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Coming Out in Costume

Summary: Closet high school lesbian discovers her true self as Batgirl.

Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork inspired and was used for this new series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series. Also, thanks for the dialogue from an older comic of Rebecca's that is used as the basis of the plot for the final encounter.

Note 1: This is a Halloween 2015 Contest Story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to Robert, tenzin_p and Wayne for editing this story.

Note 3: All characters in this fantasy are at least 18-years-old.

Coming Out in Costume

I've always been attracted to girls.

I've also always denied that I've been attracted to girls.

My father was a high powered attorney running for Supreme Court Judge, and the last thing he needed was a scandal from his daughter.

No one knew my secret desires.

To my family, friends, teachers and the community mothers, who I babysat for, I was the perfect daughter, friend, student and babysitter.

Yet, truth be told, underneath my sweet, girl next door looks, great marks, compassionate personality, hardworking attitude, and rich family history, was a confused 18-year-old trying to come to grips with her sexuality.

And lately, in my senior year, it has gotten harder.

Every time I'm in the change room getting ready for practice, or after practice, I slyly take glances of my fellow teammates. Each girl has an amazing body, and I wonder if any of them have the same sexuality questions that I have.

I wonder what every female teacher is wearing underneath her conservative teacher attire. Is she bi? What would she do if I flashed her my pussy to her? Would she make me her student pet? Would she make me lick her pussy under her desk?

I fantasized about each woman I babysat for paying me in pussy juice instead of money. I had read many online stories about how many housewives or older woman are bisexual and, even if they are not, would be, if given the right opportunity.

I even began to fantasize about, some of my friends, like Shelia, who had been my best friend since grade three, and had one of the most amazing bodies, and biggest tits I had ever seen. Lately, I had pleasured myself often to the vision of me burying my face in them.



Yet, I had ignored these lingering feelings and fantasies for years... but during summer camp, before senior year, my years of denial became impossible to ignore.

I was already eighteen in the summer of 2015, as I started school a year late because my parents decided to live in Europe for what should have been my kindergarten year. I have no complaints; I always liked being the oldest one in my class and I also loved that I had so many rich, worldly experiences.

My bunkmate, Ariel (that was actually her name), was also a redhead. She was an out and proud lesbian college student who described in vivid detail, while it was just her and I, her many lesbian sexual encounters. These late night stories awoke a sleeping curiosity that I had repressed throughout my high school life.

Even though it was 2015 and being bi was very common and being a lesbian or gay was nowhere near as taboo as it once was, it was still scandalous in the political world and I didn't want to harm my father's upcoming political campaign. He was a good man, and would make a great Supreme Court Judge. The last thing he needed was his daughter being outed as a lesbian.

Ariel said, near the end of summer, "I know the truth, Susanne."

"What truth?" I asked.

"That you play on my side," she smiled.

At first, I didn't catch on, but then I did. I stammered, and my face went red, which only implied the truth way more than my denial, "I-I-I am not."

She laughed, "Yeah, because that was convincing."

I wondered, if she could see through my false façade, who else could? I was doubly determined to hide my sexuality, yet Ariel's accusation was impossible to forget.

When she hugged me at the end of the summer, I felt her large breasts crushing onto mine, and my pussy tingled.

She said, "Don't keep pretending, Susanne. You are only hurting yourself."

"It's not that simple," I answered, no longer denying the obvious.

"It's never that simple," she shrugged, before adding, "yet, it also is that simple. You accept who you are and then deal with the aftermath of that decision."

"I wish I had your confidence," I said, admiring her 'damn with what other people think' attitude. I, on the other hand, always cared about what others thought.

"You do, Susanne," she smiled, leaning in and kissing me on the lips. It was tender; it was sweet; it changed everything. "You just have to believe it first."

From that moment, I had my first crush. A crush that happened too late to act on it. That said, Ariel became my first constant late night fantasy.



That said, now that I was outed, albeit only by one person, I suddenly began having lesbian fantasies like crazy.

I imagined Mrs. Merrinan, my History teacher, making me wait after school to discuss something. I imagined her making me crawl under her desk and service her. I imagined her waiting for me after a football game.



I began losing focus in class, my head constantly creating inappropriate fantasies.

That said, the fantasies also occurred outside of school.

