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Chapter One

Like the flavor of a rare, aged Bordeaux, I remember my first
taste of another girl's pee just like it was only yesterday. At the
ripe old age of eighteen, thankfully my slender body had taken a
much more pronounced turn towards womanhood during the spring, so I
guess I was just a late bloomer.

My parents told me I
needed to work the summer before college to help with tuition. They
had arranged with a friend of theirs to give me a job for the
summer at a youth camp. Being on the shy
side I was more than reluctant, but finally let myself be talked
into taking it..

My mother described me as a girl chic
thinness yet still carry an air of health. I think my mouth is
large, in contrast to my button like upturned nose . I hate to wear
my contacts even though my glasses nearly distort my eyes. I look
like I could be anywhere from sixteen to thirty. As it happens I am
two months short of nineteen.

My insecurities were realized soon after
arriving at the camp when I discovered that most of the other girl
camp counselors had been working at camp together for several years
already, so I felt out in the cold before the week had hardly
begun.

The first big surprise came right after five
or six of us returned to the bath house after an afternoon dip in
the lake, another embarrassing scene. My body was still a source of
embarrassment to me even though my breast were decent sized and my
hips had rounded out nicely, it was still just so humiliating for
me to be nude in front of other girls! Seeing those girls who were
frolicking around nude without a bit of inhibition . Breasts
bouncing, bottoms wobbling all really rubbed it in.

The worst part of it all was seeing Nadine,
a beautiful brunette with a porn star body. Firm, curvy bottom and
at least a C-cup set of boobs. She has long blonde hair and a
refined, classically beautiful face. She was not knockout gorgeous
but; there was a smoky kind of sexiness about her.

Naturally, I planned on skipping the
post-swim shower, hoping to slide out while the other girls were
removing their suits and keeping up their nonstop banter. It was
not to be.

"Oh, Sammie! Better get that skinny butt in
here! Camp rules state that showers after swimming in the lake are
NOT optional. Even for counselors." Nadine called out to me.

Chagrined, I sat back on the bench and began
to slowly remove my swim suit.

"Better get a move on. The hot water won't
last forever!"

Reluctantly I eased through the doorway to
the shower room, holding my arms protectively in front while my
hands ineffectively tried to cover some of my pussy.

"Well! Isn't that just special! Baby
Samantha seems a bit on the shy side doesn't she girls?" Nadine
said mercilessly. There were several murmurs of agreement from
around the room.

Another blond girl, Jessie, added a comment
that really made me squirm. "Hey, Nadine. What about initiating the
new babe?"

"Well," Nadine began thoughtfully, "We could
let it slide, after all, she's barely a counselor yet."

That comment made me feel even worse, if
possible.

"How about if we leave it up to Samantha -
see how much she wants to be a part of the group?"

Nadine turned toward me with a raised
eyebrow. "So, sweet lips, do you want to be a member of our little
group, the Dryads?"

Gosh! I could hardly believe they were
asking me. Did I want to belong to the group, these exceptionally
pretty and nearly perfect women? Damn straight I did! Nearly
speechless, I nodded vigorously, and finally choked out, "Sure, I
guess so."

"Okay, then. Let's get started before the
hot water's down the drain." Nadine continued sternly, "Samantha,
the first step to belonging is to show appreciation for the full
members by washing their feet. You can start with mine."

Weakly, and with genuine trepidation, as I
wasn't exactly sure what to make of the scene, I reluctantly soaped
a wash cloth and began to wash Nadine's feet. I had finished with
the first foot and was starting on the other one when I felt Nadine
redirect the shower to my head. Thankful, as I was getting a bit
chilly, I looked up to smile my appreciation, and…

Right before my face was a completely smooth
pussy! Nadine’s! And my warm shower was gushing forth from Nadine's
hairless valley! My mouth opened in surprise and was quickly filled
with her pee. I was very confused, but on some impulse or reflex
action, I swallowed. Then, with a will of its own, my tongue
reached up to my top lip and collected a stray golden drop.
Surprisingly, it really didn't taste bad, and there was something
really exciting about knowing that I had tasted some of Nadine's
pee. Part of her was now part of me.

"Well, Sammie , now you can move to the head
of the class. And if you quit daydreaming and hurry up you can get
yourself another mouthful."

So, mesmerized, I leaned forward and gently
rested my hands on Nadine's firm thighs, gazing upward intently.
With quivering lips my mouth continued its quest, moving closer and
closer to her bald pussy. My eyes closed while my tongue searched
and stretched toward her still-flowing pee hole until, finally, it
touched her flesh. The pee splashing on my face finally found my
tongue and used it as an aqueduct, serving to carry Nadine's tasty
pee directly into my open mouth.

