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CHAPTER ONE

Destiny's Child




Part One 




 

 Love the One You're With

 

 

She was a newly graduated college coed. She always liked helping others so she naturally gravitated to sociology in school, and a degree in Social Work. The world was her oyster, and she wanted to experience everything, and help people at the same time. She also wrestled with the confusion of her sexuality. She kind of liked men, even dated a few, but she really had strange urges for attractive blond women.

 

Keeping these desires under wrap, was not difficult, for the most part, not actually coming out, but now and then an opportunity did present itself, that would not threaten her secret. Her name is Melody, and next week she was taking her new job in San Jose. So on this beautiful day, she wanted to go into the mountains and think about her future.

 

A decision was made to go hiking through a mountain about half an hour from her house. Melody was walking through along a mountain trail, wearing a white t-shirt over a bikini top and a pair of daisy dukes over a bikini bottom. Melody had a full bosom, beautiful face surrounded by long black hair.

 

The urges to start taking off clothes became stronger, and that is what she did. She started with her t-shirt, then her shorts...dropped them off in a ditch and buried them with sticks and leaves so she would be able to find them later... by this point, she could hardly stop herself from stripping... her pussy was getting wet, her nipples hardened... she wanted to wait until she reached the riverbank before she finished taking off her clothes, so she slid her hand into her bikini bottom in order to tease her clit and sooth her urges to finger herself.

 

What is that, she thought to herself,voices in the distance, right then, she thought that she would give them a treat by walking by in her bikini. She had never been so under dressed in such a secluded area... fear began to run through her head, she started to step back to go the opposite direction when two men walked out from behind the trees...

 

One man in a blue t-shirt, the other in a black t-shirt. They were just as surprised to see a woman in a bikini as she was to see them.

 

The dark haired beauty, was frozen by the men's staring eyes... the man in the blue shirt commented on the size of her breasts to the man in the black shirt, then the man in the black shirt said, "She's a slut dressed like that out here. She looks to be an Indian of some kind." to the man in the blue shirt.

 

They both started to walk toward Melody, she turned around and ran. The two men made no attempt to run after her, but she didn't realize it. She continued to run through some trees, her large breasts bouncing, her bikini top becoming loose until it fell off of her. By the time she managed to glance back and notice that there was no one chasing her, she had totally lost her breath, and dropped to the ground in exhaustion. She had hoped to meet some women to treat... she feared men.

 

After about five minutes of rest, she heard other voices, and was sure that they were female voices, so she slid off her bikini bottom, threw it aside, out of her sight. She placed one hand upon her breasts and the other between her thighs, and pretended to be sleeping, waiting for the women to arrive.

 

Conversations between the women got louder, and Melody knew that the women were getting closer, her pussy was getting wetter, she forced herself to stay out of her clit in order to continue to pretend to be asleep.

 

Two women appeared, and Melody opened her eyes just to take a peek at them, without them knowing. One girl was taller and thinner, nice breasts, red hair, she was wearing hiking shorts and a button down shirt. The other women was slightly shorter and a little heavier, her breasts were much larger.

 

Melody continued to pretend to sleep, the two women were commenting on her, but Melody couldn't make out their conversation until she heard, "I want that pussy... if she is sleeping naked here, she wants me to take it" in a few seconds Melody felt hands on her thighs, opening her legs, a tongue soon met her clit.

 

No reaction from Melody except her moans of pleasure, she was trying to give the girls total control. One of the women grabbed Melody's tits with both hands, fondling them roughly...

 

Clothing sliding off their bodies and hitting the ground, Melody could hear and she realized that they were both naked when one woman sat on her face, expecting Melody to eat her... that's is what she did...

 

The three women continued, eating each other, touching each other, until it became dark and cold, the two women got up and got dressed, and left, Melody never spoke a word to them, and she hardly even saw the two women she had just had sex with, and that is the way she wanted it...

 

Laying there naked for a while, until she fingered herself roughly, remembering the experience she had just had, Melody realized she had just had done a very dangerous thing. She could have be hurt, or even killed. She knew from that moment forward, she was going to need to get grips on her sexuality, come out, if need be. Look for safer ways to satisfy her desires.

 

Melody hated rejection. She hardly ever attempted to pick up strange women, not a cold pick-up anyway, in college, she knew enough people to arrange an introduction if it was someone she'd never spoken to before. There was a time when she'd been able to gamble a pitch at any woman who looked available, an ability energized by an almost frantic need for sexual contact. One suffered the rejections in order to gain the acceptances. But no more.!




Part Two -




 

 Classical Gas




 

The Tesla broke down half way between Louisville and Cincinnati, a gray day, gray sky, smell of rain in the trees. And Andrea thinking: Not here, not here in the middle of nowhere.

 

She sat behind the wheel in the parking lot of a windblown rest stop, people with tired faces wandering in and out of the squat restaurant like zombies. Were they alive? Oh damn, why here? Why here in the middle of nowhere? Where was it anyway? Served her right for not driving back on the Thruway. Was it some kind of trite retribution for the argument with Coral in Louisville? Silly dyke spat, more looks than words. Traveling all the way to Louisville to see Coral only to find Coral with someone else, Coral and another woman, Coral's bed occupied. Predictable, wasn't it? Coral in no time with another woman. All those hot fantasies during the long drive up to Louisville and then finding Coral with another woman, Coral already with someone else, new secrets between them, the way they glanced at each other. Two days in Louisville imagining Coral and the woman together, anger at Coral, anger at herself, anger at the world. The woman rolling her eyes as if to say, Listen, who invited you here, why don't you go home?

 

And now this.

 

It took an hour to get a tow-truck, but after that a mere ten minutes to have the Tesla pulled into the nearest town. Dry Ridge. What kind of name was that? Where were the corners? Definitely in the middle of nowhere; definitely not a place where a Cincinnati woman ought to be stranded on a Sunday afternoon. Make the best of it, she thought, remain calm, remain in control. She would call Sian and Sian would chuckle and say something nutty about how bad things always happen to people who leave Cincinnati, but don't worry, I can handle things alone until you get the car fixed.

 

The mechanic looked at Andrea as the tow-truck winch eased the car down outside his tiny shop.

 

"What's the trouble, miss?"

 

A man about sixty with greasy clothes, like he'd been living in grease for sixty years, eating it, licking it off his fingers. Did he smoke Prince Albert in a corncob? Andrea remembered an old uncle always in a cloud of tobacco.

 

"I don't know. It makes a horrible noise."

 

"Okay, we'll find out."

 

"How long will it take? I mean how long will it take to get it fixed and get me out of here?"

 

The old mechanic shrugged. Family in the Ohio Valley since 1800. All those generations chewing on corncobs.

 

"Can't say yet. Depends on what's wrong. If it's a part that's hard to get, could be a day, two days."

 

Andrea groaned. "Two days?"

 

"Could be. You got the keys?"

 

"They're in the car."

 

The mechanic walked over to the Tesla, opened the door and climbed inside. In a moment Andrea heard the horrible noise again, metal grinding against metal, the Tesla croaking.

 

The mechanic called out: "Sounds like the starter motor is gone."

 

Andrea called back: "How long will it take?"

 

"Could be more than two days."

 

Oh damn, Andrea thought.

 

Suddenly, she noticed the painting, a glimpse of it through the grimy office window, reds, blues, burnt sienna. She stepped closer, peering inside. On the wall behind a counter cluttered with auto parts--a large square painting looking like a Matisse.

 

Matisse in Dry Ridge? But it was not a Matisse, it was something else, not Cubist, better than Cubist. Jumping. Startling.

 

The mechanic left the Tesla and walked over to Andrea and Andrea said: "Where did you get that?"

 

"Get what, miss?"

 

"That painting, the painting hanging in the office."

 

The old man chuckled. "Someone I know did that. Can't make it out myself. You got any idea what it is? What about the car now? What would you like to do with it? Could be we can't find a Jag starter motor except in Florence. Pretty little car, but it ain't worth a damn when it falls apart."

 

"Can I go inside and look at the painting?"

 

The old man glanced down at her high-heeled sandals.

 

"Sure, do what you like. Look at all the pictures you want. But don't trip in there. I ain't had a chance to clean it out in some time."

 

He muttered to himself as he walked back to the Tesla and raised the hood.

 

Andrea opened the office door and stepped inside. Clean it out indeed. It would take a month to clean this pig-pen. The air smelling of stale beer and unwashed clothes. Piles of cartons, old newspapers, greasy rags. She walked over to the counter directly opposite the painting. Looking at it. Definitely something. Sharp figures of nude women painted over a Cubist-like background. An extremely competent painter; no, it was more than that: someone quite brilliant. A definite talent. The technique superb.

 

The office door opened and the old man came in.

 

"It's the starter motor, all right. Don't expect I'll find one anywhere near here, so I'll have to call Florence. By the way, my name's Chet."

 

At that moment a shadow crossed the door, and the door opened again, and a woman entered. A tall lean woman, a strong appearance, with short dark hair and dark eyes that seemed to burn out of a sun-brown fine chiseled face.

 

The old man turned.

 

"Morning, Narda. This young lady's been looking at your picture."

 

* * *

 

Later Andrea would tell herself it was destiny, fate making her travel to Louisville, fate making her drive the Dixie Highway back instead of the interstate, fate making the car break down, fate bringing her to this old mechanic to be here at the moment Narda walked in. A woman called Narda. What a name. What a woman. Andrea was deeply aware of her own confusion. Totally swept away, her knees trembling as those burning dark eyes gazed at her. Like a stupid soap opera. Who the hell was she? That marvelous chiseled face.

 

Narda looked away and said: "Is that so?

 

Andrea fumbled. "Yes, I like it. I'm part manager of a gallery in Cincinnati and I'd like to see more of your work. I think--"

 

"I'm really not interested."

 

And, incredibly, Narda turned and walked out, the door vibrating after she slammed it.

 

Andrea stared at the door, then looked at the old mechanic. "Now what was that all about?"

 

Chet shrugged. "That's Narda, all right. Ornery like her dead mother. Narda's my niece, but I ain't so ornery, am I?" Then he snickered: "No one ever knows a damn about Narda."

 

"I'd like to see her paintings."

 

"You can't see nothing if she don't show it to you, and it looks like today she ain't in a mood to show nothing to nobody."

 

"Maybe tomorrow."

 

Chet peered at her. "You figuring on staying awhile?"

 

"You said it would take a few days to fix the car."

 

"Yep, I did at that. I got to call Florence."

 

"Is there a hotel in town?"

 

Chet snorted. "Hotel, hell. There ain't no hotel within thirty miles of here. But I could get you a room down the road at Ms Asher's, if you don't mind her neighbor."

 

"Her neighbor?"

 

"Ma's got one neighbor behind her near the creek. And that's Narda, my niece."

 

Definitely Prince Albert.

 

* * *

 

Narda sat in an old stuffed chair with her eyes on a girl named Lacie.

 

The girl was blonde, not yet twenty, crazy in love with Narda, wearing a navy skirt and a pale blue sweater tight enough to show her pointed little breasts.

 

Now Lacie tossed her long blonde hair and looked at Narda.

 

"How should I pose today?"

 

And Narda said: "I don't know yet. Just get your clothes off."

 

Lacie gave her a coy look. Striptease. Narda was fond of the girl but it would not go anywhere. She would not let Lacie live with her no matter how much Lacie wanted it. Lacie would beg and Narda would always resist. She would not let anyone live with her, had not let it happen in years and years. Not if living meant sleeping in the same bed every night, looking at and talking to the same woman day and night, day and night. Not Narda. She knew the hells of monogamy. They wanted her; the women all wanted her; driven to her by the special charisma she had; but she would not take any of them permanently. And besides, Lacie was too young. The girl's parents were dead, but she lived with an aunt and uncle and Narda wanted no more gossip in the valley, no whispering about how Lacie the drugstore cashier was living with that crazy painter woman near the creek. It was bad enough when people talked whenever Narda drove Lacie around on her motorcycle.

 

Lacie said: "Something is wrong."

 

She was no fool; she knew Narda's moods.

 

"Nothing is wrong."

 

Nothing wrong, nothing said. Narda thought of the Cincinnati woman at Chet's, the woman with the expensive clothes and the sweet little body and high heels. Definitely hot for it. The way she had looked at Narda had made it so obvious. An instant connection with their eyes. Narda knowing them when they looked at her like that. Reading them. Thinking about working them.

 

Lacie pouted, continuing the slow removal of her clothes, gliding with extreme grace. Narda appreciated the gracefulness of the girl and she watched her carefully. Lacie moved slowly, aware every moment that Narda was watching her. She slipped the black flats off her feet. She peeled away the pale blue sweater and white bra to show her jiggling small breasts with pink nipples like gumdrops, each nipple pierced by a tiny gold ring. Narda's rings. Narda had wanted the girl's nipples pierced and Lacie had been happy to do whatever Narda wanted.

 

They'd gone to Louisville for it; a date with a burned-out witch to get the rings in Lacie's tits. Now Lacie stalled, slowly folding the sweater and draping it over the back of a chair, standing in profile as she bent forward to show Narda her dangling little ringed breasts that made Narda's mouth water. Narda wanted one in her mouth, her tongue flipping the ring. The girl gave a coy look to see if Narda was still watching. Then Lacie's hands were at the skirt zipper, pulling it down, her breasts shaking as she dropped the skirt and stepped out of it.

 

Surprise. No tights today. Lacie had chosen her underthings to entice Narda. Stockings with lace tops and a white garter belt, no panties to cover the blonde fluff at her crotch. The stockings were new and Narda had never seen them before. She'd given Lacie the garter belt some time ago, but the girl had always worn it with the stockings bought for her by Narda, and then only when Narda told her to dress that way.

 

Narda said: "Where did you get the stockings?"

 

Lacie gave her a coy smile. "I ordered them from Amazon."

 

As Lacie turned her back a moment, the girl's buttocks were like a pair of smooth beach balls kissing each other between the straps of the garter belt. She looked lovely, irresistible. Narda felt the tightening in her belly, her clit coming to attention, rising awake and standing tall. Never mind the work she'd planned, the hunger was too sharp.

 

"Come here."

 

Lacie came to her with a smile of victory. The girl sauntered on her stocking feet, the beige stockings with lace tops glistening in a patch of light from the window. She came to Narda, stood before her with her pelvis thrust forward.

 

"Do you like the stockings?"

 

"Yes, they're pretty. I'll get you some more the next time I'm in Florence. Didn't I give you one pair with lace tops?"

 

Lacie pouted. "They got a run. So when I found them on Amazon when I was on the net, I ordered these with a gift card I got for Christmas. I knew you'd like them."

 

Narda smiled and kissed her. Then she stared at the blonde thatch, the full mound so surprising because everything else about the girl seemed unripe. She was almost like a boy. Lacie's face was too thin and angular to be beautiful, but the sweetness was there. And the eagerness. Narda reached up to pinch a pink nipple, tugging at the gold ring and then pushing at Lacie's hip to make the girl turn around.

 

Lacie gave her another hot look as she turned to show her compact little buttocks. She knew what Narda wanted. After shifting her legs apart, she bent forward a bit to offer herself, to show herself from the rear, to show the gold ring piercing the right lip, this ring larger than the others, maybe the diameter of a quarter. This was also Narda's ring, the piercing done about a month after Lacie's nipples were pierced, but Lacie's idea really. Lacie had come to her and said she wanted it, begged for it, said she wanted to feel she totally belonged to Narda. She'd said: I do belong to you, don't I, Narda?

 

God, I love her, Narda thought. She passed her fingers over a round buttock, her fingertips gliding on the smooth skin, just a tickling touch, first one globe and then the other. Then she moved her hand between Lacie's thighs and took her, getting inside quickly, no preliminaries, two fingers sliding into the drenched cunt and then her thumb working into the girl's tight anus.

 

Lacie groaned. She had already lubricated her back opening in the bathroom. That was something Narda had taught her: always be prepared. Lacie groaned again, squirming her rear portal on Narda's thumb, shaking her hips, shuddering from head to toe as the fingers worked in and out of both openings. The girl came quickly, her sweetness raining on Narda's palm as she cried out and called Narda's name, shaking again when Narda finally pulled her fingers away and pinched her clit, shaking through a second orgasm.

 

No dallying today. A tie on the nearby table. A black leather tie. Narda reached for it, then quickly tied the girl's hands behind her back.

 

"Hold still," Narda whispered, her tongue licking at Lacie's ear.

 

Lacie moaned as Narda securely tied her wrists together, her wrists crossed at the small of her back. The girl dropped now, kneeling with her head and shoulders on the floor, her knees wide apart and her buttocks raised. She adored giving herself to Narda this way, bent over like a bitch-dog in heat, her pink sex open and vulnerable, her most intimate parts ready for whatever Narda wanted.

 

Narda gazed at the ripe little fig, pink and open, dripping sugar syrup on the insides of the young thighs. She bent forward and touched Lacie's anus with her thumb again, Lacie whimpering as the finger widened the opening and slipped inside.

 

"You're wide open."

 

"Always for you, Narda."

 

"You want more?"

 

"Please, Narda!"

 

"Wiggle it. Wiggle it on my thumb."

 

Lacie churned her hips, rolling her ass, her anus gripping Narda's thumb as the other fingers of Narda's hand remained on the outside of her wet cunt. Narda suddenly pulled her hand away and rose.

 

"Don't move."

 

Lacie remained where she was, remained kneeling on the carpet as Narda walked out of the room.

 

Silence. Somewhere outside an owl hooted in a tree.

 

Narda returned without clothes, below her waist a dildo, a black strap-on dildo that bobbed up and down as she approached Lacie. The girl looked at it, her eyes hotter than ever because getting fucked by Narda's cock was something special, a gift from Narda, and an ecstasy.

 

Narda held her hand out to Lacie and had her rise. She led the girl to the stuffed chair she'd been sitting on previously and she had Lacie kneel on it with her head draped over the back and her ass facing Narda. The girl's hands were still tied. The height was perfect, and without dawdling, Narda moved in and used her hand to guide the round knob of the dildo to Lacie's anus.

 

Lacie groaned as it went in. She relaxed and opened herself. A half hour ago, she had lubricated herself carefully with the hope Narda would take her this way. They had done it often enough and she knew how to take it. She spread her knees further apart on the chair cushion and groaned again as she felt Narda's hands grasp her buttocks. Having her arms behind her back in this position was a bit painful now, but she gloried in her submission to Narda.

 

"Easy, girl."

 

"Oh Narda."

