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CHAPTER 1

When the plane was finally in the air, Becky took a long, soothing breath. It felt wonderful to finally be on her way. Her hectic, insane senior year of high school was finally behind her, and she would be off to a hectic first year of college in just two months. But before all of that happened, she was off to spend a week on a tiny little cherry farm in Northern Italy.

It felt like the perfect idea. A nice, relaxing week-long pause in between the insanity of high school and the overwhelming burden of college.

She settled further into her seat and looked out the window to see New York City falling away in the distance. “Goodbye, craziness. I’ll see you in a week” she thought to herself.

The flight was long, over nine hours, which would give her plenty of time to collect her thoughts. And after her “going away” party last night, she had a lot to think about.

The party had started out quite normal. Her boyfriend Blake had sent out an invite to the party to anyone who was interested, and lots of people came. It was the summer after graduation after all, and all of her friends were looking for any excuse to party.

They took over a significant section of the eighteen-and-older night club where they usually hung out. She spent most of the evening dancing and having an amazing time with all of her friends. But the part of the party that still stood out in her mind the most, the part that she couldn’t stop reliving, was the kiss at the end of the night.

It was more than a kiss really. It was a desperate-but-short make-out session. And it had not been with her boyfriend. It hadn’t’ even been with a boy.

It was Kerry, the dark, mysterious “goth girl” from her school who she barely knew. She had been dancing right along with everyone else for most of the night, but kept giving Becky looks that she didn’t know how to interpret.

And then, when the night was about to end, she bumped into her in the hallway leading to the bathrooms. And there, in the dark, dirty hallway with the sound of the music from the dancefloor still pounding through their bodies, Kerry had pulled Becky in for a kiss.

Becky didn’t know why Kerry had decided to kiss her. Becky was not a lesbian, and had never dated a girl or even expressed any interest in dating a girl. But that was the least confusing part of the whole event. What confused her far more, was why she gave herself over to the kiss so freely and easily.

Kerry had pulled her in and initiated the kiss for sure, but by the time they broke off, it was Becky that was wishing it didn’t have to end. Kissing Kerry had been a surreal experience for her, and sitting there on the airplane all by herself, she was forced to admit to herself that it had been the best kiss of her life.

The kiss was electric and it made her tingle and yearn in ways that kissing her boyfriend never had. She had wanted it to go on and on, but Kerry had pulled away and smiled a knowing smile, and then disappeared into the crowd. Becky didn’t see her again for the rest of the night.

Becky had always sort of found other girls to be “attractive”. Like everyone else on the planet, she thought that certain female celebrities were “hot”. But she always felt it was in more of a heterosexual “appreciation” kind of way, and not a real attraction. But now, she realized, she may have to rethink that.

She certainly found Kerry to be attractive. She was a gorgeous girl. She likely could have been a model or something, if she had not chosen a darker, more mysterious path and lifestyle. But even through her ripped up clothes and her black eyeliner, it was easy to see how attractive she was. And once they had kissed, she found her ten times more attractive.

Becky had spent the rest of the night in a bit of a haze. Blake had picked up on it and asked her what was wrong. She lied and said she was just nervous about the big trip she was taking the next day.

Blake was a sweet guy that had always been good to her. Like any guy his age, he wanted their relationship to be sexual, but Becky had always resisted. Even though she had great affection for Blake, deep down she knew he wasn’t really “the one” for her. He was a goofy, fun high school boyfriend that would likely never really be more than that to her.

She had even considered breaking up with him but felt that would be such a shitty thing to do right before she left the country. She decided she would think it over while on her trip, and then come home with a much clearer idea of how she felt about him and where they were headed.

But Kerry had thrown a huge monkey wrench into that plan. She was hours into her nine-hour flight, and she was still thinking about Kerry and not Blake.

She decided that she didn’t want to think about anything other than the week she was about to spend in Italy, and took a deep breath to clear her mind and set out reading more of her “tourist guide to Northern Italy” book.

The book was interesting, filled with lots of ideas to do while she was there. For the most part, she was able to forget about her boyfriend troubles and her “I kissed a girl” confusion and just focus on the adventure ahead. Before she knew it, the plane was descending over the most beautiful countryside she had ever seen.

As soon as she stepped off the plane and into the Italian airport, her heart raced with excitement. She was in a completely different country for the first time, and she thought everything about it was exciting and amazing.

She made her way to collect her bags and then headed towards the main exit, where a driver from the small cherry farm was supposed to meet her to give her a ride. She was completely caught up in the sounds of everyone speaking Italian, and the cute shops and bistros throughout the airport. All thoughts of boys and girls and relationships were completely washed away.

Until she found her driver.


CHAPTER 2

Standing right by the airport exit holding a small handwritten sign that said: “Becky Stamper” was a gorgeous girl about her same age with long brown hair, dark brown eyes and the most amazing, magnetic smile she had ever seen.

The question in her mind about her attraction to girls being “real attraction” versus just “appreciation” was answered instantly, and once and for all, as she took in the sight of this beauty. She had never felt such an instant attraction to another human being. It nearly took her breath away.

She approached her shyly and said, “I’m Becky”. The girl’s smile grew even brighter and she nearly tackled Becky with a hug. Becky was awestruck by her, and hugged her back, noticing the smell of cherries in the girls soft, silky hair.

When the hug ended, in accented English that was easy to understand and quite cute, the girl said “My name is Anna, but you can call me Cherry. Everyone does because I am the daughter of cherry farmers.”

Becky said “It’s very nice to meet you Cherry…” but her sentence was interrupted as the girl squealed and hugged her again.

She said “Oh I’m just so happy to have my first American friend. I love America, but I’ve never been there. I expect you to tell me all about it while you are here.”

Becky smiled a bright smile at her. The girl’s beautiful smile seemed to be contagious, and she seemed to have already caught it. She pulled her ticket out of her pocket and said “I need to get my bag. So, you know where terminal… “diciassette” is?

Cherry said “That is seventeen. It’s this way. I’ll show you.”

The girl took Becky’s arm and started leading her down a long corridor. After just a few steps she said: “So, what part of America are you from?”

Becky said “New York, but…” but before she could finish the girl’s face broke out in another huge smile and said “Oh I love New York. So many amazing things happen in New York.”

