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		Debbie Does Dalhousie

		By Giselle Renarde

		

		She couldn’t believe this day had really come.

		

		Through all her son’s high school years, Debbie had counted the days until she could finally kick him out of the house. Well, okay, that was a bit of an exaggeration, but Ryan really did give her more trouble than any of the other boys. Middle child, always seeking attention. The oldest was coddled, the youngest got away with murder, and there was Ryan between the two, always struggling.

		

		Debbie and her ex had been amazed when Ryan got into a good university, and even scored a scholarship for gay creative types. Despite the grey hairs he’d given her, Debbie had to admit she admired her son. He was so confident in who he was and what he wanted out of life.

		

		Even in middle age, Debbie hadn’t settled on what she wanted. Two ex-husbands in her past, trailing countless jobs and half-completed night courses, she still didn’t know what to set her sights on. It wasn’t enough just to be a mom—she’d figured that out years ago—but now that Ryan had more direction in life than she did, she was starting to feel like a failure.

		

		“Don’t work too hard,” she told Ryan, not that working too hard was generally an issue for him.

		

		“Trust me, I won’t.” He delivered his lines straight-faced, but Debbie suspected there was more beneath his monotone than he let on. She kissed his greasy hair and looked around his dorm room. It was so tiny. And he had to share this with another boy?

		

		“Want me to help you unpack?” she asked.

		

		“No, I got it.” He stood in the middle of the room, staring at her as if to say, ‘Here’s your hat. What’s your hurry?’

		

		“I want you to have fun at university,” Debbie told him. She wished she had better words of wisdom, but nothing came to mind. “I was already engaged to your dad at your age, and I always wonder what life would be like if I’d gotten a degree instead of getting married.”

		

		“Mom!” Ryan rolled his eyes. “I don’t want to hear about your life.”

		

		“I know, but just… try new things, okay? I’m sure the other moms tell their kids not to do anything stupid, but trust me, if you don’t do it now you never will. I’ve always felt like I missed out on something really great by not going to university.”

		

		“So you want to live vicariously through me?” Ryan raised an eyebrow—he plucked his eyebrows, and they looked even better than Debbie’s.

		

		With a smile, Debbie took him in her arms. He squirmed, but she just held on tighter. “Every mother wants her kids to have a better life than she did.”

		

		Ryan stopped struggling. Tears welled in Debbie’s eyes as she felt his hands creeping up her back. He hugged her hard and said, “Thanks.”

		

		If she didn’t leave his room now, she’d end up sleeping on that second bed, whether or not there was another boy in it.

		

		Debbie said her goodbyes in a haze. If it was this hard with Ryan, imagine how she’d feel dropping Aiden off at university! Just the thought made her feel faint. She’d be all alone, then. An entire house, and only her. Dinners alone, evenings alone. Forever alone. God, she couldn’t stand the thought. But she couldn’t hold on to her children forever. She had to take care of herself.

		

		Wandering from Ryan’s residence, Debbie dropped down on a bench. She’d come in lugging Ryan’s suitcase in one hand and fold-away easel in the other. Now she had only her purse at her side.

		

		Summer hadn’t given up its hold on temperatures. Early September felt like mid-July, and the sun scorched her bare legs. Her boys were always telling her what an embarrassment she was, dressing like a teenager, but so what if she did? These were the clothes she liked: sparkly sneakers and short jersey skirts, tight-fitting hoodies unzipped part way. Debbie had big boobs and she liked showing them off.

		

		“Hey, we’re having a welcome back party! Wanna come?”

		

		Debbie looked up from her sorrow to find three pretty young women staring right at her. A tall girl with gleaming black skin held out a card that stated where and when, but Debbie didn’t know the campus well enough for that to mean anything to her. She also wasn’t quite sure why they were inviting her in the first place. Did they think she was a student?

		

		“A welcome back party?” Debbie asked. “What…?”

		

		“This week’s always about the froshes,” said a girl who must have been dripping with sweat in that long black dress. She looked like Wednesday Adams, though she was probably too young to know who that was. “We wanted to have a little get-together for returning students, but we’re having trouble finding any.”

