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Kelly was your typical freshman college student, and she knew it. She had worked hard to get herself into the university she had chosen.  She’d known that no matter what, once she graduated from high school, she wanted to move away from home and live in the dorms for at least a year before she ended up moving into an apartment, and that is exactly what she’d done. Well, at least the first part had been accomplished.  She’d been in her dorm room for about two months now and it was everything she’d hoped it would be. She’d made a few friends so far, and it was a big relief that she and her roommate, Tina, got along. Kelly figured it had to be because the two were so similar in their thoughts and desires.  Both of them had planned on getting into college and moving away from home. They wanted to make something of themselves and, for both of them that meant getting out into the world and away from their respective small towns.
 
   They were never really failures; Kelly had been fairly popular in high school. She was voted most attractive in the senior class, and it wasn’t hard to understand why because she was still the leggy blond with hair that was long and just full of curl, a perfect smile and a figure most of her classmates in high school envied.  And the boys, of course, were a constant presence.  Some people claimed it was because of her ample tits and ass, but she didn’t feel she had that big of an ass or chest. She wanted to feel that there was more to her than just curves, though she really didn’t mind the attention. 
 
   The day she moved into the dorm, she had her hair up in a ponytail and a simple pair of shorts with a t-shirt that hugged her body and clearly showed her breasts through the thin material. She felt the eyes of a number of people on her but, being used to it, she just went about her business, though it somewhat upset her.  She had hoped for something different in college. She wasn’t just someone pretty to look at; she also had a brain that had earned her way into the university of her choice. She wanted to make her mark on the world and not just because she was eye candy. Her roommate, Tina, told her about similar experiences. Kelly could understand why.  Tina was a gorgeous girl.  She had those incredibly exotic features that Kelly always envied, the long straight dark hair, and dark, mysterious eyes and a beautiful brown skin tone that was all natural. If Kelly wanted that kind of color, she would have to go to the tanning beds repeatedly.
 
   Over the first two months of sharing a dorm together, Kelly and Tina worked out an agreeable system.  The truth was, they didn’t often see each other, except while studying quietly in their room or passing each other as one raced out to a class and one came in. But the two had also worked out a system for if they had company and didn’t want to be disturbed. Sure, they had cell phones and could text the other not to come home, but they had added a dry erase board on their door for messages. An extra precaution and it had worked out well.
 
   One night, before they had developed their system, Kelly came back to the dorm only to walk in on Tina and some dude in a serious make out session. Had she gotten there much later, she knew exposed tits would not have been the only thing showing. Kelly had been able to tell the guy was as hard as a rock through his pants. It was almost amusing how he had grabbed his shirt and tried to be cool and act as if nothing had been happening when he left the room.  After he left, the two just laughed about the incident and decided on a system to avoid that kind of scenario from happening again. It wasn’t like either of them were mega sluts or anything, but sometimes things happened and they were both smart enough to recognize the possibility.
 
   As the first semester went on, Kelly was happy to find that Tina was turning into one of her best friends and not just her roommate. They laughed together, studied together, and talked about pretty much everything. They had made a rule that they would never share the same guys either. That was definitely a no-no. Kelly didn’t think she’d have to worry about that with Tina. That was until the night she came home from her part time job at the coffee shop too early. Tina had forgotten to put up a signal for Kelly not to come in.  The dry erase board was a blank, so Kelly opened the door, flipped the light switch and there was Tina on the bed with the guy Kelly had started to have a thing for. Tina was completely naked and had her lips wrapped around the guy’s cock. 
 
   Kelly wasn’t sure what surprised her more, the fact that Tina was giving this guy head on her bed in their dorm room, or the large size of the cock in her mouth. It was a damn huge cock! Tina, shocked by the light being turned on and the sight of her roommate standing there, jumped up and covered herself with a sheet. The guy, obviously unhappy at the interruption, yanked his pants on and with a quick glance from one woman to the other, left. Kelly stood there, with her mouth open in utter shock. She had no idea what to do.  Admittedly, she’d never really interacted with the guy.  In fact, she wasn’t even sure the guy knew of her existence.  He was really just a crush, but he was a crush that she had told Tina about and now, it had led to this. 
 
   Tina pulled on her t-shirt and sat on her bed. Kelly found she could only pace back and forth, still unsure of what to do or say. Finally, she sat down on her bed across from Tina and just stared at her. Every time she started to open her mouth, words failed her. She simply didn’t know what to say to her roommate and supposed friend. Then, Tina broke the silence. “What’s wrong? I’m sorry I didn’t put a message on the board.  I just forgot.” 
 
   Kelly looked at her and told her what was going on. “That guy you were just sucking off; that’s the guy I had told you about.” 
 
   Tina’s jaw dropped.  “You’re fucking kidding me?  Oh my God, Kell, I’m so sorry.” 
 
   She hopped off her bed, walked over and sat next to Kelly on her bed. After talking about what happened, they realized that it was a mistake. Tina just didn’t make the connection between the guy that Kelly had talked about and the one that she had brought to their dorm room.  Tina looked at her with concern.  “Friends still?” 
 
   Kelly shook her head yes and the two hugged. They started to sit back on the bed with their backs against the wall, and Tina grabbed Kelly’s hand tightly. They sat there for a couple of minutes and not a word was said. 
 
   Finally, Kelly scooted off the bed to go and get changed and, suddenly, she felt Tina’s hand smack her ass playfully. Kelly jumped and turned around and the two laughed.  Kelly just figured it was a silly girlfriend thing to do.  Smiling, she slipped her shoes off and walked over to her closet. She pulled out her favorite pink shirt and shorts that she slept in. With her back to Tina, she pulled her shirt up and over her head, but when she went to unhook the clasp of her bra, she felt Tina’s hands on her own.  She stood there, stunned, as Tina slipped her shirt back off and she felt her partially naked body pressed up against her back with Tina’s own nakedness. Then, she felt Tina’s hands push her own hands down slowly.  Tina’s hands came back up and she grabbed Kelly’s round tits through the bra that still covered them. 
 
   Before Kelly could do anything, she felt her bra fall to the floor at her feet. Tina had pressed her hard nipples and the rest of her naked body against Kelly’s back. The sensation of Tina’s fingers when they pinched her caused Kelly to cry out with pleasure. Kelly found herself incredibly turned on and she wanted more. She managed to slide her pants and thong off and felt them fall to the floor as she turned around so that she faced Tina. They stared at each other for a brief moment, and then their lips met in a passionate kiss. Tina shoved her tongue between Kelly’s soft lips and explored her willing mouth. 
 
   The two began to move their hands hungrily over each other’s bodies.  As Tina sucked on Kelly’s tongue, pulling it into her own mouth and sucking on it like a little cock, she slid her hands down her back and slapped, and then gripped Kelly’s ass firmly in her hands. Stumbling, she pushed the two of them over to her bed. Kelly fell backwards onto the bed, and then repositioned herself with her legs spread wide, exposing her smooth pink pussy to Tina’s view.  Feeling a thrill flow through her, Kelly watched as Tina got on her knees between her legs and pressed a hand over her already wet mound.  Gently, teasingly, Tina began to slide her fingers up and down the lips of Kelly’s cunt, making her squirm and cry out.
 
   Kelly moaned with pleasure as Tina continued to tease her clit with her fingers. Tina’s fingers moved down and teased her tight wet hole but she didn’t slide them inside. She smiled up at Kelly as she kept her fingers moving.  “Beg for it.”
 
   Kelly groaned and sighed until she couldn’t take the teasing any longer and gave in.  “Oh God, please, just fuck me!  Fuck me, please!”
 
   Tina grinned and fingered the extremely wet lips of Kelly’s pussy again. This time, though, she shoved a finger inside and slowly worked it in and out of the tight wet hole. Kelly’s tight pussy gripped Tina’s finger as it slipped in and out, in and out, exploring every bit of her sweet wet cunt. Kelly looked down at her, moaned, and cried out as she watched Tina shove three fingers into her pussy. Her tight slit contracted hard onto Tina’s fingers as they pumped harder and faster in and out of her throbbing pussy.
 
