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		Dedication

		

		Sister Frances Maureen

		

	
		Part One

		

		I live in a lakeside town on the coast of Lake Michigan. It's small and pretty, often filled with visitors passing through or vacationing--both winter and summer. One of the most interesting places to meet people is at Willhouse Inn, a bed-and-breakfast-like hotel with a great restaurant and large, active lounge.

		Just this past summer I stopped there one evening after work. It was warm enough to get the urges flowing, but not so hot to be oppressive. After I'd sat down and my eyes had a chance to adjust to the light, I noticed an attractive, nicely dressed blonde sitting by herself near the window. She was very inviting as she stared dreamily at the lake and the gulls.

		I has just gone through a very bitter divorce, and was bouncing in and out of relationships, usually ending badly. It was getting to me. Was something wrong with me, I wondered. Maybe would fare better tonight. Maybe this will break my losing streak.

		I got up and moved close enough to her that we could talk without seeming as if I was pushing myself on her. After the usual ice-breaking comments about the weather, the season and our surroundings, she gradually opened up to conversation. When we got around to introductions, she told me her name was Nicole.

		"Pleased to meet you, Nicole, I 'm Jessica," I said with a smile while extending my hand.

		As she reached out to me, I admired the outline of her braless breasts showing through her thin blouse. My boobs are pretty well developed, but she had the best set of tits I've ever seen! Their shape and the high, proud way they hung excited me. Her nipples were erect, but I couldn't tell if she was chilled by the air conditioning or if she had something else going on to stimulate her.

		Our conversation perhaps? Me?

		I mentally compared our builds and idly wondered how well her 5"1' 105-pound frame might fit with my own. I 'm almost 5'6" and weight 110 pounds, but I sure didn't see a problem! Her cobalt blue eyes danced with a certain fire when she talked. I responded by concentrating intently on her. Her glance repeatedly returned to my eyes and I could tell she was fascinated by the color, which, though normally grey, were purple this night thanks to my contact lenses.

		As we sipped our drinks and talked, we talked about being relaxed and feeling kind of sexy. I probed a little and learned that she wasn't into girl-girl stuff. Damn! She was so inviting, too! Instead, I suggested we find a couple of guys to fulfill our NEEDS. She liked that.

		The only problem was there was only one single guy around. He was pretty good looking, too. I really wanted her, not him, but if that's the way it was to be, I told her to go after him. Since she was afraid her husband would find out, I offered her the use of my place.

		She thought about that, looked at the guy and said, "Well, thanks. I'll do it!"

		I drew her a map to my place on a napkin. She put it in her purse and winked at me. She moved close to the guy, and soon they were talking. I struck up a side conversation with the bartender but kept an eye on Nicole. She was blocking his view so he didn't even see me.

		In about a half-hour they got up to leave. I dashed out a side door, and took a short-cut to my place so it looked as if I'd been there for hours when they arrived. I said I was Nicole's roommate. I got Nicole alone in the kitchen for a few minutes and told her where the bedroom was. I volunteered to stay in the kitchen until her and Steve (that was his name) dropped out of sight.

		They had some preliminaries on the couch before finally going into the bedroom, and I stayed out of sight. I went back into the living room, acutely aware of what was happening on the other side of the door I couldn't be anything BUT aware because they couldn't have disguised THOSE noises if they had tried: she was a screamer!

		I finally drifted off to sleep on the couch, which is very comfortable and not punishment of any kind. I 've slept on it many times and done lots of colorful things on it too!

		Awakening around 3:30 in the morning after dreaming about Nicole and Steve in the bedroom, I was horny and ready. I got up and fumbled around in my dildo collection, selected one and took it back to the couch with me..The dream had made me wet, and the dildo slid in up to the hilt with no trouble at all. I gave it to myself long and slow.

		About 4 a.m., Steve slipped quietly out of the bedroom. It looked as if he was going to take off without even a good-bye. When he passed me, I reached out and grabbed his sleeve. He was startled and kind of jerked at my touch. By some accident the covers just happened to fall off me! There I was, his sleeve in one hand, and a dildo in the other. He gracefully picked up the blanket.

		He wasn't fully dressed and I pulled off his underwear. Then we re-did the scene in the bedroom, only I got to scream. He was nice, but not repeatable. He seemed more interested in hustling his buns out instead of moving them for me! He said he had to catch a plane so he dressed, kissed me lightly and left.

		Still not satisfied despite the fucking I'd just had, I locked the door after Steve and debated about what to do next. I went back to my "toy" drawer, took out a strap-on dildo and put it on. (This one is special to me because I had fastened a small strip with tiny rubber fingers on it. Certain kinds of action with it can produce the most exquisite orgasms!) With my "equipment" in place, I walked into the bedroom.

		Nicole was awake, but the dim light just faintly exposed my lower body. All Nicole could see was my "hard-on." Suddenly she started to purr.

		"Who is it?" she cooed.

		Wordlessly, I slipped into bed and started feeling all over her body. I kept her at arm's length so she couldn't detect my curves. Certainly HER curves were turning me on! I knelt between her legs and slowly slid my tongue between her secret lips. (Below the panty line, I later discovered, she was a redhead!!)

		My hot oral work on her soon had her panting. She loved it and moved her hips in rhythm with my tongue motions. She took my head in her hands to guide me where she wanted me. My hair is kind of short so in the dark she couldn't tell that she was caressing a woman.

