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		Chapter One

		

	
		The seduction began with a sexual encounter between a middle-aged woman, Jacklyn, and me Jana Wilson. I had just graduated from a local suburban high school to the northeast Lexington and it was my first real lesbian experience. I admit I loved looking at lesbian porn, as a teenager, and my curiosity in seeing another woman naked and in person became an obsession.

		Her mom had died of cancer a few years earlier and she was the youngest and only female in a house with two older brothers and her still single father. She really missed her mother and longed to meet a gal around her mom's age. She remembered how she was amazed at seeing her mom's vagina when she was able to catch her naked after her morning shower as a grade school girl.

		She was never shy about her nudity in front of Jana and would answer most questions asked by a curious kid, like she was, about her own genitals; mostly concerning the difference in labia, her pubic hair, and her lack of, etc. And, at the time, she wondered if her vagina got wet like Jana’s did to which she assured her it did.

		Her social life during her school years unfortunately had been a total bust. She liked boys, but she loved girls. Her true sexual identity never really emerged. Because of that she realized she needed to make some serious life choices. She knew she was going to enlist in the Air Force or join The Sisters of St. Francis and become a nun. In the end the convent won out and she was heading there at the end of the summer. So she vowed to try to bring some closure to her sexual ambivalence.

		***

		Jana initiated the lesbian encounter with Jacklyn and, from the start, the older woman showed a cautious interest in her, probably due to her age, of which she had turned eighteen in late May of 2019. She was in her early 40s, the same age my mom would have been which made this encounter perfect.

		Jacklyn had posted an ad on a well-known personals web site seeking a mutual masturbation encounter with anybody who might find it erotic to do with her. Jana started to write responses to Jacklyn's ad several times but would ultimately chicken out.

		It wasn't until late June she got brave enough and took a chance that would change her life. She was fairly athletic as a girl; she ran track and played soccer for her high school and played soccer as a mid-fielder; a position that assured she would be running quite a bit as one of the `work-horses' of the team. Those activities assured her of a lithe supple body and a sharp wit, traits attractive to members of either sex.

		She graduated in the top 10% of her class and her plan to join the convent was still a go. She had sandy blond, pixie cut hair and her body was slim and she had a nice flat tummy and boobs that fit perfectly in her hands all because of her involvement in sports. She loved how she looked naked and posed often in front of the mirror on the inside of her bedroom door; admiring her physique and, more importantly, nice hard nipples and the damp throbbing sex she got when posing naked. Probably wouldn’t be doing much of that in the convent she was certain.

		Jana finally got up enough courage to hit the send button on a response to Jacklyn, "Hey, I really like your ad. I'm not the same age girl you're looking for, rather I’m 18-years-old-and also looking for a girl to masturbate with because the look of a vagina and all the parts are a major turn on to me."

		Jacklyn was surprised, a little hesitant and expressed some doubt that I was for real. Jana guessed most 40-something women find it hard to believe a young gal like her would be willing to get naked with them. Jacklyn responded and asked if she was really interested in masturbating with her.

		She replied, "Yes, I would really like to see the masturbation technique of a 40-year-old woman. I've never done this before with my friends and none really showed any desire so I haven't been persistent about asking them. I think a mutual show-off would be a major learning experience and something worth doing. My desires, well, I'm definitely straight, I like boys too much to be lesbian."

		She really actually wrote that. Hard to believe right?. But she really did write that. At 18, she was much into self-denial that she had any major sexual interest in other girls. It is obvious now she was going through what many girls and young women experienced while trying to figure out true sexualities.

		She continued, "But I'm certainly bi-curious. I like to get off to lesbian porn I see on the internet and have always wanted to get off with another gal. I guess what I'm expecting out of this meeting is to see how it is, how other people perform this type of sexual expression.

		“I would love to watch you then show off myself.

		“I want to see what women are like, I mean really up close, not just in the YMCA shower or whatever. I want to play with your vagina, compare your sex to mine and see you frigging your cunt and watch your techniques. Sounds like you have similar desires."

		Since it was summer, she was home alone during the day while her father and brothers had jobs. Jana bravely suggested Jacklyn come over to her house. This was immediately rejected by Jacklyn who reminded her that neighbors would notice her "visiting" and it would not go well if neighbors saw a stranger enter her house during the day.

		Jacklyn suggested she would rent a room at a local Motel 6 and Jana could meet her there. And, thus, an encounter was set. Jacklyn took a short vacation over the July 4th holiday weekend. When she got back, she emailed Jana and asked if she was still interested.

		Oh, she was!

		Her interest had grown and the fantasy of meeting up with a gal like Jacklyn made her horny with anticipation. Every email from Jacklyn made her pussy throb and her pussy lips swell with excitement. She put urgency in her reply. She was going leave for Wisconsin and the Franciscan Sisterhood in August and in coming weeks, she would become increasingly busy.