   Then, just when Kelly felt she was ready to explode, Tina pulled them out.  She did this a few more times and it was almost more than Kelly could take. She begged Tina to fuck her and let her cum. Tina smiled at her and moved her head so that it was just above Kelly’s swollen clit.  Kelly’s eyes opened wide as she watched Tina press her face against her pussy and suck her clit into her lips. She felt the tip of Tina’s tongue flick back and forth across it. The pleasure was unbearable! Feeling her orgasm building, Kelly begged to feel Tina’s fingers buried deep inside her pussy again. “Finger fuck me, please!” Tina grinned but only teased Kelly’s wet slit as she sucked harder on her clit. And then she bit down on the swollen clit between her lips and shoved her three fingers back into Kelly’s soaked hole. 
 
   She continued to suck on Kelly’s hard clit as she fucked her hard with her fingers. She switched her pace from fast back to slow and then, fast again. Kelly whimpered out of pleasure and her overwhelming need to cum while Tina continued to toy with her pussy and clit. She slid her fingers out of Kelly’s cunt and rubbed her clit with them, but this time Kelly reached down, grabbed two handfuls of Tina’s hair, and forced her face down onto her pussy. She didn’t allow Tina to remove her mouth from her pussy. She needed to cum and she wanted Tina to stop her teasing and to finally push her over the edge. 
 
   Understanding Kelly’s need, Tina rubbed the hard swollen clit quick faster, as her tongue darted in and out of the soaked pussy.  Kelly’s pussy walls contracted tightly around her tongue each time she shoved it in. Kelly’s legs tensed up, and she pulled Tina’s hair harder as she felt herself tremble and shake.  Then, a final lick brought a hard spasm that tightened the muscles in her stomach as a deep orgasm rolled through her.  Kelly screamed as Tina continued to move her tongue in and out and over her increasingly sensitive pussy, making her writhe on the bed beneath her friend. Finally, Tina pulled away and slid up beside Kelly on the bed and kissed her tenderly. Kelly laid there, her body still trembling from the spasms still pulsing through her pussy. 
 
   As her body calmed down, Kelly rolled over onto her side, and reaching down, she started to rub Tina’s soaked pussy with her fingers. Moaning, Tina lay back on the bed and moved her hands above her head, stretching out her body and shifting around so Kelly could have better access to her pussy.  Kelly smiled up at her as she continued to rub her fingers between Tina’s soaked pussy lips. “I think I owe my friend a favor, right?”
 
   Tina could only manage a groan in response as Kelly found her swollen clit and pinched it between her fingers. Tina’s body jerked in response and she gasped. Kelly slid her long fingers deep inside Tina’s wet cunt and curled them, searching for Tina’s sweet spot. Tina sat up on her elbows and stared down at Kelly as she fucked her pussy with her fingers.  Kelly moved her body against her roommate’s and gently bit her neck as she increased the speed of her fingers deep inside Tina’s wet cunt. Then, Tina yelled. “Fuck! Oh Jesus God, I’m cumming!” 
 
   Kelly looked up at Tina and held eye contact with her as she felt her friend’s body convulse and shake. Leaning in close, she kissed her softly as she kept her fingers moving in and out of her friend’s spasming pussy.  “Favor repaid.”
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Crystal was beautiful.  I had to give her that.  She somehow managed to make her bikini, which really wasn’t nearly as skimpy as bikinis got these days, seem so damned sexy it was more risqué than if she’d been naked.  I stared at my friend and shook my head. “Why the hell do I have to be out with you today?”  She looked hurt for a second and I added, “Because everyone will be looking at your ass instead of mine.”
 
   She giggled and rolled her eyes.  “I like your ass,” she said.  I stared at her for a second because her words thrilled me.  That didn’t make sense.  We’d been friends for nearly a decade, and in context the sentence was innocent.  Why the hell it turned me on like it might have it a cute boy said it was beyond me.
 
   The comment stuck with me, though, and it was strange to be filled with thoughts of her compliment.  We threw jeans over our bikini bottoms and slipped our feet into flip flops.  The beach was only a five minute drive from our place, and there weren’t too many people there.  It wouldn’t have mattered if the beach had been full.  Crystal and I had a special spot we were pretty sure nobody knew about.  We called it The Cove although I’m pretty sure that wasn’t correct from a geography standpoint.  There was an outcropping of rocks and if we climbed over them, there was a little beach area surrounded by boulders on all sides.  It took work to get to it, and we’d never seen anyone else there.
 
   So, it was more than just a little surprising when we climbed into our special place and saw two girls there.  They were on a little blanket, and the fact that they were in The Cove was actually the least surprising thing.  The most surprising thing was that they were making out.  Crystal had admitted to me before that she was bi-curious and though I wouldn’t have described myself that way before then, that comment she made about my ass was still fresh in my mind.  So, as I watched two girls about our age kissing and wearing bikinis and letting their hands roam a bit, it had the same impact on me that a vibrator on my clit might have had.
 
   Crystal and I looked at each other and then turned to leave.  Quietly, we started to climb out but then a bright voice said, “Hey, we can share.”  So help me, the very first thought that crossed my mind was that they were offering to share each other.  We turned around and the two introduced themselves.  We introduced ourselves and they were actually sweet and pleasant.  They didn’t make out anymore but they held hands and occasionally shared quick kisses.  That did nothing to quench my curiosity, of course.
 
   When Crystal and I got back to our apartment in the afternoon, I was hornier than I’d been in a very long time.  Crystal was, too.  At least, I was pretty sure she was.  It was a hot day, and we’d forgotten to set the timer on the air conditioner.  Still, her nipples were poking against her bikini top and the outline of the hard little bullets was obvious.  I rushed to turn on the air and by the time I stepped back into the living room, Crystal had a beer for me and one for her.  I thanked her and took a sip, loving the way the ice cold liquid cooled me down.
 
   The drink did absolutely nothing to deal with the arousal, though.  I sat on the couch and tried to think of other things but Crystal took her jeans off, complaining about how slow our air conditioner was to get going, and when she did she bent over.  If there was a nicer possible sight that Crystal bending over in a thong bikini, I couldn’t think of one.  I started to get really nervous, and it didn’t help that it was hot as hell and pulling my own jeans off suddenly seemed necessary.  I didn’t want to!  I was scared to be so undressed at the moment.  Still, it was like my lower body was overheating, so I tried to act casual as I stripped down until both of us wore only our bikinis.
 
   That wasn’t really awkward, at least it wouldn’t have been under normal circumstances.  Hell, we’d been naked in front of each other countless times.  In fact, the summer before we’d spent a whole afternoon naked because of the damned air conditioner.  Why the hell it seemed so much more nerve-wracking now, I couldn’t tell.  I was turned on and visions of Crystal and I kissing the way those two women on the beach kissed filled my head.  
 
   Then, Crystal said, “Those two girls were nice.”
 
   My response was stupid.  I said, “They were kissing.”
 
   She stared at me for a moment and then said, “That turned me on.”
 
   My heart felt like it was beating at a billion miles per hour as I said softly, “Me, too.”
 
   Crystal paused for a second, still staring at me.  Then, she said, “We could kiss, you know.”  That did nothing to decelerate my heart.  “It wouldn’t mean anything,” she added and then leaned forward and put her mouth over mine.”  Strangely, my heart calmed down in a wonderful way.  Her lips over my lips felt so right and my arms came up to hold her head as our tongues began intertwining.  I was struck immediately by how the kiss was different than a man’s kiss.  Perhaps calling it a kiss between equals would be overly dramatic but when I kissed boys, it always felt like they were trying to prove something.  Not with Crystal.  She was enjoying me, and I was enjoying her.
 
   I felt her nipples hardening in my fingers and couldn’t for the life of me remember moving my hands from her face to her breasts.  I pulled away for a moment and saw them resting on them, though, her bikini top up and over her breasts.  I took my hands away and reached behind my back.  A moment later my bikini top was on the floor.  She pulled hers off completely and then both of us seemed to hesitate.  I worried for a moment she was backing out but instead she reached down to her waist and slid her bottoms off.  It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her naked.  We’d been friends forever, and roommates for a few years, too.  It was the very first time, though, that the sight of her pussy thrilled me.
 
