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  Prologue


FOUR YEARS AGO

Oh, my goodness. Claire’s lips are so soft. Much softer than my boyfriend’s. I’m pretty sure Rod’s still my boyfriend, even after that little fight we had last week. I just haven’t seen him since then, and…well, Claire’s been so nice to me, lately. 
Even so, we really shouldn’t be doing this, but that’s what makes it so exciting. I mean, I’m a girl, she’s a girl. Girls don’t…do this. I’m just not sure if I can remember why, though.
I can’t stop making these silly little moaning sounds as my gorgeous roommate kisses me. It’s sweet, and it’s hungry, and somehow it’s all-encompassing, even though we’re barely touching each other in any other way. Just her lips on mine.
And my tongue in her mouth. Ohhh…it’s just so darn wrong.
Rod is the only other person I’ve ever kissed, but it’s never felt with him the way it feels right now. Claire’s just so good at it. I don’t have much experience, but how could kissing be any better than this?
Mom and daddy would go through the roof if they saw us. I’m just glad my family home is an hour away from college. They can’t surprise me with a visit.
Claire pulls away from me and presses her hand to my cheek. Her eyes are blue and clear, and her smile is easily as nervous as my heart is.
“Do you…like kissing me, Lena?”
I’m bashful about answering, because the truth is as scary as heck.
And that same truth is a long way from how my family sees me. The preacher’s 21-year-old daughter, indulged with a college course, on the understanding I’ll give up my career as soon as I marry a nice, wholesome boy.
“I…Claire, kissing you is—”
The knocking on my dorm room door is so hard and so urgent, I think it must be an emergency. Oh, my. I hope it’s not daddy, come to drag me home. How could he possibly know I’m…experimenting like this?
I take a moment to straighten my hair and adjust my skirt and top. I need to hide what I've just been doing. Not that we were doing all that much, but it was…well, for my family, girls kissing girls is just about as sinful as you can get.
I shoot a look across at my roommate. Her face is still flushed, and her lips all swollen from where I've been kissing them. There’s a yearning in her eyes, and I know it’s because I didn’t get to answer her. To tell her just how much I loved kissing her. I’ll tell her later.
The knock sounds again, even more urgent, and Claire sits back on her bed, crossing her legs and picking up one of her textbooks. She scowls at the door, but no matter what she does, she's always beautiful to me. Not that I'm, like, in love with her or anything. We're just messing around. Experimenting. She knows that. I’m sure she does.
I mean, she knows I have a…well, I think I still have a boyfriend. Rod McCoy’s a devilishly handsome, straight-A law student, who comes from some old money. For whatever that might be worth.
And naturally, when I pull open the door to our shared dorm, that’s exactly who’s standing there.
"Lena, darling. May I come in?"
I shoot a glance across at Claire, who knits her brow in a frown of warning and shakes her head. Despite that, I relent, and open the door to him.
Rod pushes through and winks at my roommate, who bares her teeth at him. It might be a smile, but to me it looks more like a warning. Not that Rod seems to notice.
"Okay, Lena. So…my parents are coming to town this weekend, and I wanted you to meet them."
From what he tells me, if there’s any family more devout than mine, it's Rod's. Just the thought of meeting them makes me super aware of the tingling on my lips. Reminding me of how Claire nibbled on them, only two minutes ago. I push that delicious memory down and shrug as if it can offset my guilt.
"Oh, okay. Fine."
Then he pulls out a little box, and he drops to one knee.
"But I want you to meet them as…my fiancée."
"W–what?"
He springs open the little box to reveal a diamond ring that could choke a horse. It's beyond beautiful, but it's so over the top. If I put that thing on my finger, I swear I'll cease to exist.
Rod's still gazing up at me, and the silence grows longer and more uncomfortable. Why the heck is he doing this? And why here, in front of Claire?
My whole body is still buzzing with ticklish feelings from the heat of her lips on mine. The way she lightly pulled my hair as she glided her tongue inside my mouth.
But that kind of thing…well, that's wrong. The bible says so, right? And even though I don't believe in all that stuff anymore, my parents sure do. There's no future for me with Claire, except as friends and roommates.
"Lena?" Rod says, his patience clearly wearing thin. "Don't leave me hanging here, darling."
I swallow my tension, and though it takes all my effort, I resist the urge to look around at Claire.
"Y–yes, Rod. I'll marry you."






  
  My Roommate From College


Even after a few years of marriage, I still keep catching this enormous diamond on everything. Clothes, furniture, other people's pets. Not only that, but it gets me so much unwanted attention. 
I was right, back when Rod first gave it to me. This ring is the first thing anybody notices about me, anymore. Not my smile, not my dark brown eyes, not my long, luscious hair. I'm a life support system for a chunk of crystallized rock.
Still, better that than the baby Rod keeps hinting at. I told him before we got married that I don’t want to be a mom. He was fine with it back then, but apparently having children is looked upon favorably in the long-term path to becoming a Partner.
Still, marriage has been very good, in its own way. But this ring…well, I guess I can't look at it without feeling guilty. Saying yes to Rod cost me Claire. Not that I had any fanciful dreams of, like, being with her. I'm straight, for goodness sake.
But the moment I got engaged, she became a shadow in my life. The friendship I thought we'd built was gone in an instant. It took me a long time to get over that, and not least because I'm the one who messed up.
Without ever meaning to, I strung her along because…well, because kissing another woman was so taboo for me. Kissing her, in particular, was exciting, and sinful, and it warmed my heart easily as much as it warmed my lady parts.
And then I ruined it. Claire and I had no future, of course. I was always going to marry a man. That's what upstanding people do in society. They marry. The opposite gender.
What they don't usually do is go to work with their husbands. But that's what I've ended up doing. At least now Rod's well on the way to being made an Associate, he spends more time out of the office than in. We get some time apart so we can really connect with each other at home.
In theory.
My husband appears at my desk as if conjured by my thoughts.
"Leenie," he says, and I tighten my lips at his use of that silly pet name. It's exactly the same number of syllables as Lena, so why not just say my actual name? "Are you ready for tonight?"
"Oh, do I have to go?" One of the firm's associates, Michael, is marrying Brenda, a paralegal. And she's invited me along to her hen's night.
"I really wish you would, darling. You can be a good example for them. Keep them on the straight and narrow."
I know these women. Straight and narrow would be a wild ride in their case. But once Rod's set on an idea, it's just easier to agree, so I do.
"Good girl," he says. He even pats my head, like I'm his favorite puppy. But then he looks at the clock and sighs. "Well, I need to get going. Late meeting with Francis Williamson tonight. See you at home?"
"Sure" I say, and suddenly I wonder when his touch stopped igniting my body.
Ten minutes later, I’m at a fancy hotel with the bridal party for a high tea, and I'm struggling to think of anything more boring, and less me. But I do the right thing, and I keep a smile plastered on my face. Hey, if my mouth fails me, I can always hide behind my darn diamond ring.
There's a loud, indignant shriek a moment later, and I whip my head around to see what's happening. Brenda's face is white, her mouth a thin line of anger as her sister whispers in her ear.
"That jerk!" Brenda hisses. "How could he?"
"What's happening now?" I ask.
Brenda's sister looks across at me, and there's the hint of a satisfied smirk on her lips. "Michael's at a strip club."
I wait for a moment, and then realize that's it. That's the whole message. "Oh."
"Oh, is right," Brenda mutters. "Come on girls. We're putting a stop to that…impropriety."
They can't be serious. I mean, really? That seems like insanely controlling behavior. I'm still shaking my head as we file out into a couple of taxis. I try my best to talk Brenda out of this, but she's set. And before I realize it, we're already storming into the club.
Well, they are. I'm simply following along behind, because I've never been to a place like this. And it's awakening some of those same feelings I got years ago when I made out with Claire.
There's something dark inside me, clearly. A metaphorical bruise that loves to be poked. That sends out bursts of pleasure when it should be sending shame.
Inside the club, it's the most amazing assault to the senses. Lights flashing, music blaring. So much skin on display. Girls grinding on poles, tossing their long hair like flags of surrender. The lascivious little strumpets.
I barely get a chance to adjust to that when I realize we're marching right up to the main stage, where Michael and his buddies are.
But I can no longer focus on what we're doing. Up on stage, moving like a cross between a ballerina and a serpent, is the most incredible dancer I’ve ever seen.
She’s wearing nothing but glittery thong panties, gliding the pole up and down between the luscious cheeks of her bottom. Her back is completely bare, and she has the most amazing muscle tone, accentuated by the coating of baby oil on her skin.
And once again I get bursts of…feelings.
And those feelings utterly explode when the woman on stage turns toward us…and I recognize her instantly. It's Claire.