Becky said “Well, I’m not from New York City, where all of those amazing things happen. I’m from a smaller town in New York state.”

Cherry looked as if she didn’t really understand. She continued to hold Becky’s arm as they made their way to terminal 17 and waited for the bag carousel to spit out her luggage.

While waiting she said “How about Disney World. Have you ever been?”

Becky said, “Well when I was younger…”

“Oh, that’s so amazing. Was it the… what is the phrase… the happiest place on earth?”

Becky smiled and realized two things about Cherry. First, it was nearly impossible to not smile around her, and second, it was also nearly impossible to finish a sentence.

The conversation continued that way for fifteen minutes as they waited for her bags. Cherry asked about Walmart and California and cowboys and Becky started to tell her about each one but was interrupted by another bright squeal and enthusiastic question.

They finally retrieved her bag and made their way out to a large parking lot where Cherry pointed at a small, beat-up looking pick-up truck and said “This is my car. We use it on the farm. You can put your bag in the back.”

Becky lifted her suitcase into the back of the truck and moments later they were on some sort of interstate headed north. Becky looked around and realized that she couldn’t read a single word on any of the signs, and decided that she should have at least studied a little bit of Italian before making this trip.

The conversation in the car was much the same as at the airport. Becky explained that not all Americans lived in giant houses and drove SUVs.

During the pauses in conversation, Becky simply admired Cherry. She was the most gorgeous girl she had ever met, and her smile and enthusiasm nearly gave her goosebumps. Becky had never felt this way about anyone before, boy or girl. She felt so drawn to her and wondered for a moment how much time she would get to spend with her.

When she finally got a chance to ask her own question, she said: “So, what do you do, at the farm?”

Cherry turned and smiled and said “You have come at the perfect time. It is picking season. Right now, every day we pick and gather the cherries. It is the most fun time of the year. We will do it tomorrow. I will show you.”

Becky thought that the idea of spending a few days on a farm in Italy picking cherries sounded like the absolute perfect escape from her normal life. Especially if she would be doing it with this girl by her side.

She said, “Will you and I be picking together?”

This made Cherry’s smile brighten even more and she said “Yes. You and I will be best new friends and partners while we work. Is this… OK with you?”

Becky smiled. In her head, she was thinking that it was far more than OK, but she managed to simply say “That sounds nice.”


CHAPTER 3

After about an hour and a half of driving and talking and laughing and smiling, they pulled off of the main road and onto a small windy one. They drove for another ten minutes and finally turned off onto a long dirt driveway towards a small house on a hill.

As they got closer, Becky could see rows and rows of cherry trees come into view behind the house, and down into a ravine as far as the eye could see.

She said “Wow. Is that… Are those the cherry trees?”

Cherry said “yes, this is our farm. Do you like it?”

Becky said “It’s beautiful. The most beautiful place I have ever seen.”

Cherry looked skeptical and said “Its just a little farm. You wouldn’t think it was so beautiful if you lived here all your life.”

As they pulled around behind the house, they could see activity. Men and women were milling about, and some were driving small carts into and out of the rows of trees. Some of the carts were empty and some were overflowing with cherries.

Becky was in awe. It was like a scene out of some romantic movie. Cherry parked the truck and a woman who looked like an older version of her quickly approached. As soon as Becky got the door open and stepped out, the woman hugged her and said: “It is so good to meet you.”

Becky realized that this had to be Cherry’s mother. After the quick hug, she extended her hand and in a similar accented English, said “I am Ms. Romano, but you can call me Bonnie. I’m Cherry’s mother.”

Becky shook her hand and said “It’s very nice to meet you. I’m Becky. Thank you for having me come to stay for the week.”

The woman grinned and said “It’s no trouble at all. We are so happy to have you. And besides, we plan to put you to work while you are here. But for now, let’s go inside.”

They entered the back of the house, which took them directly into the kitchen. Ms. Romano said “Unfortunately you will not get to meet my husband on your visit. Mr. Romano is traveling from vendor to vendor, coordinating the delivery of all of the cherries we are picking. It keeps him away for a few weeks during this time of year.”

The three chatted for a while in the kitchen, and then Ms. Romano said “Why don’t you take her up to your room and let her freshen up a bit. We’ll have dinner around 9:00 and then tomorrow, both of you will help with the picking.”

Cherry led Becky up a small staircase with her suitcase and showed her into a small bedroom decorated in a very Italian “girly” fashion. She said “This is my room. I hope you don’t mind sharing.”

She pointed to the floor and said “There is a second mattress under the bed I will pull out for you to sleep on. You can just drop off your suitcase anywhere.”

Becky freshened up and the two hung out in Cherry’s room for a bit, telling each other more about what it was like to live in their respective countries.

Becky eventually said “Could I… see the cherry trees. Can we go for a walk through them?”

Cherry bounced up and took her hand and said “Sure.”

She led her down the stairs and out the back door. When they were out the back door, to Becky’s surprise, Cherry did not let go of her hand. They continued to hold hands as Cherry led her to the beginning of one of the tight rows of trees.

The picking activity appeared to be winding down for the day. They passed a few people still carrying baskets and tools towards the house, and then a moment later they were alone.

As they continued to walk, Cherry never released Becky’s hand. Becky’s heart was racing slightly at the contact and the gesture. She was thinking to herself that maybe holding hands was not a big deal at all to Italian girls. Maybe they all did that when they walked. But it was a big deal to her.

Cherry’s hand was soft for the most part but felt course in areas from the manual labor she performed on the farm.

The sun was starting to set and the view was absolutely beautiful. Becky felt again like she was in a movie, walking down a row of gorgeous cherry trees in a ravine in northern Italy, holding hands with the most beautiful girl she had ever met.

Cherry seemed to be calming a bit as well, no longer bursting with questions about America. She said “I guess it is very beautiful out here. I guess when you see it every day, you forget.”

After a few more moments of walking, they stopped and Cherry released Becky’s hand. Becky felt a pang of loss and realized just how much she was enjoying holding the beautiful girl’s hand.