   I felt obligated, naturally, to pull my bottoms down, although by phrasing it that way, it might seem like I wasn’t happy to do so.  I was.  I was more than happy.  I reached down and slid mine off, and the moment I was naked, Crystal lost all sense of hesitation.  She immediately kissed me again but she also moved her hand between my legs and rubbed at my pussy.  As the stimulation got powerful and I felt myself losing control, I threw my arms around her shoulders and held her tightly.  It was really amazing because whenever a boy had rubbed me there, it always seemed too rough and too insistent.  Not with Crystal.  She teased along my petals with an expertise that could come only from being a woman and knowing how a woman wants to be touched.
 
   I felt a pretty intense need to give as well as receive, and I let my hand slide to her pussy and began teasing along her lips.  I didn’t know if I’d be as good as she was, so I was relieved (and grateful) when she let out a surprised and very sexy moan.   It encouraged me, and even more than the moan, the feel of her encouraged me.  She was wet, very wet.  It made me realize that I was wet, too.  I don’t know why there was so much significance in that fact but it thrilled me and I got a bit more aggressive, teasingly almost penetrating her with my finger several times while she squirmed.  She finally took her hand off my pussy and forced my finger into her.  I felt a surge of triumph and when she put her hand back, she slipped two fingers into me.  I added a second finger to her and we spent the next several minutes kissing and fucking each other with our hands.
 
   The position didn’t change abruptly, but it did change.  After a while, and with her fingers still moving inside of me, Crystal pushed me back a little bit and put her mouth on one of my breasts.  With all that had already occurred, the feel of her lips on me and her tongue flicking at my nipple was really, really good.  It was like she was licking my clit and not my nipple and I moaned loudly and realized I’d stopped moving my fingers in her pussy.  She didn’t seem to mind at all.  In fact, it seemed to turn her on that I was distracted by her attention to my breast. 
 
   After a few more minutes of that, she pushed me flat on my back, and that was when I discovered Heaven.  My fingers slipped out of her but she kept hers moving in me and then kissed each nipple and then between my breasts and then on my belly and then my navel and then right above my clit and then right on my clit.  I felt a burst of pleasure and had a kind of mini orgasm.  It was unlike any I’d had before.  It was an orgasm without the release, like only the non-clenching part of cumming, no contractions just warm pleasure without the explosion.  Frankly, it was wonderful.  It didn’t end, either.  She kept moving her fingers and just kept her lips over me and I came in that strange way for two or three minutes straight.
 
   Then her tongue slipped out from her pursed lips and stroked over my hard little button and the full-blown orgasm arrived in a furious burst of clenching power so that I actually screamed nine or ten curse words as my body tensed impossibly and then bliss flooded me.  She moved her fingers harder and faster inside of me and I writhed on the couch and moaned like a slut as the pleasure seemed to grow in intensity.  It felt impossible.  It was already so fucking intense but it just kept getting stronger until my moans were choked off because I couldn’t breathe properly so it all came out like some kind of a crazy and almost sobbing sound.  At that point, it was too good.  If I could have managed some control over my body, I would have pushed her away.
 
   I had no control, though. One of my hands gripped the back of the couch and dug into the cushion.  I tried to let go but my fingers wouldn’t listen.  The other hand was similarly occupied but with one of the seat cushions.  The horrible irony about it was that hand was only inches from Crystal’s mouth and my ass even bounced against it as I bucked wildly under Crystal’s assault.  It seemed to go on forever, and I went through moments of time where I thought I would black out and other moments when it seemed like white light streaked across my vision.  
 
   It was just devastating.
 
   Then, Crystal let out a scream, and the vibrations of her voice against my lips made my entire body clench hard enough that I ended up in a sitting position.  She backed away, leaning the other direction, and I saw her fingers moving furiously in her own pussy.  I realized she’d been masturbating the entire time she’d sent me on the incredible roller coaster orgasm that still raged in me, only less grippingly, even without additional stimulation as I watched her fucking herself.  It took me a moment but I got enough control to lean forward.  I pulled her fingers from her pussy and slammed my own inside.  She screamed again and moved her hips and I tried to put my mouth on her clit but she pushed me away and my fingers slipped out.
 
   Then, she climbed on top of me and kissed me and held me, and we both began coming down.  I think both of us were devastated because the next thing I knew, I was waking up.  It was dark outside and Crystal was still on top of me, her head on my shoulder and her breath sending soft, warm breezes over my neck.  It was so damned strange to feel her on top of me and so damned wonderful at the same time.  The night was cold, and she shivered a bit so I gently roused her and since she was half-asleep, led her to her bedroom.  I got her into bed and got the blankets over her but when I reached the hallway to get back to my room, I missed her.  So, I made my way back to her bed and crawled under the blankets with her.  She was already fast asleep again.
 
   The next morning I woke her early.  I woke her with my lips.  Her eyes opened and she smiled at me and returned the kiss.  We didn’t have sex that morning although I was eager to taste her for the first time.  Instead we had breakfast and didn’t talk about the night before.  By lunchtime, I was really worried things were going to be awkward between us. She had an afternoon class, and we still hadn’t talked about it.  I was nervous and scared.  When she returned home, she finally said, “Why don’t you want to talk about last night? I thought it was wonderful and you kissed me this morning and I thought everything was okay so what the hell is wrong?”  I realized both of us had been waiting for the other one to talk. I laughed and threw my arms around her.
 
   We didn’t laugh long, and we skipped dinner.  It was really amazing how much more we could do on a bed than we could on a couch.
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   Lindsay stepped out of the hotel room, her heart beating wildly, and headed toward the elevator.  Alistair was waiting for her in the lobby, waiting so they could go to the convention.  It had already been such an amazing day, and not at all what she’d expected.  She’d anticipated getting right to the convention floor and looking at all the costumes.  She’d anticipated that she and Alistair would be flirtatious, and that innuendo would fill their day until the returned to the hotel room in the evening for urgent and overwhelming passion that had built for hours while they stared at men and women in flashy costumes.  She’d expected to tease Alistair mildly about some of the more elaborate sexy costumes the girls were bound to wear, costumes that left almost nothing to the imagination, costumes that made the wearer seem even more naked than they might have if they were completely undressed. She’d expected the tension to mount for hours until they returned to the hotel room and crossed the threshold a passionate mess with their lips locked together and their hands working desperately to get the other one’s clothes off.
 
   None of that had happened.  Hell, they’d been in the hotel for about three hours and she was only now heading to the convention.  She’d meet Alistair in the lobby and the two of them would enter the convention proper and that would be her first look at everything that was happening.  As far as building tension, it was a bit too late for that now.  Hell, is was well beyond too late for that.  They hadn’t been in the hotel for fifteen minutes before Alistair had instructed her to seduce and please a young woman dressed like a vampire.  The girl, Connie, had never been with a woman, and there had been something profoundly wonderful about kissing her, undressing her, and then bringing her to orgasm with her mouth.  It had been particularly wonderful because she’d been ordered to do it.  Alistair had given her very clear instructions to please the woman and every now and then he made comments or added nuances to his instructions as she licked, and as always she loved being dominated by him.
 
   But there was more.  The girl was terrified!  Sure, she was excited but she was nervous and so damned new and fresh and unsure.  So, even though Alistair was clearly dominant to Lindsay and there had been a playacting illusion that he was using a magical necklace to control Lindsay (who was dressed up like a sexy vampire-hunting demon) so that she would please Connie’s vampire persona Drusilla; that wasn’t at all how it felt.  Sure, Lindsay felt all of the normal wonderful excitement about being instructed by Alistair but she also got a taste of control.  In many ways, what she’d done was to dominate Connie.  She hadn’t given the girl specific instructions but there was no question at all.  She’d been in complete control.  When she finished and they’d sent Connie on her way, she was ready for Alistair to take her and take her hard!  That hadn’t happened, though.  Instead, she’d been instructed to do a strip tease and then to masturbate in front of Alistair while she told him the plot of one of her online hentai videos.  It had been scary and humiliating and wonderful to do it, and the orgasm had been astounding but she’d desperately wanted Alistair to fuck her and he hadn’t.  Instead, he’d praised her for doing a good job and left, telling her to shower, get dressed up again, and meet him in the lobby so they could go to the convention.
 