But, I had almost waited too long. Only two
mouthfuls later her flow trickled to a stop. With my lips sealed
around her fountainhead, I stole the final few drops by sucking
vigorously, and I had become something I had never imagined was in
store for me. Without a doubt I was now a pee drinker, and my first
taste of Nadine's pee had only increased my thirst for more of the
exquisite nectar!

With knowing smiles, the other four girls
decided to forego the foot washing and, instead, anointed me with
their golden liquid as I lay on the floor of the shower room. One
by one, each girl stood over me, spraying my face, pussy, and
breasts, then straddling my face so I could have a final, greedy
drink.

By the last girl, Mandy, the one with just
barely more time than I had, was a small, pale, anorexic-looking
waif of eighteen. Short, black-dyed hair -pierced eyelid - tattoo
of a snake on her neck; I’d seen her before we went swimming in a-
black t-shirt, black jeans, black Caterpillar boots … She wasn’t
into punk fashion. She was someone saying, Stay the fuck away from
me.

I was about to burst from drinking all of
their tasty pee. Fortunately, Mandy didn't have to pee very much,
but she had something else for me to taste. As Mandy positioned her
pussy over my mouth, she reached behind her and began rolling my
sensitive nipples around, pulling and twisting while grinding her
pussy into my mouth and rubbing her clit on my perky little
nose.

It was the first time in my life, I finally
tasted the actual essence of another woman... to see this slender
body yield to my loving tongue made me delirious with passion.
Tasting the moist folds of her sex, only to find her clitoris
formed my irrefutable fate...

Even though this was my first real encounter
with a woman, I knew just as she did what to do and where to touch.
It's a form of communication that only two women truly understand.
A secret rite that once discovered, leads to eternal virtuosity. I
watched as her body teetered on the breathless cusp of orgasm...
her ferocious behavior inspiring my tongue to suckle more.

Smooth thighs pressed against my face, hands
entwined together as she rocked back and forth between delirium and
orgasm. The loud, resonance of her bold gasps... thin layers of
perspiration now made her body shine in delight. She looked as if
she were some porn star perched upon a stage -- completely helpless
to the dedicated tenderness of another female. It was then my inner
most impulses surfaced, as I was about to partake in this illicit
feast.

Mandy reached for my stomach, caressing my
skin with her gentle fingers. It was like she was a different
woman... far more thoughtful and passionate than her appearance.
She tightened her entire body, surging her muscles together in
absolute rapture. I loved how we chased this lewd eroticism, and
it's inborn implications. Closing my eyes, I imagined myself as a
girl who carried a lifelong crush on this adoring, gorgeous girl...
a girl who had now grown into a young woman, I was hell-bent on
exacting the most pleasure possible, while sucking my lover... it
felt divine. It felt familiar.

My face drifted across her groin, encircling
her saturated pussy. With my eyes shut, I envisioned her lovely
face near the center of my soul... and when my fingers gracefully
stroked her outer lips, she sighed knowing she was close. Her
stomach surged like waves of a furious ocean... her legs, quivering
and tense.

The only thing that would ease her
apprehension was my mouth... my hot breath soon glazed her dripping
womb. She jerked but was quickly secured by her right hand resting
atop her thigh. Settling in, my nose and lips smoothly swam closer
to her, bringing her to the edge of known reasoning. I didn't know
what I enjoyed more... the anticipation of me tasting her pussy, or
me actually doing it.

My open mouth wallowed across Mandy’s
pulsing vagina, like trying to swallow it whole. Her body jerked I
tried to take a shocking gasp of air. She acted like a fiery bullet
had shot her. I rose up, grasping her ass cheeks in my hands,
holding on to her for dear life.




Chapter Two

"Oh Samantha!! FUCK YEAH!!" She screamed, feeling my lips
part her own, feeling my sizzling tongue slip beyond the savory
folds of her feminine essence.

I moaned in clear delight, twisting my head
so my tongue could dive in deeper. I loved feeling those feral
grunts that reverberated throughout her pussy... it intensified my
excitement, as it was causing her to quiver like a helpless leaf in
a blustery wind. And God, she was so slow in her actions.

I loved eating pussy I concluded. It felt
like the most glorified sensation I have ever felt. I’ve learned
later it’s different with each woman I loved... but with Mandy, my
loving feast carried a plethora of fantasy, desire, and thrilling
lust. It wasn't long before my tongue met her clit. And as if that
wasn't enough, two of my fingers easily glided inside her
womanhood, hungrily sucked in by her need and hunger. God, I felt
like such an artist... I knew exactly where her g-spot was... but
find it, I did... and what followed was her blinding cries of
hunger... gasps for more... and shameful confessions of illicit
love. The only thing I remembered after that was every muscle in
her body contracting at once... as if a hundred piece orchestra
were beginning a pleasant sonata.