      ***

For a moment that seems to last a century, I gaze up at my former roommate. She's still dancing, her focus on the front row of her audience. There's no doubt she can see Michael and his buddies being pulled away by Brenda and the girls. All she does is wave at them and keep dancing.
I tell myself only to look at her face. But naturally, my attention wanders. Down to her breasts, which seem to obey rules of their own, the way they sway and dance because she’s moving, and yet seem like independent creatures. Those breasts that I went within a few inches of touching—outside her clothes, of course—back in college.
There's a tingle in my hands that's easily as strong as the one in my panties. What the heck is happening to me? Sure, I made out with that woman, but it was years ago, and it was only a half a dozen times or so. It was a phase.
So why on earth is it affecting me so darn much, seeing her again like this?
I suddenly realize that everyone I arrived with is gone. All the guys in Michael's party, as well. I'm just a single woman, standing in the crowd, watching another woman dance in the most arousing way I can imagine.
I mean, not single single. Just…on my own.
Suddenly, the lights and music go down, and I realize Claire's finished. It feels as if I'm coming awake. From a dream, or a nightmare. I can't tell which. And if I want to save what's left of my sanity, I need to get the heck out of here.
Except, when I turn around, she's there. Claire is standing right in front of me. Her face a mask of confusion, her hands resting on her hips. At least she's put her top back on—not that it's hiding much.
"You have some nerve, Lena."
"I'm…we were just…"
Claire looks over my shoulder, and then over the other. "We?"
"They made me come." I bite my lip when I realize how that sounds. Heat fills my cheeks and I turn to flee. Anything rather than face the ruin I left behind me in college.
But Claire takes my hand and squeezes. "Please, babe. Can we talk?"
"It's…uh, it's too loud."
She nods and pulls me through the crowd until we're backstage. "Come to my room."
"Oh. No, I really—"
"You owe me, babe."
Darn it. I really do.
She opens a door, and we're suddenly out of the maelstrom of the club. Her room is quiet and intimate, but sparsely furnished. She directs me to sit in the 2-seater sofa on the wall while she heads to the opposite. It’s a tiny room but she’s clearly keeping some distance between us.
"So," I say, glancing around myself. "You're, uh…looking good."
She really is. Of course, she's still dressed in her stripper clothes, but all they do is to accentuate the lush and feminine curves of her body. There's a heavy silence between us for a moment, as Claire leans back on her makeup chair. In the mirror behind her I can see the lovely smooth tone of her back, and so help me, I wish I could see it properly. Up close and personal.
My former roommate leans her head to the side a little bit as she gazes at me. I'm fully aware how stiff I must look. Sitting on the sofa, my knees clamped together, my fingers threaded, my hands in my lap.
When she moves, it's like a predator coming out of hibernation. She comes right up in front of me, and there's nowhere I can look without seeing something…sinful. Her bare thighs. Her bare belly. The swell of her large breasts coming halfway out of that skimpy top.
The soft, rounded mound of her…womanhood, where it presses against those tiny thong panties. Mere inches from my face.
She puts a hand to the side of my head and tilts it upward. Making me look at her. She's even more beautiful than I remember.
"How's your husband?" she says, and the complete absence of emotion in her voice stings like a slap.
“He’s, uh…he’s really—”
“Zing. I don’t give a fuck.”
Claire moves even closer and sits down on my lap. She straddles my thighs and puts all her weight down on me, and my breath races like crazy. Trying to keep up with my heart.
“So, babe,” she says, a soft whisper that cuts like a scalpel. “You never answered me.”
“Um…about w–what?”
Claire strokes her thumb across my bottom lip as she gazes into my eyes. 
“About this.”
A split second later her mouth is pressed to mine.
Oh, my goodness. This can't be happening. I'm married. I'm…uh, I mean, I'm straight too, right? But the softness of her lips, and the searching way she parts mine to glide her tongue into the gap, has me struggling for breath.
The taste of her lip gloss, and the fragrance of her skin, invade my soul and get into every corner. She rocks her hips forward and back, grinding herself on my legs as she threads her fingers into my hair and pulls.
I still have my hands clenched in a double fist. Every muscle and fiber in my body is tense, and ready to explode. To escape. And yet, I'm still sitting here, with my ex-roommate kissing me like nobody ever has before.
Not even her.
My spine turns to soda, and I collapse against the backrest of the seat. Claire follows me down, her sweet moans filling my head with helium. She nips at my cheek and kisses a pathway down the side of my neck, and I pull my hands apart. I'm going to stop her before this goes anywhere it can't come back from.
Except, when I reach up to stop her, somehow my hand gets all tangled up in her hair. And I pull on it, which somehow drags her sweet mouth back to mine. In no time I’m suckling on her magnificent tongue like it's the elixir of life. Rather than the forbidden fruit I know it to be.
Claire grinds herself down on me, harder again, searching out my knee bone with her most sensitive spot. She moans with pure pleasure as she makes circles with her hips, and she makes a ferocious fist in my hair, pulling my head back so she can suck on my throat.
"Please," I whisper, and I honestly don't know what I'm asking for. I know I should tell her to stop. Remind her I'm married—to a man—and just get the heck out of here. "Claire…we c–can't do this."
My former roommate nips my sensitive skin, and then comes up again, her eyes hooded with lust.
"Then tell me to stop."
"W–what?"
She traces my swollen wet mouth with her finger as she bites into my ear lobe. "If you don't want this…tell me to fucking stop."
"Ohhh…"
Claire trails her hands inward, and she works the top few buttons of my blouse open. "The moment you do, I promise I'll obey."
"Um…"
I swear I'm a statue. Sitting on this sofa, in the back room of a strip club, as this beautiful woman eases my top open. She gazes down at my breasts, almost completely covered in the world's most boring and functional bra.
She buries her face into my chest, breathing so hot and heavy that her body rocks up and down, and she fumbles with the front clasp, eventually flicking it open. Somehow, my legs have glided apart, and she's kneeling between them as she feasts on my flesh.
I wrap my hands around the back of her head and pull her closer, kinking my body in just the right way. Claire sucks my nipple into the perfect heat of her mouth, and I cry out with the release of desire. A tight spring that's been coiled up inside my belly for four years, now.
Claire gnaws on my bud as she pushes my skirt higher and higher up my legs. She licks the valley between my breasts and then sucks on my other nipple. I'm lost in the sea of sensations as this woman pleasures me in ways my husband never has. Never could. I'm certain of that.
Finally, after licking a wet trail around and around my breast, worshiping my flesh, Claire eases herself down and comes to rest on her knees. My skirt is all the way up, and there in the heart of my panties is my sinful confession. A dark, wet patch that broadcasts my arousal to her.
Claire sinks her teeth gently into my inner thigh as she moves my underwear aside, and my heart rate rockets. Nobody but my husband has ever seen or touched my kitty before. Heck, even he hasn't gone near me in months.
All I can think about is that, if I'm going to stop this runaway train of sin and lust…now is my last chance.
"So motherfucking beautiful," Claire mutters, and I gasp at the cursing as much as at the praise.
"Claire—"
The rest of the words catch in my mouth when the gorgeous brunette dives forward and mashes her tongue into me. She clamps her wide open mouth over my most sensitive flesh and sucks me and licks me and bites me like I'm a mango and she's been starving to death.
"Oh, dear lord!" Even now, when I have another woman between my thighs, performing the most incredible and wicked act I can imagine…I'm still stuck with G-rated language.
"God, you're fucking cute, Lena," she mutters between long, wet strokes of her magical tongue. Then she grasps my panties with both hands and rips them at the sides. She drags them off me and tosses them up onto her makeup chair without even looking.
Then she moans into my center as she pushes herself deeper still. She clings to my thighs, digging her fingertips in so hard I'm scared she'll leave bruises. Maybe even break the skin.
And yet the thought of that makes me hotter than ever. If she marks me, I can touch those blemishes, even when I'm home alone. In the shower, in bed…gosh, under my desk at work. I can reawaken this sweet pain, and dine out on the memories, the same way Claire's dining out on me.
It only takes a moment until I'm done. The next thing I know, I'm rolling my hips and I'm thrusting and driving my kitty against my former roommate's beautiful face.
Claire's holding my bottom in both hands, lifting it so she can press her face all the way into me. She laps and sucks at my tight sex, and she bites my hard bud with her teeth before taking her tongue on a flailing circuit of my whole entrance. I wrap my legs around her back and pull her closer, greedy for more. More sensation. More action.
More Claire.
The world erupts with light and yet loses all sound, all at the same time. I'm certain my heart pauses, and there's a long moment, a crystallized eternity, where all I can feel is the most exquisite pleasure bursting to life between my legs. The pink and red clouds behind my eyelids begin to pulse, and I keep thrusting my hips as Claire suckles me all the way home to madness.
And then everything bursts open at the seams, and all that wonderful, terrifying bliss is pumping through me.
Claire moans as she drinks down every drop of my juices. She releases her grip on my bottom and plants one hand on my belly, pushing me down as if she's dominating a rodeo bull. She snakes the other hand up and pinches my nipple, all the while stroking my slit with the rough face of her lovely tongue.
For long seconds, I writhe on the backrest of the sofa, twisting against Claire's clutching hands as she prolongs the sensations. My pleasure.
Even when my climax finally ends, she's still down there. Kissing my kitty more intimately than Rod has ever kissed her. With more passion than he's ever kissed my mouth.
I hold Claire in place, wrung out and delirious with pleasure. Still, she's kissing me. Up onto my trimmed little bush, out to my hips, up and down the insides of my thighs. All the while muttering praise for how sweet I taste. How wonderful I look. And how badly I hurt her.
Oh, my goodness. I suddenly realize there's a chance she's…catching feelings. That I'm about to hurt her worse than I ever did back in college.
I need to be straight with her—so to speak. Remind her I'm married, and that she drove this. That it was pure chance that brought me here, tonight.
Except...except, I couldn't move right now if I wanted to. Claire and her gorgeous, lithe body have me completely under control.
Finally, I'm calm enough to unclamp my legs from around my former roommate's neck. She rises to stand above me, the faintest of smiles curling her plump lips, as I squirm beneath the sheer ravenous heat of her gaze.
What the heck have I done? How on earth did I let this happen? I’m straight. Well, I'm married, so I must be straight. This has to be a dream. The most vivid, delicious and sinful dream I've ever had.
"Well," Claire says. "That was a long time coming." She wipes my juices off her face, then jams her fingers into her mouth.
"Oh…my…" My husband barely even kisses me down there. And he never relishes it like Claire just has. I just don't know what to make of all this.
"Well, you can see yourself out, babe. I’m back on stage in 10.”
"Um…"
I can't work out what's going on. Is she…done with me, now? It's not like I have much experience, but I can't imagine anybody could make me climax like she just did. Could simply inhabit my soul the way she just did.
And now she's turning her back on it all? Oh, my gosh. She’s trying to hurt me the way I hurt her. And I darn well deserve it.
I bite down on my bottom lip as my senses finally start to return. This was such a bad mistake.
As I struggle to make myself look…well, less like someone who’s been ravaged within an inch of her life, I try to explain myself to Claire.
My ex-roommate doesn’t even seem to hear me. And why should she listen? I’ve been such a bad wife, and a bad friend, and…just a bad person overall.
With my clothes back in order, I stand on my treacherously weak legs. The first step I take fails, and I drop my bag, spilling the contents across the floor of Claire’s room.
“Darn it,” I mutter, as I pick up all my stuff and jam it back in. All while Claire simply stands there and fixes her makeup. Like I’m nothing, and nobody.
I swallow the deep sadness inside me, and open her door, stopping just before I walk through it.
“I’m very sorry I hurt you, Claire.”
That’s all I say. No excuses, no reasons. That’s the ultimate truth, anyway.
I hurt her.
And I’ll never stop regretting it.
END OF BOOK ONE








  
  Seduced At The Office


I stumble out of the club in a haze of lust and shame, and hail down a cab. The ride home takes forever, and yet it's still nowhere near long enough. How can I sort out four years of feelings in under 20 minutes? Especially when every train of thought terminates at guilt. 
Guilt for how I dismissed Claire in an instant, back when I accepted Rod's proposal. Guilt that I never realized she felt much more for me than I’d known.
Guilt especially that I just committed adultery. Even if it's more that I had adultery committed to me. I sure can't claim I didn't enjoy it because…holy moly. Claire's mouth should have a preservation order.
My husband has never taken me anywhere near that high plateau of pleasure. Not with his hands, his mouth, or his penis.
I get the driver to stop half a mile down from my house, and I walk the rest. It's not even clear to me why. It just seems like what a guilty woman would do.
The lights are all off when I walk up the pathway, and I let myself in as quietly as I can. The last thing I want is to simply slip into bed beside my husband. I don't deserve to, for one thing, but really, I don’t want to. Besides, what if he can smell Claire on me? Her fragrance. Her touch.
Instead, I slip into the bathroom for a shower, and I realize I made a good call. My makeup is smeared and my hair is a jungle. I'm every inch the cheating scarlet woman…and yet, I can't remember a time I looked better. Sexier.
I trace my fingers across my lips, remembering how it felt to have Claire's mouth there. The sweetness of her tongue against mine. The ravenous pull of her hands in my hair. The exquisite need that filled every second we shared. Until she iced up and sent me on my way.
I keep replaying the night, over and over, and despite the sin, the betrayal and all my self-reproach…my kitty tingles with need as she grows wet yet again. Sex with Claire was an eye-opener as well as a leg-opener. But it has to stay a secret.
So I strip off and step into the shower, running the water hot enough that maybe all my guilt will turn to steam.
As I scrub myself clean, all it does is remind me of Claire. How her mouth felt kissing me there. And there. How her determination and directness left me so beautifully defenseless.
When I soap my inner thighs, there's the slightest twinge of pain, from the tight way my former roommate gripped me there as she devoured my kitty.
Oh, god. My legs are noodles as I close my eyes, and picture Claire. Her sweet blue eyes looking up at me from between my legs as she sucks on my most tender places.
I lean back on the shower wall, and slide down onto my butt. And as I pinch at the sore spots on my inner thigh, I pump my fingers up inside myself. It's the first time since I got married that I've touched myself like this. And it's all Claire's fault. The sexy strumpet.
I grind my fingers against my clit as I picture her again. Imagine her holding herself above me, threatening—promising—to go down on me, even more ferociously than she did before.
My kitty pulses as I pinch my bud, and suddenly, in my fantasy, we switch places. And it's Claire lying naked, spread wide open with me between her legs, worshiping her. Driving my tongue into her sweet little slit, gliding first one, and then two fingers slowly, deliberately inside her. Pleasuring her freely, without any shame or guilt, until she comes gloriously undone against my mouth.
And as I picture Claire's face, and how it might twist up in blissful agony when she climaxes, it takes me right over the edge myself. And here in my shower, I come harder than I ever have in this house before. Second only to how hard I came on the end of Claire's tongue.


