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		Chapter One

		

	
		Kait Allen sat up in her bed and reached for the television remote as the credits for the 11 o'clock news scrolled across the screen. The sitcom that they reran after the news was one that the thirty-eight year old widow had seen so many times as to be able to recite most of the dialogue.

		The screen faded to black as she hit the off button and not for the first time since she crawled into bed over an hour before, another half hour passed and Kait still found herself wide-awake. Sleep just didn't seem to want to come. Worries over her business and her recent suspicions that her college aged daughter was lesbian. AND her lover was spending the night here under the same roof. Had her wired as if she'd drunk a gallon of coffee before turning in.

		"You know you can lay here awake for the next hour and the end result is going to be the same," the short haired blonde said to herself as she finally gave into temptation and tossed off the light sheet she had covered herself with. She opened the drawer of her nightstand and pulled out and old DVD, one that she and her late husband had watched together while having sex. Since then it had become her ‘go-to’ sleep aid.

		Turning the player on, then inserting the disc the video booted up and following the opening credits the first scene came into view. Kait had seen the movie so many times she knew the characters name’s by heart. Lita and Marta.

		Two college coeds, Lita and Marta were watching a porn flick together. Their eyes were fixed eagerly on the screen. The clip showed a black man, who was very well hung, fucking a hot blonde girl. The camera showed close-ups of his big dick sliding in and out of the girl's tight pussy. He was almost too big to fit inside her. They assumed various positions and moaned in pleasure, exaggerating a bit as most porn stars did.

		Despite being tired, Lita found it hard not to touch herself. Her hand found its way to her breast, and the other trailed down to her pussy. Marta was fidgeting in her seat as well. They were obviously very aroused by the scene. Finally, the black man grunted and aimed his dick at the girl's face as he unleashed his sperm. His cum streamed across her face, until she was dripping with his load. After he was finished, the girl gently sucked on his dick as the screen faded.

		Marta closed out of the screen and turned off the video.

		"That was a good one."

		"Yeah," Lita nodded. She was very aroused and her thighs were clamped shut.

		The two girls went to their beds and turned out the lights. Lita lay underneath her covers, a bit hot and bothered, imagining someone fucking her and cumming all over her face. After a few minutes, she could hear Marta breathing heavier. Lita glanced over to her girlfriend's bed to see her squirming about under the covers.

		Lita propped herself up on her elbow and quietly watched her girlfriend. It soon became obvious that Marta was masturbating, as she usually did after they watched porn. Lita found it fascinating to watch her. She watched Marta's face contort in the dark, and her hips moved around as her fingers went in and out of her pussy. Sometimes Marta would just rub herself, and Lita thought she was trying to relax. But then suddenly she would tense up and climax.

		Lita never grew tired of watching her girlfriend. It was like watching another version of herself, or maybe she looked exactly like that when she masturbated. Lita continued staring at her girlfriend, until she saw Marta's back arch and her mouth open. She could tell her girlfriend was cumming, and she observed in careful detail.

		After Marta came back down from her climax, she began rubbing her breasts, and she turned her head to see Lita watching her. Marta smiled.

		"You didn't get off?" she asked.

		Lita smiled back. "I told you, I'm tired."

		"I like it when you watch," Marta said. "Do you like it when I watch you?"

		Lita shrugged. "I guess so. Do you watch me?"

		"Of course." Marta sat up. "I'd like to see you right now."

		Lita sighed. She pulled her sweatpants down and took them off. She didn't wear any underwear, neither of them did at night. They usually watched porn and masturbated, so they made it easy on themselves. They had been watching porn for a few years now. Ever since they started their freshman year of college. They were open with each other about everything, in fact Marta was the one who showed Lita how to masturbate. They were very close, but it never progressed to the point of touching each other. The farthest they ever went was fingering themselves under their clothes while sitting at the laptop. They never masturbated openly in front of each other. Nudity was not the problem; they were often naked in front of each other. But there was a difference between being naked and exposing themselves sexually.

		When the lights were out, like right now, it was different. They didn't mind openly masturbating, as if the darkness made it okay. Lita sat on her bed with only her tank top on. She loved being naked from the waist down. She liked the feel of the sheets on her pussy, and when the cool air touched her exposed crotch. She touched herself, realizing just how wet she was.

		Marta usually watched from her bed, quietly as Lita had done. But tonight she kicked the covers off and came over to Lita's bed. Lita didn't move, she just looked at her girlfriend.

		"What are you doing?" she asked nervously.

		"I want to watch you. I want to see you."

		Marta's meaning was obvious to Lita. She wanted to progress their sexual relationship a step. She wanted to watch Lita please herself up close.

		Lita wasn't sure how she felt about that, but when Marta sat next to her on the bed, she felt her heart beat faster. She felt different than usual. Normally when they masturbated, it was purely sexual, and even somewhat personal even though they watched each other. But now, it was as if Marta was implying some sort of lesbian notion. It was something she never considered before and wasn't really acknowledging right now. She simply had the desire to bring herself to orgasm while her twin girlfriend watched.

		Lita pulled her top off, to Marta's delight. Lita wanted her girlfriend to see all of her. She lay there naked, staring up at her girlfriend. Slowly, she reached down to her crotch and traced her fingers around her neatly trimmed pussy. She was more aroused than she had ever been before. She suddenly felt the urge to have her pussy filled, and she slid three fingers in at the same time. She moaned, rubbing herself from the inside. She was so wet; she couldn't remember ever being this wet before. She forced herself to keep her eyes open, to look at Marta.

		Marta herself was naked from the waist down, wearing only her nightshirt. She casually touched her own pussy as her arousal increased. Lita began squirming, her hips gyrating in time with her fingers. She thrust in and out of her cunt as deep as she could go. Marta was starting to get into it, and soon she was openly masturbating as well. Lita sped her hand up, sliding in and out faster. Marta took her top off and both girls were now naked.

		Soon they were both moaning, and without touching they were almost making love. They looked into each other's eyes as they fucked themselves with their fingers, and soon they were approaching climax. Marta came first, her second time. She fell forward, shuddering as she squeezed her fingers tight inside her cunt. She braced herself with one hand on Lita's leg. When Lita felt her girlfriend's hand touch her, her eyes rolled back and she felt her orgasm overtake her. She thrust her hips up, her hand buried inside her pussy as much as she could take. She cried out softly, and when her orgasm began to fade, she felt Marta's hand touch her face softly.

		Lita looked up, forcing her eyes open while she was still cumming. Marta looked at her lovingly, and Lita felt the hand on her leg move up to her thigh. Lita's climax sparked suddenly, and she clung to Marta as she felt her body tighten. She came again, her orgasm building upon itself. She cried out, muffling herself in Marta's neck. She ground her pussy into the bed, clinging to Marta as her climax finished.