   It was maddening!  She was so desperate for him that it almost hurt.  She’d thought there would be a gradual buildup of tension that would all be released at the end of the day but instead, the tension had grown to impossible proportions almost immediately and had remained that way even after her orgasm! She took the elevator down to the lobby, eager to get to the convention and spend her time with Alistair trying desperately to get him so damned turned on that he’d have to take her back up to the room and have his way with her.  When she reached the expansive lobby, though, she couldn’t see him.  She looked around in vain until a perky looking woman in a hotel uniform appeared in front of her.  “Are you Lindsay?” the woman asked with a bright smile.  Lindsay nodded. The woman handed her a slip of paper. “A gentleman left a note for you.”
 
   She took the note, thanked the woman and opened it.  She recognized Alistair’s handwriting right away.  Lindsay.  I have an errand or two to run.  Go to the convention and I’ll join you later in the afternoon.  She looked at the clock.  It was just before eleven o’ clock.  She felt a bit disappointed but when she looked at the note, there was more.  If you behave, there might be a reward for you.  That last sentence thrilled her, and she wondered if Alistair had only pretended to have errands in order to give her a chance to “behave.”  She felt excitement building like crazy, and it was strange because she was still so damned horny for Alistair, so damned desperate for him.  She could still feel the remnant tremors of her orgasm coursing through her, could still see images of the tentacle story she’d told Alistair.
 
   God!  It was frustrating, though.  She wanted to feel the orgasm long after it happened but she wanted Alistair! She wanted his cum inside of her, filling her.  She wanted it inside of her and so much of it that it overflowed, so that it spilled onto her thighs and she felt it dripping down her legs.  She wanted to feel it seeping from her.  She wanted to walk with her pussy filled up and she wanted to feel it sloshing inside of her, to feel cum just sliding on her leg.  How she wanted to let it spill out and leave it there and keep it there.  She wanted it inside of her, every sperm fighting to find the prize and then when they found it to assault the egg with a vengeance so that new life just sprang up inside of her.  God!  She wanted it so badly.  Sometimes she imagined some kind of magical man who could cum buckets, literal buckets worth of semen filling her up and overfilling her and spilling out all over her legs and still cumming until she was just covered with the stuff.  Lately, when she imagined the magical man, it was Alistair.  God!  Just to have him cum inside of her!
 
   And instead she got to walk down to the convention with an empty pussy so she could “behave.” She realized as she walked that the sweet lady who’d given her the note hadn’t even looked twice at the outfit she’d worn.  Lindsay liked that.  There was something liberating to be able to dress up in a cosplay outfit.  Hell, she’d do it all the kind if she could but when the convention was in town, she didn’t get any of those sideways glances from people who weren’t in the activity, the glances that started with shock but essentially ended up as disdain.  At the convention, the looks were all admiration or (even better) lust.  She walked through the lobby and stepped through the front door to make her way down the sidewalk to where the convention auditoriums were set.  She made it about a dozen steps before she stopped because Connie was standing there, drinking a soda.  A wonderful idea filled her mind, and Lindsay took a deep breath.  It wasn’t exactly behaving but on the other hand, Alistair wouldn’t be back until very late and there was a good chance he wouldn’t even know, or if he did he’d find out after he’d finally fucked her anyway.
 
   Of course, she had no idea if the plan would even work.  It was sure as hell worth a try though.  She strode toward Connie purposefully but the younger woman dressed like a vampire didn’t notice her until she spoke.  “Hello, Drusilla,” Lindsay said.
 
   Connie looked up, and when she saw it was Lindsay, her face turned a deep shade of red immediately.  She bit her lip and giggled nervously. “Um… hello.”
 
   Lindsay smiled maliciously. “I’m afraid Alistair isn’t here.”  She leaned close until her face was only inches from the girl’s. “That means he can’t control me with the necklace.”  Connie’s eyes opened wide and Lindsay said, “So we’re going back to the room and this time you’ll be the one who does what she’s told.” She leaned even closer, and the younger girl breathed in sharply and Lindsay noted her lips parting to receive Lindsay’s kiss but Lindsay turned her head and instead put her lips right against the girl’s ear and whispered, “Come with me right now.”
 
   It was a terrible gamble but Lindsay just turned and began walking back to the room.  She’d felt an inordinate thrill just from ordering the girl around but it would all be for nothing if Connie didn’t play along.  She was worried about that but she kept walking and forced herself not to turn to look.  She walked through the lobby and to the elevators and pressed the button.  She didn’t turn to look and when the doors opened she stepped aside.  She had to keep from sighing in relief when she turned around and saw Connie stepping nervously into the elevator with her.  
 
   She waited until the elevator doors closed and then immediately leaned forward, pressing the girl against the sides of the elevator with her body.  She put one hand between the girl’s legs and squeezed as she leaned in to kiss her.  It was a rough kiss.  It was a claiming kiss.  It was designed to make sure Connie understood that Lindsay was in charge and that the events to follow would all be about obedience.  She slid her tongue slickly over Connie’s and squeezed her pussy through the leggings while the girl let out a surprised moan at her aggression.  When she broke off the kiss, the elevator doors opened for their floor but Lindsay remained in place with her hand still between Connie’s legs and her eyes locked on the vampire girl’s face.
 
   “How old are you?” she asked.
 
   “N…nineteen,” the girl replied.
 
   Lindsay squeezed hard and the girl gasped. “Connie,” Lindsay said. “Connie, Connie, Connie.  You’re going to have to do better than that.”  She squeezed again and the girl let out a moan as she stared at Lindsay with frightened eyes.  “Have you seen Return of the Jedi?”
 
   “Wh—what?” Lindsay squeezed again, and the girl moaned and said, “Yes! Yes, I’ve seen it!”
 
   Lindsay smiled and released the pressure but continued to gently squeeze and release. “At the end, when all the little fury guys are celebrating, Luke notices three people standing and watching, and they’re all dead.  You remember that.”
 
   Connie breathed out a moan through her sighs as the elevator doors closed.  The girl turned to look at the closing doors so Lindsay squeezed hard again and the girl gasped and turned her attention back to Lindsay.  She smiled and said, “They were all dead but Obi Wan and Anakin and Yoda were all too strong with the force to fade away.  They were eternal.  Do you understand?”  The girl nodded. Lindsay continued as she felt the elevators moving. “I’m a demon, a succubus.  I’m eternal, too.”  The girl stared and nodded.  “Well, I asked you how old you were and you didn’t tell me, you little vampire girl.  You told me how old Connie is.  You’re not Connie right now.”
 
   The girl gulped and the elevator doors opened.  A woman walked in, about forty or so, and didn’t even seem to notice what was happening.  Lindsay didn’t take her hand from Connie’s pussy but she did turn her body a bit to hide it. She looked at the woman with a smile and said, “What floor would you like?”
 
   The woman smiled back and said, “Three please.  Why is everyone in costume?”
 
   “It’s a convention,” Lindsay said. She pressed the woman’s floor and also her own.
 
   “Sounds fun.”
 
   “Oh it’s very fun,” Lindsay said and as she did she gave another squeeze.  Connie started to moan and then tried to disguise it with a cough.  Lindsay held back laughter as the elevator stopped on the second floor.  The woman left and Lindsay turned back to Connie and said, “I should have made you kiss her.  I almost did.”  That was a lie but the look in Connie’s face was priceless.  “Now.  How old are you?”
 
   “Ni,” Connie started and then swallowed hard. “Nine hundred and seventy-two years old.”
 
   Lindsay smiled and kissed her hard again while squeezing.  The girl moaned and Connie kept it up until the doors open.  Then she released her and backed away. “That’s much better,” she said. “Now you walk ahead and lift your cloak up over your waist because I want to look at your ass the whole way to the room.”  The girl looked like she was going to faint from terror but she gathered her cloak up over her waist and stepped out of the elevator.  
 
   That gave Lindsay a big thrill but she got an even bigger thrill because of what Connie said.  She said, “Yes ma’am.”
 
