided to let the lecherous drunk off with
a softer brush off than I’d originally intended.

But I was saved from even
that.

Cassie came to my rescue. In a most
unexpected way.

She leaned in between the drunk and
me, pinched my chin with her long, thin fingers and thumb and
kissed me with a loud smooch on the mouth. My eyes popped
wide.

“You are
so scrumptious,” she
said, after breaking off the kiss. She cooed and shimmied. “I’m so
glad you came to visit me.” To the drunk, she said, “Mr. Dickerson,
this is my girlfriend, Cheryl. I told you about her,
right?”

Dickerson dug a crumpled five dollar
bill out of his suit jacket pocket and angrily tossed it onto the
bar. He staggered away in the general direction of the exit,
mumbling in a barely coherent voice. “Fucking dyke bitches
everywhere. What’s this world coming to?”

Cassie watched him leave with a smile.
“Sorry but you looked in need of help.”

“I guess, um…” The pleasant taste of
her soft lips lingered on my mouth.

I glanced back toward the lobby.
Dickerson leaned heavily against a wall, waiting for an elevator
car to arrive. It did and he was gone. I raised my glass.
“Thanks.”

Cassie poured herself a beer from the
tap and we tapped glasses.

She drank and licked the little foam
mustache off her delicate upper lip with the tip of her pink
tongue. She folded her arms under her chest in a way that bunched
up her boobs in her already revealing halter top and leaned over
the bar. It was quite the eyeful.

“So let me guess,” she said. “Caught
the significant other cheating on you, am I right?”

“With his skank of a secretary, how
clichéd is that?”

Cassie straightened up.
“His gal Friday,
huh?”

There was something funny in the way
she said it, but I didn’t catch why until later. “Worse than that,
when I confronted him with it he had the audacity to deny
it.”

“They always do,” Cassie said, wiping
down the bar. “How’d you find out?”

“A sexting video on his phone. He
didn’t even password protect it, the dumb shit.”

“Ouch. Bastard.”

I finished my drink and pointed to the
empty glass, indicating I’d have another.

“Oh, no, sweetheart, only one of those
bad boys to a customer otherwise I’ll be carrying you out of
here.”

I frowned giving her my best pouty
face. “Please. They’re so good.”

She smiled. It was a nice smile. And
she was right, it had already gone straight to my head.

“I’ve got a better idea.”

“You do?”

She gazed over my head. I turned to
see what had caught her attention.

The young, smoochy couple was getting
up from their booth. Leaving, the guy dropped cash on the table and
waved over at Cassie. “Goodnight.”

She waved back. “Thanks.”

He put his arm around his girl’s waist
and together they left the bar.

I watched, a pang of jealousy souring
my stomach. Or maybe that was the Negroni. I stifled a
burb.

“You need to be anywhere?” Cassie
asked. I caught a mischievous twinkle in her pretty
eyes.

I shrugged. “My shitty apartment I
share with my shitty boyfriend.”

“Oh, you live with him.”

“Not for much longer.”

Cassie smiled. “Good for you, girl.
Give me a minute to close up.”

“Then what?”

“A surprise.”

Cassie gave me a white wine on the
house then busied herself behind the bar cleaning up and closing
out the register. I watched her and sipped my wine. I remembered
when I had that sort of energy, that kind of youthful zest. It’s
not like I’m ancient or anything like that, not at thirty-four, but
I haven’t felt any real zeal for life lately. As if nothing good or
exciting ever happened to me anymore.

When had I gotten like
that?

Finished up, Cassie came out from
behind the bar. She had a shoulder bag over her arm and tucked
close to her side. She grabbed me by the hand. “Let’s get out of
here.”

Practically pulled off my stool, I
barely had time to snatch up my purse from the stool next to me.
“Where are we going?”

Cassie had already dragged me halfway
to the bar entrance. “You’ll see.”

She pulled big sliding sections of
dark framed glass doors from hidden pockets in the wall. The panels
covered the entrance. She locked them into place then dropped her
keys into her shoulder bag.

Again she took me by the hand and led
me through the hotel lobby toward a side corridor. She looked
conspiratorially at the night manager behind the registration
counter then she pulled me down the hall. I felt like a burglar
sneaking into a building. It gave me a thrill.