		She had to catch her breath for a moment. When she looked up at Marta, her eyes were watery. She had never experienced an orgasm so intense before. She had never had sexual contact with another person before. This time, her girlfriend had definitely assisted in her masturbatory pleasure.

		Kait had been edging herself all during the video, her sex was wet and throbbing in time with her beating heart that threatened to explode from her chest.

		***

		Once she was aroused by the lascivious actions on the film, Kait always fixated on Lita and wished she too had an assistant for her masturbatory pleasure. The actress really turned her on. She initiated a well practice move and assumed her usual position for masturbation. She slept with two pillows, so maybe it might feel nice to use her second pillow as the "lower half" of Lita so that Kait could pretend she was having a proper naked cuddle with her.

		Kait slipped it down below the sheets and nestled it between her legs as Kait cuddled and kissed the other pillow. This was as close to really being with her as Kait could get it. As Kait cuddled in Kait began to rub herself against the pillow, feeling its soft warmness, grinding against her vulva.

		Kait began to gently hump the pillow as she got more and more turned on. Kait imagined her soft breasts pressed firmly against hers and how it might feel if Kait could really hump her soft sexy thigh, pressing herself against her naked body and rubbing herself up against her.

		It felt so good.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Kait knew she was getting wetter and wetter the longer she humped and she worried in case she might stain the pillow or something if she got too carried away. But the thought of being able to hump Lita's naked body was too much for her to be able to control herself. Kait kept jigging herself against the pillow and thinking about Lita's beautiful, young, sexy, body.

		Kait was losing control and began to dry-hump her pillow more and more vigorously, moaning with pleasure and whispering Lita's name. Soon the dry humping wasn't that dry - but she kept going, it just felt so great.

		Kait imagined Lita and her in bed together naked, she could rub the top of her right thigh against her pussy and Kait could rub hers against Lita's. It would feel soft and warm and they'd make each other's legs a little wet as they got more and more excited together.

		They’d kiss with tongues and moan each other's names as they humped each other - faster and faster!

		"Oh Lita!" ..."Oh Lita!" Kait moaned as she yearned for it. She jiggled herself against her pillow more and more energetically. Her naked body was hot and sweaty and her whole groin area ached with pleasure as she grinded and rubbed furiously against the pillow.

		Kait felt really dirty because at the back of her mind she knew exactly what she was doing and what other people would think if they caught her doing it. Kait was a middle aged, naked, widow having a frenzied hump of her pillows, pretending they were a porno girl she lusted after. But whilst Kait was disgusted with herself, she was also strangely turned on by it.

		What if her daughter overheard all her moaning and the bed springs squeaking and came in and caught her in the middle of her sordid pillow-fucking session? What if she caught her vigorously rubbing that pillow against her hot cunt. And heard her calling out a girl's name whilst she was doing it too? What would she think of her?

		"Oh Lita!" Kait moaned, louder now.

		The thought of being caught filled her at once with horror but was also wickedly thrilling at the same time! It was repelling her and turning her on at the same time! Kait rubbed and humped and jiggled frantically against the pillow, keen to get the maximum possible pleasure from its soft warmness.

		Kait had gone so far with this that she could not possibly stop. She threw her head back, gasped Lita's name out with a loud sigh of pure pleasure and felt her body shiver from head to toe with a magnificent orgasm! mmmm....so good!

		Kait snuggled in and cuddled her pillow girlfriend, kissing gently as Kait slowly drifted off to sleep.

		***

		Meanwhile, down stairs in the basement, about the time Kait was dropping off to sleep, Jill wrapped her legs around Toni's shoulders, in an impish and playfully petulant voice Toni sweetly asked, "That was... amazing. Whatever could I do in return?"

		Now Jill blushed, turning scarlet and averting her gaze to a random point in the room. "Oh, I think you know what I want." Came the coy reply, half-muffled by a hand she still eagerly lapped at.

		"Really? Are you sure? I've already come, I don't want the night to be all about me."

		The wry and excited smile of Jill instantly broke Toni's incredulousness at being offered more pleasure. She knew as well as Jill that this was Jill's ultimate desire and that was all that mattered.

		Jill's entire body lit up in a frenzy of excitement as Toni obediently turned over and lay on her stomach, taking a pillow underneath her for support and exposing her naked body to the warm air, "You're the best!" Giggled Jill as her hands ran up and down Toni's back and buttocks, gently massaging and playing with her body.

		The sound of a faint vibration struck through the still night and it wasn't long before the fingers moved southwards and the chilly sensation of lubricant developed on her anus.

		Skilled fingers lightly pressed and prodded against her entrance as Jill's love of foreplay shone through in her devilish teasing. The velvet soft skin of her ass was tickled as Jill squeezed and massaged her cheeks, "It's a little col-" began Toni, before the warm sensation of Jill's mouth overcame the withering coolness of the lubricant.

		Toni buried her face into a pillow to mask her moans as the sensation of slick wetness manifested on her asshole.

		It started with a kiss, fleeting and shallow and repeated in quick succession after each previous one. Jill began long drawn laps of Toni's ass, starting at the base of her sex and running to the top of Toni's ring, "You taste delicious, my little snack."

		"Hnn, you're so weird."

		"You love it." Jill retorted with a smack of Toni's ass and a giggle.

		Jill formed a seal with her lips around Toni's rosebud and swirled her tongue around it in circles, clenching her hands together on Toni's lower back and pressing her ass into her face.

		The pressure of Jill's lips and tongue pressing against her made her want to squeal and scream with delight, but she fought back, barely managing to maintain the noises as the sound of soft squelching continued rhythmically behind her.

		"I could do this for days," Jill said, breaking the continuous heat and moisture around Toni's back entrance. With both hands she spread Toni open, deeply enjoying the view as Toni's sphincter opened and closed in pulses.

		She timed it just so that as it opened Jill speared her tongue directly into it, keeping her tongue stiff and spitting as much saliva as she could into her hole, causing Toni to howl into the pillow as the recurring sound of squelching filled the room, accentuated by the slippery wetness of Jill's rimming.

		Toni could feel Jill's nose bumping into her with every movement and could even feel the pressure akin to a small jelly-like finger penetrating her anus. The deeper Jill pushed the more Toni clenched, grasping, and tugging at Jill's tongue as it slid in and out of the puckered hole.

		Jill finished and spanked Toni's round exposed ass hard, "Mhmm, the lube was cherry flavored, but you weren't, you tasted like Toniiiiiiii." She leaned in close to her right ear as she spoke her name, hanging on the last syllable and torturing Toni with the sensuality.

		"You're going to melt my brain..." Toni whimpered.