		

		“Yeah, they don’t usually come back to campus until the absolute last minute.” The third, an Asian girl wearing a dress that looked like it belonged on a Swedish Barbie doll, sat on the bench beside Debbie. “Classes don’t start for another week. So far, we’ve only found each other. And you.”

		

		Debbie itched to party with these quirky girls, but she couldn’t lie to them. Anyway, they’d see right through her the second she didn’t know what her major was.

		

		“I’m not a student,” Debbie admitted. “I just dropped my son off, actually. He’ll be going to school here.”

		

		The tall girl’s eyes widened. “Wow, you don’t look old enough to have a son in university.”

		

		“Two, actually.” Debbie smiled at the compliment. “My older son’s in his fourth year at Carlton.”

		

		“Wow, he must be the same age as us, then.” The girl in the funny dress beamed. She obviously had no idea how old she was making Debbie feel.

		

		“You can still come to our party,” said Wednesday Adams. “We’re grabbing dinner first. Do you like sushi?”

		

		Not even a little bit. But there was a pulse driving her to go along with whatever these girls wanted to do. Debbie had missed out on the university experience. This was her opportunity, right here, right now. She had to go for it.

		

		“I love sushi!” Debbie said, hopping up from the bench.

		

		The girls introduced themselves around their blonde-wood table at the sushi place. The tallest of them was named Alisha, the Asian girl in the Swedish dress was Mimi, and Debbie couldn’t remember the other girl’s name, so she just kept calling her Wednesday. When they talked about their programs, they put Debbie to shame because she didn’t understand a word they said. These women were real academics, not just dumb kids spending their parents’ money. Debbie had underestimated them.

		

		“What should we get for dessert?” Debbie asked. “The mango ice cream looks good.”

		

		“The green tea ice cream is better,” Alisha said.

		

		Mimi sunk back in her chair and placed both hands on her belly. “How can you talk about food? We ate so much!”

		

		Debbie had barely picked at the sushi, though the other girls were talking so much they didn’t seem to notice. “Well, what are we having for snacks at this party?”

		

		The girls looked at each other like they were trying to not laugh.

		

		“Oh, it’s not that kind of party,” Mimi said with a gentle smile.

		

		“It’s not the kind of party that has snacks?” What had she gotten herself into? Maybe “party” was code for something. “Well, what kind of party is it?”

		

		“This kind,” Alisha said, pointing to the pile of cute, cuddly bunnies on the invitation.

		

		Debbie was starting to feel really dumb now. “I don’t get it. What’s a bunch of rabbits supposed to mean?”

		

		Wednesday leaned across the table. “We all get together and… take off our clothes and…”

		

		“It’s better when there are more people,” Mimi said.

		

		“What, like an orgy?” Debbie asked, far more loudly than she’d intended.

		

		The guys at the next table looked over, and she could only be relieved that Ryan wasn’t among them.

		

		“I guess so,” Alisha answered. “So, are you still in?”

		

		A thick pulse sounded between Debbie’s thighs. Alisha, Mimi, and Wednesday were very pretty girls, and she’d come here thinking how many experiences she’d missed out on. If she said no to this chance, she would always regret it.

		

		“I’m in.” Debbie forced a smile, though she was nervous as hell. “I want this.”

		

		As they walked to Alisha’s dorm, where this so-called “party” was to be held, Wednesday asked, “So, Debbie, have you ever fucked a girl?”

		

		Debbie’s breath caught in her throat. “Well, I… I…”

		

		“Oh, she has!” Mimi giggled. “Look, she’s blushing!”

		

		“I am not blushing.” Debbie covered her cheeks with both hands. “No, I’ve never fucked a girl. I kissed a girl once…”

		

		“And she liked it!” the girls sang as they hopped down the sidewalk.

		

		“I suppose I did.” Debbie felt very flustered, and too old for this. “It was a long time ago. I hardly even remember.”

		

		Wednesday stopped in front of her, face to face, blocking the path. “Then we’ll have to remind you.”

		

		Debbie swallowed hard. ‘Not here,’ she kept thinking. ‘Don’t kiss me in the street where anyone could see.’

