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Jen had never been a sun worshiper like so many of her friends growing up. Having red hair and fair skin meant almost guaranteed sunburns. Anytime there was any kind of party, whether it was a beach or pool, Jen had to make sure that she brought her hat, over shirts, and had plenty of sunblock. Once when she was about sixteen, she made the mistake of forgetting to take her sunblock to a pool party at her friend’s house. She regretted it later that night and for a couple days after. She had such bad sunburn her parents almost had to take her to the hospital. Thankfully, she didn’t start to blister, or they would have. After that experience, she was always extremely careful about being out in the sun. Not being able to get a tan was one of the biggest drawbacks to having such fair skin.
 
   A number of her friends had suggested to Jen that she try spray tans over the years, but she refused. Too many times, people ended up looking orange after a spray tan or worse, it wasn’t even and odd patches of the body looked tan while others looked white. The idea of having red hair and orange skin did not really appeal to Jen in the slightest and neither did being some kind of splotchy experiment. She was more interested when a couple of her closest girlfriends suggested she go with them to a tanning salon. The beds offered a more even tan and nobody ended up orange. It evidently only took a few minutes depending on how dark a person wanted to be. Jen told her friends, Tiffany and Julie she would consider it and let them know.
 
   After doing a bit of research, Jen finally agreed that she would go ahead and try the tanning beds. What could it hurt?  If she didn’t like it she didn’t have to go back again. Whatever kind of tan she got would fade and she would just be satisfied with her fair skin and her routine when going to a pool or the beach.  The three friends made plans to get a tan on a Monday, early in the day while most people were either at work or at school. That would ensure that they would not have any problem getting each of them a tanning bed.
 
   Monday when Jen got up, she was actually looking forward to this attempt to get a tan. When she checked her phone, she had a message from Julie, she couldn’t make it because she got called into work earlier than expected but Tiffany would still go with her. Jen shrugged it off, got up, and took her shower. She looked through her dresser and found her pink bikini. It was the smallest she had and would help with minimal tan lines. She put it on and then slipped shorts and a t-shirt over it, put her hair in a ponytail, and headed to the tanning salon. When she got there, she met with Tiffany in the parking lot and they went in together. 
 
   The lady at the counter was really friendly. She recognized Tiffany right away and took her back to her tanning bed. As Jen stood there, another woman walked out from the back room and introduced herself. Her name was Tina, and Jen could tell when you looked she loved to be tan. If it wasn’t for her blond hair and green eyes, Jen could have mistaken her for some exotic ethnicity with the caramel color of her skin. She was definitely much darker than Jen wanted to be.
 
   Tina walked her back to the tanning bed. She gave Jen a pair of goggles to wear while she was tanning to protect her eyes. She explained how the timer worked and tried to put her at ease. Jen thanked her and told her that she knew this would go fine but she was definitely nervous about it, afraid she would burn.  She didn’t like the idea of being in pain for days again. Tina told her that she understood and would check on her to make sure she wasn’t in too long. Jen thanked her and Tina closed the door behind her so Jen could strip down to her bikini. Jen stood there for a moment, took off her shorts and t-shirt, and set them on the chair. She looked at herself in the mirror. She had on her bikini but she wasn’t sure how to fix her top so she wouldn’t have bad tan lines. She changed it a couple of times and finally decided she might as well get in, she was on a time limit after all. 
 
   She heard a rap on the door, and said come in. It was Tina, there to check on her. “You ok in here?” Jen just looked at her. Tina realized she hadn’t even gotten into the bed.  She smiled at her.  “It’ll be fine. I won’t let you get burned.” Jen nodded and climbed onto the bed as Jen left.
 
   Jen relaxed on the bed for what seemed like an eternity before Tina came back. She raised the door of the bed and told Jen that she had run out of time. Jen got up and breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
   “How long was I on that thing?” 
 
   Tina laughed and told her, “15 minutes.” Tina directed her to the mirrors in the corner of the room. Jen walked over and turned around. She was actually rather pleased; she had a fairly even tan. The only part she wasn’t thrilled with was how her tits looked. 
 
   She turned and asked Tina for her opinion. Tina told her it was a pretty good tan for the first time. “When it comes to the boobs, it’s best to tan topless.” Jen just blushed, giggled, and then said, “I think I’ll pass.”  
 
   Tina laughed, “Nervous about tanning and shy?” Jen could only nod. She slipped her clothes on and headed out to the counter to pay for her session. She and Tiffany left with the promise they would return.
 
   Return is exactly what she did, except this time; Jen went to the salon by herself. She figured everything would be fine and if Tina was working, she did not need to have her friends with her. When she got to the counter, she was about to ask if Tina was there, but she walked out from the backroom with someone who had just had a tan. When she saw Jen, she smiled. “I came back for another session.” Tina was surprised she sounded so excited but walked with her back to her room. 
 
   When they got there, she said, “Look, this will go fine, Hon.  You know, you’re not someone anybody could forget once they see you in only a bikini.”  Jen blushed and Tina continued.  “Seriously, you have flawless skin, an hourglass figure, and your red hair is just crazy perfect.”  She smiled.  “Let’s make sure you get your boobs this time, so no top.”  She turned to leave.
 
   “Don’t forget to check on me in fifteen again!” 
 
   Tina nodded her head.  “Of course!  Now go relax.”  
 
   Jen stood there, removing everything but her bikini bottoms and lay down on the tanning bed. She put the goggles on, closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and enjoyed the tanning bed this time. She heard the door open a short time later, and opened her eyes to see Tina. She had not said a word when she walked in; she simply stood there and looked at Jen.  She moved her eyes from her perfect feet, up her long legs, to her pink bikini bottoms, and then stopped at her tits. Jen could feel her eyes as she stared at her breasts. 
 
   When Jen went to grab her top to cover herself, Tina stopped her with her hand. “You are fucking gorgeous.” Jen could not find any words to respond, she merely blushed. She again tried to cover herself but Tina took her shirt from her, walked over to the chair, and set it down. She went to the door and flipped the lock. Jen stood up, unaware of what she should do. The advances of Tina unnerved her, but at the same time, she felt a thrill of excitement run through her body. Tina took Jen’s hands in her own and walked her over to the mirrors. She stood behind her and stared at Jen’s reflection in the mirror. “Look at yourself. You are fucking amazing.” Jen was speechless, she could do nothing but try to cover herself with her hands, but Tina wrapped her arms around her so they rested around her waist. Jen’s arms pinned underneath them.
 
   As they stood there, Tina started to kiss the back of Jen’s shoulder. She licked and kissed her way up to her ear. She bit on it hard and gave it a yank. Jen moaned out in an involuntary act of pleasure. She didn’t want to like it, but she did. As Tina continued to move from Jen’s ear to her neck, she loosened her arms and moved a hand up to cup one of Jen’s tits. Both of the women started to moan in unison. Suddenly, Jen realized she wanted this woman.  She had turned around to face Tina and tentatively slid her hands around the girl’s waist and up under her shirt. Her hands moved up and down on her soft skin and Tina felt so good beneath her fingers that Jen wanted more. She moved her hands, found the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it up over her head. 
 
   Tina didn’t break eye contact with Jen as she reached around and unhooked her own bra and dropped it to the floor. Jen saw no tan lines, just two extremely perky round tits, with hard nipples that screamed, “Touch me.” Jen couldn’t help herself.  She cupped Tina’s tits in her hands, pushed them up and ran her tongue across one nipple then the other. She had never experienced a woman before but she had become so horny she couldn’t help herself. She bit down on Tina’s nipple softly then with Tina’s encouragement bit down harder. 
 
   Gasps of pleasure escaped her lips as Tina slid her hands down Jen’s back and grabbed her ass. She only had to tug on the strings on either side of her bikini bottom and it fell to the floor.  Tina slapped her ass hard, then took Jen’s face in her hands, and kissed her hard. They stood there, tits pressed against each other, and sucked on each other’s tongue. Tina moved her hands away from Jen’s body long enough to unzip her skirt and let it fall to the floor.  Then, she lifted her hand and parted Jen’s pussy lips with her fingers. Jen gasped and started to walk backwards, Tina’s fingers and her body moved with Jen. She felt herself slam into the door, as Tina spun her around. Tina didn’t break eye contact as she grabbed a towel and spread it out on the floor. She sat down and pulled Jen down with her. 
 