Cherry reached up into one of the trees and pulled at a few cherries until they broke free. She put one into her mouth and smiled, and held the others out for Becky. Becky took one of the cherries and tasted it.

It was softer than she expected and remarkably juicy. It was delicious. She said “Wow. This is wonderful. Delicious. One of the best things I have ever tasted. So sweet.”

Cherry tilted her head, examining Becky with a half-smile for a moment. Then she said, “You are very sweet.”


CHAPTER 4

Then suddenly, a young man leaped out from behind one of the trees and grabbed Cherry up into his arms. Becky let out a shout of surprise and Cherry squealed. She pounded on the young man’s shoulders to let her down and protested in Italian.

The man set her down with a smile, but Cherry seemed to be scolding him. The more she scolded him the more his smile vanished. The two carried on a heated conversation for a minute, and Cherry even pointed at Becky a couple of times.

Eventually, the young man walked off looking defeated. Cherry looked back at Becky and said “I am very sorry about him. He is… asshole.”

She still looked agitated for a minute, but then said: “Let’s head back to the house.”

Becky was confused, having no idea what the two had talked about. A few steps into their walk back to the house, Cherry took her hand once more and said “He is Hugo. He is the only boy around here that is my age, and he thinks that means that he can fuck me.”

Becky was shocked by her use of the word fuck. Not that she and her friends didn’t ever use the word. It was just surprising coming from this gorgeous Italian angel with the cute accent.

She looked at Becky and grinned a bit and said: “Fuck is a naughty English word isn’t it?”

Becky smiled and said, “well, yeah, but I’m ok with it.”

Cherry said “Good. I like using naughty English words. My mother is the only other person around here who speaks English, so when she is not around, I can use all of the naughty English words and no one knows.”

This made Becky laugh and Cherry laughed with her. Then she said “He has been trying to fuck me for a year since I turned eighteen. But…”

Becky looked at her and said, “You don’t like him?”

Cherry looked up at her with a sideways smile and said “I don’t really… like boys.”

This stunned Becky, and she nearly stopped in her tracks but managed to keep walking, still holding Cherry’s hand. Cherry said, “That is OK in America, right?”

Becky said “Yes. It is.”

Cherry said, “It is OK in Italy in some places, but small towns still don’t usually want girls to be with girls.”

Becky’s mind was racing, and her heart started beating faster. This stunning Italian beauty that was currently holding her hand as they walked this romantic cherry-tree-lines path, liked girls. And since meeting her, Becky was absolutely certain that she did too.

Cherry looked a bit stressed and said “My dad doesn’t know. So, I can’t tell Renaldo that I don’t like boys. I just tell him that I don’t like him.”

Becky thought that it was no wonder Renaldo was chasing after her. He was probably madly in love with her. Becky guessed that just about anyone who met Cherry was likely in love with her. She was so magnetic and amazing.

They walked the rest of the way to the house hand in hand in silence. Once inside, they ate dinner and Becky had to tell Ms. Romano many of the same things she had already told Cherry about Walmart and Disney World and such. At around 10:00, Ms. Romano said that they should head off to bed since they would be getting up early to get to work the next day.

The two got set up in Cherry’s bedroom. They chatted for another hour about everything and nothing, and then they both drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, the alarm went off at 5:30 AM. The sun was not yet up, and Cherry blurted out something in Italian that Becky guessed meant something like “I hate getting up this early.”

Becky showered first, and then while Cherry was showering, she realized that she had no idea what to wear to work on a cherry farm. She put on her underwear and a pair of jean shorts and a t-shirt.

Cherry returned a few minutes later with wet hair and a towel wrapped around her. When she saw Becky, she smiled and laughed and said something in Italian.

Becky smiled back questioningly and said “What?”

Cherry said “You cannot wear your good clothes for this job. They will stain and ruin.”

She went over to her dresser and opened the top drawer. It was filled with what all looked like the same type of white clothes. She pulled out a white smock of some sort. It looked like a type of sundress with no real shape or a long t-shirt of some sort with stitching around the edges.

Cherry held it up and said “I wear this to work. I don’t ruin my clothes.”

Becky watched in utter amazement as Cherry dropped her towel to the floor. She was completely naked, and her body, just like her face and her smile, was the most beautiful Becky had ever seen.

Her breasts were medium sized and perfect and had small, sharp nipples that appeared to be stiff from the shower. Her stomach was taught and her hips were small but slightly curvy.

To Becky’s great surprise, she had no hair on her pelvis, and as she moved to reach for the smock, Becky could see the soft lips of her pussy plainly between her legs.

Her skin was a light tan color and was absolutely flawless and her legs and arms were thin but toned. Every inch of her was stunning, and Becky just wanted to keep looking.

But Cherry looked up at her as she lifted the smock, catching her staring. Thankfully Becky had somehow managed to keep her jaw from actually dropping, and was able to look away without seeming too creepy.

Then, surprising her once more, Cherry slipped the smock up over her head and slid it on, with nothing underneath.

When it was on, it came down to her mid-thigh. The fabric was very thin, and showed every bit of her curves, including the stiff nipples. It was no wonder that Renaldo wanted to fuck her. Becky assumed anyone who had ever spotted Cherry in this small, thin smock and nothing else, would want to do just that. Including her.

She smiled and said “This way we don’t ruin our clothes” and then reached out to hand a second smock to Becky.


CHAPTER 5

Butterflies suddenly welled up in Becky’s stomach as she realized that Cherry expected her to do the same. She expected her to strip naked and spend the day wearing only this thin, flimsy piece of fabric.

Becky took the smock but stood there for a moment looking conflicted. Cherry gave her amazing smile and said: “I didn’t think Americans were shy.”

After a moment of hesitation, Becky managed to slip her t-shirt off, and then slip her jean shorts to the floor. She stood there in her small yellow panties and matching bra, and looked back at Cherry who was staring blatantly at her with a smile.

Becky wondered for a moment if it would be too strange for her to wear the smock over the underwear. As if reading her mind, Cherry said “If you want, you can wear the underwear too, but they will get stained by cherries. Your panties are so cute, I wouldn’t want you to ruin them. Best to leave them here.”

Becky took a deep breath, hoping it would bring her the courage to strip in front of this amazing girl.

