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    I can paint my masterpiece now. 
 
    As I try to work, I sketch out a small hourglass shape. Doing it, I wonder if the strokes are the first strokes of a masterpiece. I know there is a masterpiece inside me, waiting to come out. I can feel it in my stomach. It's kind of an empty feeling, a certain unease. Or maybe it's in my chest, it's hard to say. Maybe it is in my crotch. It makes sense that it would be in my crotch. Anyway, the feeling is kind of like a butterfly or a tickle. Or maybe like barely catching yourself from falling off of a twenty story building, so close but yet so far. 
 
    Something kind of grabs my throat whenever I see a work of art that I can really relate to, like a Dali or a good foreign film. It's like a kick in the stomach, but not really a physical sensation, just a feeling. I should have created something that good by now. 
 
    I try not to get distracted by the hourglass picture and start touching my own hourglass.  
 
    When I'm in a museum, getting lost in the paintings, I come back to earth and look around to see if any one is looking at me. I feel kind of like I'm skipping school and I'm wondering if anybody knows. 
 
    Maybe it's soul that's been lacking from my work. I guess I've just kind of shut myself off from emotion.  
 
    When I woke up this morning I noticed the fog I've lived in for the past seven years was gone. I don't really even remember noticing that it was there, but I noticed that it was gone. On the way to work, I noticed the people. Before, I just saw them. 
 
    I'm twenty-seven, and I haven't really done anything with my life. Not that I'm a failure by most people's standards, I'm making pretty good money doing something that I don't mind doing. My job is to draw those people you see in the department store ads wearing the newest fashions. It's not what I should be doing though. I guess I really feel I should be a starving artist. Why should I be driving a sports car when Cezanne and Gauguin died penniless? 
 
    Remembering Sondra 
 
    A few weeks ago, I was wondering what her life was like these days. The last I'd heard she was married, living up in Atlanta. 
 
    As I thought about her my hands went to my own hourglass. I rub my thighs on each side of my panties. My hand then covers my mound and I rub my whole pussy. I just give in. I know I am going to rub one off, why fight it. 
 
    I shed all my clothes except my panties and lay on my bed. I open up my lap top and sit it on my lap. I search for my favorite porn star, Maria Rose.. The one that looks like Sondra. She is Hispanic, petite. Hairy. As I watch Maria I remember Sondra’s pubic hairs peeking through the sides of her panties.  
 
    I find a video of the actress I haven’t seen yet. Maria slowly rubs herself through her panties. I do the same, pushing on my clit.  
 
    She slips her hand inside her panties and massages her cunt for a moment or two, then she lays on her side and reaches behind to push on her twat through her panties. Her panties are turning darker from her juices as she rubs her butt hole as well as her pussy. I follow her lead, imagining it is Sondra on my couch doing those things. She pushes her index finger inside her panties and teases her pussy lips. I push my finger about one quarter of an inch into my slit. She has panties that tie in the back. She unties them and pulls them off. I must be content to pull them down as mine don’t untie. She starts massaging her pussy lips again. I do the same. 
 
    The screen is filled with her butt, her asshole staring at me as she massages her anus and pussy from behind. To me it is Sondra masturbating for me. She rubs her lips then brings her hand back to massage her butt hole for a moment and plunges her finger just a bit inside her butt, then more playing with her pussy. The camera angle changes, she spreads her legs so I can see part of her face and tits as well as her beaver. She fingers herself for a moment then takes a dildo and starts sucking it, like she is giving it a blow job. I wish she would stop that. I don’t care about Bjs. Then she plunges the dildo into her box. Slowly at first, then she builds steam. She pinches her nipples a bit then starts rubbing her clit as she rams the dildo into her cunt. She starts nibbling on her lower lip, rubbing her clit as she fucks herself with the fake red dick. 
 
    I don’t have my dildo to hand and can’t be bothered to get up while I am in the middle of my diddle so I just use my fingers. Staring at the rubber penis as it slides in and out of her pussy, we both cum. 
 
    I close the lap top and put it on the bedside table. I turn off the light and drift off to sleep. 
 
    The Hourglass 
 
    Actually the shape on my pad is not exactly an hourglass shape, it's a bit wider in the middle and rounder. As I look at it I wonder what my life would have been like had she married me instead. I tell myself it turned out for the best. I don't really believe it, but it helps if I tell myself that. Back then we couldn’t have gotten married anyway. It wasn’t yet legal. 
 
    About all my life, I've been on a quest for this hourglass, or maybe hiding from it, I don't know. It's not about time, or anything as nebulous and elusive as that, it's a search for the hourglass shape, a female shape. My hourglass is pretty elusive, it's like a symbol for perfection to me. Sure I play with my own hourglass but it is not the same. And I have delved into other women’s hourglass. Again, it is not Sondra’s. 
 
    The Kiss 
 
    I grew up with Sondra, she is a year younger than I am but we grew up together. We were a lot like sisters, but really we were closer than that, a lot closer than that. 
 
    I hardly even kissed her in all the years I knew her. Not that I didn't want to, God how I wanted to. Looking back I guess she also wanted to, but it just never happened. 
 