   Tina spread her legs wide as she laid flat on her back on the floor. Jen knelt between Tina’s legs and started to suck on her nipples. Tina moved her hands into Jen’s hair and pushed her head down. Jen looked up at Tina and saw the desire in her eyes. She ran her fingers up the inside of Tina’s thigh and found her wet pussy lips. She was completely bare beneath her fingers. Jen slid them up and down, and then parted her lips. She rubbed her swollen clit. Tina’s groans encouraged her to continue and she slid her hands down, slipping two of her fingers into Tina’s soaking wet cunt. 
 
   Her movements seemed so surreal to her, but then the pace increased. Tina’s legs started to shake before Jen felt her clamp down hard on her fingers. Tina cried out, “Oh God!  I’m cumming!”
 
   Tina didn’t waste a moment, still aroused from her orgasm, she switched positions with Jen. She pinned Jen down on the floor and sucked on her neck. She wrapped her fingers around Jen’s clit and pinched it, Jen’s body jerked in response. Tina pinched it again, as she moved her lips slowly down Jen’s chest. She bit and sucked on her tits and her nipples. Her breathing increased and her moans of pleasure started to get louder. Tina quickly moved back up to her mouth and kissed her hard, then whispered in her ear, “Shhhh, someone might hear you.” 
 
   When Tina moved her mouth down to Jen’s pussy and sucked on her clit, Jen grabbed the shirt that was on the floor next to her and bit down on it. Tina shoved three of her fingers deep into Jen’s pussy and had started to fuck her hard and deep, while she sucked on her clit. Jen wasn’t sure how she was able to handle all three of Tina’s fingers, and she was amazed that the woman was as aggressive as any man had ever been.  She felt her pussy walls as they contracted down on Tina’s fingers. Tina licked and sucked on her clit faster as she finger fucked her. Jen felt her entire body tighten and then relax as she shouted into the shirt and came.  
 
   They lay for a while on the floor before Tina finally stood and helped Jen to her feet.  Jen felt a bit awkward when she dressed, and her legs were certainly wobbly from the orgasm.  Tina smiled at her as she opened the door for her.  “Okay, Jen.  Get out there and enjoy your tan.”
 
   Jen shook her head.  “No way.  I’m staying indoors.”
 
   Tina frowned.  “I don’t understand.”
 
   Jen smiled.  “If I go outside, this tan will last a long time.  If I stay indoors, I’ll have to come back…say on next Tuesday for example.”
 
   A smile slowly spread over Tina’s face and she said, “I’m looking forward to it.”
 
   As she walked out of the tanning salon, her pussy still sending her reminders of Tina’s fingers and lips, Jen smiled.  She was looking forward to Tuesday as well.
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   It wasn’t all that strange for Karen and I to be in our underwear and nothing else on any particular day. On that particular Saturday, I was sitting in a kind of tight white tee shirt and my panties, just relaxing on the couch with a fluffy romance book. Karen was puttering around the house in an outfit almost identical to mine with a white tee shirt and skimpy panties. If anything, her tee shirt was slightly tighter. I’d seen her that way hundreds of times, hell, probably thousands of times. We’d been best friends for almost two decades and we’d been roommates for the last four ever since we each moved out of our parents’ houses and went to college. I’d known Karen since we were both in preschool.  Hell, I’d known her earlier than that but how in the hell could I remember what it was like to be friends when both of us were toddlers? The point was that I’d known her for my entire life and that amounted to just under twenty years. 
 
   So, it was strange that that particular day was the day that I first noticed just how really beautiful my best friend was. Karen’s body was lovely. I think I knew it intellectually because I’d probably remarked on it a hundred times, and if I were in a conversation with someone else about beautiful girls, I’d mention Karen’s name. If I went shopping with her, I would always point out things that would complement her.  Fuck, in those cases, I would point out her beauty. Hell, when I was looking at dresses or sexy clothes, she was the body that came to mind filling it. I suppose there’s a difference between knowing she was sexy and, for the first time, looking at her and seeing a beautiful and sexy woman. The weird thing about it was, I wasn’t just looking at her like a sexy woman from a conceptual standpoint; I found myself attracted to her, and that had never happened before. It hadn’t happened with Karen or any other girl.
 
   Like any woman, I suppose, I had had plenty of fantasies about being with another girl.  I’d never done it before, and since Karen and I were best friends and told each other everything, I assumed she’d never done it before either. At that moment, I felt a surge of arousal that I hadn’t ever felt before. I mean, sure, I was no prude, certainly wasn’t a slut, but I’d slept with a few boys and I would say if a boy got to date with me, he was very likely to get laid. When those things happened, I’d gotten aroused. But this was different; I was turned on, and I was turned on just looking at her. It wasn’t the kind of situation where a kiss led to an increasing arousal and then more kissing and then soft wandering hands that eventually broke past any barriers I had. I was one-hundred percent ready to go, and I was ready to go looking at my best friend. It made no sense to me at all, none. It must have been something that we’d eaten for breakfast earlier because when Karen turned and looked at me, there was something different about her eyes. 
 
   I didn’t know exactly what it was at first and I was still lost in my own thoughts but she came close and sat down on the couch. Before I really could get my hands around what was happening, she leaned over and kissed me. It was one of the most beautiful kisses I’d ever experienced. It was so strange to reach up and immediately stroke her hair and hold her to me as I kissed her. She pulled away and looked at me bashfully, and I think I had the same look on my face.  Of course both of us were concerned.  Hell, there was nobody on Earth I loved more than Karen, and the thought that we could be ruining our relationship was right in the front of my mind and I’m sure it was on hers, too.  Neither of us spoke and I realized my hand was still in her hair. I moved her long black locks out of the way just so I could see her face more clearly.  Then I leaned forward and kissed her again.  
 
   I let my other hand find hers and squeezed it softly as I kissed her. She took that hand and moved it upward, and suddenly I was cupping her breast through her tee shirt. All the while, our lips kept exploring softly. We hadn’t done any French kissing yet, it was all just our lips but it was soft and sensual and beautiful. Even though it was just our lips, there was nothing like a friendly kiss involved in what we did. Finally, she put her hands behind my head and held me tight and pushed her tongue past my lips. It was astounding. It was like no other kiss I’d ever had. At the same time, I felt her hands begin to wander. She didn’t squeeze at my breasts through my shirt but instead lifted my shirt up all the way up to my neck, and then reluctantly broke away the kiss so that she could pull it off. I felt a slight burst of nervousness but I was definitely ready to kiss again.  We didn’t, though. The moment my breasts were free, she leaned down and kissed them softly. That sent a thrill through me, and I moaned softly.
 
   I expected her to do more at my breasts but she had other ideas in mind. She reached down and pulled at the waistband of my panties and when my panties were finally at my knees, she lifted her own shirt off and then knelt in front of me. She reached for my thighs and parted them.  Then the most glorious sensations I’d ever felt ran through me as she leaned forward and I felt her tongue licking from right at the bottom of my pussy and then all the way up.  It was beyond incredible to fill her at my slit, slightly dipping into my folds and then reaching my clit where she flicked softly before starting again at the bottom. It was so amazing to feel it the second time, and she did it again another four times before her hands got busy again. One hand grasped my thigh, squeezing gently, while the other reached up to massage at my breasts. It was overwhelming.  I looked down and I saw her beautiful face with her lovely dark brown eyes as her mouth worked. She wasn’t looking at me but looking down where she was licking, and she had such a look of… I didn’t know if gentle lust was the right way to describe it but there was a softness and gentleness and romance to it that was amazing precisely because it also had a hungry sexiness. 
 
   Her hands moved and I found myself putting one of my hands over hers as she squeezed on my breast, and with the other hand I gently tweaked and pinched at my other nipple while her mouth continued to work at its magic between my legs. I’d never experienced this kind of a sensual sexuality before; there had been times where I’d wanted to fuck, and there’d be times where I wanted to make out. This was the first time in my life that both of those things seemed to come together so that what was happening was more than just sexual and more than just gentle affection. It was somehow astounding in every way or shape or form. She pulled her hands back and the next thing I knew, she’d interlaced her fingers with mine so that I gripped her hands, and every lick, every kiss, every movement of her mouth made me grip them more tightly. She held them as she licked and began to moan softly. 
 