In general, she knew she had an attractive body. She had smaller breasts, but they were quite perky and wonderfully shaped. Her body was curvy in all the right places, and her ass had received more than one enthusiastic compliment from boyfriends and others. She was confident about her body for the most part, but next to this absolute goddess, she suddenly felt plain.

With a second deep breath, she reached behind herself and unclasped her bra. Cherry was still staring at her as if waiting for the rest of the show. It made her nervous and uncomfortable, but also strangely excited. Cherry wanted to see her naked body, and all of a sudden, she wanted to show her.

She slipped the bra off and out of the corner of her eye, saw Cherry’s smile grow just slightly, which gave her added confidence. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of her yellow panties, and slowly slid them down as well.

Unlike Cherry, she still had a small but well-trimmed tuft of hair on her pelvis. When her panties hit the floor, Cherry’s smile grew obviously wider. Becky tried to pretend that she didn’t notice and that it wasn’t turning her on beyond belief to be standing there naked in front of this heavenly creature, and quickly slipped the smock on.

When it was on, Cherry said “Good” and then took her arm and led her downstairs.

Becky felt like she was still naked. The smock did very little to hide anything about her body and was so thin and light it felt almost like it wasn’t there at all. But she didn’t have a moment to get used to the feeling, as Cherry pulled her down the stairs and out the door.

As soon as she was out the door, she was stunned by the large group of people gathered, talking and working to unpack the tools and supplies for the day.

She got goosebumps at the feeling of being so exposed, covered only by a thin, clingy piece of fabric, in front of so many strangers. For a moment she felt flushed as if she truly was naked and on display for these people. She glanced around and noted that the other women in the group did all have rugged, cherry-stained clothing on under their smocks, and the men mostly wore stained and beat up shorts.

Most everyone also had something on their feet. Boots or sandals of some sort, but Cherry had pulled Becky out the door while the two were still barefoot.

They walked over to a table where baskets were laid out. Cherry took two and handed one to Becky. Immediately, Renaldo stepped up to the same table and made a great effort to examine both Cherry and Becky’s bodies in their clingy, barely-there smocks. Becky blushed and looked away as Cherry said something that sounded quite mean in Italian.

He gave them both an egotistical smile and stepped back into the crowd.

Becky looked around at all of the people and said: “Are all of these people employees?”

Cherry said, “No, normally there is just my mom and dad and me, and those two men there, Lorenzo and Luca.” She pointed to two older men who were stacking tools on the tables for others to pick up.

She said, “The five of us manage the farm for most of the year, but when it is picking season, lots of friends and neighbors come to pitch in.”

Cherry led Becky over to another table where she grabbed a small cooler and then stepped up to one of the two employees. The man smiled as soon as he saw her, and she introduced Becky in Italian.

The man nodded and gave a very friendly smile. The two spoke for a bit, and the man looked at a ragged map of the farm for a minute. He appeared to give Cherry some sort of instructions in Italian.

When the conversation was over, Cherry motioned for Becky to follow her around the side of the house. Becky asked, “What did you two talk about?”

Cherry said “I told him that you and I wanted to work on a row that was away from the group. I prefer not to work right in the middle of all of the chaos. He gave us our own row in the back.”

When they turned the corner to the side of the house, Becky saw a group of motorized carts. They looked like golf carts, but with open beds on the back like a pickup truck. Cherry tossed the cooler and baskets into the back of one and said: “Are you ready?”


CHAPTER 6

The two hopped in and Cherry squealed as they took off down a row in between the cherry trees. She drove really fast and smiled the whole way as they made their way down into the ravine and away from the large group of pickers.

She made a couple of turns and then when they reached the back of one of the rows that backed up to a forest, she parked the cart.

The two spent an amazing day together picking cherries. It only took Becky a few minutes to learn the proper way to pull the cherries from the branches without damaging them.

They talked and laughed as they worked, and the time flew by. Becky found herself more and more drawn to Cherry and gave up any lingering thoughts that she may not be attracted to girls. She was attracted to Cherry in a way she had never experienced before. Her bright smile and her vivid personality were irresistible, and her gorgeous features and amazing, flawless body made it hard not to stare at her. She looked like a work of art as she gracefully bounded around the farm picking cherries and placing them in her basket.

They took a break in the middle of the day to empty their cart and have lunch and then they were right back at it. Occasionally they would stop to relax in the cart, and Cherry even had Becky drive it around a bit, which she enjoyed.

In the evening as the sun started to set, they made their way back to the house. Large tables were set up and they were covered with containers of food. It looked like Cherry’s mom and a couple of the neighbors had spent most of the day cooking a huge feast for the end of the workday.

Everyone sat at picnic benches that had been spread out on the lawn and ate. Becky didn’t understand any of the conversation that was taking place around her, but everyone seemed to be in a good mood, even though the work had been exhausting. It felt like a large picnic at a family reunion of some sort.

When everyone had eaten and the sun had set fully, the crowd started to disburse. Friends all said their goodbyes for the day and made their way back home. Eventually, it was just Becky and Cherry and her mom left, sitting at one of the tables chatting in the moonlight.

Her mom said “Well, I think I’m going to go in and wash up and get ready for bed. We have to do this all again tomorrow you know. You two don’t stay up too late, OK?”

Cherry said “We won’t mom” and her mom walked into the house.

Cherry looked at Becky and a wry grin grew on her face. She stood up and said, “Now we have some fun.” She took Becky’s hand once more and pulled her into a small alcove behind the house with a stone wall surrounding it for privacy. It was like a porch of some sort with lounge chairs and a table.

Becky watched as Cherry filled a large bucket with water and sat it on the table in front of her. Then, to Becky’s surprise, she slipped her smock up over her head and off.

Standing naked in the moonlight, Cherry dropped her smock into the bucket and went about wringing it out. Becky watched in amazement as the beautiful naked girl smiled at her and cleaned her smock in the bucket.

For a moment she thought how strange it was the Cherry thought cleaning her smock was “having some fun.” When she was done, she said “your turn” and then stepped over to a clothesline and hung hers out to dry.

The butterflies rose up in Becky’s stomach as she was once again about to be naked in front of this amazing beauty. Without too much hesitation, she slipped her smock off and began to clean it. Cherry said “You don’t have to get it really clean. Just get the cherry stains out as much as you can.”