		A date was agreed upon, in mid-July, on a Tuesday. Jacklyn suggested a Friday, but Jana had been "saving" herself for the meeting and she really wanted to get off soon. Jacklyn quickly agreed. Jana was seducing the middle-aged gal!

		It was then that she went further with her requests, "Is masturbation all that you want to do?" She asked.

		Jacklyn wanted to masturbate her and she thought she only wanted to return the favor.

		Jana continued, "I'm also curious about trying some oral."

		Jacklyn agreed that everything was on the table as long as it was safe and pain free. She set things up and emailed instructions as to the hotel and time. She gave Jana her cell number and asked her to give her a discrete text of her agreement.

		Despite her being nervous, there was going to be no turning back, now. She indicated her willingness to keep their date with just three numbers:"666!"

		It didn’t’ take long to drive to the motel, off I-64, only about 15minutes from her house. Her cunt was throbbing and starting to dampen with her obvious excitement as she drove. She had told Jana what she was going to wear and she would be waiting by the pool, reading a newspaper.

		Nervously, she walked past the front desk with little notice and to the gate to the pool. Jacklyn was there and sat her paper down. She was a typical "mom" type woman and she looked and dressed, like a Soccer mom, if soccer moms wore black g-string bikinis. .

		She came to the gate and, gave Jana a friendly hug, introduced herself. She spoke gently which kind of sounded sexy to her. Just the same, she nervously followed her to her room. She appeared to be very eager to do this. They shut the door to the room and it was Jacklyn and Jana, alone.

		After some small talk, Jana stripped down to her panties. Jacklyn removed her bikini top They were both aroused. She continued her seduction of Jacklyn. She invited Jacklyn over and dared her to start feeling her up. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of Jana’s panties then sucked one of her nipples into her mouth.

		She now had a serious case of wet pussy and her very erect clitoris screamed for a release. Jana made sure she was feeling her up the same way. Her breasts were larger than the young girl’s with nipples the size of mini marshmallows and dark brown areoles.

		After a few minutes of fondling each other still in their bottoms, Jacklyn got brazen and teased, "Let's see what you've got."

		With this, she pulled down Jana’s panties and found a little surprise. She had shave her pussy smooth as a baby’s butt just for this occasion. Jacklyn quickly pulled her cunt lips apart and looked at her youthful pinkness in its ultimate glory.

		Jana returned the favor and pulled her panties down and there was her blatant Brazilian waxed pussy. Her labia were thinner than Jana’s, and a little shorter, also. Her clit had a luscious mushroom look that was shining with her juices. In comparison, the young girl had much thicker cunt lips, a much more prominent clitoris that was poking out from under its hood.

		Jana’s slit always went agape when she got aroused but Jacklyn's slit stayed tightly closed. The girl was getting what she wanted: comparing her lady parts with that of another gal. She loved the differences in their cunts. Both their cunts were drooling with juices .

		"I really want to look at your cunt up close," Jana said.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		She agreed, so they laid on the bed, in a 69, and started to go to work by touching, fingering, working their clits over and running their fingers over the sensitive erogenous areas between their pussy slit and asshole. Next thing she knew, she was gently licking the juices off her labia.

		She took them into her mouth and she bravely was sucking on the pussy lips of another gal! Jacklyn appeared to be in heaven. One good turn deserved another, so she slid her tongue into her slit and tasted her juices.

		"Please play with my clit," She remembered whispering. She was really enjoying having her 18-year-old cunt and clitoris worked over by someone over twice her age. After a while, Jacklyn mentioned she would show her something that she liked to do to herself.

		It's extremely stimulating but she promised it wasn't enough to bring about an orgasm. Besides, she had said she wanted to have a "major learning experience." She sucked on her index and middle finger coating them with her saliva. Then her fingers started to gently massage her pussy lips.

		First the slit, mixing her saliva with her flowing girl goo. Making small circular motions with her thumb, Jacklyn started to tease her clitoris with a vengeance. She varied the speed and direction. Soon she was squirming and she probably noticed how delightful she thought this was.

		"Oh yea, that really feels awesome!" She said.

		Jacklyn then let her work her over; she definitely wanted to experience an orgasm at the hands of a younger girl. She had fingered her with her best masturbation skills up to this point. She paid close attention to Jacklyn's clitoris as she worked away. She closed her eyes and was obviously enjoying the ride she was giving her.

		Her cunt muscles started to clench around her fingers and then came her first delightful spasm releasing some of her juices. She stopped teasing her clitoris and just held her thumb on it, which kept her on edge for a few short seconds.

		The next spasm came, then a third. She was dripping her juices all over her hands. Jacklyn then turned her attention to Jana’s cunt. She spat directly on her gaping pussy slit then she smeared it around her opening and then started in on her masturbation technique.

		It was different.