Her teeth furiously clenched as she held
onto her breath... yet I remained fixed on her, my sole focus was
her. Her expression, as if a million tiny stars exploded behind her
closed eyes as she shouted, "Samantha, Samantha, Samantha " over
and over again. It was the first splendid orgasm I had ever blessed
anyone with... I not only brought her body to its peak, but her
heart and soul too.

"Oh, sweet Samantha! I'm gonna cuuummmm
again!!!! Suck it baby! Oh! Yessss! Ohhhhhhhhhh!

Though I couldn't say anything, me with my
mouth full of pussy juice, I could definitely moan and squirm all
over the floor of the shower room. Another first! The first time I
had ever cum with another person!

I lay on the shower floor in a daze, hardly
aware of my surroundings. As I came back down to earth, I felt
several pairs of hands stroking my body - all five girls had picked
a portion of my body to soap, wash and caress. Gosh that felt so
good - another first! Finally they wrapped me in a big, snugly
towel and we went into the locker room to dress.

Almost ready, I was just pulling on my
Sketcher’s when Nadine called from the outer doorway. "That was an
exceptional beginning, Samantha. Here's some food for thought
though," She added with a grin. "The final phase of your initiation
will happen tonight - in the cabin after lights-out!"

It looked like, finally, I was going to
belong. But, I wondered, what in the world could they have planned
for me next that could top what I had just experienced?

***

After Nadine left the locker room, I sat
there on the bench in my shorts and Sketcher’s, still in kind of a
daze from all that had happened. Mandy was still there, the only
girl lingering behind in the locker room with me.

I shivered as I remembered Mandy and I
together, there on the floor of the shower room, and how she called
to me, "Oh, sweet Samantha!"

That was so special, and I knew that I will
remember that moment for a very long time. Blood rushed to my face
as I recalled how good I had felt with my cheeks nestled between
her thighs while she rode my lips and tongue and using my nipples
like a cowgirl uses reins on a horse. And I remembered how I
watched, transfixed, as Mandy lowered her pussy toward my waiting
mouth. Oh, god, that was so exciting! It's just that Mandy is so
striking.

Gosh, I might just get lost in her haunting
eyes someday. And I love her pale skin and her dark hair,
especially now that I've had my lips on that little arrow-shaped
patch just above her pussy. Another great thing is she's only a
couple of inches taller than me, but (bad thing) her breasts are a
full cup-size bigger that my Bs. I still had the body thing that
plagued me.

I guess Mandy had been watching me while we
finished dressing and must have noticed it when the color flushed
my cheeks. She came over and sat beside me on the bench, placing a
comforting arm around my shoulders. With a soothing, caring tone
she asked me, "Are you all right, baby?"

Something about her closeness made me
sniffle. "Oh, oh...I-I just don't know."

"Oh, Samantha! Shhhh, shhhh. I know just
what will make it all better. Just close your eyes now. There."

She leaned in even closer then, and she
kissed me, so sweetly so and tenderly. I just melted, and I opened
my lips in surrender to hers, greedily accepting her passionate
gift. Then she kissed me softly on my nose and my cheeks, and we
sat there in silence for a few moments, her arm holding me close.
Her long hair smelled so fresh and sweet as I rested my head on her
shoulder.

Dreamily I cracked my eyelids and gazed down
her breasts, taking in the beauty of her perfectly formed breasts.
Mandy's fingers came to rest on my breasts, gently fondling my left
nipple with feathery touches. "Was this really your first time,
baby?"

"Yes," I whispered softly.

"You know something? About this time last
summer I was much more clueless that you must feel right now. Would
you like me to tell you about my first time?"

My eyes lit up and I smiled, "Oh, yes,
Mandy. Would you?"

Mandy answered by saying, "I guess you could
say this story is about a girl eating her first brownie. Okay, here
goes."

I was all ears as she began:

"I was a counselor for Girl Scout troop 69
when I was eighteen. As usual, I guess, my parents had talked me
into applying right away, the first weekend, we took the girls on a
camping trip."

The campsite was not really that far from
the town Mandy used to live in, Tarpon Springs, Florida. In fact it
was still in the city limits. But there were no houses in sight and
there were lots of pines, cypress, magnolias, palmettos, and huge
grape vines. In fact, Mandy said that they had filmed some of the
early jungle movies nearby. And those big vines probably gave them
the idea for the hero to swing through the trees.

She said, "Naturally, having grown up there,
we were all pretty humdrum about all that movie stuff. But when we
were actually out there, in those same jungle-like woods where we
set up camp, some of the local mystique seemed to seep into our
bones somehow."