		"A broken little toy? Don't worry, I'll never stop playing with you." –

		***

		The next morning at breakfast, Kait decided not to mention what she suspicioned. At least not until she had some idea of what she should do about it. Right now, she didn't have the slightest clue. "Breakfast is really great, Mrs. Allen," Toni said as she finished off her pancakes. "You really outdid yourself this morning."

		"She's right, Mom," Jill chimed in, "I can't remember the last time I ate so good."

		Absorbed in her thoughts, Kait didn't catch the "Oh you don't say" look that Jill gave Toni across the table. Nor did she see Toni stick out her tongue at Jill in response. Instead she merely thanked the two of them for the compliment.

		Once breakfast was done, the two girls cleared the table for Kait and said goodbye as they took off to join some of their friends for a Friday morning run. Kait watched them walk down the driveway, still trading smiles and giggles as if they were still the two little girls who had shared ice cream cones in the summer. It was still hard for her to realize that they no longer were.

		***

		Later that morning, when Kait went down to the office, her mind was still fixed on the events of the previous night. A distraction that was noticeable to just about everyone in the small company. Of course that didn't mean that any of them actually had the nerve to ask her what was wrong. After all, she owned the business and none of them wanted to risk getting on her bad side if she took their questions the wrong way. At least almost all of them felt that way.

		"All right, what's the problem?" Miranda Hite asked as she stepped into Kait's private office unannounced near the end of the day and closed the door behind her.

		"Excuse me?" Kait asked as she looked up at the report she had only been pretending to read.

		"I asked what's the problem?" the brunette repeated as she sat down in one of the two chairs in front of the desk. "You've been moping around all day in a funk and canceled every one of your appointments. You've got half the staff beginning to wonder if the company is in some kind of trouble."

		"Why would they think a crazy thing like that?" Kait asked.

		"Interoffice memos have nothing on office gossip," Miranda replied. "Especially if people see other people they know losing their jobs when their companies have problems and wonder if they're next up on the block."

		"Well if that were the case, you'd be the first to know it, wouldn't you?" the blonde offered.

		Miranda Hite was six years older than Kait, having worked for her father-in-law for a number of years before his death. It was a little known secret that she was the one who actually ran the day-to-day operations of Allen Food Services. Kait owned the company, but really didn't have the knowledge to effectively run it. At least not the way Miranda could. So she had promoted the office manager to vice-president and let her run the show.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"Exactly, so I know it's not the business that's on your mind," Miranda said. "So let me take off the vice-president hat and ask you again as your friend."

		Kait hesitated before answering. The woman sitting opposite her had indeed been far more than just an employee, even before she inherited the company. She had been a friend in every sense of the word. One thing the hours she had spent cooped up in her office had convinced her was that she had to talk about this with someone. Who better than Miranda who she already trusted with anything.

		"Jill had Toni George stay over our house last night," Kait said.

		"I've met her, nice girl," Miranda commented.

		"After I turned in, I began to worry about them being down in the basement all alone," she went on. “But at least she wasn’t out risking getting pregnant with Bobby Parker.”

		"And so you decided to go down and check up on them," Miranda finished for her.

		“Boy I sure wanted too but I didn’t I knew what I’d find.”

		Miranda got as far as the door when her friend said something that made her stop in her tracks.

		"Jill might not be sleeping with Bobby Parker," she said unexpectedly, "but she is having sex with Toni George."

		Miranda looked at her friend's face for a moment and immediately made a decision.

		"I think the workday just ended," she said. "We both could use a drink right about now."

		"So now that we've got this settled, can we put a smile back on that face of yours," Miranda grinned. "So at least your employees can go home with a clear mind."

		"I guess you’re right," Kait said, trying hard to look a little more cheerful.

		"Good," Miranda said as she rose to her feet and began to head for the door. "Are we still on for Terry’s Tavern's after work?"

		It had been their custom, almost since the day Kait had started at her Father-In-Law's company, to stop by Terry’s Tavern's every Friday afternoon and knock back a few.

		"Sure," the blonde said, her voice showing a lack of enthusiasm.

		"But what about what you said about the staff being worried that there was something wrong?" Kait asked. "If we both suddenly leave two hours early, won't that make them think...."

		Miranda cut her off, "You let me worry about business. I'll meet you down at the bar in fifteen minutes."

		***

		Terry’s Tavern's was more than half-empty when Kait walked in the front door. It took a few moments for her eyes to adjust to the dim light inside. When she did, she glanced at the few stools that were occupied, but didn't see Miranda anywhere. Only a few patrons who had finished their work day early, and one or two who didn't have jobs to go to in the first place.

		That was one of the things the thirty-eight year old liked about the bar, it didn't pretend to be anything other than what it was. A place to have a few drinks and forget about the world for a while. Moving down to the end of the long bar, she finally spotted Miranda sitting in one of the empty booths in back. Returning a wave from the bartender, Kait walked back to join her friend.

		Sitting down, Kait saw that Miranda had already ordered for her. She picked up the glass of amber liquid and downed it in almost a single gulp, something she normally never did. Catching the bartender's attention, she held up the now empty glass to indicate her desire for a refill. The bartender, a redheaded Irishman named Bill, looked to Miranda to see if she wanted another as well. The brunette signaled that she could also use another.

		They waited until he had delivered the two drinks before beginning to discuss what had brought the two of them to the bar. Bill knew that the two of them were regulars who usually came in after work on Fridays, but never this early. Still, they were also friends of the owner, so he wasn't about to ask any questions. If the two ladies wanted to come in and get plastered in the afternoon, well that was their business.

		"Okay," Miranda said when she was sure that Bill was out of earshot, "what makes you think that Jill is having sex with Toni."

		“Just a hunch. It seems whenever I come into a room, and they are there they act as if I interrupted something.”

		"I think I'd have to agree that's a pretty solid conclusion," Miranda said sarcastically. "So how do you feel about it?"

		"How do I feel?" Kait asked.

		"Are you shocked, angry, maybe a little curious?"

		"I think maybe all of the above," the blonde said after thinking about it for a few moments.

		"Well, what's the worst that could come of it?" the older woman asked.

		"I don't understand."

		"I've found that when something upsets you, it sometimes helps to consider the worst case scenario and as long as you could live with that, then it doesn't seem so bad after all." Miranda explained.

		Kait again took a few moments to consider the question before answering. Time she used to drain the second glass of alcohol. Feeling the effects of two drinks in such a short time, she didn't call for a third.

		"I guess the worst case scenario would be that Jill is a lesbian," she finally replied.

		"And could you live with that?"

		"Well I guess I could deal with that easier that I could with the prospect of having Bobby Parker as a son-in-law," Kait said.