While babysitting for Mrs. Long, I couldn't help but wonder what this beautiful mom of three (she had a seven, four and two year old) looked like under her usual short and tight outfits. Mrs. Long was also very touchy-feely and unbeknownst to her, she gets me very hot and bothered.

She was the poster woman for the male fantasy of a soccer mom, but for me she was the poster MILF for my lesbian fantasies.



That said, my biggest fantasy was being with my fellow cheerleaders. Although I was generally in control at school, as a cheerleader, my fantasies were generally of being somewhat submissive. Not in a kinky bondage sort of way, but in an 'eager to please' sort of way.

More times than not, my bedtime fantasy, with my vibrator on high, was being a submissive pussy pleaser for the entire senior portion of the squad.

I imagined coach watching as Sarah kissed me.

I imagined the others watching and learning that I was eager to please.



I imagined being in the dressing room and serving Peggy, Kara, Amanda, Josie, and even Coach Neubauer.

I imagined going to a football game and performing without panties.

I imagined being blindfolded and forced to please stranger pussy after stranger pussy.

All these fantasies were in my head as Halloween approached.

My desire to finally taste pussy, to explore my blooming sexuality, were driving me to the brink. I had started chatting online and had spent a few days chatting with another girl, who also lived in my city, who was a lesbian too. We hadn't shared photos, real names or real locations yet, but she was eighteen too, although she had already come out... although rather recently.

Superchick: What are you wearing for Halloween?

Shygirl9: I'm going to be Batgirl.

Superchick: No way.

Shygirl9: She's my favourite female superhero.

Superchick: She's my second favourite.

Shygirl9: Who's your first?

Superchick: Supergirl.

That made sense, I laughed to myself, her username suddenly making sense.

Shygirl9: There is a new show coming out about Supergirl.

Superchick: I know! I can't wait. She looks super-hot.

Shygirl9: Yes, she does.

Superchick: So you will be wearing a mask then?

Shygirl9: Yes.

Superchick: Want to spice up our online relationship?

Shygirl9: Um, okay.

Superchick: Go put your costume on.

Shygirl9: Why?

Superchick: Just do it. I will too.

Shygirl9: Okay.

I went and grabbed my outfit. I put it on, including the mask and returned to my laptop.

Superchick: Is it on?

Shygirl9: Yes.

Superchick: Let's go onto Skype.

Shygirl9: Really?

Superchick: Sure. You have a mask.

Shygirl9: What about you?

Superchick: I have a computer program that distorts my face.

Shygirl9: I should get one of those.

Superchick: It is handy. Although I'm hoping to actually meet you soon.

Shygirl9: Me too.

The past few days our chats had become more honest and more sexual. I had admitted my insecurities and my fantasies. I felt completely comfortable with a person who I had no idea of what she looked like. Now I could... kind of.

Superchick: So, want to officially meet? Kind of?

I was wearing a mask. So I shrugged, there wasn't much risk here.

Shygirl9: Why not?

Superchick: YAY!!! Let's do this.

Shygirl9: Agreed.

We both logged into Skype. I took a deep breath as I waited for the picture to come on.

Then it did.

She was real! She was blonde. She looked beautiful... even though her face was digitally blocked suddenly annoyed me.

"Wow, you look sexy," she said, her voice was sexy as hell.

"As do you," I said, already annoyed by not being able to see her face.

"Even with the digital box over my face?" she asked.

"Somehow, yes," I said, before adding, "although now I really want to see your face."

"You do?" she asked.

"How couldn't I?" I joked, "The rest of you looks amazing."

"Well, be a good girl today and maybe you will get a treat," she purred, her voice dripping with sexy innuendo.

She knew I was submissive and our previous role plays were where she was in charge. She wasn't dominant, she just was the one making the decisions, guiding the role play.

"Smile for me," she ordered.

I did.

"Do a sexy pose for me," she said.

I did, giggling while doing it.

"Looks like you have some nice perky tits," she said.

"They are small, but my nipples are big," I said.

"I can tell," she nodded. "Stand up and back away a bit, I want to see the full costume."

"Okay," I nodded, standing up, backing up a bit and posing.

"Back up a bit more," she ordered.

I did.

"What a hot costume," she said. "If I was there right now, I would devour you whole."

"Is that a promise?" I teased.

"A guarantee," she said.

"Maybe we do need to meet up soon," I said, the idea of her being my first was very appealing.

"If I had you once, you'd fall in love with me," she said.