“Where are we going?” Caught up in the
intrigue I found myself whispering.

“Shush.” At the end of the hall we
reached a service elevator.

There Cassie used a card key to access
it. When the elevator arrived she gave a final furtive look toward
the front desk then ushered me inside.

We rode the elevator up to the
roof.

The doors split open and sprawled out
in front of us was a rooftop pool, bar, and cabana with chaise
lounge chairs, tables, and potted palm trees six feet tall. Their
leaves rustled in the warm, night breeze thirty-seven stories above
the city below.

Strung lantern lights lit the area in
a pale orange glow. Beyond the roof the city lights blazed like
stars in the sky. Speaking of the stars, I looked up toward the
heavens. The night sky was clear and black, and yes, the stars
twinkled bright.

The sign said the pool closed at
11:00. Three hours earlier.

Awed, I said, “It’s beautiful, but we
shouldn’t be here. It’s closed. How’d you—”

She held the card key up between our
faces. “I swiped this from one of the maids. She never reported it
missing, afraid she’d get fired. It opens everything in the hotel,
24/7. Come on.”

She led me past the pool. The
underwater lights were on, casting the water in a shimmering
blue-white, almost ethereal, hue. The air was thick with the smell
of chlorine. Steam rose from the warm water.

At the far end of the pool, the steam
rising from the water was thicker than from the rest of the pool.
As Cassie brought me closer, I saw why. Sectioned out from the rest
of the pool was a hot tub. Two short steps led up to the ledge
around it.

Cassie put her purse down on the
ledge. “Let’s get wet.” She kicked off her shoes.

“Are you serious?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“What if we get caught?”

“We won’t.” She reached up under her
pleated skirt and wiggling her hips she peeled her white stockings
down her legs.

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because the only one who ever comes
up here is the security guard, on his rounds. He did catch me
once,” she explained as she unzipped her skirt and let it drop to
the tile ground. “I gave him a blow job to keep quiet.”

I snorted and covered my mouth.
“You’re kidding?”

“Nope. Hand to God.” She smiled. “It
was cool. He was kind of cute. But to make sure he didn’t bother me
again, I recorded us on my phone. Told him if he tried to rat me
out I’d say he forced me. He leaves me alone now.” She unbuttoned
the three large buttons that held her halter top together around
her thin waist.

“I don’t have a bathing suit with me.”
My final, last ditch effort.

“Neither do I, silly.”

Cassie striped off her top and then
peeled her thong panties down her legs. She stood straight again
and held her arms out for the world—or at least me—to see her in
her birthday suit. “Ta da!”

“Wow. I mean, I don’t know about
this.”

The girl was drop dead gorgeous. Thin,
toned, shapely in all the right places. She had adorable little
boobs with cute dark brown nipples. A diamond belly button ring
winked in the pale light. And she wore a single silver thumb ring
on her left hand.

I’ve never been bashful around other
naked women—I played NCAA college basketball—four years of
undressing and group showers in a woman’s locker room will cure one
of any inhibitions around that. Believe me.

But this was different. This felt
intimate in a way that never did.

“Oh, come on,” Cassie said. “Live a
little.”

She climbed the steps and dipped her
toe in the roiling water. She had a great ass: white and round and
firm. Just that morning, I stood on my tippy toes and twisted
around so I could see my own backside in the full-length bathroom
mirror. With my hands I lifted my butt up high and tight, to where
it used to be, and then released it, letting it droop back into
place.

What will this young, gorgeous girl
think, seeing me naked?

Already submerged up to her shoulders
in the steaming water, she swirled around. Her long dark hair
floated like tendrils on the water’s surface around her bare
shoulders and neck. “Come on in, Cheryl, the water’s perfect. Nice
and hot.”

“Okay, okay.” If I undressed really
quickly and got into the pool really fast, she wouldn’t get a
chance to scrutinize my aging body. That was me, over the hill at
thirty-five. When had I become so self-deprecating? No wonder my
boyfriend went looking for someone younger, better looking—someone
like Cassie.

I kicked off my shoes, then striped
off my blouse. I tossed it onto a nearby chaise. I shimmied my
pants over my hips and down my legs then turned my back to
Cassie—having caught her watching me strip—and unsnapped my bra. It
and my panties quickly joined the pile of clothes on the
chaise.