		"Oh, I have to have more," she whispered. "Slide your cock into me. Plunge it in deep!"

		I got up on my knees, positioned myself at her opening, and mounted her. I guided my "cock" where my mouth had been seconds before. She moaned with delight and reached up to rub my chest. Then she felt my tits and screamed.

		I was going crazy trying to calm her down. I kept the fake prick in her as I soothed her, but it seemed to be doing more harm than good. I finally pulled it out and took it off, talking quietly to her as I did.

		About 15 minutes later she had calmed down but was still pretty well freaked. She said she just wanted to go home, and I felt like shit. That made me decide to lay low the following night, even though the experience with Nicole left me longing for pussy. (I love guys and I need them, but I love women, too. Sometimes I need only what a woman has to offer.)

		I had just finished dinner and was watching TV when the doorbell rang. I couldn't believe my eyes when I opened the door and there stood Nicole, fetchingly dressed in shorts and a halter top! She didn't leave much to the imagination, and I know my eyes must have opened wide as I stared at her bare, well-shaped legs in full light.

		She smiled sweetly but stammered when she spoke.

		"You've been on my mind lately, and I wanted to come back and apologize for running out the way I did last night."

		I was delighted and invited her in. She brushed close when she stepped inside, and desire laced through me. I opened a bottle of wine and we both sat down--chatting as we sipped.

		She told me that she and her husband had been having problems and that she hadn't been fucked very well in a long time, even by Steve the night before.

		"When I left here early this morning," Nicole said, "I had the most peculiar feeling. It wasn't bad, in fact it was good, but it sure was strange. All day I thought about what happened with you, and I repeatedly got hot. When dusk arrived, the urge overpowered me and I had to come back to see you. I want to try it again, only this time I want to participate!"

		My mind raced, and I could feel a delicious warmth erupt and gradually spread through me. I told her how beautiful she was and how much I wanted her. Our talk became hot and explicit. When I suggested we slowly undress each other, Nicole immediately got up.

		"How about coming over here so I can get at you," she said.

		I stood and walked to her. All I had on was a man's dress shirt that hung to the middle of my thighs. She immediately began opening the shirt one button at a time. Slowly, almost hypnotically, she slid it off, exposing myself to her. I loved the hungry look this produced, and I seductively shifted my weight from one foot to the other. Still trance-like with her eyes half-closed, Nicole caressed me, stopping to focus on my nipples. She still seemed shy and didn't let her hands drift below my waist.

		Shaking myself back to reality, I said, "Nicole, your touch is exciting, and you're really getting to me, but how about letting me return the favor?"

		She smiled and slightly pushed out her inviting chest. I melted and kissed her lightly on the mouth. When she didn't recoil from it, I kissed her again--only deeper, longer, invading her soul. I massaged her breasts as we hugged. We both gasped when I finally broke loose and groped for her halter.

		I slyly tugged out the bottom edge. Holding it out from her body, my fingers slid underneath and danced across the nipples. Wanting more, I continued to move the halter upward.

		"Raise your arms above your head for me, OK?" I coaxed.

		She did and I popped the sliver of material over her head. Those gorgeous, now-liberated tits begged for attention, standing out with both nipples puckered and firm. I had to have them and immediately took one in my mouth to gently squeeze and suck. I centered my attention on the nipple.

		Nicole held the breast in her hand, steering it to where she wanted it most--first over my tongue, then against the roof of my mouth, occasionally raking it lightly against my teeth.

		I reached down and felt her crotch. She was still wearing her shorts, and I slithered my hand up underneath. She had obviously prepared to visit me because she was wearing no underpants. I probed my fingers into her bush and found she was dripping hot liquid.

		Pulling myself off her breast, I paused to open her shorts and lower them. She deftly stepped out of them and stood before me, naked, beautiful, and ready. Her eyes smoldered, and she held one breast up to her mouth and licked it all over. As she offered me this little show, she gradually spread her legs further and further apart. Her free hand disappeared into the wet down between her legs.

		I wanted to be part of this so I gently replaced her hand with my own. She was drenched, and I wanted to suck her. And she wanted me to!

		"Please lick me, Jessica," she pleaded. "My cunt is ready for you. Is yours ready for me?"

		"See for yourself," I offered, standing and moving her hand to my own wet pussy.

		Presenting myself to her searching hand, I maneuvered my fingers past her swollen doors and into her love tunnel. Fastened together that way, we approached each other and kissed again with growing passion. Our mouths opened wide while our hands feverishly massaged each other's mounds. I sucked on her tongue as it glided far into the back of my mouth.

		Then we reversed and I "fucked" her mouth with my tongue.

		Finally I stepped back, moved her to the couch, and had her sit down on the back with her feet on the cushions. She leaned against the wall and spread her legs. I knelt on the cushions and faced her gaping snatch. I was so hot I trembled at the sight.

		I kissed her cunt in the same open-mouthed way I had just kissed her face. My lips created a seal around her pussy lips so that I could suck at the same time I tongued the sweetness overflowing from inside her. The sensation made her jerk. I liked having her twitch that way so I rolled her clit lewdly between my lips. She raised her hips to meet and then grind against me.