		She gave her cunt slow but consistent finger strokes through her slick fold. Always moving, never stopping. As her finger glided over her engorged pussy lips, she would give them a little tug. The best way she can describe this was that she, no, her cunt lips were being tortured, slowly, but what a beautiful erotic torture!

		Jacklyn was not in a hurry to see her cum. She pleaded with her to speed up. She was having a great deal of fun seeing how a younger woman was responding to the techniques she had developed over her 30 some years of masturbation experiences.

		"Finger my taint," She pleaded referring to her perineum.

		She could feel her cunt throbbing. Jana’s cunt muscles clenched around her finger as she was now very close to cumming. Jacklyn asked if she wanted to be relieved of her exquisite sexual agony. She felt her orgasm building in her core at the back of her cunt as her clitoris swelled in anticipation of its much deserved reward.

		Her first spasm streamed girl goo out of her cunt all over her hand finally dripping onto the bed. It was quickly followed by several more cascading out of her exploding cunt like water bubbling out of a drinking fountain.

		Jacklyn then went about cleaning all her juices from her sex with her tongue. The taste of her own cum was always a sexy turn on, to Jana, and she hoped Jacklyn enjoyed it, too. she never saw Jacklyn again but she really would have liked that. She was gentle. Her kindness and patience with me assured me that her own budding homosexuality was real, although she had a lot more to figure out.

		Now she correspond with anybody looking for this type of experience, from her quarters in the convent where she was, a young girl looking for an older partner, and also a novitiate. Jacklyn taught her quite a bit in their short time together, and in current encounters the sex no longer stayed in the mutual masturbation arena.

		***

		Jana’s latest `intergenerational encounter with a stranger' unexpectedly happened quite recently.

		Jana had been at the convent for nearly a year. She had found a way to balance her growing homosexuality with her life in a religious order. Most people know a members of an religious order take on a saints name. Which she did. So today she was called Sister Clair rather than Jana Wilson.

		Of late her Mother Superior’s ‘sacristan’ or the second in charge of our convent, Sister Lucia had been having her work with her on an upcoming festival the Order was going to put on in the fall. It had meant that she would get summoned to her office or some other private place to discuss the project. Lately some of those visits had become awkward and even down right uncomfortable.

		Both Sr. Clair and the sacristan Sr. Lucia were away from the convent, as a gift for their work Mother Superior had awarded them tickets to a Broadway musical and overnight accommodations in a nearby hotel in Cincinnati. They had adjoining rooms; they had just returned from their trip to the theater and before tuning in Sr. Lucia had asked Sr. Clair to come to her room to discuss the fall project.

		Once inside the sacristan’s room Sr. Clair told herself it was okay for Sr. Lucia to greet her at the front door of her room in a silk bath robe and so she followed her into the room. Back at the convent they most off met where the familiar smell of burned beeswax candles that occupied the room and Bible study meetings often took place.

		Sr. Clair refused the older woman’s offer of refreshments, sat on a chair opposite the others stacked neatly beside the bay window.

		“I’m so grateful to you for coming,” Sr. Lucia said, between sips from the cup in her hand.

		“That’s okay. It’s just been a lovely day I’m still hyper and wide awake.”.

		“As I said on the phone, I would really value your opinion on this part of the project.”

		Sr. Clair shuffled about on her seat, her eyes trying to avoid the crop of bushy hair just above the older woman’s thick thighs since the silk robe had risen high on her legs, as she spoke from her seat on the floor, by the doorway.

		The older woman’s lips were moving, but the words the young girl heards were coming from a voice in her head, shrieking: ‘Get out!’

		‘Don’t be silly,’ a second responded, ‘She can’t know she’s exposed…. She’ll think you're a prude or a pervert.’

		‘So what,’ the first voice returned. ‘Tell her to −’

		The older woman was beside Sr. Clair now, reaching for her, and then saying, “The papers I wanted to show you are here.”

		The novitiate did not object to the woman's hand around her, to the gentle squeezing of her habit covered shoulder; she was a deer caught in the headlights, a creature mesmerized by the gorgon glare of sex. She was a novitiate of barely twenty, aware that the arm round her shoulder was a mere prelude to hands being elsewhere.

		She knew she could still escape, say "No, that is not what I want at all," but she did not try to escape, or try to run.

		Sr. Lucia knew Sr. Clair was barely twenty, and she knew that girls of that age are adventurous, and tend to be willing to try anything once, and if led gently to water, they would drink. The novitiate knew that her lack of protest, her acceptance of the friendly arm around her, would be taken as consent for things further, and she waited with almost baited breath for them to happen.

		Sr. Clair stood, pushing her chair to the side. Sr. Lucia’s moist breath lingered on her cheek; her arm brushed Sr. Clair’s hair.

		“I’ll take them with me,” Sr. Clair said.

		But Sr. Lucia moved closer and Sr. Clair felt a heat, only felt in this room during prayer times, swallow up the air around her.

		Words stumbled around in the young girl’s head. None found their way out.