    I don't even remember meeting Sondra, I just always knew her. She lived next door. My window faced hers across the fence that separated our yards. When I was about eight and she was seven we strung up a wire with a can on each end so we could talk when we were supposed to be asleep. 
 
    There was tree in the middle of our two houses that we built a tree fort in. It was started by my older brother and when he abandoned it Sondra and I claimed it. You could actually see both of out bedrooms from the fort. 
 
    We played doctor and did all the things that kids are supposed to do. One game we played was that she was a beautiful goddess and I was her brave warrior. In that world there were female warriors. I killed many dragons for her. 
 
    The week before I left for college, it kind of came to a head. I don’t know if she meant for me to see her or not but every night, three nights in a row she would masturbate with her curtains open. She might have done it more than that but that is all I got to see. The first night I just watched across the yard, seeing her from a distance was great but I wanted a better view so the next night I borrowed my brother’s binoculars. 
 
    First Night  
 
    I just happened to look out in my yard to her house and she was kind of dancing to some music. I don’t know what music it was but the dance was pretty sensuous. I turned off the light in my room so I could see better. I didn’t really think of it as spying. At first I didn’t care if she knew I was watching since she was only dancing. But then she started touching herself. Wow. I mean we had made a few references to masturbating but not really discussed it. Girls didn’t masturbate, right? That is what I was always told. Well, I did but most normal girls didn’t. 
 
    Here she was, dancing and grabbing her crotch. Right in front of me. Well across the yard in her bedroom. I started feeling a tingle in my own crotch. I had kind of thought she was sexy before, but now, Oh my God! I was confused, I was her fierce warrior destined to protect her but I hadn’t really considered having sex with her. I guess I hadn’t really explored my own sexuality. But the way she was touching herself, I was really getting turned on. She pulled her jeans off and did some more dancing in her panties then more touching. She was wearing some white panties with red spots. It could have been hearts I couldn’t see that clearly. I had seen a pair of her panties when she was doing laundry once that was white with red hearts. I could not believe the effect her playing with herself had on my own excitement. I still remember watching her dance around in those panties. 
 
    I took my own jeans off and stood in the dark making the same moves as her. It was such a turn on to know that she was feeling the same sensations as I was. I mean we were doing the same actions. 
 
    I got as close as I dared to my window, peeking out from behind the curtain. I would be mortified if she saw me spying on her. Then she pulled off her panties. She had more pubic hair than I did. More than I thought she would have. Her breasts were smaller than mine but her bush was fuller. It is funny the things you think about and notice. 
 
    It had been a few years since I had actually seen her naked. In gym in the in high school. I didn’t really look then. I had noticed her but didn’t really look. Now I was looking. She took her top off then. Just a tank top with no bra. She grabbed her breasts for a moment then moved her hands down her stomach to her bush. I took off my own top and fondled my breasts. I couldn’t believe what a turn on it was to be watching her and doing the same things. 
 
    I could see her look down at herself. She must have pulled her lips apart to see her clit. She had one hand on each side of the inside of her thighs. I was trying to do the same thing but she was too far away to see her clearly and it was dark in my room, I could not see my own clitoris. She seemed to squeeze her hands together, pinching her clitoris I guessed. So I did that too. 
 
    Then she laid down on her bed, and she laid down so that her cootchie was facing me. That is the way her bed was situated, facing my window. She was totally nude, facing my window and I was standing in the dark, finger banging myself while she plunged her own finger into her own snatch. Looking back I always wonder if she had any idea that I might be watching. 
 
    She was going at it, rubbing her hand back and forth, up and down on her mound. I was bummed that I was so far away I could only get the general idea of what she was doing. Not that it mattered, I was more than able to supply details in my mind. Soon we both had an amazing orgasm.  
 
    I had looked a bit at magazines that I had found in my brother’s room. Some that my brother had did have men and women going at it but some that I borrowed just had women and I enjoyed them. But a real live one, in front of me banging her snatch was amazing. Even though she was 75 feet away. In a different room. In a different house. 
 
    I wondered if my brother still had those binoculars he had gotten for Christmas when he was in boy scouts. I remember she had a pair and I would borrow my brother’s and sometimes when we were younger we would look out our window and play games across the yard. We would write notes on blackboards we both had. We also learned Morse code and did that sometimes. We learned a little bit of sign language. We would “talk” across our yards. 
 
    My brother had moved out a while back so I checked to see if they were on his old room. They were. I had them ready just in case I had discovered a nightly ritual. I had.  
 
    Second Night 
 
    The next night, at around the same time, I came into my room and did not turn on the light. I went over to my bedroom window and pointed the binoculars at her window. Nothing was happening so I waited for a bit. I was about ready to give up when the light came on in her room. I must not have noticed it right away because when I looked over she was already sitting at her desk. I think she was reading. Again I was about ready to give up when she started moving around in her chair. I noticed then that she was wearing a short plaid skirt. She started lifting it up and kind of flapping it around, exposing her pink panties. Then she put her hands between her legs and started rubbing herself through her panties, moving her hand up and down. I imagined that her pink panties were starting to get damp with her excitement. I know mine were. She started to put her hand down into her panties but must have changed her mind and stood up. She was looking at herself in the mirror and flouncing her dress around. As she danced she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the ground. Again she was just dancing around in her panties. It was so sensuous. Truthfully it did seem a bit clumsy but that only made it more seductive. 
 
