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		Part One

		

		Standing in the shower, the water rinses off the final traces of shave cream from my crotch. I don't know why I bother, who's going to see it? Because here it is! Another night and the girls and I are going to be doing the same thing again! Go to the city and look at the people going in and out of the clubs. Nothing will happen. We will just stand around and giggle at each other as the older guys walk by us.

		I don't know what my friends find so appealing or exciting about it. Nothing ever happens and they make such a big deal about it. We can't go into the clubs, we are too young. If a boy does look at them, the girls get all shy and act silly. For me there is nothing better to do, so I just tag along, but I don't find it very interesting. Even the older guys, are a waste, trying to act so cool. They act just like the girls. I know they want to talk to us but they just walk on by and don't say anything or mumble to themselves.

		I usually stand off by myself and watch what is happening from a distance. I don't want to be included or associated with the nonsense.

		Stepping out of the shower I dry myself off with the towel and then wrap my hair up in it. Standing before the mirror, I look at my body with a critical eye. I glad my body finally caught up with my maturity. My mind thinks like an adult, but, until recently, my body was that of a young teenager. I am 18 years old and at 5' 8", taller than average. My hips have filled out and my legs have shape now, my breasts are about average 34B. They are mostly pear shaped and are very sensitive. Cupping them in my hands I try to imagine what it would be like to have someone else touching them and I start to get that feeling between my legs.

		Removing the towel from my head, I comb out my hair. Should I grow it out or keep it the same length? Tonight I am not going to curl it, I think I will just brush it and leave it straight to my shoulders. I bend over at the waist and brush it out again, 50 times each side to bring out the shine and fullness.

		As I am bent over, I see my reflection in the mirror and I notice how long my legs appear to be from this position and the shape of my butt. I will wear my black leggings with my Sketcher's and my white tank tee, no bra or underwear though, because I hate the panty lines it causes. Applying a little eyeliner and lipstick I am ready to leave.

		My mother laughed as she came into my room, "You know that is the same style I wore in the nineties when I was a teenager."

		"Really? Did you have leggings also?" I asked as I checked for my camel toe.

		"Er...Ah no, not really, just tight jeans or shorts"

		She watched as I adjusted the front of my leggings, wondering if I should wear panties.

		"Going downtown tonight? Again?" she asked.

		"Yeah, what else can we do?"

		"I have this novel idea, how about looking for a job?" she quipped.

		"Hah, hah." Blowing that comment off. By this time I had reached to front door and was on my way.

		***

		Meeting up with my friends, we head to the town square and park. We walk very slowly past the stores and the other people. We always stop and congregate in the same area of the park by a group of ladies and girls' clothing stores. This area is sort of like a square with a lot of benches and planters about, probably so men can sit and wait, while their wives shop in the stores.

		I stand off, away from the main group of girls because sometimes they embarrass me the way they act when the guys pass by us. While my friends are busy watching the guys I spend a lot of the time looking at the people as they walk by or window-shopping on my own. There is one store that all the kids go to for up to date fashions. It also has clothes for women too. Sometimes I will stand in front of the window and look into the store to see if any new arrivals catch my eye.

		One night I was really bored listening to my friends talk about guys and I walked over to the store. It was called The Next Step. I stood before the front window and looked in, hoping to see something that caught my eye. I noticed the sales lady, a woman in her thirties, I am not real sure, but she was old anyway, removing the clothes from a teenage style mannequin. She treated the mannequin like it was a real person, the way she supported it and ran her hands gently over the body. She looked up and saw me watching her. She gave me a big smile and motioned to me to come into the store. I hesitated, I didn't know what to do, then I thought don't be silly. What is there to be nervous about? So I went into the store, it had to be better than wasting time out in the square doing nothing.

		When I walked in, she stood up and asked me, "Have you seen anything interesting that I would like to try on."

		I told her, "I just started to look and didn't really have a chance to see anything." For an older woman she was very attractive. She was taller than me and had long curly dark hair past her shoulders and dark blue eyes. She had on a tailored skirt suite that fit her slender form perfectly.

		She introduced herself, "My name is Samantha."

		I told, "Sarah."

		There seemed to be an awkward moment until she broke the silence'

		"I have noticed you in the square a few times and wondered why you were not involved with the kids you're. You're always off to the side."

		I explained, "The way I felt about the girls acting the way they do with the guys and how I think they are all silly and I don't want to waste my time with the guys since I do not have an interest in them."

		Samantha smiled and raised her one eyebrow when she heard that comment. She told me, "Girls mature faster than guys do and some girls are looking for something different. Some have an interest in clothes and I love it when girls come into the shop to look and try on the new styles. Clothes help define who we are and how other people see us. I could tell the way you're dressed that you're proud of your body and the way it has matured and as a result, you're willing to show it off by wearing the tight leggings and tank tee."