		Sr. Clair was on the floor now, wriggling under Sr. Lucia’s weight.

		“Sister Luc − no,” The young girl said, pushing against older woman’s searching fingers.

		Sr. Clair’s ears were closed to Sr. Lucia’s whisper: “Sister Sr. Clair, you smell so nice.”

		In her head Sr. Clair dwelled on the thought that this incident was a result of some expert grooming.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		.If Sr. Clair hated one word, it was ‘grooming’ because it was so inappropriate. Grooming was something you did to horses or dogs. Sr. Clair quite liked horses, though she had never sat on one, never intended to; she did like dogs, petted them, stroked them, even cuddled them but she had no intention of ever trying to seduce one. And that's what they meant by `grooming' wasn't it; the process of preparing a selected target for seduction as if the selected target was completely and utterly innocent and unaware of the fact that it was being so prepared.

		Utter and complete poppycock!

		It took two for a seduction to happen, and at some point in the process the seduced would become aware of the seducer's intentions and either bolt or hang around to see things through to the end. Some seductions just took longer than others, that's all; they required long and careful planning, meticulous attention to detail and error free manipulation of events.

		That's what she had done, embarked on a long and excitingly dangerous seduction; dangerous because she knew she had broken one of the basic rules of such things -- `never shit in your own back yard'.

		Well, in a sense, she hadn't; this was more like shitting in your own front yard. This seduction, call it `grooming' if that's the only word you can come up with, was potentially open to the view of and discovery by any number of hundred or so other people, young and old, who attended, for the purposes of either learning or teaching or healing, the cleric where she spent her days.

		The consequences of discovery would be catastrophic, the risks involved in pursuing her target, huge. But the potential reward was enormous and the subsequent lascivious sex would, she knew, be amazing, as she teased orgasm after orgasm from her target, so she rejected the risks and the danger, concentrated on the planning and manipulation of events and started the remorseless pursuit of her quarry.

		The target was not carefully selected from amongst the many suitable candidates; it was more `self-selected'. The cleric had observed it casually for some time before she decided to hunt it down, observed it simply because it was part of the hundreds strong mass of humanity that inhabited her daily world.

		It wasn't until it began to appear in her mind when she performed her regular task of masturbation, replacing the dozen or so girls who usually appeared there as an aid to orgasm, that she began to consider the possibility of seduction.

		It couldn't be a simple, `I'll show you mine if you show me yours' affair; nor an `I've seen you looking, so do you want to do more than just look?' event; nor even the slightly riskier, but a lot of fun, `I know we shouldn't do this, and no-one must ever find out, but do you fancy.....';all of which, along with a few disappointments and rejections, had succeeded in giving her a reasonable number of girls' pussies to feel and lick. Her expertise in this endeavor always left her prey a quivering lump of flesh.

		No, this needed to be something altogether different. Her mark sexually excited her, of that there was no question; her regular, indeed, dominating, mental presence during masturbation made that a clear and present fact; so much so that she dismissed all thoughts of hunting down either of two very attractive, fulsome bodied, eighteen year old delights that she had, until then, been contemplating.

		She had no idea if her target had a smooth or hairy pussy, was straight or lesbian, had a pink or brown butt hole; those were matters she would find out about along the way, or at the moment of triumph if that's how it turned out.

		She preferred smooth, very much preferred smooth, so much so that she kept her own sex completely hairless, a state that she had found, to her delight, more than one girl had been so turned on by that she had found herself offering up far more than she had originally intended, going for analingus followed by cunnilingus when she had meant to go no further than mutual masturbation.

		She liked pussies with thick pink labia far more than she liked them thin and dark, even to the extent of being ever so slightly kinky and liking them best of all with long, pink, tight, almost, hanging meat flaps.

		That did not stop her from enjoying girls who had thin and dark flaps -- once a cunt was in your mouth it almost ceased to matter whether it was pink or not, cunt was cunt and she made no pretense to herself about the reality that she adored cunt.

		The size of the cunt was a matter of complete indifference. Yes, she was excited if she found a really good full ripe one like an open fig, something that could fill her mouth to a bursting point; but smaller, slender ones were much easier to gobble, just as pleasant to handle and gave their owners the same pleasure as big ones did when they were treated properly.

		The first task of any hunter is to study the prey, and having decided to hunt, the target was now prey. It was important to get to know it, learn its habits and its characteristics; become familiar with its habitat, look for the moments when the prey can glimpse its hunter, slowly become familiar with it, and gradually lose any sense of danger it might initially have felt.

		She learned the habits of her prey's movements, its timetable, its common locations until she knew by heart where it would be every minute of the day. For the overwhelming majority of those minutes it was unapproachable, either surrounded by other members of the herd or safe in its lair, and for those few moments when it was approachable, she learned the best ones to allow it to catch glimpses of its hunter.