		

		Wednesday smiled, almost like she could hear Debbie’s internal plea. When she turned and kept walking, Debbie followed. She was scared as hell, sure, but she wanted this.

		

		Alisha’s dorm room was much larger than Ryan’s, more like a bachelor apartment. She didn’t share with anyone. The building seemed pretty much deserted, since older students hadn’t returned to residence yet.

		

		When Alisha turned on music with a throbbing bass line, Debbie’s pussy mimicked in beat. Her skin pricked even though the room wasn’t cold. Alisha lit candles while Wednesday pulled the bright blue comforter off the bed and spread it across the floor. Mimi put pillows on top, and Alisha said, “Looks great!”

		

		Debbie’s nipples peaked so hard they stuck out in front of her. She absently smoothed her hands over the velveteen fabric of her hoodie, and Wednesday laughed “Need some help, over there?”

		

		“Hmm?” Debbie swallowed hard. “You mean… what do you mean?”

		

		With matching smirks, Wednesday and Mimi approached. When they were close enough to touch, Wednesday reached for the zipper and pulled it down until Debbie’s hoodie hung open. It was so skin-tight that she hadn’t worn a T-shirt underneath, only a playful bra—bright pink with leopard spots. It made the girls chuckle, but that was fine. She could tell that they were salivating over her big breasts, so she pulled the cups down and scooped them out, rolling her hard nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

		

		“Wow,” Mimi said in a whisper.

		

		“Yeah,” Wednesday replied.

		

		Debbie smiled wide. “I know. I’ve got great tits.”

		

		“That’s an understatement.” Alisha stood apart from the three of them, her eyes were just as hungry as Mimi and Wednesday’s.

		

		“We should all just lick you and love you,” Mimi said. “I mean, since you’ve never done this before. It would be, like, your initiation.”

		

		Wednesday set a warm palm on Debbie’s bare flesh. “Is that what you want?”

		

		Debbie tried to say yes, but the word wouldn’t come out, no matter how hard she forced it. She let the girls lead her onto the makeshift love arena on the floor. They tore off her shorts and her thong, then pulled away her hoodie and bra. Once she was totally naked, they sat her down on a pillow.

		

		Leaning against the mattress, Debbie watched the girls strip. She hardly knew where to look. Wednesday and Mimi took turns unzipping one another and dropping their dresses to pools at their feet. Wednesday wore a long slip underneath. She struggled out of it while Mimi pushed down a pair of ruffled panties, then tore off a tight orange camisole. Her body was supremely lean, almost androgynous, with tiny breasts and a pussy shaved completely bare.

		

		Wednesday had more of a natural look to her nudity—her bush was a dark puffball at the apex of her thighs. Her skin was pale as the moon, her belly round, her breasts large and pendulous with soft pink nipples. Mimi’s tits were different—dark and pointy as pencil erasers.

		

		Behind those two, Alisha undressed recklessly, almost clumsily. She hopped around the room trying to get her socks off before ripping away her jeans and T-shirt. Her naked flesh glowed like polished wood against the orange candle flames. Her shape was somewhere between Wednesday’s and Mimi’s—lean and long limbs, but her bum was generously proportioned to her big breasts. Debbie tried to meet the girl’s gaze, but realized with a jolt that Alisha was staring at her cunt.

		

		“You really love eating pussy, don’t you?” Debbie asked.

		

		All the girls said yes, even though Debbie had only really been asking Alisha.

		

		“Are you going to fight over it?”

		

		The girls chuckled, looking back and forth between themselves.

		

		“Can I watch you two kiss?” Debbie asked Mimi and Wednesday. She rolled her nipples between her fingers while they considered each other bashfully.

		

		“Sure,” Mimi said. “My pleasure.”

		

		“My pleasure.” Wednesday traced her fingers around Mimi’s waist.

		

		Grabbing her ass, Wednesday pulled Mimi close. When their naked breasts kissed, Mimi burbled with pleasure. Debbie’s breath ran ragged just watching the girls together.

		

		Mimi hummed warmly as Wednesday’s lips met hers. They ran their hands through each other’s hair, tugging and tussling, getting messy. Debbie couldn’t take her eyes off their gorgeous mouths. Their little tongues flicked, pretty and pink and wet. Debbie’s clit ached.