      ***
"I texted you last night, darling," Rod says, as we sit across from each other at the breakfast table. "You never replied."
Is that an accusation? It sounds like one. Or am I still just so riddled with guilt that I'm hearing things?
"I, um…don't remember seeing it."
"Mm. It was late. I was just checking when you'd be home."
Come to think of it, I can't remember the last time I saw my phone at all. I go over to my bag and rummage through it, coming up empty. Maybe I left it in the cab? Only, I didn't use it at all during the whole ride. I was too busy cycling between emotional highs and shameful lows.
Oh, god. There's only one answer I can think of. When I dropped my bag in Claire's changing room. I thought I picked up everything but maybe it flew under that little sofa. Or heck, maybe I was so distracted that it was sitting in the middle of the floor and I still didn't see it.
A feeling of panic rises in my chest. What will Claire do if she finds it? Will she return it to me? Hold it for ransom? Sell it? I really don't know.
Still, I do my best to keep my fears to myself, and bustle through breakfast with Rod. It's as crisp and as sterile as every other morning between us, lately, and then he drives to the office, leaving me to follow along later. Since he's moving up in the world, he has to be there an hour before I do.
Maybe that's a big part of why we've drifted apart. Not sharing the drive to work means not sharing information. Feelings. Anything and everything, big and small. I don't think I understand my husband, anymore. I'm not sure I even know him.
I'm still fretting about my phone when I get into the office. Of course, I could ask Rod to track it for me, but then that would mean admitting I lost it. Which also means telling him where.
I just have to hope that Claire's conscience will win out, and she'll get it back to me somehow. So long as she doesn't bring it to me in person. I don't think I could handle that.
A couple of hours into the day, I sense somebody standing in front of my desk. When I look up, it's a tall, beautiful blonde, who looks…not quite familiar, but at least like somebody I've seen before. She's dressed down, in a white sweater and blue jeans, with barely any makeup. And still, she's absolutely ravishing.
"Can I help you?" My voice wavers as if she's the cops and I've just been pulled over.
"Please tell me you're Lena?"
"Uh…y–yes. That's me."
"Sweet as." For a brief moment, her expression flashes with relief and interest. Then she hides it behind a neutral smile. "I'm Wanda."
She reaches into her bag and my belly tightens for a moment. I've heard of other law offices where unhappy clients come in brandishing weapons. To my relief, all she brings out is a cell phone.
My cell phone.
"Claire asked me to bring you this."
I grab it from Wanda's grip like it's my oxygen supply, touching the screen to wake it. And I'm surprised I don't have to enter my code.
"It's…not locked."
Wanda shrugs and gives me a half-cocked smile. "Please, honey. Like it's hard to break into these things."
"Well, um…" Finally, my manners kick in. "Thank you for bringing it to me. How did you know where I work?"
This time, she winks. "Claire. She says, and I quote, secrets are overrated, babe."
I suck my lips inward for a moment. Just to gather my thoughts.
"Um…so, uh, where do you know Claire from?" Is that…jealousy in my tone?
"The club. We have a double act we sometimes do. It's hot as. You should come check it out, sometime."
"Um, no, thank you. That's not my, uh…"
"Matter of fact, you just missed it last night, when you skipped out on us. Yeah, I saw you."
My face heats with a searing blush, while my chest tightens with something darker. I refuse to even try to work out what that feeling might be. I guess I must have seen Wanda in passing sometime last night.
"Well, thank you, Wanda. I appreciate you bringing this—"
"Check your messages, babe."
When she calls me that, I flick my head up to look her in the eye.
"Claire's words, again." Wanda reaches over and taps my cell phone. "She sent you a text last night."
The statuesque blonde winks at me, then turns on the spot. I watch her leave, following the smooth undulations of her perfect butt, cupped in those ridiculously tight jeans, until she's out of sight.
Oh, my gosh. What am I doing, ogling another woman's bottom like that? More to the point, what's wrong with me, in general? A hundred thousand other questions pop into my mind, every one of them impossible to answer.
I swear my phone is burning a hole in my hand as I stare at it. Trying to resist temptation. But if last night is anything to go by, resisting temptation is not my strong point.
So I open up my messages, and sure enough, there's one there from my ex-roommate—she's put her details into my contacts—and it's from a minute past midnight.
I shoot a quick glance around me to see if anyone's close enough to read my screen. And then I realize all that does is make me look like I have something to hide. Which I do.
So I leave my desk and scuttle down the hall to the bathroom. I lock myself into a stall and put the lid down, sitting there so I can check the message in private.
Only, it's not a text. Or it is, but there's also a video.
I start by reading the words.
> This could be us but you playin'
That makes no sense to me. I think maybe I've read it somewhere online. A meme or something like that.
I sit and stare for a stupid length of time, my thumb hovering over the play button. Finally, I decide to treat it like a waxing strip, and just tear this thing off. Any pain it gives me will only be temporary.
So I jam my thumb down, and the video starts playing. Thumping but muffled dance music, at full volume. I just about drop the phone in fright, and then again in my haste to turn it down. Once I have it low enough, I focus on the screen instead. And almost immediately, I wish I'd just deleted it.
It's Wanda. Just from the neck up, but looking even more ravishing than she did at my desk just before. She smiles, and then she starts talking.
"So, Lena. Would you like to see what you missed out on?"
The camera switches around, revealing Claire's dressing room. And there, on that small sofa, is the woman herself.
Naked. More gorgeous than anyone has a right to look. And she's holding something white.
Oh, my gosh. It's my ruined panties from last night. And she presses them to her face.
"Mmm," she hums. "It's like you're still here with me, babe. But you're not, so…"
She beckons Wanda over, crooking her finger and flashing that winning smile. The footage wobbles for a moment and then Claire's the one holding my phone and filming.
Obvious, because on my little screen, all I can see is Wanda's beautiful face, resting against Claire's inner thigh. The sexy blonde blows a kiss to the camera, and then glides her face lower, coming to rest with her pretty mouth nestled right in the sweet wet heart of Claire's hairless kitty.
Oh, my gosh. I should not be watching this. I need to delete it, immediately.
Only it has me hypnotized. I can't look away as Wanda ravishes Claire, lashing my former roommate with a long and glistening tongue.
There's a whirlwind of feelings and sensations inside me, both good and bad. I'm jealous as hell, but in truth I can't tell which of the two women I'm most jealous of. Claire, for being pleasured so exuberantly…or Wanda, because she gets to be with Claire. The way I fantasized about in the shower this morning.
Deeper and deeper, the gorgeous blonde stripper buries her face between my former roommate's legs. She's pressing in so hard she has Claire's plump and slick outer lips gliding almost up to her cheekbones. Wanda eases backward and pumps her head forward, driving her tongue deep inside the other woman.
And all the while, Claire keeps moaning softly, and muttering dirty, filthy words. Ones I haven't allowed myself to say out loud in years, if ever.
Her breathing grows more ragged, and she makes a harsh fist in the top of Wanda's hair. And a moment later, she wails like an air raid siren as her stripper friend takes her all the way to climax.
"Ohhh…my…" I barely even whisper the words, but they sound so loud in this stall. This is my workplace bathroom, after all. Anybody could come in here, at any moment.
On the screen, Claire holds onto Wanda's head and bucks against the statuesque woman's luscious mouth. Harder even than I bucked against Claire's last night. My fingers tingle, and I know it's from the urge to touch myself. To pinch my sinful little clit, to punish myself for watching this deliciously sinful show.
The sound of the bathroom door opening hits me like a hailstorm, and I somehow manage to press stop. But I can't shake the magnificent image of Wanda devouring Claire's kitty.
I put my phone back to sleep and stand on wobbly legs. I flush the toilet to allay any suspicion, and then I open the door.
Only to find Wanda herself standing right there. And gone are the plain clothes, replaced by a crimson tube top and strategically ripped jeans, that show just how long and toned her legs are.
"W–what are you, uh…"
"Claire's right," Wanda says. "You are a naughty girl, sugarplum."
I'm still searching for the right way to deny that when Wanda puts her hand around my throat and pushes me back into the stall. She squeezes tight enough to make breathing near impossible as she forces me down onto the lid of the toilet again and kicks the door closed.
My eyes feel as wide as dinner plates, and even if I could speak, I wouldn't know what to say. Wanda just smiles as she locks the stall door without even looking. Like she's done this a hundred times.
"Claire told me you were a looker," she mutters. "But I didn't dare hope you'd be this fucking hot."
Finally, she softens her grip on my throat, but it's only to make a tight fist in my hair. I gasp as she ignites my scalp and bends my head back.
"So, sugarplum. Claire asked me to give you something." She drops to her knees in front of me, but she's tall enough that we're still eye to eye. "You watch the video?"
There's no safe answer here. Surely the pink heat in my cheeks is a dead giveaway, in any case.
"I , uh…didn't have time, yet."
Wanda narrows her eyes and leans forward, kissing my cheek softly. Then she presses her soft lips to my ear and whispers.
"Claire told me you're a terrible liar."
"Wanda, I…just don't know what's happening."
"Really?" She kisses her way down the side of my neck and back up again. "You have no idea? You need to watch that video again?"
"Ummm…"
"Because I'm about to eat your tight little cunt the same way I ate Claire's last night."
"Oh, my gosh…”
“The way she ate yours.”
I can’t even conjure up a single word. All I’m sure of is that this can't happen. I'm married, and I'm straight. Or at least, I'm not a lesbian. Am I?
But if that's true, then how come I've pulled my legs so far apart right now? Why am I raising my bottom so Wanda can pull my panties off?
How did I become such a sinful, cheating…slut?
My thoughts melt into nothing the moment Wanda kisses me on the mouth. Mashing her tongue right past the seam of my lips and delving into the dark heat inside. I feel as if I'm falling backward, and I reach out, inadvertently grabbing Wanda's tube top and pulling it down.
"Mm," she moans. "You really are naughty, sugarplum."
"I didn't mean to—"
She cuts me off again with her magical mouth. This woman is such a good kisser. Her lips are firm and full, but also deliciously wet and slickly soft. When she grips my breast through my blouse, I let out a soft moan. A surrender, and a prayer, wrapped up in one sweet burst of arousal.
There's a tight, fiery little bundle between my legs. I slide my hands down to Wanda's hips and pull her forward, desperate for something—anything—to press up against my needy little slit.
"Damn, sugarplum," she snarls against my mouth. "Can't get out of that closet fast enough, huh?"
She ravages my mouth again, and turns my dazed reply into a keening moan of need. I'm still dizzy and overbalanced, but now I realize I'm holding this woman's breasts. Squeezing them as she bites down on my bottom lip. Pinching her tight nipples as she drives her hand up between my legs.
I switch one hand up and plow it into Wanda's lush blonde hair, holding on as I kink my hips forward. Coming out to meet her fingers. She grinds against my sopping wet slit, pumping one finger up into me, and I throw my head back in marvelous abandon.
Then, before I can even clamp down around her, she yanks it back out, leaving a cold emptiness behind.
“No—" is all I can say before she thrusts that finger into her mouth and sucks my arousal off it. Wanda closes her beautiful brown eyes and moans as she tastes me, making a real show of licking every last drop of my juice off her skin.
"God-fucking-dammit, sugarplum," she says, half crazed with heat. "Open your blouse."
My breath sounds like it's being shaken to death as I moan with fearful need. But I do exactly as Wanda says, unbuttoning my top and baring my bra to her.
"Come on. You know what mama wants to see."
I bite down on my tongue and clamp my eyes closed…but I reach into my bra and pull my girls out. Wanda makes a little humming sound of approval, and then she leans down and swamps one nipple with her hot mouth. I arch backward and feed my flesh to her, barely even thinking about what I'm doing. All I know is that it feels utterly magnificent.
Wanda switches to the other breast, sucking even harder. As my body writhes and jerks with pleasure, she wrestles my legs wider apart. And she pushes them up toward my shoulders, hitching my skirt all the way up.
Oh, my gosh. I'm naked down there. And suddenly, the fragrance of my own arousal floods my senses.
"Jesus," Wanda hisses, and releases my nipple from the python grip of her lovely mouth. She gazes down at my slicked up kitty for barely a second before she falls on it, driving her mouth into me with all the heat and hunger that she used on Claire in the video.
This blonde seductress whips her tongue around, exploring me like she's never seen a woman before. She traces her tongue over the shape of me, all around the trimmed triangle of my bush, up and down both inner thighs, and across every bump and ripple of my gushing wet entrance.
She snarls with hunger, the rolling vibrations of her voice only taking me higher, bringing me closer to climax.
"Christ, you taste so fucking sweet…sugarplum."
"Ohhh…"
And in between deep, lingering strokes of her thick wet tongue, Wanda keeps ordering me around. "Take out your phone, Lena."
My hand trembles as I fumble to follow her directions. I wake it up and gaze down at her soulful eyes, waiting for more instructions.
"Film it," she says, her hot breath gushing against my kitty. "Send it to Claire."
"Oh, my." As if this wasn't dirty and sinful enough, already. But my fingers betray me. I don't have the control to do as she's asked.
Wanda comes away from my kitty with a delicious smacking sound, and takes the phone. A moment later, she's got it all ready and hands it back, and I start capturing the moment on video.
"Hiya, Claire-bear," Wanda says. "Guess where I am?"
Then she plunges straight back down into the gaping wet heart of me. I raise my phone higher, angling it just right as I pump my hips up and down. I'm as desperate for the feel of Wanda's mouth as I was for Claire's last night. They're both evil, seductive witches, and I'm the worst straight girl in the world.
"Yesss," I whimper. And my brain tells me yet again that I'm wrong. And filthy. And dirty. But I have no hope against this stunning blonde. She’s a force of nature.
"Don't stop filming," Wanda breathes, between fevered laps at my clit. "Not until I make you come, sugarplum."
She flashes that dirty wink at me, once again. And then she grips my inner thighs, right where Claire did. The dull pain I toyed with this morning in the shower becomes a searing heat, and I lose my last semblance of self-control. I pull my legs higher so Wanda can drive her beautiful face even deeper, until my plump outer lips are practically smothering the woman.
I can't contain my animal wail, and my release, as my entire body undulates. For a moment, the fear of discovery has me clamping my hand over my mouth. And then, the burning truth of this whole moment grabs hold. I'm being eaten out at the office. By another woman, no less.
Somehow that pushes me even further into rapture, and Wanda makes the most delectable moaning sounds as she swallows my juices. She keeps on licking me, suckling my lips into her perfect mouth as my orgasm peaks and then gradually trickles down to nothing.
My entire body goes limp, even as Wanda keeps kissing me. Up and down my thighs, onto my belly, up to my breasts. And I'm still filming every single moment of it.
This seductive blonde stripper comes right up to the phone camera and blows a kiss. Then she takes the phone and ends the recording. While I struggle to sit up and rearrange my clothing, Wanda types up a message and sends the video over to Claire.
Once again, I'm a little lost. I've never had any casual sex or one night stands. Well, not until last night, at least. How am I supposed to behave?
I'm still asking myself a ton of questions when my cell phone rings.
"Ooh. It's Claire-bear," she says, connecting the call. "Hi, babe," she says, and then listens for a moment. "I know, right. She's amazing."
Wanda's expression gradually changes as she listens more. She furrows her brow, but curls her lovely mouth into a sinful smile. "Oh, you're so naughty. Okay, see ya."
She disconnects and hands my phone back to me.
"Um, what was…uh, all that?"
"Claire asked me to give you one more thing."
Before I can react, Wanda leans forward and plants her mouth on mine. Her mouth that's still soaking wet and spicy with my arousal.
I've never tasted myself before, and honestly, it's not something I'd even thought about. But suddenly, it's everything.
As Wanda presses her mouth harder into mine, I open wider, and suckle her tongue deeper. I break the kiss and I lick her lips, her chin, her cheeks. I sink my teeth into her throat just in case I gushed so hard when I came that it dripped down her body.
"Damn, sugarplum," she moans as I end up right above her big and buoyant breasts. She fists my hair and I gasp with the sweet pain. Then she pushes me back and kisses the tip of my nose. "Anyway. I have to go."
She stands and tucks her breasts back into her tube top, and then gives me a tiny wave as she marches out of the stall. And out of the bathroom. Leaving me just as alone and lost as Claire did last night.
I'm still dazed and out of my depth, and it takes me several minutes to climb to my feet and walk out of the stall. I stop at the mirror to try and disguise the messy, slutty woman I've become.
By the time I get back to my desk, I'm even more lost. I can't work out what I want. From my job, from my marriage…from myself. Already it feels almost like I dreamed the last hour of my life. That Wanda making me come so hard was nothing more than another fantasy. Like in the shower this morning.
Yet there's a pounding and insistent ache between my thighs that I'm not sure will ever be quelled. A thirst that feels unquenchable.
My cell phone chimes once more, and I check it. Another message from Claire.
Another video.
I make sure the volume is right down, and I press play.
"Hey, babe," she says, her beautiful tan face framed by her long, dark curls. Her sweet blue eyes the most magical contrast to her Mediterranean complexion. "So, I hear you didn't even put up a fight."
I go to reply, forgetting for a moment that this is a video, not a call. And then I'm struck dumb when Claire holds up another piece of fabric.
Oh, my. It's my panties. Today's ones, that Wanda practically tore off me. In my daze, I hadn't even registered that I'm still naked beneath my skirt.
And just like in the first video, Claire presses the fabric to her face. She draws in a long, deep breath, and lets it out with a filthy moaning sigh.
Then she winks at me and shrugs her shoulders. "Sometimes I think about what could've been…"
And then the video ends.
But I feel certain my torture is just beginning.
END OF BOOK TWO