		A creature that had no history of being hunted was unaware that it was being stalked by a predator unless the predator made a false move, attacked too obvious and too soon. She did not make that mistake. At first she allowed herself to be glimpsed in the company of others, others who were not predators, or, who if they were, were after different prey, seeking the male rather than the female.

		Only when she was certain that the prey was aware of her existence, aware, but no more aware than that she simply lived and breathed, was just one of the herd, did she allow there to be sight of her alone. And then only for the briefest of moments and seeming not to even notice that her prey was around; she could raise no suspicions at this point.

		For now she just wanted the prey to notice her, to trigger somewhere, deep in the mind, a possibility of a hint of interest. She was like a tightly closed bud that did not yet give any sign of the bee enticing flower that would later bloom.

		Always the same place, always the same time and always only for the briefest fraction of time until she was sure the first trigger had been clicked and she extended the moments into longer ones. She knew then that the fish was swimming, vaguely curiously around her bait; that something in the bee's instincts had alerted it to the possibility that the bud might turn to flower.

		A successful predator did not rely on speed and force to capture its prey; that might work once, but in doing so it alerted all other possible prey to the danger she presented and hunting became harder and harder. Hunting of this nature required not the fearsome attack of a tiger, but the soft allure of the Venus fly trap.

		Slowly she wiggled the worm on her hook, opened the tip of her bud the merest fraction to give the hint of color to come and slowly, gradually, her unsuspecting prey was drawn closer and closer. Now might have been a moment to strike, but her plan was more subtle, more ingenious than that; she was planning not to merely seduce her prey, but to seduce it into believing it was seducing her.

		More complicated, more fun, and so, so much more rewarding if it worked. Gradually the moments became long enough to include the exchange of words and carefully a friendship was developed and the prey became comfortable in the presence of predator; though both constantly checked around to be sure no hidden dangers lurked in the classrooms and corridors or chapels of any cleric environment, for more than one type of predator inhabited those enclosed spaces and the dangerous ones hunted in packs, eager to savage and destroy any reputation that came within their reach.

		Now was the time the lure could be made more visible and the predator used carefully chosen words and body language to hint that friendship could become closer, enough to make the prey wonder if closer might indeed be very close, and as she began to wonder that, she slowly began to desire it. The trap was set, the jaws of the fly trap open and enticing, waiting only now for the fly to walk willingly in.

		Pheromones were released, not in huge quantities, but exploratory, testing the air. Scented and welcomed by the prey, more were released in return so that both predator and prey, woman, and girl, knew where the hunt would end, the want and the need mutually accepted but still unspoken. But before the trap could be sprung, the jaws of the honeyed fly trap closed, it needed to be relocated, for Sr. Lucia could not pay the desired extra-curricular attention to Sr. Clair in their shared cleric environment.

		Sr. Lucia could not entice Sr. Clair to her own lair; it was outside Sr. Clair's own territory, but inhabited by many of her cleric peers and her presence would have been noticed, noted, and questioned, for why should Sr. Clair visit the domain of Sr. Lucia, a novitiate entering the dwelling of a sacristan except for the unnatural and unspeakable, but frequently spoken of, act of perversion that older women and young girls performed together?

		The novitiate provided the solution, talking frequently and enthusiastically to her peers of the Sr. Lucia, who although she was not her supervisor, nevertheless took an interest in her and encouraged her to work harder, and her peers, as they always did, noticed an improved attitude and better performance from their colleague.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Word of Sr. Clair’s sudden improvement in her performance reached Mother Superior. Sr. Lucia was invited to meet with the top cleric in the convent to discuss the matter with her and sought out the paragon of clerical virtue who had bewitched the young girl into becoming an almost model nun and thanked her profusely for her beyond the call of duty attention and invited her for a glass of sherry to demonstrate her appreciation.

		Sr. Lucia was modest, almost self-deprecating; she had done no more than any other member of her profession would do for a novitiate who was bright and intelligent but in danger of being misled onto the primrose path of under-achievement by her less academically interested peers.

		Sr. Lucia was a nice woman, quiet and unassuming, and seemed, Mother Superior, to be refreshingly normal; the sort of person a woman in her position, as well as Sr. Clair, would appreciate as a friend and colleague. It was not long before Sr. Lucia was a frequent visitor to Mother Superior’s domain, for a drink and friendly chat and, at the not too subtle request of Mother Superior, to occasionally oversee the doing of the novitiate's work.

		Pheromones filled the air of the novitiate's room and hormones raced, just barely in check, on such occasions, but Sr. Lucia made no unprofessional move, for Mother Superior was in the habit of stopping by with drinks and snacks to fuel the cleric’s endeavors and to confirm her belief that nothing untoward was even contemplated; it being in the nature of Mother Superior to be suspicious even when they think there was no need.