		

		Alisha must have been equally horny on the other side of the dark-haired kissers. Growling, she tore around them and dove between Debbie’s legs. It happened so fast Debbie didn’t see it coming.

		

		She didn’t expect Alisha to push her thighs so far apart. They screamed as the girl shoved her face against Debbie’s pussy and start licking.

		

		“Oh God!” Debbie struggled to keep her eyes open, but they fluttered as Alisha worked her clit. That tongue was like slick velvet. Every time her eyes flickered closed, she was sure she felt all three girls between her thighs.

		

		“You’re not watching!” Mimi whined.

		

		Debbie looked up to find Mimi and Wednesday no longer kissing, but standing in one another’s embrace, legs slightly apart, writhing one against the other’s thigh. They pressed their heads together as they watched Alisha eating Debbie’s pussy.

		

		That girl was a pro. She didn’t even come up for air.

		

		“I want a better view,” Wednesday said, carving a path around Alisha’s body.

		

		“Hey!” Mimi cried, left all alone.

		

		“Don’t get all mopey on me,” Wednesday said. “You take one boob, I’ll take the other.”

		

	
		A keen smile bled across Mimi’s lips, and she skipped around Debbie, falling at her side.

		

		Alisha looked up from between Debbie’s legs. “I must be losing my touch. It’s never taken a woman so long to come.”

		

		“Maybe you’re just used to playing with younger women,” Debbie said. “Have you ever been with someone my age?”

		

		That was a silly question, because it opened up this one: “How old are you?”

		

		Debbie cleared her throat, then chuckled ruefully. “That’s really not important.”

		

		“You brought it up,” Mimi said, cocking her head so her black hair cascaded across one shoulder.

		

		A smile bloomed across Debbie’s lips. Before she knew it, she was leaning toward Mimi and Mimi was doing the same, grabbing her breast and kneading it as they kissed. For a slender young woman, Mimi was incredibly forceful. She pressed Debbie’s nipple between her fingers while her tongue thrashed like a whip.

		

		Debbie couldn’t tell what happened first—whether Alisha started licking her clit, or Wednesday started sucking her nipple. Both seemed to happen at once, and the sheer heat of soft tongues simultaneously meeting her tit and clit made her buck and whimper.

		

		Wednesday was good at suckling. The men Debbie had been with usually sucked too hard, made her nipples hurt, but Wednesday caressed her warmly, alternating between kitten licks and lovely suckling.

		

		When Debbie moaned in Mimi’s mouth, that seemed to give Mimi another urge. She slid down Debbie’s body, kissing everywhere—neck, chest, breast, nipple. Debbie groaned when Mimi sucked her tit in time with Wednesday’s tender rhythm. Alisha joined in, too, sucking Debbie’s clit along with the stereo’s throbbing bass line.

		

		Mimi sucked one tit, Wednesday suckled the other, and, beyond them, Alisha devoured her cunt. This was everything Debbie had imagined university to be: uninhibited sex with passionate strangers, young women testing out their moves on each other, licking and sucking and giving all they got.

		

		“Yes!” Debbie cried, pressing Mimi’s and Wednesday’s heads flush to her big breasts. “Oh yes, suck me! Don’t stop!”

		

		All three obeyed, sucking in double time. Raw music blared. She could feel it in her skin. Debbie bucked against Alisha’s lips while Mimi and Wednesday slathered their hot tongues all over her breasts.

		

		When they focused on her nipples, one sucking while the other bit, a tight ball of lust exploded in Debbie’s belly, buzzing with sheer bursts of pleasure all throughout her body. Her thighs shook. Her toes curled. The intensity of orgasm zapped through every muscle as the girls overwhelmed her with affection.

		

		Debbie’s climax ebbed and flowed, giving way to another orgasm even more intense than the first. She screamed, competing with Alisha’s music, but not overcoming it. She kicked her feet against the floor and grunted wildly, not caring that she sounded like an animal. She raised her hips and lowered them. She fucked Alisha’s face.

		

		The girls let up, kissing Debbie’s body all over, placing gentle pecks everywhere. Alisha changed the music, put on something dreamier. The four of them huddled in a naked heap on the floor.