    She kind of grabbed her butt cheeks and moved them around. It was hard not to believe she knew I was watching because it seemed like she was putting on a show. She didn’t ever look my way or even toward the window at all even though the curtains were open. She danced a bit more then flashed herself in the mirror. When she pulled up her shirt I could see that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She brought her hands up and grabbed both breasts with her hands. She kept rubbing her breasts back and forth for a bit. She took off her top and threw it aside. My jeans and top had already come off and I was rubbing my cunt lips, pushing into myself through my panties. Then my panties came off and my fingers went inside. I could feel my juices starting to drip down my thighs. I could hear my fingers making slurping noises. 
 
    By the time she dropped her knickers I was about ready to experience fireworks. She threw her panties into the corner. I slowed down, I wanted to try to cum at the same time she did but I was almost there. Summoning up all my self control, I took my hand away from my pussy and just watched her for a bit. She rubbed her butt from behind for a moment then sat on the desk and started rubbing her clit. She licked her fingers and starting rubbing harder. I could sense her getting close so I started again. She pushed one then two fingers into her pussy and started going faster and I could tell she was ready to blow. My tempo increased too. Right after she started bucking against her fingers I felt wave after wave of passion hit me. I walked over to my bed and just laid down to finish myself off so I didn’t fall onto the floor. 
 
    I regretted not watching her to see what she did after she came. As I lay there though, in my afterglow I wondered if she had ever watched me play with myself with her binoculars. I kind of hoped she had. I didn’t remember ever closing the curtains when I took matters into my own hands and I did it often enough it was fairly likely she had seem me. 
 
    I wished that we had talked more about masturbating, then it wouldn’t seem out of the blue if I asked about it now. 
 
    I decided that tomorrow night I would watch her from the tree fort in the back yard. 
 
    Third Night 
 
    All day I was trying to think of an excuse in case I was found up in the tree fort outside her window at night. Technically it was in my yard but it was very close to her bedroom window. Yeah, I decided I had to get a better look at her petting her kitty. I tried to think of a way I could ask if she was doing it on purpose but it didn’t come out right. 
 
    I did kind of tell her I was going to be in the tree fort.  
 
    “You know, I was thinking. Remember how we used to spend the night in the tree fort? I was thinking about doing it again.” 
 
    “Really? You are going to spend the night in the old tree house? Sweet dreams. I will think of you when I am all warm, cuddling up in my bed tonight. I am sure I will be having the most wonderful dream.”  
 
    Could she have meant what I hope she meant? Did she know I would be in the tree fort looking at her? She never really looked at me in the fort that night but she was definitely in a position that I could see everything. The first two nights I got a good view of her performance I mean, from where I was. But, the third night “wow.” 
 
    I was waiting in the tree. Right after dark I climbed up into the tree fort, feeling rather stupid but if I could get a better glimpse of her pleasuring herself it would be worth it. Luckily, I didn’t have to wait too long. She came into her room and was wearing a yellow cotton sun dress with spaghetti straps. She looked at herself in the mirror and started dancing again. Starting at her chest she slowly rubbed her hands down the length of her body, focusing on her butt at the end. So sensuous. How did she learn that? It was like she was doing a strip tease for someone in the mirror. I remember wondering who she was thinking of while she was dancing. 
 
    She pulled up her dress to flash her panties a few times, rubbing her thighs as she did it. Her panties were white lace this night. So cute. Then she pulled her dress straps off her shoulder and flashed her bra. It was pink also. She undid the buttons that were on the back of her dress and let the top fall forward, exposing her bra. I could see from the tree that her bra was just a bit too big and had space around her tits. She then let dress fall to the ground and kicked it away. She rubbed her snatch through her panties for a bit them undid her bra and let it fall forward to the ground. She massaged her breasts a bit then rubbed her thighs a bit. From my closer vantage point I could see how stiff her nipples were. Turning around, she bent over showing her ass to the mirror. She spread her butt cheeks just a bit then faced the mirror and danced bit more. I remember thinking she was skinnier that I thought she was. I could see her hip bone plainly. Also she seemed a bit clumsy, like she was practicing but didn’t quite have the moves down. It was so cute! 
 
    Then, and I don’t know where she got it but she put on this little bra or bikini top that looked like it had jewels on it. I almost feel like I hallucinated it because I didn’t know that she had a top like that. Anyway she put this cute top on and continued dancing around wearing the top and her panties. She was going at it, grinding her hips and stuff like that. Then she picked up a piece of gauzy fabric that was left over from when her mom was making curtains for her room. I remember she was so excited when her mom gave them to her. But she danced around with this piece of gauze and wearing this sparkly top and panties. It was so hot, I was so turned on. I had never seen this side of her before. And of course I couldn’t mention it since I was spying on her! 
 
    She must have been having fun with gauze because she was doing peek a boo to herself in the mirror and rubbing it between her legs. She must have seen a video of a stripper or something. It was so unlike her. 
 