		Eventually the senior cleric was convinced enough of the innocence and purity of their, relationship, that she dared to offer them both a token of her appreciation, one that she understood Sr. Lucia may find inappropriate to grant. There was an Off Broadway musical playing at the Aronoff Theater in Cincinnati, most members of the convent longed to see. Although they could, make the trip in one day, Mother Superior thought it would be so nice if Sr. Clair and Sr. Lucia could go for dinner afterward, stay in a hotel overnight and return in time for lunch the following day.

		Sr. Clair was, naturally, not easily persuaded: the novitiate would not take kindly to being thought in need of a baby sitter to see a musical. And that, Mother Superior insisted, was precisely the point. The novitiate was certainly of age and certainly able to look after herself, perhaps a little too able. Sr. Clair would, inevitably, invite lay friends round to share her night of freedom -- Mother Superior had been a teenager after all, knew that she would have done that -- but not all those friends were as sensible as Sr. Clair.

		The novitiate did not drink alcohol or smoke marijuana, but those friends probably did, and, not wishing to be thought a stuffed shirt, the novitiate would feel the need to join in. Of course the novitiate would feel the need to have friends round, but Sr. Lucia was a friend, wasn't she, someone the novitiate liked, got along with, would not think of her as a baby sitter.

		And with reluctance, Sr. Lucia acceded to the request, with the stipulation that the novitiate should be asked, and her opinion sought. The novitiate showed disappointment that she was not to be trusted, insisted that she was able to look after herself, behave; but because it was Sr. Lucia, now dear friend, who would be with her, she agreed reluctantly, apparently convinced by her Mother Superior’s argument that she would be able to have a worry free time away knowing her novitiate was safe from temptations. Now many weeks of planning, of manipulating, of engineering the moment when the time would be right, the venue arranged, the hunter would at last be able to claim her prey.

		***

		The fly had landed on the honey covered jaws of the trap and the slightest movement now would trigger those jaws into closing. The two nuns were wrestling around on the floor, grabbing, pulling twisting and squealing. They looked like two hookers catfighting on a bar room floor. It seemed as if the young novitiate was on the losing end of the skirmish and had begun to accept her fate.

		The woman's hand moved, hovered, and came to rest on the novitiate's linen covered thigh and still the novitiate did not resist, did not flee the scene of her impending doom. All the while the older cleric had her pinned to the floor, and hands roamed the younger woman’s body.

		Encouraged, the woman moved further, travelling her hand slowly upwards, allowing the novitiate chance to change her mind, to reject the advance, to retain her innocence, but the novitiate allowed the hand to continue because she was excited now, her hormones raging out of control, and knowing where that hand was heading meant she was not innocent and so had none to retain.

		The hand moved on, resting now under her habit and cupping the novitiate's crotch; excited and relieved that her hand found the novitiate already warm and wet; she squeezed her panties covered prize before going straight down inside the panties, instead moving her hand upwards, under the novitiate's habit, resting now on the smooth skin of the younger girl’s stomach, breathing deeply at the feel of her skin under her hand, the blood warm, silken smoothness that sent waves of desire flooding through her.

		The trap was closing faster now, the novitiate was caught on the sticky honey, but Sr. Lucia wanted the novitiate's consent to the coming event; she had acceptance, but she wanted consent; there was safety in consent. She looked the novitiate in the eyes and the novitiate smiled, giving that consent and the woman's hand moved again, not down to grasp the slick wet fold that awaited her, but to the waist of her panties.

		Co-operating now, the novitiate lifted herself up so her panties could be pulled downward, revealing to the light and air, and to the woman's lustful gaze, those parts the older woman was delighted to see. Sr. Lucia sucked in her breath as her eyes feasted on Sr. Clair's perfection, her smooth perfection, her completely hairless perfection? Shaved? Odd thought the older woman.

		Reverently she stroked the novitiate's wonderful thighs, wonderful, smooth, silky thighs and the novitiate sighed with pleasure as her flesh was fondled and her hot, slick crevice, pulsed and throbbed in time with her thudding heart beats. The hand on her thigh was amazing, stroking with something more than simple lust, and when it moved, to join its companion in the removal of her bra, the novitiate lifted her arms in helpful compliance so that hands could feel the rest of her in gentle, lascivious adoring stroking. Her ice cream scoop size breasts for some reason caught the older woman’s fancy.

		The novitiate wriggled, pushing her shoes off, one foot at a time, then using her stocking covered feet to force the remainder of unwanted clothing from round her ankles, laying back, naked now apart from stockings, allowing the woman to gaze her fill and feel her fill as well. She loved the attention her body was receiving, although she knew from the tender skill with which she was being stroked that she was not the first novitiate to have given herself to this woman.

		A woman, new to the wonder of this novitiate’s undraped figure, would have long since gone for the prize of her super sweet cunt, but Sr. Lucia had not done that, instead she was giving pleasure by stroking her breasts, stomach, and thighs, teasing her very wet, throbbing cunt by making it wait. That knowledge did not concern her, whatever girls had gone before, however many would come after, she was the prize of the moment and she was going to be treated to the sex she craved.