 

"Feel good?"

 

"I love you, Narda."

 

"Say it again."

 

"I love you, Narda."

 

"And I love you too."

 

Narda started fucking her slowly, watching the black shaft as it slid in out of the girl's stretched anus, the hole like a round mouth sucking on the black cylinder. She slid a hand under the dildo to find Lacie's cunt, pushed three fingers inside the girl's elastic vagina and worked them as she continued thrusting. When her smallest finger found Lacie's clitoris and started strumming it, Lacie began a continuous moaning.

 

The girl trembled as she came. Narda kept at it until Lacie had another orgasm, and then finally she pulled out and made Lacie turn around.

 

"Go on, get it in your mouth," Narda said, her voice coaxing.

 

With a soft cry, her hands still tied behind her back, Lacie lurched her face against Narda's belly to get her mouth on Narda's black cock.

 

Narda stroked Lacie's hair, a tender stroking of the blonde head. Sometimes she loved Lacie so much it made her chest hurt. I could cry, Narda thought. She caught a loose wisp of blonde hair and curled it behind Lacie's ear. I could really cry, Narda thought.

 

* * *

 

Narda twelve years ago at Xavier University. She stands outside the library, tall, thin, a white sweater, gray slacks, dark hair cropped short like a boy in a Ralph Lauren ad. She avoids looking at anyone, no eye contact, no interest as she turns away to walk along a path between two rows of trees.

 

Fifteen minutes later, she's in the living room of a small house near the stadium. Phyllis Warner, middle forties, an Art History professor, brown hair, brown eyes, a round cherubic face, has just entered with two glasses of iced tea.

 

"You look lovely," Phyllis says. "You always look lovely."

 

Phyllis feels drab when she's near Narda, hypnotized by Narda's sleek boy-look. Today the boy-look is more emphatic than usual: Narda is a breathtaking vision. Phyllis asks about Narda's day. Has she had lunch?

 

"You mustn't starve yourself. You're still young, you're growing, and you need the nutrients. Let me take you to dinner this evening."

 

Narda shakes her head. "No, not this evening. I can't."

 

Phyllis flushes in her disappointment. She moves closer to Narda, puts her tea down and leans forward to kiss Narda's cheek.

 

"I'll make you a sandwich."

 

"No, I'm not hungry."

 

"But you need to eat something."

 

"I'm fine, really."

 

"What are you doing this evening?"

 

"I told you I have plans."

 

"Yes, but what? Can't you tell me?"

 

"There's a group meeting to study for an exam."

 

"Which exam?"

 

"Western Civilization."

 

"You could study with me. I could help you."

 

Narda says nothing.

 

Phyllis leans forward again, this time kissing closer to Narda's mouth. Casually, as though it's an afterthought, Narda brushes her fingers over the front of Phyllis's blouse, over one of the large breasts thrusting at the fabric.

 

Phyllis shudders as she feels the touching.

 

"Yes, darling. Oh yes."

 

Eager to get things started, Phyllis quickly unbuttons her blouse and unsnaps her heavy-duty front-closing bra. She brings out a large breast, one hand supporting the globe as she offers it to Narda.

 

"Here, my love."

 

Narda gazes down at Phyllis's ripeness, at the formidable nipple already showing signs of tumescence. It was Phyllis's breasts that intrigued her from the beginning, these motherly pillows that are still a novelty to Narda because she has never been with a woman like Phyllis.

 

Her voice quavering, Phyllis says: "Kiss me, darling."

 

And Narda kisses her, takes Phyllis's mouth with her own while she holds the heavy breast with her hand. She slides the other hand down Phyllis's back and over the lavish curves of Phyllis's ass.

 

Phyllis groans as she feels Narda's hands.

 

"You make me feel so wanton." She pulls back, her expression simpering, her face flushed with excitement. "Don't you want to stay with me this evening?"

 

Narda shakes her head. "I told you I can't."

 

Pouting, Phyllis frees both breasts and supports them with her hands, looking down at them, gazing at her prize possessions. "You like these, don't you?"

 

"Yes."

 

Narda feels a flash of renewed interest. The affair is only a month old and Phyllis's lush body still excites Narda intensely. And the way Phyllis so easily assumes a sluttish attitude. The slutty professor holding her tits like a chorus girl.

 

Phyllis laughs, her hands making her breasts roll. "Oh yes, you want them, don't you?"

 

Narda imagines the members of the Arts Faculty fainting away one after the other at the sight of Phyllis with those big breasts in her hands.

 

Professor Phyllis Warner is already lifting her wool skirt to show her thighs to an audience of one. Narda bends forward to take one of the nipples in her mouth, one hand sliding between Phyllis's legs to find the wet evidence of Phyllis's excitement.

 

Phyllis sighs as she cradles Narda's head. She strokes Narda's hair, thrilled at the short boyish haircut.

 

"You're not happy," Phyllis says.

 

Narda sucks the generous breast without replying. But it's true. She's not happy. She has no idea why she's not happy, and she has a great fear the unhappiness will last forever.

 

All my life, Narda thinks. I'll be unhappy all my life.

 

* * *

 

Andrea stood in a dingy room in Ms Asher's frame house. The room had a musty smell, old white curtains, one window that looked out at the back of the house and at the ground sloping down to the creek. She could just make out a barn-like place through the trees, and she knew that had to be Narda's house. She felt the flush in her face as she remembered Narda's eyes. I'll go now, she thought; why not go now and see her and get it over with? There was no reason to put it off, was there?

 

At that moment she saw a girl between the trees, a slender young girl wearing a sweater and skirt, the girl hurrying away from Narda's house.

 

Andrea watched the girl climbing the slope and suddenly she knew instinctively the girl had been with Narda. The blonde girl was Narda's lover, wasn't she? Yes, it had to be. Andrea felt a sharp sense of loss as she remembered Narda's spectacular face, the high cheekbones. You're stupid, Andrea thought; the woman doesn't know you, so why should the woman care? What made her think she could have a woman like that?

 

The blonde girl passed close to Ms Asher's house and then abruptly vanished from view.

 

Andrea decided to go to Narda anyway. She did want to see whatever paintings Narda had. She reasoned the visit was appropriate---she had already told Narda she was interested in her work. She decided to ignore Narda's rudeness at the mechanic's shop. Narda was an artist and artists were always temperamental, weren't they? Andrea knew a number of them in Cincinnati who were almost totally crazy. Artists needed understanding, especially the painters who were the craziest of the lot. This one had certainly rattled her because the last thing in the world she had expected was to find such an exquisite woman stuck in a place like Dry Ridge.

 

She changed her clothes first. She put on a sweater and jeans and tennis shoes, and then she left Ms Asher's and she walked down the slope to the barn-like house where Narda lived.

 

After Andrea knocked on the front door, a long time passed before anything happened. Finally she heard footsteps, and then the door opened and Narda stood there gazing at her with those dark haunted eyes.

 

"Yes?"

 

"I hope you don't mind. Since I'm staying over there at Ms Asher's house, I thought I might..."

 

Andrea broke off; she felt foolish.

 

Narda said: "Thought you might what?"

 

"I thought I might get to see more of your work."

 

Narda said nothing for a long moment, her eyes drifting up and down as she studied Andrea from head to toe.

 

"I like you better in heels."

 

Andrea felt herself blushing. "Do I get to see any paintings?"

 

"Not now. I'm working now. Come by tomorrow at noon and we'll see." Narda's eyes suddenly turned vague.

 

Andrea nodded, and a moment later the door closed.

 

That face, Andrea thought. She felt small and defenseless, aware of the erratic beat of her heart, her mind flooded with uncertainty and fascination. And something else too. A strange sense of foreboding.

 

* * *

 

Andrea eight years ago at Smith College. She's twenty years old, blonde, bronzed by the sun, now lying naked on a bed in her dorm room while she watches her roommate Stephi dry her hair after a shower. Stephi is athletic, quick-tempered, with muscled arms and thighs and close-cropped dark hair. She holds a large white towel wrapped around her body. Thirty minutes ago they made love on Andrea's bed, sweating as they grasped at each other, turning over and over on the bed, Andrea groaning as Stephi's knowing fingers stroked orgasm after orgasm out of her writhing body.

 

Stephi now puts the hair dryer down, the noise of the machine suddenly absent, and she turns and looks at Andrea. After a long moment, Stephi says: "You're too uncertain."

 

Andrea rolls over on her back and covers her eyes with her forearm. "What do you mean?"

 

"Sometimes you act like you're not into it, like you're not sure about being gay. Or maybe you don't like me enough."

 

"You know that's not true."

 

"Isn't it?"

 

"Stephi, I've told you so many times I'm in love with you."

 

"Then what is it?"

 

"If you want to know, the fact is I don't like the idea of you seeing anyone else."

 

Stephi hisses through her teeth. "Christ, we talked about that at the beginning. Didn't we talk about that?"

 

"Yes, I know what I said. But now I don't think I can cope with it."

 

"Oh shit."

 

Turning her head, Andrea looks at her. "I don't know what to do."

 

"You know I'm not into exclusive relationships."

 

Andrea stares at the ceiling. "I want to belong to someone."

 

Stephi walks to Andrea's bed and she sits down on the edge of the mattress and leans forward to kiss Andrea's forehead. "You belong to me. We're together, aren't we?"

 

She runs her fingers over Andrea's breasts and then slides her hand between Andrea's thighs to cup Andrea's cunt. "Open up to Stephi, sweets. Don't you want to?"

 

Andrea groans and spreads her legs apart. "Yes."

 

* * *

 

The paintings were spectacular.

 

Shortly after lunch the next day, Andrea stood in Narda's studio before an array of canvases that took her breath away.

 

Andrea said: "I'm overwhelmed."

 

She wore a white tank top, a denim skirt, and white sandals with high heels. The shoes had been carried down the slope in her hands. She'd been dubious about the heels, had told herself she was silly, but after she'd arrived she'd seen the interest in Narda's eyes and she wasn't sorry. Narda leaned against the wall near a French window that led to a sundeck, her thumbs hooked inside her belt, her eyes on Andrea.

 

Narda said: "What do you like?"

 

"I like everything. All these paintings are marvelous. Why haven't you brought them to Cincinnati?"

 

Narda shrugged. "I don't like Cincinnati. It's too phony."

 

They looked at each other, and Andrea said: "Do you have any more?"

 

"A few. Some portraits."

 

"May I see them?"

 

"Over here."

 

Narda gestured toward the other end of the large room. They walked beside each other, Andrea feeling small next to Narda's height, even in her heels. And then suddenly, before they reached the stack of canvases facing a wall, Andrea stumbled on a stretcher bar, cried out as she started falling, and then gasped with relief as Narda's strong hands gripped her waist and prevented her collapse.

 

Still holding her, Narda grumbled: "My fault. The floor's a mess."

 

Acutely aware she was in Narda's arms, Andrea trembled. "I'm clumsy."

 

"You're wearing heels."

 

And wearing them, of course, because of that remark Narda had made the day before. Andrea wondered if Narda understood. She felt helpless with this woman, completely thunderstruck.

 

Their eyes locked, Narda gazing down at her, still gripping Andrea's waist with her hands, and then finally Narda bent her head and Andrea shuddered as Narda kissed her.

 

Andrea felt her head spin. Her senses were filled with the taste of Narda's mouth, the feel of Narda's body pressing against hers, the grip of Narda's hands on her waist. Her arms instinctively shifted around Narda's shoulders, her hands sliding over Narda's back.

 

Narda's lips at last left Andrea's and moved to the side of Andrea's neck. Andrea groaned as she felt the warm lips and then Narda's hands tugging at her tank top, pulling the white top down far enough to expose her breasts. Her hands again holding Andrea's waist, Narda leaned back and gazed down.

 

"Nice."

 

Andrea's nipples were stiff, pointed with her excitement.

 

Andrea struggled. "Please, I don't---"

 

"No?"

 

Hardly touching her, Narda ran her fingertips over the contours of Andrea's breasts as Andrea shut her eyes and trembled. Andrea felt the fingers close on her nipples, pinching, exploring, tugging at her flesh.

 

Narda spoke in a low voice: "Pose for me. I'd like to paint you."

 

Andrea opened her eyes. "Now?"

 

"Yes, now."

 

Andrea tried to hide her disappointment. Paint her now?

 

Narda pulled at her hand to lead her to the part of the studio she used for painting.

 

As reluctant as Andrea was to have this sudden intimacy with a woman she hardly knew, she also yearned for Narda to take her to bed. She was captivated by Narda; she wanted her desperately. But Narda seemed to have nothing more on her mind than her work. Andrea suddenly felt foolish. But when she tried to restore her appearance and cover her breasts with her tank top, Narda pulled her hands away.

 

"No, stay like that. That's how I want to paint you. Do you mind?"

 

Andrea surrendered. It was all so sudden, so bizarre, nothing seemed impossible. "No, I don't mind."

 

"Maybe you ought to take the top off altogether. Here, I'll help you."

 

Andrea was amazed at herself, startled at how rapidly things had changed between them. One kiss, and now here she was stripped to the waist like a harem girl. I'm blushing, she thought. She would rather be on a bed making love, but the heat in Narda's dark eyes as Narda studied her breasts was enough. She had good breasts; everyone always told her she had good breasts, full and round, and the nipples like thick studs when erected. Like now.

 

As Narda posed her, making her seat herself on a high stool with one foot on the floor and the other on a rung, Andrea said: "I feel awkward."

 

"You don't look awkward, you look beautiful. Pull your shoulders back a bit. Yes, like that. That's good. Lovely tits."

 

Andrea blushed. "Narda, please..."

 

"Yes?"

 

"Don't paint me now."

 

"Why not?"

 

"I---oh God."

 

"Tell me."

 

"I want you to make love to me."

 

Narda chuckled softly, not looking at Andrea as she continued to swirl a brush in a jar.

 

"Are you sure?"

 

"Yes."

 

"You don't know anything about me. I may be too much for you."

 

Narda looked at her now, and Andrea tried to read her face.

 

"In what way?"

 

The tall woman shrugged.

 

"Sometimes I demand a lot. Things you maybe hardly know about."

 

Andrea felt her nipples tingling. "I'm not a child."

 

Narda smirked. "No, you're not, are you? All right, get the rest of your clothes off. Everything but the shoes."

 

Yes of course, everything but the shoes. It was more an order than a request. If she thought she'd get romance, she was mistaken. Did she want romance? Whatever it was that was happening, it thrilled her completely. She saw the dark eyes burning at her again, and she trembled as she rose from the stool to unbuckle her belt and step out of her denim skirt. Under the skirt she wore no stockings, only white nylon panties, and with her face flushed she quickly peeled the panties away and put them on top of the skirt on the stool.

 

When she looked at Narda again, Narda made a gesture with her hand.

 

"Turn."

 

As gracefully as she knew how, Andrea did a turn to show her body from all sides. Did her belly slope too much? And her buttocks? Was her ass firm enough?

 

"I feel awkward again."

 

"You don't need to. You're lovely."

 

"Oh Narda, I---"

 

"Don't talk."

 

"Then what?"

 

"Come here."

 

Andrea went to her, carefully crossing the floor on her high heels to where Narda leaned against another high wooden stool. When Andrea reached Narda, the dark-eyed woman took hold of Andrea's breasts and gently pulled them out from Andrea's chest.

 

Andrea flushed and moaned, her eyes on Narda's hands, her legs trembling as she realized how much she wanted it, how much she wanted to be completely dominated by this startling woman. Her cunt throbbed. In Dry Ridge. Of all places in the world, this had to happen in Dry Ridge.

 

"What do you want?" Narda said softly.

 

"I want you to make love to me."

 

"No, I won't do that."

 

Andrea's heart sank. She stared at Narda. "Why not?"

 

"I'll fuck you, but I won't make love to you. We don't know each well enough for love."

 

Andrea quivered. "Please..."

 

"What?"

 

"I don't know."

 

"Do you want it?"

 

"Yes."

 

Holding Andrea's right breast in her left hand, Narda brought her right hand up to Andrea's face and pushed her fingers at Andrea's mouth.

 

"Take my fingers."

 

Andrea shuddered. Was it really happening? She felt so helpless with this woman, her mind whirling with her need to have Narda ravish her. Yes! She thought. She opened her mouth to have it stuffed with Narda's fingers. Narda bunched three fingers together and slowly slid them in and out of Andrea's open mouth.

 

"Get them wet," Narda said, her voice tender now, almost a whisper.

 

Andrea sucked the long fingers, moving her head back and forth, wetting the fingers with her saliva. As Andrea did this, Narda dropped her left hand from Andrea's breast and slid it around Andrea's hip to find and squeeze one of her buttocks. Andrea closed her eyes as she felt Narda's hand slide into the crack of her ass, the fingers of the hand now finding her cunt from the rear, not penetrating, only exploring, the hand feeling huge as it pressed her cheeks apart.

 

Narda abruptly pulled her wet fingers out of Andrea's mouth and said: "Turn around."

 

Andrea stared at her, feeling the hot flush in her face. She could not refuse. She was too excited, too overcome with an intense desire to submit. She turned and stood with her back to Narda, yielding and shifting her legs apart as she felt Narda's hand slide between her thighs.

 

She groaned as she hand possessed her. She wanted more, but she was afraid to ask.

 

Narda gazed at the woman she had before her. She felt a great passion as she gazed down at Andrea's proffered ass. Yesterday she'd had Lacie almost exactly the same way. But this was different. Andrea was lush, mature, her femininity fully developed. Narda found the wet vagina with her thumb and entered it without delay, her middle finger locating Andrea's stiff clit and stroking it. Then she pulled her thumb out and replaced it with the three fingers Andrea had sucked earlier.

 

Andrea moaned as she felt Narda's fingers push inside her cunt, the strong digits filling her, stretching her passage. Anonymous sex, she thought. Nothing but a sharp lust that consumed her. Is this what you want? All she was certain of was an intense desire to please Narda. That and the need to have that hand do more.

 

Narda's hand moved, her fingers expertly fucking the open cunt. Andrea's orgasm started building immediately. She gasped and made a plaintive sound as she felt Narda's thumb penetrate her anus as she started coming.

 

"Please, no! I don't want that!"

 

Narda kept her thumb in place. "If you're not happy, you can put your clothes on and leave. Is that what you want?"

 

Andrea groaned. "No."

 

"Then stop complaining". Narda pulled Andrea backward until she had Andrea leaning against her, fingers in Andrea's cunt and her thumb in Andrea's ass. "Go on, baby, let go."