		There were all sorts of new styles in the shop now that she felt I would like. She pointed out a white lacy crop top that was sort of see through and if I wanted, she would get it for me and I could try it on. I thought why not, there was nothing else to do.

		Samantha went to get the top and when she returned with it, she directed me to the change room.

		"If you needed anything just call me."

		I took off my top and while I was rolling the top up to slip over my head, I could feel my nipples getting hard. It was cool in the change room. After I had the top on and adjusted into place, I was surprised at how comfortable it was and how my breasts and now erect nipples were faintly visible through the material.

		There was a light knock on the door.

		Samantha asked, "Is it all right to come in, I have a skirt I thought would go nice with the top."

		I was a little self-conscience but I said, "Okay, come on in."

		I tried to cover myself, as I told her I loved the top but I did not think I could try on the skirt.

		"Why not?"

		"I don't have any underwear on, so I couldn't take off my pants."

		. Samantha laughed, "Don't to worry, we're made the same and I'll leave, if it would make you more comfortable."

		I nodded in agreement. After she left, I slipped off my pants and stepped into the skirt and I tried to slide it up my legs. I struggled to get the skirt over my hips but it seemed too small.

		Samantha called out, "Everything alright Sarah?"

		I replied, "The skirt's too small and I can't get it on."

		"It was made to be worn tight and I can help you." So I let her in.

		Samantha at some point had taken off her suit jacket and was in her white blouse and skirt. I noticed as soon as she walked in the change room she was not wearing a bra and some of her top buttons had come undone. She stood in front of me and asked me what the problem was.

		When I told her about the skirt, she came forward and helped me tug it into place and then smoothed it out. The touch of her hands on my hips made me shiver. I could feel her looking at me and my breasts.

		"Look in the mirrors and see how the top and skirt looked on you."

		As I looked at myself in the mirror she adjusted the top and her hands brushed the sides of my breasts making my nipples stick out even more. I had never had someone else touch my breast before.

		Samantha stood behind me and I felt her arms come around me to tug the top down again and I could feel her breasts on my back.

		"Turn around and face me so I can get a good look at you in the outfit."

		When I was facing her I could see she noticed my nipples sticking out and she smiled at me.

		She asked, "Have you ever let any of the guy's touch your breasts?"

		"No I haven't, no one has ever touched them."

		Slowly she raised her hand and stopped it right before my breast, hesitating, waiting for encouragement or acceptance, but I said nothing. I did not know what to do. I was so confused. I wanted to be touched, my breasts ached to be touched, but I knew it was wrong to be touched by another woman.

		She solved my dilemma for me, as her finger reached out and lightly touched my one nipple and drew a circle around it. It seemed to stick out even more. Her eyes met mine to see my reaction and when I did not protest she cupped her hand over my breast. My knees felt weak and I could feel my wetness growing.

		"Look how pretty your breasts are. Oh how I would love to suck on your nipples."

		I could not believe what I was hearing. I had never even dreamed of this being done by a woman, but I wanted it to be done to me so bad I didn't care. I nodded to her and she pulled up my top and freed my breasts. As she leaned forward to take my nipple in her mouth, her blouse gaped open and I could see her full breasts for the first time. I watched as her tongue touched my nipple for the first time and drew circles around it. I raised my hands to the back of her head and pulled it into me, pressing her to me.

		Opening her mouth, she took my nipple into it and sucked my whole breast in. I could not believe how good it felt. Then she repeated it with the other breast and I could feel her hand travelling up my leg. I could not resist. I didn't want to resist. I spread my legs as much as the skirt would allow, to give her access to me. Her fingers barely touched my flesh as they moved over me. She found my stiff, wet clit, and began to rub me as she sucked on my nipples and breast. I held her head tightly to me. I didn't want her to stop and it gave me support in case my knees gave out. I was so wet. My body began to spasm and my nipples were throbbing, I almost passed out as

		Samantha rubbed me off. It was so intense. When she withdrew her fingers from me she brought them to her lips and licked my juices from her fingers. I didn't know what to say to her. I felt guilty and excited about this new found desire. Samantha spoke first.

		"You are so beautiful and this will be our little secret. You come and try on clothes any time; I have a lot I could show you."

		I still felt awkward about what had just happened but she gave me a hug and told me not to worry. I would think about it later and realize how much I had enjoyed it and there was nothing to be ashamed of. Without even thinking I began to remove the clothes in order to put mine back on.

		Standing naked before her, she smiled approvingly at me,

		"You have a very pretty body, and I hoped you will return."

		Stepping forward, she held my shoulders and gave me a kiss on the lips and as she left the change room, she said to me," please come to The Next Step again soon".

		I left the store in a daze and went looking for my friends who had moved elsewhere in the Park. As I walked, I could feel the wetness between my legs, which continually reminded me of what had just happened. I was uncertain how I felt. I was thinking I should not have allowed it to happen, but I wanted it too and I didn't want to stop Samantha.