When Becky’ smock was clean and hung, Cherry led her over to the corner of the small patio up against the house and turned a nob. A showerhead that Becky had not noticed came to life, and Cherry stepped under it.

She was an absolute vision. Becky felt like she was witnessing something so amazing and so erotic as she watched the beautiful naked girl rinse her long brown hair and clean the dirt and sweat from the day from her body.

Becky felt a bit awkward standing there naked watching, a situation that was resolved quickly when Cherry grabbed her arm and pulled her under the water with her.

Becky let out a squeal when the cold water hit her, and then she joined in rinsing the day from her own body. It was a moment she would never forget, showering outdoors with Cherry. She thought that things just couldn’t get any better, but when Cherry leaned over to give her a simple, sweet kiss on the lips, it did.

Becky stopped in her tracks, feeling so many things as the girl’s soft lips touched hers. It was gentle and sweet and amazing. Becky’s heart raced and her mind was reeling. But the kiss was brief, and Cherry stepped out of the water and waited for Becky to finish washing up.

Becky finished rinsing her hair, her mind racing with thoughts of how wonderful the kiss was, and what it may have meant. She wondered if all of this was normal. Did Italian girls always shower together on their back porches, and kiss each other when they did? Was this just a strange “after cherry picking” tradition?

Becky knew that it couldn’t be and that what was happening was special, but so many unusual things were happening around her, she was nearly overwhelmed.

When she stepped out of the flow of water and turned it off, she realized that they had a problem. They had no towels to dry off with and no clothes to put on. The smocks they had cleaned would not be dry for hours. But Cherry stepped back over to her and said: “Now for the fun part”.


CHAPTER 7

Cherry took her hand and led her off of the patio and out into the back yard. Becky’s heart raced with nervousness as she was pulled into the open back yard naked. She hesitated for a moment and looked around. Cherry gave a laugh and said “Don’t worry. It’s just you and me now.”

Still holding her hand, Becky stopped resisting. She found it impossible to resist Cherry, and would likely go anywhere and do anything she wanted.

Cherry led her back to the rows of Cherry trees. Once they were in between the rows, Becky felt a little bit less self-conscious about being naked and exposed. She found that when the fear and worry subsided, a new kind of excitement about being naked outdoors took over.

She found herself suddenly enjoying her situation even more. She found it wonderful to be walking the farm naked, and even more wonderful to be naked with Cherry. They walked in the moonlight, hand in hand, not saying anything for the longest time. Simply enjoying their time together.

As they reached a small gap in the rows of trees, Cherry suddenly turned to Becky and smiled and said: “Let’s play hide and seek”.

She said “You go hide first. I’ll count to ten.”

The naked beauty turned away and covered her eyes and started counting. She was already at three before Becky started walking. She jogged to her left a bit and turned down the third row she came to. She leaned down as close to the tree as she could and waited.

Cherry reached ten and said, “here I come”. Becky could see her just slightly through the branches of the tree that she was hiding behind. Cherry must have heard which direction she walked in because she turned right in her direction immediately.

Becky was once again in awe at how beautiful she was. She watched the beautiful girl’s bare breasts bounce and sway with each step she took and admired the muscles in her legs and ass. She moved as gracefully as an angel in the moonlight through the trees.

It only took her a few minutes to find Becky and when she did, she squealed her cute, girly squeal and then as she shouted “found you”, she tackled her to the ground.

Becky rolled to the ground laughing and Cherry fell right on top of her, her bare body pressing her into the grass. But as they came face to face, the laughing suddenly stopped, and Cherry leaned in and kissed her again.

It was another soft, sweet kiss. It was gentle and wonderful, and not enough. Becky kissed her back hard. The silly, sweet kissing was replaced with deep, passionate kissing. Becky’s tongue explored Cherry’s mouth desperately, and Cherry let out a soft moan and a long breath as the two made out.

It was as if the two had a passion that had been building since the moment they met, and it was now coming to life in a big way. They rolled to the side and Becky found herself on top as she kissed Cherry as if her life depended on it.

Suddenly she let out a gasp and almost bit Cherry’s lip as Cherry’s thigh slid up between her legs and contacted her pussy. The feeling of excitement and pleasure was almost more than she could handle, and with great effort, she resumed the kiss as she slid her own thigh in place between Cherry’s legs.

The moment her thigh made contact, she felt the wetness of Cherry’s pussy. She realized that Cherry must have felt the same from hers. They kissed and writhed beneath the cherry tree for moments that seemed like hours, their passion building and building. Becky gave up any effort to control herself and began pressing her pussy hard into Cherry’s thigh, feeling almost crushed by the pleasure it gave her.

They rolled again and Cherry was on top once more. Becky took advantage of the new position and slid her hands all over Becky’s body. Her skin felt even softer than it looked. She slid her hand to Cherry’s ass and gripped it tightly, pulling her tightly to her, enjoying the feeling of her firm ass in her hands, and the pressure of her body pressed against her own.

But just as suddenly as the moment had started, it stopped. Cherry pushed herself free and stood up. She reached down and extended a hand to help Becky up.

As she stood, she felt confused and a bit ashamed. She said “I’m sorry. Was that bad? Should we not…”

Cherry, still holding her hand, gave a huge smile and a wink and said “We should. And we will. But we have all night.”

With that, she took off running down the row of trees shouting squeals of happiness into the night air. Becky laughed and took off after her. Once together again, the two walked slowly, holding hands and simply enjoying the cool night air on their bare bodies, and each other’s company.

Cherry led Becky over to a spot where the trees changed from rows to small circles. They squeezed in between two close trees and came out into a circle of grass, completely surrounded by the cherry trees. Cherry sat in the grass with her legs crossed and motioned for Becky to sit too.

Cherry’s pussy was completely exposed and spread in her cross-legged position, and Becky was entranced for a moment at how even her pussy looked flawless and gorgeous and perfect.

Becky sat in the same position and felt a rush at being so blatantly exposed to Cherry. She saw Cherry look between her legs for a moment, and then she said “So, tell me more about your hometown. Do you have a girlfriend there?”