   It was really lovely, and it went on for four or five minutes, Karen just gently exploring my pussy and my clit and occasionally thrusting her tongue into me but never roughly, never too urgently. I found myself hovering on the edge of what I knew would be a powerful explosion. Then she let go of one of my hands while holding the other tight. She moved her mouth up and began kissing along my thigh, and then I felt her push two fingers inside of me. I gasped because the penetration sent powerful thrills through me I knew would push me over the edge. She began moving her fingers in and out of my pussy while she kissed and licked at my thigh. I was growing closer and closer and I knew that I was going to cum at any moment. I was desperate for it, in fact. I found myself moving my hips to meet her thrusts, and then she took her mouth away from my thigh and instead leaned down and began flicking her tongue softly over my clit. 
 
   That was all it took. I pulled my hand off of hers and tangled it up in her hair as I came, breathing out her name with a tone of voice that should have been loud but came out softly.  I whispered, “Karen, oh Karen! Oh God, Karen!” as I pushed my pussy against her fingers and my clit up against her mouth. The orgasm was overpowering; my whole body shook with it.  That was strange because it had such a slow and sensual buildup, and yet it felt more powerful than orgasms I had experienced before, even orgasms that had come after tremendous, rough fucking. This orgasm was beautiful and it felt like a gift but it was no less powerful than any of the times orgasms had been ripped from me, torn from my body in involuntary explosions of pleasure. This was beautiful, this was overpowering. I moaned softly as she continued to push her fingers and though the movements of her mouth on my clit grew softer and gentler, her fingers kept moving hard. If she’d done it any other way, the sensitivity in my clit would have probably driven me to push her away. With gentle and soft stimulation there but hard stimulation inside of me, I found my orgasm growing, continuing to course over me, but never growing so overwhelming that I had to ask her to stop.  
 
   She finally pulled her mouth off, moved up and began kissing and licking at my nipples as her hand continued to assault my pussy. She kept moving further up until finally her mouth was on me again. The feel her lips on mine, to taste myself in her mouth, and the feel her fingers continuing to move was even more overpowering to me so I threw my arms around her, held her tightly to me and pushed my tongue into her mouth to kiss her passionately. I cried out her name again, this time not whispering but almost screaming as I cryied it out right against her lips. “Karen, oh Karen! Jesus, oh Karen! God, Karen!” She kissed me and held me, moving her fingers fast and hard and then gradually began slowing them. My body continued to send shockwaves of joy through me.  She slowed down until her fingers weren’t moving anymore but she didn’t pull them out but instead just held them deep within me as she kissed me. Finally, she broke the kiss off but kept her fingers deep inside. 
 
   I held her and stroked her hair, and she looked into my eyes with a soft smile. She kissed me a few more times, and only when she’d pulled away her head and leaned it against my shoulder, kissing softly at my neck, did she finally pulled her fingers out of my pussy and lift them up so she could softly rub at my breasts as she kissed my neck and I came down from the orgasm. I stroked her hair and held her there, and we fell asleep in that position on the couch, her body on top of mine, her thigh right up against my pussy and my hands around her body. When we woke a little later, she immediately began kissing me again. I think it had only been about two hours, but again her mouth found my pussy and her fingers did as well. It was another incredible and beautiful experience. The best part about the second time, though, was that once it was once it was over and my orgasm calmed, I got to focus attention on her.  That was just as lovely. 
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   Around one in the morning I got the call.  My friend from high school was in town and wanted to see me.  I grumbled some reply and hung up the phone.  In ten minutes, I was snoring and blissfully unaware of the world again, and when I woke up in the morning, I was still blissfully unaware until the doorbell rang.  Mandy stood there dressed like she had just hitchhiked across the Rockies.  I groaned as memory of the early morning phone call invaded my thoughts.  “Hey, come on in, I was just getting ready for work.”  Hint, hint.
 
   Mandy stepped forward and gave me a big hug, shoving the large faux fur collar of her jacket into my nose.  “Hey there, Holly Hobbit.”
 
   Oh God, the nickname that haunted me through junior high and high school.  I tried to laugh at Mandy’s reminder of my youthful awkwardness.  “Hah, wow, been a long time since I’ve heard that.”
 
   Mandy laughed for real.  “I know, right?  It really has been a long time, Hol.”
 
   I sighed.  It had been.  “Well, come on in and I’ll get you some coffee.”
 
   She stepped in and dropped her bag and backpack to the floor.  “Oh, no coffee, thanks.  Do you have any tea?”
 
   I nodded.  “Any particular kind?”
 
   “Um, green would be awesome.”  She followed me into the kitchen and I knew as she sat down and surveyed the apartment’s small but very modern look that I was going to be in for a long day.
 
   It didn’t surprise me that Mandy found it acceptable to call someone she hadn’t seen in five years at one in the morning and show up for an extended stay.  When we’d been friends in high school, she’d been a lot of fun.  Always full of ideas of what to do, where to go, who to hang with and, oh yes, what to imbibe, smoke and snort.  That had been some of my issue with her.  She claimed I didn’t know how to relax.  I told her she didn’t think about anyone but herself.  A few arguments later and we ended our senior year without goodbyes as we headed off to college.
 
   Over the five years since, I’d heard different bits and pieces about her travels and adventures.  She had dropped out of the prestigious private school where she’d won a full-ride music scholarship and taken off, according to our mutual friend who’d still been talking to her at the time and had, in fact, loaned her couch to Mandy at the beginning of her trek.  Our mutual friend had reported to me gleefully that her companion was a professor from the prestigious college.  “He’s a real bohemian,” Karlie had giggled.  “He’s got the goatee and the long hair and everything.”
 
   I’d just nodded like I’d known all along this was how it would end for Mandy.  And I had known.
 
   Then, of course, I just lost track of her, and everyone else, really.  Karlie, I last heard, was a stay-at-home mom of twins.  Others had, like me, graduated and entered their professions.  I was working towards my master’s in education, but I was working as a teacher at a private school in the meantime.  I enjoyed the work, but it kept me busy and so, beyond a few quick lunches or movie nights, I didn’t really hang out with anyone.  I certainly didn’t have time to think about running off on some crazy adventure with someone twice my age.
 
   Mandy sipped at the tea I’d brought her.  “This is a really nice place, Hol.”
 
   “Thanks, it’s a little pricey but I feel comfortable here and it’s only a few blocks from the school where I teach.”
 
   Mandy had discarded her giant coat and was sitting in overalls and a flannel shirt.  Her gold hair she’d freed from the beanie she’d been wearing when I’d first seen her.  Somehow, she still managed to look beautiful even when wearing clothes stolen from the Farmer in the Dell.  “So, yeah, you’re teaching, huh?  I always knew you’d make it through the rat race with flying colors.”
 
   I looked at her over my mug of coffee.  “Yeah, you know, I didn’t seem able to find the time to just drop things and go.”
 
   She shrugged.  “It’s not something everyone can handle.  Hey, would you mind if I took a quick shower?  I’ve been living in these things since Wednesday.”
 
   I just couldn’t believe her complete obliviousness.  Was the act real?  Was she really as crazy as I remembered?  “Uh, I guess that’d be fine, but um, look, Mandy, I have to get going to work so, I don’t know if  I can have you . . .”
 
   Mandy jumped up with the wild energy I remembered so well.  She came over and gave me another big hug.  “No worries, I’ll just hang out ‘til you get back.  I’ll have things swinging when you come home.”
 
   It was absolutely what I was afraid of, Mandy all alone and unsupervised in my house.  I smiled and tried again.  “Well, the thing is, Mandy, I really can’t let you be here without me.”
 
   She got a look in her eye that made my stomach turn with nervousness.  “Oh, that is just the best idea ever.”
 
   What idea?  It wasn’t an idea, not even a suggestion.  I needed her on her merry way and I needed to get to class.  Eight year-olds don’t hold things together very long.  “Mandy, I don’t think you understand.”
 
   “Oh, I understand what I want to understand, my friend, and I understand you more than you know.  You, my girl, are taking the day off.”  She gave me a wink, making me her co-conspirator with a single tic.
 
   I shook my head.  “I don’t think so, Mandy.  I can’t just walk away from thirty kids.  I’ll lose my job.”
 
   She shrugged and headed out of the kitchen.  “Well, I’m gonna take my shower and give you time to think it over.”
 