		I began to think about her and how I kind of left her hanging. She did not get satisfied herself. Maybe she was doing that right now. As I walked, I wondered what it would be like to do to her what she had done to me. Was she thinking of me now? All these thoughts were going through my mind.

		Later that night, alone in my bedroom my thoughts returned to what had gone on between Samantha and me. I ran my hands down the front of my body. My fingers ran along my clit and the lips of my pussy, my body tensing with a jolt as the feeling sent a thrill through body. I could feel my juices flowing and I was so wet.

		I slid a finger deep in my pussy. It slid in so nice and easy and its presence sent a surge through my pussy and all through my body. I worked another finger deep in my pussy and began to fondle my breasts until I felt my orgasm wash over my body like a wave.

		Remembering Samantha's touch on my body earlier today. My back arched up off the bed and I let out a loud moan as I came. I could feel my pussy quiver around the two fingers and a series of small climaxes surge through me.

		I then reached down, added a third finger and began to fuck my pussy. It felt so nice to just lay out and cum and just enjoy the feeling over and over.

		Orgasm after orgasm washed over me as I slowly fucked myself with my fingers and played with my breasts. After long last long orgasm surged through me like a shock wave, I drew out my fingers and brought them to my mouth, and I licked my juices until my fingers were clean.

		I then lapsed into a deep sleep as a cool breeze from my nearby window caressed my nude body.

		Over the next couple of days I thought of nothing else but Samantha. Even though I was at the Mall every night with my friends, I stayed away from The Next Step. I fought the urge to go into the store. One night, when I could resist no longer, I went into the store. Samantha was with a customer and I looked around while she was busy. When she was free, she came over to me, with a big smile on her face. She looked so beautiful. She had on a white pullover and a black short skirt. I felt a little awkward and didn't know what to say to her. She asked me if there was something I wanted to try on. I said I had nothing in mind, what did she recommend? I could not believe I said that so boldly. The look on her face revealed that she knew what I had in mind. With that, she told me to go to the change room and she would bring something in for me to try.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Standing in the change room waiting for her, I began to second guess myself. What was I doing here? I knew what would happen. Suddenly there was a knock on the door and Samantha came in. I was very nervous. She approached me and took me in her arms and asked how I was. I told her how I was feeling and she said that was understandable and not to be concerned. Soon she would make me feel better. With that she asked me to take my clothes off so she could see me. Once my clothes were off I stood before her and tried to cover myself with my hands, but she asked me not to. I watched her, as she looked me over. Staring at my face and working her way down, she lingered on my breasts and as she watched, my nipples grew before her eyes. They started to ache. She had placed her hand under her sweater and was squeezing her own nipples as she looked at mine. She asked me if I would like to see her breasts and I said yes with no hesitation. She lifted her sweater and pulled it over her head. They were beautiful, larger than mine, but still very firm looking and her nipples were very long.

		Cupping her breasts with her hands, she offered them to me, asking if I would like to suck on them. In a trance, I walked over to her and bent my head to tease a nipple with my tongue and then I drew it into my hungry mouth. It seemed to get bigger in my mouth as I sucked. Samantha ran her hand down my body and began to explore me with her fingers. Once again my knees felt like they would collapse. I switched to the other nipple and sucked it to complete hardness. Feeling naughty I nibbled it with my teeth and Samantha moaned. I wanted to feel her, so I moved my one hand down her body and up under her skirt to the soft flesh between her legs. I did not feel the mass of hair that I expected but a little patch in which I could feel her wetness coming through. My fingers probed and rubbed her as I sucked and nibbled on her nipples and her one hand held my head close to her chest. I could hear her moan and her body start to spasm. She squeezed her legs closed and almost crushed my hand. After a moment, she composed herself and pushed me back against the wall of the change room. Behind me was a small shelf and she asked me to sit up on it. It was cool on my butt.

		Samantha knelt before me and I knew what was going to happen. I had never had this done to me before, but I had heard and read about it. I was so nervous and excited at the same time. Pushing my legs apart, she opened me up and she moved her face towards me, kissing my inner thighs and licking up my juices as she came closer to me. Then I felt her tongue on me, licking around and probing in and out, lapping up my wetness. At the same time, she was fingering me and she slowly inserted it into me as she found my clit and began to lick and suck on it. I could not believe the sensations I was feeling. It was something I have never experienced before. In no time, my body began to shake and I held her head tightly between my legs. She continued to lick and suck until I could no longer stand it and I had to push her away from me.

		Standing up, she held me and kissed me, letting me taste my own juices from her mouth and tongue. At that moment I wanted to be with her forever. She made me feel complete as a woman not a child. I wanted to return the favor but she told me in due time. Right now she had to reopen the store before someone got suspicious.