		"That I know, but it wasn't the question," Miranda countered. "Could you deal with it if Jill was a lesbian?"

		"I don't know," Kait admitted.

		"Well that's an honest answer at least," Miranda said. "For what it's worth, I would think she's bisexual if anything since she seems to still enjoy being with guys. Unless of course you think that's only a cover."

		"No, I'm pretty sure she still likes boys too."

		"Okay, so we'll say that Jill is bisexual and take it from there then," Miranda continued. "What is it that bothers you about her having an interest in other girls?"

		Kait's eyes opened wide at the question. The reasons she was bothered should be obvious to anyone. She opened her mouth to voice them, then drew a blank when she tried to list what they were.

		"Do you think that she's doing something wrong?" Miranda asked when she saw her friend draw a blank.

		"I don't know if I'd call it wrong," Kait said. "I just want her to be happy in her life."

		"And you don't think she could be happy with another woman?"

		"Well I think she'd be happier with a woman than with an asshole like Bobby," Kait answered, falling back on her standby reply before becoming serious again. "I don't know, Miranda. I guess I don't have a point of reference to make a judgment. It's not like I've ever known anyone whose had an affair with another woman."

		"I have," Miranda said in a calm, even tone.

		"What?" Kait said, sure she couldn't have heard her number two right.

		"I said I've had an affair with another woman," Miranda repeated. "Five in fact if you want to include some one-night stands when I was younger."

		Kait didn't know what to say. She thought she knew Miranda as well as she had ever known anyone. Even the fact that, for the last few years of his life, her Father-In-Law had been sleeping with her on a more or less regular basis. Hardly a well-kept secret since, after all, he had been a widower for almost a dozen years by that point.

		"Have I shocked you?" Miranda asked.

		"That's an understatement, to say the least."

		"Well, it's not something I had planned to bring up," the brunette said, "but I thought that if I did, it would show you that a woman could have lovers of both sexes and be happy."

		"Are you happy?" asked Kait.

		"Baby, I've never been happier in my life," Miranda smiled as she downed the last of her own drink.

		"I think I need another drink," Kait said, thinking that she couldn't say the same about her own life.

		"Actually, I think you've had enough to drink," Miranda said, remembering that two was just about all her friend had ever been able to handle.

		"Sometimes I think you act more like my mother than my friend," Kait laughed, realizing that Miranda was right about the drink.

		"God, I hope not," Miranda laughed as well. "I've met your mother, remember."

		"You're right," the younger woman grinned. "I apologize."

		"Why don't we get out of here," Miranda suggested.

		"Back to the office?"

		"Might not be a good idea since it's pretty obvious that we've been drinking," Miranda noted. "Why don't we go for a walk and clear our heads."

		"Sounds good to me," Kait replied.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Terry’s Tavern's was only a quarter mile from the Yacht Club by the river where the small fishing boats headed out during the warmer months and the two decided to head down there. The dockside was also famous for both the seafood restaurants and a large collection of artists who displayed their wares along the sidewalks.

		With the early summer weather so warm, there were a large number of artists out this afternoon showing off their wares. Always looking for something interesting for her house, Kait decided to take a look.

		She and Miranda were about halfway down the street on which the paintings had been set up when one caught her eye. What attracted her interest was more the subject than any particular skill of the artist.

		It was a country setting, two people having a picnic by a lake. From the style of dress, Kait guessed that the two women in the painting were supposed to be from the early nineteen hundreds. Perhaps it was just her imagination, but she also got the impression from the look on their faces that they were supposed to be more than just friends.

		"Miranda, what's it like?" Kait asked, her eyes never leaving the painting.

		"What's what like?" Miranda asked in turn, really not understanding the question.

		As if in clarification, the blonde haired woman gestured toward the painting. It took Miranda only a brief moment to now understand the question.

		"I'm afraid there's no easy way to try and explain it," Miranda said after some reflection. "I've heard some women describe it as being just like it is with a man, only softer, but I don't think I really agree with that. It's really not something that I've ever tried to put into words."

		"How did you... I mean what made you try it?"

		"Well it was back in college," Miranda smiled, "I think a lot of women had their first experience there. My roommate and I got into a discussion about it one night, after we'd had a few drinks. One thing sort of led to another and the next thing I remember we were kissing, and then doing a lot more than just kissing."

		"Maybe I should've gone to college after all," Kait mused, knowing full well that at the time it was impossible.

		"Why this sudden interest?" Miranda asked.

		"I guess I was just thinking it might help me understand Jill and that aspect of her life better," she replied. "It's not like I have a whole lot of experience with what goes on between men and women, much less anything outside of that."

		"You're not telling me that you've been celibate in the five years since Jim died," Miranda said, drawing a conclusion that she hoped was wrong.

		"I might as well have been," Kait shrugged. "Counting Jim, you can add up the men I've been intimate with on one hand, and still have a few fingers left over."

		"I didn't know," a surprised Miranda said.

		"Well, it's not exactly something I go around advertising," Kait laughed, trying to make light of the admission.

		"But I know you have gone out on dates," Miranda added, "Hell, I arranged a few of them myself."

		"Dates yes, sex ... well let's just say not really," Kait tried to explain. 'When I was married to Jim, I really didn't have anything to compare it with so I thought having him climb on top of me and just stick it in was all there was to it. Our lovemaking left me so empty that I was almost relieved when he started to look elsewhere for his kicks. Then, when I started dating again, I tried it with other men but still found it somewhat empty. Finally, I had to face the fact that maybe it was me and not the men."

		"I can't believe that" Miranda said.

		Kait just gave a sort of shrug as an answer. Then before Miranda could say anything further, the artist whose work Kait had been admiring came up to them. She had been watching them for the last few minutes, thinking that she might just have a sale in the offing.

		"Find something you like, ladies?" the twenty something redhead asked with a smile as she came up next to them.

		"We were really just taking a walk," Kait said, figuring that the young woman would take the hint.

		"Well I could always hold it for you if you'd like to come back," she said, not willing to let a sale go that easily. "You'd just have to leave a small deposit."

		"How much are you asking for it?" Miranda asked.

		The artist quoted a price that the brunette thought was a little high, but not outlandishly so. She waited a few moments to see if maybe the redhead might lower it.

		"Do you really like it," she asked Kait when it became obvious that the price was going to stand.

		"It is striking," the blonde admitted.

		"Well then, that solves the question of what I can get you for your birthday," Miranda laughed softly as she turned her attention back to the younger woman. "Could I have it delivered?" she asked.

		Thinking that delivering the painting was a small price to pay for a sale on what had been a slow afternoon, the artist quickly said that it wouldn't be a problem. She accepted a business card from Miranda and promised that it would be there the first thing on Monday morning. Miranda thanked her and said that she would have a check waiting with the receptionist.