Mandy paused a moment and absentmindedly
rubbed my leg, kind of lost in thought.

Then she continued,

"Because I had been a Girl Scout in another
organization when I was younger, I was now wearing tan Brownie
Scout shorts because they were the only thing I had from that
previous life, I guess one could say I was still a Brownie. Even at
eighteen I was definitely still naive as hell. Unlike my friend,
Jill. She was tall nearly six feet. An Amazonian Mulatto goddess.
She was an athletically built girl always wearing tattered sometime
dirty jeans and a sleeveless tank top.

Jill had an older brother who as a Boy Scout
counselor had camped at the same location, and from what Jill said
they were real hell raisers. Jill, of course, had filled us in on
some of the things the guys had done on their camping trips like
playing strip poker and drinking beer."

“Anyway, there were almost thirty Girl
Scouts, and our counselor tent was going to have four girls
sleeping in it. We had to stash or clothes and stuff along the tent
edges, but we had an army surplus chests to store the cooking
supplies for the four of us. That first night, after a big campfire
session in the central area between all the tents (complete with
camp songs and a couple of ghost stories), we four adjourned to our
tent for bed. Now it was, supposedly, lights-out."

"Yeah, I'll bet," I remarked.

"Right. Like you guessed, we were far from
being sleepy. Jill, prepared from her brother's tales, started a
replay of some of their dastardly deeds, maybe hinting about stuff
we might do ourselves. And she had already cracked open several
cans of smuggled beer for us to experiment with."

"So where did she get the stuff?"

"Actually, she paid an woman $10 to buy it
for her as she was going into the store. A cheap private label beer
sold at Aldi’s.. You can buy other private label beers at other
retailers. Same as normal beer only it’s usually skunky tasting and
you can only drink a few sips. The stuff's so bitter it has a after
taste like a monkeys butt. You could get a buzz off it real good
sucking several cans into a naughty girl's mouth." Mandy
winked.

"Oh, we thought we were bad, too, and
extremely daring. But it was really pretty harmless stuff though -
nontoxic and the only hallucinating was purely mental. Anyway,
after quite a bit of talking and horsing around we finally decided
to lay down for sleep, or at least pretend that we were ready for
that. It was July and it was hot. Obviously our tent was not
equipped with air conditioning or fans. All of us, me, Jill,
Luanne, and Morgan, had put on tee shirts over our panties after
zipping the mosquito net at the tent flap. Then we lie on top of
our sleeping bags since it was too hot to get inside them. Jill was
dressed in a baby tee, and thong panties that her ass (a really hot
thing) oozed out of, and her long legs grew out of.”

"So what do you think so far, Samantha?"




Chapter Three

I
looked at her with wide eyes and said, "Oh, yes, Mandy. I think
you're about to get to the good part!"

"Okay, just checking. So where was I, oh, we
were laying on our bags. I really was tired by then and shortly I
was almost asleep when . . ." She caught my eye, "I heard a noise,
a kind of muffled groan, and it came from Jill, sleeping right
beside me. Luanne heard it too because when I lifted my head she
was looking over at Jill from the other side. First I looked at
Jill's face, checking to see if something was wrong, but she was
definitely not sad. In fact, there was a sort of painful joy etched
around her mouth and eyes, and her eyes had this glaze to them like
she was lost in another world."

"So what happened next?"

I was beginning to get excited. Mandy gave
me a knowing smile then continued.

"Well, right away she seemed to suddenly
realize her surroundings, and she was back down to earth, propping
herself up on her elbows. Jill looked back and forth at us and
said, ‘Geeze, guys! Haven't you ever played with your pussy
before?’

"There was dead silence in the tent,’ Mandy
continued. "As for me, Samantha, I didn't even say THAT word much
less play with it. And it appeared that Luanne and Morgan (who were
now all attention) felt about the same way." Jill said to us,
"Well, I don't know where you guys have been, but you all have one,
and it is the best, the best feeling in the world if you touch it
right. Y'all want to see?"

"Naturally," Mandy continued, "Being the
camp leaders that we were, combined with some kind of intoxicating
scent that was in the tent (and just plain sleep stupor) we all
agreed to a demonstration. Jill had us all sit in a circle with her
positioned in the place where the brightest waning glow from the
campfire shone on the front of her voluptuous body." Jill said, "I
can't believe that y'all have ever done with this thing is to
pee."

She shook her head. "Damn. Well, here
goes."

"Jill did indeed give us a real education
that night. Maybe she was precocious or maybe we were just plain
stupid, but we learned, and how! She had us follow her
instructions, first softly stroking our thighs, going in little
circles. Then, on cue, we all spread our pussies open, always
lightly touching, and then she showed us what to do with our middle
finger.