		As I ate her, I took her nipples in my hands and pinched them. The nipples swelled even more. I rolled them so that they were covered by the other flesh of her breasts, and then I squeezed them inside the "pocket" that this created. She groaned in response.

		Finally she retreated slightly and said, "Please, Jessica, I think I want to try it, too. Let's go into the bedroom so we can really get to each other. But please be patient with me since I 'm a little unsure of myself."

		

	
		Part Two

		

		We uncoupled and went into the other room. As she bent over to pull down the bedspread, I leaned down, spread her cheeks from behind and stabbed my tongue into her puckered anus. She loved it, but begged me to stop so she could get some too. When I did, she turned around, put her arms around me and pulled me down to the bed on top of her. Still holding on, she rolled over so she was on top.

		She was completely engrossed now. She ran her fingers through my hair and held my head in place as she repeatedly sucked my mouth and gave me her tongue in return. Our pelvises rubbed together, and I could occasionally feel her clit against my own. We were locked in a deep, abandoned embrace.

		Nicole's intensity was startling and incredibly arousing. I kept reaching higher plateaus of desire for her. She shifted slightly, and her left leg came to rest on my mound. Her own love spot pressed against my thigh. I desperately wanted friction and moved my clit against her.

		The fucking motion translated to her, and she humped my leg. Her arms surrounded my head and her eager fingers laced through my hair. Breathing heavily, her kiss was ablaze. It may have been a new experience, but the sexual longing overcame her and she surrendered completely. Our arms and legs became so intertwined that we were like one body. I had to have her. Now!

		I repeated her earlier movement and rolled over so that she was now beneath me. Disentangling our arms, I ran my hands up and down the insides of her thighs, pressing outward as I did so her legs would be wide apart when I arrived at her "V." Nicole needed little convincing. She kept spreading her legs farther and farther until they formed a straight line broken only by the dip into her bush. She was lithe and supple, her body well-conditioned and rippling slightly with muscle.

		Moving down and kneeling before her, I teased, "Tell me what you want, Nicole. Tell me and I 'll do it."

		My breath was close enough to her most sensitive spots that she trembled when it struck her.

		"Please suck me like you did last night. Let me feel your soft, warm mouth on me. And while you do it, let me worship you. Give me your wetness. I can't wait any longer."

		I swung around and positioned my legs on either side of her head. I wanted first to overcome any lingering reservations she might have. I rested my elbows on the bed below her legs, gently rolled back the hood of her clit and exposed its erect head, red, hard and glistening with moisture.

		I shaped my mouth into an erotic oval, darted my tongue several times against her clit, and then ringed it with a moist suction. She writhed and wrapped her arms around my legs, pulling slightly at my own clit-hood so I would be as exposed to her as she was to me. I lowered my wet down close to her face.

		Nicole sucked on either side of my bush, mouthing my groin muscles. I liked it a lot. She repeatedly worked back and forth, occasionally grazing my lips with her tongue. My action was having a delirious effect, and her hips developed a circular, rolling movement. In that moment, her mouth came to rest against my opening. She licked tentatively, not entirely sure how to proceed.

		I demonstrated on her, rhythmically tonguing her button. Taking the cue, she slipped her tongue between my pussy lips. Her hip movements stopped abruptly and she moved her hands in place around my opening, spreading my lips far apart. I loved the feeling of having the INSIDE of my cunt exposed to her.

		She extended her tongue farther and farther, then stopped and held like that for a long moment, savoring the sensation. Her tongue started moving in and out of me, and I moved my hips in a classic fucking motion. A cat-like growl came from Nicole as she unexpectedly found my clit and focused on it. In that instant she lost her "virginity" to a woman, sucking me off and being sucked in return.

		Our act was complete. Our drenched mouths and wet cunts were the perfect complement. We fused together in this mouth-to-cunt/ cunt-to-mouth embrace, rolling together on the bed. As we exchanged positions that way, our mouths never lost their fusion. First Nicole was on top, fucking and eating me at the same time.

		Then I replaced her in the top position to bury my face in her snatch while receiving her. I gave her face a fast, hard fucking and fastened on her clit. It was bulging and erect, almost like a two-inch penis. I didn't know a clit could be this long and I rapidly moved my head up and down, sucking her the way I 'd blown guys.

		I paused for an instant and whispered, "Now, Nicole, let's cum NOWWW!!"

		Nicole cried out and madly humped my face. I held her down with my hands and fucked her as hard as she fucked me. My insides rolled and a shot of the most delicious heat tore through me.

		Nicole's cunt suddenly opened wide on its own. I sank my lips and tongue, even my nose, inside her gushing gash. I was rewarded by a series of strong contractions, and Nicole bucked out of control. She jerked over and over. The repeated tightening of her sexual muscles catapulted me into orbit. I let my orgasm go, sitting slightly on Nicole's face so she could thrust her tongue inside me.

		"Oh, fuck me, Nicole, fuck me with your tongue," I exclaimed into her cumming cunt. I drank deeply as she spun off into repeated orgasms.

		When the intensity of our climaxes subsided a little, I started playing with her ass. It startled her and she said, "Oh, Jessica, not there. Oh, please not there. Ohhhh, please, oh, oh, unhhhh!!"

		It seemed that the words didn't match the emotion behind them. She didn't really want me to stop at all; in this case "stop" meant "go a little faster"! I ignored her pleas and continued working on her ass. I rubbed and massaged it, which was easy to do with all the moisture that had leaked out.