		Straightening herself up, she said I better get dressed and she gave me a hug before she left. Once dressed and settled down, I left the change room and Samantha was with another customer. As I walked by her, she asked if I liked what I saw and smiling at her, I replied I did and I would return very soon to The Next Step for some more. "The Next Step"

		Over the next few months I made many visits to "The Next Step" clothing store to see Samantha. I didn't have to pretend any longer that I was looking at clothes. She knew I came there to see her. I guess you could say I became her lover. She treated me to love and tenderness as well as showing me the secrets of girl/girl love. None of my friends suspected what was going on. They were too wrapped up in their own little worlds and in guys.

		One Friday night, the store was quite busy and Samantha and I had not had a chance to be together yet. Customers kept coming into the store while I was there. I even helped a few of them find what they were looking for because Samantha was busy with another customer. She noticed what I had done and mouthed the words "Thank You" to me.

		When the store finally quieted down, it was closing time and I had to leave. I was so disappointed. We only had a few minutes to talk and I really wanted to be with her tonight. To my surprise she offered me a job at the store. It was obvious that more staff was needed and I was there most of the time anyway and she told me she was surprised she hadn't thought of it before now. It was a win/win situation for us. We would not need an excuse to see each other. I was so happy and excited. I could start tomorrow, Saturday and she would have the whole day to train me.

		The next morning, Saturday, I was at the store by 9:00 a.m. and it didn't open until 10:00, so we had time to go over the general policies of the store and how Samantha liked things to be done.

		All this was so exciting. Time flew by and before I knew it, the store was closing. Unfortunately, over the next few weeks we were so busy, we didn't find much time to be together. During the week I saw her when I wasn't working but on the nights I worked, which was usually Thursday, Friday and all day Saturday, we were too busy to spend time together. All we could do was steal glances at each other, which made us desire each other even more. Business seemed to be picking up and even some of my friends were shopping at the store.

		One Thursday evening after the store closed, Samantha told me that someone had been stealing from the store. The inventory was out of line and some items that should have been in stock were not. We would have to keep a close watch on customers and especially the change rooms. We had to be fully aware of all items that were taken into the change rooms by the customers. If we were suspicious of someone we could look at them while they were in the change room through holes in the walls. I was not to tell anyone about this. She was putting all her trust in me by telling me this. She could get in serious trouble if word of the spying on customers was ever made public. When I agreed never to tell anyone, she showed me where the spy holes were and said to use them anytime I was suspicious.

		From the beginning, Samantha began teaching me the finer points of female on female love. I learned how to tease, use all the orifices available to maximum use and in no time she knew I had mastered all she could ever teach me.

		Over the next few weeks I was spending less and less time with Samantha. When we were at the store, we were working and there was no time for play. When we did find time to be together, it was explosive. One Thursday evening in particular, there had only been a few customers and I started to tease Samantha. If she caught my eye I would lick my lips or pucker a kiss at her. I sometimes would bend over or stoop down so that she could see up my skirt. I know it drove her wild and I got excited just doing it and knowing the affect it was having on her. Without me knowing it at the time, Samantha saw the last customer out of the store and posted a sign on the door, "Back in 15 minutes". She then told me she needed to see me out back right away.

		As I entered the stock room she grabbed me and pressed my back to the wall and held me there while she kissed me passionately. It took my breath away. Her tongue was everywhere and so were her hands. I was wet in no time. Then she suddenly stopped and stepped back from me. I have never seen the look that was on her face before. Her eyes were half closed and her breathing was very short. She then told me if I were going to be a tease then I would have to suffer the consequences. She slowly hiked up her dress to expose her nylon tops.

		She did not have on any underwear! I knew what she wanted me to do but I wanted her to tell me. She told me I had only a few minutes left before we had to reopen the store so I better get busy and get on my knees.

		Slowly I sank to my knees before her and placed my hands on her legs. I love the smooth feel of them and my fingers lightly moved up to the soft flesh of her inner thighs. I let my fingertips dance over the skin before I sought her out and opened her up for my waiting tongue. I planted kisses on and nibbled her flesh as she moaned her approval. I took in her fragrance as my tongue found its mark and teased it as my fingers played with her butt hole, sliding my finger in just to the first knuckle.

		I manipulated her with my tongue, circling, rubbing and nibbling her. In no time, I could feel her tense up and she pulled my face into her as her body went into spasms. When she became too sensitive she pushed me away. When she recovered, she pulled down her dress, smoothed it out and told me to get back to work. She would deal with me later. Rising to my feet I made my way out of the stock room, I could feel the wetness between my legs as I moved and Samantha's juices on my face. Work was the last thing on my mind.

		By the time I made it out to the floor, Samantha had the store open. There were people waiting to get in. As I was helping a customer, I looked up to see a rather distinguished woman enter the store and casually walk around stopping occasionally to look at something then move on. She was dressed very well in a very expensive skirt suit and jacket. Her hair was done up and her makeup was bold but not overdone. She looked out of place in our store. I am sure she frequented more upscale establishments. Something told me to keep an eye on her.