When we felt ready, each of us slowly began
to push the digit into our pussy. Since we had never had anything
in there before, it hurt. But after almost 2 minutes, each of us
finally had the whole finger inside our pussy. We sat on our
sleeping bags for another 2 minutes, letting our pussy expand to
accommodate this intruder.

Like the others I slid it out of my pussy
slowly. I took my phone and switched on the camera to look at my
pussy. I gasped a bit when I saw how large my hole was now. But
that didn't matter. I set my phone down by my pussy, and slid the
finger back in.

Before long I was pumping away, squelching
noises escaping from my pussy. Already there was a puddle forming
under me, and I kept thrusting away. By now I was fucking myself so
hard that my head was spinning and my boobs were bouncing under my
t-shirt. I felt that I was close to climax, and my moans of intense
pleasure, and a little bit of pain, reflected this.

I added my index finger to my middle finger
because hardly any of my pussy touched my middle finger alone.
Groaning in frustration, I aimed both fingers for my G-Spot, and
hit. The first shock of pleasure made my body tense up, and cum all
over my hand and the fingers in my pussy.

I was covered in sweat and exhausted, but I
kept going. I knew that I could orgasm again. And sure enough I was
right. Slowly the pleasure gathered, and then I screamed. My body
tensed up once more, and a little more of my cum came out.

My fingers still in my pussy, and exhausted,
covered in sweat and my lower region in sweat and cum, I fell back
to rest.

Needless to say, by the end of Jill’s
informative demonstration all four of us young hedonists obviously
found our clits eventually. And, before long, there was an awful
howl coming from the direction of our tent. Three of us had had
multiple orgasms. The devious minded Jill showed us one final thing
we could do with our pussies. She called it ‘tribbing’

While Jill was describing the mechanics of
tribadism, I stopped massaging my sex and let her continue her
instruction while Jill began exploring her sex with her finger. It
was now slowly moving in and out of her vagina, bringing moisture
with it each time she withdrew. I could feel myself getting wetter
just watching her. Her clit was standing proudly between her labia,
and every so often she would circle it with her finger, dragging
the moisture from her sopping vagina.

I could feel seepage from my own slit, as it
slid down the crack of my ass. I scooped it up and smeared it all
over my labia and clit.

"Ready to trib?" Jill asked.

I opened my eyes and looked at her with a
puzzled look on my face. “Sure, what do I do first.?”

Well.........one thing led to another and
soon she crawled on top of me and began rubbing her mound against
mine. I do remember it felt really good and by the time she 'came',
and I know she did, because her breathing stopped and she shuddered
on top of me. I know I didn't 'cum', but I sure got wet and it felt
really good. Right after that, she rolled off me and slid her hand
down to my pussy. I remember vividly when she ran her finger over
my clit. It was like and electric shock.

She pulled her hand back out and pulled my
labia apart.

She had to examine my huge clit.
"Goodness..........your button is a lot bigger than mine!" I didn't
think anything of it at the time. We never experimented with
tribbing again. I think maybe it was my clit that scared Jill off.
I always wanted to do it with her, but when summer camp was over
I’d missed my chance as we drifted apart as friends.

Mandy smiled to herself before continuing.
"That was on a Friday night, Samantha. On Saturday night Jill
showed us all how to eat a Brownie. That was me, " She giggled.
"And, from then on, I was hooked!"

***

Returning our minds from the Florida
jungles, all you could hear in the locker room was our breathing,
and mine was pretty ragged, like I was about to cum. I came to my
senses abruptly when I felt Mandy's hand move. Oh, god, it was
resting on my pussy!

Without changing the partial embrace of her
left arm, while giving my pussy a squeeze with her right hand,
Mandy moved her legs to straddle the bench and pulled herself close
to me. Mandy's lips were next to my ear as she whispered, "So what
do you think, baby? Did you like my little story?"

She kissed my cheek. "Mandy!" Oh! That was
so hot! I-I think I'm about to cum!"

"Well, sweetie, what's stopping you?"

"Oohh! I think it was the brownie part that
finally did me in."

"Did you like that part? Hey! I bet you've
never even had your little brownie kissed, have you?"

I didn't quite know what to say, everything
was all so new, and so intense. Tentatively I whispered, "No, at
least I don't think so."

"Oh you would remember it if you had. Here,
I've got an idea, just the thing to spark your memory. Now stand up
and lean toward that other bench. Oh! First let's get those shoes
and shorts off. That's right, now rest your weight on your forearms
while I scoot behind like this."

Mandy got behind me and began softly moving
her hands over my hips and my bottom.

"You really have a pretty bottom, Samantha.
Feels good too when I rub it, doesn't it, baby?"