"It's a risk I'm willing to take," I flirted back.

"Turn around," she ordered. "I want to see the back end too."

I obeyed.

"Can I see that ass?" she asked.

I bent over.

"Very nice," she purred. "Pull your costume down for me."

"Really?" I asked.

"If you show me your ass, I'll show you my face," she offered.

"Really?" I repeated, super curious to see behind the annoying digital thing.

"I promise," she said.

The offer was intriguing, yet a little nerve wracking too. But, after considering I was still wearing a mask, I figured what the hell.

"Okay," I agreed, nervously.

She said, "It's just between me and you."

I slowly pulled the pants down to show my ass.



"That's one fine ass," she complimented.

"Thank you," I said, always liking a compliment.

"Want to see me now?" she asked.

"Please," I answered.

"Okay, close your eyes and count to five," she said.

"Okay," I agreed.

"I'm going to give you a sexy pose," she added.

"Yummy!" I said.

"As are you," she replied, before saying "begin counting."

"One-two-three-four-five," I counted. I opened my eyes and gasped. Not only was I staring at a blonde beauty, I knew her.



"You like?" she asked.

"I-I-I do," I nodded, as my head was spinning. The girl I had been sharing my inner secrets with was the head cheerleader for my school's biggest rival.

"It doesn't sound like you do," she said, spinning around and back to the camera.

I quickly tried to recover as I said, "Oh, I do. I'm just in awe of your beauty."

She laughed softly. "Why thank you."

A couple of minutes later, her mother called, "Dinner, Sarah."

She said, "Uh-oh, now you know my real name."

"And it so fits you," I smiled.

"I want you to come to my Halloween party?" she asked.

"Really?" I asked.

"Yes, I really want you to come to my party," she repeated, stressing the word 'come'.

"Um, I," I began.

"I really want you to come," she said, again stressing the word 'come', before adding, "Wear your costume if you want to keep your identity secret."

I pondered this for a moment, before nodding, "Why not."

"You'll come?" she questioned.

"I'll definitely come," I responded, stressing the word too.

"Good," she said, "I'll send you my address."

"I can't wait to come," I said, keeping up the naughty word play.

"I can't wait for you to come too," she smiled. "Okay, I got to go. I'm pretty hungry. I need something to eat."

"I could use a nice snack too," I playfully retorted.

"See you Saturday," she winked.

"I'll be there," I nodded.

"Bye," she smiled.

"Bye," I said back.

Once logged off, I fell back onto my bed and immediately moved my hand instantly to my pussy over my Batgirl suit. I couldn't believe it was Sarah. I couldn't believe she had invited me to her Halloween party. I couldn't believe I had said yes.

I closed my eyes and pleasured myself imagining a rather kinky Halloween party.



As I pleasured myself, a new fantasy popped into my head: having Sarah just take me after a football game, in front of my fellow seniors.

After the game we just lost, Sarah comes up to me and says, "So you lost."

I shrugged, trying to look strong in front of my fellow cheerleaders, "Well, we lost, I guess. But only because all your players are on steroids."

Sarah laughed, "No, you lost."

"Excuse me?" I said, worried she was going to do this here, in front of my peers.

"Or likely, in your case, you won," she smirked.

"I usually do," I shrugged, trying to look strong in front of this beautiful cheerleader, yet actually kind of excited as to what was to come.

"Take off your outfit," she ordered.

"Yeah, right," I scoffed, even though I knew we had made a bet before the game that the loser would be the winner's bitch.

"Now!" she said, staring at me with a 'don't-fuck-with-me' attitude.

My pussy dampened, yet I was paralyzed with indecision, as I knew I had witnesses. Finally, I whispered, "Please, not here."

"A bet is a bet," she said, "now do it!"

"Fine," I said, as I quickly pulled my outfit off. "Are you happy?"

"Sports bra too," she ordered, looking over to my two best friends.

I didn't look behind me as I took off my bra.

"Knees, slut," she ordered.

"You can't be serious," I said, looking back to my friends who were staring in disbelief... yet oddly not saying anything.

"Now," she sighed. "I don't have all day to be in the slums."

"Whatever," I sighed back, getting onto my knees.

She moved behind me, pushed me down so my chest was on the ground, and then sat on me.

"What the hell?" I asked, startled, as she grabbed my ponytails and pulled me back up.



"Just doing my victory lap," she joked.