		Leaving the birthday gift behind, Miranda and Kait continued down the block.

		"I think she thought we were a couple," Miranda commented as they passed the end of Artist's Row.

		"No ..." Kait said in mock horror.

		"That doesn't bother you?" Miranda asked.

		"Why should it?" Kait said with a smile.

		"Have you ever thought about it?"

		"About being with you?" Kait asked in turn, an almost impish expression on her face.

		"About being with a woman in general?" Miranda clarified.

		"I guess every women thinks about it at some time or another," came the reply.

		"Did you think about it when you saw Jill and Toni?"

		"My God, Miranda, we're talking about my daughter," the thirty-eight year old said, this time her shock more genuine.

		"Putting aside the fact that she's your daughter," Miranda pressed on, "how did that make you feel?"

		"I guess it made me feel like maybe there was something else that I missed in my life," Kait said after a moment's reflection, surprising herself at her own honesty.

		The answer surprised Miranda as well.

		The conversation died down after that as they headed back to the office for their cars. A half-hour after quitting time, the lot was just about empty, with only one car other than theirs left.

		Kait walked Miranda to her car, which was the closer of the two and parked in a hard to see corner under an overhang. The car was a classic Mustang convertible and she liked to keep it out of the sun as much as possible.

		"I want to thank you again for the painting, that was really nice of you," Kait said as Miranda opened the door on the driver's side.

		"Think nothing of it," Miranda smiled. "I'm glad I finally got the chance to get you something that you liked rather than just taking you out to dinner or something."

		With that, the older woman turned to get into her car.

		"And Miranda..." Kait said, causing the brunette to pause, "I really want to thank you for listening as well."

		"That's what friends are for, Babe," Miranda grinned, the warmth of her smile washing over her boss.

		A strange feeling filled Kait at that moment. She really didn't have the words to describe it, but it was clear to her that this was one of those moments in her life of which she had let too many pass by. This time she wanted it to be different. Her sudden movement took Miranda by surprise. Despite their conversations over the last few hours, the last thing she ever expected her friend to do was throw her arms around her and kiss her.

		The kiss was brief, but incredibly intimate while it lasted. So much so that Miranda, who was admittedly no stranger to the feel of another woman's lips, had her breath taken away.

		"That was unexpected," she finally said.

		"It was pretty much a surprise to me too," Kait said, reflecting her own surprise at her actions.

		"Did you enjoy it?" Miranda asked.

		"Yes," the younger woman replied after a moment's consideration.

		Miranda paused for a few moments of her own as she looked into her friend's face. She hoped to find an answer to the question now filling her thoughts but found no clear indication one way or another. If she really wanted to know, she was going to have to ask.

		"Was that just curiosity or something more?" she asked, not wanting to be too specific.

		"I guess a combination of the two," the blonde said, continuing her non-committal tone.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		It occurred to Miranda that a prudent course of action might be to just let the matter end here and now. To say goodnight and just get into her car and drive away. Even as she thought it, she knew that wasn't something she wanted to do. Like Kait, the older woman knew in her heart that this was a moment not to let pass.

		"And has your curiosity been satisfied, or is there something more that you're curious about?" Miranda went on.

		This time the pause was the longest yet as Kait ran the question over and over in her mind. Yes was such a simple answer to give. After all, she could always bring it up again at a later time. So why was it so hard for her to say such a simple word?

		"I don't know," she said instead.

		"Fuck!," Miranda said before she could even think about her reaction.

		"Excuse me?" Kait said, surprised by the suddenness and strength of word.

		Rather than be embarrassed by her reaction, Miranda took a different track.

		"Look Kait, we've always been totally honest with each other, right?"

		"Of course."

		"Well, I'd be a lot less than totally honest if I said that I wasn't hoping for a straight answer, and not one that makes me feel like I'm trapped between a rock and a hard place."

		"What do you mean?"

		"Because I'm your friend, and I love you dearly, I feel like I should just back off and let you sort this out in your own good time," Miranda said.

		"But why..." Kait started to say but was cut off as Miranda indicated that she wasn't finished.

		"But then again," she continued, "because I'm your friend, and I love you dearly, there is nothing that I want more in this world right now than to take you home with me and fuck your brains out."

		"Oh my," Kait gasped.

		"I'm sorry to be so blunt, but that's what I'm feeling," Miranda said, already wondering if maybe she shouldn't have been so forthcoming.

		"I never knew," Kait said.

		"Well, up until this moment, it didn't seem any point in telling you," Miranda said, "and I'm beginning to think that maybe saying it now might've been a mistake."

		"That's something I should know a lot about," Kait said, "mistakes that is. Lord knows I've made enough of them in my life."

		Miranda didn't know how to take the admission, so she didn't respond. She just hoped that even if Kait didn't like what she had said, their friendship was secure enough for the two of them to just forget it.

		"Yeah, mistakes are definitely something that I'm an expert on," Kait said, "but let me tell you my friend, I don't think this is one of them."

		With that, Kait turned and began to walk to her car, leaving a bewildered Miranda behind.

		"Kait, where are you going?" she asked, thinking that they really should make sure they were both okay with what had just happened before they went their separate ways.

		"To get my car, silly," she grinned over her shoulder, "It really wouldn't do to leave it here all by itself. People are apt to wonder where I'd gone off to."

		"What?" a still perplexed Miranda called out.

		"Well you did offer to take me home and fuck my brains out, didn't you?" came the response.

		It took a long moment for Miranda to react, stunned as she was to have her friend yell that across the near empty parking lot.

		"Are you sure this is what you want to do?" she finally replied.

		"No," Kait smiled as she reached her car and unlocked the door. "But that's never really stopped me before, so why start now."

		With that, she dropped into her car and started the engine. She watched in her rear view mirror as Miranda got into her own car and followed her out of the lot. As they merged into the early evening traffic, she knew she was doing the right thing.

		***

		It only took a little over ten minutes to reach Miranda's building and then an additional two minutes to climb the stairs to the small third floor apartment. Miranda quickly opened the door, then stepped aside to let Kait enter first.

		A quick glance at her surroundings told Kait that little had changed in the simple three-room apartment since her last visit over ten months before. Miranda always said she never needed much to make her comfortable and the simple decor reflected that belief. The living room in front of her was the largest of the three, bordered by a small bedroom and an even smaller kitchen. "It's not too late to change your mind," Miranda said as she closed and locked the door.

		"Not a chance," Kait replied, feeling more confident in her decision with each passing minute.

		"Well in that case, step into my parlor as the spider said to the fly," Miranda smiled back.

		"Oh my, that sounds ominous," Kait laughed as she stepped into the center of the room. "Should I worry that you're going to eat me after we're done?"