"Oh, yes, Mandy. I really like that."

"And I like these, too," Mandy cooed,
touching my nipples. "You know, you have just about the pretties
nipples I've ever seen. And those areolas are the cutest shade of
pink, and so puffy with all that breast tissue inside that's about
to explode into bloom. I bet you'll have C cups before you know
it."

"Do you really think so, Mandy?" I asked,
doubting the possibility.

"I don't see why not, baby. But, whatever
size they get to be, they will be very pretty, and I'll always want
to play with them, especially your sweet nipples. I'm gonna have to
give them a big, long suck before too long. You wouldn't mind would
you?"

I shook my head but I couldn't speak as my
breathing stopped from what I felt on my bottom. It was her lips!
Mandy was kissing my anus.

"Ooooo!" She must have just licked me there,
too!

She licked all around my crack including my
little rosebud, and then she made her tongue hard and started
trying to get it inside me!

"Just relax, baby. I promise, this is not
going to hurt, not one little bit."

Then she held my hips with a firm grip and I
began to feel my hole opening for her. "Aaaaaaaaa!"

She wiggled it around in there and my legs
began to shake. Then she smacked her lips, slurping me like an ice
cream cone. I couldn't help but wiggle my rump in her face.

"Mmmmmm. You taste good, honey! I'm gonna
EAT me a brownie right about now!"

And she started moving her tongue in and out
of my anus, faster and faster. Then she let go of my hips and put
her hand on my pussy and started rubbing.




 Chapter
Four

Of course she knew I'd love it because that
was one of the first things she checked out when she first saw me.
It’s always the first thing she looked at when sizing up a girl.
But I didn't know and teasing me like this made me drip with
defiant lust.

Sliding up to my neck and shoulders, the
familiar hunger for ass possessed her as she sealed her mouth to my
neck, suckling my skin while her hands fluttered down my sides. I
balked as she sank her teeth into the back of my neck, getting
acquainted with her thirst for ass. She wanted me... wanted nothing
more than to give me the beauty of anal bliss.

"Oh fuck." I gasped, angrily clutching the
bench by my face.

My savage guttural reply was all she needed
to hear as she lifted her mouth from my flesh, glazing my neck and
both shoulders with her anxious tongue. She brought her hands back
up, twisting them over to run the backs of her hands up and down my
back. I loved how our skin felt together... it felt so right... but
all she was interested in was my ass, and that she was stepping
into the role of my beloved object of my anal deflowering. She
unlocked the uncivilized animal in me, unleashing the true nature
in me... that of a wanton slut bent on getting fucked with Mandy’s
tongue... I loved every fleeting second she allowed me to partake
in this taboo coupling.

She flattened her tongue on my shoulder
blade, casting a trail of savory saliva over to the low valley of
my spine... this was the path that would lead her home to her
awaiting feast of all feasts. She lapped the wedge of my spine like
a cat to milk... swaying down, leaving a trail of her saliva as
obvious evidence of her anal trek. She grunted with hoarse gasps of
delight, knowing my ass was near... her breasts soon felt my fleshy
ass cheeks swarm her tits, engulfing her into the sexy fires of
lesbian hunger. With her full breasts pressed to the spheres of my
ass, she gazed up along my back, placing her fingernails below my
shoulder blades. With a self-confident cry, she tediously scraped
my back downward until her palms rested on each supple cheek of my
pureness. I boldly fought for each breath, holding the sides of my
head in exciting agony, crying, and moaning like a child knowing it
was about to be punished.

"Your ass is so perfect, Samantha." she
whispered, taking in the rewarding sight of my fully rounded butt
cheeks.

"I love hearing you say that." I helplessly
replied into the wood bench.

She gazed down, paying strict attention to
the wondrous darkened cleft dividing my two rising spheres of flesh
she coveted.

"I don't know what's more sexy... the
cleavage of your tits, or this big sexy ass." she uttered.

I slithered on the bench like a snake,
hearing her revelation as she brought her palms down on each cheek
of my ass with intensity, grasping a nice chunk of flesh with
determination.

"God, look at this ass." she growled,
readjusting her hold, kneading the flesh like sacred swells of
delicious bread. "Samantha’s beautiful ass... so sweet...
smooth."

I screamed "Fuck yeah... talk about my ass
Mandy. I love how you make it sound."

"Oooh." she shot back, aroused by my
vulnerability. "Like it when I talk about your ass, huh?"

"Oh God yeah. Jesus." I replied with a
shudder that shook every muscle in my body.

Her hands continued their lengthy caresses,
admiring my ass's striking beauty, glazed with its delicious soft
flesh. Given my optimal age, my backside showed no blemishes or
imperfections. Not one flaw or wrinkle... and she loved how simply
round its shape was... full... healthy... ripe.