 

Andrea cried out as her cunt exploded. Narda held her as the orgasm racked her body from head to toe, held her and kissed her neck as she gently brought Andrea down with her stroking fingers, her fingers sliding, sliding until Andrea finished.

 

At the end Andrea rebelled, twisting away and almost stumbling on her high heels.

 

"I hated that."

 

"No, you didn't, you loved it."

 

"I hated it!"

 

Narda glared at her. "Put your clothes on and get out."

 

Andrea was stunned. "I---"

 

"Go on, bitch, get out."

 

The tall woman walked away. Andrea shuddered as she watched her, her skin suddenly cold. Her legs trembling, she hurried to gather her clothes.




Part Three -




 

 Under My Thumb

 

For three years now, Sian had been living with a woman named AJ in Sian's West Side townhouse. AJ taught History and French in a West Side high school. She'd been born in France, and even after twenty years in Cincinnati she still had a slight French accent. She was dark-haired like Sian, with a quiet strength obvious to anyone who looked at her, an angular intelligent face and sharp hazel eyes.

 

At work AJ dressed in suits and skirts and black low-heeled pumps. Away from the high school, AJ favored boots and jeans and leather vests over blue shirts. Sian liked to dress up when they went out, and when she wore high heels she was considerably taller than AJ because AJ was shorter than Sian and AJ's cowboy boots had only clunky low heels.

 

Sian was a full-fleshed woman, with large breasts and wide hips and plump calves. She adored AJ because AJ was the first woman with whom she felt totally comfortable. All the others had made trouble because it was Sian's money that paid for the townhouse and Sian's money that paid for the other luxuries. AJ didn't seem to care one way or the other where the money came from. All she seemed to care about was Sian, making her happy, looking after her, and making her come with thunderous orgasms that shook the bed and rattled the porcelain figurines on the mantel behind the headboard.

 

"No one makes you come like I do," AJ said.

 

"No one," Sian agreed.

 

They were in bed, AJ half-lying on top of Sian, a Sunday morning political talk show on the TV screen with the sound switched off, the faces on the screen, one after the other, yammering silently as AJ continued to gently move her fingers in Sian's cunt.

 

AJ slowly withdrew her fingers. "Would you like some coffee?"

 

"I'd love it."

 

When AJ returned from the kitchen with their coffee, Sian said: "Something's bothering Andrea."

 

"Something's always bothering Andrea."

 

"No, this is serious. I think she's in love with someone."

 

"Who?"

 

"I don't know. Ever since she returned from upstate she's been walking around in a daze."

 

AJ snorted and said nothing. She wanted to tell Sian that Andrea was always in a daze, but she knew Sian liked Andrea and she said nothing. Sian and Andrea, in fact, had once been lovers, but only for a short time. AJ was certain she had nothing to worry about from that quarter. Not from Andrea. Sian needed someone like AJ, not someone like Andrea. AJ felt possessive about Sian even though she herself was not faithful. AJ liked variety in her sex life, and whenever the opportunity offered itself and she could do it secretly, she would see other women. Her attitude was that as long as Sian knew nothing about it, what was the harm?

 

Unwilling to talk any more about Andrea, AJ slid down on the bed and rested her face on Sian's belly. She started teasing Sian's pussy as Sian sipped her coffee.

 

"You're going to wear me out," Sian said with affection.

 

"I haven't yet."

 

"No, you haven't."

 

As if to affirm it, Sian opened her legs in obvious invitation. AJ snickered with approval against Sian's cunt, but instead of diving in and sucking her the way she knew Sian wanted her to, AJ merely toyed with Sian's lush garden. She teased the long lips, carefully tugging them out and arranging them like a pair of red wings on either side. She tickled the shaft of Sian's prominent clitoris and watched the jerking of the pink pearl.

 

"Don't be mean," Sian said, sighing as she put the coffee cup away and opened her legs further. She pushed firmly at AJ's head, and then she groaned as she felt AJ's tongue finally start licking her. As AJ slid down on the bed and arranged herself between Sian's legs, Sian raised her knees and then spread them as wide as possible, each knee almost touching the mattress, her wide apart folded legs like a huge open oyster.

 

And at the center of the oyster was Sian's pearl.

 

Holding Sian's cunt open with her fingers, AJ tickled the entrance with her tongue. Sian was running like a brook again, the plentiful sap seeping out of her to flow over AJ's tongue in a thick stream. She lapped it up, loving the smell and taste of it, her nose rubbing Sian's clit from side to side.

 

"Oh, that's lovely," Sian groaned. "Just keep doing me like that."

 

* * *

 

Sian sixteen years ago in Paris. Twenty years old and determined to be cosmopolitan. Her college friend, a nervous little blonde named Mary, has returned home to Ohio after a spat about Sian's unwillingness to be economical. I never liked her, Sian thinks; I never liked her anyway. She's happy to be alone. She loves Paris. Now she's sitting on the terrace of a cafe on the Boulevard Haussmann. The people are so interesting.

 

Sophisticated. Glamorous. The clothes they wear so perfect for them.

 

That woman. Sian fixes her eyes on a brunette, dark eyes, aristocratic bones, a simple black sweater set off by a single strand of pearls. The woman is maybe forty, perfect makeup, hair in a chignon. Exquisite, Sian thinks; such an exquisite presence. Now the woman turns her head. Their eyes meet. An appraisal. Then a turning away. Only a few moments later, the woman looks at Sian again. A slight questioning smile as she finds Sian is still staring at her.

 

An hour later, Sian holds a glass of champagne in an elegant house on the Ile St. Louis. Maggie, known formally as Madame Duclos, smiles at Sian and says: "It's much too hot to sit in the garden. You don't mind, do you?"

 

She speaks English with an accent half British and half French. How charming.

 

Sian doesn't mind at all. Anywhere will do. Maggie had earlier invited Sian to sit in her garden, but now that Sian was in the house she was too overwhelmed with its elegance to care about trifles. Every stick of furniture looks like an antique!

 

Maggie's husband, referred to as "Bernard" by Maggie, is evidently in Rome on business. Sian wonders if these people are royalty. Maggie could be a countess. A woman with a fabulous presence, an awesome aura. But even so, Sian isn't naive enough not to understand the essence of things. She knows what Maggie wants. Little Sian has been around the track enough times to know exactly what Maggie wants. So when Maggie pours more champagne, then hands the glass to Sian and follows that by stroking the backs of her fingers across Sian's cheek, Sian blushes, smiles, and accepts the caress.

 

Later, in Maggie's pink boudoir (more antiques!), Sian accepts everything. She lies sprawled on the four-poster bed as Maggie undresses her.

 

She folds her knees back at a hint from Maggie, and then she gasps as she feels Maggie's mouth claim her wetness.

 

Sian gazes up at the canopy of the four-poster bed. An adventure in Paris, she thinks. This alone is worth the price of the plane ticket. With a groan, she gently closes her thighs around Maggie's head.

 

* * *

 

Cici said: "You want a beer, Narda? There's cold beer in the fridge."

 

Cici was a big, brawny woman in a white shirt, jeans, and sneakers. She ran a ski lift in winter, and in summer she drove a truck delivering gravel to anyone who wanted it. She had a house in Reston, a town ten miles north of Dry Ridge, and with her in the house she had a wife called Maud.

 

Today, when Narda visited, there was a third woman there, a nervous creature named Kenzie, already known to Narda, thirty-five maybe, tender eyes and soft breasts under a frilly blouse.

 

Kenzie was nervous because she was married, had a husband and family in a neighboring town, and she would just die if anyone she didn't trust discovered her with Cici.

 

Narda had never paid much attention to Kenzie, no more than an occasional glance at the movements of her breasts, and she was not paying much attention now. She found a beer in the frig and returned to the cluttered living room where Maud was serving cold baloney and cheese on paper platters.

 

"Eat something," Cici said to Narda. "You won't get fat eating baloney."

 

Narda shook her head. "I'm not hungry."

 

"Then play with Kenzie." Cici waved her arm at Kenzie.

 

"Kenzie, honey, you're always telling me how much you like Narda. Well, there she is. Go sit on her lap."

 

Kenzie blushed, the order putting her in a quandary because she always did what Cici told her to do and yet she was too shy to be forward with Narda.

 

"Go on," Cici ordered. "Narda won't bite you, unless it's in the right place." Cici laughed, her huge breasts shaking under her shirt.

 

Kenzie walked over to Narda. But instead of sitting on Narda's lap, she sat next to Narda on the sofa. When Kenzie leaned forward, the low neckline of her loose blouse showed the valley between her soft breasts.

 

Narda looked at Cici. "I may be driving down to Cincinnati next week. You need anything?"

 

Cici shrugged. "Yeah. Have a look at my sister."

 

Cici had a sister in Brooklyn. In a wheelchair.

 

"Sure," Narda said.

 

When Maud finished in the kitchen, she returned to Cici, and Cici took Maud on her lap. The sun was down, the room getting dark, but Cici said the dark was better than the bugs and they could wait awhile for the lamp. So they sat that way in the growing darkness.

 

Cici told Narda she could have Kenzie if she wanted her. "Just while you're here."

 

Narda chuckled. "Maybe she'll come home with me," she teased.

 

"The hell she will," Cici said. "Go on, take her. She's dying for it. Maud and me, we'll watch."

 

Narda hadn't come to Cici's for sex, but it was never easy to refuse Cici anything. What Kenzie wanted didn't matter, because Kenzie was more or less Cici's slave and she would do whatever Cici wanted her to do.

 

Cici urged Narda to get on with it. She had Maud cuddled in her lap as she told Narda how much Kenzie talked about Narda.

 

"She's nuts about you," Cici said.

 

Narda was amused. Maybe it would be good to get distracted, stop thinking about that Cincinnati girl. For the past week she hadn't thought about anything except Andrea. Narda now felt she'd been crazy to let Andrea get away like that. She looked at Kenzie and slowly pulled out the neckline of Kenzie's blouse to expose more of Kenzie's breasts. Even in the darkness, she could see Kenzie's beauties.

 

"Kenzie!" Cici boomed.

 

Kenzie trembled. "Yes?"

 

"You do what I say, don't you?"

 

"You know that, Cici."

 

"Turn on one of the lamps and get your clothes off. Come on, honey, move it."

 

Nervous, Kenzie looked at the windows. "I'll pull the shades."

 

"The hell with the shades, we're in the woods. Nothing out there except hoot owls."

 

They all blinked in the light when Kenzie switched on one of the lamps. Cici sent Maud to get some music on the stereo and bring some cold beer.

 

"Christ, I feel like a party," Cici said. "Come on, Kenzie, get stripped."

 

Maud brought the beer, and after that Kenzie stripped to the waist and danced for them. She had done it for Cici before, but with the window shades up she found it a little frightening. And more exciting than usual because Narda was there. She kept her eyes on Narda as she danced, her breasts in her hands, her torso bucking and weaving.

 

"I told you she's good," Cici said, meaning Kenzie, or maybe she meant Maud. Cici had her cock out, and Maud was squatting over her lap to take it. Narda felt the rising heat in her belly as she watched Cici swallow half a breast as Maud sat down on her dildo.

 

"Good girl," Cici said.

 

Everything was visible, Maud's ass, the cock spearing her spread labia, Cici's meaty hands clutching at Maud's buttocks. Kenzie continued dancing, and Narda's eyes moved from one part of the room to the other as she watched it all.

 

I don't know what I want, Narda thought. Oh yes, she did know. She wanted Andrea. None of this meant anything, because what she really wanted was Andrea.

 

* * *

 

AJ did not believe in monogamy. As much as she loved Sian, AJ found it impossible to restrict her sex life to one woman. Because she knew Sian would be enraged if she ever discovered her adventures with other women, AJ kept all her liaisons a dark secret, even from her good friends. Fortunately, there were enough lesbian women in Cincinnati to make such a secret life possible.

 

One afternoon, AJ left the school where she worked and she rode a taxi to Fifth Avenue to do some shopping in a department store. As she looked through a rack of blouses, she noticed a saleswoman busy at a rack not too far away. The woman was blonde and busty, with cropped hair and bangs, and large colorful earrings. She was maybe fifty, with a look of energetic efficiency that AJ always found attractive in a woman. When their eyes met, when they gazed a long moment at each other, AJ realized the woman was a dyke.

 

AJ was immediately interested. Those heavy breasts. She imagined herself sucking the fat nipples. She felt a flush of desire as she thought of herself and the woman together. She turned away to look for another blouse to try on in the dressing room, and then suddenly she heard a feminine voice close by at her side.

 

"Can I help you?" the saleswoman said.

 

Surprised, AJ quickly recovered and nodded. "I thought I'd try these on. What about this one? I don't know the label."

 

They chatted casually about clothes awhile, the saleswoman helping AJ select two more blouses, and then AJ went off to the dressing room to try them on.

 

While AJ was in the dressing room wearing one of the new blouses, the saleswoman popped her head in to ask if AJ needed any help.

 

AJ said: "Do you have this one in black?"

 

"Yes, I think so. I'll bring it."

 

When the saleswoman returned, she found AJ stripped to the waist, AJ without a stitch above her skirt as she waited for the new blouse.

 

The blonde woman's eyes were hot as they raked over AJ's insignificant breasts and strong shoulders, but the blonde retained her composure. "Here, I think this will be perfect on you. I'm sorry I broke in."

 

"No, stay."

 

Their eyes met, and with a slight smile the saleswoman stepped into the room and pulled the curtain behind her. "Let me help you with the blouse."

 

As the saleswoman unbuttoned the blouse on the hanger, AJ stood facing the mirror with her dark little nipples like two turrets pointing forward.

 

AJ said: "I'm sorry, but I don't like bras."

 

The saleswoman looked at AJ, her eyes flicking over AJ's compact breasts. "I don't mind. Are you an athlete?"

 

"An athlete? No, I'm not, I'm a school teacher."

 

"You look very athletic."

 

"I work out at a gym club."

 

"It shows. All those muscles."

 

"Mmm."

 

As the saleswoman helped AJ slip into the blouse, their bodies touched for the first time.

 

"My name is Molly," the blonde said.

 

AJ met her eyes in the mirror. "I'm AJ. And you know what?"

 

"What?"

 

"I'd like to ball you."

 

Always the confident butch. You get nothing unless you try for it, AJ thought.

 

A long moment of silence, their eyes locked. And then Molly said: "I'm off on Thursday."

 

* * *

 

AJ eleven years ago in a bar in the West Village. She's dancing with a girl named Weather, a girl with wild frizzy hair and full red lips. Weather wears a loose peasant blouse and a long skirt; AJ wears 501s and a blue cotton shirt with full sleeves.

 

Weather says: "You're Italian, aren't you?"

 

AJ shrugs. "Only part Italian. I'm really French."

 

Weather looks coy. "You look Italian enough. Italian butches turn me on."

 

She pulls back and shakes her shoulders to the music. "What do you do?"

 

"I'm a teacher."

 

"Are you any good?"

 

"Sometimes."

 

"I don't mean teaching."

 

"I know what you mean."

 

Weather makes a sound as though she's just tasted a chocolate sundae. They stop dancing and stand at the edge of the crowded dance floor. Weather talks about her advertising job. Then she says: "You know what? I think we ought to go somewhere and fuck. We can go to my place."

 

"All right."

 

"But I mean I want you to fuck me. Do you use a strap-on?"

 

AJ hasn't ever, but she's hot for this girl, eager to experience Weather's intensity.

 

"I don't have it with me," AJ says.

 

"Don't worry, I have everything at home. God, I bet you're good. Yeah, I can tell."

 

Overwhelmed by the girl, hoping she won't make a fool of herself, AJ leaves with Weather to go to Weather's Upper East Side apartment.

 

As they ride uptown in a taxi, Weather grabs AJ's hand and pulls it between her legs. "Come on, do something."

 

AJ is uneasy because of the driver, but she gets her hand under Weather's loose skirt and into Weather's crotch. She rubs Weather's cunt through her panties, and Weather starts coming almost immediately.

 

AJ is tremendously excited by the girl's orgasm.

 

When the come is finished, Weather leans her head on AJ's shoulder.

 

"I always go off like dynamite," Weather says, her voice softer now. "Boom boom. Quick. You did it just right."

 

The driver seems oblivious to anything happening behind him. Finally, AJ and Weather arrive at Weather's apartment building on Eighty-third Street. AJ pays the taxi driver. Inside the building, AJ and Weather share the elevator with a silent couple, a man and woman in their fifties. AJ imagines she can smell Weather's come; she feels claustrophobic. At last she and Weather exit the elevator and leave the couple behind.

 

Weather has a small studio apartment. Neat but small. As soon as the shades are pulled, AJ and Weather are in a hot clinch near the sofa. They drop down to the rug, kissing and tearing at Weather's clothes. Weather pulls away to strip everything off. She has slender shoulders and full drooping breasts, a combination that excites AJ.

 

Weather says: "Don't go away. Just wait for me."

 

AJ sits on the rug and waits. She looks at the room, her heart beating with excitement, anticipation, satisfaction that she was able to connect tonight.

 

Weather returns with a pink rubber dildo and a harness.

 

"Here's the dick," Weather says, rubbing it across her bare breasts. "Would you do me a favor?"

 

"Okay."

 

"If you wear it under the jeans with just the dick sticking out, that really turns me on."

 

AJ takes the cock and harness to the bathroom.

 

At least Weather is clean. The neat bathroom is testimony.

 

Weather drops her jeans. This is her first time with a strap-on, and she's wondering if she ought to consider the politics. Well, screw the politics, she thinks. No, she's about to screw Weather. She wags the rubber cock in front of her belly to see the effect. She dons the harness, secures the straps with the cock in place through the hole, the cock bobbing as if it's alive. She feels the excitement now. She pulls up her 501s, buttons the fly around the cock.

 

One button undone is enough, the cock sticking out like a thick pink baton. She looks at herself in the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. What she sees makes her so hot she trembles.

 

Yeah, she thinks.

 

She returns to the living room with the cock wagging.

 

Weather is naked on the sofa, her eyes hot as she stares at AJ.

 

"God, I love it," Weather says. She spreads her legs, rubbing her pussy as she looks at AJ. "How do you want me?"

 

AJ gazes at the dark cunt. Hairy. AJ loves hair. Weather's hair is so thick, the lips of her cunt are hardly visible. "Right there," AJ says.

 

She pushes Weather back on the sofa, getting her legs up, stroking her thighs.

