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The Hen Night

I was actually very surprised by my alcohol intake. Being only 19, I was still going strong at 4am on a, now, Sunday morning. My name is Monica, and this is my best friend’s hen night, which we decided to have in Prague.  Being Brits, we couldn’t think of anywhere better to go to have a cheap, yet different night out.  It started the moment we landed in Prague, the town renowned as the best place to have a stag night, we wanted to know why, so us five girls took the hen night here. Now we knew! The alcohol was cheap, and the clubbing was amazing! 

Dancing away to some banging techno at a night called Mega at Club Roxy, we had had about ten beers each, numerous shots, many lines of some white powder we believed was coke, and each did a couple of pills of E. But by mid-morning, we were beginning to tire from dancing and decided to go somewhere else.

We walked through the medieval town, round the streets until we found a bar that picked the fancy of Tamara, as it was her turn to choose. 

“This one’ll do!” She exclaimed.

“Nightclub Amour? Sounds like a brothel to me.” Sally said.

“Nonsense!” Tanya, the bride to be announced. “Let’s go in!”

We headed inside, following a black light leading us down the purple corridor, and found a place to sit down. To me the place looked like a brothel, and the group of ten women dressed in sexy lingerie led me to believe it really was, but I was too drunk to do anything about it.  In the corner of the room was a small stage with a pole, and in the middle of the room was a disco ball, completely out of place.

“We would like some champagne please!” Kelly announced to anyone who cared to listen.

One of the sexy girls stood and walked over to our tables. She was dressed in an extremely sexy red satin and teddy, and matching self-holding stockings.

“We are actually closed now and we were about to lock up, but we weren’t going anywhere, so if you would like to stay and drink, we can lock the door, if you don’t mind us joining you?” The sexy girl asked.

Tamara seemed over the moon. “See! Yes, that’d be lovely.”

The girl was called Sandra. She brought over the champagne, and pulled the tables and chairs together. I thought it quite strange that instead of them all sitting together in one group, they actually each sat in between us or around us.  However, the mood was good and soon we were all talking about the hen night etc. The working girls were saying they hated stag nights. “The drunk men can be so rude! But anyway, you are the first hen party we have had in here.” Sandra explained.

“We don’t get many women in here at all, but we get some occasionally.” Another girl sitting next to me said. Her name was Katka, or Kate, as she liked to be called.

I decided to ask the question which was on most of our lips. “Is this a brothel?”

The girls burst out laughing. “You mean you didn’t know?” When Sandra said this, Tamara spat out her champagne in laughter.

“You mean we’ve walked into a brothel?? HAHA!” She laughed, and after a moment of awkward silence, we each began to chuckle, descending into outright laughing fits.

Of course, we had to learn more, so we began talking about their experiences with the customers, learning about the kinks people come in with, their general feelings about the profession, and how some of their customers had actually fallen in love with them. 

“How much do you normally charge?” Kelly asked.

“About 1000 crowns for a blowjob, 2000 for one hour of full sex, 3000 crowns for S/M treatment and anything kinky.” Sandra explained.

“So that’s about 30 pounds for a blowjob? Wow.” I said, thinking how cheap it was. 

All of a sudden I felt a hand on my leg, rubbing it slowly; it was Kate’s. I looked up at her but she wasn’t even bothered by it. She didn’t even seem to notice she had her hand on my leg. Then suddenly I felt another hand on my other leg. It was Sandra, both were rubbing my legs. Soon I felt both of them tugging at my skirt under the table.

I decided to take action, and I pushed their hands gently away, nervous about the situation, as I had never been with a girl, and honestly, the thought never even entered my head.

“Don’t be scared.” Sandra whispered in my ear, and they both but their hands back on my lap. 

Tanya asked a question I didn’t expect. “How much do you charge to, you know, do it with a woman?”

The girl next to Tanya smiled. “Normally, 2000 czk, 60 pounds, but as we said, we are closed, so anything we do now is free of charge. Just think of it as our gift to you.”

Tanya, who seemed to be having a little trouble speaking stood up and lowered her skirt which was nearly at her waist and pulled at the hands of the two girls either side of her. 

“Tanya, what’re you doing??” Sally asked, showing the same amount of surprise as me.

“I’m going to enjoy being single one last time.” Tanya purred, giving us a cheeky smile.

With that, Tamara stood and said, “I’m going to get me some pussy!” The two girls which sat with her lead her to a bedroom. 

The remaining prostitutes stood. The ones near Kelly whispered something into her ears and each kissed her on the mouth. Kelly smiled at me and left towards a room. 

The ones with Sally tried to convince her to go with them to a room but she refused to go. “I’m not like that,” she complained, “are we Monica?” 

“Sorry Sally, I want to give this one a try.” I told her.  Sally’s mouth dropped open in shock when I said that; so shocked in fact, that she stood and walked with the girls to the bedroom without knowing it. 

I stood and turned to face the girls. Sandra was a tall, thin creature, who was so beautiful she could capture the hearts of anyone and everyone, but her long dark hair was styled in such a way that she looked like a minx. Kate was just as gorgeous, with her flowing blonde hair, and huge D-cup breasts. Both had waists like mine, very thin, with small tight buttocks. 

We kissed tenderly. First Sandra, then Kate. Then they led me to a bedroom. As we passed Sally’s room, we stopped. The door was still open; Sally was now naked and had her arms around one of the girls as they kissed. The other girl was kissing her neck from behind.

We continued past the other rooms. Tanya’s door was open too. She was lying on the bed as one of the girls fucked her with a strap-on and the other sat on her face and made Tanya lick her pussy. 

I was extremely wet as we finally entered our room. The moment the door was shut, Sandra threw me against the wall and kissed me hard. I wrapped my arms around her as I felt Kate kiss my cheek and forced a hand up my skirt and down my panties. 

“Oh god! Wow!” I screamed, as I felt Kate’s fingers enter my soaking pussy. Sandra pulled my tank-top up and off me, then she unlatched my bra, letting it fall from me and onto the floor. Kate pulled my knickers right down and off, which was then followed by the skirt. Finally, I was pulled to the bed.