    After a bit more dancing, she cast the gauze aside and laid down on the bed still somewhat facing the window. Even laying in her bed she faced the mirror like there was someone there that she was performing for. Of course, I fantasized that it was me that she was performing for. I did tell her I was going to be in the tree but she never looked at the tree. Several times she pulled the gusset of her panties aside and touched her pussy before taking them off. One thing that surprised me was that right after she took them off, she brought her panties up to her face and seemed to be sniffing them. I had never thought of that. I decided I would try it the next time I masturbated. She rubbed her panties on her titties and then on her pussy before throwing them on the floor. She then kind of fumbled around, touching her pussy lips and her butt hole just a bit. It was like he wanted to wait a bit before taking the plunge and sticking her finger inside her cunt. But she did soon enough and pushed it in and out a few times before she kind of arched her back and pulled her finger out and just laid there a few minutes. After a bit she touched herself a few more times and her belly kind of rippled a bit like she had a small orgasm. After another minute or two she got up to turn off the light. I hadn’t quite finished myself but decided to go back to my bedroom to do it. I didn’t want to accidentally fall out of the tree or hurt myself. 
 
    When I got back to my bedroom a did a little bit of a strip tease but I was too much in a hurry to strip down and rub myself to orgasm. Of course, I did sniff my panties like she did. The aroma was a bit intoxicating. I just touched my clit a few times and saw fireworks. 
 
    I remember trying it again a few times after I went away to school but it just wasn’t the same. Maybe if I tried it with another girl’s panties it would be different. That first time I was remembering Sondra doing it. It was so fresh in my mind I think that is why it turned me on so much. 
 
    I wanted so much to call her and talk about what had just happened but I was too shy or embarrassed. 
 
    Failed Seduction 
 
    When we were much younger, I did kind of kiss her once, I remember it well. We were walking home from the bus stop. I was in the third grade and she was in the second. She had seen her older sister and boyfriend kissing and wanted to try it. I remember it as a feeling but I could never describe it. I knew I liked it but I wasn't sure why. At the time I thought it was just kissing in general that made me feel like that, and maybe it was, but looking back I think it might have been because I was kissing her. 
 
    Only once did I really try to get in her pants. It was the last time we saw each other, the night before I went off to college. I was nineteen and had just returned from a date with a guy from work. It was kind of a last chance to see if it would work with this guy even though I knew it wouldn’t. The date didn't turn out so well.  
 
    The whole time on the date I was thinking about Sondra. Her three days of masturbating was still fresh on my mind. I guess I figured since she was eighteen it would be allowed. Back then it was not allowed. I don’t suppose it is really allowed even today. When I got home I went into the back yard and sat down, I was a little drunk and a lot horny. Sondra saw me out there and figured I needed someone to talk to. She was right as usual. She could tell I was frustrated and she put her hand on my knee to comfort me. Maybe that was the wrong thing to do at the time, her touch sent sensory waves through out my body, with most of the waves coming to rest in my crotch. 
 
    "Have I ever told you how much I care about you?" I shifted and put my hand on hers. 
 
    "You didn't have to, we've been through so much together." She put her other hand on mine, not realizing the grand significance of this gesture to me in my intoxicated and aroused state. 
 
    We sat in silence for a minute or two then I said "Sometimes I don't think you love me anymore." 
 
    It was a little game I played with her, she didn't like it all that much but she usually played along. Her line was supposed to be: "I never did love you Kimmy Bryan." Then I would say "Oh, okay" and smile. It was something I picked up from the comic strip "Peanuts." She played along that night. I was kind of hoping she wouldn't. 
 
    After we recited the script I looked into her eyes, she was so beautiful, her eyes seemed to give sparkle to the stars. I tried to kiss her, she didn't get mad but she didn't kiss me back either. I blew it. 
 
    "What do you think you are doing?" I saw fear in her eyes for the first time. 
 
    Sondra always seemed to know just what to say. Normally that would have made me stop and think but like I said I was a little drunk and horny. And she was radiant, sitting in that moonlight. 
 
    "Let's make love." I said. 
 
    "Are you serious?" She tried to make it into a joke but when she saw the look on my face she knew that wouldn't work. She tightened her hands on mine, "Look Kimmy, I can't. Please don't ask me to." I saw pain in her eyes. 
 
    That hit me hard. I looked into her eyes and the air around me thickened. I felt like everything that had existed between us was ruined, as if a sacred trust had been violated. What warrior would ask to make love to his goddess? The whole world crashed around me. I expected to hear thunder, be struck by lightning and swallowed up by an earthquake. I was no longer drunk or horny. There was an uneasy, emptiness in my stomach. I was so ashamed. 
 
    When I could breathe again, I told her I was sorry, said goodnight and walked toward my house. 
 
    She called out after me but I couldn't turn around. 
 
    Time Passes 
 
    I didn't see Sondra again for the next few years. I went away to college about a week later and when I was home for the summer our paths just never crossed. I didn't go out of my way to avoid her but I didn't go anywhere she might be. I told myself that if she wanted to see me she would drop by, I didn't have the courage to walk next door. 
 
    When I returned home after dropping out my third year of college I heard she was married. I didn't even send her a card. 
 
    Failed Artist 
 
    I feel like a prostitute, I'm selling what I should be doing for love, and it doesn't mean anything. I haven't really done anything in the last five years, I just go through the motions. I decided ten years ago that I would be an artist and since then I've just followed my plan, not because I wanted to create but because that's what I had decided to do. I would go to the beach and draw a picture of the sunset and that is all it would be, I would put none of "me" into it. I put up a wall between me and life and nothing penetrated it. I've been living on auto-pilot. 
 