		At last the hand moved to her center, her hairless sex was cupped and fondled and her clit pressed by the heel of a hand and she sighed loudly with the relief of that pleasure. The woman held her tightly now, whispering that she was beautiful and had a wonderful pussy; words a novitiate liked to hear but rarely did. Those words, the older woman knew, would encourage the novitiate to offer more, or permit more if she was not yet ready to offer.

		She was ready to offer; the hands wandering over her body, kneading the softness of her inside thigh, stroking the solidness of the curve of her leg, the hard bone of her hip and the flatness of her stomach, had led her to the point of no return, and fingers playing and squeezing her breasts had taken her well beyond that point.

		"If you want to take me to bed," She whispered to Sr. Lucia, "You can do anything you want with me."

		"Anything?" Sr. Lucia asked, hardly believing that her long pursuit of the novitiate had led to such a complete surrender.

		"You know what that might mean?"

		"Perhaps I should say `everything'," the novitiate smiled wickedly, a wickedness bred from the boldness of allowing herself to be naked for the woman.

		The fires of lust now ablaze, Sr. Lucia moved in for a kiss, but Sr. Clair turned her head away. "Bed first," she insisted, "Take me to bed."

		And so the woman did, breathing heavily in her need to shed her robe, clasped the novitiate to her, to teach her things that were not on the cleric timetable. The woman groaned with joy when she held the novitiate against her own naked body, experiencing once again the delights of young flesh pressed against her own. Sr. Lucia’s hands explored the rear of the novitiate, the firm softness of her perfect thighs, the hardness of her back, the bones of her shoulders and spine and the pliable mounds of her ass; young novitiate flesh surrendering to her need.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		There was even more hair on the woman’s pussy than the novitiate had expected, but she had not set eyes on a naked nun before, never seen the spreading mass of untamed pubes, the trail that led from butt hole to the navel, nor the growth that dipped into her ass cheeks. Her cunt, seemed so much bigger, with a longer clitoris and thicker labia than her own youthful equipment. Her young slender hand could barely cover it all, and when she inserted it low, down amongst the jungle of pubic hair, her finger seemed to be sucked in by the woman’s sex. The erect clitoris, stood out above her probing finger.

		Sr. Clair did allow lips to touch, shyly resisting the first attempts by tongue to open her; something Sr. Lucia expected from a novitiate who had never before kissed a woman. Undeterred, tongue probed at her seeming unwilling to part lips until at last she surrendered, opening her mouth for the wet invader, at first just accepting it and then slowly sucking it into her mouth, like a cock and joining in the dance until mouths were glued together, tongues wrestling around and stoking the fires of lust to a white furnace heat that could be quenched only by orgasm.

		She loved the hands on her body, adoring the smooth and silky skin and she thrilled in shock when their mouths parted and her nipples became instead the target of Sr. Lucia's oral attention. Her clit moved from steel to diamond hardness and surely gained an extra millimeter in length as it throbbed in the woman's fingers, hinting at its impatience to be the next object to be taken into hot, wet mouth.

		She sighed with satisfied delight when that happened, her eyes closed and a contented smile on her well kissed lips, purring like a happy kitten as she was sucked, even more so because the woman’s hand had returned to stroking and fondling her young smooth and perfect body.

		The sucking was all and more than she had hoped for; the feel of tongue against the soft, underside of her clit, brushing her barely exposed piss slit against hardness of her flattened tongue and the occasional, gentle, and deliberate brushing of teeth over that incredibly sensitive ridge where clit joins slit, built her rapidly to orgasm.

		She gave no verbal warning of her impending eruption, but the tensing of her stomach and thighs, the holding of her breath and the clenching of her slick sex was warning enough for Sr. Lucia and she increased her efforts, encouraging the young girl’s goo to squirt so that she could savor the honey cream of youth, have it flood her mouth and allow it to trickle slowly over her lips and down her chin.

		"That was quick," Sr. Lucia murmured, the novitiate's offering consumed.

		"Yeh," Sr. Clair agreed, "But I can go again. No need to stop."

		And to emphasize her point, the novitiate went down on the woman, filling her mouth with thick, furry adult cunt that she carefully brought nowhere near the danger of exploding. Stopping with an embarrassed smile and an explanation that her tongue was aching, so she parted the dense forest between Sr. Lucia’s thighs, and easily found the mushroom headed bud of pleasure and sucked on it like a starving infant. At the same time Sr. Clair made herself available to the older cleric for further kissing and manual exploration.

		This time Sr. Lucia's fingers found, as though with surprise, the crack between her ass cheeks, tracing that line from perineum to top. Encouraged by the novitiate's willingness to be explored, the finger pressed a little at the crack and when the novitiate obligingly raised a leg to open the crack a bit, the finger delved in, searching for the greatest prize of all.