Lying on the bed, Sandra leaned in to kiss me on the lips.  The kiss was soft, long and slow.  I could taste alcohol and cigarettes on her breath, but I didn’t mind.  As soon as she away, Kate replaced her. The girls then stripped out of the lingerie they were wearing and strode back over to me.  I sat up as they both kneeled down in front of me. I took one of Sandra’s nipples in my mouth and used my right hand to rub her clit, whilst my left hand went to Kate’s right breast.

Sandra pushed me back down onto the bed and put two cushions under my head. Then she lowered her pussy to my mouth. As I started to slowly lick around her clit and pussy, I felt Kate’s mouth latch on to my pussy. I decided to put more intensity into my licking, and I soon heard the response I was after from Sandra. “PANEBOZE!!!” Which I took to mean something along the lines of ‘oh my god!!!’. 

Soon I felt her cum dribble down into my mouth as she grabbed onto my head, pulling it further against her pussy. The whole thing was so intense that I let out an almighty scream and came full force into Kate’s mouth.

We all collapsed together, holding each other tight. “Wow, that was unbelievable!” I panted.

“You have never been with a woman before?” Kate asked.

“No, but I thought about it once before, but never acted on it.  You know, the confused feeling when you are young?”

“All women think about it. It is natural to feel attracted to nice things.” Sandra explained.

“I suppose you’re right. So, what next?” I gave my sexiest Cheshire cat grin.

Sandra leaned towards a set of drawers and pulled out a strap-on dildo. “This is next!”

“Looks great.” I laughed.

Sandra strapped the dildo on, and to be honest, it looked fucking sexy on her. 

“Katka, you go and sit against the headboard and spread your legs. Monica, get on your knees, but place your lips on Katka’s pussy.” I did as I was told and began licking and sucking at Kate’s pussy. My arse was high in the air and I soon felt the dildo start to enter my pussy from behind.

Sandra continued pushing the dildo into me, then once all eight inches were in, she began slowly fucking me. I felt her hands on my hips.

As I was licking Kate, she leaned over and felt my breasts, at the same time Sandra leaned over to kiss Kate, as she fucked me to kiss Kate. Soon Sandra gained speed and I couldn’t concentrate on Kate’s pussy anymore. Kate saw this and was fine with it. She made me get on my hands, then hold on to her. 

I had my eyes closed and was screaming all sorts of expletives to Sandra.

“Fuck me! Yeah, make me your bitch! OH! That’s so good! Better than a real cock!”
I felt Kate giving me a love bite on my neck, but I didn’t care. I was in ecstasy! “OH GOD!!!!!!!!!!!” I came hard. 

Once again,we all tumbled down together and took a breather.

“Kate, I’m so sorry I didn’t make you cum. Please give me the chance to repay you.” I told her.

“Okay. Use the penis.” She said.

I took the strap-on off Sandra and strapped it to myself. We finally got into a similar position to before, this time Kate was in the middle and I was doing the fucking. I pushed the dildo into her in one swift move, then grabbed her shoulder with one hand, and held her hip with the other. I began fucking her hard and fast. I don’t think I was going more than thirty seconds when she let out an almighty scream and came. I was slowing down, but she screamed she wanted more, so I rammed it back in again and continued my assault on her vagina. 

She came three more times in the space of ten minutes, and the last time, I came too, from the other end of the strap-on which rubbed up against my clitoris, but also from the excitement of doing something so raucous with a girl I just met. Sandra was the last to cum, but when she did, I was sure all the girls heard her moan. 

We collapsed together, kissing and cuddling, then finally drifting off to sleep. 

It was Sally who woke us up at 3pm. She jumped on top of the bed and shook us all.

“Wake up sleepy heads! It’s gone three!” She shouted.

We stirred out of our sleep, rubbing our eyes. It took a few seconds to remember where I was. Jesus, I had slept all day, in a brothel, between two gorgeous prostitutes, who just happened to give me my first lesbian experience, which just so happened to be the best sexual experience I had ever had. No wonder I suddenly had that Cheshire cat grin again. 

We all sat up and yawned. Then I turned to Sandra and gave her a long, slow, wet kiss, then gave the same to Kate. 

“Hey, what about me??” Sally complained.

“Sally, we’ve been friends since primary school!”

“All the more reason to give me a big fat kiss!” She said, wrapping her arms around my neck and leaning in for a long kiss. It felt weird but strangely sexy, feeling my life-long friend’s tongue in my mouth. 

Kate and Sandra showed me to the shower. I was only in there two minutes when I was joined by someone; two people in fact.

“So how did you like it?” Kelly asked me, as she and Tamara tried to get under the water. It was strange; I was looking at them sexually now, but I’d seen them naked many times before and it had never bothered me; now I was getting horny being next to these amazing women. 

“It was the best sex of my life!” I announced.

They grinned. “Us too.” They purred.

Tamara picked up the soap and began soaping up my breasts. Kelly knelt down while I spread my legs for her. She began licking at my pussy, as she entered me with two fingers. Whilst Kelly did that, I began rubbing Tamara’s clitoris as we kissed. Moments later, we climaxed loudly, giggling like excited kids.

As we were drying ourselves off, Tanya and one of the girls she entered the bathroom. They were holding hands, walking naked. The girl seemed shy. 

“Everyone, this is Pavla.” Tanya announced with a wide smile, as they both got into the shower and closed the doors. I watched them wrap their arms around each other.

Sandra had made us all coffee when we arrived in the seating area. We talked for a while about different things, life, living in Prague, living in the UK and so on. Sandra eventually decided to get up and come and sit on my knee. She was a light as a feather, and something felt comfortable able having her so close to me.  Kate, who was sitting next to me, looked up and smiled at both of us. They had been talking about something, but I wasn’t sure what.

I looked over at Tanya, who was kissing and cuddling was Pavla. I began to wonder what was going on, they looked like lovers, but then again, Sandra and I probably did too because she was nibbling at my neck. 

“You are so beautiful.” She told me. 

“You too.” I replied, nonchalantly. 

She looked straight into my eyes. Looking up at her, I realised that she really was beautiful, but not in a way that I would think someone on the telly was beautiful, I really did feel attracted to her. 

“I meant that I think you are very beautiful.” She said, slowly, as if trying to make it clear to me.

I leant close to her ear and whispered, “I know what you meant, and I think you are the most gorgeous creature to walk this planet. I also think you are falling in love with me, aren’t you?”

She nodded, still smiling.

“Well, I think I might be falling in love with you too, but I’m a bit confused at the moment. I’ll need to think this through.”