When I turned back around, Cassie made
no bones about the fact she was checking me out. She smiled,
watching me climb into the steaming hot tub. I wondered if she
could see how flushed my face had become in the dim glow of the
strung lantern lights.

I swam through the bubbling hot water
to a molded seat and sat. “This is nice.”

Cassie settled into the seat beside
me. “I’ve got another surprise for you.”

She twisted around and began to
rummage through her shoulder bag. I heard the clinking of glass as
she extracted two delicate glass flutes and a bottle of champagne.
She held the bottle up triumphantly. “Cristal. Courtesy of the
hotel.”

My mouth dropped open. “You stole a
bottle of champagne?”

She began to tear off the foil around
the cork. “I’m offended.” Though her amused expression suggested
she was anything but. She put a hand to the hollow in her throat
and batted her eyelashes, as if she were a debutante unfairly
accused of some horrible wrongdoing. “Whatever do you think of me,
woman? No. It’s complimentary. I have discretion when it comes to
keeping customers and guests happy.”

She finished removing the foil and
began to work the cork with her thumbs.

Though we were expecting it, we both
jumped when the cork flew off with a loud pop. White foaming bubbly
cascaded out of the bottle and flowed down Cassie’s hand into the
bubbling hot tub water.

Giggling, I rushed to get the glass
flutes under the waterfall of champagne, filling them
up.

Cassie set the bottle on the ledge and
I handed her one of the flutes.

“So I’m a disgruntled customer you
need to satisfy.”

She smiled. “Something like
that.”

We laughed, toasted, and drank. The
bubbly was beyond wonderful.

I leaned my head back
against the rounded lip of the tub, holding my champagne up above
the water line and stared up at the stars in the sky. A plane
roared overhead. It’s lights twinkling in the night sky.
“This is nice.”

“I think you said that
already.”

“It deserves repeating.” I lolled my
head to look at her. “Thank you for this, Cassie.”

“You seemed like you needed it.
Besides, I like having the company.” She took a sip of champagne.
“It can get lonely coming up here all alone.”

“Don’t you have anyone?”

“No, not really.”

“A pretty girl like you? I find that
hard to believe.”

She shrugged. The movement rippled the
still water. “I know, right.”

We sat in silence for a while,
drinking in the moment and the champagne.

After a few refills, Cassie put her
glass aside. We sat close enough that our shoulders occasionally
touches. Each contact sent an electric surge through me, making
butterflies flutter in my stomach.

What was that all about?

Then it happened. What I deep down
knew—but had been denying—would happen. Cassie kissed my wet
shoulder. It was just a peck. Platonic. Nothing to it.

Yeah, right. Testing the waters was
more like it.

Her next kiss she planted on the side
of my neck.

That made my breath catch.

Her hand slipped across my wet back as
she showered my neck with noisy kisses.

I closed my eyes and lolled my neck,
giving her greater access, encouraging her though I’d never done
anything like this before. And I had to admit: It didn’t feel
horrible.

I turned into her and her hand roamed
over my throat, slid up the side of my cheek, dripping hot water as
she turned my face into her hers, and her mouth found mine. Our
lips opened and her tongue slipped wetly into my mouth.

I couldn’t remember ever being so
turned on by a kiss before.

The night air was filled with the
sounds of our kissing, our soft moans, and the faint background
noise of traffic far, far below us. Also the rustling of exotic
palm leaves.

Cassie slipped her hands over my
shoulders, down my arms, around my waists, and pulled me into an
embrace. Our naked breasts rubbed wetly together. My nipples grew
hard as pebbles and I could feel Cassie’s dark nipples raking
across my flesh.

Her touch, her feel, her kisses—to say
it excited me would be the ultimate in understatements.

As our kissing intensified, we
squirmed in each other’s arms. Our slick skin slippery wet and
warm. Our breathing grew heavier, our moans deeper, the hot water
roiled and splashed.

Cassie swung around and sat on my lap,
facing me.