  
  Taking The Lead


Somehow, I manage to keep my wits about me for the rest of the work day—well, mostly. Even though all I can think about is the softness of Wanda's tongue. The skill of her fingers. The way she made me come almost like an afterthought. 
And the taste of myself on her silken mouth. All afternoon, I keep gliding my fingers over my lips, like they're a whole other set of lips. Like I could get myself off—or someone else—by rubbing them.
Just the thoughts and memories are working evil voodoo on my mind and my heart. I keep replaying that last video Claire sent me, freezing on the moment where she inhales my essence from my lost panties. Stolen panties, really. It's so naughty. So wrong. And yet it makes me hot in ways I don't dare even try to understand.
Every few minutes I find myself spacing out, losing myself in the forbidden passion that both Claire and Wanda have uncovered from deep within me. I still don't think I'm a lesbian…but I really can't work out what label fits me, if I had to choose one.
What I'm totally certain of is that I've been neglected by my husband—the one person who's meant to be everything to me. Which reminds me that I'm guilty of a different kind of neglect, myself. I've been on autopilot here at work, just as much as Rod has been at home.
Oh, god, I'm a complete mess. Up until yesterday, I was certain I knew myself. Who I am, what I want, where I'm heading.
After last night, I'm a derailed mountain train, and I'm plummeting. Yet for all the danger that implies, I'm also filled with a sense of exhilaration. This feels like the most gloriously reckless time in my entire life.
What those two women awoke inside me feels far more real to me than anything I've felt with Rod. Which is totally confusing.
For about a year now, he's been buried in his work instead of my kitty. All I am now is just a bundle of raw nerve endings, ripe for the touching.
It just so happened that fate pushed me back in reach of Claire. It could just as easily have been some guy, in some bar, who brought me to life like my former roommate did.
Right?
As the work day winds down, I keep telling myself I've just been lonely. It's such a sweet mantra, and every time it runs through my head, it feels true.
But god help me, I can't shake the memory of Claire. Not just last night, and the way she brought me to a screaming wet orgasm. Not just how she sent Wanda here today to do her dirty, delightful work. But the way I messed up way back in college.
My heart hurts as I remember Claire's disappointment. I need to call her tonight. Get some closure. Or some understanding of what the heck is going on inside my head.


      ***
The house is dark and empty when I arrive home. Alone. It feels like a metaphor of some kind. But there's no time to dwell on that. I have a phone call to make.
I take the time to get into my comfy home clothes, and then pull up Claire’s last message. So help me, I can't stop myself watching it one more time. To see the sheer ecstasy on her face when she breathes in my essence, almost like she's breathing in my soul.
The phone feels crazy heavy in my hand as I work myself up to the task. My thumb trembles as I hover over the button, but I finally just jam it down and make the call.
Claire answers almost immediately.
"Hey there, babe," she says, her voice low and smoky. "To what do I owe the pleasure?"
"Hi, uh…Claire. It's Lena—"
"I know who you are, babe."
This is absolutely not how I expected her to answer. Isn't she pissed at me, still?
"Look, Claire, I really need to…see you."
"Huh. Whatever will that man of yours think, when he finds out you're clam-jamming with your old roomie?"
I wince at her vulgar words. "That's not…I want to make things right with you. That's all."
"Hmm. Well, by my math, you owe me at least two."
I pause, licking my lips in confusion for a moment. "Um…two what?"
"Oh, babe," she chuckles. "Two screaming orgasms. That's counting the one Wanda gave you, at my request. Unless there are any others you've kept to yourself?"
"Oh. Um…"
"Ha. I knew it, you filthy perve. You got yourself off, didn't you?"
"Claire, I—"
"Was it last night, after you got home? Did you lie in bed next to…him? Pump your perfect little slit with those elegant fingers? Did you have to take off that enormous fucking diamond ring to keep from cutting yourself?"
"Claire!"
"Tell me, babe."
Oh, lord. How does this woman do it? Even over the phone she can unpick me like the world's weakest lock. "It was in the shower. This morning."
"Damn. Nice choice, Leenie."
That's the same pet name my husband uses. I hate when he calls me that. So why don't I hate it in Claire's voice?
Ugh, I'm all messed up with contradictions and needs. Even my soft T-shirt feels like sandpaper against my nipples, they're so stiff as I sit here, breathless and tense.
“I miss you, Claire. I didn't mean—”
“Let me just be clear about this…you're hot as hell, and I'll happily fuck you, any time and any place. But you're never going to hurt me again. You got that?”
"No. Claire, please…I just want to make up for how I acted back in college."
"Oh, yeah?" She lets out a heavy breath. "Which part? The part where you ditched me for the D? Or the part before that, where you got your jollies teasing me all to hell, acting like maybe you were in love with me?"
The anguish and regret is so deep inside my gut I worry I might throw up. This is all coming out wrong.
"This is too hard over the phone. Can I come and see you, Claire? Maybe tomorrow night?"
"Bzzt. No can do, sugarplum." Oh, god. That name sounds even sweeter in Claire's voice than it did in Wanda's. "Got another gig. With your little bit of rough trade from this afternoon."
Wanda. Their double act. Oh, my lord.
"Where?"
"Hmm." I swear I can just about see her grinning. "I can’t tell you that. You'll just come down and pine for us. Take a seat, front and center, probably toss us your panties, like you always do."
"Claire." I know she's teasing me. Twisting events to make me clap back. Clearly she loves teasing me with words as much as with sex.
"Fine. It's at the Sapphire Studio. You know it?"
"No."
"Naturally." She rattles off the address for me. "We're on at 7 in the back room. Don't be late, sugarplum." She disconnects the call and my phone feels heavy once again. And cold.
Thankfully, Rod arrives home only a moment later, and if nothing else, that gives me some way to deflect the turmoil going on inside me. He's as dismissive and distracted as always, but playing the good, obedient wife is so much easier when he's like that. It's practically second nature to me.
So after a short, shallow discussion on how his work day went, I pull a frozen meal out and heat it up. By the time it's done, Rod's already in his den, watching something sporty, so I hand him his plate and I retreat to the living room to watch something as dry as possible. A documentary should do it. Lord knows, my reality is far too dramatic to handle right now.