    I'm not really an artist, I'm a technician. I know the rules for commercial "art" and I draw some pretty dresses. It's not art, I just go through the motions of being an artist. It's my title at work, commercial artist, but those two words, put together like that form a contradiction. I draw pictures, I don't create them. Maybe I do have the ability to put something important down in ink or paint, but I've just never come anywhere close to it yet. 
 
    I draw a few curly lines coming from behind the hourglass shape. I sit back and think lustful thoughts for a moment; I add a bit of crosshatching to give it some fullness. 
 
    I've been infatuated with this hourglass shape since I was about sixteen. It's not a woman's shape, I mean it's not the traditional shape you think of as a woman's, hips, waist and chest. It is a female shape though. 
 
    One time Sondra's mother gave me a ride, I don't remember where I was going. I was in the front seat and Sondra was in the back. When I got out of the car Sondra moved into the front seat. She was wearing a short black skirt and as she got into the front seat, I caught a glimpse of her underwear. I can still picture the little black hairs peeking out from behind the strip of cloth that ran between her legs. She was only about sixteen, but she was old for her age. Anyway, the little white strip of her panties really stood out against the black of her skirt and the shape kind of resembled an hourglass. I fantasized about her hourglass that night. 
 
    Since then, that shape has been like a symbol of perfection to me. I draw it a lot when doodling, no one knows what I'm drawing but me. It seems to show up in a lot of my sketches in one way or another. 
 
    Even when she was just a little girl, Sondra was so close to being perfect that I was in awe. She had long, thick, dark brown hair, when ever I would see her with her hair pulled back I would take the rubber band or barrette out of her hair. I liked to see her hair falling over her shoulder. 
 
    When she was twelve she started working out to keep her body in shape, her grandmother was a little overweight and she promised herself that it would never happen to her. 
 
    In the years since that night in my backyard my infatuation with her has grown to enormous proportions. Not only was she about the most beautiful girl I had ever seen, but she could sing and dance, and she was really smart. I never told her how I felt, I guess I didn't think I could keep her even if I did get her. I was afraid telling her would spoil it. You can't tell a goddess that you are in love with her. You can worship a goddess, you can love a goddess, but you can't be in love with a goddess. What would a beautiful goddess see in a mere warrior? 
 
    Is it sacrilege to want to make love to a goddess? 
 
    As I look at the hourglass on my paper, with the little hairs curling from behind, I can't help but feel stupid for being so naive, so caught up only in myself that I didn't see what was really going on. I wish I knew then what I know now. 
 
    Sondra and I talked a lot about the future while we were growing up. She was going to be famous, for a while she was going to be a famous dancer, then she was going to be an actress, and off and on, a singer. We had big plans, we never considered that we wouldn't be together, we just assumed that we would know each other forever. 
 
    The Funeral 
 
    I finally saw her again last night, it had been a little over five years. It was inevitable that we would run into each other again. I always knew we would, but I wasn't ready for it. She wasn't either. 
 
    Her mother died three days ago. She flew down for the funeral. I didn't want to go, I was afraid to see her, but I had known her mother all my life. I had to go. 
 
    We were pretty distant at the funeral. If anybody at the funeral didn't know us they would have been surprised if they had seen a picture of us as children. Besides the ones taken at school, there were very few pictures of one of us without the other one. I guess the people who did know us were pretty lost as to what happened to us, I never told anyone. 
 
    Here we were, adults, mature grown adults, and we were afraid of each other, we didn't even look at each other. After the funeral I decided I couldn't take it anymore, as much as I didn't want to face her, I had to apologize. I couldn't let a drunken mistake keep us apart forever. She started walking toward me at the same time I started toward her. 
 
    We just stood there, neither of us knowing what to say. She was as beautiful as ever. Finally one of us, I guess it was me, suggested that we go out for a drink. 
 
    “I really want to. We do need to catch up but I have so much to do before I go back to Atlanta. I will be back in two weeks to wrap up my mother’s things, can we meet then?” 
 
    “Sure, I would love to.” 
 
    She handed me her phone, “Can you put your number in here?”  
 
    I put my number in not sure if she would ever call or not. After I left I couldn’t believe myself. Even though I was leaving the funeral of a woman I had known my entire life all I could think about was jumping Sondra’s bones. She was so sexy. I had already arranged to take the day off so I just went home and masturbated thinking of her. I had fresh pictures to fantasize with. I imagined holding her to comfort her. Then I kissed her on the forehead, then the lips. Then things just got hot and heavy as we ripped each other’s clothes off. I know it was kind of cold to think about fucking her right after her mother dies but I’d had the hots for her most of my life. I knew I would never really get her in the sack but I could think about it. In my fantasy I went straight for her bush and my fingers went straight for mine. Soon I was humping my fingers like there was no tomorrow. After I just laid there a while, a bit ashamed of myself but I did enjoy it. I thought about her fucking her husband when she got home. I didn’t know what he looked like really. I think I had seen a picture of them together but I don’t remember what he looked like. I just imagined her getting pounded and the look on her face like she was bored. I know, I’m bad! I mean, even if he is the one that is fucking her, I didn’t have to want her to enjoy it. 
 