   I sat sipping my coffee and fuming about Mandy’s cluelessness.  Not everyone could just take off and live life on the go.  Some of us had to plan and build and think of the future.  I groaned and tried to settle my thoughts.  It wasn’t that a day off to just hang out and have some fun didn’t appeal to me, it was just that I couldn’t turn my back on my obligations.  It would drive me crazy to do so.  In defeat, I finally got up from the table and headed for the room to change for work.
 
   I figured Mandy would be in the shower and that I could just walk in, grab what I needed from the closet, snag my purse and my bag and head out.  I breathed a sigh of relief though when I walked in and saw her clothes in a heap on my floor and heard the water running.  I was safe from further interruption to my day.  Of course, I’d have to work out what to do when I got home from work but, in the meantime, I could get my stuff and get out without any more debate.
 
   I walked to my closet and stepped inside, pulling the doors closed so I could quickly change.  I was searching through the few, weary options on the hangers when I heard the bathroom door open and then, Mandy unzipping her bag.  I felt instantly trapped.  I went to the closet door and slid it open enough to take a peek and determine if I’d have an escape route.  I saw Mandy and sucked in my breath.
 
   She was standing in front of my full-length mirror naked.  She was busily brushing out her beautiful long blond hair that seemed to shine with health and sun-enhanced highlights.  My own highlights came from a trip to the salon every three months.  It wasn’t her hair, though, that grabbed my attention.  It was her body, her perfectly toned and tanned body, as she shifted and bent to brush her hair from every direction.  She was stunning.
 
   I turned a brief glance on my choice of a brown skirt and beige sweater and felt my dowdiness like a visible aura.  I felt distinctly unbeautiful.  I reached up to my hair in its ponytail and felt like a two year old.  I felt nothing like the graceful goddess Mandy was displaying.  Then, Mandy turned away from the mirror and dropped the brush on top of her bag as she passed it on her way to the . . .oh my God, she was headed my way.
 
   I ducked back into the hanging clothing hoping to hide myself and not be caught out as some peeping Tomasina.  Mandy reached the closet and slid the door open and I heard her chuckle.  “Well, no surprises here.”  She stepped inside and began riffling through my wardrobe.  I tucked myself further back until my back hit the wall.  I held my breath as Mandy combed through my clothes and kept a running fashion commentary on each piece.  I felt a little angry at the suggestion that I was some kind of outdated prude.  I had to dress sensibly at work.  I was teaching third graders for God’s sake.
 
   Mandy reached the shoe rack and sighed.  Her still naked body bent down to examine the individual pairs.  I only had five, three pairs of sneakers and two pairs of dress flats.  I did have a pair of heels for dates or professional functions, but they were in a box up on the shelf.  Mandy picked up one of the flats.  “Wow, Holly Hobbit, these are some strange shoes for a person of the shire.  I just don’t see the fun gal I knew back in the day.  Oh where, oh where did she go?”
 
   To college and then to work, I wanted to shout.  What did she think she was doing passing judgment on me, anyway?  She’s the one who showed up on my doorstep looking like a down-sized lumberjack.  I ground my teeth and then, Mandy looked right at me.  “Boo.”
 
   I jumped up and stumbled against her as I fought to get out of the corner.  “Oh, hey, I was just trying to find my shoes and . . .”
 
   Mandy smiled and held me to her.  “Oh, Hol, it’s okay, I don’t mind.  Just relax.”
 
   I managed to pull away and head out of the closet.  “Relax?”  That was the last thing I could do.  I’d been watching my old friend sift through my dumpy clothing and then, I’d run right into her naked body.  It had been the most unsettling few minutes I’d ever experienced.
 
   Mandy followed me out of the closet.  “Yeah, Hol, me being naked in front of you is nothing.  I’m comfortable with myself.”
 
   I nodded.  “Um hmm, that’s great.  Uh, Mandy, I think you should get dressed.”
 
   She stepped up to me and gave me a hug.  “Why?” She whispered against my neck as her arms pulled me tighter.
 
   I couldn’t even struggle.  My mind had stopped functioning.  I had no answer.  I just let her hug me and felt her body press against mine.  I felt a strange sensation flow through me like warm syrup.  She began to move her hands along my sides and I shivered.  “Why do you need me to leave, Holly?”
 
   “I just, I need . . .” I stopped as I felt Mandy’s hands travel under my shirt and run over my stomach.
 
   Mandy leaned in and brushed her lips over mine.  I didn’t understand what she was doing.  I’d never thought of being with another woman, didn’t consider experimenting while at college like some of my other friends.  I hadn’t even really dated men in college much less taking the time to explore my sexual limits with a dorm roomie.  Now, as Mandy let her fingers run up to lightly brush over my nipples and I shuddered.  My mouth fell open to make some protest but I could only moan softly as Mandy’s hands cupped my breasts and gently squeezed.
 
   She kissed me again but this time she didn’t just pull away.  Her mouth pressed on mine and I felt her tongue slip in and explore.  Her hands were wandering lower now, grabbing at my pajama bottoms and pulling them down.  I felt them slide over my hips and fall loosely in a bundle at my feet.  I pulled back.  “Mandy, I don’t know what you’re used to, but I definitely . . .”
 
   Again, she pulled me to her and kissed me, and this time her hands traveled beneath my panties and her fingertips began to tease along my pussy lips.  I gasped as she slipped one finger between them and pushed inside me.  From that moment on, I was beyond protesting.  My body was deciding everything.
 
   Mandy kept her one hand between my legs and let her fingers travel inside me and then, out to massage my clit.  Her other hand took one of mine and brought it to her breast.  She squeezed her hand on top of mine and I felt her nipple grow rigid under my palm.  The warmth of her hand covering mine as I caressed her breast sent little intense shocks travelling over me.  I bit my lip and held my breath.
 
   She pulled back and smiled at me and then, walked me to the bed.  I could only follow her in a stagger, not thinking beyond the sensations that were flooding my body.  I wanted to be touched everywhere.  She turned me to her and wrapped her arms around me and pressed her nakedness against mine.  My panties had fallen in a heap somewhere along the trail to my bed and I was now as naked as she was. I felt her lift a leg and slide it up and down the back of my leg, brushing my ass slightly.  I felt her shift so her pussy, unshaven and covered in soft blond hair, brushed against mine.  I shuddered and moaned again.  I was aching for her to do more, to do anything she wanted.  I was completely free of any rational thought.  For once, my body was winning.
 
   Mandy pushed me back until my legs knocked against the bed and I fell back onto it.  Pressing on my shoulders, she pushed me down until I was lying on my back with my legs still hanging off the side.  Giving me a small smile, she shook her blond hair back and began moving down over my front, kissing and licking and pinching me as she went.  She paused over my breasts and sucked one of my nipples into her mouth, pulling on it and teasing it with her tongue.  My hands went down to give a weak shove on her shoulders but she only bit my tender little nipple and made me yell.  “Oh God, Mandy, what . . .?”
 
   She ignored me and slid further until she was off the bed, on her knees, in front of my legs.  She brought her hands up the inside of my legs, sending expectant chills over my skin.  She kissed me gently on the tops of my knees.  “Oh beautiful Holly, you are just so tense.”  Her hands moved to the insides of my thighs and pushed my legs apart.  “You need to relax.”
 
   A vague flash of panic rose in me as I thought of my poor abandoned third grade class and then, her mouth was on me and my mind went blank as I felt her push against me and thrust her tongue deep inside me.  An instant wave of pleasure rolled over me and made me shake.  Involuntarily, my hands flew down and held her head as my hips moved up.  I focused intensely on the sound of her tongue and lips licking and sucking on me.  I groaned and gripped her hair.  She moved to my clit and began giving it long, rough strokes with her tongue that made me cry out.  I’d never had a man focus such attention on me in the way that Mandy was doing now.  I felt my pussy begin to throb and I knew that I was already on the edge of a tremendous orgasm.
 
   Then, Mandy stopped and with a jump, she was beside me on the bed, kissing my face, my neck and pulling me on top of her as she rolled onto her back.  She wrapped her legs around my waist and moved her body against mine.  I shivered as I felt her pussy brush mine and then, her hands were urging me around, her legs releasing me and helping to direct me so that I eventually was on my hands and knees above her with my face poised right above her pussy.  I stared down at her like I didn’t know what was in front of me until I felt her legs wrap around me again and pull me down.  At the same time, I felt her hands on my ass and then, her mouth was back on me, her tongue inside me.  I moaned and lowered my mouth to kiss her pussy.
 