		It apparently intrigued her enough that she pulled my lower body down on her in such a way that she could reach my anus. Her hot breath made me contract slightly, and I jerked when her tongue struck my sphincter. She spread my ass checks and slowly worked her tongue into me.

		There we lay, our tongues implanted, paying anal homage to each other. I had an idea, a way to make Nicole's "deflowering" nearly complete. I slowly separated from her and said, "Roll over on your stomach and crouch down with your ass in the air. Then spread your legs."

		She obediently did as I asked, displaying her lovely legs and well-shaped ass. I savored the view of her anus and the downy patch that began there and stretched down to her mound. I put my hands on her cheeks and, with my thumbs, spread them to expose the small pucker that I was about to assault. I blew my breath against it and enjoyed seeing her quiver in response.

		Bracing my elbows on her thighs, I leaned down and slowly licked her anus. Her sounds were gibberish, but I knew what pleasure she was taking. I reached between her legs, felt around to relocate her clit, and snapped it back in forth. I needed more, and stopped briefly to move her right foot slightly. I settled on it so that my own clit could rub against her heel and began humping.

		I resumed my wanton tongue-rape of her ass. I soon found a rhythm and synchronized my tongue and my hand with the rubbing I was getting from her foot. She wiggled it, adding to my gratification. I couldn't stand the intensity and lost myself to the building orgasm. I jerked her clit with one hand while tweaking and rubbing one of her nipples with the other. She groaned, long and deep.

		I sucked her ass with my open mouth, occasionally shooting my tongue in. Nicole unexpectedly shoved her ass even farther into me and I realized I was about to lose it.

		I paused long enough in my frenzy to whisper anxiously, "You're so gorgeous, Nicole. I 'm going to cum because of you. Let's cum together--you with your ass full of my woman's tongue and my clit being rubbed by your foot."

		The shriek that followed was so loud I thought the entire city would hear her! The abrasion against my clit finally did it and I spilled over the edge, feeling my orgasm burst onto her foot. Her anus constricted around my tongue.

		We hung for a long moment before we were overwhelmed. The scene that followed was blissfully out of control. We both thrashed and moaned. With the orgasm pounding through me, I unsteadily backed off, rolled Nicole over and spread her legs. I jammed my clit against hers and scissor-fucked her hard. She held her legs wide apart in complete surrender to our organs' mutual stimulation. My fucking motions were nearly involuntary as we wrung the last spasms from each other.

		The slow descent from that pinnacle left us both trembling and spent. A warm glow washed over us, and we gradually relaxed. I got some warm wash cloths from the bathroom and bathed us both. When I was finished, I got back into bed with her.

		We softly, affectionately kissed and fondled each other. Soon we were asleep in each other's arms. It had been a night to remember--for both of us.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		The heat was unusually oppressive, even around the Lake this summer, and there was nowhere that you could hide from it. Humidity was around 100%, probably more, so that shade offered only delusional relief from the daytime inferno. I sluggishly made my way along the street, immersed in my own thoughts.

		Thoughts of a cold bath, of an air conditioned apartment, of that whole refreshingly cool world to myself.

		"Not much further," I told myself as I realized that I only had 100 or so more yards to my building's door.

		My clothes were stuck to my body, with sweat acting as the glue.

		The shop where I worked as a sale assistant had not maintained the checks on the air con, and after bravely struggling through the past week of blistering temperatures, it had finally given up the ghost.

		So, I had spent the whole day peeling my clothes off my skin. I had taken my bra and panties off in an effort to gain some relief, and it had worked for a while. But soon, my taut thighs were easily sliding against each other when I walked as the sweat formed a light sheen on my olive skin. I opened the door to my building and felt the instant relief of cool air.

		I wearily walked over to the lift, pressed the button, and dutifully waited for it to arrive. Meanwhile, Nicole was upstairs in my apartment, where she had been for the last one and a bit hours, going through my fridge for something that wasn't soy, or diet, or fat free, or had the moniker "Homegrown".

		After a while, she realized that it was a lost cause. Nicole closed the door, straightened up, and arched my back in a very relieving stretch she caught a glimpse of herself in the dining room mirror, and she smiled.

		Her jet black hair was tied up, so as to keep it off her face; a face that was by all accounts beautiful. Nicole had delicate features, typical of her Chinese background; small, cute nose, high cheek bones, soft, almond shaped eyes, and a beautiful mouth, with full lips.

		There was not a blemish on her smooth face. Her body was also beautiful. She had big breasts, C cup, which formed to meet with a flat stomach, a small ass, and smooth, well-shaped legs.

		Yep, she really liked how she looked, as did a lot of others. She awoke from her admiring daydream, and searched through the cupboards for something decent to eat or drink.

		Just then she remembered the four pack of Bacardi Breezers that she'd packed. Nicole rushed to the spare room, where she had her bags.as I opened the door to my apartment.

		My head slumped as I was greeted with the heat that has built up in the apartment over the day. I must have forgotten to preset the air con before I left for work. I closed the door behind me, and headed straight for the bathroom, turning the air con on as I passed it. I didn't bother closing the bathroom door.

		"No need," I thought as I turned the cold water on to fill the bath up.