Becky smiled a shy smile and said “No. I…” After a moment of hesitating, she decided she didn’t have anything to lose by being honest and said “I’ve never actually had a girlfriend. I mean, I had… boyfriends.”

Cherry’s face lit up and she said “You haven’t ever done this with a girl? You’ve never been with a girl?”

Becky said a quiet “no”

Cherry looked inquisitively at her for a moment and said: “Why not?”

Deciding to continue with the blatant honesty, Becky said “Well, I guess I never felt that way about a girl before… until I met you.”


CHAPTER 8

Becky barely had the words out before Cherry was on top of her again, kissing her with twice as much desperation as before. They quickly resumed their position with legs intertwined, and Becky nearly shouted out as Cherry’s soft thigh pressed against her pussy.

Cherry reached out and intertwined her hands in Becky’s and began sliding and grinding her thigh into Becky’s pussy as they kissed with amazing force.

Becky soon found herself overwhelmed, and was moaning and whimpering into Cherry’s mouth as the force of her thigh against her pussy pushed her to her peak. She broke off the kiss and tilted her head to gasp and moan and shout as a climax like none she had ever known took hold of her.

Cherry drove her thigh into Becky’s pussy, forcing her wet lips apart and creating just enough pressure on her clit to keep her gasping. Becky gripped Cherry’s hands tightly and arched her back slightly, leaning into Cherry’s thigh as the waves of orgasm washed over her.

She came and came and came, gritting her teeth to keep from shouting loud enough to cause someone to call the police. The force of the feelings she experienced was overwhelming, and she let herself be overwhelmed.

Finally, as if waking up from an unbelievable dream, her climax started to subside. She gasped for air and looked back at Cherry who leaned in to kiss her some more, as soon as she was able to manage it.

The powerfully orgasmic fuck turned back into pleasant kissing and caressing as Becky’s senses returned to her. She felt near tears as she looked up at the beautiful smile on the face of the girl who had just given her such pleasure. But then a new desire welled up inside her. Another desire she had never experienced before. The desire to return the favor.

Never letting go of Cherry’s hands, she rolled her over and ground her thigh up between her legs. The look of pleasure on the girl’s face was indescribably beautiful as she rocked her head back and let out a squeal that became a whimper.

Becky leaned in and kissed her hard as she slid her thigh back and forth over Cherry’s wet and aching pussy. It only took a moment to bring Cherry to the same peak that Becky had just crested. Becky rocked her body back and forth, using pressure and friction to please Cherry’s pussy and light her world on fire.

Cherry exploded in much the same way that Becky had, arching her back and tightening her jaw to stifle Italian words that Becky had never heard before. It was the most beautiful thing Becky had ever seen or experienced, watching this heavenly Italian creature thrash through the waves of her climax.

When it was over, and Cherry was the one trying to regain her breath, Becky rolled off of her and lay down beside her. Cherry finally opened her eyes and looked at Becky with the same amazing smile that had drawn her in the moment they met.

The two lay there kissing and touching and enjoying each other for nearly thirty minutes before Cherry said “We should probably go in and try to sleep. We have work to do tomorrow.”

Becky was conflicted. She certainly never wanted this night to end, but she was also excited about what possibilities lay ahead. They both stood up and made their way back through the trees and up to the house. They stopped to rinse themselves off once more, kissing and caressing in the cold-water shower, before heading inside and up to Cherry’s room.

Without discussing it, Cherry pulled Becky into her small bed with her, and two kissed each other gently and lovingly before drifting off to sleep with smiles on their faces and their naked bodies intertwined.

They woke early the next morning to the sound of Cherry’s alarm. She spit out some unpleasant sounding Italian words and pounded the alarm clock until it stopped screaming. They both showered and then Cherry pulled out two more smocks for them to wear.

They grabbed some toast and then made their way back to their secluded section of the farm to pick. Becky had apprehensions about whether or not what had happened between them in the moonlight was real, and if it would continue now in the bright sun of day. Her concerns were quickly dismissed when Cherry pulled her into a passionate kiss as soon as she stepped off of the cart.

They kissed deeply and Cherry slid her hands up the back of Becky’s smock to caress and then squeeze her bare ass. Becky followed suit, and before they had picked a single cherry from a tree, they were entangled in a passionate moment of kissing, caressing and squeezing.

Cherry broke away from the kiss, and with a deep breath and a smile, said: “I think we will get much less done today than we did yesterday.”

For the most part, the girls were productive at picking cherries during the morning shift. They managed to collect a fair amount of cherries in between their bouts of kissing and flirting and chasing and playing.

After lunch, their attention shifted dramatically. When Cherry reached the end of a group of trees and they moved the cart and baskets to the opposite side of the row, Cherry did something unexpected. She looked right at Becky and then slipped her smock up over her head and off. She tossed it casually on the back of the cart and with a smirk, picked up her basket and resumed picking cherries from the tree, completely naked.

Becky was stunned and quickly started looking around, up and down the long row of trees to make sure no one could see. They had spent the entire day out here the day before, and never seen or heard another person the entire time.

In response to Becky’s shocked face, Cherry said “This is much better. I hate those stupid smocks.”

She looked at Becky as if waiting for her to remove her smock as well, but Becky stood motionless. Cherry said “Oh come on. We are far away from everyone and no one has any reason to come back here. I promise.”

Becky paused for a moment, looking around again and said: “But what if they do?”

Cherry said, “They won’t.”

Becky repeated her objection saying “but what if they do?”

Cherry gave a wink and simply said “Then let them see. Who cares?”

Becky certainly cared. She had no intention of being spotted wandering the farm naked by anyone. But they had not seen anyone the entire day before, of during the morning shift. They were even so far away that they couldn’t hear the trucks or any of the noise that the others were causing.

With a long sigh and a nervous expression, Becky tugged at the bottom of her smock, and then finally removed it.


CHAPTER 9

Cherry set her basket of cherries on the ground and ran to Becky, hugging her tight and kissing her, letting her hands explore her now-naked body as she did. Cherry seemed to love the feel of Becky’s soft skin as much as Becky loved hers, and once they were naked, they spent more time with their hands on each other’s bare bodies than they did on the cherries in the trees.