   I didn’t know what I was doing.  I was just following her lead.  I let my fingers tease along her pussy lips and then, I parted them and kissed gently on her clit and lower.  I felt her respond, thrusting her hips up eagerly to meet my unsure movements.  Her legs fell to either side of me as she pushed up and brought her pussy up to meet my tentative tongue.  I licked softly and heard her moan and then, she began to furiously suck and lick at me, massaging my clit with her tongue until I was on the edge again.  My body shook above her and I stopped what I was doing to pay attention to what was happening.  I’d never felt such a strong build of sensation, and every nerve in my body was trembling as she stroked me with her tongue.
 
   She didn’t let me stop for long.  Grabbing me around the waist, she again rolled on the bed so that she was now the one on top and I was below her with her pussy pressing into my face.  She lowered her pussy to my lips and began to rub against them, moving faster and faster as her own tongue worked wildly on my pussy.  I cried out when she thrust her fingers into me and began fucking me with them hard and fast.  Without thinking, I did the same, bringing my fingers up to slip deep inside Mandy’s pussy.  The feeling of her wet slit closing around my fingers while her tongue and fingers worked inside me brought me closer and closer.  The two of us worked in a crazy rhythm until Mandy suddenly cried out.  “Oh fuck, Hol, I’m gonna come!  Oh fuck, oh yes; oh fuck, yes, yes, yes!”
 
   Mandy’s body jolted up hard against my mouth and I could feel her pussy spasm and grip my fingers.  Wet warmth flowed over my fingers and her body twisted above me as she continued to moan and cry out.  Her loss of control made me feel even closer and I began to move my body, trying to draw Mandy’s attention back to me.  I was desperate to feel her tongue on me again.  Finally, her head fell forward and I felt her hot breath over my pussy as she worked to calm down enough to finish with me.  I moaned in agony, waiting for her to lick me, to touch me, to slide her fingers inside me and to fuck me.  I trembled as I felt her mouth just a small space above me.  My pussy throbbed and I felt a familiar building of tension deep inside me and then, she let her tongue slip in to give gentle licks to my clit.
 
   I exploded in a hard spasm of pleasure that rocketed out from my pussy through every nerve in my body.  The sensation burrowed deep within me at the same time, making my pussy clench hard around her fingers as they began to thrust slow and deep, in and out of me over and over.  I’d never experienced such an overwhelming orgasm in all my life.  As the spasms overtook me, my body went rigid and then relaxed before going rigid again with an even stronger wave of ecstasy.  I closed my eyes and felt Mandy fall on top of me and then to the side as she lost her strength and shook beside me.
 
   We seemed to lie there for hours, our bodies shaking, our breathing rasping in tandem as we fought to control our muscles and our senses.  I felt her hand stroke my body in a tender gesture and I practically screamed as it sent another spasm through me.  She giggled and thrust her hand between my legs, teasing me mercilessly until I rolled away from her and managed to weakly pull myself up to sit on the edge of the bed.  My head was swimming and when I stood, I almost fell right back on the bed.  I made my unsteady way to the bathroom and closed the door.  My mind tried to make sense of everything but each remnant of my climax drove my thoughts into useless puddles.  I started the shower and stepped in and let the water work at clearing my head.
 
   A few moments later, I heard the bathroom door open and then, Mandy was stepping into the shower with me.  My mind dropped all thought again.  “I . . .I don’t . . .”  I could only stutter.
 
   Mandy just shook her head and gave me her sweet smile.  “You’re still so tense, Hol.  What else can I do to help you relax?”
 
   The question seemed so ridiculous that I laughed out loud.  “Mandy, what the fuck are you doing in here?”
 
   She shrugged and stepped under the water with me.  “I just thought maybe you needed a little more permission to say Fuck it today.”  She reached out and ran a hand over my wet hair and down my back.  A spasm hit my pussy in response and I groaned.   “Every once in a while, Holly, it’s okay to say fuck it to everything and just give it a rest.”
 
   I looked at her, the water streaming over her body, her beautiful body that I’d just touched and kissed and finger-fucked.  I grinned.  “Okay then, Mandy, fuck it.”  I reached out and pulled her against me, rubbing my wet body up and down hers.
 
   Mandy smiled.  “Well, that’s a nice change.  I’m happy to see you let loose.”
 
   I nodded and put a finger to her lips.  “Mandy, I thought I told you to fuck it.”  I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her to her knees in front of me.  Twisting my hands in her wet hair, I brought her face up to my pussy.  Her tongue searched and found my clit, making me shudder and almost lose my footing.  I planted my feet more firmly as she thrust into my wet opening and I let my worries die down for a while longer.  Her eager moans and sighs as she worked her mouth on me helped everything recede.
 
   It was remarkably anti-climactic when I took the day off.  They had substitutes on call, and there wasn’t so much as a funny look. Of course, I didn’t feel an ounce of resentment the next time Holly called and invited herself over.  I just stayed in bed and waited for the doorbell to ring.      
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   “I sleep with women, too,” she said, and I felt a completely unexpected burst of arousal.  The funny thing was that the conversation had started out really awkward and then got relaxed and that comment made it awkward again.  
 
   The business trip had been long and even though it was successful and gave me plenty of reasons to celebrate, I needed the damned drink in my hand.  When I sensed someone sitting next to me at the bar, I hoped desperately that nobody would try to pick me up.  I was thankful to hear a woman’s voice but confused when the voice said, “Well, if you’re working here tonight I better try my luck at the Harlander.”
 
   I turned to look at the woman.  I noticed first that she was stunning, a lovely brunette with eyes so blue they seemed almost unreal, like they were painted on and not natural. She noticed that I had no idea what she was talking about and then she looked embarrassed. “Oh God,” she said. “I’m so sorry.”
 
   It took me a minute to realize she’d thought I was a prostitute.  I was shocked but I also found myself intrigued, and I told her I thought it was flattering that she thought I had what it took to make a go of it.  We got past the initial embarrassment and ended up in a booth, sipping our drinks and talking like we’d been friends for years. She looked like she was in her late twenties, and I was right. She told me she was twenty-eight and she’d done calls to pay for college and then kept doing it when she found out her degree entitled her to a job earning forty-two thousand dollars to start.  She made close to twenty-thousand dollars a month and only worked four days a week.
 
   She made as much as me.
 
   She made as much as me and on a light week I worked sixty-five or sixty-six hours.  I suppose with my stock options, my 401k, and my health benefits I made more but it was still pretty damned crazy.  I asked her how long she was planning to do it and she laughed because she saw right through the question for what it really was, and interest in knowing when she’d be too old.  She was beautiful but would she still be beautiful at thirty-eight?
 
   “I have regular clients, fourteen of them.  Most of them see me once a month, a few see me twice and two see me every week. Usually I’m booked solid but if a day I plan to work comes up when I’m not I hit the conventions like this.  Many who do what I do have eight or nine clients a day.  They’re the ones who get used up in a year or two, and everything they do gets robotic.”
 
   “Was it hard when you started?  I mean I know we’re all adventurous in college but…”  I was definitely kind of slutty in college. I’d considered stripping to make money but I’d never considered being a call girl.
 
   “I was lucky. My first client was really wealthy, and he was a sweet guy.  He was a widow and he didn’t want romance.  I guess he couldn’t be romantic without feeling like he was betraying his wife.  He wanted platonic companionship and then sex.  That was it.  I went to his house. We watched television and talked. There was no flirting or anything like that. He told me about his day and then he took me into his bedroom and screwed me.  It was like friends with benefits except he paid me.”
 
   “But what about the other clients?”
 
   She shrugged. “He saw me twice a week all through my freshman year of college.  I never had another client until I was a sophomore and I always built up regulars.  None of my friends knew what I did. They thought my parents were rich.” She leaned in and smiled conspiratorially at me. “The crazy thing was that they all thought I was kind of prudish.  If you want to know something crazy, compared to a few of them, I was kind of prudish.”
 
   I found her fascinating, and it was strange to think that the two of us, two women who came from different worlds, could really be friends.  Actually, we didn’t really have too different of a background, I suppose.  I’d always thought if someone became a prostitute it meant they had to have been pushed into it or forced into it.  Marlena wasn’t like that at all.  She’d chosen the profession and she thought the stereotype was largely media-made, that both feminists and right wingers were extremely prudish but for different reasons.
 