“I understand Moni. I do love you. I think you are kind, nice, and very sexy.”

We kissed deeply and only broke because the others started to whoop. 

Some of the other girls got up, saying they had better go home otherwise their boyfriends/girlfriends/parents might start worrying. Kate was one of those who had to go.

“Sorry, but I have a girlfriend to get home to.” She said, with a sad smile.

I stood and hugged her tight. “That’s okay, it was great to have met you.” Then to the others. “All of you, you’ve been great. Thank you.”

We said our goodbyes, and out of the ‘working girls’ we were left with Sandra, who was with me; Pavla, with Tanya, and Sally’s new friend, Linda.

“Sally,” Tamara said, “I thought you were firmly against all homosexual relationships?”

Sally shrugged. “After last night, I realised how stupid I was.”

“But what about Peter?” Peter was her boyfriend.

“What about him?”

“Well, won’t he mind you being with another girl?”

“He need never know.”

We all laughed at Sally’s new liberated self. 

After we finished our coffees, we went to an Irish pub to get some dinner/breakfast… Tanya and Pavla were cuddling as much as Sandra and I were. Linda and Sally occasionally kissed, but then again, Sally and Linda pretty much wanted to kiss with all of us. 

We spent most of the evening chilling out, and sight-seeing, before going back to our hotel. I asked Sandra to spend the night with me, which she humbly accepted. Sally asked Linda, but she said she really had to go home. Tanya and Pavla disappeared to their room as fast as possible.

When I was alone in the bath with Sandra, I decided to ask her about Pavla and Tanya.

“Well, Adela spent the night with them too and she told me that those two seemed to hit it off straight away. They weren’t even too bothered about Adela being there. Adela didn’t mind, she thought it was cute.”

“Oh.” I said by way of reply. Sandra was lying between my legs with her head on my breasts. I felt good having her there. I had been in that position with numerous boyfriends, but it felt best now, with Sandra. I couldn’t believe what I was feeling.

“How long have you been working, you know as a…?”

“As a prostitute?” Sandra asked, laughing at my nervousness. “Nearly two years now. I’ll be twenty soon. It’s not really legal here, it’s just not illegal, if you understand?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Well, it’s not that bad. I am always well protected. We normally have a bouncer there, who carries a pistol. He left just before you came this morning. If we don’t like the look of a client, then we ask him to leave, or we make up an excuse. I don’t want to do it anymore though. I want to go to university. I passed all my exams, and now I have plenty of money.”

I was rubbing her breasts and pinching her nipples as we lay there silently for a few moments, then I spoke.

“Sandra?”

“Yes?”

“Come back to England with me.”

She sat still. “Say that again please.”

“Come back to England with me. Live with me there. You can go to university or college there, you can find a good job, but mainly be with me. I want you there with me, next to me in bed.”

She flipped over and crawled up to my face, then put a foam-covered finger to my lips to silence me. 

“Shhhhh, you silly girl.” She kissed me lightly on the lips. “I don’t need convincing. I will give up everything to be with you. Yes, I’ll come back with you!”

I grabbed her and hugged tight, our mouths locked together. Then we both jumped out of the bath, giggling. We rubbed each other dry and ran to the bedroom. 

I picked up the phone and called the airline company.

“Hello, yes my name is Monica Laurent, I’m booked on tomorrow’s flight from Prague to Stansted. I’d like to know if there is an available additional space. There isn’t? Oh, okay, thanks.”

I was really upset. But then I said, “Fuck it! We’ll just catch a later flight.”

We quickly put on dressing gowns. I put one of the hotel ones on, because Sandra was already wearing my dark blue satin lacy one. Then we went to knock on Tamara’s door. But there was no answer. We then knocked on Tanya’s door.

She opened it, hiding her naked body behind the door.

“Yes?”

“We need to talk to you all about something. I can’t find Tamara though.”

“Oh okay. Let us put something on. We have something to tell you all too.”

Soon we were joined by Pavla and Tanya, both wearing sexy nighties. 

I knocked on Sally’s door and was surprised to see it answered by Kelly. 

“Hi! What’s wrong?” Kelly asked.

“We need to talk to you and Sally. Have you seen Tamara?” I asked.

Kelly opened the door fully and let us in. She let Tanya, who was the last one in, close the door, and went back to orgy that was taking place between Sally, Tamara and herself. Tamara and Sally were in a 69. Both stopped to say hello, then went back at it. Kelly sat with her legs spread, strumming her pussy. She looked at us with a smile that said, who wants some, come get it!

“Girls, break it up. We have something important to discuss.” I told them. With a sigh, the broke up and waited. “Good!” I sat on the edge of the bed, holding Sandra tight. “I have asked Sandra to come back to England with me.” I waited for the wows and goshes to finish before continuing. “I wanted to book a place on tomorrow’s flight for her, but it’s all booked, so we’ll fly later on together.”

Tanya coughed. “You don’t need to. You can take my place Sandra.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I’m not going anywhere. I’m staying here with Pavla.”

“What? You’re getting married next week!” 

“I’m not. I phoned Tim and cancelled. He was pretty peeved and said he was coming over, thought I had another man, but I told him that I had fallen for a girl. He still wants to come over, but for other reasons now. I told him I wasn’t interested. We’re finished.”

“What about your work?” Tamara asked her.

“I’ll try to find a job here doing the same as I was doing. Until then I’ve decided to join Pavla in the club. They’ll be one short with Sandra gone anyway.”

“You can’t become a prostitute!” I told her. “What will your parents think?”

“Who gives a shit what they think! It’s my life! Now do you want that space or not?”

So that was that. We phoned the company and changed Tanya’s ticket for Sandra. Sandra and I went to pick up her clothes and the strap-on dildo of hers from the club. By the time we got to bed, we were too tired to make love, so we just hugged and fell asleep.

*****

It’s now been a year since we got back, and tomorrow we are planning to fly back to Prague for the third time since then, to see Tanya and Pavla. Sandra and I are the happiest couple in the world. Sandra is studying media in Westminster Uni, near where we live. Our sex life is majorly active, and most weekends we don’t sleep thanks to our non-stop love making. 