      ***
All day long, I've struggled for concentration. By the time work is done, I'm just about buzzing. I've already told Rod I'll be home late tonight. He barely even registered the news, and it meant I didn't have to lie to him at all. What does that say about us?
As I fix my hair and makeup in the workplace bathroom, my body switches between hot and cold while I process the feeling of danger, and the sense of freedom that comes from taking a step into unknown territory. Taking the lead in my own life.
Not that I'm going to do anything…naughty. I'm trying to make amends. But as I drive toward the club, all I know is, the further away I get from the whitebread side of town, the less stressed I feel.
It's like I'm channeling a whole other personality as I stride into the club, and breeze my way up to the bar. I order a white wine, and I pay cash. Leaving no trace, just in case.
As the woman behind the bar fills the glass I glance around. It seems like a nice place, but I notice there's no stage. No real sign of anywhere strippers can perform. Then I remember what Claire told me.
"So," I say, and the bartender raises an eyebrow. Too cool to speak, I guess. “Where’s the, uh…back room?"
"Huh," she replies. "Color me surprised."
"I'm sorry?"
“My bad. I made an assumption. You just…don't look the type." She slides me my drink and shoots me a cockeyed grin. “I’m Sandra, by the way.”
Okay, I'm completely lost, so I try starting again. “I’m Lena. My friend told me she’s performing here tonight. I just came to see her."
"We don't put bands on."
"No, not a band. She's, uh…a dancer.”
Sandra leans on her elbows and smirks at me. “It’s cool, Lena. We all have things we tell ourselves.”
“I’m sorry?”
“Nothing. C’mon through.”
Sandra leads me up a dimly lit hallway to a cream-colored door. She waves a pass card over the electronic lock and then opens the door for me.
As I walk through, she leans against it and watches me. “Hope it’s what you’re after, Lena. If not, come see me afterward?”
“Uh, sure.”
She flicks a wink at me, and then closes the door. It takes me a moment to adjust to the darkness. I know I’m not alone, but all I can hear is low murmuring voices and the soft strains of cool jazz.
When my vision finally adjusts, I realize exactly what this back room is all about. There’s maybe a dozen women in here. Some in pairs, some small groups. A few of them just making out. Most of them naked and getting far more intimate. Exactly like Claire and Wanda did with me.
And as much as I keep trying to deny myself…I'm getting intensely aroused by it all. I know I should leave. But I truly don't want to.
Barely a minute passes before a young woman with dark blonde hair comes right up beside me. She's dressed in a stylish figure-hugging business dress, looking elegantly professional. Looking a whole lot like I do in my skirt and blouse combo.
She can't be more than 22, and I lose myself for a moment in the sheer soft beauty of her face. She has her hair up in a stylishly messy bun with a few tresses hanging teasingly down past her round cheeks. Positioned just right so she could hide her eyes behind them if she felt like it.
And those eyes. A crystal clear blue that's so much like Claire's it's uncanny.
“Hi there.” She leans in closer and I can smell the champagne on her breath. "I'm Jaymee."
"Oh, hi. I'm…" I cough out my nerves for a moment. "I'm Lena."
Jaymee lets out a little giggle, sounding even younger than she looks. She bites her luscious bottom lip as she smiles, and looks me up and down. "God, you're really hot."
"Oh. Um, thank you? And you’re, um…beautiful.”
She leans harder against me and slips her soft hand into mine. “Can we…?” She flicks her head across to the side, toward the vacant corner of the room.
I walk with her, and all the pieces finally click into place. Claire’s still pushing my buttons even from across town. She's testing my commitment—and my orientation. The dangerous part for me is…I'm absolutely teetering here.
When we stop in the corner, Jaymee turns around and gazes up into my eyes. "You'll take it a bit easy on me, right? I've never…y'know? With a woman."
I study her bright, beautiful eyes and sweet, young face. Only a couple of days ago, I was in her place. Even yesterday, I was the inexperienced one. And yeah, I've only been with two women, and I haven't really done anything…but the rush of power I suddenly feel is almost as intoxicating as Jaymee's tender mouth.
And suddenly, I know I'm exactly where I need to be, and right when I need to be here. I can be the gentle hand who guides this young woman as she explores her feelings. Her orientation.
I lift Jaymee's hand and plant a soft kiss in her palm, bringing a sweet little gasp of surprise bursting from her pretty mouth. She takes a soft hold on my hair and pulls me forward, and we meet in the middle. Her luscious velvet mouth pressed to mine, in a kiss that feels almost innocent, despite how I’m once more breaking my marriage vows.
And when she moans with pleasure and parts her lips, my chest explodes with sensation. It's a delicious tingling warmth that makes my pulse race. Her youth and her beauty conspire to fill me with a sense of power. A drive that feels almost masculine to me.
As she glides her tongue into my mouth, I wrap my arms around her slender body and pull her right up against me. We writhe on the spot, and we end up with me wedged in the corner and Jaymee clinging to me. She grips my ass and wedges one thigh right between my legs, driving a low moan of pleasure out from deep inside my chest.
Her young body is like warm silk. Even in the dimly lit room, her skin is the color of moonlight, and so, so smooth. Her sweet, wet tongue is curious and skilled, and it sends bolts of ecstasy racing throughout me.
For one highly-charged moment, I hope she never lets me go. I want her to rip my blouse open and to tear my skirt down. But for all the fiery lust inside me, I have to remember that I'm the more experienced one, here. Even if it's only by a couple of days.
Jaymee moans deeply, and rolls her head to the side. She turns away to haul in a long, ragged breath, and I explore her silken neck with my mouth.
"My, god," she moans. "Why have I waited so long?"
It's only by hearing it in her sweet young voice that I'm brave enough to admit the same question’s been brewing within me for the past couple of days.
"You don't have to wait any longer, sweetheart," I moan, as I kiss my way across to the other side of her neck.
"God, that's…so fucking hot," she whispers. "Please, Lena. Tell me what to do? I want to pleasure you."
She's barely finished saying it when she peels away that devastating dress, leaving her in just the most delectable corset and stockings. I'm lost for words as I gaze over the wonders of her body.
"Please, Lena?"
How the heck am I meant to guide her when I barely understand what I want myself? It's only now I realize just how damned passive I've always been when it comes to sex. Not just with Claire and Wanda, but with Rod as well. Maybe this is good for me on more than one level.
And that's when the truth strikes me. This young woman is going through the same upheaval that I'm going through, and her experience is the key. In order for me to unearth the real truth of who I am inside, I need to teach this young woman what I'm struggling to figure out.
And with that realization comes the most delectable sensation of all: freedom.
I unbutton my blouse and slip it off. As I glide my fingertips across her bare shoulders and down her chest, Jaymee trembles and hums. Then she moves closer and peppers soft kisses down my throat.
She takes the red shoulder strap of my bra between her teeth, and I kiss her forehead.
"Jaymee…help me undress, sweetheart."
"Fuck yes," she hisses, and fumbles at first, but soon enough my bra springs loose. I shrug it away and I relish the heat in her eyes.
She grips my boobs, squeezing them like a teenage boy might. It's nervous and it's clumsy, and somehow that just makes the moment even sweeter. I pump my breasts higher and force her grip to be more demanding, more eager.
Jaymee swirls her thumbs across my stiff nipples. She moans softly as she trails her lips downward. This sweet young woman waits for one electrifying moment and then she takes that hard fleshy bud into her mouth.
I clamp my hand around her head, driving my fingers into the tight binding of her hair as I hold her against me. Pressing my flesh closer to her.
When she gazes up into my eyes, I'm once again struck by her soft features. The sheer satisfaction on her face makes this moment even hotter. Her youth, and the beauty of her eyes, takes me right back to my college years. When I was her age.
When Claire was, too.
Even as she switches to my other breast, it's clear Jaymee's just winging it. Waiting for instructions. Even with my limited experience in all things sexual, I can recognize submissive behavior. And the idea of being dominant in any way—especially sexually—is terrifying to me.
But even more than that…it’s intoxicating.
"Jaymee, sweetheart?"
"Mmm?" Her high moan vibrates against my breast, and sends tingles down through my body.
"Take off my skirt."
"Ohhh…yesss…"
The young blonde glides to her knees and reaches around, unzipping me easily. She tugs my skirt down, and her lovely eyes flash with heat when she sees the hot red of my panties. And the telltale wet patch right in the heart of them.
"Jesus," she whispers, as she drinks me in. "Lena, you're gorgeous."
"It's all for you, sweetheart.” For tonight, at least.
She hooks her fingers into my panties, and drags them down, gripping them and my skirt so I can step out of them. It leaves me standing here in a room with a bunch of strangers. Naked apart from my heels.
I have to work so darn hard to control my breathing, and at least look like I'm in charge. Jaymee needs that from me, and holy heck but I need it for myself.
"Lena? May I…kiss you?"
The sheer, urgent desire in her tone and in her eyes makes me feel ten feet tall. There's such incredible power in watching the way she hungers for me. Rod's never made me feel half as irresistible as Jaymee's doing right now. As both Wanda and Claire both did.
"Please do, sweetheart."
Jaymee bites her lip and closes her eyes. She puts her hands behind her back as if they're tied, and scoots forward on her knees. She pauses, barely half an inch short of my kitty, and breathes in, long and slow.
"Ohhh…mama…" she moans, and then she closes the gap. She purses her luscious lips as she kisses my short bush, and I drive my fingers into the hair on top of her head. Jaymee flings her hands up and practically tears her pins and combs out, letting her glossy mane fly free as she slides lower and mashes her pretty mouth against my wanton slit.
Every move she makes is clumsy and random, and yet it feels incredible. Her ravenous hunger has me pulsing against her, hotter than ever.
Jaymee burrows deeper, smearing my silky juices all over her nose and mouth. She locks eyes with me, and I recognize the hunger in them. It's a reflection of my own. It's how I must have looked at Claire, even though once again I'm the one receiving rather than giving.
I lift one leg and drape it over her shoulder, and Jaymee turns her head to dig her teeth into my silky skin. The sweet pain sends bolts of excitement through me, and I arch back against the wall. "Oh, my good girl," I moan.
"Oh, sweet Jesus. Yes, mama. Tell me what you want."
She sits there gazing up at me, still plowing my wet entrance with her perfect mouth.
"Put your fingers inside me. Now, sweetheart."
"Oh…mama…"
She slides both hands up and wraps one around my back, holding my ass tight as she sucks on my tender lips, and she slides one slender finger up inside me. I'm tight and dripping, and I grab her shoulder as I tremble down onto her touch.
“D–don't hold back," I tell her, somehow finding the strength to make words. "Give me more."
Jaymee's hot gasp is electric against me. She works another finger, and then a third, inside my tight channel. All her awkwardness seems to have faded, and she pumps her soft hand up and down with a ravenous need that has me teetering once again. At this moment, there's nobody else. Just me and this gorgeous young woman, who needs my guidance.
I squeeze my fist tighter in her hair, and clamp down around her fingers.
Jaymee moans and it becomes a delicious buzz against my clit. She rolls her wrist, her fingers stretching my channel as she explores the wet heat inside me.
My voice trembles. "Now curl them. Slowly. Ahh…yes! Perfect."
"Oh, god, Lena…this is fucking incredible." She bites down on the aching little button at the top of my kitty, and sends fireworks across my vision. The unbridled lust on her face and the musky scent of my juicy cream makes this moment feel all the more taboo.
"Come for me, mama," she moans against my slick flesh. Then she glides her tongue down, working it over me between pumps of her hand. Pushing me ever closer to climax. As the bliss tightens inside me and it all grows too much to contain, I suddenly see flashes of Wanda, and then Claire. Of each of them devouring my wet pussy and coming together to share the taste of me. I get flashes, too, of the moment Rod proposed. And oh, my gosh, it’s crazy how heavy that ring feels on my hand right now.
Jaymee works her fingers like a butterfly inside me, fluttering away against my ultra-sensitive g-spot, and taking me ever higher. When I throw my head back and roar my release to the room, it no longer matters how many others are here. I've never felt so free.
With the last bubbling bursts of pleasure easing off, I come away from the wall and practically pounce on my young new lover. Jaymee's eyes flash with desire as I come down to kiss her, and drink the freshness of myself straight off her pretty mouth.
"Mm," she moans between deep, searching kisses. "Mama."
I grab the back of her hair and bend her head back, and she collapses onto the floor. I come down on top of her, angling myself between her thighs. It's like I've been possessed by a lioness as I grip her fancy panties and tear them straight from her body.
A moment later, I have my hot slit grinding down on hers, and I'm riding her like she's a pony. I grip the cups of her corset and haul down, baring her gorgeous breasts and clamping my mouth down over her sweet pink nipple.
"Ooooh, yesss!" she whimpers, and spreads her legs even wider. She hooks her heel around the back of my knee, holding on for dear life. Like I'd even think of stopping this when it feels so…damn good. I grind my hips forward and back, bringing a thrilling wave of fresh wet heat slicking from my slit to hers, and back again.
"You're so wet, mama," she hisses through her teeth. Her words are part admiration, part amazement, but all desire and passion. Every time our slick lips mash together she lets out another moan of wanton pleasure. I know what I'm doing is filthy and wrong, yet none of that matters. I feel so free and full of joy.
I bite down on her perky nipple and grip her hair even tighter. I slide my other hand down and wedge it between us, right in the slick, molten heat that joins us.
Jaymee cries out when I pinch her clit, but when I glide my fingers up inside her tight entrance, she arches like crazy, swamping my face with her silky breast. I hold still for a moment, drunk on power and filled with wonder. Wondering mostly if I've finally discovered who I truly am.
When my gorgeous young conquest cries out for more, I channel my former roommate. I glide my fingers out until the back of my hand is pressed to my own mound. Then I punch my hips forward and back, thrusting my fingers like they're a cock, and driving Jaymee—and myself—to new heights.
"Come for me," I order the younger woman, and I swear my tone has changed. Become low and husky. Become like Claire’s. I angle my hips so that my knuckles grind on my clit, and it takes me ever closer to another climax.
"Lena…mama…"
I know Jaymee's on the brink. I raise myself just a little so I can watch the play of pleasure across her gorgeous young face. To admire my handiwork.
She grips my upper arms and squeezes so tight her nails bite into my skin, and her whole body becomes rigid as she comes in an undulating wave.
With her clenching so tight around my fingers, I lose any last semblance of control, and I grind into her furiously. Clit to hand to clit, we writhe and moan, and together we topple over the edge into the roiling ocean of a simultaneous orgasm.
My beautiful lover sags back, gasping for air, her gorgeous hair spilling all over the floor. And I collapse on top of her, lost in a delirium of sensation, but embracing my new truth.
I might not yet know who I truly am, nor what my orientation is. But I know one thing. I, Mrs Lena McCoy…am anything but straight.
END OF BOOK THREE