   “I mean, fuck, JoAnne. People protest for the right to control our bodies when it comes to abortion but they act like we have to be victims if we spread our legs for anything else. Right wingers think we’re sinners and left wingers think anyone paying us for sex is assaulting us.  It’s bullshit. It’s my body. I’ll sleep with anyone I want to, and whenever I want, and that’s that. I sleep with rich me, middle class men, and even poor men who save up for something special. Speaking of that, I’ve saved seven-hundred thousand dollars.  When I hit eight-hundred I’ll be done and, I don’t know, write a book or open a bar or something. All the judgmental fucks would have denied me that and told me it was for my own good.”  
 
   Then she added that line that threw my mind into the blender. “I also sleep with women.”
 
   Okay, prior to that I’d certainly imagined her in the middle of sex.  How could I not? How could you find out someone is a prostitute and not imagine her having sex? It had been all academic, though.  She was beautiful but I hadn’t been turned on or anything.  When she mentioned she slept with women, though, it was like a jolt of electricity to my clit. My clit and my nipples, actually. It was so strange to feel an immediate and rather overwhelming sense of arousal.  Sure, I’d fantasized about lesbian sex as much as the next girl but never specifically, never when I could immediately do something about it.
 
   “Oh my God,” Marlena said, “We were having so much fun and now I ruined it. I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to proposition you. Now you think the whole conversation was just bullshit to get money from you, I—”
 
   I shook my head. “I’m not offended. I didn’t think that. I just…” I took a deep breath. “I want to hire you.” She looked at me curiously and I said, “Oh Jesus! Now you must think I was only talking to you to see if you…” The words trailed off and she smiled and then we both laughed like crazy.
 
   Marlena said, “What do you say we both stop trying to figure out what the other one might think about our motivations?”
 
   I nodded, and it was odd to be suddenly at ease. I said softly, “I’ve fantasized about being with a woman but never seriously enough to do anything about it or maybe just never with the opportunity in front of me.”
 
   She smiled and said, “And now you have it.”
 
   I smiled but then said, “You know what? I really like you though.” I sighed. “I mean, I could see us really becoming friends and I wouldn’t want… I travel here every two or three weeks and hanging out with you has been really fun. I mean…” 
 
   She smiled at me. “I like you, too. So let me give you a freebie.”
 
   I stared at her in shock. “I have plenty of money, Marlena.”
 
   She laughed. “No. That’s not what I mean. Look, if we sleep together it might get weird. Who knows? But it won’t get weird by me because I don’t get weird about sex, so if you can handle it we’ll still be able to be friends. Hell, we might even be friends with benefits.” She winked at me. “If we keep the money out of it, it won’t get weird for me.”
 
   I looked at her and said, “But doesn’t that mean I’m taking advantage of you?”
 
   She laughed. “What do you do?”
 
   “I fix companies.  That’s an oversimplification but essentially I fix things when they’re broken.”
 
   She nodded. “I knew you were smart. So tell me this. If a friend of yours had a business problem and you found out about it, would you give them some advice?”
 
   “Of course I would.”
 
   “And would that mean they were taking advantage of you?”
 
   I laughed. “I see your point. But even though I like you, it’s not like we’re really friends yet. I mean, I want us to be but we just met.”
 
   She giggled. “Would it help if I said you were hot as hell and I want to fuck you?”
 
   Again, the arousal swept over me. I had to take a drink of my cocktail and when I finished I said. “Yeah. That helps. Jesus.”
 
   She smiled at me. We’d just about finished our drinks, and I signaled to the bartender but Marlena stopped me. “They have a minibar in your room, right?” I nodded, nervous and excited. Okay. Terrified is a better description than nervous. “Well I fix a mean whatever the hell you want to drink. Let’s go upstairs.”
 
   I nodded and we both stood and headed to the elevator.  She held my hand when we got in, and there was something so damned electric about that. “Look,” she said. “I’m the same girl I was downstairs. You know, my real name is Marlena. My professional name is Sonata. None of my clients know that. You’re with me, not with a call girl. Just enjoy it. I sure as hell will.” When she said the last sentence, she squeezed my hand and it was like my hand was a sex center. I gasped, and she giggled.
 
   How I was able to make it to the door of my suite, I’ll never know. I made it, though, and Marlena was right there with me. I used the key card to open the door and she walked right inside.  I closed the door behind us and she began undressing. “Aren’t you going to fix drinks?” I asked.  My voice almost broke as I said the words.
 
   She smiled at me. “After.  Now you can either get that dress off or I can take it off you. One way or another you’re going to be naked on the couch in a minute.”  As she said it, her dress fell to the floor. She was stunning, beautiful.  I stared at her as she stood in just her bra and panties and almost felt paralyzed as those came off. She stepped out of her heels and smiled at me. “Okay,” she said. “I’m undressing you, then.” A moment later I was on the couch in just my panties and my stockings, and there was something so damned erotic about the way she rolled the stockings down my thighs, over my knees, and then over my feet. I was so nervous I was afraid I was going to start giggling so I looked away and bit my lip. I felt her get on the couch next to me, and then her hand touched my leg. I breathed out a sigh as she ran her hand over my thigh, up over my naval, and then ran a finger between my breasts and over my throat.
 
   Marlena’s fingers were cool on my skin, so it was strange to feel heat running through me as she touched me. It was remarkable actually. I was pretty sure that nobody’s touch had ever thrilled me the way that hers did. I turned my head back and immediately she put her lips on me. It was such a strange and unique experience for me. It was strange enough to find myself attracted to a girl, but to actually see the culmination of that attraction was profound. I lifted up my hand and put it on her cheek as she kissed me, and she took her hand, put it on my other hand and then it was my fingers I felt on my skin. She ran my hand up and down my leg as her tongue softly explored my mouth, and then she moved it so that suddenly I was touching myself through my panties.  It was such a strange but wonderful experience. She rubbed me that way for a while, using my hand to rub me as her tongue continued its gentle flicking and soft kissing. It was beautiful. 
 
   She kept it up for a long while and then took her hand off of mine. For some reason I kept touching myself. She reached for my nightgown and lifted it up so that suddenly I was naked from the waist up. She didn’t touch my breasts and I thought she would, but simply pulled my hand from my panties and a moment later I was naked. Completely naked, there on the couch. She smiled, spread my legs, and without any hesitation at all, she simply put her mouth on me. People had gone down on me before but it was nothing compared to what Marlena did. The sensations were astounding, absolutely staggering. As she licked, she reached for cushions and then lifted me up while still keeping her mouth on me to slide the cushions underneath my ass. 
 
   From that position it was astounding. Her mouth was intense. Men who’d gone down on me before had gone down on me in a way that always made it a prelude to something else happening. It was always a step on the journey, and sometimes what seemed like a reluctant step. It wasn’t that way with Marlena at all. She licked and sucked on my clit and thrust her tongue into me as though it were the final act. It was intense, absolutely wonderful and overwhelming. Her mouth seemed to be everywhere on me and in me, all at once. I moaned loudly and she kept it up, her tongue working wonders. I stared down at her. Her dark, dark, dark brown hair hung over her face but I could see her mouth working, and her eyes had this expression of absolute joy as she ran her tongue up and down my slit. 
 
   It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life. And, it was also strangely sexy because her ass was in the air and I could see a tiny little heart tattoo right at the top of her left ass cheek, and I don’t know why I focused on that tattoo but as her tongue worked on me I found myself getting so damned close that I moaned like I was some kind of slut. Her hands never stopped moving along my thighs, never stopped running up and down and squeezing. All the while, her mouth drove me absolutely crazy until I finally cried out and my body slammed up against her face. She held me, held me right in place there as she continued to lick. I couldn’t believe the sensations running through my body and I couldn’t believe that it had been a woman who’d done it. It was beautiful and wonderful, and I pushed my hips up to meet her tongue and her mouth and I moaned like a complete and utter slut.
 