    The Call 
 
    She did call me. It was a few weeks later. She said she was coming back for a week or two in a week and asked if I wanted to get together. Of course I said yes. I was at my desk at the time and I started diddling myself a bit while we talked. Even her voice got me hot. I know, I’m bad. 
 
    We arranged to meet at a bar I went to occasionally. It was the only bar I ever went to that wasn’t a lesbian bar. I didn’t want to bring her there although I guess she knew since I had tried to get her in the sack. 
 
    In the bar we tried to chip at the ice with general conversation. 
 
    "Where's your husband?" It seemed like the obvious thing to ask. 
 
    "He's back in Atlanta. He couldn't leave work. He's taking care of Aja, our daughter.  Billy and Mom never got along, she wouldn't have missed him. Truthfully we are not getting along. I am going to move back here and live in my mom’s house for a bit with Aja. Once I take care of all this I will go get her." She picked up my hand and looked at my finger. "You never got married?" 
 
    "No." I wanted to say something else but there was nothing else to say. I pulled my hand back but I could still feel her touch.. 
 
    She finished her drink. "I hear you're doing pretty well. I see some of your drawings up in Atlanta." 
 
    "Yeah," I said absently. Then I looked her in the eye, "Look, I can't go on like this. I'm so sorry for what happened that night. I still think about it all the time. I ruined our friendship. God, I'm so sorry." 
 
    Sondra looked at me strangely, "You're sorry? You're sorry? What have you got to be sorry for? I can't believe I just let you walk away like that." 
 
    "No, it was my fault, I had no right to expect you to go to bed with me. I don’t think I even knew what that meant back then. And I shouldn't have walked away like that. I was just so embarrassed, I didn't know what to do." 
 
    "Kimmy, I wanted to go to bed with you, God, if only you knew how much I wanted to. But that night," she paused and turned red. God, was she beautiful. "That night, I was, I was on my period." 
 
    Neither one of us said anything for a moment, then we both started laughing and crying at the same time. We got up and hugged each other, still laughing and crying. It must have been quite a scene; we came in hardly willing to look at each other, then after talking for a few minutes we start hugging each other while laughing hysterically. 
 
    We kissed. The kiss that took years to occur. At first it was a peck on the cheek, Then it was mouth to mouth. Then my tongue was in her mouth and hers was in mine. Of its own accord my left hand found her right breast, massaging it through her bra and Tee shirt. 
 
    Then we both realized we were still in a bar. And now I regretted that I hadn’t chose the lesbian bar. 
 
    “Umm, maybe we should go somewhere more private?” She said, looking around to see if anyone was staring. 
 
    “Yeah, I am living not far from where I used to live next to your mom’s house. Or I guess your house now. We can go there.” 
 
    “That sounds good. I would love to see where you live now.” 
 
    Finally 
 
    Once we got to my house I gave her a little tour. I had two bedrooms but one of them I used as an office. I wanted to push her onto my bed and have my way with her but I didn’t want to rush things. We saw the kitchen, I showed her out the back door and then back to the living room. 
 
    I poured us a bit of wine and we sat on the couch. I didn’t really drink wine but I had some in the fridge and figured it was what normal people do. I think someone had left it at the house. 
 
    She took one sip and looked at me with a look that melted me. “Can I kiss you?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She moved closer and our lips met again. It was so amazing. My whole body was electrified. She put her hands on each side of my head and held me while we kissed. I pushed her back on the couch. I was kind of laying on top of her. My hand reached between us and I started caressing her breasts through her shirt. Then my hand was under her Tee shirt, massaging through her bra. Then it was under the bra, her nipple erect, growing more erect as I tweaked it with my index and middle finger, then my thumb and index finger. My mouth had yet to leave hers. Our kiss was passion, it was electricity, it was bliss. When we broke the embrace our hands flew to our tops and off they came. Our bras were unhooked and thrown on the floor. We embraced again, our breasts meeting for the first time. Ten years overdue. We kissed again, passion and fire. Tongues deep inside each others mouth. Another break from the embrace. I looked at her face and we rubbed our nipples together. If possible they became even harder. We stood up, her skirt fell as did my slacks. Wearing only our panties we fell back on the couch. 
 
    She sat up, kneeling, facing me with her legs up under her. I faced her and put a leg on each side of her. We kissed again, long and hard and deep. 
 
    Pushing her back on the couch I turned her over and knelt on the floor. I ran my hand over her back and butt and continued down her legs. I went back and forth like this several time. I stopped at the butt and pushed her panties aside and massaged her slit, back and forth. 
 
    I rubbed her butt some more then spread her cheeks and kissed her butt hole through her panties. She moaned. I pulled her panties aside and kissed her butt again, this time for real. She squealed. I don’t think anyone had ever done that before. I concentrated on that for a moment, tickling the rim of her asshole. She loved it. 
 
    “Oh, my God! You are so nasty, I love it.” Even in the middle of lovemaking I wished she had said “I love you!” but I will take what I can get. I licked her butt and pussy more, sticking my tongue inside her pussy as much as I could from my position. Even in the heat of passion I was reveling in the fact that after all these years I was finally going down on her. I was determined to make the most of it in case it was the only time it ever happened. 
 