 

Weather groans as she stares at the cock. She slides both hands down to her pussy to hold her lips open.

 

After pulling back a bit, AJ takes hold of the cock and she guides the tip into Weather's leaking cunt.

 

Weather groans again, her knees folded all the way back to her breasts as she says: "Fuck me deep and hard."

 

AJ starts moving, thrusting, sliding the cock in and out.

 

She learns.

 

She feels the intense excitement. She loves it. She decides she loves fucking a girl with a cock. She loves the power she has. The raw fucking power. I love it, she thinks.

 

* * *

 

Thursday afternoon at the Plaza Hotel, and AJ and blonde Molly were riding up an elevator to a room. They were both already mellow from cocktails at the bar. AJ considered it worth the money. She needed this. She needed variety in her life, this tingling feeling because this was sex with someone she hardly knew and she found that exciting. Why not? Safety with a closet dyke from New Jersey. The excitement of a new conquest. I'm just not the domestic type, AJ thought. Sian would never understand. Sian would throw her out if she ever discovered it.

 

AJ smiled at Molly. They were alone in the elevator, and without haste AJ rubbed the back of her hand over one of Molly's bulging breasts. The tit bulging in her red blouse.

 

The excitement showed in Molly's face as AJ kept her hand there.

 

AJ said: "I'd like to suck these for about an hour."

 

Molly shuddered with pleasure. "Oh Jesus."

 

Finally they were at the room. As soon as they were inside, AJ pulled back and acted more reserved in order to get Molly begging for it. AJ said there was no need to close the blinds; there was nothing out there except the park. She thought Molly would look good in the sunlight. She approached the blonde and gave her a lingering kiss at the corner of her lips. Then AJ moved away again.

 

Her nervousness showing, Molly babbled about the beautiful view of the park. "I've never been in this hotel before."

 

AJ moved in again. This time the kiss was hotter, but AJ still held back her tongue.

 

"I'm hot for you," AJ said.

 

Another kiss. Now AJ's tongue slid into Molly's mouth, her tongue fucking into the blonde's mouth until Molly groaned against her lips. AJ's fingers started working at the buttons of Molly's blouse. One by one, the buttons came undone, AJ leaning back, both of them watching AJ's hands. She pulled the blouse out of the waistband of Molly's skirt and spread it apart.

 

Molly's heavy breasts were contained by a white lace bra.

 

AJ said: "Go on, unhook it."

 

Molly blushed as she reached back to unhook her bra. In a moment, the big breasts bounced out like a pair of pillows.

 

AJ took them in her hands, stroked them, and lifted them, her thumbs rubbing the wide pink nipples.

 

Molly closed her eyes and hissed.

 

At last AJ raised a tit high and dropped her mouth to suck.

 

She made love to the breast with her hands as she sucked, her fingers stroking, pressing, teasing the abundant flesh.

 

Then she stopped. "Wait for me," AJ said. "I'll be back soon."

 

Molly blew AJ a kiss as AJ walked out of the bedroom and into the bathroom. AJ closed the door and stripped off her school clothes, everything off until she was naked. She removed a black dildo and harness from her purse and wrapped the straps around her body. She watched herself in the mirror. Watching herself donning her cock always made her hot.

 

Then she rummaged in her purse again, brought out a tube of K-Y, opened it, and then carefully smeared some of the gel on the latex dildo. Only enough to make it gleam.

 

When she returned to the bedroom, she found Molly naked on the bed and waiting for her.

 

Molly froze when she saw the cock.

 

"Oh, that's crazy," Molly said, her eyes fixed on the swaying black dildo.

 

"Haven't you ever?"

 

"Not like that. Not when it's worn like that."

 

AJ was amused. She liked Molly. She was sweet. Blonde and busty and with skin like silk. A suburban closet dyke rattled by a dildo. AJ took her cock in her hand and said: "It's better this way. I bet you're going to love it."

 

Molly squirmed on the bed. "What I like is getting licked."

 

AJ smiled as she climbed onto the bed between Molly's legs. "I like doing that too."

 

She went down on Molly, her face burrowing into the plump little trench, her tongue finding the stream and her lips drinking from it. Molly moaned.

 

AJ continued sucking until Molly's belly heaved.

 

Then AJ pulled back to raise Molly's knees. "Let's try it now."

 

Molly yielded. "I've never been screwed with one of those."

 

"Yes, you said that."

 

"It can't hurt me, can it?"

 

AJ chuckled as she guided her black cock inside Molly's thick-lipped pink cunt.

 

Now Molly groaned. No more talk about hurting. Groaning as she reached out to pull AJ closer.

 

AJ settled in, dropping down enough to feel Molly's big breasts against her own, kissing Molly's open mouth, sliding her cock in Molly's cunt as she made love to Molly's face.

 

Hello, New Jersey, AJ thought. It's Thursday afternoon at the Plaza.

 

* * *

 

At the end of a long day in the gallery, Sian said: "Andrea, you've been hiding something from me."

 

Andrea sighed. "I have?"

 

"Ever since you returned from that trip upstate, you've been acting like a lost soul. Just what went on up there? Don't you want to talk about it? Come on, we'll go to Perry's and have a pair of tall whiskey sours and talk."

 

Andrea had no choice. When Sian was determined the way she seemed now, there was never any way to dissuade her. And it might do me some good, Andrea thought. Maybe she did need to talk to someone.

 

As usual, Perry's was crowded, but they found a table in a corner and ordered drinks. Sian started questioning Andrea immediately, and before long Andrea revealed she had done more than get her car fixed in that little town upstate.

 

Sian was amused. "Tell me about her."

 

"She's tall, gorgeous, and very butch."

 

"In the Appalachians ?"

 

"Yes, in the Appalachians . They've got people up there too, you know."

 

"I can't imagine it. Why doesn't she come to Cincinnati?"

 

"Maybe she likes the trees."

 

"She wowed you, didn't she?"

 

"And how."

 

"Poor baby. You're not going to fall apart, are you? We're coming into the busy season at the gallery."

 

Andrea shook her head. "Don't worry about me. I've already made plans to get the Appalachians out of my mind."

 

She had to. She told herself the interlude with Narda had been all sex and nothing else. Not a hint of tenderness from Narda. Just an unexpected but casual fuck. I won't fall apart, Andrea thought. Nothing important had happened up there; nothing that wouldn't fade.

 

* * *

 

That evening, Andrea had a date with Sophia . She liked Sophia because Sophia was never serious about anything. All Sophia cared about was a good time and looking after her two cats. Sophia did a routine in a midtown strip bar, but the money was lousy and she never had enough to pay her bills. Andrea and Sophia got along fine, maybe because they almost looked like sisters, which was an amusement for both of them. Sophia had larger breasts and wider hips, but they were the same height and they had the same coloring. With Sophia there was never any dyke drama, just ordinary sex of the first-you-then-me kind, no problems and no politics.

 

This evening Sophia said: "I'm going to make you hot."

 

Andrea smiled and looked around to make certain no one could hear them. Sophia was not working this evening, and they were sitting in a rather sedate midtown restaurant.

 

Her eyes on Sophia again, Andrea chuckled as she tasted the flan dessert she'd ordered. "Don't get us in trouble here."

 

"I'm doing a special strip for you tonight. Would you like that?"

 

"You haven't done that in a long time."

 

"You never ask for it."

 

"I don't ask for it because you do it at work and I always think you'd be bored with it."

 

"Not if it gets you hot. It does, doesn't it?"

 

"Always."

 

Sophia tossed her a happy smile. She was easy to please, Sophia was. Easy to please and with an outrageously lovely body. Andrea felt herself getting aroused as she thought of them in bed together. She felt relieved, because ever since that episode with that woman in the Appalachians she hadn't been able to get interested in anyone else. Maybe a night with Sophia would help her forget Narda. Sophia could be delicious. She was always a bottom with Andrea, and whenever Andrea wanted a woman like that it was always Sophia she called first. Would it work for her now?

 

After dinner they went to Andrea's apartment. Andrea was already mellow from the wine she'd had at the restaurant. Sophia talked about how much she hated her boss, what a pig he was, how he exploited the dancers who worked for him.

 

"But I don't let him get to me," Sophia said. "He keeps on hinting he wants to fuck me, but I won't let him get near me."

 

The idea of Sophia 's boss making love to Sophia repelled Andrea. She wondered if Sophia was truthful when she said she never slept with men. Andrea wondered.

 

But Sophia did excite her. There was no doubt about that.

 

"Are you ready for me?" Sophia teased. "I told you I'm going to strip for you."

 

"Yes, you did."

 

"A private show just for you, babe."

 

Sophia chose music for the stereo while Andrea's eagerness increased. As the rock music filled the room, Sophia faced Andrea and said: "I'm not good for much, but I do know how to strip."

 

"You're wonderful," Andrea said. She sat down on the sofa to wait for the show. She was definitely in the mood for it now, in the mood for anything that might lift her spirits.

 

Sophia teased as she danced. She had a captive audience and she obviously loved what she was doing. Andrea expected a spicy strip. She was eager for a long luxurious look at Sophia 's body.

 

Sophia continued moving with all her clothes on, teasing Andrea, the passion evident in her face, especially her eyes.

 

Andrea thought about all that sexual energy Sophia had. The music aroused Andrea; the heavy sexual beat turned her on.

 

Sophia looked only at Andrea as she danced. Now she slowly unbuttoned her skirt. She bent forward, the low neckline of her loose silk blouse revealing more of her generous breasts. Then she turned her back to Andrea, her hands sliding the skirt down past her hips. Her full buttocks were uncovered, then her thighs. She wore a thin purple garter belt to hold up her stockings. The strap of a g-string vanished in the deep split between her buttocks. She danced with her feet in place, working her calves and thighs and ass as Andrea watched her with her blood racing.

 

The skirt dropped to the floor, and as Sophia bent forward, Andrea could see the g-string thong tight between her labia. Sophia 's full ass made Andrea's heart pound with desire.

 

Sophia casually stepped out of the skirt and kicked it away.

 

She turned to face Andrea, and now Andrea's eyes were on the tiny triangle of the g-string that barely covered the plump mound. Then Andrea raised her eyes to Sophia 's luscious breasts snugly encased in a sheer bra.

 

Her body swaying to the music, Sophia unclasped the in front,her hands moving slowly, her eyes teasing Andrea as she abruptly pulled the bra open to reveal her breasts in all their glory.

 

The nipples were pink, large areolas with pointed erect tips, the globes of the breasts showing a ripe fullness, a slight droop because of their weight. Unlike many of the dancers in the topless clubs and bars of Manhattan, Sophia had never had her breasts amplified with silicone. Andrea thought they were perfect, and as she gazed at them, her mouth watered. She wanted those breasts in her mouth. She was hot now, hot and eager for everything.

 

Sophia caressed her breasts as she danced. She moved her legs into a wide stance as she pinched her nipples with her fingertips. Then she moved closer to Andrea, smiled down at her, and gracefully turned to show her ass again.

 

Shaking her hips, Sophia unsnapped the g-string.

 

Her back still turned, she bent forward until Andrea could see the shaved lips of her pussy.

 

Enchanted by the invitation, Andrea reached out to find Sophia 's wetness with her fingers.

 

Sophia groaned as she felt Andrea's two fingers penetrate her cunt.

 

"Fuck me, baby. Please fuck me."

 

Andrea stroked Sophia 's hip with her left hand as she slowly pumped her fingers in and out of Sophia 's sex. After awhile she extended one of her free fingers to rub Sophia 's clit each time she filled her cunt. The expert finger work soon pushed Sophia into a shuddering climax.

 

Later, in bed, Sophia insisted she wanted to make Andrea come.

 

Andrea tried to dissuade her, but Sophia was adamant.

 

So Andrea lay back to be licked and sucked. Sophia worked over her a long time, but without any success. Andrea finally stopped it.

 

"I can't, Sof . Not tonight."

 

"You don't like me anymore."

 

"Sof , please. . . "

 

She coaxed Sophia to sleep. And after that Andrea lay in the dark thinking about Narda until her eyes finally closed. I'm such a fool, she thought; such a silly, silly fool.

 

* * *

 

Several hundred miles to the north, Narda idly fingered Lacie's nipples as they watched an old movie on Narda's TV. I'll go tomorrow, Narda thought. Tomorrow she would pack the paintings into the van and drive down to the city to find that art gallery woman. That lovely Andrea.

 

Lacie moaned as Narda gently pinched one of her nipples.

 

"I love you, Narda."




Part Four 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




 

 You Don't Own Me

 

 

On a Tuesday afternoon, Narda walked into the gallery where Andrea worked.

 

Andrea didn't see her at first. She was in the back checking a shipment of watercolors that had just arrived from one of their artists in Europe. Then she glanced into the main room of the gallery and she gasped as she saw the tall woman and recognized her immediately.

 

"That's her," Andrea said to Sian.

 

Sian gave her a puzzled look. "That's who?"

 

"That woman. That's Narda, the woman in the Appalachians , the one I told you about."

 

Sian looked at Narda, looked her over carefully as Narda stood in profile studying a painting on one of the walls.

 

"Well, how about that?" Sian said. "She's not here by accident, love. Go on, get out there."

 

* * *

 

"But you can understand my surprise," Andrea said.

 

Narda shrugged. "I come to Cincinnati two or three times a year."

 

"Still, I didn't expect you."

 

They were riding up the elevator to Andrea's apartment. Andrea was still shocked. Narda had parked a rented van with a load of her paintings right outside the gallery. Sian had been completely amused. They'd helped Narda herd her paintings into the gallery, and then Sian insisted Andrea take the afternoon off. Too flustered to think straight, Andrea had merely nodded. She walked out with Narda and they strolled on Fifth Avenue. Now they were riding up to Andrea's apartment supposedly to choose a restaurant for their evening dinner. Andrea felt her heart pound because she could sense (and hoped) more than the evening dinner was on the agenda. She'd been hungry for body contact with Narda for hours, but so far nothing had happened.

 

This woman has me, Andrea thought. She felt she belonged to Narda totally.

 

As soon as the door of the apartment was closed, the electric tension between them exploded and Narda backed Andrea against a wall and kissed her. Andrea moaned against Narda's mouth as Narda's hands slid down her back to grip her buttocks through her dress. As Narda's body pressed against hers, Andrea suddenly felt the hard bulge pushing against her belly. No, it couldn't be! But yes it was true; she could feel it; Narda apparently had a dildo under her jeans. Andrea shuddered, wondering why she hadn't noticed it when Narda had first stepped into the apartment. But of course she'd been looking at Narda's face and not down there.

 

Her thoughts were confused as Narda continued to kiss her, her mouth filled with Narda's invading active tongue. The tall woman's tongue pushed like a wriggling serpent between Andrea's lips, sliding over her teeth and then between them to brush her palate. Meanwhile, Narda's hands continued to grasp Andrea's buttocks, her fingers now tugging at the dress to raise it, pulling it upward until the hem was at Andrea's waist between her back and the wall, Narda's strong hands now clutching Andrea's buttocks through the nylon of her panties.

 

Andrea groaned. "Oh God, what you do to me!"

 

Narda chuckled against her ear, kissed her lips tenderly, then slowly released her and pulled back. "I'd like a drink."

 

Andrea pulled herself together and nodded. "Yes, of course. Scotch?"

 

"Vodka on the rocks, if you have it."

 

"Yes, I do."

 

Then Narda noticed Andrea's eyes on her crotch, and with a soft smile she slid her hand over the bulge of the dildo. "Yes, that's for you. But later. There's plenty of time for it."

 

Andrea blushed, trembling as she felt the heat in her face. She had never been with a woman like Narda before, never in a situation like this. Wearing a dildo! She felt a mixture of astonishment and admiration at Narda's courage.

 

"I'm not as experienced as you think," Andrea blurted out.

 

Narda's hand stroked the outline of the dildo again. "About this?"

 

"Yes. I don't know if---"

 

"Don't worry, you will."

 

As she stared at the bulge, Andrea could not restrain the urge to ask: "How in heaven do you go around in public like that?"

 

Narda shrugged. "I do what I want." Then she smiled. "You can't notice it unless you look for it, and most people don't look, do they? Only the dykes."

 

"Yes, I suppose so. You're something."

 

Narda touched Andrea's chin. "And you're beautiful." She took Andrea by the arm and led her away from the front door of the apartment and into the spacious living room. "I like it," Narda said, gesturing at the furniture. "I like the style."

 

Andrea was thrilled that her taste found favor with Narda. She glanced again at the bulge in Narda's trousers, and then quickly turned and walked away to make their drinks.

 

Yes, I want it, Andrea thought; I want her to fuck me with her cock. She poured Scotch for herself, and Vodka for Narda.

 

They sat beside each other on the sofa, sipping their drinks as Andrea talked about how difficult life could be in Cincinnati.

 

"But of course I love it." She felt awkward.

 

She wanted to throw herself into Narda's arms, but she was afraid. She knew so little about Narda. She adored her, but she knew so little about her. Andrea's heart beat more rapidly as she remembered that afternoon in Narda's house and the way Narda had taken her. Narda was so unpredictable. First that rush just inside the door, and now nothing but a cool distance as Andrea continued chattering.

 

"I'm talking too much," Andrea said.

 

"No, I like it. I like looking at you when you talk."

 

Andrea blushed. "Is it too warm in here?"

 

"It's not warm enough. Come over here. Put your drink down and come closer."

 

Her pulse racing again, Andrea placed her drink on the low table in front of them and slid across the sofa cushion to get closer to Narda.

 

"That's better," Narda said. She put her drink beside Andrea's on the table. She draped her left arm around Andrea's shoulders, and then she bent her head to kiss the right side of Andrea's throat.

 

Her head lifting as she felt the tingling kiss, Andrea moaned. She slumped against the back of the sofa as Narda continued kissing her. Then she felt Narda's fingers working at the buttons of her blouse, unbuttoning her, spreading the blouse, fingertips tracing the curves in the sheer bra. Her eyes closed, Andrea shuddered as she felt Narda's fingers rubbing her nipples through the lace, rubbing the stiff points until they seemed to burn like two flames at the tips of her breasts.

 

Instead of unhooking the bra, Narda pulled at the light- weight nylon, hooked her hands inside to get both breasts out over the cups.

 

"Beautiful," Narda said.

 

Andrea opened her eyes, blushing as she gazed down at her exposed breasts, at the nipples swollen and stiff with her excitement.

 

"Oh Narda..."

 

"Yes?"

 

"Please kiss me again."

 

"And?"

 

"Make love to me!"