		The novitiate's reaction to having her other tightly closed entry point located was all the woman could have hoped for -- a mixture of surprise, wonder and excitement -- a reaction that indicated the novitiate's willingness to continue.

		Her finger teased the crinkled portal to bliss, no more than hinting at the joy that was to come, but the hint was strong enough to make the novitiate sigh and surrender, willingly allowing herself to be moved so she was on elbows and knees, her ass parted and available, the brown, crinkled gateway exposed to unaccustomed air and in full view for the woman to gaze on and drool over.

		She did not gaze for long, moving her head towards the as yet unopened gate and bringing gasps of surprise from the novitiate when her tongue knocked on the door. So this, the novitiate thought, is what it feels like to be rimmed and she learned shortly afterwards what it felt like to be eaten and sucked there. Better by far than her imagination had ever credited; no wonder girls liked so much to be treated to this, unbelievable, attention.

		By the time the tongue probed hard at the gate and the gate, not utterly unwilling, opened a fraction to see what so insistently knocked, the novitiate was little more than a mass of quivering, sensory overloaded, flesh. No way could her mind resist the call of a further, pleasure than the tongue could make, and she almost ravenously dragged an invading finger deep inside.

		She was on her side now, one leg drawn up and clutched tight to her breasts so she was providing full access to the finger that, soon after leaving her cunt was taken once more into her mouth, it then became two and then three. The fingers moved inside both her open orifices, stretching, and widening her co-operating holes and they found that point inside her, that when her finger pressed carefully enough and often enough, could feel the fingers touch through the thin membrane along the floor of her cunt.

		Soon her clit was being lasciviously licked as her hole was widened, and it spewed its second load of young girl goo into the greedy mouth. The fingers barely paused in their manipulation of her body, Sr. Lucia knew well enough that this second cumming did not herald an end to proceedings, and that, in her relaxed, post-orgasmic state, the novitiate was ready for fucking.

		She made another re-arrangement of the novitiate's body, on her back this time with both legs lifted and pressed over the young girl’s head, exposing the thick, slick, cunt lips that glistened just above the partly open butt hole,. The novitiate gasped loudly as her sphincter gave up a loud fart, unable to keep the pent air inside her, and the ass hole was stretched and now a useless portcullis and faced only the lesser internal explorations

		Finally Sr. Lucia sat back on her knees, breathing hard but evenly, her breasts and nipples jutting out in triumph, while the young novitiate lay with her face turned to the side, eyes closed, moaning, and whimpering with aching need. When Sr. Lucia grabbed hold of one of the young novitiate's feet and lifted her leg, propped it up against her shoulder, the young novitiate found herself almost thrusting her pussy up to meet the descending one, before she caught herself. She bit her lip. No, she couldn't give it up so easily...

		But her willpower was almost drained, and the mental battle was all but lost. Sr. Lucia's imposing size advantage, overwhelming display of arm strength, and superior sexual prowess all combined to renew young novitiate's raging libido...

		The Sr. Lucia went in for the finish. Her eyes met the young novitiate's for an instant, and then she averted them, as if ashamed. The dark wiry growth between the older woman’s thighs looked ominous to Sr. Clair. She had little time to reflect on the hairy pussy’s impact against her smooth sex because the older woman returned to action.

		Sr. Lucia's pussy mashed forcefully against young novitiate's, flooding young woman's mind with the sticky warmth of that contact. Soft, wet flesh planted itself firmly upon her pink, swollen womanhood. The tribbing began.

		She was being screwed. Sr. Lucia was doing it, fucking her, even though she wasn't using a cock - it was the same, in effect. Sr. Lucia's pussy was... much wetter than hers. Sr. Lucia's juices were flowing down, into the young girl’s pussy - wasn't that part of being fucked? And Sr. Lucia held her right leg firmly in place with one arm now she couldn't move her captive leg even a bit – Sr. Lucia smacked her cunt against the pinned cunt beneath her, grinning triumphantly down at the young novitiate. The crop of pussy hair was softer that it appeared against the young girls shaved sex.

		Sr. Clair could bear no more, she could postpone her climax no more, she could hold out no more. Her fingers left marks in the mattress as she arched her back, her body locked for one long moment... and then the convulsions overtook her body and she jerked and shuddered and cried out in the throes of the most powerful orgasm she ever had forced upon her.

		It was a shame, the thrill of the hunt was gone she thought, but she still sighed "Oh yes!" as she was fucked. Both the predator and the prey the lamented end of their delicious chase.

		***

		The trap had closed fully, the prey caught and consumed for pleasure, a pleasure shared by both predator and prey, hunter and hunted.

		"And that," the novitiate thought as she lay in her Sr. Lucia's arms, her well planned fucking completed, "Cannot be called `grooming.' Selecting a woman to fuck you senseless, tracking her down, luring her by devious means into bed and your pussy, has got absolutely nothing to do with petting fuckin' horses or stroking dogs!"

		END
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