Tamara moved in with Kelly, and they were later joined by Sally and Peter. Peter didn’t like the idea, but he loved Sally so much that he said he’d do anything…bad move, as Sally, Tamara and Kelly had been reading plenty of sex stories since that first trip to Prague, and they read up about a little something called, “sissy training”…

Tanya never even tried to find a job. She went to work as a prostitute at the club and that’s where she stayed. She’s making plenty of money now, as the club put up their prices, and she’s enjoying it.

“We’ve made the club more orientated towards bisexual or lesbian women now. We still get men all the time, but now we get just as many women. It’s great. I get to fuck and get paid for it!” She explained. So long as she is happy. 

My parents met Sandra. When I announced I was a lesbian, I thought they would kill me, but instead they said I could be anything I chose to be, and they welcomed Sandra with open arms. Sandra has been offered the chance for a British Passport now as she’s my legally registered partner. I really am the happiest woman on Earth, especially when I feel that lovely tongue of Sandra’s against my aching wet pussy.

The End


Confusion

“It’s just for five days.” I told my husband as I packed my suitcase.  “I’ll be back Saturday, and I doubt I’ll need to travel again anytime soon.” 

Carl had been whining about the fact I was going away so long and leaving him with our kids, Jenny and Marshall.  They were both approaching puberty, so I had zero concerns about Carl managing, given that both kids tended to look after themselves.  The fact was that Carl had lost his job during the COVID crisis, and since then had not found another, whereas I not only kept mine, but was promoted to head of department.  Leadership had called a five-day strategic long-range planning meeting, and as a head, I had to be there.  There was simply no getting out of it. 

“Look,” I told him, taking hold of his hands.  “I get that this is hard for you.  But, you’re a fantastic sales manager, and your division was the only one which did well long term.  Cooper Team were idiots for shutting down your division, just because it was the hardest hit by COVID, and trust me, the moment they realized they fucked up, they will be back on the phone to you in no time.” I truly believed that.  We were one month out of lockdown and post vaccination, and the world was slowly returning to normal, but it truly was slow.  And nobody was sure what normal was anymore.  However, Carl was only thirty-six, a smidge older than me, by two years, and he was good at what he did.  The fact was, he would find a job in a heartbeat, if I was willing to relocate, which I was not. 

“You’re right.” He nodded, a tear forming in his eye.  “I just feel worthless.” 

“Well you’re not.  You’ve had five job offers which you’ve had to turn down because of me.  I’m earning enough to support all of us, and pay the mortgage, so money is not a concern.  Use the time to do what you want to do.  Write.  Game.  The world is your oyster.  But I need your support with this new role.  I need your guidance.  I need your expertise, and mostly, I need you to understand how hard this is for me.” 

Once more, Carl nodded. The look on his face said it all, he felt stupid for being so jealous.  He knew how I suffered with imposter syndrome.  I worked hard in Merrick to climb the ladder, even though I didn’t have a degree.  I came out of school and went right to work, met Carl through a friend, and then got pregnant with Jenny.  Marshall followed right after that. 

“I’m here for you baby.” He said.  “I appreciate everything you are doing, and I couldn’t wish for a more supportive wife.  I should show you that I’m the same.” 

We kissed, and then I went back to packing, making sure I selected my nicest dresses, skirts and blouses.  

“Don’t you think you should pack some sexy underwear too?” Carl asked with a grin. 

“Mmm, maybe flirt with some sexy men?” I asked him. 

“Hehe, not exactly what I meant, but you want to feel good about yourself no?  How are you gonna feel like the powerful bitch boss, if you’re in granny panties?” 

I gave him a conciliatory smile.  “True.  I’ll take some stockings with me too.” 

Two hours later, I was showing my passport and my vaccination card to the border guard at the airport.  Passing through security, I finally made my way to the duty-free shops to smell perfume and see if there was anything special. 

“Kristin?” I heard a soft voice ask.  I turned around to see the smiling young face of Nadia Jessop, another department head in our office. 

“Oh, hey Nadia.  Off to the SLRP meeting too?” I asked, admiring the brunette’s short red halter-neck dress. 

“Yeah.  Second year now.  Your first right?” 

“Right.  What should I expect?” 

She rolled her eyes.  “Five days of executives telling us how we have a fantastic opportunity to grow, what great shape the company is in, and how amazing everything is.  Really, the meetings are boring.  Usually, the guest speaker is pretty good.  Last year it was Wozniak.  More fun are the evening parties and the closing event is fantastic.  We made it in before COVID took hold last year, and we were in Dallas and they hired out the Cowboys stadium.  This year is Orlando, so assume Disney World or Universal.” 

“Oh wow. Cool!” I gushed, getting genuinely excited. 

She looked at me browsing the duty-free items.  “Looking for anything in particular?” 

“No.  Just browsing.” 

“My advice, wait till we are in the States, and go to the outlets.  I always fill an extra suitcase.” 

“Oh, that would be good.  I could bring some clothes back for the kids.” 

“Lots of good stuff for the kids, trust me.  Come on, let’s go to the lounge.” 

“Oh, I’m not flying business class.” 

“Don’t worry about that, I have a gold card, so I can take you with me.” She smiled, her shiny scarlet lips curling up. 

“Oh, thank you!” 

“Long flight ahead of us.  Let’s get some alcohol in us!” 

We signed into the lounge and grabbed ourselves some white wine and nibbles, before finding a sofa by a window, looking out at the aeroplanes. 

“Uff. Sixteen hours on planes.” I mumbled.  “I can’t imagine it.” 

“Never flown long distance before?” 

“Nope.  First time.” 

“It’s fine.  The food is pretty good on Lufthansa, and you’ll have plenty to watch on TV.  I actually enjoy long-haul a lot more than short-haul.” 

“I never really thought of it like that.  I’m a bit of a nervous flyer.  Once we are in the air it’s less of a problem, but the take-off and landings; wow, no.  Not for me.” 

Nadia smiled and brushed a strand of hair back.  “What’s your seat?” 

“Um, fifty-one, A.  You?” 

“Sixteen, B. Premium economy.  You know you are allowed to book premium if the flight time is over twelve hours, right?” 

“I did not know that.” I said, frustrated at my naiveness.  

“Well, at least you have a window seat and not a middle-one.  And I think the plane will be pretty empty as people are still not really flying.” 

“True.” 

We were silent for a moment, sipping at our wine.  In front of us, a small Lufthansa A320 landed in front of us.  I knew that was our first short leg before our main flight to New York.  