		

		It took a good long time for Debbie’s breathing to return to normal. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d come so hard. Maybe never. All she knew was that, after receiving such care and attention from three gorgeous girls, she wanted to give back in any way possible.

		

		Glancing from grin to grin, Debbie whispered to the almost-sleeping girls, “Who’s next?”

		

		The End
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		Nanny State

		By Giselle Renarde

		

		When Summer moves in with her mother’s friend, she expects to be treated like an adult. Fat chance! Victoria exerts control over every aspect of her life, protectively setting parental controls on the television and demanding Summer come straight home after her university classes.

		

		Everything changes the day Victoria catches Summer watching some very kinky lesbian porn. The landlady soon becomes the ‘Nanny’, coaxing Summer into the big bed for play time.

		

		The unlikely couple embarks upon a series of naughty adventures, from suckling to discipline to diapers. But what happens when Summer wants to include a girl her own age? Will Nanny punish the wayward girl or accept another charge into their uncommon household?

		

		Warnings: This title contains graphic descriptions of lesbian sex and threesomes, age play, spankings, discipline, domination, and other fetish activities that may be considered objectionable to some readers.

		

		Read the First Chapter from Nanny State:

		

		“Victoria?”

		

		The lights were off when I got back to the house—very unusual, because my strict landlady Victoria was pretty much always around. She’d converted the extra bedroom into an office years before I came out here for school, and that’s where she worked as some sort of typist. I never asked for details about what she did for a living. I didn’t really care.

		

		I know that sounds mean, but Victoria was hard to sympathize with. At times, she was unbearably controlling. She demanded I come home promptly after class, and I always resented the way she’d stand in the living room with one eye on her watch, asking, “What time do you call this, Summer?”

		

		Victoria was an old friend of my mom’s, but the longer I stayed with her the more she acted like she owned me, like I was a little kid in need of protection. Who did she think she was, bossing me around in that passive-aggressive way of hers?

		

		“Victoria? Are you up here?” I climbed the stairs, turning on every light as I went.

		

		As much as I complained about Victoria breathing down my neck every hour of the day, I hated being alone in the house. It gave me the creeps. If I could afford it, I’d get a nice little apartment of my own, but that would mean finding a job. After getting fired from my last two restaurant gigs I couldn’t get a reference to save my life.

		

		Anyway, until I finished university it was better to focus my time on writing papers and studying for exams. That’s a big part of the reason I transferred schools and came out here to live. Back home I got way too distracted by hot friends and good times.

		

		In fact, the thing I missed most about my freedom was all the meaningless sex. Under Victoria’s roof, I couldn’t get away with shit. School and home, bedroom door open at all times. She even had the parental block set on the TV so I couldn’t watch anything with “mature themes.”

		

		My poor pussy was craving attention, and the most I could give it was a little stroke in the shower. Even then, Victoria timed me as if I was wasting water. After five minutes, she’d be knocking on the door, hollering, “What are you doing in there?”

		

		I stood at the top of the stairs, gazing into open, empty rooms. “Victoria?”

		

		No response.

		

		That settled it—she wasn’t home! No way I was going to miss this opportunity to do something naughty. Racing into my bedroom, I shut the door and pulled my laptop out of my bag.

		

		My heart thundered in my ears while a thick heat pulsed low in my belly, spreading all the way down my thighs. I couldn’t wait.

		

		“Gimme the good stuff,” I said as I clicked on my favourite porn site. It had a feature where you could search out what you liked best.

		

		I typed in lesbian orgasms.

		

		There was nothing I loved better than watching real girls come, and I looked through the thumbnails for one where the women weren’t bleach blondes. Girls with tattoos got me off almost immediately, so when I found a porn clip starring one inky vixen with hot pink streaks in her hair and one innocent looking redhead, I was all over it.

		

		When the video began, the tattooed girl was already sucking the redhead’s tits, thank god. I hated when lesbian clips started with ten minutes of kissing. Sure kissing was hot, but when I watched porn I wanted it to be on fire.