		My roommate had gone away south to meet her boyfriend's parents, and Nicole wasn't arriving until tomorrow, so I had the place to myself.

		"Well, for tonight anyway," I thought.

		I unbuttoned my blouse and threw it in the wash basket, which was quickly followed by my black skirt. I stepped into the cold bath, and slowly slid down, immersing myself in the coolness.

		When I was up to my neck in the cold water, I sighed with relief. I just laid there for 5 minutes, allowing my body to adjust to the water. I opened my eyes, and saw that my skin was all goose-pimply, and that my nipples were erect.

		I looked down at my body, admiring my slimness. I remembered how strange and sudden it had been when my breasts had gone from an A cup to a C cup in the last year of high school. It had been one growth spurt, and then that was it.

		I'd always been slim in high school, and nothing had changed since then. I was still a size 6, "And proud of it," I thought to myself. I shifted my gaze down from my waist to my pubic hair. Even though I wasn't very hairy, I always made sure that I kept my pussy clean shaven.

		I smiled to myself as I remembered the first time that I had shaved my pussy. Actually, it had been my then boyfriend who had shaved my. He kept touching my clitoris, and playing with it as he shaved my. By the end, I was so wet, that he was able to fuck my mercilessly with ease. I felt myself becoming aroused as I thought about my first experience at shaving my pussy.

		I slid my hand down my stomach, and slowly eased my fingers down to my pussy.

		"God, I need this," I thought.

		Nicole came out of her room with the four pack of Bacardi in hand, and made her way to the fridge. She put three of the Bacardi's in the fridge, and one in the freezer. She closed the door, and walked to the lounge room to watch some TV. Just as sheI sat down, she heard some splashing from the bathroom.

		She got up, and quietly made her way to the bathroom, where the door was open. There was more splashing, and Nicole could also hear heavy breathing. She edged up to the door, and peeked around it.

		She couldn't believe it.

		Her new friend was lying in the bathtub, eyes closed, and left hand squeezing my nipples, with my right hand moving in and out of my pussy. Nicole turned to leave, but as she did, I let out a loud moan, that made Nicole quickly turn around. She was mesmerized now, as she stood there, watching me pleasure myself.

		She's so gorgeous," Nicole thought.

		The look of ecstasy on my face was intensifying with ever searching stroke of my fingers. Nicole began to feel herself becoming aroused, and only fought it for a second, before slipping her hand into the waistband of her skirt, and she quickly found her clitoris.

		Nicole looked at me as I fingered myself. Nicole pressed down hard on her clitoris, and spread my legs wider. I leaned against the door frame to support myself, as I put two fingers in my wet pussy. All the while, Nicole kept my eyes on me, who she could tell was getting closer to my orgasm.

		I now had three fingers in my pussy, and was pumping them in and out at a furious pace. I was splashing water over the sides of the bathtub, but I didn't care. All I cared about was my orgasm, and how much I needed it. I could feel that it wasn't far away, and I kept probing my pussy.

		All of a sudden, I felt my legs start to shake, and my tummy started to twitch. I felt my lips tighten around my three fingers, and then the wave of my orgasm washed over my.

		Nicole knew that I had cum. She saw that little smile slowly spreading across my face. She saw my body relax and my three fingers slowly come out of my pussy.

		Nicole still had a way to go before she would achieve the bliss her friend just had, so she pulled her hand out of her panties, turned silently, and started out for the bedroom.

		"Nicky." Nicole stopped in her tracks.

		She turned, and saw that I was looking at her, with a smile on my face I looked at Nicole, and then motioned to the floor in front of me. Nicole walked into the bathroom and stood next to the bathtub, where I was slowly playing with my clitoris.

		I smiled at my friend, and motioned towards the clothes basket in the corner. Nicole smiled back, as she pulled her skimpy top over her head. She wore no bra, and her beautiful, perfect breasts were set free, causing me to gasp in appreciation.

		Nicole smiled again as she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She had nothing on except for a tiny pair of panties. She slowly slid out of them, and stood before me, naked, and more aroused than I'd ever been.

		Nicole looked at me, while I was still playing with my clit, and then at the bathtub. I nodded and smiled, as Nicole got into the cold bath. Both women smiled, knowing that they would each enjoy Nicole's stay.

		*** 

		The best of situations have a way of turning very sour, very quickly. Nicole and I got into a minor spat later that evening when she found out i had also fucked Steve. In her mind somehow i had betrayed her.

		We argued a bit, had sex, and then argued even more. Soon the minor spat was a major issue. I took it worse than Nicole. I had had high hopes for our relationship. And her stomping out of my apartment furious with me. I believe that was just the beginning of my radical depression. Yes I am aware I over reacted but that didn't stop me from leaving outside world. I decided to join a convent.

		

		***

		You know by now, Jessica was my birth name, however now my name is Sister Sophia. It is the year 2017. A while ago I took my vows and entered the order of St. Catherine. This is not my real voice you are hearing. I have taken a vow of silence. These are the sounds of my thoughts.

		I admit that I did not enter the order out of piety. I entered to escape. Escape from my outside life, and failed relationships. Yes, I am scared of the world. It is a frightening place. I did not want to get married, and I did not want to bring children into this world. So I left the home where my parents lived and came to this nunnery in the foothills, far away from the rest of the world. Here in this silent world where we are not allowed to speak, I found peace and solitude, and for the first time in my life I found friends who were not threatening. Here I was free to fall in love.

		l in love. And fall in love I did. Her name was sister Margaretta. I noticed her during my first mass here. She was saying her prayers. I was supposed to be saying my prayers too, but I couldn't help but to look at her.