“So how old are your kids?” Asked Nadia.  “You have two, right?” 

“Yeah, Jenny and Marshall.  Jenny is thirteen now, and Marshall is twelve.” 

With a chuckle, Nadia said, “You knocked them out quickly.” 

“Indeed.  Actually glad I did.  They’re good kids and they play well together.  It could’ve been worse.  Well, puberty approaches, and they may end up being a nightmare.” 

“Oh god.  Jenny especially.  Let’s be honest, us women are much worse!” 

“Do you have kids?” 

“Nope.  Hope to one day.” 

“Work getting in the way?” 

“No.  Recently single and don’t want to go it alone.” 

I took another sip of wine and nodded, smiling.  “Yeah, you kind of need the provider of the sperm.” 

“Ha!  Getting the sperm is the easy part. I’m a lesbian, so I kind of want to find the right woman to settle down with first.” 

Weirdly, I shifted a little, not because I was uncomfortable, but because Nadia was the first lesbian I’d ever met, at least, knowingly met. She looked nothing like what I expected of a lesbian.  For some reason, I had a preconception that all lesbians looked butch.  Nadia was anything but, with long sexy legs, a perfect thin body, large breasts, long sexy brown hair, and a sexy feminine face. 

“Never met a lesbian before huh?” Nadia laughed.  “Relax.  We don’t bite.” 

“I’m sorry, was I that obvious?” I sighed, feeling awful. 

“Yes, but try not to sweat it.  So long as you are not a homophobe, I don’t mind the curious types.  Just don’t ask how we have sex if we don’t have a penis.” 

“Oh god, I’m not that naïve, and yeah, I’ve watched my fair share of lesbian porn with my husband.” 

Once more, Nadia smiled.  “Trust me, you’ve not seen real lesbian porn.  You’ve seen lesbian porn made for men.” 

“Is there a difference?” 

“Definitely.  But yeah, the general idea is the same.  So I take it you never experimented in university then?” 

“I didn’t go.  Went straight to work.” 

“Oh, well, that’s a shame.  You missed out on a lot.” 

“Urgh, don’t remind me.  I feel held back because of it.” 

“Um, I don’t think so.  Whenever your work performance and future was discussed in the past, your education never came up.  I think you are viewed as one our better employees.” 

“Why did it take so long for me to be promoted then?  I mean, you’re what?  Twenty-eight?” 

“Thirty.” She smiled. 

“Thirty and you were promoted two years ago.  I’m thirty-four, and only just promoted.” 

Nadia took another gulp of wine, draining the glass, before placing it on the small table.  “Right, so, you were promoted later than me for multiple reasons.  One, you were safe, in your role I mean.  You were really good at your job, and replacing you would’ve been next to impossible.  Two, you had a manager already and he was on an expensive contract.  Mike quit and the space opened up, you were the immediate and obvious choice. 

“Now, as to how I was promoted so quickly, well, I’m ashamed to admit, but I slept my way to my position.  Remember Hana?” I nodded that I did.  “Yeah, I was fucking her.” 

“Wow.  I didn’t know that.” 

“Yep, and then Hana got caught sexually harassing some young student guy, and boom, gone.  Nobody ever suspected me, because, well, I’m a woman, working for a woman.  Nobody ever suspects the lesbian.” 

I took a moment to take all that in, and then said, “Okay, so I think we need another drink.” 

“Last one.  Boarding soon.” 

We grabbed our drinks and sat back down.  

“I think I met your husband a couple of times, right?  At the holiday party?” Nadia asked. 

“It’s possible. He’s been to a couple.” 

“Doesn’t he work for Cooper?” 

“He did.  Was made redundant last year.” 

“Ouch.  That sucks.” 

“It’ll be fine.  I think Cooper will rehire him soon.  They shut down their space-tech division, but honestly, they’ll need it again soon, and they’ll realise what a loss it is without Carl.” 

“Good.  Would hate to lose my job in this economy.” 

“He’s taken it pretty hard.  Amazing how the man’s fragile ego is damaged by such things.” 

“In the bedroom too, I expect?” 

I gave a small cough and then nodded, embarrassed.  “Erm, yeah.  It’s been a while.” 

“How long now?” 

“Seven months.” 

Nadia’s eyes went wide.  “Fuck me!  Seven months.  I’d go insane if I want seven days without sex, but seven months!  What the fuck do you do?  Please tell me you’ve got a lover!” 

“Ha, no, I’m, um, well, self-sufficient.” 

“Oh that’s no good.  Jesus.” 

“You make do.  It’s fine.” Leaning forward, and a little socially lubricated by the wine, I said, “Honestly, it’s no big loss.  He isn’t exactly a great lay.” 

“Honey, most men aren’t.” She told me, laying a hand on my trouser covered leg briefly. 

We chit-chatted for a few more minutes, and then headed to the gate.  For the one-hour flight to Frankfurt, I was sat near the back of the half-empty plane, whilst Nadia was upgraded to business class in the front.  Our layover in Frankfurt was short, and Nadia explained it was best to go straight to the gate.  

“We have to go through passport control, and then they’ll have an additional check at the gate, to make sure we have done our ESTA and such like.  You did that, right?” 

“Yep.” 

“Good.  In New York, we’ll need to pick up our luggage and recheck it again for the last leg to Orlando.  But we have time there, so no worries.” 

On the flight to Frankfurt, I thought about Nadia and how friendly she was.  In our office of over one thousand people, I had never had to interact with her in the past.  I knew she existed and I knew she was on my floor, but she was responsible for Field Services Support, whilst I was responsible for Eastern European sales.  However, I was suddenly happy to have a new friend, and really, it relaxed me to know I had someone to spend my time with at the event, where frankly, I was nervous that I wouldn’t know anyone. 

Once on the long-haul flight to New York, I settled into a movie and found that Nadia was correct.  The long-haul flights were much more fun than the short-haul ones.  About mid-way through the flight, Nadia found me at my seat and invited me to go get a drink at the back. 

At the rear of the plane, we found the steward and stewardesses cleaning up after the meal service.  I noticed Nadia smile at a young blonde stewardess, and the blonde gave a shy smile back.  

“Something I don’t know about?” I asked Nadia quietly. 

“Not really.  Her name is Greta.  I’ve been flirting with her since we took off.” 

“Is she a lesbian?” 