   It was strange because she seemed to know how to extend my orgasm with her mouth, without letting me get so sensitive that I had to ask her to stop. Her mouth moved down and she used her tongue like it was a little dick, pushing it in, thrusting over and over, and then occasionally moving back up to suck at my clit so that spirals of pleasure would course through me again. She’d keep that up until just at the point I was ready to beg her to stop and then move back down, thrusting her tongue into me. It was crazy. I was pretty sure it was the longest orgasm that I’d ever experienced and it didn’t look like there were any signs that it was going to stop. She kept it up for what seemed like forever before she finally pulled her mouth away. 
 
   A moment later her fingers were inside of me, pushing in hard and fast. It was beautiful. I groaned and moaned and eventually began writhing on the couch, trying to get away from the stimulation. Only then did she stop. She pulled her fingers out, leaned down, and put her lips over my clit, not sucking, not licking but just keeping them there for two or three minutes. After that, she pulled her mouth away completely, climbed on top of me, and put her lips over mine. It was incredible to feel her weight over me and it was also incredible to feel her thigh over my pussy. As she kissed me, she began moving. At first I thought she was rubbing my pussy with her thigh but I realized quickly enough she was rubbing herself against my thigh. I moved my hands down to her ass, squeezing as she kissed me and I tried to move my thigh and help her along as she began rubbing faster. 
 
   She moaned softly against my kiss, using my thigh to stimulate herself and I let my hands wander, squeezing her ass but also moving up over her back, holding her head to me as she kissed me. Then, I desperately wanted to experience more. So, I pulled my hand away from her head and down to her other ass cheek, squeezing but then pulling her up. She didn’t understand at first what I wanted but when she did, she pulled her mouth off of mine. She kissed my nose and then my forehead and began moving upward. A moment later her pussy was right in front of my face and I was again overwhelmed by nervousness and also excitement. Okay, it was the terror and excitement, not nervousness. It was too late to get out of it anyway. 
 
   Her hands came down to my head and they lifted me up so that my lips were right against her pussy. Of course, I’d never done it before so I wasn’t exactly sure what to do but I extended my tongue and began licking. The wonderful thing about Marlena was, it didn’t really matter whether or not I had experience because she did all the work even with this. She held my head in place and while I tried to lick she began moving her hips so my tongue began sliding along her slit, over her clit. It was really intense actually. The sensations that ran through me were beyond any I’d experience before and it was so crazy to be giving rather than receiving and still feeling an orgasm running through me. I suppose it was all in my mind but I didn’t stop feeling the wonderful sensations that coursed through me just because it was more in my head than in my body. 
 
   I squeezed her ass cheeks and I tried to push my tongue deep inside of her. I succeeded a little bit but the wonderful thing was how her movements altered what happened with my tongue.  As she’d move her body it would come out of her pussy and swipe across her clit. Then she’d move again and I’d be back in her pussy. It was such an astounding and erotic experience for me. She began moaning more. Her movements got more erratic and it was kind of neat because it reminded me of when I’d give a blowjob to a boy and he’d get a little too aggressive because of the excitement that he felt. That was exactly what was happening right now except I wasn’t giving a blowjob to a boy. I was pleasing a woman and there was something so shockingly good about it that it drove me absolutely crazy.
 
   I just licked as well as I could, pushed my tongue up every way that I could, held her ass cheeks as much as I could, and when she came I felt another explosion of bliss detonating up me, down me, in me, and through me. Her whole body seemed to shake and she stopped moving, but instead held me tightly to her. At the time, my tongue was working on her clit and my lips closed over it and I sucked hard and licked. She moaned crazily and then began moving again. This time moving very rapidly so that it was more my chin, and my nose, and my lips doing anything than my tongue. I had absolutely no control at all. I loved it though. I let go of one of her ass cheeks and moved fingers to my pussy, slamming them into myself as she came, moving them rapidly and quickly until, after about forty-five seconds or a minute she finally rolled off, groaning. I rolled to her. We almost fell of the couch as I kissed her but she maintained our balance. We just held each other, softly kissing as my orgasm finally started receding.
 
   After about ten minutes, I finally felt a bit normal again. I kissed her softly and said, “Didn’t you tell me you knew how to make a mean whatever the hell I wanted to drink?”
 
   She smiled at me and said, “After.”
 
   “After?”
 
   “You didn’t think I was finished with you, did you?”
 
   She wasn’t finished with me by a long shot, and I ended up delaying my flight home for three extra days.  They were Marlena’s free days and I was grateful because when a client called her to try to schedule during one of the days, she refused. She spent the time with me, and she made plenty of drinks at the minibar, one for each of us every time she was finished with me.
 
   From that point forward, I always scheduled my business trips on her off days. Every three or four weeks we spent a few days together, and though it wasn’t the four days straight of frenzied exploration it was the first time, we always made love each night, and it was always beautiful. We kept it up for almost two years before I found out she’d retired from her day job, or night job I guess. She’d hit her eight-hundred thousand dollar goal and then spent a year tapering off her clients.  Some of them loved her or at least thought they did.  She didn’t want to hurt any of them but she hadn’t slept with anyone other than me for almost six months. I asked her if she’d started on her book or found a bar or what she was going to do next.
 
   She smiled and said she found a bar for sale and the price was right. Her credit was excellent, too, so she’d be able to buy it with just a fraction of her cash. Plus, she sold her home and it would close escrow in two weeks She was buying a home cash near the bar, and the home valuations were so much less expensive where she was moving that by the time it was all said and done, she’d have more money in the bank after she bought the bar and paid cash for her new house than she had when she started. Then she asked me if she could hire me because the bar needed to be fixed.
 
   I laughed and said I’d do it for her for nothing.  In fact, I insisted she couldn’t pay me. She giggled and told me that was why she arranged for me to own twenty percent of the bar. I was shocked. I loved Marlena, and I knew she loved me. By then she was the best friend I had, the best friend I’d ever had. Still, that was over the top.
 
   “I can’t take that, Marlena!”
 
   She giggled and pulled an envelope out of her purse. “Shut up and sign the papers.”
 
   “Okay but you better believe I’m going to earn it.” She told me she never had any doubt about that as I opened up the envelope. Then I dropped the papers in shock.  The bar was in my town.  She was moving by me.  I threw my arms around her and held her for a while and then a terrible thought hit me. I pulled away and looked at her. “Um… does this mean? Marlena, I…” Tears started filling my eyes. “I still like men, and I don’t think—”
 
   She laughed and threw her arms around me. “Honey, nothing’s changing. I like men, too. It’ll be just like it’s always been.” 
 
   I held her tightly and the tears disappeared. I pulled away and kissed her and said, “But a whole hell of a lot more often.”
 
   She laughed again and then proceeded to get started right away on a whole hell of lot more often.
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   College was a difficult experience any way you looked at it, but for Riley, some of that pain of transition was eased by the presence of her best friend, Madison.  It had been the hardest thing to think that she was going to be leaving not only her family behind but also her best friend since she was little.  It had been an incredible surprise when Madison had announced that she’d been accepted into the same college and that she’d be joining Riley there in the fall.  That summer before their first semester had been an awesome one, full of plans and dreams.  Of course, they talked about college boys and how they might be different from the immature goobers in high school.  Really, Riley didn’t care as long as Madison was going to be there.
 
   A few semesters in, though, Riley was beginning to feel a bit unsure of things.  Madison and she went out to the campus bar and other hot spots and had loads of fun, but Riley was always painfully aware that, when she was with Maddy, her friend was the star.  It didn’t bother her too much, though.  Riley loved Madison too much to wish for things to be any other way.
 
   They both had a string of quick relationships, but Maddy was definitely the real darling.  In fact, there’d been the one guy who’d gone out with Riley only to ask her for an introduction to Maddy.  Riley supposed that most other girls would be offended and hurt, but her love for her best friend made everything seem somehow silly and meaningless.  As long as she had Maddy around she didn’t have to think about being number one with the guys.  She knew that she’d have plenty of time for that anyway.  For right now, it was all about the fun and the freedom, and sharing that with her friend.
 
   The day they came back from the beach on a rare break from classes, Riley sensed something strange was going on with her friend.  It was a rare thing that they would have a disagreement or fight, and Riley found herself focusing on what could be wrong to the point of obsession.  She couldn’t stand the idea that Maddy was upset with her.  Where would that lead? So, thinking she might have done something to offend her, Riley got up and plopped down on Maddy’s bed and put an arm around her friend’s shoulders.  “Tell me what’s up?  Did I do something?”
 
   Madison didn’t answer, she just turned her head and then, her friend kissed her.
 
