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It had been a while since
Risa and Laura had spent much time
together, but Risa felt it was definitely time to give her friend a
call. Actually, she could probably walk to Laura’s house since she
lived only around the block, but it was faster to give her a ring
and then come over ready for some fun.

As Risa got settled with her coffee
and the phone, she thought over the years that she and Laura had
been close friends. A lot of people had thought them sisters, the
way they were always chained at the hip from the moment they met in
sixth grade. Their moms had become friends first and had pushed the
two girls together, thinking it would do them some good to have a
friend that would understand what it was like to go through the
world without a father. For Risa, it had been the death of her
father when she was nine that had changed her world and made her
feel so isolated and different. Of course, it hadn’t helped that
her mom had moved them seven times in the next two years, but
losing her dad had been the real blow. Laura, on the other hand,
still technically had a dad, but he had abandoned his family when
Laura was just three and so, she also had no real memory of life
with a father around.

Their moms had been right and the two
girls had formed a deep bond. Now in their late twenties, they
still spent a large amount of time together. Risa had recently
become engaged, but she was still holding onto the small two
bedroom house she had rented when Laura had moved into hers just
around the corner. They had never been very far away from each
other and Risa wasn’t sure what she would do if Greg insisted that
they live somewhere else. For now, though, she and Laura had the
time to spend and Risa wanted to make sure it was spent together as
much as possible.

She dialed and after just two rings, a
sunny voice picked up on the other end. “Well, it’s about time. I
was beginning to think you had eloped and forgotten all about
me.”

Risa laughed. “No way, Greg knows I’d
probably kill him if he tried a stunt like that. I’m not going
anywhere without you.”

Laura’s tone got serious. “Rees,
that’s a nice gesture, but this is your life now. You need to be
with Greg. Anyway, Chris might decide to move his ass and ask me to
marry him, you never know.”

Risa frowned. The likelihood of Chris
Harmon actually committing to anything was a novel idea. Risa let
the thought go. She wasn’t going to start something in that
direction. “Well, I called because I was feeling a real need for
one of our nights. You know, just to relax and chat and get this
whole wedding planning crap off my back for a while.”

Laura’s voice picked up a notch. “Oh
God, I was thinking the same thing. Things at work and school have
just become so hectic and I was missing my best bud.”

“I know, a week is much too long for
us to not see each other.”

So, later that night, after checking
in with her traveling fiancé, Risa gathered her things and made her
way to Laura’s place. They lived in a smaller community in the
Midwest and it was older housing, but it had been a blessing for
the two ladies who couldn’t stand to think of life apart from each
other. They both attended the local college, but Laura was on a
much more aggressive plan, being the more career minded of the two.
Now, to think she was soon to be married, well, Risa couldn’t
imagine it. She was happy to be walking up the drive to her
friend’s house tonight, ready to share their moment before anything
outside intruded.

Laura answered the door before she had
even finished knocking. Risa smiled. Laura was already set for
their evening together. She was dressed in only a pink terry cloth
robe that covered her from her chin to her ankles. Her lovely
golden hair was falling loose in waves over her shoulders and down
her back and her big hazel eyes, which seemed at times to blend in
with her hair, was sparkling with mischief. “Howdy,
stranger.”

Risa stepped in and grabbed Laura’s
hand and pulled her into a big hug. She felt the toned body of her
friend underneath the robe and felt a little jealous. Her own body
was beautiful but a little curvier. She always said that ice cream
was her fifth food group. “Howdy and hey.” It was an old greeting
from when they were into westerns after seeing an old Clint
Eastwood movie. “I brought a little something special.” Risa lifted
a bottle of scented bath oil out of her bag.

Laura grinned and took the bottle.
“Oooh, lilac and hyacinth. Tres chic. Come on, let’s get this show
on the road.”

Laura didn’t have to lead Risa to
their destination, she’d been there many times before. Soon after
they had met as girls, they had both fallen victim to chicken pox.
The girls had begged to be allowed to convalesce together, and so
Risa’s mom had volunteered to let Laura stay in Risa’s room for the
next week while they battled the rotten bumps. During this time,
they had started to take baths together in the large spa tub in her
mom’s bathroom. It had been a strangely relaxing and fun time for
the girls and it was something that, even after their recovery,
they continued to do every time there was a sleepover at one of
their houses, which was fairly often. Of course, when they had
become older, they had only done so when their mothers weren’t
around. It had made it seem even more special and solely their own
time. It had never been anything more than innocent rehashing of
memories, but they knew that it might seem weird to others, so they
had kept quiet about it. Even now, Risa’s fiancé and Laura’s
erstwhile boyfriend had no idea about their shared
baths.