“Don’t know.  I just know she’s hot.” 

She asked me about how I was enjoying the flight.  I told her that it was better than I expected, explaining I just finished the new Wonder Woman. 

“Gal Gadot is cute.” She said. 

“She is.” 

We talked about movies and TV shows we were watching, and I mentioned that I’d just got done watching Dark on Netflix. 

“That’s one I never ever got round to watching.” Nadia admitted.  “I don’t know, I guess because it’s German, it never called out to me.” 

“It’s unbelievably good.” I explained.  “Complex, but fantastic.” 

“I’ll have to give it a watch.” 

Greta overheard our conversation.  “It’s very crazy.  I got lost in season three.” She explained. 

“You need to draw the family trees.” I explained. 

Shrugging, Greta replied.  “I just looked it up online.  Watch the Queen’s Gambit.  I loved that, and the girl is so cute.” 

“Oh god, yes!” Nadia admitted.  “I had some pretty dirty dreams about her.” She sighed. 

Greta gave a naughty grin.  “Me too.” 

“I assume you have seen the Flight Attendant then?” I asked Greta. 

“Ha!  Of course!” 

“I assume it’s not so realistic.” 

“You mean the drinking?  No, definitely not.” 

“More the sex with passengers.” I told her. 

“Oh, well, it happens sometimes,” She purred, then looked at Nadia.  “With the right person.” Then changing the subject, “are you both flying to New York for business or pleasure?” 

“New York is just our transfer.  We’re going to Orlando for a company event.” Nadia explained. 

“Oh, that’s a shame.  I have a layover in New York.  I thought you might want to accompany me out.” 

“Sorry.” Nadia frowned. 

The two were staring at each other, so I decided to give them some space.  I made excuses and headed back to my seat.  Ten minutes later, I saw Nadia walking towards the front of the A340, with Greta right behind her, and then with a quick look in both directions, both jumped into one of the larger bathrooms.  I allowed myself a smile, but also felt a slight pang of jealousy. 

A few minutes later, Greta stepped out, nervously straightening her dress, followed by Nadia and her Cheshire cat grin.  Her eyes sought out mine, and she allowed me a nod and a smile, before she headed back to her seat. 

“I can’t believe you fucked the stewardess.” I laughed when we arrived in New York. 

“It was her idea.” She said, laughing. 

“Still, I don’t know if I have the nerves to do something like that.” 

“When you’re horny, you’re horny.” Nadia chuckled. 

We went through the rigmarole of getting through immigration, and eventually found ourselves sitting at a fast-food joint, eating hot dogs.  We chatted about work for some time, before setting off for our final leg to Orlando. 

Upon arrival in Orlando, a minibus met us and other colleagues, to take us to our hotel, which was a huge Marriott owned chained called the Gaylord Palms Resort.  

“Let’s get checked in, call your husband, and then meet me in the bar in like…half an hour?” Nadia asked. 

“Sure, that works.” 

The first thing I did when I arrived in my huge room was call my husband.  It was two in the morning there, but he didn’t mind, as he wanted to know I was safe.  

“I met a colleague from work,” I explained, “So I was gossiping with her the whole time.  How are things with you?” 

“Good.  The kids are fine.  All good here.” 

“Great.  The hotel is huge, and there are crocodiles in the hotel.” 

“That doesn’t sound exactly safe…” Carl mused. 

“Meh, it’s all secure.  Come on, this is America.  I’m sure they wouldn’t do anything to risk getting sued.” 

“Ha, true!” He laughed.  “What about this colleague?  What’s she like?” 

“Nadia.  I think you met her at a company party.  Brunette…” 

“Looks Russian?  High-cheekbones.  Kinda sexy?” 

“That’s her.” I replied, a little miffed that he found her sexy.  “She’s a lesbian.” 

“Oh…  Did she come on to you?” He asked, clearly with his hand on his crotch. 

“You’d like that wouldn’t you?” I laughed.  “No, she didn’t.  She’s a colleague.  But she’s super friendly.  We got on so well.  I’m meeting her in the bar later.” 

“Well, have fun!” 

I quickly showered and changed into a peach-coloured dress.  I then did my makeup and headed down to the main bar. 

To say it was busy would be an understatement.  I actually saw one or two colleagues who I recognized from office visits in the past, and was introduced to a couple of people I had spoken to over the phone, but never met in person.  After pushing through the crowd, I finally found Nadia stood chatting to Harvey Patterson, the EMEA sales head, and our boss.  Nadia had changed into a black leather pencil-skirt, and a black almost see-through halter-neck blouse, with a sexy black lacy bralette underneath, securing her large d-cup breasts. 

“Harvey!” I called out by way of greeting. 

“There’s my superstar!” Harvey cried out, pulling me to him and kissing each cheek. “I understand from Nadia that you both had a good flight.  I’m really glad to have you here Kristin.  I think you’ll like it.” 

“They’ve hired out Harry Potter World.” Nadia explained.  “That’s our party on Friday night.” 

“I saw in the program.” I gasped.  “Honestly, looks super fun.” 

“I’m going to take the team out for a quick dinner at the steakhouse, you’re welcome to join us if you like?” Harvey explained. 

Nadia gave me a look which said that she’d prefer not to. “I’m not really that hungry right now.  I might just grab something small.” I explained. 

“Sure.  Drinks after then?” 

“Absolutely.  Back here?” 

“Yep.  What about you Nadia?” 

“I’m going to accompany Kristin.” 

“Okay.  We’ll catch up later then.” 

I ordered myself a gin and tonic from the bar, and we walked out the front into the lobby space for a bit of quiet.  

“I like Harvey, but when he drinks he can be a bit too…” Nadia began. 

“American.  I know.  He becomes loud.” 

“I need a few more drinks in me before I can handle that after such a long flight.” 

A few gin and tonics later, and definitely feeling a lot more relaxed, I asked Nadia what sex with another woman was like. 

“It feels a lot more intimate than with a man.” She explained.  “And yes, I have been with men before.  Depends what we are doing.  Going down on a woman is one thing, heavy use of fingers is another.” 

“I always picture strap-ons and dildos.” I laughed. 

“I have a strap-on, and it is fun to use, and I have dildos, of course, but you can do a lot more without.  Hell, I love scissoring.” 

“Scissoring?” 

“Um, it’s when you both open your legs and push each other’s pussy against…” 

“Got you.” 