At one point, Cherry held a batch of cherries in her hand and said: “I think its time for a little snack.”

She pulled at Becky’s arm and both sat on the ground. Then Cherry pushed her backward slightly and said: “Lay down.”

With a curious expression, Becky did as she was asked, and laid on her back in the grass. Cherry made a big production of laying cherries out on Becky’s naked body, on her chest and abdomen. Then, she proceeded to eat them.

She leaned in and sucked a cherry into her mouth that was resting directly between Becky’s breasts. Then she leaned to the side and traced her tongue over Becky’s nipple. Becky sucked in a breath of air, and her nipple hardened quickly in response to the feel of Cherry’s tongue.

Cherry licked and sucked at the nipple, and then paused for just a second to smile up at Becky before she devoured the other one. Both nipples were stiff and Becky had goosebumps all over by the time Cherry moved to taste the next Cherry.

Cherry licked her way down Becky’s body and then sucked in a cherry from her belly button. Becky giggled at the ticklish feeling of Cherry’s tongue on her tummy, but the giggling ended abruptly as Cherry continued to lick her way downward.

She traced her tongue across the small hairs on Becky’s pelvis and moved directly to engulf her pussy with her mouth. Becky gasped in surprise and leaned forward, but Cherry didn’t stop.

Overcoming the initial shock, Becky managed to lay back and take in air as Cherry licked her way across the soft, wet lips of her pussy. Back and forth her tongue went, and Becky’s body twitched and moved in response.

Cherry suddenly stopped for a moment and looked up at Becky’s stunning face. She said “This is the sweetest treat I’ve ever had” and then began to devour her.

She worked her mouth over Becky’s pussy with speed and force that was unexpected and overwhelming. Becky moaned and bucked, feeling almost overpowered. And when Cherry moved to begin caressing her clit with the soft tip of her tongue, she was.

Becky felt nearly panicked at the overwhelming amount of pleasure Cherry’s tongue was creating within her. It was if her brain was not equipped to handle the amount of pleasure her body could feel.

She reached up with her hand and bit down on it, trying her best to stifle the screams and cries that wanted to escape her as Cherry did unbelievable, unimaginable things to her body. With her small, soft tongue on Becky’s small clit, Cherry created massive waves of pleasure that Becky could feel in every nerve in her body.

After the first few minutes, Becky finally managed to get a grip on herself and recover from the panic. After a few more minutes, she climaxed with a force she had never dreamed of.

Cherry continued to caress and tease and love Becky’s clit and Becky’s body thanked her with wave after wave of orgasm. Becky lost all control and gave in completely. Thankfully she was too out of breath to scream, or the other farmers would certainly have been made aware of what was happening in the far-off row of trees.

Cherry’s tongue and Becky’s massive climax slowed at the same moment, and Cherry continued to suck and kiss and taste Becky’s pussy for a long moment as Becky twitched and rocked through recovery.

Cherry finally lifted her head. She smiled and wiped Becky’s juices from her mouth and said “Delicious”. Becky was still in shock at the power of her climax, and in awe at the beauty who had given it to her. Her jaw was open but she couldn’t find words to speak.

Cherry winked again and then moved to stand up. She said “I suppose we should pick some more cherries” but Becky gripped her arm and dragged her back to the ground. She positioned her on her back, and attacked her breast with her mouth, licking and teasing it as Cherry had done to her.

Cherry cooed in response and settled in to enjoy the attention. Becky tasted each nipple until they were stiffer than the cherries on the trees around them and then traced her tongue in a long slow path across Cherry’s stomach and pelvis.

When she reached her goal, she slid back and took a moment to plant a gentle little kiss on Cherry’s gorgeous pussy, causing her to flinch and squeal. She continued to kiss the soft flesh of her pussy lips, parting them gently with the pressure of her mouth over and over again.

Once ever millimeter of Cherry’s pussy had been kissed, she extended her tongue and made an exaggerated sliding movement in the gap between her pussy lips. She licked her pussy from top to bottom and back, teasing over her clit and over her hole.

She loved the cooing and moaning sounds that Cherry made as she played her tongue over her most sensitive areas. She took her time at first but finally settled in to give Cherry the same treatment she had received.

She flicked her tongue once, and then twice across Cherry’s clit, and then moved in to engulf it with her mouth. Cherry responded instantly, and she arched her back, causing Becky to change positions slightly so that she could maintain pressure and friction on her clit.

Over and over she caressed the soft nub as Cherry’s moans turned to gasps and whimpers. Finally, Cherry leaned up and grabbed Becky’s head in both hands. She looked her in the eye and said: “I’m gonna cum.”

The statement caused Becky to smile and spurred her on to double her efforts on the small pleasure button between Cherry’s legs. Her whimpers turned to squeals and then she said something in Italian that Becky assumed meant she was cumming, as she shook and nearly vibrated in the grass beneath the cherry trees.

She let out long breaths and took in short ones as her hips rocked in reaction to the movement of Becky’s tongue. Becky felt an amazing, wonderful power inside of her, knowing that she was capable of rocking Cherry with such great force, using just the tip of her tongue.

Cherry finally collapsed back to the grass and turned her head to the side to try and catch her breath. Becky lifted her head and wiped her mouth and said “You are delicious too” as she looked down at the exhausted but smiling naked girl.


CHAPTER 10

The two girls laid naked in the grass for nearly an hour, talking and laughing and enjoying the afternoon sun. Eventually Cherry said, “We have to at least collect some cherries so no one wonders what we have been up to.”

They forced themselves to tear their attention away from each other long enough to fill their baskets and a decent amount of the cart.

They had gotten so comfortable and carefree in their nakedness that they didn’t notice the sound of an approaching cart until it was too late. The cart turned a corner and was headed right for them.

Becky freaked out, dropping her basket and looking for a place to hide, but Cherry barely moved. As the cart approached, they could see it was Cherry’s mother and one of the employees, Luca.

Becky stood still, unable to move and not wanting to seem crazy by leaping into a tree somewhere.

Her mother parked the cart and approached them. Becky’s mind was racing, preparing to be scolded or worse, maybe even sent home. But Luca and Ms. Romano approached Cherry first and started speaking Italian.