    Turning her over on the couch, I rubbed her belly then went down to her pussy. I pulled her panties aside and licked my fingers and rubbed her clit. Her pussy was dripping and I pushed two fingers inside. My thumb was brushing her clit, her tummy reacted with a sort of spasm. I increased my tempo, fucking her cunt with my fingers. She bucked up against my hand as she came. I left her alone for a moment. 
 
    “Okay, now it is your turn baby.” She got off the couch and led me into my bedroom. I crawled up on the bed. 
 
    She said, “Stop right there.” I was still on my hands and knees on her bed. She crawled up behind me and started licking my pussy through my panties from behind. It was nice but I longed for her tongue to be inside my pussy, I guess she did too because she quickly peeled my panties off and stuck her tongue as deep as it would go inside me and wiggled it around. 
 
    Looking back I am not sure which turned me on more, that a tongue was in my pussy or that HER tongue was inside my pussy. It was one of those fantasies that I never thought would come true. Like fucking Marilyn Monroe or Bridget Bardot. 
 
    Finally I collapsed on the bed, my legs just couldn’t hold me up with her lapping my cunt. I fell forward and her mouth followed me down, still licking lick my juices like they were the food of the gods. She turned me over so she could attend to my clit, licking and nibbling it to send me over the edge. I grabbed her face and pulled her even closer to my center. She kept her tongue to my clit as she rocked my world. Finally she came up for air and we just lay next to each other until the room stopped spinning. 
 
    “After I catch my breath, can we do sixty-nine? I have been fantasizing about us doing that for years.” I asked, still not sure that we would ever do this again. 
 
    She looked up from where she was resting her head, on my thighs. “Of course baby. But we don’t have to rush things. We have all the time in the world now.” 
 
    “Do we? What about our lives. They are so different.” 
 
    “I have been thinking about that. We can stay here or I can go anywhere you want to go. I only want to be with you. I mean, if you want to be with me.” 
 
    “What about Aja? What about your husband.  
 
    “There is nothing I want more than to be with you. Anywhere you want to be, I will go there. Aja will understand. One of her best friends has two mothers. I am sure she will love you and you will love her. That is if a child is not a problem for you.” 
 
    I would love to help raise a child. I just never thought I would.” 
 
    “I am not going too fast for you am I? I mean we can take this as slow as you want. What do you want?” 
 
    “Mmmm. Right now I want to go down on you while you go down on me.” 
 
    “Sixty-nine?” 
 
    “Sixty-nine!” 
 
    She crawled up so that she was over my crotch and hers was in front of my face. She leaned down and I raised my head up so we were both lapping each other’s twat. It was a dream cum true. We became a circle, she was attached to my crotch and I was attached to her. The passion seemed to travel through us. 
 
    The Morning After 
 
    The next morning I woke up to the smell of breakfast being cooked. I went into the kitchen wrapped up in a blanket from her bed, She was wearing an apron with only a pair of cotton panties underneath. I sat at her table and let the blanket fall, the upper half of my body bare to the world.  
 
    It was just a simple thing, turkey bacon, eggs and toast, but it was the best tasting food I had eaten in a while. I don’t usually eat breakfast but I must have built up quite an appetite during the night. 
 
    “I have a question for you. You probably won’t even know what I am talking about. Do you remember anything about the week before I left. The nights right before I left.” 
 
    Sondra looked a bit like she had a guilty conscience. “Yesss,” she answered slowly. 
 
    “Do you remember, um…. In your window…” 
 
    “Masturbating?” My heart stopped. 
 
    “Yes, did you…?” 
 
    “Do that for you?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I opened my mouth but couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Yes, I knew you were looking. Well, I hoped you were looking. I did it for you but, it was for me too. I had some of the best orgasms I have ever had those nights. Even since then, often when I am rubbing one off, I think of you watching. It makes it so much better.” 
 
    She continued, “I was hoping we could get together before you left but, I had a surprise visitor. I wasn’t expecting my period for a few more days. I tried to explain but I guess you got the wrong message and then I was so embarrassed. I was so mixed up back then.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too. I am a bit mixed up now. Maybe we can make up for lost time?” 
 
    “Yeah, sounds good.” She shook her head in agreement. Then she looked at me and kind of squinted her eyes, “Can I masturbate for you? I have been wanting to forever. I mean I guess I have masturbated for you. Not only those nights when I hoped you were looking but almost every time since then. You have been with me in my thoughts.” 
 
    “There is nothing I would like more than for you to masturbate for me. Then, maybe I can masturbate for you.” 
 
    Sondra grabbed my hand and led me into the living room. She sat me down on the couch. She went over to her computer and selected a playlist. 
 
    “This is what I put together for rubbing one off. I call it my ‘pantie peelers’ playlist. These are some songs that always get me in the mood.” 
 