Her hands caressed my shoulders. I ran
my hands through her dark, wet-tipped hair. She pressed her lips
hard against mine. Her tongue plunged deep in my mouth. She began
to slip off my lap. I grabbed her ass with my hands and with a firm
grip, pulled her back. Her tits rubbed across mine.

She reached a hand down between us.
She cupped my sex.

I gasped.

She giggled against my mouth. Without
breaking contact, she asked, “You like that?”

“Uh huh.”

Her finger slipped between my pussy
lips.

“Ooh!” I shuttered.

“Feel good?”

 

“Uh huh.”

She crooked her finger, inserting it
inside me. I tensed and jumped.

I had one hand gripping her ass and
the other around the back of her neck. I stroked her cheek with my
thumb and tried to pull my head back. I needed a
breather.

“Cassie.”

Her finger still inside me, reaching
and wiggling.

“Uh, Cassie.”

I clutched my ass cheeks and splashed
one hand down into the water. My hand on the seat under me, palm
down. I gripped it as I lifted my ass off the molded
plastic.

“Oh, Cassie! I…I…”

She stopped wagging her finger but
kept it buried inside me.

“You don’t like that?” She gave me a
pouty face.

“No, the opposite. I,” I swallowed. “I
love it, but thought…”

I looked around.

“Is there somewhere we can go?” I
asked. “Somewhere less…wet.”

“You don’t want to stop?”

“I…” I shook my head. “No. I’m just
nervous someone might…can we go somewhere more private?”

Cassie smiled. “Sure. I’ve got just
the place.”

She swam away and climbed out. Her wet
body glistened in the pale glow of the swaying lantern lights.
Water cascaded down off her gleaming limbs and body. She shivered
in the cooler night air and crossed to the bar where she found and
returned with two large, fluffy towels.

She handed one to me as I stepped
dripping from the tub.

I wrapped the towel around me and used
one end to rub at the damp hair at the back of my neck. Cassie
scrubbed her body dry, raising goosebumps on her flesh and
stiffening her brown nipples until they were hard as little rocks.
She dried the ends of her long, damp hair and then tossed the wet
towel back behind the bar.

She started to get dressed and I
followed suit.

“Got everything?” she asked when it
appeared we were both ready.

“I do,” I said, stuffing my panties
into my purse and looked around.

I followed Cassie to the elevator, her
tight little ass swishing back and forth. The thought that a few
minutes ago, it was sitting naked on my lap sent a warm shiver
through me.

Inside the elevator, Cassie pressed
the button for the twenty-second floor.

I asked, “Not the lobby?”

“The hotel makes a room available for
me, unless they’re booked up.” she smiled. “Luckily for us,
tonight, they’re not.”

The elevator came to a silent stop,
pinged, and the doors slid open.

We made our way through the deserted
hallway hand in hand, Cassie leading the way as she had all night.
She walked barefoot, carrying her shoes.

“I have to tell you, Cassie, I’ve
never done anything like this before.”

Our fingers entwined in a single fist,
she swung my arm. “Me either.”

“Really?”

“Seriously. Not a lot of people like
you come into the bar, not unattached anyway.”

“Like me how?”

“You know. Beautiful, funny,
sophisticated.” She gave me elevator eyes, smiling.
“Sexy.”

We stopped at room 2207.

“You really think I’m sexy?” I’d been
feeling so old, so worn out by life, so down on myself, I was
stunned by that, and thrilled. “And beautiful?”

She pressed me against the wall. Her
hand on my hip, the other one snaked up around my neck and under my
hair. “I think you’re a knockout, Cheryl. That guy of yours, any
guy or girl, would be crazy to not fall head of heels for you. I
saw that the second you walked into my bar.”

Shorter than I, Cassie had to step up
on her tippy toes.

I wrapped my arms around her body and
leaned down. We kissed.

Her hand reached around and squeezed
my butt.

With two hands I grabbed her ass
cheeks and pulled her up hard against me too.

When we broke for air, short of
breath, I said, “When I told you I’d never done this before, I
meant I’ve never been with a woman before.”

“Oh. Um, you’re okay with it, aren’t
you?”

“Yeah. I am. Really. I’m just…a little
nervous, you know.”

“Sure. We’ll take it slow. See how it
goes.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “If you get uncomfortable,
don’t want to do something, you let me know, okay?”