Humiliation burned through me, yet so did undeniable pleasure.

"You like being my pet?" she asked.

"God, no," I answered, lying for the sake of my pride and my friends, who were still watching; still not doing anything.

She pulled me back more, pulling my hair, "Really?"

"Please, stop," I whined.

She laughed, "My pet is probably hungry." She quickly got off me, rolled me onto my back, and sat on my face. "Eat crow, slut."

I could no longer see my friends, all I could see was pussy. Resigned to defeat, I leaned up slightly and began licking.

Suddenly, I came... hard.

I shook my head as I lay in my own cum.

Why did I always fantasize about being controlled?

Why did I get turned on by humiliation?

Why were my friends there watching? Did I subconsciously want them to know that I wasn't straight?

These questions and many more marinated in my head as I pondered the pros and cons of going to this Halloween party.

My body definitely wanted to go.

My head wasn't so sure.

.....

For two days, I kept asking myself that same question.

For two days, I pleasured myself half a dozen times as I imagined Sarah and I having sex.

For two days, I flip-flopped back and forth between going and not going.

For two days, I avoided going online, but the temptation was there.

And then it was Halloween.

I went online to tell her I wasn't going.

There were a few messages from her.

Superchick: U there?

Superchick: My address is 1275 Washington Lane. It's a big brick house.

Superchick: Hi.

Superchick: I hope u r not ignoring me.

I felt bad as I read these. I wasn't ignoring her to be rude, but because I didn't trust myself.

Superchick: I expect u at my party!

Her firmness instantly had my pussy wet.

Superchick: It's time you made your fantasy a reality.

She was right, of course she was right. Yet, my insecurities still controlled me.

Superchick: Here is a picture to whet your appetite.

Then, I was in lesbian heaven. The picture had me drooling and had me changing my mind. How could I possibly say no to that?

Superchick: Party starts at 8. Come by at 7 for a pre-party snack.



I stared at her pussy forever.

I couldn't believe she would send such a picture in today's digital world.



She trusted me that much.

It was then that I knew that I had to go; I had to take the risk; I had to explore.

Shygirl9: I'll be there.

Shygirl9: At 7 exactly.

Shygirl9: I'll be starving.



Shygirl9: Thanks for the picture.

I sat there for twenty minutes for a reply, but none came.

Thus, I kept my laptop on and did my usual Saturday chores.

When I came back in my room, there was a message from her. A rush of adrenaline coursed through me as I sat down to read it.

Superchick: Awesome. Don't be late. Tonight is a night to dance with the devil.

I stared at those words before responding.

Shygirl9: The devil? I was hoping to take you to heaven.

As soon as I sent it, I felt silly. The words were corny. I again waited, but she didn't respond.

I went and showered.

I shaved my pussy completely bare. I read online somewhere that it was in style. I had been doing it for a couple of months, so it didn't take long.

I put on my sexy, yet disguising costume.

I headed out, leaving early, so I wouldn't be late.

All during the drive, I kept having second thoughts, yet they were squelched by the fact that I was disguised. I needed to explore my sexuality and find out if I was indeed a lesbian and I wanted it to be with Sarah.

Reaching her house fifteen minutes early, I waited; I didn't want to seem too eager.

Suddenly, a couple minutes later, there was a knock on my window.

I jumped.

It was Sarah.

I rolled down my window.

"Come on inside, Batgirl," she smiled, looking even more ravishing in person in the sexy outfit. "It's time for some super fun."

"Super fun or super cum?" I playfully asked and then was shocked by my forwardness. This was not something I would say.

"Well, both," she smiled. "Are you coming?"

"Not yet," I joked, as I got out of the car.

"You sure are an eager beaver," she smiled, surprising me by taking my hand and leading me into her home.

Sparks flew through me at her touch; I couldn't believe how natural it felt to have her hand in mine. Chemistry meeting biology.

She asked, "Was my house easy to find?"

"Yes," I nodded, knowing that her house and mine were likely the two biggest in the city.

"Great," she smiled. "I can't believe you are here."

"Me either," I nodded, as we reached her front door.

"But I'm super excited," she smiled, turning to look at me.

"Me too," I said, no trepidation at all in my voice.

"Come inside," she winked, as she led me into her home.

"Wow, you went all out," I said. Her entire home was decorated for the party.

"I love going all out," she shrugged, leading me down a hallway, up a flight of stairs and to what was obviously her room.