		Suddenly she looked up, as if she had been startled. She noticed me looking directly at her. I noticed her eyes. Her eyes were beautiful, pools of water with fiery islands blazing from the center of her pupils. She looked directly back at me, looking deep into my eyes. We held the glance, neither of us wanting to look away. Until we became too afraid.

		Until we became too afraid. She took care of me those first few weeks. She showed me around. Gave me a bed and linens. And helped me learn the way of life I now lead. One of the first nights here I became lonely. I missed my old home. She could sense my loneliness, even though I could not say the words.

		She looked at me and gestured by nodding her head at the board, offering to stay the night with me. I nodded my acceptance. She slipped into my bed. I wrapped my arms around her. The look in her eyes as she looked at me told me not to be afraid. It told me that she loved me. She kissed me on the cheek. I kissed her back and I felt much better. Did I felt much better?

		By day we worked tending the gardens. We would weed the plants and water them. When the summer roses bloomed by the wall I couldn't help noticing how magnificent, how soft, she looked framed by the soft velvety petals where she worked. I loved the way her hands curved around the spade, and her toes dug into the earth beneath her feet. Throughout the day we would exchange glances and smiles. Exchange glances and smiles.

		I wanted her. I wanted her sexually. I knew these thoughts were unholy, that the church would not approve, but I knew for the first time in my life that I had discovered what love meant. To not express my love was agony. I wanted to share my feelings, my love, and my life with her. But if I was rejected by her, what would be the consequences?

		If she revealed my lust, I would be forced to leave the nunnery. But that would be the mildest of punishments, compared to her rejection of my love. I did not fear the wrath of god. I knew my love was holy. I feared her rejection. Knew my love was holy. I feared her rejection.

		I planned how I would reveal my feelings. Sometimes the sisters would go gathering mushrooms in the woods. That would give me some time and privacy. If she rejected me, I hoped that being out there would give me some time to set things straight before returning to the sisterhood. The next time we went gathering mushrooms, I led the way. I went deeper and deeper into the woods, deeper than we had ever gone before. A few times she glanced at me with a questioning look, asking me if I knew where I was going. I just nodded yes and kept going. And kept going.

		When I thought we were far enough away, I stopped and turned around, looking directly at her. She was taken back. She did not know how to react. She stood there looking at me. There was sexual tension in the air. I walked over to her and kissed her on the lips. She did not react. She just stood there like a statue, looking straight forward and breathing heavily.

		I kissed her again while she just stood almost ignoring me. Suddenly, as if a lifetime of inhibitions were suddenly released in a single second, she grabbed the back of my head and forced my lips back on hers. We kissed and kissed. Tears came to her eyes.

		I broke the kiss to look in her eyes. She cried harder, and while her tear filled eyes looked into mine, she reached down and took off her nun's robe. I could only stare. She reached down to grab my hand, and brought my hand up to her right breast.

		I stroked it tentatively, yet lovingly. She smiled and it was clear that those tears were tears of joy for certain.

		.We fell to the ground. She slowly disrobed me. She rubbed her hands over my breasts, at first avoiding the nipples, until I couldn't stand it much longer. Then finally she pinched them. My god, I was hers. Then finally she pinched them. My god, I was hers.

		She crawled on top of me, her breasts rubbing against mine. I felt the damp earth under me and its moisture seeped into me. I was like a sponge absorbing my environment. Her hands were touching me everywhere.

		She explored my environment. Her hands were touching me everywhere. She caressed my shoulders, my neck, my back, my stomach. she planted a trail of kisses across my body, starting on my forehead, my temples, my cheeks, my chin, my neck, my chest, across my breasts, down my stomach.

		I waited in suspense. Would she kiss where I wanted her to kiss? She planted a trail of kisses down my leg, over my knee, down to my toes. I wiggled in ecstasy. She kissed up my thigh. She nuzzled my pubic hairs. Oh how I wanted her tongue. She rubbed her cheek back over my stomach, and started kissing the bottom of my breast, specifically avoiding my nipples. My god, she was a tease.

		I grabbed her head and held it over my nipples, she finally licked them. I cried out. I pushed her head down to that place that belonged only to her. My womanhood was hers. She planted kisses throughout my pubic hairs. I held her head tighter until she finally licked me. And she did not stop. We lay in each other's arms for hours that day, safe and comfortable.

		We knew, our love would have to remain a secret. We knew that we could not share our joy with our sisters. But we had our own private little world, a safe world, a loving world. I had found my home. I had found the world between my lover's arms.

		

		Above us, on a hill Sister Ana, the Mother Superior of our convent, watched us, with fierce emotions. To see two of her fellow sisters, engaged in the act against god, was upsetting. Not from disgust but from envy. She would deal with both of the wanton tramps in her own special way. Tonight while they slept, she would act.

		

		Neither women was aware of their abduction nor heard anything disturbing, as they slept through their apprehension.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		I open my eyes and try to focus. It is completely dark and I realize that I am blindfolded. I try to speak, but there is something in my mouth, some type of gag that prevents me from saying anything. I slowly remember the time in the woods, having sex, glorious sex, the back to the convent for normal duties and dinner, and then nothing. As I begin to rise, I find I cannot. Slowly it dawns on me that I'm bound hand and foot.