“Okay.”

She smiled reassuringly and dug her
card key from her purse. She swiped it over the lock and the door
clicked. Cassie pushed it open and turned on the lights
inside.

I came up behind her and
whistled.

It wasn’t just a room. It
was suite. There was a full kitchen to our left. A large open
sitting room straight ahead with a wide panoramic view of the city,
and a large bedroom/bathroom en
suite that was larger than my entire
apartment.

“Cassie, this is amazing.”

She was smiling broadly. “Yeah. It is
pretty incredible isn’t it?” She dropped her purse onto a gray
overstuffed chair. “Want a drink?”

Already my head buzzed with more
alcohol than I normally drink. So I said no, right? Naw. “Only if
you are.”

She went to the kitchen and I heard
cabinets opening and banging closed, ice dumping into glasses,
liquor being poured while I walked around the suite. The cost for
such a room had to be close to four figures.

Cassie came up behind me. She handed
me a cold tumbler glass three-quarters full with an amber liquid.
“Bourbon.” She took a sip of her drink. “Twelve hundred in season,
nine hundred regularly.”

“What?” I said over the rim of my
glass. The ice rattled as I tilted the glass.

“The room. Thought you’d be wondering
what it cost to stay here.”

I nodded. “You must be a mind
reader.”

“I am.” She turned toward me and put
her glass down on the side table between a set of club chairs under
the panoramic view of the city. “And I know what you’re thinking at
this exact moment.”

“You do, do you?” I set my glass down
beside hers.

She moved in closer to me. “I
do.”

“Tell me.”

She brushed an errant hair from my
face. As she spoke I could feel the hotness of her breath caress my
cheek. “You’re wondering when this naughty bartender will kiss you
again.”

“You think that’s what I’m
thinking?”

“I do. It is.”

I looked her over. I stepped in
closer. I put my hand on her hip. In for a penny, I thought.
“Actually I was wondering what it would feel like to put my fingers
where you put yours earlier.”

She kissed me and ran her hand down my
arm, raising goose-bumps.

Her halter top was too short to tuck
into her skirt. While we kissed I put my hand on her flat belly
then I slipped it down under her waistband. She grabbed my wrist,
stopping me from exploring further.

She pulled my hand from her skirt,
kissed my palm. “We should go to the sofa and get comfortable.”
Still holding my hand she led me to the sofa where we sat, facing
each other, with our legs drawn up onto the velvety soft
cushions.

Cassie snaked an arm around the small
of my back. She leaned in and showered me with kisses while gently
urging me to lie back until my head rested on the padded arm rest.
She pulled my leg up and ran her hand over my outer
thigh.

She kissed my bare shoulder then moved
her mouth lower, kissing my breasts through my blouse. I hadn’t
replaced my bra when we left the pool. My nipples responded
immediately.

Not sure what I should do, I laid
there while Cassie peeled my blouse off my shoulders and dragged it
down to my waist, exposing my boobs. She caressed one, circling her
finger over my nipple. Then she did the same to the other one.
“Damn, these are magnificent.”

My face got hot. I was
blushing.

“Come on. Take yours off
too.”

Cassie sat back and unbuttoned the
three buttons below her breasts and pulled the material back. Her
dark nipples were already stiff.

She leaned back in to me, cupped a
boob, caressing it, and kissed me again.

I was breathless and light headed, and
I don’t think it all had to do with the booze.

I leaned in and kissed her
back.

Then she went back to work on my
nipples, this time using her mouth, kissing and suckling, using the
tip of her tongue to drive me crazy.

“That feels wonderful.”

Cassie didn’t reply. She just
hopscotched from one nipple to the other—kissing, licking,
sucking—while I fell deeper and deeper into a blissful
abyss.

I ran my hand along her arm, raising
the pale, fine hairs on her forearm.

She ran her hand along my outer thigh.
Her touch tingled even through the denim of my jeans. With dreamy
eyes she stared at my tits, wet and glistening in the light of the
room. She looked up at my face, deep into my eyes.

“You’re okay with this?”

“I am. Why?”

“I want to be sure.”

“No. I’m good. You make me feel
totally comfortable.”