    With that she started dancing around and flashing her panties by lifting her apron. She would occasionally rub her hands between her legs and around her inner thighs. She then pulled her apron over her head and sort of danced with it, using it to play peek a boo with her body, covering then uncovering her titties and her panties. Shortly she flung her apron away. It was pretty funny her doing a strip tease with a cooking apron but I thought it was hot as hell. Now she was down to just her panties. She was wearing some cotton bikinis, gray with white spots. She stood on a big foot stool she had in her living room and started dancing on it. She turned around and shook her butt in my face. She pulled her panties down to show her butt crack and then turned around and pulled them down to give me a flash of her bush. Some of her pubic hair was already peeking out from the gusset of her panties and a bit over the top of her panties. By this time I couldn’t resist pushing on my own love box. I didn’t want to move too fast and finger myself to orgasm instead of watching her so I sat on my hands. Her little titties were so gorgeous, pointing up to the roof. I realized as I watched her that I had inadvertently ignored her amazing breasts. I promised myself I would rectify that at my next opportunity. Up on the foot stool she turned away from me and shook her butt in my direction for a bit then bent over to give me a full moon. I could see that her dancing must be turning her on as well since her panties were getting very damp. She touched herself through her panties, making her panties even more slick. She pulled back the gusset of her underwear and rubbed her slit. I could see her finger quickly get coated with her pussy juices. It was getting very hard to keep my fingers out of my pie. After she turned back around to face me she pulled her panties up tight on her clit and moved them back and forth over her pussy. I could tell she enjoyed this as she moaned and closed her eyes. I could feel my own panties getting damp. She rubbed her clit for a bit then turned around. She must have stuck her finger inside herself because she turned back around and held her finger under my nose so I could smell her juice on her finger. She put her finger in my mouth so I could lick her juices off of it. 
 
    By this time her panties were soaked. She pulled them off and swirled them around a bit before throwing them at my face. I grabbed them and held them up to my face. Oh my god, her aroma made me so horny. I felt like grabbing her and pushing my face in her twat. I couldn’t resist rubbing my own panties, first with my fingers then with her panties. 
 
    Then she got down to business. She sat on the foot stool with beaver spread right in front of me and started doing circles around her clit and rubbing her slit. She held her finger out for me to lick it again. She then went back to her circles, her moans got slightly louder and more passionate. It must have been as hard for her as it was for me to prolong her show. She plunged her finger into her twat, pumping it back and forth, in and out before adding another finger. Her breathing grew more intense and quicker. I knew she was near cumming so I started matching her actions. I pulled off my panties and stuck a finger in my slash, pumping in and out. At this point we both lost track of the other one and just attended to our own orgasm. I knew she was there, hearing her and looking over occasionally but I was madly fucking myself with first one finger, then two. I think she kind of forgot I was there too. After we both finished she crawled over to me on the couch and we just snuggled for a bit. She looked around and saw my panties that I had just peeled off sitting on the back of the couch. After examining my panties for a bit, she brought then up to her nose and inhaled. 
 
    The Panties Story 
 
    “Mmm, I love the aroma of your excitement.” She sighed. “Remind me to tell you my panties story.” 
 
    “Okay. Don’t forget to tell me your panties story,” I said. 
 
    Laughing, she said, “Okay. I have never told anyone this although I have thought about it a lot. Not long before you went away to college. I had come over to your house and we were going somewhere. I don’t remember where. You were taking a shower. I waited in your bedroom. When you came out of the shower I went to use your bathroom. The clothes you had just taken off were laying on the floor. Right on top of your pile of clothes were the panties you had just taken off. They were a light pink cotton pair. As I was sitting there I just kept looking at them. When I got up to leave I just grabbed them and stuffed them in my pocket. I couldn’t believe I did it, I don’t even know why.  
 
    “I think we went to the movies. Oh, yeah, I remember. At the theater I moved them from my pocket to down my pants to where they were right down by my clit, putting pressure on it all night. I would tap myself all night. It was like a night of foreplay. I looked over at you during the movie knowing that I had your panties shoved down my pants. 
 
    “That night I totally masturbated while smelling them. I felt so nasty. It was great. I still remember it. It was definitely one of my top five orgasms.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, you rate your orgasms?” 
 
    “Yeah, kind of. It’s not like I always give it a number but if I hit an earth shattering orgasm, I’m like that ‘Wow, that was one of my better orgasms.’ Anyway, that night I fantasized that you were watching me rub one off. That is when I decided to open my curtains in case you were looking. I didn’t do it right away since I was busy at the moment, but the next night I started leaving the curtains open for you. I thought about using your panties in my nightly show but I thought that would be too kinky. What if you weren’t interested and you just happened to see that I had stolen your panties? You would have thought I was a perv. Or realized I was.” Sondra laughed. 
 
    “Wow,” was all I could say. 
 
    “And that, my dear, is my panties story. I kept those panties for quite a while to use in my ‘do it myself’ endeavors. At first I was going to see if I could sneak them back in your dirty clothes hamper but I didn’t get the chance. So I kept them. I don’t even know what finally happened to them. I probably threw them away when I married Billy.” 
 
    “I wish I would have stolen a pair of your panties to remember you by. All I had was the memory of your nightly shows. They were great though.” 
 
    “Any time you want to borrow a pair of my soiled panties just let me know. If you let me know in advance I can rub one off before I give them to you.” 
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    Thanks for reading. As a struggling writer, reviews are important for my work. If you enjoyed this book please leave a review. 
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