  
  Finding Her Limits


I'm not quite asleep, but I'm so darn comfortable that I could drift off at any moment. My body's fatigued, and aching in the most beautiful way. Or maybe I  am asleep and this is just a beautiful dream.
Silky soft lips press to my forehead and a soft, feminine voice whispers "thank you, mama." And then the evening rushes back to me in a sweet, hot torrent of memories.
I raise my head and gaze down into Jaymee's blue eyes, brimming with tears. Her smile is broad, her face is flushed, and it's clear she's on a real high right now. It's enough to have me sliding into yet another sin. Pride. Because I'm the one who fulfilled this young woman.
"You're…lovely," I say, and it feels awkward. There's no way that's strong enough, deep enough, to explain my feelings right now. I'm not falling for this girl, but she's given me something nobody else has. Clarity.
My words seem to work for Jaymee, though, and she pulls me down into another kiss. We embrace, and we roll around a little, and gosh darn it if she doesn't get me a little fired up for another round. Whatever the consequences might be.
But she stops when she's on top of me, and lifts herself out of reach of my hungry mouth.
"I'm sorry, Lena. I have to go. My boyfriend's picking me up in five."
I stay silent for a moment, and she seems to think she's done something wrong.
"I'm…sorry. Maybe I should have told you—"
"No, sweetheart. We all have our secrets." I know that as well as anyone. "And if he knows why you're here, then…well, make me sound good." I flash her a wink, and her face fills with an adorable blush.
"You're so much better than good, mama."
Somehow, in what seems next to no time, I've gone from blushing bride to wanton sex goddess. As Jaymee and I get back into our clothes, we touch each other lightly, like friends might. Like nervous virgins weighing up whether or not to take the plunge. It's both casual and natural, and holy moly, but it's so unlike me. Or at least, unlike who I've long believed myself to be.
Still, it doesn't last, and her phone pings. She glances at it, and her face tightens. "I, uh…have to go."
She practically scampers over to the door and pulls it open. She's gone from the room, and from my life, in a split second. Or so it feels.
I really should go home, myself. My husband and I need to talk. I can't keep this from him any longer. Clearly I've been living a lie by being with him. If I keep running around with women behind his back then I'm just exchanging one lie for another.
And right now, I'm just so hungry to live my own truth.
So I head back out into the bar, searching my heart for the guilt I know should be there. Finding only hope, hunger…and wild, vulgar fantasies. All of them Sapphic.
"Well, hello there, Lena," Sandra says from behind the bar.
“Oh. Hi," I say.
"You look like you could use a drink."
The moment she says it, I realize it's true. So I plant my ass on the bar stool. Sandra raises an eyebrow at me and hands me a white wine.
"You remembered," I murmur. Not like it's crazy hard, but just a tiny thing like that is more than Rod's managed in ages. I know I'm being unfair to him. He’s building a career and he's hyper-focused on all that.
"So," Sandra says, leaning on her elbows, baring the depths of her creamy cleavage to me, even in that plain black T-shirt. "Was it everything you wanted?"
"Uh…"
"The back room."
"Oh." Jaymee was so gorgeous, and it was definitely hot as heck. I learned a ton. But what it really showed me was that I'm not yet comfortable being…in charge. That I’d need a really strong understanding with someone before I could get a little bossy. And if I don't want that, then maybe I should just go back to the life I've already built. Unspectacular sex with my husband, on the few occasions it might actually happen. "Um, not exactly."
Sandra kinks her eyebrow again, and I don't know exactly why, but it makes me rub my thighs together. She's a devastatingly attractive woman, with all the curves you'd ever want. But she's also tall, with broad shoulders, and a bearing about her that feels closer to masculine.
Maybe it's more the way she holds herself…cocky and sure, like nothing could ever endanger her. The way most of the men I've known move through the world.
"So you've come to see me, like I asked, huh?" Even her grin seems somehow boyish, the way it's kinked higher on one side. She leans even closer, and I catch a trace of her scent. It's more woody than floral, and I wonder if it's actually a men's cologne. "So, what were you looking for, buttercup?"
I press my lips tightly together for a moment. This woman is as close to a stranger as it's possible to be…and yet I find myself wanting—needing, maybe—to open up to her. So I take a quick drink of my wine, let out my held breath, and I tell her everything.
From those first explorative kisses with Claire all those years ago, to my unthinking decision that left her out in the cold. My unhappy marriage, the bizarre circumstances that led me to the strip club, and every little moment of madness since then that's led to me sitting here at the bar.
"Ah," Sandra rests her hand on top of mine, clearly enjoying my discomfort. "I love this phase."
"What phase?"
"I don't know if it has a proper name," she says. "Just this in-between time. Where you realize you've had secrets you've kept even from yourself. And you're starting to wonder if you should've stuck with the D, ’cause it’s that much easier. Or if the Sapphic side is more your flavor. Y'know?"
"Either you're a mind-reader, or I'm some kind of walking cliché."
"It's cool, buttercup," she says. "I see it a lot. Y'know, with this club being…the kind of club it is. Not to mention that back room, and the way it breaks down barriers."
I let out a dry laugh, because now I'm leaning closer to the idea that she's reading my thoughts. "Well, one thing I know for sure is that I'm not straight," I say. "But yeah, I don't know where that leaves me."
"Free," she says.
"Free? I feel caged in."
Sandra shrugs, but her smile never dips. "Maybe the cage ain't locked. Have you even tried opening it?" She puts a glass in front of herself and grabs a bottle of Scotch from the top shelf. "You want one?"
"No, I…gosh, I don't think I could take hard liquor right now." Not when my head's already a mess. I don't even really want to finish my wine. "So how, uh…how do I work out what I want? Who I am?"
"Who you are." She sets her glass down and grins at me. "I can help you with that."
It's beyond clear she's hitting on me. Even I can tell that, and I'm pretty clueless about…well, everything in life, I think.
"And how would you help me?" Gosh. Am I actually flirting back at her? It's been maybe a quarter hour since I finished up with Jaymee. No more than that. Am I suddenly insatiable?
"I maybe could change your mind about that hard liquor."
"I've never been much of a drinker.”
Sandra bites her lush bottom lip and shakes her head, and still her smile never fades. "You really are new at this, aren't you, buttercup?"
"What do you mean?"
She leans closer, and beckons me to do the same. Once we're nose to nose, she puts her hand around the back of my head and smiles again.
"I mean…hard…" Then she darts her tongue out and strokes it over my lips, so firmly that she works it inside me. I actually whimper from the combination of surprise and delight. And when she pulls back again, she murmurs one more word. "…licker."
"Oh…my gosh."
"My shift's over, buttercup. Come with me. Let me help you explore your boundaries. Find your limits.”
"I, um…I've already been with…"
"Mm. You've been with three very feminine women. I can offer you something a little…more like what you're used to."
I'm in a daze, already. Fueled by lust, confusion and sheer curiosity. What on earth is she talking about? Something that's more like I'm used to?
I'm way too deep down this road of temptation now, and she's drawing me even farther. There's something so intoxicating about being wanted. Sandra's dark brown eyes look filled with heat, and her grin is just like a predator's. Less of the big bad wolf, and more of the cat that's about to get the cream.
I should really go home. Surely Rod will be there by now. And he'll be wondering where I am. I've already decided I'm going to tell him everything. Let the shattered pieces fall where they may. There's no doubt my marriage will be over, and I'll walk away with next to nothing.
All of that sounds equal parts depressing and invigorating. Is that the freedom Sandra's talking about? That old saying about people who have nothing, have nothing to lose.
By this time, Sandra's come out from behind the bar, and she hooks her arm through mine. The instant we're skin to skin I know I'm not going home. Not yet. Not while this tall, voluptuous goddess has me in her thrall.
Gosh, I'm so easy.
Sandra leads me up the hallway, past the back room. She lets me into another room that’s dark, and filled with smoke from a machine. I hear low voices but I can’t see anyone else.
“This is the…more intense room, buttercup. Chill here a minute? I have to get changed." She walks over to the door, then turns back. "Oh, and I need you naked when I get back."
Despite myself, I nod and Sandra slips back out, closing the door behind her. Naked? I mean, it's not quite as huge a deal as it would've been a week ago, but still. Am I really going to just…strip?
I haven't even finished asking myself the question when I'm back down to my underwear. A moment later, it's all off, in a pile on the floor. I head away from the soft, moaning voices I can hear and find a small couch to sit on.
A couple of minutes pass, and I start to lose my nerve. Wondering if Sandra's playing a weird game with me. Maybe she knows Claire and this is some kind of set up.
Finally, the door lock beeps. A few seconds later, Sandra comes through the smoky haze, and…oh, my gosh. She's absolutely stunning. Wearing almost nothing—just a strappy leather get-up that shows her incredible body off perfectly. Her wavy brown hair frames her strong face in a way that softens her, and there's a rich gloss to her lips like she's just freshened her makeup.
"Well, hello there, buttercup," she says, her voice a low, rasping moan. "You look like a frightened bunny."
"Do I?" I say. It feels as if a huge bubble's built up inside me, and it makes my voice squeaky.
"C'mere, beautiful," Sandra says, and extends one hand to me. The other she keeps behind her back.
I take a deep breath and slip my palm into hers, feeling the heat from her skin instantly, and I wonder how I ended up this far out into uncharted territory. But the moment Sandra pulls me closer and my breasts press up against hers, I feel a little more like I'm home. Or at least, in a safe place.
I put my hands on her hips. There's just a thin leather strap there, and her creamy soft flesh is so silky warm to my touch. When our eyes meet, she flashes another one of those cocky grins. She's sending off such masculine vibes, despite being even more lusciously feminine in her looks than I am.
"Buttercup," she says. “Let’s get comfortable."
As we turn toward the couch, Sandra's thick, curvy hip bumps against mine. Her outfit shows off her magnificent body. Her well-defined legs and her broad hips. The slimness of her waist and the voluptuous weight of her bust. If anything, it accentuates all her best assets, and in return it makes her seem more feminine to me. Like an Amazon queen.
"So, my sweet little buttercup," she murmurs. "Still wondering if you should've stayed on the straight side of the fence?"
"Um…" Right now, I'm just wondering how to form sentences.
"Because I can help you figure all that out, sweet thing."
Sandra comes closer, and she presses her soft lips to mine. It's so gentle, like a greeting. And yet it has me trembling from head to toes. I lean into her kiss, opening up and beckoning her soft tongue inside me. She moves in the most measured way, her breaths so smooth and steady. A total contrast to my shallow, rapid ones, and to my gasping moan when she guides her thick thigh between my legs.
Her touch is electric and darn near perfect. She strokes my sides and back with her gentle fingers, gliding them so effortlessly across my flushed, overheated skin. When she cups the swell of my ass cheek, I quiver.
And I want more.
Sandra moans in delight when I grind myself over her thick, strong leg. She squeezes my ass, and I can’t wait for her to touch me properly. Anywhere. Everywhere.
I glide lower, away from Sandra's mouth, and press my lips to the generous swell of her breasts. She fists my hair with her one hand, and tightens it enough to pull me away from her velvet skin.
"Wait, buttercup," she moans, her breath racing like mine, now. "I have a surprise. On your knees."
I don't even question it. I just drop like my legs have turned to sand, and my entire vision is filled with her leather-covered mound, framed by her strong, tanned hips.
Sandra brings her other hand out from behind, and I gasp when I see what she's holding.
It's a sex toy. A dildo. But it has…something more to it. Straps, not unlike the garment she's wearing.
"That's right, buttercup," Sandra says. "We're gonna find out which side of the fence you prefer."
The moment she lowers the toy and steps into the straps, I realize exactly what this is. Sandra glides the toy higher and higher up her delicious thick legs, and then secures it around her waist.
"Oh, my…" That's all I can say, and I'm sure my eyes are as wide as the sun as I stare at the long, thick dildo that's protruding from Sandra's mound now.
"You like mama's big, fat cock, buttercup?"
I tear my gaze away from the thing so I can look up into her eyes. "It's incredible."
"You're gonna suck it for me. Aren't you, buttercup?"
Oh, my god. I've barely even done that with my husband. And I'm worried I'll feel silly doing it now, when I know she won't actually feel anything I do.
But on the other hand, I’m so darn juiced up at the moment. This little game is working wonders on me.
"Yes, mama." It strikes me as both strange and comforting to call her that. It didn't sit so well with me when Jaymee used that name on me. I'm not a take-charge kinda girl.
Sandra smiles, and glides her fingers into my hair. "Good girl," she whispers, and then she sits on the couch, her legs wide apart, dragging on my hair to bring me down to my hands and knees.
Nerves overtake me for a moment, and I lick my lips, getting them lubed up and ready. Sandra makes a low snarling sound, and maybe she thinks I'm teasing her.
Maybe I am.
"Mama wants her cock sucked, sweet thing." She tightens her grip, and the sweetness of the pain sends jolts down my spine. I gasp, my mouth wide enough that Sandra can guide the broad tip of her dildo inside.
I close my eyes, and I let out a high moan. Then I plunge as far down her shaft as I can.
"Mm…that's it, sweet thing," Sandra moans. "Suck me hard. Take me in your pretty little mouth." She tightens her grip, and exerts even greater control. As she pumps her hips up, it slides her long toy into my wet, willing mouth. I wrap both of my hands around its girth and squeeze its firm length, and she plays along as if it's actually pleasuring her.
I gag a little when I try to take her all the way in, and she shushes me softly, pulling back, allowing me to recover. Something I can't picture the average man ever doing. She cups my chin and lifts me until my hands come off the floor. I'm still kneeling, but we're eye to eye.
"You're such a good little cock-sucker, buttercup."
Then she kisses me again, harder than before, and she slides her hands down to my breasts, pinching my nipples without mercy. I whimper with the sweetness of the pain, and Sandra chuckles against my tongue.
"Don't worry, sweet thing," Sandra whispers. "I'll get your pussy purring."
Her words send fresh flutters through my abdomen, and I moan at the thought of just what she might do. With her fingers and her mouth, but also with that long, thick toy.
"Up," she says, and though it's barely more than a murmur, it's still crisp and absolutely authoritative. I don't hesitate for a second, scrambling to my feet.
Sandra leans her beautiful head slightly to the side, and I realize she's staring straight at my kitty. And as confronting as that would usually be, the look of appreciation on her face quells any fear.
Then she takes hold of my hips and pulls me closer, guiding her soft mouth up against my wet folds. She draws in a long breath through her nose, and closes her eyes, humming with desire.
"Oh, my," she says, her tone sounding almost angry. "Mama likey."
Then she whips her tongue out and drives it into the heart of my entrance, pushing inside me as easily as if it were her finger. She bounces her head up and down at just the right angle to pump that sweet muscle in and out, and I struggle to keep upright as the jolts of pleasure fire off inside me.
Sandra guides one of my feet up onto the couch beside her, opening me wider to the wonder of her mouth. I lean heavily on her strong shoulders as I rock my hips forward and back. I feel like I must be the most wanton and slutty woman on the planet right now. And I can't find it anywhere within me to care.
"Yes! Oh, gosh yes." Sandra's filling me with so much pleasure, I'm practically coming to pieces already. It's not even the sharp sweetness of what she's doing, so much as her ravenous hunger for me. She's relentless, and she's pressing in so hard it's like she's going to merge with me.
I take hold of her thick mane and squeeze, turning her low moans to high wails, and the change in vibration against me whips away the last of my resistance.
And I come like a darn fountain, all over this sexy woman's beautiful face. Arching my back, fisting her hair, pumping my hips almost like a man would. All the while, Sandra keeps her mouth wide open, her tongue whipping against me, as she moans with bliss.
All my strength fades the moment my climax ends, and I slide downward, staying pressed against Sandra's beautiful mouth every inch of the way. She licks my belly, my breasts, my throat, and then I'm on her, devouring her mouth, drinking my own spicy flavor from her lips and tongue, like it's the most natural thing in the world. Even though I'd never done that before Claire lit this particular Sapphic fuse within me.
I push on Sandra's shoulders and she falls back on the couch. My kisses turn ravenous, and I suck on her mouth the way she sucked on my kitty. I want everything this woman can give, and I want it right damn now.
Her breasts feel so firm in my grip, and I didn't even realize I'd grabbed them. She shrugs off her leather shoulder straps and I yank the cups down, falling on her nipple like it's a safety net, hauling its stiffness into the sweet, wet heat of my mouth.
"Yes, buttercup," she moans. "Suck mama's titties…"
I'm so damn invested in this little role play now, and I lick every inch of her big, beautiful breasts. Switching from nipple to nipple, swamping every silky soft inch of her girls. I kiss my way down her belly, and the spicy fragrance of her kitty comes up to me. Oh, my…I think maybe I'm ready to go all the way with her. To put my mouth where it's never been before.
There's just one barrier. She has that huge strap-on dildo blocking the way.
"Buttercup," she murmurs. "Mama wants to fuck you now."
"Ohhh…"
She bends upright, and guides me off her, down onto my knees again. "On the table," she murmurs, with the calm confidence of someone in utter control. "Mama wants your tight, hot cunt on display."
I bite my bottom lip as I stand, and follow her directions. I put a real swing in my hips as I climb up onto the cold surface.
"That's it. Feet up, sweet thing."
I go along with Sandra's instructions without hesitation. She helps me plant my heels on the very edge of the table, then she spreads my knees apart with her hands. I can barely breathe in, I'm so excited—even though it's as much fear as anticipation.
Sandra stands tall at the edge of the table, right between my legs. She strokes my kitty with one hand and with the other she guides her thick toy in against me. I bite into my lip and I grab my ankles, letting my legs fall even wider apart.
"Beg for it, buttercup."
"Oh, my…"
"And none of this golly gosh bullshit, either. If you want mama's big, fat cock…you gotta curse like a fucking sailor."
Can I even do that? I don't think I've ever used properly foul language in my life. But I so very much want everything Sandra's dangling before me. And really…I've been such a dirty girl in every other way.
"Please, mama," I whimper. "Give me your cock?"
"Not filthy enough, my hot little slut."
I pump a few quick breaths in, and I take that final plunge. "Please, mama? Your dirty little buttercup needs to be…fucked like the hot little whore she is." Jesus fucking Christ, just spitting out those words almost makes me come.
"God dammit, sweet thing. Didn't know you had it in you."
"I fucking want it in me. Give me your big, bad cock, mama."
Sandra grins broadly at that and wraps her hands around my thighs. She narrows her gorgeous eyes, and with a low grunt of pure lust, she slams her dildo into the heart of my slit, wrenching me apart as she spears all the way in. She's balls deep and it stings like it's my first time ever. I barely even know what I'm doing as I let loose with a verbal tirade that turns the air blue around us.
"Fuck my tight pussy, mama. Fuck me hard!"
Every ounce of anger, every frustration I have with my life—my marriage and my job and my flighty sexuality—fades more with every thrust, as she pounds her broad, beautiful hips down against me.
"Please, mama…more?" I say, and it sounds almost like I'm crying. "Harder. Break me open and make me take it."
I yank on the back of her head, drawing her down to meet my mouth. Her toy is bigger than my husband's cock, and it hurts to have her plowing me like this. But I deserve the pain because I'm such a dirty, slutty little wife, fucking all these other women behind my husband's back.
Sandra snarls deep into my mouth and pulls out of my grip. She slides me down until my ass is off the table, and then she pulls out. I start to protest until she rolls me over, and then I gasp in anticipation.
I land my feet on the floor and kink my back, raising my ass and wiggling it. Sandra lands two slaps—one on each cheek—and then guides her toy back home. And this time, when she plows my hot little snatch, the rippled underside of her dildo grinds against my clit with every vicious stroke.
I've never been fucked so roughly in all my life. But even though Sandra's bigger than I am, she's still working with girl muscle. And a deep understanding of female bodies. Every pounding thrust just takes me higher and higher. Every slap of her palm, every grinding grip of her hands on my flesh, hurts just enough. And makes me tingle in ways my husband never could—and never will.
As each little moment gets brighter and hotter than the one before, and everything blurs and smears like it's running outside the frame of the rest of my life, I forget all the ins and outs of every lame and insignificant part of that life I've hidden behind.
All that's left are Sandra's thrusts, and my moans. The slick, sticky sound of her cock plunging in and out of my juiced up snatch. I drag in tiny mouthfuls of air between every wicked syllable as filthy language rolls out of my soul like steam.
"F-Fuck my cunt, mama! Fuck me!"
"I am, buttercup. Take it."
Her cruel pounding turns sharper, sharper…and oh, hell! She knows, now. That's got to be it. The sweet spot. Sandra knows exactly what she's looking for. Like a vampire finding veins. She strokes my sweet, hot center just like that, and she does it even harder.
And that fucking ends me. My whole body tenses, and I clamp down around her toy cock. Sandra keeps it buried in me to the hilt as I climax, and she sprays all kinds of dirty praise all over my sweat-soaked back. Calling me wonderful, filthy little pet names, praising my wanton sluttiness.
When the pounding deep inside me eventually eases, I let my head land on the table with a thud. My arms hang loose, and if not for the fact I'm still impaled on Sandra's toy, I'd probably be a puddle on the floor.
The bigger woman leans down and kisses the center of my back, drawing her tongue up the indentation of my spine, coming higher until she can bite into the side of my neck.
"Mm…buttercup. I don't do relationships, but a girl could get addicted to having a fuck-buddy like you. It's just a shame…"
"Hmmm…?" I haul myself up off the table and Sandra glides out of me. I somehow manage to plant my bottom on the surface and hold eye contact with her. "A shame?"
She nods as she takes her toy off. "That you're spoken for."
I shake my head. "No, I'm not going back to my husband. I'm going to tell him…uh, tomorrow."
Sandra steps forward and pulls me into an embrace. I rest against her firm tits, and wrap my arms around her back.
"I didn't mean him." She kisses the top of my head. "I meant this Claire. I can tell without even meeting her…she's the one you want."
Oh, god. It's only by her putting it into words that I know the truth. That she's right. I haven't been searching for forgiveness.
I've been seeking fulfillment.
From the first woman I ever fucked.
And fucked over.
END OF BOOK FOUR