I raked Cassie’s body with my eyes.
Her perfectly pert breasts once more caught my attention. They were
just so perfect.

“You’ve got beautiful tits,” I
said.

She looked down at herself and
frowned. Then she slapped at one. “These tiny things?”

“They’re perfect.”

“You really thing so?”

I smiled at her. “I wouldn’t have said
so if I didn’t think it was true.”

She sort of shrugged. “Okay. You want
to touch them?”

“Um, Sure.”

Cassie took my hand and placed it over
her right breast. She pressed it into her firm mound. Her stiff
nipple poked hard against the palm of my hand. My hand covered the
whole thing.

“That feels nice.”

“For me too.” She left my hand there
and finger combed my hair out of my eyes. Then she kissed
me.

I moved my hand over her body,
caressing her back and then pulled her into an embrace. Our breasts
mashed together as our kisses got deeper, more passionate, louder.
Cassie squirmed against me and the feel of her flesh rubbing
against mine was like fire.

“Maybe,” she said, between kisses, “we
should go into the bedroom. You said you wanted to be more
comfortable.”

“Okay,” I said, submissive and willing
to be led anywhere at that point.

We left our tops and our drinks and
crossed the spacious suite to the double French doors and went into
the equally cavernous bedroom. A large circular bed filled the
room. Covered in a white puffy, lace comforter the bed was buried
under a plethora of multi-colored pillows.

Cassie gently pushed me down on the
bed so my legs hung off the side—is there a side to a circular
bed—and went to work unbuttoning my jeans. She tugged the zipper
open. Then she jerked my jeans off my hips.

I lifted my ass into the air to
help.

She peeled my tight skinny jeans down
my legs, leaving me completely naked and exposed on the bed as my
panties were in my purse, stuffed there from our earlier hot tub
excursion.

As she looked me over, Cassie smiled.
“I thought you had a Brazilian but the way you jumped into the hot
tub so damn fast I couldn’t tell.”

“Not even when you stuck your finger
inside me,” I asked.

Cassie gave me a mischievous look. “My
focus was a little further south than your shaven bush.” She gave a
little cat growl.

She pushed my knees apart and leaned
down in between my legs. “That shitty boyfriend of yours any good
at eating pussy?”

I gasped. Her hot breath caressed the
flesh of my inner thighs. I tucked my chin into my chest so I could
watch her head bob between my legs. “Um, no, actually, he sucked at
it.”

“Figures.” She popped her pretty
eyebrows up and down. “Then you’re in for a treat, ’cause licking
pussy is a specialty of mine.”

I shuddered in anticipation. I didn’t
have to wait long.

“Such a pretty pussy,” she said as she
rubbed her hand over my bald mound. The waxing was fresh so the
area above my sex was baby-skin smooth. It was something my
boyfriend insisted on—perv—but something I loved. The feel of my
shaved pussy against my silk undies and especially when I went
commando felt so naughty it often got me wet just walking
around.

Almost as wet as I was now.

Cassie dove into my sex with her
tongue.

I yelped and shuddered. Oh my
God.

It had been so long since—I’d almost
forgotten how good it felt.

I moaned. “Oh, yes.”

And Cassie was right. She was fucking
awesome at it.

I propped myself up on my elbows so I
could watch her dark head slide up and down between my spread legs.
Her tongue spread my pussy lips and licked lasciviously at my
dripping sex. She found my clit and teased it with her tongue. I
dropped my head back and cried out.

Cassie used her thumb to replace her
tongue, rubbing the pad of it fast over my slick hole. It was
driving me crazy. I squirmed and bucked. Then she went back to
using her tongue, circling and licking at my clit. She flicked the
tip of tongue, teasing it. That sent shockwaves through me. They
were like tiny electric pulses shooting exploding fireworks through
every nerve ending in my body. My entire skin tingled.

“Oh my gosh, that feels so
good.”

“Your pussy is so pretty.” She rubbed
her thumb over it again. “You taste so good.”

She kissed around my sex, her lips
making quiet smacking sounds.

She went back to teasing my
clit.

My breathing started to come in
greater gasps and my moans grew louder.

“You like?” she asked between tiny
bites on my clit with her lips.

“Oh, oh, ohhhh, yeah.”