At around midnight, we quickly realized Harvey and the others were not coming back, and I was shattered from the flight.  We made our way up to the fifth floor, where our rooms were right opposite each other.  

“Good night then.” Nadia whispered, not wanting to wake anyone else. 

“Sleep tight.” 

I shut the door and headed into the bathroom to clean my teeth and prepare for bed.  Opening up my case to find something to sleep in, I found my husband had thrown in a sexy pink chiffon baby-doll, lined with black lace, together with a matching thong.  I chuckled as I realized that it wasn’t exactly sleepwear from me, but rather sexy stuff.  However, the chat with Nadia had left me feeling horny, so decided to put it on for the fun of it. 

It was just as I was admiring myself in the mirror that I heard the knock on the door.  Opening it slightly, I found Nadia stood in a white hotel robe.  

“Nadia…” I gasped, opening the door in surprise, forgetting what I had on. 

“I…” She stared at my breasts through the see-through material, and she licked her lips.  “I just wanted to agree on breakfast.” 

“Oh, yes, sure.” 

“What did you think?” 

“I…dunno.” 

Nadia stepped forward, and I stepped back.  The door shut behind her.  We stared at each other, neither capable of saying a word.  Then Nadia said, “I held back.  I… I don’t want to ruin a marriage.” 

“You wouldn’t.” I whispered, stepping forward once more. 

“Are you sure about this?” 

“Yes, I think I am.” 

I felt her lips touch mine; so warm, soft; no bristles on her skin.  The kiss felt so right.  I pulled her robe open to reveal her naked body.  Her sex, completely clean shaven, and somehow, I needed to taste it.  I pulled her to the bed and dived between her legs, licking at her in ways I knew I liked to be licked.  

“Oh Kristin.” She moaned, and pulled at my hair, pulling me closer.  “Oh fuck, you’re gonna make me cum already.  Fuck, you’re a natural.” 

She was right.  The feeling, the taste, the way she got so wet, the warmth that flowed from her pussy; everything felt so right, so natural.  I needed this so much. 

“Oh baby, fuck!” Nadia cried out, pulling hard on my head.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.  Stop now, stop.” 

I climbed up her body, stopping only to nibble on a nipple, and then, with a sexy smile, I kissed her passionately on the mouth.  “Oh fuck, you taste so good.” I breathed. 

“I wanna taste you.” She whispered back, flipping me over and biting my lower lip. 

“Do it baby. Do it.” 

She slid down my body, stopping at my C-cup boobs and spending time on each.  Electricity coursed through my body. 

“Mmm, yeah, oh wow, yes, yes honey.” 

“Fuck, I’m gonna give you multiple orgasms, you’re gonna have more than your hubby could ever give you.” She grinned, sinisterly. 

I leaned down and grabbed her face with both hands, kissing her frantically.  “Do it.  Show me what I’ve been missing all these years.” 

She dived between my pussy, licking around the outside slowly, then twisting around the clitoris without actually touching it.  Then finally, a light flick and a nibble.  Oh my god, she was so good.  Within seconds, my back was arching off the bed and I was screaming so loud that she had to put a hand in my mouth.  And somehow, it didn’t stop there.  Normally, when Carl licked me, after I came, I had to stop, but she knew what to do to simply keep it going.  Ten minutes I lay there going crazy, one orgasm after another.  Nadia was a dream come true. 

Eventually, I had to pull her up, because I began to feel guilty that she was giving me so much pleasure, and I was giving her none.  We tied up our bodies with our arms and legs as we kissed.  I felt like a schoolgirl again, in love for the first time. 

“Show me scissoring.” I told her.  “I’ve been thinking about that all day.” 

“Me too to be honest, and I don’t do it that often, but with you…” 

“You’ve wanted me?” 

“God, you don’t know how hard it was to hold myself back.  You’re so my type, and amazingly nice to beat.” 

“Oh god, I’ve never thought of a woman as attractive before, but gosh, you’re amazing, sexy, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I want you as much as I can get you.” 

“I’m yours Kristin, totally and utterly yours.” She kissed me once more, and then moved into position so that our legs threaded over our bodies and our pussies could touch.  Using gentle rhythm, we allowed our pussies to rub against each other, gaining pace the more excited we became.  Soon we were crying out in ecstasy as the pleasure overtook us.  “Oh Kristin, baby, oh my…” 

“Uh-huh, yeah Nadia, fuck, I love it.  I f-fuckin’ love it.  Your pussy feels so amazing.” 

“Kris, oh fuck, I, I can’t hold on.  I’m gonna…” 

“Do it babe, cum for me.  Please cum all over my pussy.” 

“Oh fuck!  Yes baby, yes!” 

I actually felt the warm liquid wash over my pussy, and that in turn triggered my orgasm. 

We came together, kissing, arm in arm, and eventually, we both passed out asleep. 

***** 

Over the course of those five days, we spent every free moment together.  Even when we went to the local outlet centre to shop, we did so holding each other’s hands like lovers.  Of course, we did our best to not let on to any of the colleagues.  The week in Orlando taught me more about myself than a lifetime with Carl, but I didn’t once think about the consequences of what I was doing, and being honest with myself, I didn’t quite care.  The moment we boarded that plane home, hand in hand, we did so in the firm belief that we were deeply in love. 

Real life came crashing towards us the moment we stepped out of the secure area into arrivals, where Carl was waiting with the kids.  I was not holding Nadia’s hand because each of us had luggage to deal with, but I could feel the fear the moment we stepped out and saw them. 

“You must be the amazing Nadia, I’ve heard so much about.” Carl said with a warm smile.  “I hope Kristin hasn’t been giving you too much trouble.” 

Nadia smiled and looked at me.  “I don’t think Kristin could do anything of the sort.” 

“Can we drop you anywhere on the way home?” Carl asked. 

“No, thank you.  I live in the other direction to you guys anyway.” Turning to me, Nadia said.  “I had a great time.  I’ll see you in the office.” 

“Sure.” I said, leaning forward to awkwardly kiss her cheeks and hug. “I love you.” I whispered as quietly as I could. 

“I love you too.” I barely heard her say. 

“So how was it?” Carl asked in the car. 

“Fantastic. It was life changing.” I told him, looking out of the car window. 