   She walked behind the girl and did, indeed admire her little heart shaped ass and the way the leggings accentuated the form of it.  God!  She was going to spank it.  She knew that for sure.  At least two of three spanks on each cheek, not hard but just enough to let the girl know she meant business.  That ass was beautiful.  Connie was beautiful.  It was wonderful, so damned wonderful.  The idea she could be in charge was absolutely thrilling, and Lindsay waked behind her trying to find a pretense, any pretense for spanking.  She couldn’t wait to get her out of those clothes, to just get the girl naked and have her way with her completely.  The need that had built up in her from Alistair’s withholding was enormous, and it just got worse and worse by the second.  Maybe she couldn’t have his cock.  Maybe Lindsay couldn’t have him inside of her but she sure as well was going to have someone.  Maybe she couldn’t know the joy of having Alistair spurting inside of her but she sure as hell was going to feel that girl’s tongue.
 
   Lindsay had to stop for a moment because an image hit her, the image of her pussy filled with Alistair’s seed and her hands wrapped up in the girl’s hair as she held her in place so Connie could lap up everything that leaked out.  She took a deep breath and was grateful that Connie remembered where the room was and she didn’t have to speak. She took another breath as she walked to the door and inserted the key card.  Connie stood nervously, and Lindsay smiled maliciously at her.  When we get inside, Drusilla, I want you kneeling in front of the chair completely naked in exactly forty-five seconds.”  She opened the door and added, “Don’t disappoint me.”
 
   She suppressed a delighted giggle as the vampire girl began fumbling with her clothes in a panic.  Lindsay walked to the chair and sat down.  It had taken Lindsay almost a minute just to get the girl’s corset off the first time.  There was no possibility of success… for Connie.  For Lindsay, Connie’s failure was great success.  She’d get her excuse to spank the nineteen year old.  She stared at the couch where she’d sat with her legs spread widely just a short time ago, performing for Alistair’s pleasure.  The coffee table was still out of the way, and Lindsay looked at her watch.  Thirty-nine seconds had passed.  She turned to look at the vampire girl.  She was naked from the waist down but still wore her cape and only had about a third of her corset unfastened.  She smiled and then had to fight back a moan.  The girl was all hers, and she was going to be late, and Lindsay felt excitement unlike any she’d felt in a long time.  She was really dominating!  She was really in control!
 
   She watched the girl struggling desperately with her corset. It took her another minute and a half before she threw it to the floor and then struggled to untie the string that held the cape around her neck.  She was so damned cute, so beautiful and so eager to please.  Lindsay watched her finally free herself from the cape and then rush naked until she stood in front of Lindsay before she dropped to her knees and stared up at her expectantly.  Lindsay reached out and cupped her chin.  “You’re so lovely, Drusilla.”  She smiled in what she hoped was a menacing way. “And so very late.”  The girl stared up at her.  The only thing that seemed more powerful than the look of fear on her face was the intense arousal she could see in the girl’s eyes.  The girl was so terribly cute that Lindsay felt an immediate outpouring of sympathy and it took a great effort of will to keep up the act.  She took a breath, and still cupping the girl’s chin in her hand said, “Do you remember when you were a little girl and did something wrong, Drusilla?  I know it was many, many centuries ago but try to remember.”
 
   The girl thought for a second and said, “Um… I got a time out.”
 
   Lindsay laughed. The laughter was genuine and flowed from her so damned naturally that it came out heartily and powerfully.  She felt tears in her eyes from it, and even though it meant breaking character, she couldn’t help but hug Connie warmly.  She backed away and said, “You’re kind of new to this whole cosplay thing, aren’t you?”
 
   Connie looked confused but the laughter was infectious so she started giggling as well.  It went on for four or five minutes but it didn’t dispel any of Lindsay’s arousal.  If anything, it made her want everything even more.  When they’d calmed down, Lindsay said, “I really like you, Connie.”
 
   Connie smiled bashfully and it looked like she blushed a little bit. “I really like you, too.”
 
   Lindsay said, “Okay.  So I want to take charge of you, make you do things, and I want to start out by spanking you.  I mean, I want to make you use your mouth on me, teach you how to do that.  But like I said, I’ve been thinking about spanking you, and I really want that. Not mean or really hard.  I mean, it will sting a bit but it’s to be sexy and not to hurt you.”  The girl bit her lip and smiled.  Lindsay realized the idea turned her on quite a bit. “But you need to keep pretending to be Drusilla and I’m going to pretend to be Lindsay the Demon and not Lindsay the Girl.”
 
   Connie nodded. “I like that.  It’s fun.” 
 
   Lindsay smiled.  “Did you like when Alistair and I pretended like I had to be forced to please you?”
 
   It was like the girl’s face flooded with color.  “A whole lot.  Wow.  Yeah.”
 
   She smiled. “Okay.  You’re almost a thousand years old, Drusilla.  I don’t think time outs were even invented before like 1960 or 1970.”
 
   Connie’s eyes opened wide. “Oh!  I understand now.”  She cleared her throat and said with eyes downcast, “When I failed my mother or my father I was handed to the head of the servants, and he would take me over his knee and spank me.  When I entered into life in the night, he was the first blood I took for daring to spank me.”
 
   Lindsay felt a visceral thrill and said, “Well, you’ve misbehaved again, and you’ve failed me.  I’m not your mother or father, though, and I handle my punishments all by myself.”  She could feel the excitement building in her, and she stood up and unzipped the back of the bodysuit.  As she got herself undressed, far faster than she had for Alistair, she said, “But I am a generous mistress, and I will allow you to participate in your punishment.  You may decide how many times my hand will fall over you.”  She kicked her shoes from her feet and stepped out of the bodysuit.  Her panties followed a moment later and she sat back down with her legs spread a bit.  Connie looked between them and Lindsay was excited to see some of her nervousness return.
 
   Connie looked up at her with those wide-eyes that reminded her of anime girls and said, “Um… is ten enough?”  The words were like Alistair’s orders.  They touched Lindsay on a physical level.  Before she could reply, though, Connie said, “I mean, like ten for each cheek?”  It was almost impossible not to moan when she said that.  Lindsay had planned on five or six swats total.  Now she had twenty.  Twenty! 
 
   She had to stay in character, though, so she said, “That should be sufficient, I suppose.”  Then, just because she felt herself losing some of the control, even if only in her own mind, she added, “But if your behavior doesn’t change afterward, we’ll have to add more later.”
 
   The girl nodded, the arousal winning out over the nervousness but the nervousness so strong now it bordered on panic.  Lindsay smiled and said.  “I want you over my knee.”  She didn’t know why it felt better to make the girl do it herself but there was something about the humiliation of the event, the way the girl had to rise to her feel and then stand in indecision as she tried to figure out how to go about things.  She smartly chose to climb over one of the arms of the chair, and Lindsay closed her legs so the girl could bring her knees down.  It was a large chair but Lindsay realized the couch would make things better because there was almost no contact with the girl’s body and she was more on all fours than over her knee.
 
   “Sill vampire girl,” she said.  “Not here.  On the couch.”  Connie immediate scrambled up and off, and the scrambling was precious.  Lindsay only caught sight of her face very briefly but the emotion evident in the girl’s fear of disappointing her demon mistress was shockingly real. Lindsay found herself torn because she desperately wanted to pull the girl to her, to ravish her right then but she also desperately wanted to spank her, to take absolute control.  She lazily rose and made her way to the couch, sitting down and fixing her eyes on Connie.  The young woman stared at her, and Lindsay said, “What are you waiting for?  Did I not make clear what I wanted from you?”
 
   The girl nodded vigorously and rushed to comply, climbing onto the couch and then lying over Lindsay’s lap.  The feel of her body over Lindsay’s thighs was wonderful, damned wonderful, and when Lindsay placed a hand the small of her back she could feel the girl trembling.  She pressed firmly with that hand and then let the fingers of her other hand trail down to touch the girl’s thigh.  She touched lightly and then gradually moved her fingertips along the girl’s thigh until she reached the curve of her ass.  She moved up further, softly, until the tension was too much to bear and she lifted her hand up and let it fall in a hard slap against the girl’s right ass cheek.
 