She pressed her thumb into the hood of
my clit and rubbed it in tiny circles.

I gasped and my body
convulsed.

“Oh, you like that,” she
cooed.

“I do,” I panted,
breathless.

She looked up from my bald mound, at
my face over my big boobs, my nipples hard and pointing straight up
at the ceiling. I bit my lower lip, wondering what she’d do next.
My body quivered in anticipation, like gelatin.

“You want to know what it tastes
like?”

I swallowed, not sure, but said,
“Yes.”

Cassie slithered out from between my
legs and stood up. She reached out a hand and pulled me up into a
sitting position. Then she stepped in between my spread legs and
wiggled her hips as she pushed her skirt down her legs.

Cassie turned so she faced me full on,
her pretty pussy practically in my face. Her brown patch was
trimmed to a perfect triangle that pointed down to her sweet sex
below. I caught a whiff of her scent and nearly swooned.

She flicked my hair back off my neck
and rested her warm hands on my shoulders. “You’ve seriously never
been with a girl before?”

“No. Never.” Yet I couldn’t tear my
eyes away from her pussy. My mouth watered.

She cupped my face in her hands and
kissed me on the mouth. She ran her tongue over my lips, giving me
a taste of my own lingering pussy. I ran my hands up and down the
back of her taut thighs.

Then she climbed passed me and
positioned herself in the middle of the bed on her hands and knees.
She spread her knees wide and jiggled her ass. It was a lovely
ass.

On all fours she glanced seductively
over her shoulder. “What are you waiting for?”

I turned around and climbed up behind
her. I rubbed my hands over her ass, spread them and buried my face
between her wide legs. I sniffed, enjoying the intoxicating scent
of her sex before plunging my tongue deep into her spread, waiting
hole.

She bridged her back. I licked and
pushed my tongue deep into her. Cassie squirmed. I cupped her sex
with my right hand and rubbed my fingers over her clit.

Cassie responded with a series of deep
moans. Then she looked back at me. “I can’t believe you’ve never
been with a girl before. That feels so good.”

I didn’t respond, except to go back to
licking her pussy.

Cassie closed her eyes and
moaned.

I rubbed and kissed and licked.
“You’re getting so wet,” I told her while I rubbed my thumb over
her clit, strumming it like it was an instrument and Cassie’s moans
were the music it made.

Then I did something neither one of us
expected.

While I continued to rub her pussy
with my thumb I moved my tongue up along the valley between her
legs until I found her anus with the tip of my tongue. Cassie
shuddered and I smiled, so happy I could do something unexpected to
pleasure her.

I felt her puckered asshole open,
stretch, give way to the pressure of my pushing tongue.

“Ohhh.”

I pulled back and flicked my tongue
around her butthole.

“You like that?” I asked around a
mouthful of ass.

“Um hum, that’s really
good.”

“Turn over.”

She did as I asked, actually flopping
onto her back with a giggle. Cassie cocked one leg up, and with the
other one flat, kept her foot pressed into her other
ankle.

Between her open legs I began munching
on her pussy in the more traditional way. Cassie arched her back
and squirmed. Her flat belly undulated and she lolled her head back
and forth, her eyes closed and her moans growing louder, nearly
bordering on gasps.

I rubbed my thumb over her clit while
I licked her pussy.

Cassie lifted her head to look at me
then dropped it back as if the effort was too much. She moaned,
“Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah.”

The faster I rubbed, the faster she
moaned. The more breathless she became.

She arched her back and lifted her ass
straight off the bed. Her moans were no longer coherent words, now
just deep growls of pleasure. Suddenly she was rigid as a statue,
one caught in the throes of ecstasy. I kept rubbing and licking.
She moaned, “Oh, oh, ohhhh!”

Then she let loose a low, long cry—“OH
YES!”—and her butt dropped to the bed.

She reached down and replaced my hand
on her clit with her own. She rubbed it but, gently, tenderly, as
her rapid breathing began to settle. “Oh, my God, Cheryl, that was
amazing.”

“Really?” I had no idea if she meant
it or was just being nice.

“Oh, yeah. You’re fucking good at
that.” Her dark eyes sparkled and she smiled wide as she said it.
“I can’t believe you’ve never—”

I shrugged. “Beginner’s luck, I
guess.”