Once in her room, she sat on her bed and said demurely, "Come here."

I did; the only feeling inside being anticipation of what was about to occur.

She smiled, "You look so sexy."

"You look super sexy," I replied, as I took the initiative and leaned in and kissed her.

She kissed me back and more fireworks exploded through my entire being.



Her lips were so soft and tender.

The kiss was so intimate.

Two becoming one.

Any lingering doubts about my sexuality squelched in one moment... one kiss.

Breaking the kiss eventually, she smiled, "Wow!"

"I was thinking the same thing, but with a million exclamation marks," I smiled.

"I don't know why," she said, looking nervous suddenly, "but there is something about you that has been playing in my daydreams ever since we first started chatting."

"I felt it too," I smiled, feeling that somehow this was not just about sex between two 18-year-olds; it was something more.

"Good," she purred, as she leaned in and kissed me again. Her hand was going to my leg.

I melted back into her. The kiss, this time, more urgent, as our tongues began to explore each other's mouths and our breathing began to get heavier.

"I need to taste you," she said, breaking the kiss. "I want to be your first."

"You can be my first everything," I said, so intoxicated with her.

"I should have had you come over earlier," she sighed, glancing at the clock.

"Let's make up for lost time," I said, not caring about the party.

"Get on your knees," she instructed.

I quickly did, as I teased, "What do you have in mind?"

She moved to my Batgirl pants and pulled them down. She answered, as her fingers went to my already very wet pussy, "To drive you bat crazy."

I laughed, as I moaned. Her fingers felt so good on my fevered pussy. Other than a couple guys who had awkwardly fingered me, when I tried to deny my sexuality, no one had ever touched me there; no one had touched me there with such tenderness (men were rough and clueless). "I may end up your super pet," I said, giving hints to my slightly submissive nature.

"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she slid two fingers inside me.

"Oh God," I moaned more loudly than I'd meant to. An intense pleasure instantly coursing through me as her fingers filled me.

"You're pretty wet," she said.

"Am I super wet?" I joked.

"I can only imagine how much you will flood when you come," she purred.



"You may have to redo your make-up," I joked, knowing how much I squirted,; it was almost like I was peeing.

"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she slid her fingers out and then added, "Let's taste you."

A moment later I felt her tongue make contact.

My whole body trembled and I moaned, "Oh, my."

"It's time to show you what real pleasure is," she said, as she began licking me.

"I'm learning quickly," I responded, as my whole body felt like it was on a pleasure fire. My head was light; my fingers were tingling; my pussy was leaking.

For a couple of minutes, she licked and probed, and my orgasm built quickly.

I warned, as my breathing began to get erratic, "I'm going to come soon."

"Come for me, baby," she softly said. "I want to drink from your fountain."

"Oh, God," I moaned, knowing I was seconds away from euphoria.

"Come baby, come on my face," she demanded tenderly, an oxymoron, yet true.

"Kkkkkkkkk," I whimpered, biting my lip so as to not scream, having no idea who may be here, as my orgasm flooded out of me like a water balloon popping.

"MMmmmmmmmmm," Sarah purred, as she lapped up my cum like she was a kitty trying to clean her bowl.

"So good," I weakly moaned, as the pleasure kept pulsing and pulsing through me. It was like a never ending wave.

"I agree," she concurred, as she kept licking.

Finally, my pussy got sensitive, I asked, "Please, stop."

As if reading my mind, she asked, "Your pussy getting sensitive?"

"A little," I nodded, as I rolled onto my back.

"It happens sometimes," she shrugged.

"Wow," I said, looking at her. Her face was shiny with my juice.

"Wow, indeed," she smiled. "So have I converted you to an all-out lesbian?"

"Maybe," I nodded.

"Only maybe?" she asked, giving me a mocking pout.

"I think I need to return the favour to know for sure," I said.

"Oh, in that case," she smiled, lifting up her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties, "we better make sure you are addicted forever."

"I think I already am," I smiled, as I watched her straddle my head and lower herself on me.

I didn't hesitate; I wanted to taste her; I needed to taste her. I leaned up slightly and began to lick.

Can there be fireworks on your taste buds?

Can you know in one second that you are definitely 100 percent sure you are a lesbian?

Can you fall in love this way?

I didn't know the answers to these questions in theory, but at that exact moment, that was how I was feeling.