		As I helped customers, I watched as she made her way around the store over to the lingerie area. I made my way to her and asked if I could be of assistance. Looking up at me, she smiled and asked if she could try on some things. I replied yes and when she was ready, she was to come and see me and I would direct her to the change rooms.

		A few minutes later as I was finishing up with another customer she was at my side. We walked to the change area and I asked her how many items did she have? She held up a thong and bra set in black lace and said she had two pieces. I handed her a tag with a "2" on it and I requested that she leave her own underwear on when she tried them on because it was a health regulation and not store policy. She smiled and said she would. For some reason, I showed her to room # 4, the last change room.

		Without a second thought I made my way to the stock room which was behind the change rooms and peeked into room # 4. This was the first time I had ever used the peepholes that Samantha had told me about. By the time I got there the woman had removed her jacket and was unbuttoning her skirt. As she slid it down her legs, I noticed she had on nylons and a garter belt, but no underwear and she was clean-. My curiosity was aroused as well as my libido. She then undid and slipped off her blouse, exposing her white half-cup bra, which was next to come off.

		She faced directly at me and I could see everything. I could not believe my eyes. Her breasts were perfect orbs, and her nipples stood proud, each one pierced with a nipple ring. Her navel was done as well. If there were not a wall between us I would have sworn she was looking right at me. She placed her hands on her thighs and traced a path up her legs and torso to her nipples and circled them with her fingertips, then she held the nipple rings and pulled on them. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back.

		Suddenly she stopped pulling her nipples and retrieved the thong panties and stepping into them, slid them up her body into place. So much for health regulations. Turning her body so her back was to me, she wiggled the thong up into place until it disappeared into the crack of her satiny skin, then she turned around to face me. Again her hands traveled slowly up her body to her breasts where she squeezed them and pulled on the nipples until I thought the rings would tear away from them.

		With her eyes closed and her head flung back, her right hand moved down to the cleft between her legs and her fingers disappeared into her as her left hand pulled on the nipple of her right breast. The fingers worked their magic through the panties; I could see her fingers glistening from her juices. I could hear her moans as they escaped from her lips as her fingers worked faster.

		My own legs felt weak as I watched her pleasure herself. After my earlier experience with Samantha, I was hotter than a 'dollar cap pistol' and I slid my own hand into my panties and began to rub myself off as I watched this woman. Soon, she began to tense up and her body began to spasm. I could see the thong was soaking wet and she withdrew her fingers and began to lick them clean just as I brought myself off.

		Once her body relaxed, she removed the thong and put her clothes back on and I hurried back to the entrance to the change rooms. When she approached me there was no indication or even a hint of what had just transpired with her. She was so cool and calm, her clothes were not even ruffled.

		I asked her how they fit and she told me she was not sure of the style and would have to think about it. I could not believe what I was hearing. After all that, she was not going to purchase the undergarments. I held out my hand to take them from her and she told me that she would take them back to the display for me and she was gone. By the time I made my way over there she had left the store.

		I frantically looked for the thong set she had on. I could not leave them in the display, as they were soaked in her juices. Finally I found them tucked in the back and I stuffed them into my pocket until I could get them to the stock room. Samantha had not noticed anything since she was busy with a customer so I went to the stock room.

		Holding the wet thong in my hand, without thinking I brought it up to my face and took in the aroma of the mystery woman and visions of what I had just seen moments earlier flashed though my brain. I could feel her wetness on my cheek. I had to have these panties so I stuffed them in my bag and went to the cash on my break and rung them in, paying for them when Samantha was not nearby. That night at home in bed, it was the first time I had not thought about Samantha as I masturbated.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Since I had started working at the store, some of my friends began shopping there and Samantha was glad to have more young people taking advantage of the styles that were available. I never noticed it at first but Samantha seemed to be keeping a close watch over two of my friends every time they came into the store.

		Kelly was the instigator and Brooke was the follower. They were together all the time and were part of the group of my friends that hung out in the square and gawked at the guys going by. They were in the store quite often but very rarely bought anything. If they did purchase something it was usually very inexpensive.

		One day after Kelly and Brooke had left the store, Samantha came over to me and told me she thought they had stolen something but she was not quite sure. She asked me what I thought of them and so I told her. Kelly was the leader and used her sweet innocent looks to take advantage of people, to use them for her own purpose. Brooke on the other hand was very nice but was easily influenced by others

		Kelly had matured very quickly and although she was not well endowed, the rest of her body made up for it. She had flawless skin and curly long auburn hair past her shoulders, which framed the greenest eyes I have ever seen. Her waist was tiny and her legs were long and slender but very shapely and helped accentuate her 5'8" height making her appear taller than she was.