“Well,” Cassie said, sitting up. She
crossed her legs, Indian-style and dropped her hands onto the bed
between her overlapping calves. “Color me impressed.”

I felt myself blush.

“Lay down.” Cassie said. “I might have
one more trick up my sleeve.”

Without hesitation I did as she asked.
While she’d gotten off, I’d come close but hadn’t yet crossed the
finishing line. That made me hornier than ever and ready to do just
about anything.

I propped a pillow up under my
head.

Cassie climbed between my spread legs,
but rather than go down on me again, she straddled my right leg. I
put my hands on her warm and sweaty hips. I wanted to ask her what
she was doing, but I didn’t have to.

She leaned over me, supporting herself
on one arm and with her other hand on my cocked knee, she began
humping my leg, dragging her wet sex over my thigh, while her own
thigh pressed hard into my sex, rubbing it.

I grabbed for her ass and pulled her
in tighter against me. I bucked my hips.

Both of us were moaning
immediately.

Rocking against each other, the bed
shook under us. Luckily there was no headboard to knock against the
wall, because if there were, it would have sounded like a full on
home renovation was going on.

“Oh that feels so good.”

Cassie moved her hand off my knee and
put both her arms outstretched on either side of my head. She
pressed her sex into mine and began tribbing in earnest. I cocked
my hips and raised my ass off the bed. Our wet pussies, slippery
and hot, slid against each other.

I felt my eyes roll to the back of my
head. “Ohhhh! Ohhhh!”

Cassie sat back and grabbed my hands.
Our fingers squeezed into two tight fists. She sat on me and rocked
her body, faster and faster.

“Oh God!”

Her tiny tits bobbed fast with the
motion. She threw her head back and closed her eyes.

I was getting close. “Oh!
Oh!”

Cassie rode me hard, like a cowboy
rode a horse. If she’d been a man she’d have been pounding her dick
so deep inside of me I’d be screaming. As it was, I almost
did.

I tried to match her thrust for
thrust, but barely came close. She had moves and a stamina that
would make a pole-dancing stripper jealous.

Then it didn’t matter. My body
stiffened. I dug my nails into the Cassie’s palms and she did the
same to me. I couldn’t breathe. We were rocking the bed so hard
that it started to move. Cassie was snorting and she grabbed my
leg, pulling it up straight into the air. She wrapped her arms
around it, hugging it like it was tree and the only thing keeping
her from being blown away in a hurricane.

Cassie bounced up and down and cooed,
“Oh, oh, oh! Oh, yeah!”

Together we came.

A tear squeezed out of my eye as the
storm inside exploded and then passed. With its release, came calm,
and exhaustion.

Cassie kept rubbing against me but no
longer with her previous frantic need. Now she was gentle,
soothing, relaxing as the sexual climax ebbed from each of us. She
continued to hug my leg. She kissed my ankle and foot. I reached up
and held onto to her jiggling little boobs, loving the feel of her
hard brown nipples against my skin.

She raked her fingernails lightly
along the back of my extended leg, reaching down to my ass and
sending shivered through my body. Each time I shuddered and I let
out a mewing sound.

When Cassie finally climbed off me,
she licked her hand and rubbed her fingers over my sex, sending a
final, quivering charge through my body.

Cassie lay down beside me. She kissed
me and gently rubbed her fingers over my sopping pussy lips. I
clutched and unclutched my ass in response, panting. She hooked her
hair behind her ear and smiled down at me, breathing heavily but
not nearly as breathless as I was.

When I thought I could do so without
passing out I rolled her on to her back and showered her mouth with
wet, pussy scented, grateful kisses. After a time I settled into
the crook of her arm, casually rubbing my hand over her breasts,
tweaking her nipples.

“So what happens now?” I
asked.

She finger combed my hair out of my
face. “What do you want to happen now?”

I wasn’t sure. I thought about it.
Then I said, “I’d like to stay a while.”

“Stay as long as you want.”

“Then what?”

Cassie smiled. “We can see where this
goes, or not. It’s up to you.”

“That sounds nice,” I said, sated and
sleepy.

And certainly not how I expected my
night to end.

I smiled.

Nor my new day to begin.
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