  
  Getting Her Girl


The entire time driving home from the Sapphire Studio is fraught with emotion. I know I have to tell Rod…well, something. That I'm not the woman I thought I was. The woman he married. 
I definitely don't want to tell him every in and out of what I've been doing, although I need to tell him I've cheated. Though I know for certain now that I don't love him, we've shared a four-year marriage. That's nothing to be dismissed off hand.
Rod's not anything like a perfect husband, and I guess I can see how that made me so ripe and ready for…plucking. But my slutty behavior this week has all been on me. I can try to make excuses but there are none. Only reasons.
So, while I drive, I try to come up with some way to soften the blow for him. Trouble is, my mind is still electrified from everything that's happened since that fateful night at the strip club. Since Claire came back into my life like an avalanche of hot honey. She swept me away, she filled my senses, and if I'm not careful this whole thing will drown me.
The biggest surprise to me is the fact I feel no guilt, though I absolutely should. I've broken my marriage vows, over and over. Plus, in the eyes of the church—which my husband and parents still believe in—I've committed a few deadly sins. Even if Rod wants to try to work things through, that's not going to happen. My marriage is over now, no matter how you shake it.
As daunting as that sounds in this moment, it actually has me feeling more alive than I have in ages. I've no idea how to tell Rod that I'm in love—or at least, lustfully obsessed—with another woman. There's really no way to say it that won't be a kick in the balls.
It's like fate when my phone rings and of course, it's Rod. I sigh, pull on my big girl panties, and connect the call.
"Hello, Rod." No pet names for him, now. Have I ever used one for him? Whatever…I need to keep this clinical.
"Where are you?" The words come out short and sharp, like the bark of a junkyard dog. I imagine it's the voice he uses in court.
"Driving. Coming ho–uh, back to the house."
A moment passes where the only sound is his ragged breathing.
"Rod?"
"Don't, Lena."
"Don't what?"
This time he sighs, and he sounds 20 years older. "Just stop pretending. Y'know, if you wanted to run around like a harlot, you could at least have been careful about it. And doing it with...other women? You're going to hell for that. Don't you realize?"
"I don't believe in—"
"What on earth were you thinking? Do you know what a laughing stock you've made of yourself, and even worse, of me?"
Everything inside me tightens up, and I hold my breath just long enough to let my anger cool. "A laughing stock, huh?"
"There's no point trying to weasel out of this, Lena. If that's how you're going to live your life, then you and your…lettuce licking gal pals can go live in a commune and weave baskets from each other's pubes for all I care. Don't come home until you're ready to grovel. And maybe one day you'll earn my forgiveness."
Forgiveness. It's what I thought I wanted from Claire. In a way it's what's cost me this marriage, and for that I…well, I think I'm glad.
I mean, I should be a mess right now. A month ago, if my husband had spoken to me like this, I'd be cycling between despair and desperation. Right now, even though I'm in the wrong, even though I’ll lose my job as well as my home and marriage…all I can think is that I've dodged a bullet. I come to a stop right outside our place, but I don't kill the engine.
"Well, where you are is not my home anymore, Rodney, and I don't need forgiveness. I truly am sorry that my weakness has hurt you. But this is goodbye.”
I disconnect before he can get out another word. I slip the garish rings off my finger, scurry up to the mailbox and drop them inside.
And now, in what's felt like the blink of an eye, I'm truly free. With all the euphoria and terror that comes with it. Literally, I have nowhere to go right now. I can't expect—nor do I truly want—any charity from my husband or parents. I'm no longer going to live the life they've always expected.
In the end, I drive to some cheap little motel and get myself a room. After so much sex, angst and anger, I need a night of peace. I just hope I can get some sleep.