Even though I had no idea what I was doing. I licked and probed and licked.

Sarah moaned, "So good, baby."

I loved that she called me 'baby'. I wished she'd call me by my real name; the name I had not yet given her.

It made me confident I was doing okay and I kept kicking, kept probing. After a couple of minutes, I wanted to change positions; I wanted to be in control. I asked, "Can you roll over onto your knees, Sarah?"

"Sure," she said, rolling off me and into the position I requested. "How's this, baby?" she asked, as she posed for me. Her ass looked like a juicy ripe apple ready to bite.

"If this was what Eve saw," I smiled as I moved to her. "I can understand why she bit the apple."

Sarah laughed, "Bite away, baby."

I moved my fingers to her pussy while I kissed her ass cheeks.

"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, "that feels so good".

Although I had never considered a butthole to be sexy, as I stared at hers; I was drawn to it. I kissed it as my fingers teased her wet pussy.



She moaned, "Oh, you bad girl. How did you know I liked my butthole licked?"

I joked, as I swirled my tongue around her rosebud, "My super senses."

"Well, they're super awesome," she moaned.

After a minute, she said, "I'd love to have you lick my butt all night, baby. But guests are going to show up soon."

"Sorry," I apologized.

She laughed, as she rolled onto her back and spread her legs, "No, I'm sorry."

"Can I finish what I started?" I asked, moving between her legs.

"You better," she smiled. "If you don't, I won't be able to think straight."

"I don't want you thinking straight anymore," I smiled as I lowered my face to her glistening pussy.

"Oh, I definitely don't think straight," she giggled and moaned, as my tongue flicked her clit.

Knowing time was of the essence, I didn't savour her taste like I wanted to. Instead, I slid two fingers inside her while teasing her swollen clit.

"Oh yes, finger fuck me, baby," she moaned, as she lifted her ass up.

I maintained the double pleasure, furiously pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy, while simultaneously sucking on her clit.

"Oh God, don't stop," she demanded; her hand going to the back of my head.

I didn't; I wanted to hear her come; I wanted to feel her come; I wanted to be the one to make her come.

I was rewarded a little while later as she screamed, not attempting to muffle her scream of pleasure, as her legs stiffened and her ass again rose, "Yes, baby, I'm coming."

I eagerly licked the juice that leaked out of her and onto my tongue.

"Oh, oh, oh," she moaned, crashing back to the bed. "Sooooo good."

I kept licking until her orgasm was done.

Finally, she asked, as she got off the bed, "So?"

"So, what?" I asked, smiling, as I licked my lips to get any last remnants of her perfection.

"Brat," she laughed, as she pulled me off the bed and kissed me.

Breaking the kiss, she smiled, "Damn, I taste good."

"I completely concur," I nodded.

She moved close and said, "Can you take your mask off?"

I no longer cared about hiding who I was. I knew I didn't love her; this wasn't a lesbian Romeo and Juliet, yet I knew I liked her... a lot.

I nodded, and took off my mask.

She smiled, "It's good to finally meet you, Susanne."

"You knew it was me?" I asked.

She nodded. "I have friends who are really good with computers. By the way, you should heighten your computer's security."

"I guess so," I said, feeling much more vulnerable and insecure without the mask.

"Susanne," she said, taking my hand and looking into my eyes. "I want this to be more than a sex thing."

"Really?" I asked, surprised.

"I knew I did after a couple of our honest conversations," she said.

"Wow," I said, butterflies in my stomach.

"Do you want to be my girlfriend?" Sarah asked, looking nervous herself... kind of like Julia Roberts in Notting Hill when she declares her love for Hugh Grant.

"That would be super," I smiled.

She leaned in and kissed me one more time, just as the doorbell rang.

"We have guests," she said.

I put my mask back on, and then took her hand, "I'm hoping for a night cap."

She smiled, as she took my hand, "I'm hoping to have an all-nighter."

I followed her out, knowing that my life had forever changed.

THE END

Although I didn't use this photo, I thought I would leave you with it as I love it, but it just didn't fit the plot.

Jasmine October 2015
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This story was inspired by Rebecca's many art collections, including 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'.

Lastly, this is my fourth collaboration with Rebecca for Literotica. If you want to read my other stories with her artwork (which are not related at all to this story) please search:

Straight Housewife Blackmailed

"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair

Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge
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