		

		This clip definitely fit the bill. After fifteen seconds of ogling that leather-clad punk as she suckled the pallid redhead, my panties were soaked through. I reached under the elastic waist of my Uni track pants and cupped my mound over my juicy, soaked underwear.

		

		Victoria had disposed of all my sexy thongs the first time she did laundry, replacing them with white cotton undies. Totally not sexy, but I never did like going commando so I just grew extra cautious about letting people get an impromptu look at my panties.

		

		“Fuck yeah!”

		

		The chick with the ink planted rough kisses and love bites down the redhead’s paper-white belly. God, they were hot together. I hadn’t eaten pussy in months, and I missed it so bad I could almost taste that heavy, musky aroma at the back of my throat.

		

		“Yeah, lick her hard,” I told the girl onscreen. “Suck her clit, you fucking slut.”

		

		I didn’t mind calling instructions out to my computer. Didn’t make me feel crazy or anything. I figured, hell, if I had the house to myself for once I should take full advantage and make a little noise. When Victoria was home, I always had to be quiet as a church mouse and it was driving me nuts.

		

		When the tattooed girl lunged against the redhead’s bush, a growl rumbled deep inside of me. I wasn’t sure who I should be more jealous of: the one doing the licking or the one getting licked. Fuck, I loved the look of that bright red pussy hair. So many girls in porn were shaved—hell, so was I—but it really turned me on to see a full cloud of pubic hair between a woman’s thighs.

		

		The tattooed girl seemed to like it, too. She ate that redhead’s pussy wildly and without remorse, like a wolf tearing into a bunny rabbit. The redhead reacted in a big way, shrieking and whimpering, her voice mellifluous even when she grunted and groaned.

		

		I pushed my bottoms to the floor and spread my legs for the girls onscreen. Parting my smooth lips, I traced my middle finger round and round my sensitive clit, pretending they could see me.

		

		“You like my pretty pussy, huh?” I smacked it for them, jumping in my chair as the slap to my clit rang through my body. “Look how much you turn me on, you little sluts. I’m all fucking wet for you.”

		

		Stroking my clit with one hand, I pulled up my t-shirt with the other. It was tight enough to stay there, hiked above my breasts as I tugged my tits out of my bra. When I pinched my nipples, a surge of electricity zapped down to my clit. If only I could do what the redhead onscreen was doing, bringing her breasts up to her mouth and sucking them, but my boobs were nowhere near as big as hers.

		

		“God, I love your tits,” I told her, pretending she’d heard me and that smile on her plump pink lips was acknowledgement.

		

		The girl between her legs ate her hard, ravaging her clit. She hugged her tits and shrieked. Planting her feet against the mattress, she bucked up against the tattoo girl’s wet face. Watching her lips contort with blissful agony set my belly ablaze, and I scoured my clit so hard and so fast I came when she did—and I came hard!

		

		But once was never enough when I was getting myself off. I cupped my mound, squeezing it in my hot hand, feeling my slick inner lips pound and pulse against the outer ones.

		

		When the porn clip finished, I reached for the touch pad on my laptop. My goal was to get the cursor to a thumbnail of a naked blonde and an Asian woman with giant boobs, but my fingers were wet and my aim was off. I ended up clicking another video instead.

		

		My belly flip-flopped when the clip started. It was another lesbian scene, but I’d never come across anything like it before. There was a woman in her forties, I guess, wearing a prim dress unbuttoned at the front so her big naked breasts were fully exposed. In her arms, she cradled a girl who was probably about my age. Like a baby. So much like a baby that the girl was wearing a diaper!

		

		“What the fuck is this?”

		

		I’d seen some kinky-ass porn in my day, but nothing had ever made my heart clench and my stomach wrench like this did. It seemed really wrong, and I urged my hand to click another thumbnail, but my fingers would not obey.

		

		When the younger woman took the older one’s nipple in her mouth, my pussy gushed with juice. There was something mesmerizing about the way she sucked that woman’s tit, like she derived more than just sexual pleasure from it. And the woman in the dress—wow! The look on her face was so serene, so loving, that my heart warmed as I watched them together.

		

		“Fuck, I can’t be turned on by this.” I spoke more to myself than the computer this time. “This is some crazy shit.”