 

With a satisfied throaty murmur, Narda dropped her head to take a burning hard nipple between her lips.

 

* * *

 

The picture Andrea made had Narda's belly rippling with lust. She stood beside Andrea's bed while Andrea knelt on a colorful bedspread she'd brought back from a trip to Mexico. Andrea was only half stripped: she still wore her blouse, but it was open and bunched forward to reveal nearly all of her back. Below the waist she was bare, nothing but thigh-high nylons with elastic tops and the beige high-heeled sandals that Narda had insisted remain on her feet. Her head buried in her folded forearms on a pillow, Andrea knelt near the edge of the bed with her knees apart and every part of her revealed to Narda's eyes.

 

"Narda, I---"

 

"Don't talk," Narda said softly. "This is no time for talking. At least not you. You're beautiful, love. You're exquisite."

 

Andrea shuddered and remained silent. She was happy it was Narda looking at her, so happy she could hardly encompass it.

 

Narda had her dildo out. She was still totally dressed, but she had the front of her jeans open and the black cock exposed and dangling. She fondled it with her hand. For a long time she'd used a pink one. Then a black lover had begged for a black dildo and Narda had ordered this ebony marvel from San Jose. The cock was perfect: not too long, pliant enough to take any angle, and thick enough to make a woman groan.

 

She wanted Andrea groaning. She reached out and gently stroked Andrea's lovely buttocks. Andrea visibly trembled as Narda's fingers passed into the valley to graze her anus. Narda remembered what she had done to Andrea in Dry Ridge, how she had taken Andrea there with her thumb. Sooner or later she would have more than a thumb in there, but not tonight. She ran her fingertips over the pouting labia, tickling touches before slowly spreading the lips apart to more completely reveal her target.

 

"Beautiful," Narda said, her voice husky as she gazed at the pink treasure cove, the vaginal opening already coated with a milky gloss. Andrea murmured into the pillow.

 

Her eyes hot, Narda continued looking. She fondled the cock again, now bringing the tip to the opening. They both groaned as she pushed forward to fill Andrea's passage.

 

* * *

 

Sian agreed to put up several of Narda's paintings in the gallery, and their quick sale impressed everyone. Andrea was delighted when Sian said they'd have to think about a one-woman show for Narda in the fall, and she hurried to tell Narda the news.

 

"It's as good as a commitment from Sian," Andrea said. "You'll be a great success."

 

Andrea had arranged for Narda to occupy the small loft studio of a painter on vacation in Europe. They sat near the open window to escape the heat, their eyes on the street and the passing pedestrians.

 

"They won't buy that many," Narda shrugged.

 

"Why do you say that?"

 

"It's a guess."

 

"I think you'll do fine."

 

Andrea adored Narda more than ever now that she had Narda in Cincinnati with her. They saw each other nearly every evening, a dinner somewhere, maybe a movie afterward, then hours of making love. Andrea was always aware of the envious eyes of other women. Narda was so spectacular to look at, she never failed to draw the interest of everyone around her. Andrea drifted in a haze of happiness from one romantic evening to another. Was Narda courting her? If so, Andrea thought the courtship heavenly. She felt a sense of eternity, as though nothing could ever change between them. The sex was incredibly gratifying, more pleasurable, more complete with Narda than she'd ever experienced with anyone. Her only wish was to be able to go down on Narda more often.

 

It happened, but not often enough to suit Andrea. Narda was always reserved, doing everything to give Andrea orgasm after orgasm, but then usually finding some reason not to yield her body in turn. Sometimes the refusal was outright, sometimes no more than a gentle obstinacy. Andrea gradually understood Narda held back with everyone, not only with her. She resolved that somehow she would overcome this part of Narda's personality.

 

They explored the art world in Manhattan together, museums, exhibits, the midtown galleries and the galleries in SoHo. One afternoon they rested on a bench in Central Park and talked about how much longer Narda would stay in Cincinnati.

 

"You know I don't like the city," Narda said.

 

Andrea pouted. "I thought I made a difference."

 

"You do, honey."

 

"Really?"

 

"The past two weeks have been good for me."

 

"And for me too."

 

"I thought I'd be too much for you."

 

Andrea shook her head. "Well, you're not."

 

"Are you sure?"

 

"I'm certain."

 

Their eyes met, both of them aware Andrea was admitting she enjoyed being submissive, enjoyed it thoroughly, even if sometimes she pretended not to. Narda was pleased. She extended her hand and gently rubbed Andrea's neck.

 

"Okay, maybe I'll stay in Cincinnati awhile."

 

* * *

 

Andrea wanted Narda to live with her, but Narda insisted she was too independent and she declined. Andrea did her best to hint at the advantages of a shared life, hoping Narda would change her mind. One evening Andrea cooked dinner for them, white wine and swordfish filets covered with almonds. She had candlelight on the dinner table, and when Narda arrived, she greeted her in a black chiffon gown.

 

Narda was obviously pleased. "You look lovely," she said.

 

Andrea smiled. "Thank you. You just sit and let me take care of the dinner."

 

Narda sat down. She thought how superb Andrea was. Such a perfect symmetrical face, that lower lip full and suggestive. She wondered what Andrea wore under the chiffon gown. As Andrea moved about the room, Narda caught glimpses of Andrea's ankles covered by sheer black hose.

 

As though in a silent agreement, they deliberately avoided touching each other all through dinner. The sexual tension became as tight as a bow string, until finally, when Andrea brought coffee to the table, Narda slid a hand up Andrea's leg outside her gown.

 

"I love it when you dress like this," Narda said.

 

Andrea remained motionless as Narda caressed her legs and thighs.

 

"Anything for you, my love."

 

Through the chiffon, Narda felt the garter straps at the tops of Andrea's stockings. She moved her hand upward along the back of Andrea's thigh until she reached the curve of Andrea's ass.

 

"Does this belong to me?"

 

"You know it does."

 

"You could plant it on my lap."

 

Andrea laughed and pulled away. "No, let's have our coffee first."

 

They had the coffee, and then after that they had brandy in the living room at the low Chinese table. As Andrea bent forward, her gown billowed open to reveal the slopes of her breasts. When Andrea sat back again, Narda adjusted the loose front of Andrea's gown so that Andrea's nipples were exposed.

 

"It's better this way," Narda said.

 

Andrea blushed as she looked down at herself. "We ought to close the blinds."

 

"No, let them see. Let them have a look at a beautiful woman."

 

"Why don't you move in here with me? There's more than enough room."

 

"I told you why. I don't like living with anyone."

 

Unwilling to spoil the romantic mood, Andrea decided not to pursue the issue. She licked a fingertip and anointed one of her nipples, toyed with it until it stiffened.

 

Narda chuckled and sat back to watch. "That's better. Now show some leg to the leering audience."

 

Andrea crossed her legs and pulled back the edge of her gown until the tops of her stockings were exposed. "You have a leg fetish."

 

"Yes, of course. Legs and everything else. Wet your nipples again. Both of them."

 

Andrea licked the fingers of both hands and then used her fingertips to moisten and tease her nipples.

 

"Slip out of the gown."

 

"Not with the blinds open."

 

Narda laughed, rising up and walking to the wide window to gaze at the lights of the city.

 

"Come here."

 

Andrea went to her, moving into Narda's arms to accept a hot kiss, a wet and ravenous kiss that took her breath away.

 

"Narda, I love you."

 

Narda freed Andrea's breasts, exposed them completely and then bent to lick and suck at the nipples. Andrea said something about the window again, and then finally she moaned and yielded.

 

Narda now had a hand under the chiffon gown, her hand sliding upward between Andrea's nylon-covered knees. She stroked Andrea's mound through her lace panties. Then Narda' fingers slipped inside, her fingertips finding the wet groove.

 

Vanquished, Andrea opened her legs to Narda's hand.

 

"You're wet," Narda said.

 

"Wet for you."

 

"This is one sopping cunt."

 

"Oh Narda..."

 

Narda's fingers pushed inside the slippery channel. Two fingers. Then three fingers. Andrea groaned.

 

Narda breathed against Andrea's ear. "Like it?"

 

"Yes!"

 

Four fingers now, the fingers inside and hooked upward with the heel of Narda's palm smashing against Andrea's clit. "Open your legs more."

 

Andrea was almost squatting, drunk with excitement as she wondered if anyone out there could see them.

 

Narda's hand worked the cunt, her fingers thrusting, churning in the wet.

 

"Come on, honey."

 

"Fuck me, Narda!"

 

"Come on, come on, do it on my hand."

 

Narda watched Andrea's face as the orgasm rippled through Andrea's body. She kept her fingers moving, more gently now, a slow stroking as Andrea came down to earth again and slumped against Narda's shoulder.

 

Her palm soaked, Narda stepped away and closed the blinds. "They can stop eating their hearts out."

 

Andrea felt unsteady on her high-heeled sandals. "I think I need some more wine."

 

"Not too much, and get out of the gown."

 

Without a word, Andrea slipped out of the chiffon gown. She was naked now, wearing only a black garter belt, wispy black panties, sheer black hose and black evening sandals with high thin heels. She'd bought the lingerie only the day before.

 

"Mmm, I like it," Narda said.

 

Andrea smiled and did a turn, displaying her breasts and legs and ass to her lover. She felt more secure now that the blinds were closed. Aware of Narda's eyes on her body, she walked to the sideboard to pour some more wine. When she returned to the center of the living room, Narda told her to bend over the back of an easy chair.

 

"I'll do nasty things to you," Narda said.

 

Andrea quivered as she wondered what Narda intended. She glanced quickly at the revealed shape of Narda's dildo. She always looked for it now, and she'd noticed it as soon as Narda had entered the apartment this evening. At the easy chair, Andrea bent over the back of it, exposing her cunt and ass to Narda's eyes.

 

"Perfection," Narda said.

 

"I feel so open this way."

 

"Tell me what I can see."

 

"My pussy."

 

"What else?"

 

"My ass."

 

"And it turns you on, doesn't it?"

 

"Yes."

 

Narda came behind her to stroke her buttocks. Then she bent and kissed them, licking into the groove, pulling the cheeks apart with her hands to get her tongue into the wet conch of Andrea's cunt. She sucked at the welling juices, loving the smell of Andrea, exciting herself as she pressed her nose against Andrea's anus. Her fingers found Andrea's clit, and she rubbed the swollen spike as her tongue foraged everywhere.

 

Her head down, her feet almost off the floor, Andrea started shuddering as she felt Narda's thick tongue working in her wet cunt.

 

It's all I want, Andrea thought. There was no meaning to anything except this.

 

* * *

 

The only reason Sian paid any attention to the two girls was that she was annoyed with AJ. More than annoyed -- angry. For some weeks now, Sian had suspected AJ might be cheating on her. Today AJ was out of town at a convention and Sian felt the anger as she wondered what AJ might be doing in Atlanta this evening. She'd find a dyke to fuck, no doubt. Sian was convinced of it. She'd had an inkling for a long time and she always paid attention to her inklings. So looking at the two girls who had walked into the gallery -- looking at them no more than they were looking at her, looking at them and playing the eyes game -- gave Sian a sense of vengeance. Yes, why not? These two college girls, if that's what they were, were certainly cruising her, and she told herself AJ would deserve it if something developed.

 

One of the girls was tall and thin, with long reddish hair and freckles and pointed little tits vibrating under a silk blouse. The other girl was shorter, more sedate, chunky in the hips, strong legs and the look of a soccer player. The way their eyes kept returning to Sian, there was no doubt in Sian's mind they were interested. My sex appeal, Sian thought with amusement. The more she looked at them, the more the idea appealed to her.

 

The girls made the first move. After a while they ambled over to Sian to ask questions about some of the paintings, chatter about how interesting the gallery was, how interesting all the galleries were, how interesting it must be to have Sian's job. They were suitably impressed when they learned Sian owned the place. Oh wow.

 

Then the redhead, the tall thin girl, came right out and asked: "Are you gay?"

 

The other girl rolled her eyes and looked ready to slam her friend.

 

"I told you not to..."

 

"Oh Jordan..."

 

The redhead was Hellena and the short one was Jordan. Sian, being old enough to have played the game a zillion times, had them wait around until she closed the gallery. Then she took them home to see her Leonor Fini watercolors.

 

Try not, get not, Sian thought. AJ always said that. The hell with AJ, she'd have a ball with these two.

 

In Sian's townhouse, the girls marveled at the luxury and wanted cold beer. Sian refused to offer them any dope. They became silly anyway. Jordan said it was Hellena's idea to come on to Sian, Hellena's guess that Sian was a dyke. Hellena wasn't the shy one; Jordan was. Sian was afraid to ask how much experience they had or whether they slept with men. Sian considered the problem of catching something and decided she'd be careful. She was too used to her monogamous relationship with AJ. Except that AJ wasn't likely monogamous and if that were true she had to depend on AJ being careful. It's horrible, Sian thought. All she wanted was to keep her body and soul happy, and look what she had to go through to get it.

 

The two girls sat on the sofa facing Sian, while Sian sat in a low Italian blimp-chair close enough to extend her leg and touch Hellena's foot. She maintained the contact while she told them about Leonor Fini. It was Jordan who finally got up and came over to kneel beside Sian and kiss her.

 

Sian was pleased; things would be less awkward than she expected. As they kissed, Sian reached out her hand to Hellena and Hellena came to her. Hellena caressed Sian's breasts through her dress while Sian continued kissing Jordan. Jordan groaned and the girls switched. Now Hellena kissed Sian while Jordan straddled on of Sian's legs to rub her cunt against Sian's knee.

 

I love it, Sian thought. She could feel Jordan's hands getting her blouse open. Then Jordan had one of Sian's breasts exposed and she was bending forward to suck the nipple while Hellena sucked Sian's tongue. Sian felt her body humming, the tension cranking up and up. A long time had passed since she'd had two women working her, and she'd almost forgotten how wonderful it was.

 

Before long all three of them were sprawled on the rug. Hellena somehow got herself naked without Sian even realizing it was happening. One moment Hellena was dressed and the next moment her lovely little tits were bouncing around like ripe avocados. Jordan pulled at Sian's clothes to get her undressed, and then Hellena helped Jordan and Sian was both amused and excited by the fervor of the two girls. They wanted her body. She adored Hellena's sweet little tits, the pink nipples of a true redhead.

 

When Sian was naked, every stitch of clothing tossed away on the rug, both girls jumped her. Jordan sucked Sian's breasts while Hellena slowly ate and licked Sian's cunt with an artful tongue. Sian's hands were all over both girls. She found their cunts drenched. She pinched their clits and stirred the wet with her fingers. She asked them to drip on her face one after the other and they loved doing it. First Jordan, who was more sedate, more tentative, and then Hellena, who knew what she wanted and ground her clit down on Sian's nose and flooded her mouth.

 

Sian gave up trying to understand them. Maybe they just wanted experience. A mature woman to roll on a rug with them. Sian remembered what it was like at their age. When they went down on her, the girls were a bit clumsy and too excited. They acted as though her cunt was a newly discovered diamond mine. They showed no interest in each other, only in Sian.

 

Sian finally stopped it. She gently pushed them away and told them the bed was more comfortable than the floor.

 

"It's big enough for three," she said, her fingers stroking her nipples to keep them stiff. "Maybe you can fuck me. Would you like that?"

 

She could see the idea excited them. In her bedroom, she brought out an old strap-on that she kept in a drawer. She couldn't bring herself to let them use of AJ's dildo. That would be too much.

 

Jordan used it first. When Jordan strapped on the cock, Sian became excited at the way she looked. She opened her legs to Jordan, raised her knees and started rocking as soon as Jordan got inside her.

 

"Oh baby, give it to me!" Sian cried. She lost track of the orgasms.

 

Then it was Hellena's turn, but Hellena wanted to use her hand instead. She fucked Sian with her fingers and managed to get her fist inside. Sian loved it. She seemed to come forever. She watched Jordan masturbate while Hellena kept her fist working in her cunt.

 

The hell with AJ, Sian thought. Whoever AJ was with, the hell with her too.

 

* * *

 

Andrea and Narda went biking in Central Park one Sunday, white teeshirts and shorts and white sneakers, Andrea leading Narda down one bike path after another, until at the end of two hours the sweat dripped off their bodies. They returned to Andrea's apartment to shower separately, and afterward, as Andrea stood in the kitchen preparing a snack for them, Narda came up behind her and kissed her neck.

 

Narda was dressed again in a clean shirt and shorts, but Andrea was still wearing a blue cotton robe. Andrea quivered as Narda pressed against her back.

 

Narda said: "I had a nice view all afternoon."

 

"What do you mean?"

 

"Your butt in those tight shorts."

 

Andrea blushed. She felt Narda's hand between their bodies, Narda's fingers stroking her buttocks.

 

Andrea said: "Do you want mustard on this?"

 

"I want jelly on your ass."

 

Andrea was amused. "I think that would be a bit sticky."

 

"Blueberry jam, if you have it."

 

"You're not serious."

 

"Raspberry is good too, but I'd rather have blueberry."

 

"I think we're getting into uncharted territory."

 

"Do you have any mules with heels? If you put them on and get out of this robe, I think that would be perfect."

 

The food no longer seemed important, and Andrea's heart was thumping when she came out of the bedroom wearing nothing but a pair of high-heeled mules. Narda was immediately aroused by the sight of Andrea naked and wearing heels, excited by the curves of her legs and ass.

 

And Andrea loved the way Narda looked at her, the heat in Narda's eyes.

 

"I'll put the food in the refrigerator," Andrea said.

 

Narda nodded. "Bring some jelly."

 

Andrea blushed and turned to the kitchen, and Narda's eyes followed the full cheeks, the long thighs, the pointed heels of the mules.

 

When Andrea returned, she carried a small jar of raspberry jam. "This is all I have."

 

Narda took the jar. "You can bend over that armchair."

 

"I wasn't lying when I said this is uncharted territory."

 

Narda reached out to stroke one of Andrea's full breasts. "On the chair, doll."

 

Her heart pounding, Andrea walked to the chair. She felt so utterly submissive with Narda, not an ounce of anything but the need to please her. She supported herself at the edge of the chair with her feet on the floor and her arms extended to reach the back. It was awkward, but she could manage it. Then Narda came behind her, and Andrea felt Narda's hands spreading her legs, caressing her calves, gently scratching her thighs. The muscles of Andrea's legs were pulled tight by the high heels.

 

Then Narda straightened again and opened the jar of jam.