		"Honey, I'm expecting to be eating you long before we're done," Miranda grinned as she took the younger woman in her arms and kissed her passionately.

		"Mmmmm," Kait purred as she parted her lips to let Miranda's tongue slip deep into her mouth.

		If anything, their kisses had become more erotic, with electricity that each of them could feel down to their toes. More kisses followed until their actions merged into one long caress. A caress that now included their hands as they explored each other's bodies.

		"You have a really great body, do you know that love," Miranda said softly as she stroked the outline of the blonde's breasts. "You can't imagine how many times I've imagined what it would be like to see you out of these clothes."

		"Then maybe you should concentrate less on talking about it and more on helping me get out of them," Kait said as she kissed Miranda hard on her mouth.

		A kiss the intensity of which the older woman found both surprising and satisfying. She had always suspected that her friend was a powder keg beneath her calm and proper exterior, needing only the right match to set her off.

		Miranda returned the kiss with a greedy ferocity, her most secret dream coming true. A dream that she wished could last forever. Their lips brushed against each other; the gentle caress intermixed with the sharp thrust of moist tongues.

		Even as their tongues danced an erotic tune, Miranda reached down and undid the button of Kait's jeans, pulling her zipper with one quick motion. Her path now clear, the tall brunette slid her hand inside the back of Kait's jeans, massaging the soft cheeks of her ass even as she pulled their bodies even closer.

		"Strip for me," Kait said as she stepped out of the pants around her ankles and pulled off her shoes. "I always wondered what it would be like to have someone do that for me."

		Miranda answered with a smile as she took a few steps away from the excited blonde. She ran her hands up and down her dress, massaging her own large breasts through the blue material. A loud sigh spilled from her lips as she enjoyed her own touch, a sign that grew to a moan of appreciation as she slid the two fingers that had been inside of Kait into her mouth. Fingers that emerged a few moments later, wet, and clean.

		Reaching behind her neck, Miranda undid the clasp of her dress and the four buttons beneath it. Then, with a teasing slowness, she pulled the sleeves of the dress down along her arms, slipping them out of the garment one at a time. The brunette paused, then pushed it all the way down, stepping out of it with far greater ease than Kait had her jeans.

		"God, you're beautiful," Kait complimented her as she looked at the blue silk chemise Miranda wore under her dress.

		Miranda reached under her slip and slid her matching panties down her legs, bending slightly as to deny Kait, at least for the moment, a view of the treasure they had concealed.

		Kait, meanwhile, had undone half of the buttons of her blouse and had slid one hand beneath the open fold. Slipping her fingers under the cup of her bra, she squeezed her own nipple, feeling it grow hard at her touch.

		"Take it all off," she implored of Miranda, a sense of need in her voice.

		Just as leisurely, Miranda dropped the straps of her chemise, and then the undergarment, leaving her in just her bra and something few women still wore in an age of pantyhose, flesh colored stockings and bright blue garters.

		Not even pausing to give Kait time to take stock of the carefully trimmed bush between her legs, Miranda reached up and undid the clasp between her bra cups. With a motion of her arms, that too joined the pile of clothes on the floor.

		Miranda's breasts were at least the equal of Kait's, with thick dark nipples resting in a small halo of pink. Cupping each of her globes in an outstretched hand, Miranda lifted first one, then the other, up to her mouth. There to be lightly stroked by an outstretched tongue, before disappearing between lips just as eager.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		"Mmmmm," Kait moaned softly, both in response to the show Miranda was putting on for her and the pleasures of her own hands on her breasts, which, with the undoing of her last button, had now extended to both mounds.

		Now, wearing only her stockings and garters, Miranda stepped back to Kait and placed her hands over the blonde's. Holding Kait's hands firmly, she rubbed the younger woman's breasts for a few moments, then reached behind her to undo her bra. The restraining garment then fell loose in Kait's hands, and from there to the floor.

		"God, you have great boobs, have I ever told you that?" Miranda exclaimed as she looked down at the soft mounds she'd just exposed.

		"No, somehow I think that's the sort of thing I definitely would've remembered you saying," the younger woman laughed. It was one of her faults that she often times forgot things people told her, especially if the subject didn't interest her.

		"Then it's worth repeating," Miranda said as she cupped the underside of each breast, then slowly ran her fingers up and over Kait's pert nipples, "Baby, you've got great boobs."

		The smile on Kait's face grew even wider as Miranda replaced her fingers with her mouth, taking each nipple in turn between her lips. With a measured skill, she tickled each with her tongue, even as her mouth massaged the surrounding flesh.

		"Oh, that feels nice," Kait moaned softly, "I really want to try that."

		"Well they're all yours," Miranda grinned as she stood back up and offered her own bust to Kait, "help yourself."

		Kait reached out, much as Miranda had done, and ran her fingers across the older woman's large globes. Just the touch of her warm flesh against her skin was enough to give her a tiny erotic thrill. She pressed the dark nipples between her fingers, reveling in their hardness.

		Leaning over, she kissed the smooth flesh around the hardness of the nipple in her right hand, leaving a trail of gentle caresses as she made her way to the center. A surge of delight filled her as she took the sweet nub into her mouth.

		"Mmmmm," Miranda purred as her friend sucked on her breast, fulfilling a dream she'd had on many a night. A fantasy that not only had become a reality but was also going to get better.

		With almost childlike enthusiasm, Kait played with the treat in her mouth. Now she understood why men were so drawn to a woman's breasts, and possibly why her daughter desired them as well. Moving back and forth between Miranda's bounties, the thirty-eight year old felt younger and more adventurous with each passing moment.

		They pressed their breasts together, rubbing their nipples against each other. Taking turns, each spent a few minutes licking and caressing the other, until finally they were ready to move on to more delectable areas.

		***

		Slowly, her eyes gleaming with lust, Miranda lowered her torso onto Kait's, pushing her breasts down onto hers. Kait's modest B-cups did not flop to the side, thanks to her wide well-developed upper chest muscles, but rather settled comfortably and evenly over her pectorals. This, however, made it easy for Miranda to line their nipples up together. Her swollen pink nipples pressed against Kait's.

		There were no muscles to flex there. There was no control she could possibly exert on her nipples like that. Yet, Kait found herself flexing muscles that didn't exist, wishing that her nipples could somehow respond to Miranda's , to push back, resist... instead, they were being crushed, pushed to the side, overpowered. She whimpered, hating how she sounded - like a girl about to be taken - and shifted her chest, to try and move her nipples away from Miranda's. She didn't want to see or feel them being dominated like that during their friendly duel.