		My heart begins to race with fear as I know I are totally helpless. Suddenly I hear a door open and then close, and footsteps approach me.

		"Hello Sophia", says a firm female voice. "I am here to explain why you are here and what is going to happen to you. You are here because you have betrayed your vows with arrogant, wanton, and lascivious attitude. You have preyed on them like a wanton tramp. So, they have hired me, and you may call me Mistress Anna now, to teach you better morals. Your partner in crime Sister Margaretta with be dealt with in due time. As you were the aggressor it is on your head the blame falls.

		So you know, your friends are here to observe your humiliation and punishment. Clap for her, ladies!"

		I hear applause, the sound of several hands clapping. I know now my friends can see me bound helpless, gagged and blindfolded upon a table. The fear I felt in your stomach is slowly replaced with humiliation. I realize that the Mother Superior Sister Anna is the ominous Mistress Anna

		"Now Sophia," Mistress Anna continued, "you know you are being watched by your friends, and as you cannot see yourself, I will describe your situation to you. Imagine a table the shape of the letter X. That is what you lie upon, with your arms and legs drawn tight upon the shape of the X. You are bound in several places. I began with your wrists."

		I feel soft fingertips caress my wrists as they trace the outline of a soft leather strap around my wrist. The fingertips continue up my arms until they reach the hollow of my arm on the underside of my elbow.

		"Then I fastened another strap here," as the cool touch continues up my arm causing me to make a fist as I try to ignore the sensations I'm feeling. "Oh look, girls," Mistress Anna remarks, "See how she tensed her arm and hand? She is obviously proud, and has no intention of being humbled by all of this. The natural reaction is to tense her muscles to make them less sensitive to my touch. While this works for a while, the tensed muscles soon tire and become even more sensitive."

		The hands now begin to slowly massage my cheeks.

		"I have a standard ball gag inserted in your mouth. Later, I will remove it, and you will make your apologies to your friends for your unseemly behavior." Mistress Anna continued, "I placed a nice 4" wide belt around your waist to prevent your thrashing around too much."

		Her fingers trail gently across my tummy, causing me to involuntarily tighten those muscles. I then hear Mistress Anna point out the straps securing my ankles and thighs as she gently strokes my legs, causing them to spasm of their own will as well.

		I keep telling myself that this can't be happening, that my friends could not have done this. I promise that I can be strong and ignore this Mistress Anna, but I notice that just her fingers massaging my naked, bound body has caused my breathing to quicken and a feeling of tightness has gripped my breasts.

		"Ladies," I hear her say, "Your friend Sophia now knows her predicament. I will proceed to slowly excite her to a peak of sexual desire and tension, but she will receive no relief. Please relax and watch. Sophia, did you hear all that? Good, still defiant I see. Let's just see how you are after a little while, shall we? We'll begin with my Persuader, because it will persuade you to drop your little act of being in the least control of yourself."

		Suddenly, it becomes very quiet. I can hear nothing. I begin to try to relax. Then I feel something on my side, running up and down over my rib cage. I realize it's a feather. Then the feather goes away. Now it kisses the bottom of my left foot. I try to jerk away. Then the feather skims across my neck and throat.

		

		***

		

		I turn my head in an attempt to evade the devilish touch. The feather appears and then disappears on various parts of my body, sometimes for a short stay, other times for a long lingering while. I now jerk at each touch of the feather. Soon the feather is caressing my breasts, causing my nipples to harden and stand up proudly.

		Then my inner thighs receive its kiss, and I know I am wet between my legs. I notice the feather has finally stopped, and you heave a sigh of relief. Your body is covered in sweat and I feel weak from all my exertion to evade the sweet ministrations of the feather.

		"You can relax now for a while Sophia," you hear Mistress Anna say. "You have done well so far. The persuader has loosened you up, and has readied you for your next stage. While your body has become much more sensitive, I need your pussy bald, as this will sensitize you even more as well as let your friends see you much better. I am aware you have not had the need to keep yourself shaved since you got here. You must stay quiet and very still as you can, because you don't want to get cut, I 'm sure."

		At her words, I struggle feebly at your bonds. During my episode with the feather, I had forgotten that I am on display before my friends (how will I ever be able to face them again?) and the shaving of my pussy will open me utterly and completely.

		The thought of this causes such a throbbing in my clit that I try to press down to relieve the tension that is there.

		"Relax," Mistress Anna says, "that ache you obviously feel is only going to get stronger. If you ever want relief, you will follow my directions explicitly. Now lie quietly, or I'll bring the Persuader back to use on you."

		I now do lie still and feel a comb running through my pussy hair and lifting it up. The feel of cold steel is against my skin as I hear scissors snip. Soon I feel a warm towel placed over my pussy, its touch is soothing.

		The towel is removed and I feel what must be shaving cream applied to my pussy. Then the feel of the razor as it removes the last of my stubble. The towel returns to clean me off, and then another to dry me. I feel Mistress Anna's fingers slowly rub over the area where your hair had been.