 

Andrea trembled as she felt Narda's fingers dabbing jam on her buttocks. Narda painted her. Dollops of jam all over her ass. And in the crack.

 

Smearing it slowly over her anus. Narda looked down and watched her fingertip paint the opening. She pushed her forefinger inside the tight ring of Andrea's anus, then replaced it with her thumb. She put the jar down and slid the other hand around front to stroke Andrea's cunt.

 

Unsteady on the heels, Andrea groaned.

 

Narda stopped and bent behind her, squatting on the rug, her face close to Andrea's ass.

 

Andrea shivered with excitement as she pictured what was about to happen. She wondered what her ass looked like with all the red jam on it.

 

Then Narda started licking the jam off Andrea's buttocks, licking and sucking at the sticky skin, Andrea groaning as she felt Narda's mouth.

 

"Tasty," Narda said. "It's good jam."

 

Andrea thought it was all too crazy -- but definitely marvelous.

 

When Andrea's buttocks were cleaned of jam, Narda spread them to open the crack. Andrea's cunt appeared open and wet, a deep pink flower below the tight little ring of her jam-coated anus.

 

Andrea trembled as she felt Narda's warm breath in the crack of her ass. Narda moved in, gently kissing the closed little hole, licking at the jam. A jolt of lust rushed through her body as she felt the knot of the anus with her tongue. She felt the ring contract and squeeze on itself. She spread the buttocks further apart, gripping the sticky cheeks. Her lips against the opening, her teeth nibbled and bit at Andrea's anus.

 

Andrea groaned again, arching her back, her body trembling.

 

"Relax," Narda said.

 

Andrea did her best, her head hanging as she waited for Narda's next move.

 

Narda's tongue worked again, her mouth pressed against the opening, her tongue pushing at the ring of muscle.

 

Andrea moaned, her dangling breasts swaying from side to side as she bent forward.

 

Narda licked away all the jam, bathing Andrea's anus, now wedging her tongue inside, deeper and deeper, her tongue like a wriggling serpent in Andrea's ass, her tongue swirling in the sticky opening.

 

Andrea moaned as she felt it, her eyes closed, her body tense as she focused all her attention on what was happening to her.

 

Narda finally withdrew her tongue and rose. "Don't move," she said.

 

Andrea waited, bent forward, her legs apart, a stream of juice now dribbling out of her cunt along the inside of her left thigh. My running hole, she thought. But it was the other hole that now had center stage. No one had ever worked her ass like this. She felt like such a novice with Narda.

 

When Narda returned, Andrea glanced over her shoulder and saw Narda naked below the waist and wearing her strap-on cock.

 

Andrea said nothing. She'd expected it. She was both afraid and eager for it. She'd had Narda's fingers in her bottom, but never the cock. She prayed she could take it. She wanted it. Narda's tongue had opened her ass wide and now she craved to have it filled.

 

Narda wasted no time. She moved in behind Andrea to steady her with her hands, placed the tip of the dildo at the opening, and then slowly worked it into the ring of muscle.

 

Andrea's body tensed, then gradually relaxed under Narda's coaxing.

 

"Nothing to be afraid of, honey. You're doing fine."

 

Andrea's anus grabbed at the sliding cock. Narda moved with small wiggle-like motions of her hips as she took her.

 

"Beautiful, doll."

 

All the way in and then slowly out again.

 

Then Narda securely grasped Andrea's hips as she increased the lengths of the strokes. She bent over Andrea's back to grasp one of her hanging breasts. "Do you love me?"

 

Andrea groaned. "Oh yes! Oh yes, darling, I love you!"

 

Narda's free hand found Andrea's clit and rubbed it as she continued moving the cock.

 

Andrea came, her cunt exploding, her legs shaking as Narda kissed and bit at her neck.

 

* * *

 

"It looks like she has you hooked," Sian said.

 

Andrea shrugged. "I don't know."

 

"You don't seem happy."

 

"She won't stay."

 

"Are you sure?"

 

"I keep asking her to move in with me, but she won't do it. She has such an awful little place in the East Village."

 

"Maybe she doesn't want to crowd you."

 

"No, it's not that."

 

"She likes being alone."

 

"I'm sure she won't stay in Cincinnati, and I can't bear the idea of her leaving me."

 

"Poor baby."

 

"Yes, that's what I am. I'm a poor baby."

 

"You could go live with her upstate. If it doesn't work out, you can always have your job back."

 

Andrea was gratified at Sian's offer, but she shook her head. "No, I couldn't live up there. Not ever."

 

Meanwhile Narda controlled their relationship completely. She saw Narda when Narda was in the mood; she went where Narda wanted to go; she dressed the way Narda wanted her to dress.

 

One day Narda called Andrea at the gallery and said she'd pick her up in a taxi in an hour. Andrea had to beg Sian for the afternoon off. She waited at the gallery for Narda, but to Andrea's embarrassment, Narda showed up an hour late. Rather than apologize, Narda hurried Andrea into a taxi.

 

"We'll have dinner in the Village," Narda said.

 

"I really thought you weren't coming."

 

"Sorry, baby, I was delayed."

 

Andrea was afraid to ask for details, afraid Narda would be annoyed with her.

 

They had dinner in an Italian restaurant on 10th Street, and before long Andrea forgot how hurt she'd been by Narda's late arrival at the gallery. When she looked at Narda, all she could think of was how much she adored her. She loved Narda's almost sinister looks. She looked hard and strong.

 

Masterful, Andrea thought. She quivered as she remembered Narda making love to her. They did a good deal of anal sex now, more than Andrea had ever done with any other lover. Narda obviously favored taking her that way, and Andrea had grown to enjoy it as much as anything else because Narda liked it so much. Andrea's greatest need was to have Narda show an intense passion during their fucking, and when Narda had her cock in Andrea's ass her passion was indeed intense.

 

I belong to her, Andrea thought; I truly belong to her.

 

After they left the restaurant, they walked awhile in Washington Square Park. When evening finally came, Narda suggested they go to a bar. "I know a place in the East Village."

 

She took Andrea to a dyke leather bar, a place crowded even though it was still early, crowded with tough looking women of all shapes and sizes and reeking with a smell of female sweat and stale beer.

 

Andrea felt out of place, much too 'uptownish', nervously aware of the way some of the leather-clad butches leered at her.

 

The music was loud and the lighting weird. Narda found a booth and they ordered drinks, but even as they sat in the booth Andrea felt the eyes on her.

 

It seemed many of the women knew Narda, and at intervals one brawny woman or another would stop by to chat with Narda, looking Andrea over with a glance that said Andrea belonged to Narda, Andrea was Narda's property, Narda's woman.

 

Narda seemed amused at the interest Andrea generated, and after a while, when a woman was at the table talking to Narda and eying Andrea at the same time, Narda told Andrea to dance with the woman.

 

"Go on," Narda said. "I'm too tired. Get up there and dance with her."

 

It was definitely an order, an order punctuated by a stare from Narda that said she wanted Andrea to obey her.

 

Andrea rose, and the burly woman led her out to the dance floor.

 

"You're a dish," the woman said. "What's your name, honey? I'm Fergie."

 

They danced facing each other, their bodies weaving to the beat of the music, Fergie smiling as her eyes roved over Andrea's breasts and hips.

 

"Nice tits, baby."

 

Andrea blushed under the woman's gaze. Fergie put her hands on Andrea's waist as they danced, but she never did more than that and Andrea was thankful for it.

 

After a while another woman broke in, said it was okay with Narda, and started dancing with Andrea. This one was younger, a bit punky, with hair dyed purple on one side. She said her name was Mimi, and during a break in the music she asked if Andrea wanted to go downstairs with her.

 

"What's downstairs?"

 

"It's a recreation room," Mimi said. "There's usually somebody fucking and we could watch them."

 

At that moment Narda appeared, and Andrea was relieved as Narda took her away. They danced a slow number, Narda gripping Andrea's waist with her hands, sometimes pulling her close enough to graze the front of her shirt across Andrea's breasts. The heavy sexual atmosphere in the place had made Andrea hot and she wondered if Narda could sense it.

 

When they finished dancing, Andrea left Narda and went to the washroom. There was only one woman inside and it was Mimi. The purple-haired girl laughed and immediately pulled Andrea into a stall and locked the door.

 

"You're a fucking doll," Mimi said. She kissed Andrea, her hands all over Andrea's ass, and then one hand sliding around front to rub Andrea's cunt through her dress. "Need to piss, baby? Come on, I'll help you."

 

Andrea was paralyzed with astonishment as Mimi got her skirt up and her panties down. Mimi forced her to sit on the toilet, squatting to get her hand on Andrea's cunt.

 

"Come on, baby, piss on my hand."

 

More astonished than ever, unable to hold back, Andrea let go and shuddered as she felt the stream gush out of her and into the girl's waiting hand.

 

Mimi loved it. She moaned and kissed Andrea as the piss flowed. She pushed her fingers inside Andrea's cunt and worked Andrea's clit with her thumb until Andrea came on her hand.

 

Afterward, when they were out of the stall and at the sinks, Andrea blushed as Mimi sniffed her fingers and smiled at her.

 

In a daze, Andrea quickly repaired her makeup and left the washroom. When she was in the booth beside Narda again, Narda slid a hand under Andrea's skirt and petted her through her panties.

 

"Want another drink?"

 

"Yes, why not?" She felt guilty about what had happened in the washroom, guilty that she hadn't prevented it. As if to make up for it, she opened her legs to encourage Narda's hand.

 

Narda said nothing, but her fingers immediately became more firm against Andrea's sex. Then after a while Narda said, "You're dripping, lover. Go on, get one off."

 

Andrea came as Narda pinched and rubbed her clit through her panties.

 

Narda seemed pleased and told her to touch herself. "Feel the wet," Narda said.

 

Andrea hesitated, and then she slipped her own hand under her skirt to touch the wet crotch of her panties. She remembered the girl in the washroom, remembered how she'd pissed in the girl's hand. But she was more turned on by Narda.

 

She panicked when Narda told her to masturbate.

 

"Narda, please... not here."

 

But Narda insisted. "Especially here. It's what I want."

 

Andrea did it. She closed her eyes and rubbed her cunt as Narda watched her. Her panties were soaked, her fingers slimy with her juices. She felt helpless, completely in Narda's control. And excited by it. When the orgasm finally arrived, she had to clench her teeth to prevent herself from crying out.

 

After that Narda was bored with the music and the crowd and she said they could go to her place.

 

"You can meet a friend of mine. Maybe you can whip up something to eat for us."

 

Andrea wondered who the friend was, but she was too excited at the idea of going to Narda's place to give it any thought. Narda had never invited her before, she'd been there only once when Narda had moved in, and Andrea hoped it meant something. Narda was such a private person, so closed about herself, never really telling Andrea anything, always seeming to be in a state of high tension. Maybe at home Narda would be more relaxed.

 

When they arrived at Narda's small studio near Astor Place, Andrea saw a blonde girl sitting on the sofa.

 

"This is Lacie," Narda said. "She just came down from upstate yesterday and she's staying with me awhile."




Part Five

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




 

Do You Know the Way




 

When Melody walked down Market Street, she liked to think she was looked at. Five years ago, when she'd first arrived in San Jose, she'd wanted the opposite, anonymity, the comfort of being just another dyke on the street, a comfort she'd never known before, never known anywhere.

 

Now, however, she wanted the eyes, wanted the attention, wanted the individuality.

 

She was tall and lean, part Yurok Indian (the good part, she thought), and when people looked at her, when people watched her walking on Market Street, she often reminded them of a pagan apparition. She wore her dark hair tied in a single long braid, and around her throat and wrists there was always heavy worked silver of some kind or another, Italian or Mexican, jewelry befitting a goddess of ancient and mysterious rites. But even goddesses needed to work, and this one earned her living as a social case worker for the City of San Jose, currently Assistant Director of a special unit concerned with homeless women.

 

It was now dusk, the business rush hour finished, the evening crowds on Market Street not yet arrived, and when Melody walked into the Tulip Bar, she was not surprised to find the place nearly empty. But all she wanted now was a cold beer, and so when she walked up to the bar and ordered a draft, she hardly even looked at the blonde sitting at the bar about ten feet away. Then the beer came, and after the first long drink to appease her thirst, Melody wiped her mouth with a napkin and looked at the blonde again. Interesting. New. Maybe thirty. Maybe straight. Good face. Good legs. Everything else more or less hidden. And maybe alone.

 

Melody hated rejection. She hardly ever attempted to pick up strange women, not a cold pick-up anyway, since she knew enough people to arrange an introduction if it was someone she'd never spoken to before. There was a time when she'd been able to gamble a pitch at any woman who looked available, an ability energized by an almost frantic need for sexual contact. One suffered the rejections in order to gain the acceptances. But no more. She was too drained now after a series of bad relationships, and these days she had learned how to cultivate masturbation to make it work for her. No more frantic one-night stands, the hell with that. She would rather use her fingers or a vibrator, anything except allow her clit to rule her life.

 

But the blonde did look interesting. Very femme if she was indeed gay. Cute, sexy, intelligent looking, and the legs were marvelous.

 

When their eyes met for the third time, Melody said: "I haven't seen you here before."

 

"First time," the blonde said. And then she added: "I'm new in San Jose, actually."

 

"Oh?"

 

The blonde laughed. "What does that mean?"

 

"Nothing, I guess. Can I buy you a drink? My name's Melody."

 

"Yes, you can buy me a drink. And my name's Andrea."

 

* * *

 

They sat in a booth near the front entrance. That was Melody's favorite spot, because later when the room became crowded, one could avoid the constant traffic of women going to or returning from the two washrooms near the kitchen in the back.

 

Andrea drank whiskey sours and Melody drank draft beer.

 

"What are you doing in San Jose?" Melody said.

 

"A new job in an art gallery." Andrea mentioned a place near Market Street. "I was in a gallery in Cincinnati and I now I'm here."

 

"Is the work interesting?"

 

"Very."

 

"That's good."

 

"And what do you do?"

 

"I'm a social worker. Here's my card in you ever need me."

 

"Now that's really interesting. You never know, i just might."

 

Melody laughed. "Most of the time it's boring."

 

Melody wanted to kiss her ears where they peeked out between the strands of wavy blonde hair. Not too blonde. Dark blonde and some brown. Hair that looked fresh and sweet. A perfect mouth colored by a light red lipstick.

 

Andrea said: "So far I like San Jose very much."

 

Melody sighed. "I suppose I shouldn't say this, but I'll say it anyway. I'm assuming you're gay."

 

Andrea smiled. "Oh yes. And what about you?"

 

"I think you already know I am."

 

"Well, maybe..."

 

"Are you with anyone?"

 

"Not for months. I'm still recovering, if you know what I mean."

 

Melody drained her beer glass. "Oh, I know, all right. I know all about recovering. The trouble is there's always a piece of you that never gets returned. What about dinner? Would you like to have dinner with me?"

 

* * *

 

Melody took Andrea to an Italian restaurant that had the best lasagna in town. The lights were dim, the table had a candle on it, and the evening became romantic. Melody was never sure about how to romance a new woman, because she'd learned you could never predict anything. Sometimes they loved it, sometimes they thought it was corny, sometimes they acted like robots and they seemed oblivious to everything. She wanted very much to go to bed with Andrea because Andrea turned her on, but she was also afraid of coming on too strong. She encouraged herself by thinking Andrea would have turned down the dinner invitation if she had no interest in sex. But Melody knew there were all kinds of crazy, unpredictable, neurotic women in San Jose, and you could take nothing for granted.

 

After dinner, Andrea agreed to go along with Melody to a dyke bar where they could dance. Melody had chosen this place because they did more slow dancing than the others, and she wanted Andrea in her arms. She was so hot now, she was worried she would start shaking as soon as she felt Andrea's body against her own. But once they were on the dance floor, she felt more secure and she concentrated on turning Andrea on. As they pressed against each other, she rubbed Andrea's back with her hands, and whenever she had the opportunity she pushed her thigh between Andrea's legs and made an obvious sexual movement as she kissed or licked Andrea's ear. God, she loved how her hair smelled! Melody was so turned on now, she could feel her juices running each time she moved her legs.

 

Finally, she couldn't take it any more, and she said: "Let's go somewhere. Can we go to my place?"

 

Andrea pulled back a bit and looked at her. "Can we do that some other time? I've got a tremendous headache, and I think I'd like to go home."

 

Melody covered her disappointment by immediately turning to lead Andrea off the dance floor. "Sure, whatever you say. Come on, I'll take you home."

 

They said nothing to each other in the taxi, but when they were standing on the landing outside Andrea's apartment, Andrea allowed herself to be kissed and Melody thought there was still a chance. She slid her tongue into Andrea's mouth, and Andrea accepted it. When her hands dropped down to hold Andrea's buttocks, Andrea accepted that too.

 

"Let me come inside," Melody said.

 

Andrea squirmed in her arms. "Please... I told you..."

 

Melody pulled away. "All right. Sorry. Maybe I'll see you around."

 

And with that Melody turned and hurried down the steps, cursing, telling herself she was a fool for being taken in by a tease, doubting now that Andrea was even a lesbian. Maybe she was just another straight bummer teasing a dyke for the amusement, something to do, and whatever.

 

She had trouble finding a taxi, and then as she sat in the corner in the back of the cab she wanted to cry. Oh shit, don't cry, she thought. Don't cry, baby, you'll survive it. She sat in the dark with her hand in her crotch, her fingers squeezing her cunt through the tight denim of her jeans. It wasn't just the sex, it was that she'd wanted so much to be with someone tonight. Tonight, for some reason, she felt lonelier than in a long while, and what made it worse was that she hated the idea that she did not know how to live with herself. She couldn't believe that people who knew how to live with themselves ever felt lonely like this.

 

When she arrived home, she stripped off her clothes and she lay down on the bed in the dark and started masturbating. But it didn't work. She tried it on her back, and then she rolled over and tried humping her cunt against her fingers. No good. She did not want the vibrator. Oh hell. She pulled the sheet over her head and she fell asleep.

 

* * *

 

The next day was Saturday, and at ten o'clock in the morning her cell phone rang. Melody was still bleary-eyed when she lifted the phone, and at first she did not recognize the voice.

 

"Who?"

 

"It's Andrea. You remember me, don't you? We were together last night."

 

"Oh yes."

 

"If you're not busy now, I'd like to come over."

 

"How did you get my phone number?"

 

"You gave me your card last night."

 

Melody felt stupid. Stupefied. Pleased. "Do have my address?"

 

"That's on the card too."