Risa saw that Laura had already
started the bath water and watched her friend add the bath oil that
she had brought. The smell instantly permeated the room and Risa
sighed as she began undressing. She began tying up her long
straight glossy black hair, but decided to let it flow free like
her friend’s, instead. The two ladies slowly slipped into the large
tub and sighed together in perfect harmony, closing their eyes as
they let the warmth envelope them in their private
oasis.

Laura sat up, suddenly, though, and
splashed some warm water in Risa’s direction. “You fink, this is
going to end soon and it’s all your fault.”

There was a tone to Laura’s voice that
made Risa sit up and reach for her. “What are you talking about? I
plan to stay in town. Greg knows that.”

Laura shook her head, but scooted
closer to her friend. “Oh, I know, but do you really think that
he’ll let you come over for bath time once you two are
married?”

Risa frowned. “I don’t plan on letting
him know every minute detail of what I do when my friend and I are
enjoying time together. Laura, I’m not going anywhere.”

Laura shrugged. “Well, don’t worry
about it. Hey, I wanted to show you the wonderful new device I got
to deal with Chris’ neglect.”

Risa looked at her. “What does that
mean? Is Chris being a cheating dick again? I swear, Laura, you
need to dump his ass.”

Again, Laura shrugged and her
shoulders lifting from the water glistened with a wet sheen. “I
don’t mind. He’s only around as much as I want him around. Anyway,
I have my toys, and I swear they’re better in bed than he
is.”

Risa giggled. Laura had always been
much more adventurous than she had ever been. Laura often told her
about her various sex toys. Truthfully, she probably talked about
them more than any boy that had ever been in her life.

Laura jumped up from the tub and water
went cascading down over her lean, athletic body. For a brief
moment, Risa felt a twinge between her legs but shook it off as a
crazy side effect of talking about Laura’s toys. She watched her
friend get out of the bath and walk gingerly on wet feet out of the
bathroom and into the bedroom. In a moment, she returned with
something waving in her hand. She climbed back into the tub and
held it out for Risa to inspect.

“It’s a vibrator that works
underwater.” Laura looked briefly at Risa’s face when she said
this, trying to gauge her reaction.

Risa looked at the long thick
cock-shaped object in Laura’s hand and felt another twinge, and
maybe even a little wetness between her legs. In the bath, it was
hard to tell. Laura pushed it at her. “Come on, hold
it.”

 

Risa held her palms out and shook her
head no. Laura laughed and leaned forward, touching Risa with the
now turned on vibrator. For the next few minutes, they wrestled in
the water, sloshing waves on the floor as they laughed and pushed
the toy between them. Then Laura, who had gotten on her knees to
menace Risa more effectively, fell forward on top of her instead
and caught the vibrator between their now touching
breasts.

Laura didn’t even hesitate as their
naked bodies slid against each other. She leaned in further and
kissed Risa deeply, pressing her body even closer. Risa tensed at
first and then felt such an overwhelming desire flood her body that
she found herself pushing up against her friend’s naked body,
moaning.

Laura broke away from their kiss and
slipped down further in the tub to let her mouth take in one of
Risa’s nipples. Risa shivered in the warm water as she felt her
friend’s tongue stroke her nipple, playing with the sensitive flesh
and making Risa moan even louder. As Laura switched to her other
nipple, her hand trailed down under the water and between Risa’s
legs, her fingers urgently prodding at her quivering folds and
slipping inside them.

The moment Risa felt Laura’s fingers
begin to move inside her pussy, she grabbed her friend to her and
ran her hands roughly down her back. Laura continued to thrust,
moving her fingers in hard little side-to-side motions that, when
they found her most sensitive spot, made her body instantly tense
and spasm as she came hard, her pussy clenching her friend’s
fingers.