		But there was no let up from the woman on top she enjoyed her dominant position. Miranda began to swivel her upper torso side to side, so that their breasts were smooshed together and her nipples brushed hard against Kait's. Each contact was like a small electric jolt. Kait had never known her nipples could be so sensitive. She clenched her jaw and swayed her chest from side to side too, matching motions with Miranda, pitting her womanhood against hers.

		With every flick of nipple on nipple her arousal was growing, until it was almost painful. Her moans got louder and louder - she couldn't stifle them - until she was almost crying out in ecstasy. And above her, Miranda's face remained implacable. She was aroused, too - her moist lips were parted and she panted - but she was fully in control of herself, setting the pace, feeling just enough stimulation to enjoy the duel, while at the same time turning Kait into a shivering, throbbing mass on the verge of orgasm.

		Finally Miranda sat back, breathing hard but evenly, her breasts and nipples jutting out in triumph, while Kait lay with her face turned to the side, eyes closed, moaning, and panting with aching need. When Miranda grabbed hold of Kait's right foot and lifted up her right leg, propping it up against her shoulder, Kait found herself almost thrusting her pussy up to meet Miranda's descending one, before she caught herself. She bit her lip...

		But her willpower was almost drained, and the mental battle was all but lost. Miranda's decided advantage, overwhelming display of boob power, and superior sexual prowess all combined to spur Kait's fighting spirit.

		Miranda went in for the finish. Her eyes met Kait's for an instant, and then she averted them, as if not to reveal her unbridled lust.

		Miranda's pussy mashed forcefully against Kait's, flooding Kait's mind with the liquid warmth of that contact. Soft, wet flesh planted itself firmly upon her pink, swollen womanhood. The tribbing began.

		She was being fucked. Miranda was doing it, fucking her, even though she didn’t have a cock - it was the same, in effect. Miranda's pussy was... was stronger than hers. Miranda's juices were flowing down, into her own pussy - wasn't that part of being fucked? And Miranda held her right leg firmly in place with one arm - she couldn't move her captive leg even a bit - and was grinning triumphantly down at Kait.

		Kait could bear no more, she could fight no more, she could hold out no more. Her fingers left marks in the mattress as she arched her back, stiffened for one long moment... and then the convulsions overtook her body and she jerked and shuddered and cried out in the throes of the most powerful orgasm she ever had forced upon her.

		She was dizzy, and soft, like pudding, and wholly unable to resist as Miranda wrapped Kait into her arms. This allowed Kait to roll Miranda onto her back and smile deviously at her friend.

		Kait had moved to mount her shocked friend in the missionary position. She grabbed Miranda's wrists and held them to the ground.

		"Time to give you a prize now," she grunted, her blue eyes afire with an sexy blaze. "I claim you, as my prize."

		She lowered her pelvis and pressed her cunt to Miranda's. Miranda shuddered at the wet, juicy contact. She looked up joyfully at her newly aggressive friend, her sore and aching body shivering and in desperate need.

		Her legs opened, almost as if of their own volition, to give Kait better access. Kait smiled in acknowledgement, eagerly accepting Miranda’s tribute.

		Then she began humping, making sure to rub her own swollen clitoris against Miranda's, and Miranda's eyes rolled up as the shocking pleasure overcame her, turning her muscles to jelly.

		Miranda seemed to have a short fuse – her sweaty, pulsing body stiffened, and then shuddered in a shattering orgasm, as the last of her shock and doubt melted away, as the spasms of pleasure swept through her trembling body, crushed underneath her sexy conqueror.

		She had a second one, as Kait relentlessly humped her to another climax, before finally releasing Miranda and sitting back on her haunches, dripping with sweat, and breathing hard. As Miranda swooned in delirious satisfaction, she noted in a corner of her mind that the mounting and humping had been a greater climax for Kait than for her. The thought added to the pride welling up in her.

		"Oh yes," Kait said in response, wrapping her arms around Miranda's neck. "That feels so nice."

		"It gets even nicer," Miranda promised.

		"Oh yessss," Kait repeated, her words now interlaced with a loud moan as the older woman abruptly thrust two fingers inside her.

		Finding Kait's mound wet and willing, Miranda finger fucked her friend with such rapidity as to cause her hand to blur. The satisfying touch quickly set in motion a chain reaction deep inside the blonde, a tiny bud that would quickly bloom into a flowering orgasm.

		"Oh God, Miranda," Kait gasped as her clitoris was again caressed by a skilled thumb, pushing her even closer to the edge.

		An edge she leapt off of a dozen thrusts later, her cry of passion abruptly cut off as Miranda silenced her with a kiss so deep as to draw from her soul. An action that served to intensify her climax.

		Her orgasm came in waves, orchestrated by a deft hand. Each one more delightful then the last, as Miranda continued to caress and kiss Kait, sharing in the thousand tiny shivers traversing her body.

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		"Was it what you imagined it would be?" Miranda asked as she kissed Kait on her cheek.

		"It was nothing like I imagined," Kait replied, causing Miranda to think for a moment that maybe this had all been a mistake. "How could I have imagined anything like that since no one has ever made me come so hard so quickly."

		"Then you enjoyed it?" Miranda asked, her voice filled with obvious relief.

		"I want to try it all," Kait cried out in way of a reply as she kissed Miranda once more. "I want to have you go down on me and I want to lick your pussy too. I want to suck your tits and do anything else you can do with another woman."

		Kait could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth, or how much that sort of language suddenly excited her. Not even in her most private moments with a man had she talked like that.

		"I've unleashed a monster," an astonished Miranda thought as she savored the press of Kait's lips against her own.

		But it was a monster she had no intention of denying. It would've taken a much stronger willed person than she ever could've hoped to be to say no at this moment. Whatever might come tomorrow, tonight was going to be totally consumed by lust.

		***

		Miranda pulled Kait down the bed, setting her down on the edge of it. Dropping to her knees, she spread the blonde's legs and brought her face to within a foot of her womanhood.

		Miranda traced her finger down the length of Kait's sex, lightly partly the folds of flesh that concealed her sugar walls. Adding a second finger, then a third, the brunette exposed her hidden glory.

		"Mmmmm, pretty enough to eat," she grinned, causing Kait to laugh.

		A broad smile still on her lips, Miranda stood up and eased Kait down onto the pillows, climbing onto the bed after her. They kissed, their tongues passing back and forth once more.

		Kait reached down and ran her hands up along Miranda's stockings, continuing onward along her garters until reached the cheeks of her ass. Spreading her fingers outward, she massaged the plump flesh.

		"Feels nice," Miranda said softly as she lifted herself upward and pressed her hands against her own mounds, squeezing them tightly.

		Kait copied the older woman, closing her hands around her equally large bust and caressing her supple flesh. From there they moved to Miranda's, replacing her hands, and transferring the blonde's attentions.