   She’d spanked far harder than she intended to!  The girl yelped, and Lindsay could see the pink impression of her hand on the girl’s cheek.  She was about to turn her around and apologize but then Connie let out a breathy, “Thank you, Demon Mistress.”  If the girl’s tongue had been on Lindsay’s clit, it likely wouldn’t have impacted her as powerfully.  She let another spank fall on the exact location, and now the girl’s as was a deeper pink.  There was another yelp and another murmur of thanks.  Lindsay spanked twice more in rapid succession.  The girl yelped, let out a very strained, “Thank you, Demon Mistress,” through clenched teeth and then seemed to relax.  She sighed, moaned softly, and repeated the moan.
 
   That moan was even better than the first note of thanks, and Lindsay felt a spasm in her pussy. “I think you’re enjoying this Drusilla.”
 
   “Oh y—“ The girl caught herself and the next words were contrite rather than excited. “No Demon Mistress.  It really hurts and it’s a very fitting punishment that I really deserve.”
 
   She was lying through her teeth but Lindsay loved the playacting and loved that the girl was enjoying the spanks.  She looked down.  The girl’s right ass cheek was mostly pink now, and there were some spots where it was dark enough to almost approach red.  “How many spanks have you received, Drusilla?”
 
   Connie said, “Four. Four, Demon Mistress.”
 
   Lindsay lifted her hand and brought it down hard but stopped about two inches from the girl’s ass.  She watched the girl lift her ass to receive the blow, flinch, and then let out a moan filled with both relief and disappointment when it didn’t land.  “How many are left?”
 
   Connie’s voice was filled with desperation as she said, “Sixteen.”  Lindsay gave her a second and then brought her hand down hard on the girl’s left cheek just as she remembered so that the Demon Mistress came out as a yelp.  The girl trembled and Lindsay realized with a great deal of amazement and an equal amount of shock that the girl was really, really turned on.  The shuddering almost made it seem like the girl could cum just from the spanking.  She landed another spank on the girl’s left cheek.  She moaned softly and thanked her again.  Two more spanks got the same result but the strain in the girl’s voice was confirmation.  Every spank was bringing her closer just as thrusts into her might. 
 
   She landed another had spank on the girl’s left cheek and then another on her right.  The girl moaned again and had to calm herself for a few seconds before she breathed out, “Thank you Demon Mistress.”
 
   Lindsay held back a moan of her own and said, “I think you’re enjoying this, Drusilla.”
 
   Connie swallowed hard and said, “Oh no, Demon Mistress!  It hurts!  It really does.”
 
   Lindsay smiled.  She knew Connie was telling the truth about the hurting part.  Something about the spanking, though, was forcing the girl’s body to react against logic. She spanked twice on Connie’s right cheek and then twice on Connie’s left.  The girl was shuddering now, and she could hear her straining to speak.  She was right at the edge.  Hell, she might be past the point of no return.  Lindsay began spanking hard and fast, moving from one cheek to the next.  She lost count but thought she’d landed six or so on each cheek when the girl’s back suddenly arched and then her whole body clenched up.  She let out a long moan as she came, and though she knew she was well past her allotted twenty spanks, Lindsay kept raining down blows on the girl’s as, and each one made the girl moan more loudly even as her ass cheeks changed from deep pink to an angry red.
 
   Each spank also made the girl’s body jerk and Lindsay realized the spanks were having the same effect of repeated thrusts would have after an orgasm.  They were heightening the contractions and making them grip the girl even more tightly.  She was spanking the girl and making her cum harder!  It was too much for her, and she spanked for only five or six more blows before she wrenched the girl’s body around so that she was suddenly on her knees in front of her.  She grabbed Lindsay’s head and pulled her face to her pussy.  The girl looked up at her in shock and terror but her nervousness didn’t matter because as soon as her lips touched Lindsay’s clit, Lindsay came hard.  By the time the girl got over her tentativeness and extended her tongue, Lindsay was already moving her hips wildly as she held the girl in place.  Connie’s first experience pleasing a woman with her tongue really didn’t involve her tongue much as all.  Instead, with her hands holding firmly to the girl’s head, she slid her pussy up and down and from side to side, using her nose, lips, chin, and cheeks to extend the pleasure. Lindsay rubbed herself against the girl’s face and stared down over her back at her abused ass cheeks as she came and she felt like the orgasm was far superior to any she’d had in a very long time. She lost awareness of time for a bit and when she finally came to her senses, the girl was softly nuzzling her clit and sliding her hands up and down Lindsay’s thighs.
 
   She released her grip on the girl’s hair as Connie kissed her clit softly and also all along her slit.  Connie didn’t back away when Lindsay let go, and Lindsay sighed as she stroked the girl’s hair and said softly, “Very good, Drusilla.”  She looked down at the girl’s ass cheeks in wonder. How could such a thing have resulted in an orgasm?  Connie would have a hard time sitting down for at least a day or two but she’d behaved as though she would have been happy to be spanked forever. She couldn’t understand the reasoning.  She’d always kind of wanted Alistair to spank her but she’d envisioned it as a very short part of foreplay and not an end in and of itself.  She couldn’t even imagine going through what the girl had endured.
 
   “Was there something about the word behave that confused you?”
 
   Alistair’s voice startled her, and she pushed Connie away from her pussy and stared at him.  From the look on his face, he was definitely capable of delivering far worse to Lindsay than what she’d given the vampire girl.
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   Tax return season was always stressful for Hayden and me.  We worked for a tax franchise company, helping our franchisees set up those temporary offices in department stores, malls, and discount centers.  From the end of February until the middle of April, it was nonstop work and a kind of controlled chaos that never seemed like it would work out but somehow did.  We’d worked for the company for almost six years, both of us applying on the same day and both of us getting the jobs.  We’d known each other for much longer, having met in elementary school, best friends from almost the first day.
 
   We were roommates in college and remained roommates after college, and after our first overwhelming tax season with the company, we went out and shopped like crazy to celebrate a return to normalcy.  Every year since, the weekend after tax season was a weekend of new clothes and an impromptu fashion show for each other.  It was a fun weekend, and it usually resulted in us heading out to a bar to pick up one night stands.  A few years back, it had led to a nine-week affair for Alicia with a computer programmer on temporary assignment from New York, but the relationship hadn’t survived a week long distance.
 
   This year, we both found ourselves pretty well stocked with outfits, and most of our shopping was for lingerie and accessories.  So, our little fashion show ended up being like some kind of porn shoot, and we giggled and laughed our way through corsets, stockings, garters, teddies, and more.  Eventually, we were laughing and giggling about how we were like strippers and that, of course, led to lewd comments.  I found myself on the couch waving a dollar bill while Hayden came over and gave me a lap dance.  There was a lot of sexual tension, but I don’t think either of us recognized it as such.  We’d known each other and been best friends for almost twenty years.
 
   From that point forward, as we changed into our various sets of panties and lingerie, we tried to out-sexy each other.  That was pretty much how it all began.  I don’t really know how it happened.  Sure, I felt sexy, and so did Hayden; but we’d tried on and showed off new sexy clothes before in front of each other and we hadn’t gone crazy.  Nonetheless, while she swayed and pretended that her new pink panties and bra were part of some kind of a strip tease outfit, I couldn’t help but realize just how attractive she was.  We both were, really, bit while I was tiny, really short and petite; she was tall.  We both had breasts proportioned to our bodies, and I think we shared another quality in that our asses were our best features.  Her strip tease act was fun and sexy, and I swayed too and even started pulling at the corners of my panties as though I was going to take them off.  
 
   The whole thing seemed to spiral out of control when she danced closer, sliding her body right up to me and making a sexy face.  I couldn’t help myself, and I reached out with my hand, put it behind her head, and pulled her in for a kiss.  Instantly, the swaying stopped.  She pulled away and stared at me in shock.  “Why did you do that?” she asked.
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I replied softly, my cheeks heating up with embarrassment. 
 
   She stared at me for a moment and then said softly, “I kind of liked it.”
 
   I had liked it, too, but I was so damned embarrassed that I didn’t say anything at all.  She leaned forward again, though, and when her lips met mine for the second time, I felt the embarrassment disappear into arousal and desperate curiosity. I’d never been with a woman before and never really considered it but at that moment I was ready to let things go as far as she wanted them to.   When I felt one of her hands roam downward to squeeze at my breast, I realized she wanted things to go far indeed.
 