 

* * *

 

"I suppose you think I'm stupid," Andrea said as she looked around the small living room, the bay window, the view of a steep hill that seemed to end abruptly. Magazines and books were strewn everywhere.

 

"Did you think I was stupid last night?"

 

"No. I was just disappointed."

 

Andrea smiled and came closer. "Well, I'm here now."

 

Knowing it still might be dangerous, Melody accepted the offer and took Andrea in her arms. The first kiss was light, breezy, and tentative, without commitment. Then Andrea arched her pelvis forward, and the pressure produced a sudden explosion of desire in Melody. She tightened her embrace and kissed fiercely, mashing her lips against Andrea's, her tongue insistent, aggressive, leaving no room for ambiguity. Andrea moaned under the attack, and she appeared to go limp. But Melody held her, supported her, kissed her again, and this time Melody dropped her hands to Andrea's buttocks and gripped them hard through Andrea's dress.

 

"I want you," Melody said.

 

"Make love to me, please..."

 

"Oh yes."

 

There, in the sunlight streaming in through the bay window, Melody stripped Andrea down to her bra and panties. She stopped then, and for a while she did nothing but kiss Andrea everywhere, wet kisses, biting kisses, crouching to run her lips over Andrea's knees and thighs, rising again to kiss her belly above the elastic waistband of her panties, rising further to kiss the hollow between Andrea's breasts where the brassiere left it uncovered. When she finally removed the brassiere, Andrea's nipples were like hard little nuggets under her tongue. She took each nipple in her mouth in turn, bit them gently, sucked them, made them swell even further, and as she did this she trailed her hand down between Andrea's thighs, her fingers tickling the panty- covered mound, down and under to feel the seeping wetness, the proof of Andrea's excitement.

 

She wanted to sniff at her. She crouched in front of Andrea and boldly sniffed at the joining of her thighs. Andrea groaned, arched her back and opened her thighs.

 

"Yes!"

 

Melody nuzzled in and bit the swollen labia through the wet cotton. Her hands were on Andrea's buttocks again, her fingers tracing the curves of her firm ass, pressing the globes, squeezing them.

 

Abruptly, she pulled at the waistband of Andrea's panties and peeled them down. Andrea swayed, held onto Melody's shoulder as she stepped out of the panties. Melody tossed them away and immediately buried her face in the blonde garden. She sniffed it, inhaled deeply, pushed her nose against the soft wet lips. Honey-dripper, Melody thought. She held back the urge to lick and suck.

 

She would do that later. First something quick. She rose to take Andrea's mouth with her own. Andrea moaned under the kiss, and then moaned again as Melody's hand closed over her cunt.

 

Her mouth still plastered against Andrea's, Melody started working her, two fingers inside the wetness, her thumb on Andrea's clit, her wrist shaking as she caught the signals that she was doing Andrea perfectly. Sucking hard at Melody's tongue, Andrea humped her pelvis against the hand that possessed her. When she came, her body shook from head to toe, jerking, twisting, a spasmodic climax so intense it sent an electric jolt into Melody's belly.

 

* * *

 

They lay naked on Melody's bed. Andrea was on her back, her knees up, her feet on Melody's shoulders. Melody's fingers moved inside Andrea's vagina as she leaned over to taste her. Andrea shivered. Bending lower, Melody parted the hair with her free hand. Only one lamp was on, but it was enough to show everything, the pink flesh, the running juice, Andrea's vagina gripping Melody's sliding fingers. Andrea put her hands on Melody's head, and Melody lowered her mouth to the pink lips. She blew her warm breath against the folds and Andrea moaned in response. She ran her tongue over the underside of Andrea's clit and Andrea gasped. Again. Her tongue teasing, sliding from side to side under the stiff promontory. She eased her fingers out of the hole and licked them, tasted Andrea, smelled her.

 

She rubbed her nose into the wet, down between the lips and then up again to smear the wetness over the stiff clit. Andrea groaned and flung her knees wider. Melody lapped the juices on either side of the clit, her fingers back inside and moving slowly in and out. She could feel Andrea's clit swelling as she sucked it softly, a hard little button between her soft lips, her fingers continually sliding in and out, in and out. Then her fingers were all the way out and her tongue moved down to the opening.

 

Andrea whimpered and humped upward as if to grab Melody's tongue with her cunt. Melody drank her, sucking the juices between her lips, slurping, not caring about the noise she made, her face wet, breathing on the wet cunt, the tip of her tongue flapping against it. Again. Again.

 

Her tongue striking Andrea's clit more firmly as Andrea squirmed and pushed upward again. Slapping the clit now, slapping it with her tongue, Andrea bucking up and down and up again. With her fingers, Melody pulled at the mound above the clit to get the flesh more exposed. Her tongue rapidly swiped from side to side, and suddenly Andrea jerked and started coming, her cunt contracting on Melody's fingers, gripping them, Andrea crying out as Melody's lips captured Andrea's clit and held it prisoner. Under lock and key. She kept her face pressed against Andrea's cunt as Andrea continued coming.

 

* * *

 

 

"Let me do you."

 

"No."

 

"Oh god."

 

"What?"

 

"I hope you're not a damn stone butch. I hate stone butches."

 

"I'm not that way. I'm too strung out. I came before."

 

"You did?"

 

"I came while I was eating you. That never happens to me."

 

"I'm flattered."

 

"Don't run away."

 

"Oh, don't worry about that. I'm not going anywhere."

 

"Good."

 

"You're different."

 

"Different than what? Other women?"

 

"My last, anyway."

 

"The one you're always thinking about?"

 

"Yes. But I'm not thinking about her now. I'm thinking about you."

 

"I need someone in my life."

 

Andrea sighed, pressing her face into Melody's armpit.

 

"Okay."

 

"Okay?"

 

"Okay."

 

 

 

END

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

The Slick Spot




The Slick Spot-- Preview




 

 

Maybe it was the wine that we were plowing back during diner but with that comment, I felt myself go blush...we were friends I guess, but I still thought it rather odd that she would just go ahead and change like that. I don't know if she noticed or not, but up until then, I had never given

a second thought about perhaps a woman coming on to me.

 

Oh sure I've fantasied on many occasions that I was being eaten out by a woman while making love to my husband, no one in particular just a female. The old girl girl videos crept into my consciousness.

 

She said "You look good in your clothes, most woman would envy you".

 

"Yes, in my clothes I do, but without them, you might think differently." I said trying to laugh her comment off.

 

I wasn't sure if it was my embarrassment or what, but the room started to get quite warm. I took my suit jacket off and hung it on the back of the chair by the desk. "I think the wine is giving me hot flashes. It can't be age." I laughed while crossing back to the bed.

 

Emily walked over to me and sat at the edge of the bed staring at me. I smiled nervously at her and said "What?"

 

She commented on how nice my perfume was..."Is it Eternity?" she asked.

 

I said "Yes, do you like it?" she leaned over closer to get a better smell and nodded, and I noticed her bare breasts exposed within her bath robe.

 

She must have slipped her bra off after putting on her bathrobe. Did she take her panties off also? I was flushed and she explained that she had enjoyed our dinner and that she never felt so comfortable with another person after such a short period of time.

 

I took a sip of wine to slow things down a bit and said, "I feel the same way. Soul mates I guess."

 

She leaned over again and gave me a hug, my heart was throbbing and I felt flushed. A sisterly type hug I surmised but then her lips touched my neck as she commented on my perfume again. Still with her arms around my shoulders Emily faced me and asked me if she could kiss me.

 

By now I had been wondering about my feelings towards her and although I tried to say yes, I don't think any words actually came out. She gently kissed me full on the lips and I was in a daze. I stood up and embraced her as if in a trance and we kissed and held each other tightly for a few moments.

 

By now I was beside myself. Reluctant at first but I was enjoying this forbidden encounter.

 

Emily broke the kiss off and said " Meghan, I've wanted to find a woman that I could feel comfortable with so that I could fulfill my curiosity. As I implied earlier at dinner, my marriage is not fulfilling anymore"




It's a Man's World




 

It was a few years ago. Believe me I had no idea this would every happen to me. My name is Meghan, I am 45 years old now and married since I was 18.

 

Twenty-five years of marriage taught me one thing about, life, in romance and happiness is that you will get what you put into them. Nothing more or nothing less. At the time I got married it was the thing to do coming out of high school. Find a man, have kids, take care of his home and the family. But the world changed during that time, a lot.

 The eighties were wild, disco was dead, sex was pretty much everywhere. VCR's were in most homes and the female members of the marriage started to see, via video, sex right in their front room. Men and women, Men and two women or more, and-- women and women having sex. I, like most girls my age, had heard a lot about  esbians, joked about it and all, but we never actually saw real lesbian sex until the innovation of the decade brought it to us. Video Tape!

 

My husband and I were much like others our age, we used porno to spice up our sex lives, tried a lot of things we saw on video. We even had couples come over to watch the newest release from VCX! My kids would never believe it, if I told them that we did that. But alas even the erotic performances were not enough at times to spark desire, in my husband or even me. Oh sure we had sex, and we did still watch porn, but the raging passion had passed on and we just didn't get the overwhelming effect it had given us during the at first.

 

During the end of the eighties I got a job, to help with bills and save for vacations as cruising to the Bahamas was quite the rage amongst our generation. I became a sales rep with a large computer software maker. The demand was rising, and I got the training at adult ed classed, and later got my degree in computer science, and really caught on to it quickly. I did very well as the computer age blossomed.  I was full participant.

 

Along with the job came promotions, and responsibilities and-- Travel! So since the middle of the nineties I had been leaving on Monday and coming home on Friday. Living in motels and hotels,some nice, some not so. Likewise eating in restaurants, some very nice and some not so. I became resigned to the life. Not seeing my husband except on the weekends, kids were away at school. My career was still on fire, my marriage not so much.

 

 

I've never had an extra marital affair, not that I didn't think about it, I just never strayed. I consider myself a great wife, mother and an excellent consultant. Sometimes on my job I travel and my travels some time take me to remote areas of the country.

 

Winchester, KY was such a trip, it was not a place I needed to visit very often. Not much there except for few motels, Supermarket, a gas station and restaurants and a truck stop and a few odd factories.

  

The major issue with Winchester was it was close enough to Lexington to fly into, but too far to stay in Lexington at night and drive to my clients in the morning. Traffic was a disaster in the morning so I stayed at a budget-style big chain hotel. Bright side, I got the keep the points. It was 7 o'clock in the evening after a long day of travel and meeting with my touchy-feely client when I finally checked into the motel and I thought I'd take advantage of my free drink coupon at the small bar they had.

 

The bar was occupied with mostly men and very few women, except for myself, another woman who was a guest and the cute blond bartender that was all the females i could count. After a few minutes at the bar, the other woman moved to the stool next to mine and struck up a conversation and we exchanged small talk.

 

"What's a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?" the woman joked in a friendly northern accented way. Possibly Detroit.

 

"Work, and I don't come here often, and I know why." I said looking around the male dominated cocktail lounge.

 

"I am too, this is my first time to this town. My name is Emily I am from Detroit." Offering her hand, I shook it and smiled. Nailed it, I thought

 

"My name is Meghan, pleasure to met you. I'm from Birmingham. What line of work are you in?"

 

"Motivational Speaker. The Hyundai plant manager brought me down here. And you?"

 

"Software Consultant for Intel, you know the old saying 'Intel, it's in there.' I am working with a large retail chain, to streamline their customer service scheduling." I said seeing Emily wrinkle her nose at the statement.

 

"I am sure you are a hit with the employees. They surely know you are here to eliminate jobs? Do you get any flack about that?" Emily tried to soften her first reaction.

 

"No, I am sure I am not getting any Christmas cards from any of them. Comes with the job. I don't mind, been doing it for over 15 years."

 

 

The thing that first struck me about Emily, was a pair of hazel eyes, she must have known the same thing because her make up highlighted this feature. Lined with sultry dark mascara and adorned with long dark lashes. These eyes were set in to a small, oval face with soft pink lips and a snub nose. The face itself was framed by thick black curls and topped onto a petite figure. I learned she was 42 years old and she kept herself very fit with yoga. She was not beautiful, but very striking.

 

We chatted until around 10:00 or so, finished our drinks, and we said our good nights and I retired to my room.

 




Peanut Shells on the Floor.




 

It was the next evening that changed my life. Again I arrived back at the motel around 7pm and thought I'd stop by the bar and have a drink before going for diner. I was glad to see Emily was there when I arrived and of course I sat at her table, we ordered wine and resumed our chat from last night.

 

"Hey Meghan, have you had dinner yet?" she asked me looking at her watch.

 

"No, funny you should mention that, I didn't have dinner last night either. Let's see if that Logan's Roadhouse, next door, food is any good." Grabbing my purse and starting to rise.

 

Emily followed suit and we walked to the restaurant that was adjacent to the hotel. The walk was not long and the air was beginning to cool. Early in October and the weather in Kentucky was warm in the day and cool in the evenings. Perfect weather.

 

We walked through the sparkling clean glass and chrome door. That was a good sign. A pedestal sign greeted us with 'Please seat yourself" and we did just that. The restaurant was busy, and the conversation of the patrons, clanging of the plates and utensils made it less than ideal for conversation. The saving grace to the restaurant was it did have a nice bar, so drinks were available. We cracked peanuts from a bucket, and threw them on the floor. It was special feature of the the Steak House, by the shells that covered the floor the patrons enjoyed the benefit.

 

On very rare occasions I get to eat with someone while on the road, it really helpes break the monotony of the trip. We both ordered wine, I am a Pinot Noir fan, she opted for the Chardonnay, with our dinner, and we got along great, we discussed our husbands, and I knew I had struck a nerve with Emily.

 

"So you like married life Meg?" asked my new friend.

 

"I don't have much to compare it to." I joked back at her.

 

"I don't mean to pry, but me working on the road has been a strain on my marriage; just wondered if you had the same experience. I feel comfortable discussing this with you, because we really don't know each other and probably won't run into one another again." Julie explained somberly.

 

I was a bit taken aback, the evening was going smoothly, and then for some reason Julie goes Debbie Downer on me. What was the problem with her?

 

"Emily, my marriage is fine." I lied to her behind my flashing smile.

 

"Well good." She said cautiously, "I am not trying to bring our conversation to the melodramticl. I am just not getting want I want out of life. If you are good. Let's move on, next subject. How did work go at the Super Center?" she smiled wanly.

 

"About as you would expect, full of doubters, and 'we've always done it this way.' Kind of people." And you?

 

"I had them eating out of my hand, they were ready to run through brick walls when I finished." She grinned at me, "just kidding, it was okay."

 

"Well then, since we are out of wine, let's order another round and celebrate our mediocre work day."

 

Things settled down, the melancholy that had overcome Emily had past on, and about three or four more drinks and we were chatting like lifetime friends.

 

 

It was incredible just how well we got along. The more we talked and drank, Emily's smile got brighter. Captivating really. I'm somewhat outgoing but Emily had a way of making me feel comfortable.

 

I've never thought of myself as a real looker. I have to keep myself presentable, and dress for my job. My ash blond hair and nails are done regularly, and I have always been lucky that I don't need to watch my weight, good metabolism I guess. So it surprised me when two middle aged truckers, passed by our table and made a few comments about the two of us.

 

"What are two foxes, like you doing in the shit hole town like this?" deadpanned the taller of the two.

 

"If'n you two are looking for some action, we got sleepers in our rigs, we can pound down a couple o' Bud Lights. What d'you say" the short chubby trucker was a bit more explicit in his conversation.

 

I said, " Guys, while that is a hard offer to turn down, we are not into guys. That's why we are her alone. Sorry."

 

"Fuckin' lezzies, who'd a thought, in Nowhere Kentucky. Tim we got shit for luck. Let's go look through the Lions Den, at least we can look at pussy." Bill, the tall guy said philosophically.

 

We waited for the two truckers to get in the rigs, and pull out of the lot. Just to be sure they wouldn't be waiting in the dark to grab us. After diner we walked back to the motel laughing and giggling. We discovered that the bar was closed, thinking it odd since it was only 10pm. Juli suggested that we go to her room and finish the 2 bottles of wine that she had saved from her flight to Kentucky.

 

Since it was only 10pm, I thought it was a good idea for half an hour or so. We joked about how some guys can be such pigs and we giggled all the way to her room.

 

Once in her room, I sat on the chair beside a small work desk and she busied herself opening the wine. Emily poured the wine, brought mine to me and we each took a sip.

 

"Not bad for a twist off cap kinda wine, eh!"

 

"Actually quite good. But these two--HIC!-short bottles aren't--CUP!--going to be much help to keep the conversation going." I hiccuped.

 

I kicked my heels off, "They are killing me" I said as I kicked them off.

 

Emily said "If you don't mind, I'm going to get out of these things I've been bound up in these clothes since early this morning." And she walked to the bathroom to change.




Getting into Something More Comfortable




 

I didn't give it a second thought since I myself was in the same situation, and wished I'd had the chance to change. Emily had been wearing a dark blue skirt and jacket suit with a plain white blouse. She wore her skirt above the knees more on the short side, almost tight but not quite, it looked great on her.

 

As she was changing, she continued to talk to me. We discussed diets and our weight. At one point in the conversation she stepped into hall from the bathroom to say something and I noticed that after she removed her jacket, skirt and blouse, that Emily was quite shapely for her age. The matching powder blue panties and bra revealed little if any sags. I thought she looked great, I wish I could look half as good.

 

"What's a fox like you doing it this shit hole?" I joked.

 

She turned to me from the other side of the room as she put on her bathrobe and commented, "That's funny I was just going to ask you the same question."

 

Maybe it was the wine that we were plowing back during diner but with that comment, I felt myself go blush...we were friends I guess, but I still thought it rather odd that she would just go ahead and change like that. I don't know if she noticed or not, but up until then, I had never given

a second thought about perhaps a woman coming on to me.

 

Oh sure I've fantasied on many occasions that I was being eaten out by a woman while making love to my husband, no one in particular just a female. The old girl girl videos crept into my consciousness.

 

She said "You look good in your clothes, most woman would envy you".

 

"Yes, in my clothes I do, but without them, you might think differently." I said trying to laugh her comment off.

 

I wasn't sure if it was my embarrassment or what, but the room started to get quite warm. I took my suit jacket off and hung it on the back of the chair by the desk. "I think the wine is giving me hot flashes. It can't be age." I laughed while crossing back to the bed.