		

		Even so, my fingers parted my smooth wet pussy lips, tracing up and down my slit and bursting inside while my thumb found my clit. My whole body surged. Sure I’d just come, but that wave of orgasm was still close at hand. Stroking my clit in tight circles, I thrust my fingers languorously in and out of my pussy, savouring the wet squelching sound they made in there. It wouldn’t be long until I was riding that wave of climax again.

		

		I watched the scene on my computer more intensely than I’d ever watched any other porn clip. Mainly, I think I wanted to understand why I found it so arousing. And at the same time, of course, I didn’t want to know at all. I just kept fucking myself and toying with my clit as the maternal older woman stroked the younger girl’s fine blonde hair, rubbed her back, and caressed her thigh.

		

		It all looked so intimate and serenely sensual that I wanted the same thing, though I didn’t know why. I loved the way the younger girl’s smallish breasts pressed against the older woman’s bare belly, just above where her dress was still buttoned up.

		

		“Suck my tits, baby.” I pinched them one by one, imagining those pretty pink lips against my nipple, that velvet-soft tongue licking it, bringing it into her warm, wet mouth.

		

		A surge of energy pulsed through my clit, and my pussy muscles tightened around my fingers. I was going to come watching this crazy fetish porn. I was going to come watching that pretty young woman suck those big, beautiful tits. This was unbelievable.

		

		“Summer!”

		

		Every muscle in my body clenched. My heart seemed to stop beating, and still I struggled to extract my fingers from my pussy and turn off the porn.

		

		Too late anyway. I’d been caught red-handed. I’d gotten so involved that I didn’t even hear the door open.

		

		“What do you think you’re doing, young lady?” Victoria hovered just inside my room, hands on hips. She hadn’t even taken off her leather boots.

		

		I quickly pulled my t-shirt down to cover my boobs, though my bra was still lodged beneath them. My face felt burning hot. It must have been red as a beet! Still, I couldn’t let her know how embarrassed I felt.

		

		“What does it look like I’m doing?” I scrambled into my track pants. “I’m trying to get off—and you’re no help, standing there like the wicked witch of the west.”

		

		Was that the bad one? I couldn’t remember.

		

		“I have absolutely no intension of helping you in that twisted endeavour.” Victoria’s gaze kept darting to the computer screen, where the younger woman continued to suckle to older one.

		

		“Besides,” I said. “My door was closed. Don’t I deserve a bit of privacy in my own damn bedroom?”

		

		Finally, she let out an exaggerated hmph sound and pushed my wheeled study chair clear across the room. By the time I’d turned myself around, she’d closed my laptop and was trudging out of my room with it.

		

		Now my blood was really boiling. That laptop was my private property! “Where the fuck do you think you’re going with that?”

		

		Victoria gasped, spinning on her heels. Her face was like marble, hard and white and frightening. “Mind your language, Summer. This is still my house, after all.”

		

		“Yeah, no shit!” I couldn’t control my anger. The power she wielded like a weapon just made me so damn mad. “You remind me every day: ‘My roof, my rules. Your mother sent you here for a reason.’ I’m so sick of you.” Grabbing hold of my computer, I yanked it from her hands. “I take all my class notes on this laptop, and I do all my reading on it too. It’s not a toy, and even if it was, it’s mine, you ugly bitch.”

		

		Everything seemed to happen in slow motion after that. I held my laptop so close to my chest I could feel its warmth against my pointed nipples. My breath was coming so fast after all that screaming I worried I might hyperventilate, but I worried even more that Victoria would hit me with something.

		

		It wasn’t right of me to call her an ugly bitch. I knew that. And it wasn’t even true. She was the kind of woman whose skin didn’t know her age, except for the laugh line to one side of her mouth and the crinkles she got around her eyes every time she smiled. But she sure wasn’t smiling now, or laughing. I’d never seen her looking so… hurt.

		

		“Wait,” I said as she walked to her bedroom across the hall from mine.

		

		She looked at me, seeming small, gaunt, powerless. She didn’t say a word.

		

		“I’m sorry, Victoria.”

		

		But it was too late. She’d already closed her door.

		

		~
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