   I pushed her away though.  “What if things get weird, Hayden?”
 
   “They won’t get weird.”  She smiled softly at me.
 
   “But what if they do?  I’ve never been with a girl before.  I want to.  Well, I want to right now and right here with you.  But what if I hate it and things get weird.  What if I love it and things get weird?”
 
   She rolled her eyes.  “I’ve never been with a girl before either, and things won’t get weird.”
 
   “But what if—” She put her finger on my lips.
 
   “Do you remember Ricky Tays?”  Of course I remembered, and I blushed at the memory.  When we were high school, she’d told me she’d been blowing her boyfriend every date.  I’d never given a blowjob and I asked what it was like so she hid me in her closet and then sat him on the edge of the bed and sucked him off.  I’d masturbated furiously as I watched, and later she told me she knew I was doing it.  “It never got weird between us then,” she said.  “It won’t now.”  She leaned forward and kissed me again and this time I gasped because she reached down and put her hand over my pussy, squeezing through the soft fabric of the panties.
 
   My resistance melted and desire overtook judgment.  I lifted my arms to her face and kissed her desperately, letting my tongue explore her mouth and moaning as she continued to gently squeeze at me and moved her other hand up and down my back.  We stayed in that position for a minute or two, just making out while she touched me, and finally she broke off the kiss and stared at me.  Her face displayed absolute lust, and the sight of it was even more powerful than the feel of her hand.  “I’m so damned turned on right now,” she said, and then she took her hand away from my pussy so she could use it to push me backward onto the couch.
 
   I gasped as I landed on the cushions and she just climbed on top of me, straddling me as she put her mouth back on mine, kissing me more aggressively.  I ended up with my hands on her waist, but her hands moved to my bra.  It hooked in the front, and she began unfastening the hooks as I moved my hands lower, allowing my fingers to push under the waistband of her panties.  When she got it open, she pushed the straps off my shoulders and put her hands over my breasts, squeezing as she kissed me.  I felt my body respond to her touch and felt my nipples against her palms.  I moaned softly and it seemed to make her even more aggressive.  Her breathing got heavier and she pulled away a little roughly, staring at me with more lust than I’d ever seen on a man’s face.
 
   She opened her mouth wide and closed it over my breast, flicking her tongue and gradually pulling her lips tighter until they were pursed over my nipple.  I let out a cry that turned into a kind of keening moan and she moved her tongue faster while her other hand squeezed my other breast and pinched at my other nipple.  I could feel it between my legs and I began pushing my body up against her.  She still straddled me, and it was maddening because I desperately wanted to rub my pussy against something, anything.  Finally, I couldn’t take it and I pushed her back. 
 
   I grabbed her and yanked at her panties.  It was a shame because although they were beautiful, they were dainty and I tore them as I got them down.  That was fine by me because it meant I didn’t have to pull at them anymore.  They hung from one leg.  I pulled her to me, this time making sure she straddled only one of my thighs. And I began rolling my hips against her.  I felt her on my leg, and she moaned but more importantly I felt her leg against my pussy and I almost screamed from the contact.  She started to giggle at my reaction but as my leg moved against her clit, her giggled turned into an almost strangled cry of desire. By that time, I was utterly taken by the moment.  Any ideas of a first lesbian experience being a sweet and romantic event with soft movements and gentle flowing orchestral music disappeared.  I wanted her and I wanted all of her.
 
   She felt the same way.  She turned me to the side and then pushed me back so that I ended up prone on the cushions of the couch.  She climbed up toward me, and I watched her tiny pink pussy approaching.  I felt a burst of nervousness along with the desire, but I reached out to grab her waist to help her along the way.  She twisted out of my grasp and instead of straddling my face as I’d expected, she turned around so that she knelt over my face and leaned toward my crotch.  She made as violent and as quick of work with my panties as I’d made of hers, and just as her pussy pressed against my lips I felt her tongue at my clit.  It was shockingly good, and it took me a moment to get my bearings enough to push my tongue out to taste her.
 
   I touched her clit and she moaned against mine.  It heightened my desire and my curiosity, and I began exploring her folds, licking in and around her slit and pushing my tongue into her.  She responded by moving against me and moaning, and each moan sent tremors of pleasure up from my clit so that I felt myself growing closer and closer to orgasm.  There was something so damned erotic about her pussy and her taste, and it was made even more erotic as the movements of my tongue elicited responses.  I knew I would cum soon, and I wanted her to cum as well.  I began licking harder and faster and she responded by moaning more and doing the same.  As I raced to get her off, her responses only brought me closer to my own orgasm.  Finally, she plunged fingers into me, and I could hold off no longer.  I cried out against her pussy as pleasure exploded over me and I held onto her ass cheeks with both hands, holding tightly and desperately as my body bucked and spasmed beneath her.
 
   She wasn’t idle but continued to rub her pussy against my face, and I licked as well as I could through the cycle of clenching and relaxing that wave after wave of pleasure brought me.  It was kind of strange to feel such pleasure but to simultaneously feel disappointment that she had yet to cum.  My body was wracked with the spasms of my orgasm, and I knew in just a minute I’d be exhausted and unable to continue.  It didn’t help that the fingers she’d pushed into me to drive me over the edge were still moving rapidly and powerful.  The fingers…they’d pushed me over the edge.  Through something that seemed like a superhuman effort of will, I lifted my hand and plunged two fingers into Hayden.
 
   It worked.  She screamed against my pussy and her fingers stopped moving as her whole body clenched up in pleasure.  I felt her pussy clamping and unclamping as I moved my fingers in and out of her.  Her reactions, of course, set my own orgasm to raging again, and I had to stop moving my fingers as well.  We both lay there tangled up on the couch, each of us holding our fingers steady and each of our pussies squeezing at them.  I don’t know how long we came, but I know we stayed that way tangled together with our fingers inside of each other long after our pussies stopped clenching.
 
   Finally, Hayden pulled her fingers out of me and climbed off the couch.  I looked at her and then myself and I started to giggle.  She giggled too but then asked why we were laughing.  I pointed at her torn panties and said, “Between the two of us we just destroyed about a hundred dollars’ worth of lingerie.”
 
   She laughed and knelt on the floor.  She leaned over and kissed me and then smiled.  “Honey, we have another nine hundred to a thousand dollars’ worth to destroy before we’re done.”
 
   I stopped giggling, but it wasn’t because I wasn’t happy.
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   I hurried out of my shower because tonight was girls’ night.  It was something we did once a week to take the edge off from studying or work, and the wine and chick flicks was a wonderful way to unwind.  I knew my roommates were home because they’d called for me just as I was stepping into the shower.  I didn’t even dry off very well but instead wrapped the towel over my body and hurried out.  I figured I’d put on sweatpants and a tee shirt and be damp but the wine, snacks, and the movie would get started faster.  I made my way down the hall and then turned to cross through the living room so I could get into my room.  Instead, I took three steps and stopped with my mouth hanging open.
 
   Tanya, Alice, and Bonnie were on the couch and I stared in shock, water from the shower still dripping off me.  I held the towel tighter to myself.  I couldn’t believe it, my three roommates; my three roommates were naked on the couch licking each other, touching each other, kissing each other.  It was unlike anything I’d ever seen and I was completely paralyzed. Every fantasy I’d ever had about being with another woman suddenly exploded over me with the kind of force that left me breathless.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  It was utterly and absolutely impossible.
 
   At that moment, Tanya had her mouth on Alice’s pussy while Bonnie had her fingers inside of Tanya’s pussy.  It made no sense at all.  I stared at the way that Alice was moaning and how her blonde hair would shake as she moved her head back and forth.  I couldn’t believe it.  I stared for second and then Alice’s eyes opened and she saw me.  She pushed Tanya away, which didn’t bother Tanya.  She and Bonnie just immediately started going at it.  But then Alice walked up to me and before I could even think twice about it, her mouth was on me.  As she kissed me, her hands began roaming over my body and my towel dropped to the floor.
 