		It's true, as she said, I feel every touch much more intensely. As her fingers caress my outer pussy lips with warm oil, I begin to slowly thrust my hips in an effort to force her fingers inside. I know my friends can see me do this but I have lost the will to keep from trying to satisfy myself.

		I now feel a finger slowly moving up and down my slit. I can't keep from moaning a little and thrusting my hips even more.

		"Look ladies, see how our little Sophia thrusts herself at my finger. You'll notice also how her pussy lips have become somewhat puffy, and also how they have begun to separate and expose her clitty. She is very sexually excited now. Come, ladies, and take turns feeling her newly shaved pussy. Please touch and rub anything but her clit. I think you all will be pleased by how she responds."

		I hear her words and am mortified. I feel a new hand slowly feeling over my pussy and pussy lips. I try desperately not to react to the probing hand. I manage to keep still until the hand is withdrawn.

		Soon another takes its place. This hand is more insistent and soon a finger has found its way into my pussy. I try to resist again, but soon a second finger works its way in and begins a slow movement in and out of my pussy. I begin to press down again, trying to bring my clit into contact with those fingers.

		A new set of hands begin to caress my breasts, circling slowly to the very peaks and squeezing my nipples hard. I can't believe how sensitive they are. My head is rolling from side to side, and I am moaning continuously.

		"Thank you, ladies," says Mistress Anna. "Notice that now Sophia has almost lost complete control as her desire for orgasm and release continues to build within her. Her breath is ragged, her hips convulse involuntarily, and her moans she cannot control. I believe she is ready to speak to you now."

		***

		I can feel Mistress Anna as she removes my ball gag.

		"Don't scream, my dear girl, no one besides us could hear you, and you would just get the gag again. Now I want you to answer some questions to my satisfaction, and address me properly while you do that. Do you understand, my dear?" I nod my head.

		"Dear Sophia, a nod is unacceptable. You must answer me out loud, so that your friends may hear also."

		I feel her caress my nipple and then she squeezes HARD. I moan loudly.

		"Again dear, do you understand?"

		"Yes," I reply.

		"Obviously you do not, or you would address me as Mistress Anna. I see you need a constant reminder."

		I feel her fondle my nipple again. No pinch comes, but my nipple is drawn to an erect and turgid state. Then I feel a sharpness that is unyielding on that nipple.

		"That is a nipple clamp you feel, and you will wear it from now on due to your disobedience. Do you understand NOW what I want?"

		"Y-yes, M-M-Mistress Anna," I reply.

		"That is better. Now answer these questions loudly, as they are for the benefit of your friends present. First, please tell these assembled friends that you are a bitch and a slut, and thank them for treating you like one."

		While asking the question, Mistress Anna has begun to stroke my tender pussy again, now and again brushing against my clitty. All I can do is give a loud moan as the pressure between my legs begins to build again.

		"A question. Perhaps this will help you remember."

		And now my other nipple feels the taste of a clamp as well. I arch my back and thrust my breasts up into the air. But the clamps hold onto my nipples unyieldingly. They are painful, but they also make me very aware of how turned on I am.

		"Now my dear, please tell your friends what kind of person you are."

		"Ummm, oh Yesss, Mistress Anna, I am a wanton slut, and I deserve to be treated this way. Thank you for giving me what I deserve."

		I feel Mistress Anna's fingers increase their speed inside my pussy, and they now begin to rub insistently and directly on my hard, erect clit. I begin to shake as I feel my orgasm coming on, closer and closer. And the hand goes away, leaving just the anguish of nothingness. I moan loudly.

		"Oh God, Mistress Anna, please don't stop, please, please," I beg.

		"Sophia, please ask me to fill your sweet ass with a butt plug."

		"Oh please, please, Mistress Anna, yes, please fill my tight ass with your butt plug. Oh, please let me come!"

		I feel oil running from my slit down to my tiny rosette bud, and a finger lubricating my ass. Then something hard is slowly teasing open my sphincter muscles, pressing gently against my opening.

		"Now relax, Sophia, relax and this will go much easier. And tell me, to whom does this delicious ass of yours belong to?"

		"Oh, my dear God, it's yours, Mistress Anna, it belongs to you. Please fill it up," I practically scream now as I feel the plug work its way slowly up my ass.

		I struggle to relax my ass, but that only enhances the pain in my nipples. Suddenly, Mistress Anna has resumed her massage of my clit. I can't believe how hot this Mistress has made me. The thought of how I must look, tied securely, nipple clamps distending my breasts, butt plug firmly and snugly in place, and a pussy on fire makes me even hotter.

		But now I can almost feel the start of an orgasm, the intensity of which I have never before felt. I feel Mistress Anna's fingers slow and her whispered breath at my ear.

		"My dear, you've done admirably for the first time. I need a slave girl to be at my beck and call. Every Mother Superior needs one. Are you the one?"

		"Oh yes," I moan back, "you make me feel so good."

		"Good," says Mistress Anna. "You belong to me now. And when you come, I want you to tell everyone here exactly that. Your friends will know that you are now a willing slave of mine, and they will have use of you whenever I see fit. Sex in this place is on my terms, not by clandestine rendezvous"

		Suddenly, I feel my new Mistress's tongue dancing upon my clitty. As I crescendo to heights I've never known before, I hear myself screaming,

		"Mistress Anna, oh God it's so good, you are my Mistress and you own me completely."

		

		THE END
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