		Brooke on the other hand was the real life ugly duckling. Not that she was really ugly, but she was overshadowed by Kelly. Brooke still had her baby fat and although she was the same height as Kelly, she appeared to be a lot heavier because of it. She was a lot more endowed than Kelly and some people new that she was going to turn into a beautiful woman in a few years but for now she was second fiddle to Kelly and as a result she mimicked Kelly in her appearance.

		Samantha told me that the next time they came into the store, she would watch them very closely and I was to assist them while they shopped. If they wanted to try something on, I was to let them because Samantha would be looking through the peephole at them.

		Sure enough, after looking around for a while Kelly and Brooke decided that they wanted to try on some items they had picked out, a skirt, blouse and a few pair of bra and panty sets. If they both bought them they would look like the Bobbsey Twins. After a quick look at what they had to try on I led them to the last two change rooms, but they wanted to share one so I said okay.

		Fortunately the store was empty of other customers so I put a note on the door and locked up. Why, I don't know, but it seemed like the right thing to do and I made my way to where Samantha was. By the time I got there Samantha said they were just undressing to try on the bra and panty sets and nothing seemed out of the ordinary. I stood by quietly while she watched what they were doing. I desperately wanted to see but I didn't want to interrupt Samantha.

		Finally, she backed away from the hole and asked if I would like to take a look. I could hardly wait. Peering into the room I could see Kelly on my left and Brooke on my right. Both were wearing only the panty and bra set. Kelly said she liked the panties but she wasn't sure about the feel of the bra and removed it to try on another one.

		I had always wondered what her tiny breasts would look like, now I was about to find out. When she removed the bra, her breasts did nothing. They didn't move or drop at all, there was nothing there, just her nipples sticking out. It must have been the cool air in the change room that caused them to be so erect. They looked so inviting.

		She then slid her panties off and stood before Brooke totally naked while she reached for another bra and panty set to try. I caught a glimpse of her mons from the side and it appeared to be very neatly trimmed with very little hair around it. I shifted my gaze to Brooke and I thought I saw her staring at Kelly before she removed her set to try on another. As her bra came off, her breasts seemed to spill out of it and her nipples started to get hard.

		My eyes traveled up and down her body as she removed her panties and stood naked before me unaware that I was even there. Her body was gorgeous. Her breasts were much larger than Kelly's was and very firm standing out with no sag at all and her bush was wild and free, only the outer edges had been trimmed. She had a little bit of a tummy but I knew when she got rid of the baby fat she would truly be a knock out. I don't know why no one else could see it.

		I heard Kelly tell her that if they wore the set they liked under their clothes and put their old underwear in their purse they could walk out the store without paying.

		Brooke said no at first but I knew Kelly would talk her into it. I moved away and told Samantha what I had heard. She then watched to see if the girls did in fact dress with the new set still on. Once they were dressed and ready to leave the change room we made our way back to the store to greet them as they came out of the change area.

		Samantha asked how the clothes were and Kelly said she wasn't sure yet if it was what she wanted and she would like some time to think about it and Brooke nodded in agreement. Samantha held out her hand to take the clothes from them and inquired if that was all of them.

		I was watching for Brooke's reaction and she quickly looked over to Kelly who said that Yes, those were all the clothes that they had tried on. As she stood between the girls and the front door of the store she asked the girls to come back into the change room area, she had some questions for them. Both girls looked hesitantly at each other and Brooke made the first move to go back into the change area, then Kelly followed.

		Once there, Samantha asked them again if they had any other clothes with or on them, and they both said no. Samantha then asked them to stay there while she went and called the police. After hearing that, Brooke indicated that she did have some clothes on her and Kelly was still putting on a front.

		Samantha then told the girls that if they cooperated she would not call the police and their parents did not have to find out about it, but if they continued to lie, then she had no choice but to call the police.

		Hearing this Kelly finally confessed. Samantha then asked the girls to follow her into the change area. Once there she asked them to open their purses and empty the contents on the table. Naturally when they did this their own underwear was in plain view. Now Samantha asked them to remove their clothes.

		Both girls were looking real scared and said no; they were not going to remove them. Samantha reminded them that the police could still be called and the girls looked at each other waiting for one to make the first move. Slowly Brooke began to undo her jeans and slide them down her legs and Kelly then did the same thing.

		At this point it was obvious that the girls had on panties from the store but Samantha wanted to see the bras as well so she told the girls to remove their blouses. Once the blouses were removed and the girls were standing there in their underwear it was all the proof Samantha needed.

		Seeing the girls in this predicament, I began to feel sorry for them, they looked so helpless. But I also began to feel the familiar flutter in my loins; it was turning me on seeing them like this. I looked at Samantha and I could see that look in her eyes as well. She told the girls to remove the bras and both complied although very slowly, Brooke had hers off first and her nipples became hard almost immediately. Kelly slid the bra off and her nipples were already erect, so much so, that it appeared she had no breast at all just nipples.