Her breath grew shallow as she soaked in
this glorious site. The inviting cleavage that assured her that a
mouth-watering treasure lie tucked between my two plentiful
spheres... it just had to. With an impatient breath, she lowered
her lips to my right cheek, planting a full open mouthed kiss upon
the outer crest of my cheek... her lips savored the prized flesh as
my heart raced...

She kissed the cheek as she would my lips...
soft, loving and tenderly. Crooking her jaw, she opened her mouth
as wide as it could go, gently sucking in my ass flesh... engulfing
it as she would my life-giving breast. She lifted her face,
suckling my ass with her mouth, popping off of it with a pool of
her boiling saliva coating it... she caught me staring at her over
my shoulder, looking far within her soul... knowing she was in her
element. She knew then what I wanted to see and decided to wait no
longer.

Our eyes met, she sank her face between my
cheeks, submerging her mouth in my ample ass. Both her hands rested
atop the mounds, spreading apart the large melons so her tongue
could greet the pungent flavor of my magnificent meal.

I yelped, grasping her hair, I dug my nails
into her scalp, pulling her face deeper between my globes. Now
fully submerged, her tongue slid out, relishing the loving warmth
and tangy flavor of ripened ass. Licking each side of the crack;
lapping, lunging, and glossing the skin as best she could, I was
electrified... this was more than I ever expected.

Something so meaningful and extraordinary.
She vigorously tugged and shoved the mounds of my ass so her face
could be deluged amidst my shapely cheeks. She struggled to breathe
through her nose, filling her nostrils with my peppery scent. And
it wasn't much longer before her dripping tongue fell flat atop my
crinkled asshole, poised for a lengthy swab. My saltiness stifled
her tongue, but only made her hungry for more.

My body, squirming and writhing, suffered
beneath her languid "kiss". She spread apart my quivering mounds,
sliding her tongue out to lay it flat atop my throbbing asshole she
wanted her mouth sealed around... she was slow and deliberate...
loving and sensitive to her every need... She reacted to my
movements, emotionally united in the glory of our feminine
symmetry. She was kissing my asshole just as she did my mouth.

"Can't believe... you’re tasting me like
this." I gasped in shocking accuracy.

Her only reply was to sway her head between
the mounting globes, flattening her tongue even more. I made a
fist, violently striking the bench in stunning shock of getting my
ass eaten by my make-believe lover. She seemed hypnotized by the
event... the feel of my ample ass in each palm... the pungent
flavor... the scandalous reality of French kissing another girl's
ass. She became a demented animal, hell bent on stabbing my ass
with her tongue.

She circled my crinkled hole with
painstaking accuracy, slothfully swabbing across it with reckless
hunger. She watched my profile between the sordid valley of my
cheeks. I tried to look at her yet was paralyzed by her tongue's
expertise... my eyebrows creased, mouth agape... my face violently
contorted like a deranged mental patient. Wanting to see my
reaction, she tightened her tongue, sinking it further into the
warm delicious anal passage. With utter finesse, her lips sealed
about, encompassing the delicate asshole. My eyes lit up, they had
to be bulging from my skull, I knew my faced looked as if she had
just stabbed me with a steel sword.

"Fuuuuuuuck!" I cried out at the top of my
lungs.

She was captivated by my traumatic facial
gestures by this act of wanton lust. She was conquering me like
only a woman can, she was the supreme female ruler, overthrowing me
with her tongue. Something so small and trivial, yet so powerful in
its deeds. My head collapsed as I began whimpering like an injured
child... helpless and weak while her tongue sank deeper surrounded
by the smooth tissue of my throbbing rectum.

She ceased tugging and pulling the smooth
mounds of my ass, only to graze their orbed shape with the back of
her hands. Lost in the blinding frenzy of her feast, she reminded
herself just how awesome my ass was, and how she would lather every
supple inch of those cheeks later with her tongue. But not before
she would swirl her tongue inside the undiscovered sweetness of my
yummy bowels.

My hips gyrated beneath her. She slowed her
pace, appreciating the fullness of my backside with eager hands.
She felt my hand clamp down on hers, pushing her fingers down into
the pulp of my right cheek; clutching her hand in assured
conviction.

"Oooooh, I wish you could just stay there...
just eat my ass like this forever." I gasped between anxious
breaths.

She responded by kneading the fleshy cheeks,
moving her fingers like rhythmic waves of the ocean, lapping at the
sands of my beach. She curved her tongue, swirling to taste every
recess of my prized ass. This became our paradise... fleeing into
the realm of the most intimate experience for either of us. Her
moans of wanton hunger, garbled by pure smooth ass... She had found
her niche... her calling in life. All that mattered was tasting my
backside with the zeal of a famished beast.