   It was utterly unexpected, completely shocking, incredibly presumptuous of her, and the absolute most incredible thing I had ever experienced.  Her tongue slipped past my lips and began to explore my mouth as her hand moved to my breast and began pinching softly at my nipples.  I stood there, kind of in shock.  I wouldn’t say that I was actively participating so much as I was actively experiencing it but it was astounding, really.  Her hands on my breasts and her tongue in my mouth felt like the most incredible thing I had ever felt before.
 
   She eventually noticed that I wasn’t doing anything other than taking whatever she gave, so I felt her hand suddenly on my wrist and she moved my hand down between her legs. It was the craziest thing in the world to realize as my hand closed over her pussy that I was actually going to have sex with another woman.  Her slit was very wet and I didn’t know how much of that was arousal or how much of that was just Tanya’s mouth on her seconds ago.  I began rubbing in circles as she continued to kiss me, and then she took her mouth off of mine and began kissing my neck.
 
   Her hands wandered. One stayed on my breast but the other moved down and she slipped fingers into me.  I was so damn turned on that they slipped in easily, and with her mouth on my neck, kissing and licking softy, I got a good view of what Tanya and Bonnie were doing.  It was one of the biggest fantasies I ever had with women.  They were on top of each other in the sixty-nine position and Tanya’s tongue was really visible, licking upward at Bonnie’s cunt.  I watched the writhing bodies as my own body began swelling with desire and arousal. I guess I did it just because Alice was doing it to me, but instead of rubbing her clit, I moved fingers down and slipped two into her pussy.  It was really a pretty astounding thing.  She moaned and instantly began moving her hips against my hand so I began moving my hips against hers.  We did that for a few seconds while I watched Bonnie and Tanya going crazy just five or six feet away on the couch.  Then Alice pulled her fingers out of me, took my hand out of her and led me to the couch.  The next thing I knew, I was sitting on the couch with my legs spread wide and her mouth was between my legs.
 
   It was wonderfully good.  I’d had a few guys go down on me before but none of them had the skill that she did.  I wasn’t sure if it was just because she was a woman and she knew more about a pussy than a guy or if she was just enthusiastic or if she was remarkable or something along those lines but what I knew was that pleasure coursed through my body as she licked me.  Pleasure coursed through me and it was punctuated by the fact that I could hear Bonnie and Tanya moaning crazily and I could see even more clearly Tanya’s tongue lapping at Bonnie’s slit. Alice was remarkable with her mouth.  She flicked at my clit and then she knew almost perfectly when I needed more and she’d begin sucking on it nice and hard.  And then she’d pull back and flick her tongue a little more, and then the rough sucking would happen.  It was incredible.  It was like I was an instrument and she was playing me, and she was the best damned musician in the world.  She licked and sucked, and made hungry noises, and I shook on the couch, completely overcome by everything that was happening.
 
   I knew that I was going to cum and cum quickly, and it was astounding because usually it took me a long time to get where I needed to go.  I put my hands down on her head and then my orgasm happened.  It exploded over my body with intensity unlike anything I’d experienced ever before.  Pleasure seemed to cascade over me from the bottom of my toes to my fingertips.  My whole body shook and I felt contraction after contraction, an explosive cycle of tensing and releasing that seemed never to end.  It was so goddamn tensed so it felt like my body would break and then it was so overwhelmingly relaxed that I felt I’d be lost forever. It happened over and over and over again as she continued to just assault my pussy with her tongue.
 
   Finally, it got to be too sensitive and I kind of nudged her away.  She looked at me and smiled and licked her lips, and that process of just licking her lips sent another aftershock of pleasure through me.  It was just completely crazy.  I looked down at her breathing heavily.  She whispered, “A little sensitive?”  I rolled my eyes and sighed. Well, I guess it was pretty much a moan more than a sigh.  She smiled and then before I could stop her, her mouth was back on me and she was sucking my clit furiously while I squirmed and had to reach down and push at her head. I had to push really hard and it took me about six or seven seconds before I got her off of me and she laughed, giggling at me as she moved up.  
 
   Even feeling her body slide along my pussy as she began kissing me softly on my tits and then my neck and then my mouth was overwhelming.  I lifted a leg up over the small of her back and held her tight, kissing me because I wanted the sensations in my body to slow down a little bit.  I rubbed her back gently and softly, and she was gentle now as well, not that it mattered because my body was responding beyond any stimulation at this point, still spiraling, out of control pleasure still making me shake.  She was patient with me, kissing softly and gently. Then I felt her fingers push into me.  It was astounding.  It was astounding because I would have expected that I’d shriek because of the sensitivity, but I don’t know if my body had calmed down or if the sensitivity was all focused on my clit.  When she pushed into me, my orgasm doubled but it did so in a way that was bearable and I felt my pussy clamping onto her fingers.  I moaned.  I held onto her.  I squeezed my legs more tightly around her waist and it was only then that I realized I’d pinned her arm when I put them up in the first place.
 
   She began fucking me furiously with her fingers while I held her tightly and eventually had to break off the kiss because I was screaming, “Fuck! Fuck!  Oh God, fuckfuck.  Oh Jesus, fuck. Fuuuck!”  The other girls were moaning too but I couldn’t’ even open my eyes.  They were squeezed shut as I let that pleasure course over me and through me.  It was overwhelming beyond any orgasm I’d ever had and probably beyond any experience I’d ever had.  Finally, she slowed her fingers until she just left them inside of me, and then when she did, she gently disengaged my legs.
 
   She pulled herself off of me and then moved to my side and kissed me again softly.  Suddenly I wanted to please her.  I pushed her back until she was leaning against the couch and I just buried my face in between her legs.  She lay there and I worked my tongue and looked at her expressions.  I tried to do it like she did, flicking at her clit and then sucking when I thought it was right.  The taste was wonderful.  It was very erotic and sweet, and I found myself concerned less about technique than I was now at just exploring her body.  I moved my tongue up and down her slit and then at her clit.  I moved it inside of her, I moved it around her.  And then something happened that was kind of incredible, Bonnie suddenly appeared lying across her.  I looked over and I could see Tanya licking at her pussy.  Bonnie’s expression was one of absolute lust and so was Alice’s.
 
   Bonnie moved her mouth and began licking at Alice’s tits while I licked at her pussy, and it was incredible.  I redoubled my efforts and then Bonnie turned her face toward me and whispered, “She likes penetration.”  So, I lifted my mouth away and I pushed two fingers into her. Bonnie moved her mouth down and while Tanya licked on her, Bonnie began flicking her tongue over Alice’s clit as I fucked her with my fingers.  It was so incredible.  Bonnie was moaning.  Alice was moaning, I was moaning, Tanya was moaning.  Everyone was just in a frenzy of sexual activity and I couldn’t’ believe how turned on I was.  I couldn’t believe that I hadn’t even talked to them about it, that I just walked in on them and it all started happening.
 
   It was extraordinarily sexy and absolutely overwhelming, and I loved every second of it.  When Bonnie suddenly screamed against Alice’s clit and I saw her body shaking, I couldn’t help myself, I pulled her face up and I began kissing her, pushing my tongue into her mouth as she came, and my fingers were still working in Alice.  As I kissed Bonnie, Alice came and I felt her hips move furiously against my hand.  I fucked her as hard as I could and I pulled my mouth off Bonnie and leaned over Alice to kiss her. It pinned Bonnie’s head between our two bodies but I didn’t give a damn.  I wanted Alice to cum so fucking hard that she’d scream, and I kissed her and moved  my hands and fucked her and did everything I could to just drive her to heights like she’d driven me, to make her so overwhelmed that she had to beg me to stop.  But I didn’t get the chance to do it because a few seconds later, Tanya was pulling me away from her and I was flat on my back and Tanya was sitting on my face at the same time her mouth found my pussy.
 
   It went on like that for two or three hours.  We switched partners back and forth - tongues, fingers, tits, pussy.  The strangest thing happened when Alice pushed her tongue into my cunt at the same time that Bonnie pushed her tongue into my asshole.  And while that was happening, Tanya was holding my face to her pussy and rubbing it all over me.  It was an experience I’d never expected and one I’d certainly never forget.  Really, though…that was pretty much the whole damned night, wasn’t it?
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