		Brooke's eyes went wide and Samantha noticed her reaction since the girls were facing each other. Samantha asked Brooke if she would like to touch Kelly's nipples and breasts. Brooke said no but she was not very convincing. Samantha told her to go ahead and touch them. Kelly protested and said she was getting dressed and leaving. Samantha told her that if she did try to get dressed the police would be called immediately as well as their parents.

		Kelly stopped in her tracks as Samantha walked towards her and stood behind her. She then told Brooke to come forward and touch Kelly's nipples and breasts if she wanted to, which was quite obvious that she did want to feel them. As Brooke moved towards her, Kelly started to back up and bumped into Samantha who then held her by her arms.

		Brooke reached out and with her finger, lightly touched Kelly's left nipple, which seemed to strain out even further at Brooke's touch. Kelly tried to wiggle free from Samantha's grasp and Brooke got braver and began to move her finger around the nipple and pinched and pulled it a little, then she cupped both of Kelly's breasts in her hands. I could see the look of desire in her eyes.

		Samantha suggested that Brooke might want to suck a nipple and Brooke nodded her head indicating that she would like to. Kelly struggled a little harder trying to get away from Samantha's hold but when Brooke cupped Kelly's right breast in the palm of her hand and lowered her head to it and her tongue touched the end of Kelly's nipple, most of her resistance disappeared. Once Brooke took the nipple into her mouth and began to suck, Kelly's breast disappeared into it and I heard a moan escape from her lips.

		Samantha had released one of Kelly's arms and had placed her hand inside Kelly's panties and was rubbing her, which added to her excitement. Seeing all of this made my hand wander to my own breast and I was rubbing and pinching my nipples with one hand while the other hand was busy in my panties. Brooke was doing the same. Samantha realized she did not have to hold Kelly's arms any longer and Kelly raised her hands to Brooke's head and held it to her breast, but I don't think Brooke was going to leave.

		When Samantha thought Kelly was about to cum, she stopped rubbing her and Kelly turned her head to look at Samantha wondering why she had stopped her manipulations, her eyes pleaded with her to continue. Samantha told Kelly now it was Brooke's turn and she could start by touching her breasts. Kelly was so hot she did not resist and as she held Brooke's ample breasts in her hands, she gently squeezed and massaged them making Brooke's nipples protrude even more. Without even being told to, Kelly tilted her head down and began to lick around Brooke's nipple and then greedily suck on it, pulling it into her mouth.

		Brooke closed her eyes and flung her head back, which thrust her chest out, further into Kelly's grasp. As the girls were busy with each other, Samantha moved in behind each girl and pulled off their panties, sliding them down their legs to the floor. Knowing Samantha the way I do, she took advantage of the situation and did a little exploring of her own.

		Samantha eventually pulled the girls apart and asked Brooke to lean back against the table behind her and spread her legs. She then asked Kelly to kneel before her and do whatever came to her. This was interesting. We wanted to see how she would react not being in control and being used in this way with Brooke having the upper hand.

		Kelly hesitated at first, torn between lust and mind set, then looking over towards us, she noticed Samantha and I embracing as we watched her. She placed her hands on Brooke's legs and slowly moved them up using her fingertips to lightly trace a path and drawing circles and loops on her inner thighs.

		We could see the hesitation in her face, not exactly knowing what to do. Brooke's wild bush awaited her. Leaning forward she placed light kisses on the soft flesh of her inner thighs and I could hear a moan escape from Brooke's lips as she pulled Kelly's face into her. Kelly resisted and pushed back with her hands. She then used her fingers to investigate and probe Brooke's tangled bush.

		They skimmed over her and dipped into her, probing and teasing. I could see Kelly's eyes; they were glazed over like she was in a trance, concentrating on what was in front of her. She planted tentative, gentle kisses on Brooke, unsure of herself, using her thumbs she opened up Brooke and her tongue crept out, just lightly touching her. Gradually becoming bolder, licking harder and probing deeper into her. Tasting her, Brooke's moans became louder and more frequent.

		As I watched what was going on before me I was becoming more and more turned on. Samantha had taken hold of my right breast and was pinching and squeezing my nipple. She leaned over and whispered to me that she really wanted to initiate Brooke and would I mind. In the state I was in I couldn't have cared less. I myself wanted to get a taste of Kelly.

		I said whatever she wanted to do was okay with me and she got up and made her way over to the girls. I removed my outer clothing and went over to Kelly, wearing only my bra and panties. Bending over, I lightly rubbed her shoulders with my fingers as she continued to pleasure Brooke. I began to kiss her neck as my hands traveled over and explored her body. Samantha had already begun to take over with Brooke and I had no trouble turning Kelly's attention to me as I started to probe her with my fingers.