		"You have pretty nice boobs yourself," Kait commented as she played with them, enjoying the softness of her skin and the hardness of her nipples.

		"But not as yummy as yours." the brunette retorted.

		Before Kait could contest that view, Miranda brought both of her hands down around Kait's left breast and began playing with it once more, her fingers quickly discovering her hard nipple, spending long seconds caressing it, adoring the hard tip and its surrounding flesh with her sensitive fingers. Then her hands moved to her other breast and gave it the same loving treatment. Finally, she lifted it closer and, lowering her head to meet it halfway, began kissing and sucking on the erect nub.

		No longer interested in arguing the point, Kait laid back and, closing her eyes, gave in to Miranda's skillful ministrations. The older woman slowly ran her tongue around the edge of Kait's areole, bathing it in her lust, again squeezing the soft mound and pulling it hard into her mouth.

		"Oooooooo," Kait moaned loudly, savoring the warm feeling spreading out across her body.

		Miranda continued to suck deeply, drawing Kait deep inside her. Continuing to massage the large globes with both hands and mouth, she moved back and forth between both them and the sensitive area in-between.

		"More, I want more," Kait called out as she opened her eyes.

		Miranda released her hold on Kait's bust and moved further down the sofa, spreading her legs wide apart. Miranda's hand slid down across the younger woman's stomach and waist, coming to rest on the blonde bush. Back and forth her hand moved as her fingers played with the damp mound.

		Moving closer, Miranda traced her finger down the length of Kait's sex, lightly parting the folds of flesh that concealed her inner walls. Adding a second finger, then a third, and finally both hands, the brunette exposed Kait's hidden glory.

		Miranda wet her fingers in her mouth and brought them back to Kait's fold. A shiver raced through Kait as Miranda gently pressed one of her fingers deep inside of her, rubbing the sensitive flesh. A shiver that began to repeat itself until it could now be called a vibration. Miranda's finger explored even deeper, until it finally came to rest against the blonde's excited clitoris.

		The spark that simple touch produced was almost enough to make her jump off the bed . Yet that was nothing compared to the jolt that ripped through Kait a short time later when Miranda replaced her finger with her mouth.

		"Oh God, yes," Kait called out as she stretched out on the bed, the edges if the soft cushion beneath her balled up tightly in her hands.

		Miranda was magic with her tongue, probing deeper and harder with each repetition. Kait's level of arousal was such that each touch caused her body to quake. Oscillations that quickly built until she was again on the edge of an orgasm.

		An edge Miranda didn't intend her to cross, at least for the moment. Not when there were other things she wanted to teach her friend first.

		After teasing Kait with her tongue for a little while longer, Miranda climbed out from between the blonde's legs and off the bed. Climbing back on, she repositioned herself, reversing her body, so that now her own legs were draped alongside Kait's head.

		Lowering her body just a little, Miranda went right back to the task she had just interrupted, leaving Kait to make her own decision about the opportunity she had just been presented with. An opportunity she doubted her friend would long ignore.

		Looking at Miranda's tightly trimmed bush as it hung suspended only a few inches from her face, it occurred to Kait that she had never taken that close a look at a woman's sex before, not even her own. Oh she knew what all the parts were called and where they were located, but it was an abstract knowledge to say the least.

		She reached up and ran a curious finger along its length, feeling the soft wetness and comparing it to her own. The scent of Miranda's excitement filled her like an aphrodisiac, spurring her on no less than the renewed caress between her own legs. Pressing her finger deep inside Miranda, Kait further explored her depths.

		The small penetration caused Miranda to pause and lift her head and look back over her shoulder. Her vantage point might not have been the best, but it let her watch with interest as Kait reached out with her tongue and took her first taste of another woman. A woman who had dreamed about this very moment for longer than she cared to admit.

		"Yesssss," Miranda moaned loudly as she lowered her body even more to give Kait better access to her secrets.

		Access Kait quickly took to as if she had been going down on women all of her life. While she really hadn't had a large number of lovers in her life, the blonde haired thirty-eight year old did have one indisputable advantage over some more experienced women. Once she decided that you were the one, there wasn't anything she wouldn't do to bring you pleasure.

		That brief first taste made her want more, and her tongue probed deep into Miranda's womanhood, bringing pleasure with every fiber of her being. Her fingers massaged the gentle folds as well, providing unrestricted access to the most sensitive places.

		"Oh yes, baby," Miranda called out just before she turned her attentions back to Kait's sex, "go for it!"

		And go for it Kait did, giving as good as she got until the two of them stood on the verge of orgasm a short time later. Locked in a sixty-nine position, they rocked back and forth on the bed, sweat dripping across both their bodies. Twin heartbeats began to race, keeping time with the shortness of both their breaths.

		It was a moment that, no matter what tomorrow brought, neither would ever forget as both of their bodies grew rigid and the furies of Eros passed over them. A moment both brief and timeless. The stuff indeed of dreams and fantasies.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		"You were right," Kait said sometime later as she and Miranda finally untangled themselves and sat together on the bed.

		"When?" a curious Miranda asked in return.

		"Down by the Yacht Club," Kait explained, "when you said there was no easy way to explain with words what it was like to be with another woman."

		"So you're saying that you understand it now?"

		"I'm not sure," Kait replied a little hesitantly. "I wouldn't say I understand it totally, but enough to say that I certainly understand some of the attraction."

		"So you're not bothered by Jill being with Toni anymore?"

		"I never actually said that I was bothered by it in the first place, just that I didn't want to see her hurt." said Kait. "I do realize that there's a lot of things that I don't understand and I can't protect her from everything."

		"That's a good way of looking at it," Miranda suggested.

		"Besides, it would be pretty hypocritical for me to condemn her for something that I'm doing myself," Kait said, the slightest hint of a smile on her face.

		"Am I to take it that you want to take what happened between the two of us this afternoon further?" Miranda asked.

		"I think so," Kait replied, again a small hesitation in her voice.

		"Well I think that might be a good idea," Miranda answered, "if only to better help you understand Jill of course."

		"Of course," Kait agreed.

		"And who knows, if things work out right, the two of you could even double date," Miranda laughed as she leaned forward and kissed Kait softly.

		Opening her mouth to respond to Miranda's kiss, Kait didn't know if she ever wanted to take this that far, but then again, who knew what tomorrow might bring. She certainly hadn't known where today was going to lead her when she got up this morning. Or how much she would enjoy getting there.

		It was as if seeing Jill with Toni had opened some Erotically Complicated Problems, filling her with emotions and ideas she might never have otherwise imagined. If so, there was one thing she was now definitely sure of as she felt Miranda's hands pressing against her still naked body. It was a box she was in no hurry to see closed.

		END
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