Becky was unbelievably nervous, and the fact that she couldn’t understand a word they were saying to each other made it ten times worse.

The strangest thing about the conversation though was how casual it seemed. Luca and Cherry and her mom talked for a few minutes and pointed around at the trees. She did not know what her mom was saying, but her tone didn’t sound angry or shocked.

During a pause in the conversation, Cherry’s mom stepped over right in front of Becky and said: “So, how do you like picking cherries?”

There were many things that Becky expected Ms. Romano to say as she stood there completely naked in the middle of her cherry farm, but this was not one of them.

Becky stammered a bit and, and Cherry said something to her mom in Italian. Her mom laughed and said “No need to be embarrassed dear. Cherry spends half her time out here without her smock. Everyone here is quite used to it.”

Becky looked at Luca, who did indeed seem quite used to it. He wasn’t looking at Becky or Cherry at all but seemed to be examining the row of trees, trying to make some sort of calculation about which should be picked next.

Becky finally managed to speak and said “I love it. I mean, I’m enjoying the work. It’s fun.”

Mr. Romano gave her another pleasant smile and then looked at the cart. She laughed again and said, “you two haven’t filled this much this afternoon.”

She looked at them both as if she knew what they had really been up to, but just chuckled and made her way back to her cart, and Luca joined her. Before she drove off, she looked at her watch and said “You have an hour until dinner. I’ll see you then.”

As she drove off, Becky looked at Cherry in shock. She said “So you do this whole naked cherry-picking thing… all the time.”

She smiled a guilty smile and said “Not all the time, but sometimes. When I’m picking by myself, sometimes I just… get comfortable.”

Becky said “And people see you. Like your mom, and those other people?”

Cherry shrugged and said, “Yeah, I never cared too much who saw me.” I guess I didn’t want to freak you out about it though. Maybe you would think I was crazy.”

Becky said “You are crazy!” but then laughed out loud. She stepped over to Cherry and kissed her and said: “You are a wonderful kind of crazy.”

They kissed some more and Cherry said “You should be careful. My crazy might be contagious.”

They spent half of their remaining hour picking cherries as quickly as they could, and the other half making out with rabid passion. When they faintly heard the dinner bell ring, they slipped their smocks back on and drove to the house to eat.

When dinner was over and everyone left, they repeated the routine from the night before. They washed their smocks in the bucket, rinsed the dirt of the day away in the cold shower, and then wandered naked back out into the rows of trees, holding hands and talking softly.

They reached a small patch of bare trees at the end of one row, and Becky, unable to control herself, pinned Cherry up against it and began kissing her desperately. She slid her hands all over Cherry’s amazing body until her left hand found its way in between her legs. Cherry’s head arched back for a second as Becky slid her hand over her dripping wet pussy and slid one finger inside of her.

She gasped and then leaned her head back down to kiss some more. Becky kissed Cherry frantically, her tongue moving rapidly inside of Cherry’s mouth as if to taste the moans and the heavy breaths she was exerting.

She slid her finger in and out of Cherry’s pussy and then inserted a second finger. She used both fingers to explore inside of Cherry until she found the spot she was looking for. Cherry arched outward and her ass pressed tightly against the tree as Becky gently massaged her inner walls.

Becky continued to fuck Cherry with her fingers with all of her might, and then slowly added just a bit of pressure on her clit with her thumb, which was more than Cherry could take.

Cherry leaned her head back as far as it would go and cried out at the moon, wailing and moaning through the climax that Becky’s fingers created. She was on her feet with her legs parted, holding onto Becky’s shoulder for support as visible waves of pleasure passed through her from head to toe.

She bucked against the tree and spit out sounds that may have been Italian words or may have been simply gibberish. The orgasm forced its way through her like a tidal wave, and then finally began to subside.

Becky slowed the motions of her hand, and then gently slid her hand around to pull Cherry into a hug, supporting most of her weight as Cherry’s legs had grown weak.

Becky was absolutely amazed. She was amazed at herself for attacking Cherry in that way. Amazed at the reaction she had caused. Amazed at the beauty of the girl she was holding. Simply amazed.

A few short moments later, Becky found herself pinned against the exact same tree with Cherry’s fingers working a magical rhythm inside of her pussy. She loved the feeling of Cherry inside of her and gripped her shoulders to support herself as she spread her legs wider to give Cherry easier access.

Cherry paid close attention to Becky’s reactions, and when she found the spot that caused the greatest quake and quiver in Becky, she focused on it.

Over and over Cherry’s soft thin fingers stroked the velvety flesh inside of Becky, until she closed her eyes and lost herself in the feelings. She felt a new climax forming inside of her, and just as she moved to welcome it, Cherry’s thumb on her clit brought it to life in a big way.

Overcome and overpowered once again by feelings of pleasure stronger than she could handle, she gripped Cherry’s shoulders in a death grip and rocked her body through the waves.

Her vision grew blurry and her breath was erratic as she tried to stay on her feet through the powerful force. Cherry never slowed down, ensuring that Becky felt every twinge and pulse of her orgasm, before finally letting her collapse into her arms.


CHAPTER 11

The two girls spent the next three days working on the farm, growing less and less productive each day. They spent most of their time naked, and when they were not picking cherries, they were kissing and licking and squeezing and tasting and fucking each other like desperate creatures who could never get enough.

Their bodies seemed to burn with a constant need for each other, and they gave into the need as often as they could. It was a heavenly week, but eventually, it had to end.

The fun and joy and pleasure came to an end on Saturday, when Cherry reluctantly drove Becky back to the airport. She got out at the drop off location and kissed her and squeezed her as if she couldn’t stand to let go, but she had to.

Neither girl had any delusions that some sort of long-distance relationship would work. They knew that they could stay in touch, but that the week they spent together would be the only time they got to experience each other truly.

With a final sweet kiss and embrace, Cherry let Becky go, and she made her way remorsefully through the airport. On the long flight home, she relived every moment with Cherry, having to resist the urge to cry and to touch herself on the plane in front of the other passengers.

She smiled though when she realized what a new and different person she would be when she landed and was thankful for the true awakening she experienced with the beautiful Italian cherry farmer’s daughter.
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