		Kelly twisted around to face me and I gave her a gentle kiss on her forehead and eye lids, then I moved to her lips, and I could taste and smell the juices of Brooke that still lingered there. As I forced my tongue into her mouth, my hands continued to explore her body. I wanted to taste those breasts! To see what it was like to suck on those large protruding nipples. I lowered my head to her one nipple and teased it with my tongue.

		She held my head to her chest and I used my teeth on her, before I sucked her whole nipple and breast into my mouth, I heard her moan. I thought to myself, "this is only the beginning Kelly"

		I sneered. 'Your pussy will be worth it, then. – On all fours.'

		I stood back and waited for Kelly to open her eyes again and do as I said. Kelly rolled over onto her stomach, then hoisted herself up on all fours, not ready to question what I was going to do next. She didn't care. Her pussy was throbbing for contact.

		I grabbed one of Kelly's butt cheeks, giving it a firm squeeze, then a soft lick that made her wince, not out of pain, but out of shock. Then I slid a finger between the crack, starting from the top, at her ass hole, and slowly swiping down to her gushing sex.

		Kelly trembled as the finger lingered at the entrance to her pussy.

		"I don't think I'll start with your pussy. That's way too easy. Let's start with your rear!"

		I slid the same offending finger back up its past route, pressing even harder as I went, until I came to her ass hole again. Kelly felt both hands on each cheek as I spread them with such force, causing Kelly to jerk beneath her hands.

		Next I applied something wet at the entrance to her anus; my tongue, it danced around it, poking as deep into her ass as I could, Kelly's reaction told me the sensation was odd yet pleasing, she began to let loose with copious amounts of juice in her cunt.

		"You started with my ass because you knew it would make me wetter for you," Kelly moaned, barely able to get the words out.

		"Clever girl." I took my tongue away, and brought two fingers to Kelly's mouth. She could smell herself on the tip of the offered index finger before she opened up to lick and suck them, soaking them in her saliva. I pulled the fingers from Kelly's hungry mouth, and I began teasing the entrance to her ass again. This time however, before she had time to catch her breath, the hole tensed up as one wet finger slid in slowly.

		"Relax, or it will be more painful," I whispered.

		Kelly tried to relax, but the muscles in her ass wouldn't allow her to, the sensation was foreign as the finger slid deeper inside her. When I was satisfied that Kelly was sufficiently warmed up, I gently brought my finger out again, but not right out. I worked up a nice, gentle pace, pushing my finger in and out, in and out, and working up a steady rhythm as her body gradually relaxed.

		"You're so fucking tight. I wonder if you're as tight in your cunt as you are up here."

		There I knew I wouldn't be disappointed. I'm sure no one had been inside her before, so I knew she'd be tight enough to please me.

		"I am," Kelly groaned, now fully enjoying the assault on her ass.

		"I think you're ready for another finger."

		Kelly didn't think she was, but I'd already begun to slide a second finger in before she could stop me. A loud moan escaped her lips and she tried half-heartedly to pull away, but I was deep inside Kelly now, my fingers were hooked up to the roof of her anus in order to keep her in place.

		I began my slow, sensuous movement again, entering and leaving the tight anal hole, keeping a decent pace now that both fingers were involved. Eventually Kelly eased into that too, and what started out as moans of pain soon became moans of pleasure, as I'd never felt it before.

		. When I was sure she was primed for the finish, I guided her to lie on her back on the carpet and I swung around so that my body was between her legs. Slowly I moved from one nipple to the other and began to lick and kiss my way down her body. I could tell I was anxious for me to get to my destination, but I went very slowly, licking, nibbling and sucking my way down.

		As I neared her sparse bush, I could feel her anticipation building. I don't know why I continued on past it to the soft flesh of her inner thighs. I was just as anxious as I was but I wanted to prolong her agony. A little pay back I guess for her snotty attitude at school, now I was in control.

		I felt her hands on my head, trying to pull me up to her, but I resisted a little longer before I finally started to lick and kiss my way up her inner leg. Lifting my head, so I could see, I used my fingers, lightly on her, teasing her, barely touching her flesh, then using my thumb and forefinger I spread her lips apart and for the first time, gazed at my obsession. Only then did I realize how wet I was with lust.

		Lowering my face to her, I let my tongue dance over her and into her, softly diving and retreating then plunging hard into her. Lapping up her juices, tasting them and swallowing them while I pleasured her. I heard her whimper. Kelly raised her legs to my shoulders and held my head captive between them. As I explored her with my tongue, I squeezed her butt cheeks with my hands, kneading the flesh and holding her tight.

		The nearer she came to cumming, the tighter she squeezed my head with her legs. Raising my hands up to her breasts, I pinched her nipples as her body went into spasms and I ground herself into my face as I held my head firmly between her legs. When her spasms subsided and her body relaxed and I lay between her legs satisfied that I had succeeded in opening a New World up for her, the thought ran through my mind, "Welcome to the Next Step".

		END
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