***** 

Sex with Nadia was a daily work event, and then twice a week in the evening, when I told Carl I had a girlie night out. At first, we were both grateful for the moments we had together, but quite quickly, we discovered that it was never going to be enough. 

“I want to spend the night with you.” Nadia complained.  “I want to wake up with you.  I want to make you breakfast.  I, I…” 

“I know Nadia, and I want that too, but…what can I do?  I can’t leave my kids.” 

“I know that, but you didn’t say you can’t leave your husband.” 

I nodded.  “I want to be with you, and, I’m going to need to tell Carl the truth.  But I need you to be patient.” 

“Honey, if you are telling me to be patient because I have something to look forward to, then I promise you, I will wait until my dying breath.” 

“You won’t need to wait that long.” I laughed, kissing her.  “I’ll tell him tonight.  I might need your help though.” 

“You are more than welcome to come here.” 

That evening, I sat down with Carl and told him I needed to have a serious talk with him.  My stomach was in knots.  I felt sick with worry, and he could see it.  In fact, I had been blind to the fact that Carl knew something was wrong, ever since I got back from the US. 

“Who is it?” He asked immediately. 

“Nadia.” I told him.  “I’ve been having an affair with her and, well, I can’t hide it any longer.” 

He nodded slowly.  “Please tell me you are not ending our marriage because of this.” 

“I, um, I can’t do that.” I said, hanging my head down in shame.  “I love her.  I need to be with her.” 

“More than me.” 

“Babe, it’s different.  She’s changed me.  Or rather, I’ve changed myself, and made myself, er, well, happy.” 

“I get it.  Look, I’m not angry.  I’m upset, obviously, but I’m not angry.  But honey, divorce is a big word.  I’m not ready to give up.  What I am ready to do is be flexible.” 

“What are you suggesting?” 

“I’m suggesting we have a big house, and I see no reason why we all can’t live here.” 

“Carl, that’s insane.  I’m a lesbian.  What would I do with you?” 

“Nothing, grow old with me.  But I don’t want to lose the kids, and I don’t want to lose you.  We’re like best friends, and I can’t let us lose that.” 

I shook my head.  I felt horrible about the idea of forcing Carl away from the kids, and he was right, it was a big house, but would any of this really work?  It wasn’t solely my choice to make.  “I need to ask Nadia.  She needs to be part of these discussions.  Whatever happens, it’s in Nadia’s arms I want to wake up.  I’m sorry.” 

“Call her, please, ask her to come over.” 

I called Nadia and explained the situation.  For a moment, she was nervous it was a trick so that he could hurt us both, but I promised her Carl would never hurt a fly. She drove over and sheepishly stepped inside.  I pulled her into me, kissing the nervousness away, and then took her hand. “It’s okay.  I love you.  He knows I love you.” 

Carl explained his idea to her, crying as he begged her to understand that he didn’t want to lose his family. “Divorce me if you must, Kristin, but don’t kick me out.” 

Nadia bit her lip and then said, “I never wanted to break up a marriage, and definitely not a family. I never imagined falling for a married woman.” She turned to me.  “Kristin, you’re not a lesbian, not in the truest sense, but you are bisexual. I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.  There is no way I want your marriage to end this way.  I agree with Carl.  If he is willing to try to make this work, then so am I.” 

For a moment, Carl’s face beamed with happiness, but then it turned serious.  “Is there any part of you that still loves me?” 

“Oh Carl, I’ve never stopped loving you.  I just didn’t think I could have my cake and eat it.” I told him. 

“Then let’s all make this work.” 

That night, I decided to give Carl a treat.  I allowed him to watch as Nadia and I made love.  As he watched me go down on the woman I loved, he masturbated.  He couldn’t have lasted longer than thirty seconds, but he loved every second.  He continued to watch, masturbating constantly, until after a half-hour or so, his expression changed to sadness, and he left the room.  That was the last time he watched us, even though we offered him other opportunities. 

A month after Nadia moved in, Carl was fully moved to the spare room.  The kids knew and understood what was going on, and I was surprised at how supportive they were.  Our homelife with Carl was actually very peaceful, and never a cross word was spoken.  Living with Nadia only served to increase how much I loved her, and quite honestly, I never noticed how this was hurting Carl.  He thought he could take it, but he couldn’t. 

It was nearly three months later, that I came home to find a note. 

Hi Honey 

I have found an apartment in a nice location, and have moved out.  It is not because I am angry or upset with you, far from it.  Looking at how you and Nadia have found love is so truly beautiful.  It’s amazing to see so much warmth and attraction two people have for each other, and I am proud that our kids are going to grow up around so much love. 

But it is for that reason that I’ve had to leave.  I’m no longer your husband, but a housemate.  I appreciate all the extra time you’ve given me to be part of the family, but now it is time for me to find new love; like you have.  I’ve been giving it some thought, and well, maybe I’ll broaden my horizons.  There’s this guy at work… ;) 

Take care of yourself.  I want us to remain best friends, and one day, after some time for me to collect myself, I’d like it if we could all get together for drinks. 

In the meantime, I am yours, forever. 

Carl 

PS. The kids are at your mother’s.  She wants to know why you’ve not introduced her to Nadia! 

With tears in my eyes, I collapsed to the ground and sobbed.  Part of me sobbed because a huge chapter of my life was closing, one which was in no way bad at all, and one I would desperately miss.  But another part of my sobbed with joy, as I realised something for the very first time.  I was a lesbian.  I was in love with another woman, and I was happy to be a lesbian.  I wouldn’t miss men.  I wouldn’t miss cock.  I would miss Carl. 

When Nadia arrived home, she found me sitting there on the floor, crying.  I handed her the note which she read and then she dropped down next to me and cried too. 

“I’m sorry.” She whispered. 

“Don’t be.  We are all happy.” I told her.  “Carl will find happiness.  He will find his way, and our divorce will be simple.  He’s just like that.” 

I was right.  The divorce was a straight fifty/fifty affair.  We agreed shared custody of the kids, and we made sure the court knew that we didn’t hate each other.  “I found out I’m a lesbian.” I told the court. 

“And I found out I’m gay.” Carl concurred, turning to look at Kevin, his new lover. 

Sometimes, we are all a little stuck, a little confused.  Sometimes we never know why, and we never find the answer.  Sometimes, the answer is staring us in the face and all we need, is a little kiss. 

The End. 
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