Laura slowly pulled her fingers from
Risa’s pussy and brought her other hand, the one holding the
vibrator, down between Risa’s legs. As waves of sensation rolled
through her body, Risa nearly screamed when Laura pushed the large
vibrator deep in her clenching hole and began thrusting with hard
rhythmic thrusts. Her orgasm roared back and gripped her body even
harder, making her thrash in the water, which emptied even more of
it onto the floor. When she couldn’t handle it anymore, she finally
jerked upward and reached a hand down to Laura’s, stopping her
thrusting with a weak gesture. “Please, oh God, please, I can’t . .
.”

“Then go ahead and fuck me.” Laura sat
back in the tub and put her legs over the sides, thrusting her ass
up and pushing her pussy to the top of the water.

The sight of Laura’s beautiful pink
folds, open and waiting, made Risa shudder as another orgasmic
shock ran through her. She had the vibrator in her hand, but she
wanted, more than anything, to taste those sweet lips and the tiny
little bud above them. Leaning down, her body submerging in the
water, except for her nice round ass and her shapely lower legs,
she buried her face in her friend’s waiting pussy.

She had never been with a woman
sexually before and she never would have thought that Laura would
be the one she’d try something like this with, but as her tongue
worked inside her friend’s sweetness, she had to wonder why they
had never done this before. Laura moaned and moved beneath her and
Risa groaned in response as she pushed her mouth harder onto her
friend’s slit. Finally, she remembered the toy in her hand and,
while focusing her tongue on the sensitive clit of her friend, she
plunged it into her waiting hole and began thrusting with fast,
deep strokes, moving it around in search of Laura’s special
spot.

Laura began thrusting her hips up
frantically, pushing against Risa’s mouth and making water splash
wildly around them. Her movements became more rapid and erratic,
until, screaming loudly as her body tensed and her legs closed
together in a stiff spasm, she came. Her body relaxed and slipped
into the tub, her legs splashing down around Risa as she continued
to fuck her friend with the vibrator. Finally, Laura begged her to
stop, her breath hitching and her body twisting with the
overpowering sensations.

Risa, breathing hard, pulled the toy
slowly from her friend’s clenching pussy and laid it gently on the
floor beside the tub. Then, slipping beside her friend, she took
Laura’s still shaking body in her arms and held her close,
stretching out alongside her and feeling her shivering nakedness
rub against her own bare body. New tremors rose and fell between
her legs and radiating outward as her body responded to Laura’s
trembling. Briefly, their sensitive pussies brushed against each
other and both ladies moaned and sighed, feeling an electric jolt
at the touch.

Finally, after closing their eyes and
letting their bodies settle down, the ladies fell into a light
sleep in each other’s arms. Suddenly jumping awake as the chill of
the cooling water registered in her pulsing body, Risa shifted and
Laura sat up with her. Slowly, without saying a word, they stepped
from the tub and grabbed towels. Laura began drying her own body,
but then stepped over to Risa and began delicately patting her
friend dry. The soft touches sent fresh tremors through Risa and
she turned and returned the favor. With small smiles, they both
went into the bedroom to get dressed.

Later, as they sat on Laura’s bed with
steaming cups of their favorite tea, Risa looked at her friend and
smiled as she raised her mug in the air. “Here’s to lifelong
friends that have much longer to go.”

Laura turned to look at her best
friend, her most important companion. She raised her mug and
carefully clinked it against Risa’s. “And here’s to new pleasures
and new adventures with old friends.”

They each took a sip and then Risa
spoke again. “Laura, I have to know.”

“Mmm, what?”

“Did you plan this, I mean, was this
something you always wanted to do?”

Laura shrugged and put her mug down on
the nightstand and then turned on her side to face Risa. The robe
she was wearing opened enough to let Risa see the familiar round
breasts as they rested against each other within the terry cloth.
Risa forced herself to look at her friend’s face.

Laura smiled and took her hand. “Let’s
just say that I wanted to give you a going away present while I
still could.”

Risa hugged her friend close, feeling
the familiar body as it sent strange new desires through hers.
“It’s not a going away present because I’m not going anywhere. How
could I leave all this behind.” She gave a light squeeze to Laura’s
ass.

Laura jumped a little and then
snuggled closer. “Well, I guess I can tolerate being the side
dish.”

Risa shook her head. “You, my friend,
are the main course. Nothing will change that.”

Laura nodded and answered in a throaty
voice. “Then, let’s eat.”
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