      ***
Sleep turns out to be the least of my worries. It's my dreams that haunt me. Nothing concrete, nothing I can truly remember. I just know that when I wake, I feel like I've gone 10 rounds with a heavyweight.
A shower helps, even though the water pressure is awful. And the fact I have nothing fresh to wear kinda sucks. Once I check out of the motel, I head straight to the nearest mall and pick myself up some casual wear. My only plan is to get back in the car and drive, once again with no destination in mind, but in all honesty, that sounds like a terrible idea.
And so I do the only thing I can think. The only thing I want to do. I call Claire.
"Hey there, sugarplum," she says, the instant she picks up. It's as if our last conversation never happened. The one where she made it clear I could be her bang-buddy, but nothing more. And where she sent me plummeting head first into sweet decadence at the Sapphire Studio.
The silly thing is, just hearing her voice, free from anger, gives me a burst of energy. It's part hope and part determination.
"Leenie? Has someone's kitty got your tongue, sugarplum?"
"I need to see you, Claire." I'm done with asking. If I've learned one thing this past week or so, it's to stop hiding what I want.
Claire blows out a heavy sigh, and it sounds almost like my husband's did last night. "Are we playing this old game again, shug? Didn't those gals in the back room scratch your itch?"
That pretty much confirms a couple of things for me. One being that Claire's been playing me exactly the way I thought. The other is that she's sure I'm just trying this on for size. That I'm maybe going through a phase, and that I'll go scampering back to hetero sex the moment things get too tricky. Of course, she doesn't know just how far I've gone down this particular rabbit hole.
What I'm truly certain of is that Claire's trying to put distance between us. Like she won't let herself believe I feel anything genuine for her, the way she does for me. Or at least, did.
"Where are you, Claire? I am coming to see you."
"And what if I don't want to see you?"
"Tough." I barely recognize my own voice. Now I sound like Rod. And it seems to knock Claire off her high horse a little as well.
"You sound different, sugarplum. Is everything…okay?” There’s the slightest crack in her armor. I swear it sounds like hope. But hope for what? A future together, or a descent into madness for me?
"I'm not doing this over the phone."
It's like our entire dynamic has switched. She sounds nervous as hell as she gives me her address. As if she's scared of me and what I might do.
Hell, I'm scared of what I might do, too. To say I'm flying blind wouldn't be an exaggeration, here.
I program her address into my phone and I'm pleased to see it's a really short drive. In under 10 minutes I've pulled up outside her apartment building. It's pretty bland, and one of about five similar buildings. I glance up at the second floor and see her out on the balcony, staring down at me.
God, she's all casual, dressed in ordinary house clothes. Tight black T, tight green sweats, bright pink socks. Nothing that matches, nothing with even a nod toward fashion, apart from a thin black choker. And she's an absolute vision—so much hotter even than when she's all oiled up and naked on stage. Even from this distance, I swear there's a spark of hope in her expression, even though there's fear in her eyes as well.
My tension eases slightly with every stair I climb toward her apartment. Taking charge is not really who I want to be. I know that thanks to my session last night with Sandra. But, because of my earlier fun time with Jaymee, I know it's something I can do when I need to. And right now, I need to.
At the front door of Claire's place I pause, and then knock lightly. It's only 9AM so there's not another person in sight. It's oddly peaceful, entirely at odds with the turmoil of sensations whipping around inside me. Each of them some variation on fear.
A moment passes with no sign of any response. Then she opens up, her eyes narrowed and wary. But after a few seconds she stands aside and lets me in.
Once I'm inside, I gaze around, keeping my back to Claire. As she locks the door behind us, I barely take in any of the details of her apartment. I'm not here for an inspection.
"Well, sugarplum?" she says, the taunting back in her tone. "What's got you so worked up?"
It feels as if there's a million things I could tell her. About what's happened over the past few days. About how it's cut away the chains I wrapped myself in. How it's set off a demolition of the life I'd built. But words have limits, and it's so damn easy to get them wrong. I already have, a hundred times with this gorgeous woman.
So instead, I spin on the spot, and I take that one big step toward Claire. I take hold of her sweet head, and she stumbles back until she thuds against the front door.
The fierce, wet impact of my mouth on hers is everything. It's heaven and hell, it's sharp as a needle and soft as velvet. My spine quivers as she whimpers into my mouth and the hair on the back of my neck tingles as she strokes my arms.
Then she pushes me back with sudden urgency, her eyes ablaze with heat.
"What the fuck are you doing, Lena? You can't just…I'm not your little plaything. I won't let you do this to me again."
The brash stripper who offered up a lifetime of casual sex—but nothing more—has crumbled away. I've never seen her so vulnerable. Even back in college, she had a cocksure energy that was hypnotic to me.
But here, now, today I know without a doubt that this is the real Claire. I've cracked the facade and revealed the wounds that nobody can see. Scars she won't show anyone.
And while I'm not responsible for all her choices and experience…I'm certain I'm the push that sent her on the journey.
"Claire, I'm truly sorry."
"Yeah, yeah," she growls. "So you fucking said, a hundred times. If I say I forgive you, will that do? You can go back to Dickie McCumshot and leave me the fuck alone?"
I take a tiny step forward, my hands out to the side. Like I'm approaching a stray. "I know I've said it before. I want to show you that I truly mean it…babygirl." I have no clue where that pet name comes from. It just gushes out like wet silk.
Claire drags in a breath, her eyes flashing wide with shock. Her entire body stiffens back against the door, and I absolutely take advantage of the moment. I glide forward, easing my leg between hers so I can get right up close. I snake one arm around her waist and pull her forward, and I cup her head with my other hand.
And this time, when I kiss her, it's like moving backward through time. Back to when this was how we spent our free time in the dorm room we shared. Back to when she awakened this soul-deep, voracious craving inside me that I was too fucking scared to embrace.
Claire makes those soft, sweet sobbing noises that she used to back then. The ones that tell me I'm doing this exactly right. Her whole body goes tighter than a drum for a moment, and then it's like all the air leaves her. She softens in my embrace and I hold her tighter, in case she's about to fall.
When I glide my mouth down to her throat and take her choker between my teeth, her breath saws in and out, vibrating with what I hope is relief.
It's amazing how neatly Claire and I fit together. As hard as we've each tried to fight it, in different ways and for different reasons, there's a sensual perfection to our pairing that goes beyond the mere physical.
This beautiful woman snaps her arms tight around me, and takes my hair in her fist. She squeezes so hard I see stars, and it's sheer heaven. When she wraps one leg around my waist, it's almost too much, and I struggle to stay on my feet.
"Claire…babygirl…"
"Oh, fuck…"
"Let me show you everything I've learned." I hope she knows I don't just mean sexually. That I need to show her what I've learned about her and myself, about relationships. And about honesty.
"Jesus, Leenie."
I ease back from her but take hold of her hand. Even though I've never been here before, I draw her along with me until I find her bedroom.
We stand beside her bed, frozen for a moment. She's more scared now than I was when she first seduced me in the strip club. And I understand it.
My fear back then was frivolous. It was about how things would look. Claire's scared for her sanity. Her heart. I've never had such power, and there's no way I could ever willingly abuse that.
So I take the first step. I bare my body to her, in the hope she'll understand I'm preparing to bare my soul.
"God, Leenie, you're so…"
"Yes?"
“…motherfucking beautiful."
I bring her hand up to my lips, and I kiss her palm. It's the same thing I did to Jaymee, to ease her nerves. And it works just as well on Claire.
Then I slide my hands down to her waist, and grab her T-shirt, peeling it up and off her gorgeous body. She's bare beneath it and my mouth waters at the sight of her hard nipples. I follow up by falling to my knees, and gripping her sweats.
"Leenie," she whispers. Just that, and nothing more. I hook my fingers over the waistband and pull down, taking her panties along with them. She's waxed bare, and she glistens with wet heat, and oh my fucking god she's so fucking beautiful it hurts.
"Get on the bed, babygirl," I say. It wasn't meant to come out as such a harsh snarl, but it's just the hunger I feel for her. And it works perfectly.
Claire sits so heavily it's like she's fallen, and I prowl up over the top of her. She scoots back until she's all the way on the bed, and I follow every inch of the way until I'm right above her. Until I can press my lips to hers and ravage her mouth with all the hunger I've felt for her, since day fucking one.
As I press down on her, as I invade her sweet mouth with my tongue, I barely register anything but the pleasure pulsing through me. It's only when Claire moans out loud that I realize I'm channeling everything from the past four years into this one moment. The fears that I used as a barrier. The shame that filled my heart when I fled my true feelings. The frustrations of making what I now know was the absolute wrong choice.
But the sweet, suffering whimpers that this sexy woman sings down my throat are as much a balm for my soul as they are a plea to keep going. The silken feel of her body beneath mine is a home I never knew I sought. And it's a heaven I never dared dream I'd find.
I grab her lush, dark mane in my fist and I bend her head back so I can grip that sexy little choker again. I rip it from her throat and fling it away, then plant my mouth down on the sweetness of her flesh. The scent of her body fills my head with clouds, as she scratches her nails deeply down my back.
The way her nipples flick against mine sends electricity across my skin. I take hold of her breast and gently squeeze, but it's like the spark from her ignites me and I grip harder, twisting it, and her soft, needy whimper only makes me hungrier.
My world shrinks until it's only what's directly before me. It's everything in this narrow column of existence. And it's Claire, my babygirl, finally within reach, open to my touch, and begging for me, her sobs flowing like molten lava. The sweet heat of her pussy doing the same against the hardness of my thigh as I grind down against her.
"Fuck, Leenie," she barks. "Don't you keep me waiting! Not one more fucking second."
I growl through gritted teeth, and she parts her delicious thighs for me. I slip myself between them and pump forward, almost like Sandra did to me with that crazy big toy. My pussy kisses Claire's and I thrust and grind and pump like I'm claiming her. It's a sweet little tingle of pleasure but it's nowhere near enough.
I toss my leg over hers and twist, so I my lips meet hers, and I mash myself down on her like I'm riding a horse. Bareback and beautiful. Every stroke of my hips sends fresh tingles through us both, and it's better. But it's still a watered down experience. A stepping stone that's bringing me closer to home.
So I squeeze her perfect tits together and run my tongue down the side of her throat until I reach her collar bone. I flow like water, following the perfect lines of her body, savoring every moment. I glide down between her breasts, and she rolls her neck as if I'm soothing an ache deep in the marrow.
I'm a vicious beast as I ravage first one nipple and then the other. Kissing, sucking, licking, biting, like a cougar on a wounded bunny. Her soft skin glistens with sweat, and I want to drink every drop from her before this day is done. I need to taste everything about her, body and soul. She sets my senses ablaze.
The sweet scent between her legs calls to me, and right now it's not even a matter of simply wanting to taste that heaven. It's beyond my control to even resist. I slide lower, taking a trip around her cute belly button with the tip of my tongue, and I keep on going.
"Oh, god, Leenie…"
That's as far as she gets before I break through my final barrier. I plow my mouth right into the hot, musky heart of her perfect cunt and I absolutely savor the tangy sweetness of her juices. Claire bucks like she's been slapped, and she arches her back, driving her hands into my hair and making fists so tight I see galaxies.
As I drive my tongue deep inside her, Claire writhes with pleasure and whips her head side to side as if in denial. But she keeps pumping her hips forward and back, driving her perfect slit against my face and coating me with her essence. I'm still flying blind here, but I put everything I've learned from receiving into this moment of pure giving. This might not be the forgiveness I once thought I wanted but holy fuck it feels exactly like destiny.
Claire's entire body quivers and quakes like a building being demolished. Strategic detonations here, there, and everywhere, that reduce her body to rubble. To its essential elements.
In this moment I'm a force of nature, with mouth and hands, and I won't stop until I've blown this woman away. I lick and kiss and suck every fold and surface, and I squeeze her slicked up thighs as hard as I can. Hard enough to brand her as my woman, forevermore.
And I suck her pretty little clit into the wanton heat of my mouth, and bite down on it until she's mewing and twitching and wailing for more. I push harder and bend her back on herself, until her sobs are no more than breathy sighs, and her ragged groans evaporate into steam.
Then, and only then, does she open her crystal blue eyes and gaze into mine. She's the most beautiful mess I've ever seen, and it gives me an insane, glowing burst of triumph.
"Leenie…oh, god yes. Don't…just, don't stop?"
I frown like she's insulted me, and I shake my head. Trying to convey my one word reply: never.
She tosses her legs over my shoulders and presses down, digging her heels in as she pumps her sweet little snatch even harder against me. The soft slickness of her lips bunches up around my mouth, the same way mine did when she devoured me that first time. The way it did when Wanda fucked me with her pretty mouth, too.
I pin Claire in place so that she's unable to do anything except take all that I'm giving. I suck on her clit as hard as I possibly can, and I grip her tight ass with both hands. I drive my finger up against her ass hole, and she moans like she's in utter, exquisite agony.
And then, this heavenly goddess comes completely apart against me. She cries out with a ragged wail of release, and she fills my senses with a rich, fresh burst of her scent. Every molecule of Claire's body seems to tremble beneath me as I make her come, and though I can't possibly know this for sure, still I'm absolutely certain nobody's ever made her come harder.
Her beautiful face contorts with the agony of her ecstasy, and she jolts like she's taking impacts. She grips her sheets and pulls so hard they come loose from the mattress. Like she's possessed. I know she makes me feel utterly possessive.
And now that I've taken her all the way, my strength fades. I took charge because I had to. Now I want to give control back to her. Let her work out any lasting frustration on my wet and willing body.
The instant her climax truly eases, she beckons me with her fingers. "Bring that sweet ass up here, sugarplum."
I bite down on my slicked up bottom lip, and crawl forward. When I swing around and place my knees either side of Claire's head, she moans with desire and grips me by the hips, pulling me down to meet her.
The first stroke of her tongue hits me like a bolt of lightning, and my arms lose all their power. I collapse between her slender legs, landing my mouth right on her hot pussy once again.
Claire growls like a wildcat, and she slides her feet up onto the back of my head. She shoves my face into her slit while she devours mine, and I'm absolutely at her mercy.
Exactly where I want to be.
"Mm," she grunts between savage strokes of her magical tongue. "That's it, sugarplum. Eat my fucking pussy."
I moan back at her, sucking on her velvet lips as I pump my fingers inside her. She sits higher and higher, pushing my head down harder until I slide past her pussy and bury my face in her sheets. Claire takes hold of my hips and squeezes, pumping her tongue in and out like a wet velvet cock, pushing me up so far my knees come off the bed and I have to press down with my feet.
I'm bent all out of shape, with my face out to the side and her sexy feet shoving my head down into the mattress. She slides her mouth higher, and runs her wicked tongue around my ass hole, over and over, and I whimper with the sheer decadent delight of it all.
Claire brings her hand up to my clit and pinches it while she plunges her tongue right into the heart of my butt. It's dirty. Filthy, even. And it's got me absolutely coming apart.
Just like in a fucking dream, I arch my spine back so far I'm practically a croissant. I throw my head back in sheer ecstasy and my hair whips down on my shoulders. With Claire's relentless pressure on my tight, wet hole, it's not going to take very long until I'm all used up.
"Oh, Jesus fucking Christ, Claire. Fuck me. Don't you ever stop fucking me…"
"I never will, Leenie. Never."
It's relief and satisfaction as much as pleasure that sends me flying out over the edge. A long, hot burst of delight pulsates deep within my core, as my head becomes too heavy to hold up. I pump my hips back, driving Claire down onto her pillow again, and I land face-first in the heaven of her slit.
As my climax eases, I kiss Claire's sweet, swollen flesh, over and over, and she softens beneath me. For half a minute, we stay there. I rest my head on her silky mound, and she strokes her fingers over my ass.
I find the strength to get up and swing around, landing on her soft body and kissing her pretty mouth. Claire makes those cute little moaning sounds again, and I melt down into her.
She laces her fingers through mine, and lifts my hand to her lips. My left hand, all bare of its heavy-ass jewelry. When she kisses the space where those gaudy rings once sat, I know we're good. That I'm forgiven.
And that I'm home.
THE END
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