   Riley was utterly shocked.  It was completely unexpected because Madison just wasn’t the type to step out of bounds, and she certainly had her choice of the men on campus.  She was perfect, perfect in every way.  She had perfect hair, a perfect face, a perfect body, a perfect personality, perfect prospects, perfect grades, and perfect everything.  Riley was no slouch and she knew it.  In fact, she knew that when she walked down campus, boys’ heads turned.  They turned and they stared at her body.  They looked at her ass and they looked at her face.  They turned and they tried desperately to somehow attract her attention without appearing to attract her attention.
 
   Oh yes, she got her share of looks and she knew that her body was anything a man might desire.  She got plenty of attention – plenty - unless she was walking next to Madison.  When Madison was around, she was forever the “other girl.”  If they went to a bar together, she was Madison’s wing girl.  If they went anywhere together, she was the “friend” and it was sometimes hard to deal with because, quite frankly, she loved Madison.  She’d loved Madison for the last nine years, best friends growing up and best friends in college.
 
   It was especially strange that when Madison kissed her, the first thing that ran through Riley’s mind wasn’t “My best friend has just kissed me”.  It wasn’t even “My roommate’s kissed me” or “Now that we’re in college, I guess it’s okay to experiment like this” or anything along those lines.  The very first thought that went through Riley’s mind was “Madison could have anyone, why is she kissing me?”  It was such a strange feeling.  Of course Madison had never once, never once made her feel like she was any less than her.  She’d never once made her feel like she was anything other than extraordinary and special.
 
   Their friendship hadn’t been based on one of those one-sided kinds of relationships where one person did all the giving and one person did all the taking.  Madison certainly never treated her like she was the second person, never treated her like she was anything less than of paramount importance.  It was just the rest of the world.  And all of these things fleeted through Riley’s mind as Madison’s tongue flicked over her lips and then began gently probing into her mouth.  In fact, it wasn’t until Madison’s hands gently slipped underneath her bikini and began to softly stroke with her fingertips at her nipples that it even occurred to Riley to think about the fact that she was doing more with a woman that she’d ever done before and was damn near close to doing more with a woman than she’d ever done with a man.
 
   When she did pause to dwell on this thought, her immediate reaction was to pull away but her body didn’t do that.  Her mind pushed her to for a second but the recoil was brief, and almost immediately, she found herself bringing her hands up to Madison’s face, cupping her cheeks in her hands as her body’s longing took over and she kissed her back.  It was so tender and so sweet, and so beyond anything she’d expected.  When Madison finally broke the kiss off, she reached forward and she took Riley by her hands and led her to the bedroom.  By this time, Riley was fully committed and they hadn’t spoken a word, but the moment they’d shut the door behind them, Riley’s mouth willingly opened as Madison leaned forward.
 
   And even as Madison began pulling the straps of her bikini off, Riley didn’t back away.  Madison continued to kiss her and in moments, her friend’s hands were down at the waistband of Riley’s bikini bottoms, and then, she was slipping them down and off.  With Riley completely naked, Madison backed away and in just a few seconds, she’d also disrobed completely and both of them sat on the bed naked.  Riley thought she saw something in Madison’s eyes, perhaps it was nervousness, perhaps it was arousal, she couldn’t tell, but there was hesitation now.  It looked so sweet and wonderful, and the truth was, it was the first time in her life that Riley had ever looked at Maddy’s body in any way other than as a friend.  Sure, she’d had a secret curiosity about her for years, it’d been more of a feeling of admiration and she’d kept her thoughts from going too far. Now, though, an intense and almost overwhelming feeling of desire rushed over her.
 
   She leaned forward and just attacked her friend, kissing her almost violently, and the two fell onto the bed, Madison rolling underneath her and then rolling up and over her, and before she could really get her head around what was happening, she felt Madison’s mouth on her pussy, just as Madison’s beautiful little pink slit descended to her own mouth.  She didn’t know if this position was the normal one and it was sort of incredible because though she’d given a few hand jobs and she’d given a few blow jobs, Riley was a virgin, and no one had ever given any attention to her pussy before.  But Madison’s tongue worked wonders and, in response, she tried to be as arousing as her mouth moved on Madison’s pussy.
 
   She lifted her hands up and squeezed at Madison’s ass and began running her tongue over her clit, and then moved up higher and began thrusting it into her pussy.  She didn’t know if she was doing it right and the truth was, she cared a whole hell of a lot more about exploring her friend than anything else.  She licked and moved, and then Madison wanted to change position.  She got up and started to back away, but Riley held tightly to her ass so that she ended up instead just sitting straight up, and since Riley wasn’t letting her go and just continuing to lick, Madison reached down and began gently rubbing at Riley’s nipples and rocking her hips back and forth while she moaned.
 
   Every moan was astounding and sent a thrill through Riley that she wouldn’t have expected.  There was a sense of triumph in what she was doing that was unlike anything she’d ever experienced with a man.  When she was with a man, it was interesting, certainly, and sure, there were times when she felt a kind of sexual prowess when the boy would moan because of the way that her lips worked on him, but the truth was, every single blow job and every single hand job Riley had ever given had been designed to satisfy a boy without sex, had been designed to keep her virginity intact.
 
   She realized as she licked and pushed her tongue in and tasted the sweet and incredibly erotic flavor of Madison’s slit that this was the first time in her life she was performing oral sex because she enjoyed it, because that was the only reason, she enjoyed it.  She enjoyed her friend’s reaction.  She enjoyed the taste, she enjoyed the physical sensations, and the feel of Madison’s hands on her breasts were wonderful too because she could tell when she was doing something particularly well because Madison would squeeze harder or even pinch her nipples in response.
 
   Riley realized as she licked that Madison hadn’t expected her to take to it with such enthusiasm because she was moaning crazily and she kept trying to bend back down and give some attention to Riley’s pussy, but Riley holding her so tightly would send her into waves of moaning and would make her body tremble some, so she never got all the way down.  She’d start and then go back up moaning, and then try to get back down again, and end up instead holding on to Riley’s bent knee or any number of things.  Riley just kept licking, feeling a strange sense of power and enjoyment and wonder, and Madison’s moans became like sweet music or some other strange and silly thing that seemed just beyond anything she’d ever experienced before in her life.
 
   She moved her mouth furiously and when Madison suddenly cried out, “Oh Jesus!  Oh God!  Oh!  Oh!  Oh! Fuck, Ry, Ry!  Ry, Ry, I’m coming!  Fuck!”  The feeling of it was like the most incredible thing that had ever happened to her.  Riley aliped her tongue from Madison’s clit to push tentatively into her, and she could feel Madison’s pussy clenching around her tongue.  It made her own body shake as she felt her best friend respond so wildly.  Riley held her tightly and continued to thrust her tongue in until finally, Madison wrenched herself away, rolled over, and gasped.  Riley immediately tried to get back at her pussy but Madison pushed her away, turned her around so that she was on her back and then climbed on top of her, kissing her.  Riley wondered whether or not her friend could taste herself on her lips.
 
   She continued to kiss her and then gradually began kissing downward.  Riley enjoyed the sensations and when Madison’s mouth closed over her nipple, she gasped because it was such a profound and wonderful feeling.  Maddy kept kissing downward, lower, and every inch she moved her lips was almost like somebody was tightening some magical rope connected to her body that was squeezing pleasure from her.  It was amazing.  By the time she reached her pussy, it was utterly overwhelming.  Madison’s tongue was much more focused this time, flicking over her clit and then she felt Maddy’s fingers push into her.
 
   There was a blinding flash of pain for a brief instant as she pushed them in, and then instead, pleasure flooded her.  She realized with a bit of shock as she had her first orgasm and writhed under Madison’s continued assault of her clit and in her pussy that Madison had likely broken her hymen with her fingers, pushing right through.  And she thought it appropriate somehow that this experience should be the one she would always point to as the loss of her virginity.  She moaned as pleasure continued to cascade through her, reached down, and tangled her hands in Madison’s chestnut hair as Madison continued to suck and lick.
 
   It was astounding beyond anything she could have imagined and it felt like she came for hours.  She wasn’t even sure when the pleasure ended, but she realized that Madison was no longer at her pussy when she felt her lips on Riley’s once again.  They kissed and held each other and Riley stroked her hair, and together on the bed they faded off until the morning.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 cover.jpeg