"Tasting me." I helplessly uttered. "My
ass... you have my ass."

She groaned in agreement, squeezing the
abundance of my ripe orbs.

"Yeah," I replied, clenching her hand
tightly. "God, I can feel that tongue so deep. Its soooo good... so
fucking good... deep."

She swayed her head, trying to plant her
tongue further... and she did. Sinking in probably another inch, my
body compressed, suffering through another desperate stab. She sped
up her rhythm, sliding in and out of the moistened asshole. This
crippled me beyond anything she had ever seen before.

Mandy's other hand must have been busy
elsewhere. I was just about to cum and it felt like it was going to
be my biggest orgasm of all. Oh, it felt good, soooooo good! I
started to get loud, "Oh, please lick it, Mandy. Pleeeese! Oh,
yesss! I think I'm going to, going, ah, ahh . . .
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I'm not sure how long she ate my
ass, but before she finished, there wasn't one portion of my ass
that didn't either get kissed, licked, or tongued. She couldn't
believe how easily I let her have her way with it. Before her face
lifted from my balmy ass, she gave each side of my ass crack
several long laps with her tongue, savoring the luscious tang of it
before meeting me in a powerful, life-affirming kiss. My arms
gripped her with zest, vigorously kissing her lips, mauling her
face and chin like a savage. She felt my gratitude boil with
thankfulness as my hands held her face, making sure she wouldn't
budge as I lapped away.

"Kiss my mouth like you did my asshole." I
breathlessly urged.

With no hesitation, she did as I asked,
softly circling my lips with kindness and tenderness with the tip
of her tongue. My eyelids went weak, as did my body, knowing that
there was no difference in how she kissed any orifice on my body.
It was equally filled with as much desire and yearning as the
next... and she knew I felt it on either opening.

Then I heard a bang as the locker room door
flew open.

"Hey, what are you guys . . ." Two of the
counselors Jessie and Jenn burst into the dressing room.

"Get over here Jessie. I need some help. And
hook the latch on the door while you're at it."

I was shaking to death, part from panic and
partially from all that had been happening to my bottom. Then Mandy
got Jessie to take her place behind me and I truly didn't know what
in the world was going on.

"Oh, Samantha! This is going to be perfect,
" Mandy said from beneath me.

She had crawled under me, between the two
benches, and suddenly I was in heaven as she started in on my
nipples. Jenn was rubbing her hands all over me and telling me how
pretty my bottom was as it poked out at her face.

I couldn't believe these two experienced and
very pretty girls were loving on me like they were doing. Jessie
was nearly twenty and I greatly envied her, especially her
beautiful hair. It was golden, even without sunlight, and was full
of curls tumbling well past her shoulders. And she was at least
four inches taller than me and, probably, a B cup.

Remembering something, I started shaking
again, but this time from anticipation as I recalled what I saw
when Jenn stuck out her tongue, while moving like a leopard, only
her eyes moving. this lithe cat, with a long neck, muscular
shoulders, and nubile breasts got behind me. With her extended
tongue I saw she had one of those studs, a little gold ball that
sat there, right in the middle of her tongue!

"Oh, god that feels good, Mandy."

She had begun sucking hard on my right
nipple, and it felt like she would soon suck it off my breasts. At
the same time she rolled my other one around, pulling on it and
twisting, getting it ready to suck as she had mumbled to me. Almost
at the exact time when Mandy switched nipples, I felt Jenn's tongue
enter my now-ready anal opening while two of somebody's fingers
entered my pussy.

When I felt Jenn's gold ball slithering
around inside me I could hardly stay on my feet. So I widened my
thighs for better balance and, also, so both girls get at me
better.

"Hey! I felt a dribble!" Mandy cried out.
"Come on, baby, let it go. Do it!!”

She started ramming her fingers in and out
of my pussy, and I just couldn't stand it any longer. All my dams
were about to burst at once. No words can describe it. Finally,
when someone grabbed my clit between two of their knuckles and
began to squeeze and pull on it, I totally lost it.

As I convulsed in orgasm I let loose pee all
over Mandy, then I fell on top of her, smashing her against the
bench.

When I came to my senses I was lying on a
bench with both girls stroking my tummy and looking into my eyes.
Not a word was said. First Mandy, then Jenn leaned in to kiss me
with great tenderness. First they helped me to sit, then dress, and
then they helped me to stand.

Hopefully we could still make it to dinner
on time. With my arms around both girls we moved toward the door.
That's when I pinched both of their butts and said, "You know, I
just might like camp counselor thing after all."

END
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