 

Emily walked over to me and sat at the edge of the bed staring at me. I smiled nervously at her and said "What?"

 

She commented on how nice my perfume was..."Is it Eternity?" she asked.

 

I said "Yes, do you like it?" she leaned over closer to get a better smell and nodded, and I noticed her bare breasts exposed within her bath robe.

 

She must have slipped her bra off after putting on her bathrobe. Did she take her panties off also? I was flushed and she explained that she had enjoyed our dinner and that she never felt so comfortable with another person after such a short period of time.

 

I took a sip of wine to slow things down a bit and said, "I feel the same way. Soul mates I guess."

 

She leaned over again and gave me a hug, my heart was throbbing and I felt flushed. A sisterly type hug I surmised but then her lips touched my neck as she commented on my perfume again. Still with her arms around my shoulders Emily faced me and asked me if she could kiss me.

 

By now I had been wondering about my feelings towards her and although I tried to say yes, I don't think any words actually came out. She gently kissed me full on the lips and I was in a daze. I stood up and embraced her as if in a trance and we kissed and held each other tightly for a few moments.

 

By now I was beside myself. Reluctant at first but I was enjoying this forbidden encounter.

 

Emily broke the kiss off and said " Meghan, I've wanted to find a woman that I could feel comfortable with so that I could fulfill my curiosity. As I implied earlier at dinner, my marriage is not fulfilling anymore"

 

By now I was speechless, and torn with my conflicting emotions. One night stand, who'd ever know. Do I want this?

 

"I've never done this before," she explained. "and if I've offended you please forgive me". The terry cloth robe fell open and she was completely nude. Nice figure, great muscle tone.




The Slick Spot

T

 

 

My head was spinning and with a very dry mouth I said,"No not at all and I feel flattered" Emily placed her hand on my breast and we kissed, a deep passionate kiss and I moved my arms to her waist. Our kiss lingered and then she began to undress me, slowly at first, then I helped her. By now my blouse and skirt were on the floor, and I stood there in my panties and bra. Emily slowly removed those herself, with a very deft touch.

 

She removed her robe and we lay on the bed totally naked side by side, trying to make contact with every part of our bodies. Her breasts were smallish with pointy nipples. I could see she was completely shaved and her sex was smooth and puffy. It looked like a really slick spot.

 

Emily was a gentle aggressor, she moved her hand down to my now soaking wet vagina and began rubbing my clit with her fingers.

 

"You're really wet down there, and I love your little fuzzy landing strip." and I took that as an

invitation for me to feel hers.

 

My fingers found her hairless cunt still laying side by side. We both smiled and began to mutually masturbate each other. Deep wet kisses, our tongues dueled and our fingers explored. Emily was pretty skilled for a first timer, she found my hot spots as she insinuated her fingers into me. She was using just the right amount of pressure and it had an almost immediate effect on my body.

 

I came first, and I never come that fast in my life! I was surprised at the intensity of my orgasm. Emily's cooed as I drenched her fingers with my climax. I rarely have them either!

 

Emily came right after me, she was much more active. I rotated my body on top of hers, straddled her leg, and slid my fingers into her. I hooked them inside and found her G-spot. I worked it and moved my hand in and out. I was doing well, I could tell, by her steady moans. Her eyes were closed tightly and her opened mouth was shaped like an O as the slow moans turned into grunts, then she put a hand to her mouth and she let out a wail that I am sure would have shattered glass. "EEEEEEEEooooooooooooooaaaaaaaa!

 

She clenched her now slick thighs around my hand and undulated while in the throes of her orgasm. Her undulations turned to involuntary twitches. All the while I sucked on her breasts feeling rather smug with myself. We were going to not get much sleep tonight, I realized. The fuck fest was just beginning.




Bucking Bronco




 

 

We laid in a close embrace while we caught our breath. I say that because we had just ignited the fires a few moments ago. I wanted to continue my exploration into this new love making and as our eyes met I could see it in Emily's eyes too. The preliminaries were over, and we both wanted the main course.

 

As a form of answer, Emily's left knee was perfectly placed on my clit? I couldn't resist anymore and pressed my pussy against her just slightly. My clit throbbed in agreement, and since she didn't move it away I pressed myself harder against her. Her knee stayed put and I rubbed myself slowly against her, reveling in the lovely sensation against my clit. All the while I began to massage her glorious ass. Actually, I mean, grope her glorious ass. I kneaded her flesh with my thumbs, getting dangerously close to the tiny entrance between her cheeks. She kept making these little moans, which only added fuel to my fire. Since she hadn't objected, I dropped every pretense and just let myself fully grind on her knee, even going as far as to push lightly on the back of it to apply more pressure to my throbbing pussy. All the while I was slowly getting closer and closer to that tantalizing tiny puckered hole, still invisibly nestled in between her lush ass cheeks.

 

When Emily gave no resistance, I ran my thumb inside the crevice, getting a glimpse of her tight little asshole. She let out a low moan and I took that as an invitation to keep exploring. I ran my fingers lower, gently brushing over her tight puckered opening. She squirmed, rubbing herself against my hand. Suddenly, she started sitting up and looking at me. Her eyes locked with mine, she pushed me down on the bed. She crawled on top of me and straddled my hips, bending down to kiss me. I was practically delirious with pleasure. I flashed back to the girl girl videos my husband and I watched years ago, while feeling her lips against mine. She parted her lips slightly, and her tongue gently found mine. She tasted sweet and slightly like the Chardonnay. She pressed her pussy into mine, grinding in slow, small circles that hit my clit with every pass. I reached up and cupped her tits in my hands, then made my way to her nipples. I rubbed them gently and could feel them getting hard beneath my hands.

 

"Mmm harder," Emily moaned, grinding on me harder and faster. I started to pinch her hard nipples, but then she stopped. She grinned at me and reached for a bottle of baby oil sitting on the night stand I had missed seeing earlier, "This should make it easier." I stared at her perfect body for a second, while she squirted the oil over her slick pussy and then reached behind and squirted again, I wondered why until I could feel in dripping from her ass onto my stomach. I must have stared a little too long, because she grabbed my hands and put them to her tits impatiently. I immediately started pinching her nipples again, pulling and twisting them lightly between my two fingers. She moaned loudly, eyes closed and mouth slightly open, her hair cascading down her back. She ground on my pussy harder than ever, seemingly lost in the newly slick sensation. By now the baby oil had been returned to the night stand.

 

I moved my hands down her back, lightly scratching it until I reached her ass. I grabbed it forcefully, pulling her even harder into my pussy. I started thrusting in time with her, letting out soft moans as each thrust brought me closer to the edge. But as good as this felt, I wanted something else. I pushed her slightly away from me so I could see her face. I kissed her deeply and then pulled away. She sat up on top of me and I pushed her forward, motioning for her to move forward onto my face. I couldn't wait to have her on my face and taste her pussy on my tongue. She grinned down at me, understanding what I wanted, and went right to work, first by rubbing the oil onto her pussy and ass, to cover more of the area.

 

Her pussy glistened with oil and her own juices. She got back on me and straddled my head, then slowly lowered herself onto me. She immediately started grinding on me slowly. I sucked on her clit gently and lapped up her sweet juices. Somehow the scent of the baby oil was an aphrodisiac. I kept my eyes open to take in the beautiful sight of her body. I started at her face, which was leaned back, eyes closed in pleasure. Her mouth was slightly open and she was breathing heavily, her slender neck taut. Her tits jiggled slightly as she moved up and down on me, the nipples hard. I reached up to grab them, unable to resist. I grabbed her nipples and twisted them hard. She moaned loudly at this and cried, "More!" I twisted even harder, pulling the nipples slightly.

 

She ground on me even faster and it was all I could do to just let her fuck my face with her wet slick pussy. She road my face like a rodeo star. I stuck my tongue out further and kept it rigid, letting her get pleasure from me. Her pussy juices leaked out of my mouth, covering my chin. I was enveloped by the musty, sweet scent of her sex mixed with baby oil. "Oh fuck," she moaned. I could feel her getting tenser, her thrusts and bounces speeding up and becoming jerkier, the sure sign of an impending orgasm. "Fuck, yes, yes, yes, I'm going to come!" she cried. I could barely see her face, but her mouth was open, her brow knitted in pleasure. She grabbed my hair tightly, her thighs squeezing my face. I could hardly breathe but I didn't care. I had only one thing on my mind: her climax. "Oh fuck, I'm coming," she moaned, a slight smile on her face. She tensed even more and her legs started shaking around me, still clamped around my face. After about thirty seconds, her shaking lessened and fell off of me, laughing slightly. She looked at me with a smile. "Wow."




The Unexplored Territory




 

 

We caressed and held each other for what seemed to be an eternity.

 

She asked, "Does your husband ever go down on you?"

 

"Yes but not as often as I'd like him to" that said, Emily began to kiss my breasts and stomach and lick my navel.

 

I put my hands on the back of her head, guiding her to the target. She placed her mouth on my vagina and she began to lick me there. Her hands ran up and down my thighs. I could hear the soft lapping of her tongue as she serviced me. She really surprised me when she lifted my legs to get a better angle, leaned in and licked me from the top of my butt crack, over my puckered hole and into my cunt. She did that several times leaving a warm wet path all along my crotch. I wondered if that was where the expression 'Slick Spot' comes from? I smiled to myself and then resumed to my journey of pleasure.

I pushed my feet into the mattress for leverage. My hips began to match the rhythm of Emily's mouth. By now she had begun to insinuate her fingers into me. I think at least three. Two in my cunt and one she had slowly snaked into my ass. The fingers entered easily, the area around my cunt and ass was covered in my juices and her saliva.

 

This was nothing like my husband ever did it! It felt like I was being eaten for the first time! My mind was reeling the pictures in my mind of my years of fantasy and now it was really happening. The emotion was over the top. I could hear myself breathing and panting, these soon evolved into grunts. In my primal lust I was a sexual animal. I was shocked, at the animal noises I was emitting. Nothing lady like about a the orgasm that was building inside me.

 

Emily worked her way down my dripping sex, and slowly worked her tongue into my tight puckered hole. I hissed like a cobra as the shocking sensations surprised me. She paid homage to my anus, sliding it in and out like a miniature penis. This new feeling was ramping up my passion. The was a sensation her tongue was creating taking me to a new territory for me.

 

I am sure Emily was holding on for dear life, because my body was bucking and twisting. The animal in me just focused on my pleasure. I wrapped my legs around her head squeezing and shaking. My hands ripping at the sheets and my grunting and moaning I knew I had to look like a woman stricken with epilepsy. Then Emily replace her tongue with a finger, swiftly impaling me it was more than I could deal with.

 

Then it exploded, it came in small waves that built to a crescendo that had me wailing and swooning. I came again and again with such intensity that I felt almost faint.

 

I was so overwhelmed by the experience I couldn't wait to reciprocate. Emily said "You don't have to do it if you don't want to."

 

"I wanted to" I said in a voice raspy with desire.

 

I went right to Emily's breasts and sucked on them, the nipples rigid from my attention. I worked my way down her body, licking and kissing. I tongue fucked her belly button, and move further down. Her sex was as hairless as a 12 year old girl. Smooth and pouting, her slit just begged me to kiss it. Possess it. Emily's response was immediate. Her hand cupped the back of my head, her other hand massaging her breasts.

 

I took a quick peek up at her, and saw she was going to be quick. Her head thrown back into the pillow eyes closed, mouth open and unable to make a sound. I sucked her swollen clit, drinking in the taste of her. The smell of pure sex filled my nostrils. I was getting turned on again. Something I would have thought impossible, given the intensity of my last orgasm.

 

I insinuated my index finger into her dripping cunt. I slid another finger into the puckered ring of her anus. "Uhnnnnnnn!" was the response I got from her. From there on, Emily went into auto pilot. Every thrust and and groan was rhythmic. She was running a sprint, not a marathon, and she got to the finish line quickly. A very soft sigh came from her lips and she lay slack.

 

I thought to myself, she goes quicker than my husband went he's horny. A frustrating thing about men. However as I just witnessed, a great trait in a female lover, I reasoned.

 

Both of us were soaked in sweat, our bodies were slick and flushed from exertion. I was ready again, but knew Emily was going to need to recuperate from her last race. It was clear, this night was not going to end anytime soon. We spent that night, experimenting with each other's bodies, eating, holding, kissing and caressing each other till early dawn.




69 is More Than Just a Number




 

I awoke in Emily's bed, I could still sense the sheets were soaked, and the aroma of woman sweat and sex, and wet pussy lingered. I stroked her arm and she wakened and I could sense she was smiling. I rolled over to face her and we both smiled. She leaned into me and kissed me deeply, caressing my back and face. Our legs intertwined and our bodies were touching from head to foot. We were in an embrace like spoons. She had her arms around me, her breath coming easily.

 

"Are you ready for another go at it?" I joked fondling her breast.

 

"Really? Is the Pope Catholic?"

 

We both agreed we needed a shower, after the previous night's workout.

 

"Let's take it together." Emily suggested instead.

 

"Great. Even better idea."

 

In the bathroom I had a great view of my new lover, her slim and athletically toned figure, slick with soapy water, I could feel the warmth starting build inside me. I joined her in the shower, at first just letting the warm spray invigorate my body.

 

"Could you wash my back for me?" I asked turning to give her a better view.

 

When I turned around. Emily squirted some cold, lavender-scented liquid soap in her hands and began to run them up and down my back. Her long fingers rubbed my shoulders, loosening up my tight muscles. I shifted a little on my heels, already feeling horny and wet.

 

"Thanks. Want me to do yours, now?"

 

She smiled and turned. I soaped up my hands and ran them up her back and down her shoulders, then back down. I started working my thumbs at the tight muscles in along her spine. She leaned forward, bracing her hands against the shower wall. I dug my thumbs in a bit harder and to my delight and surprise her mouth opened into a long, happy-sounding moan. "Mmm, Meghan, please don't stop..."

 

Bit by bit I moved my hands lower, slowly massaging her sore muscles. Every few seconds she would let out another happy moan, usually accompanied by a shudder.

 

My hands got to the bottom of her back. "Lower," she moaned, and when I hesitated, "Please, keep going."

 

I slid my hands down more and cupped her perfect ass in my hands. I squeezed it and rubbed it, then wrapped my hands around her, pressing my breasts into her back. My pussy was dripping. I wanted her again.

 

"Emily, would you like me to fuck you?" I felt at this stage of our relationship there was no need to mince words.

 

She laughed, and turned around in my arms, pressing her breasts against mine. I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her hard, rubbing her pert tits with my own. Her nipples were hard against me, and I leaned down to lick one gently with the tip of my tongue. She moaned again and I gently picked her nipples, rubbing them with my fingers. She leaned back on the wall, shuddering with ecstasy as the hot water beat down on her.

 

I kissed and licked her nipples more, switching rapidly from one to the other as I rubbed and gently squeezed her tits. Still rubbing her nipples with my hands, I began to slowly kiss and lick my way down her belly to her pussy. Her legs parted for me, but I wasn't going to give her the satisfaction just yet.

 

I licked the inside of her thigh and blew cold air over the wet part, watching goosebumps rise over her skin. I gently tickled and rubbed the insides of her thigh, occasionally getting within an inch or two of her wet pussy but never touching it. Her skin, from head to toe, was flushed and her muscles trembled. I wanted her good and sensitive.

 

"Please, Meghan... please fuck me..." she said, between gasps and moans.

 

I grinned up at her, "Have you ever been fuck so much before, Emily?"

 

She shook her head. "Like I told you last night I've never... been... with a woman..."

 

 

"But I really like it..." she gripped her breasts in her hands, squeezing her nipples.

 

"Just checking – you're sure you want me to keep going? We might both miss our flights."

 

"Yes!" She nearly screamed it, and I resumed teasing her, lightly brushing her swollen pussy lips with the very tips of my fingers. She moaned, sharply, and grit her teeth. I could smell desire on her, and I knew that she was in near agony.

 

I slowly moved my head to press my mouth against her hot slit. My tongue slid out of my mouth and slowly caressed the whole length of her. Emily shuddered, running her hand through my hair, gripping it tightly. Her mouth was open, but not a sound came out.

 

I stood up and kissed her, letting her taste her own juices on my lips. She squeezed my ass and then pushed me down by my shoulders, silently begging me to continue.

 

I gently parted her pussy lips with my fingers, massaging her wetness with my thumbs. I eased the tip of my first finger inside of her, and then slid in another. I writhed my fingers inside of her, feeling every inch of her incredibly tight vagina. All the while I licked and sucked gently on her swollen clit, enjoying the taste of her.

 

"Oh, God... yes, Ash, yes... that's good... keep doing that..." Emily moaned and twitched above me, her hands bracing against the wall of the shower so she could remain standing. Her legs were shaking as her moans rapidly turned to gasps and screams. The hot water that ran down her body onto mine smelled like her sweat and desire.

 

I pressed my face even harder into Emily's heated cunt and began to lick her sweet clit while thrusting my fingers in and out of her. I never expected her to respond so quickly, and within seconds I was using my other hand to hold her from falling on the floor as she yelled and shook with a tremendous orgasm. She thrust against my face with every wave, leaving me completely drenched.

 

Emily finally helped me stand up then threw the shower door open, and pulled me back into the bedroom the shower still running. Soon I was pinned under her while she straddled my hips, stroking my breasts as she kissed my neck and nibbled my earlobes. I inhaled deeply through my nose and arched my back against the bed, pressing my torso into hers.

 

Emily left a trail of kisses down my collarbone as she moved to focus all of her attention on my left breast. She spiraled her tongue in tighter and tighter circles, only reaching my sensitized nipple after a few drawn-out and agonizing minutes. She grazed her teeth over it, making me shiver, and then teased it with her tongue. I moaned as she pressed in deeper, sucking on my nipple. For a girl who'd never done anything like this with a woman before, she was sure working me over well.

 

After a few minutes of playing with my left breast she switched to my right, and repeated the entire tantalizing routine: spiral, teeth, lick and suck. I was already clenching the sheets and groaning at her every touch and stroke.

 

"Oh, God, Emily... you're amazing..."

 

She didn't say anything in response. She only moved one hand down to softly stroke my pussy. A tingling feeling rushed through my entire body. She could already feel my wetness. Her fingers found their way up my leg and began to tease at me, tickling along the edges of my lips. My body hummed in pleasure as she slid off me. She rolled me over and put her arms around my waist. She pulled me to my knees with my butt up in the air. She remembered my reaction from last night and began to minister to my brown puckered hole. She licked her finger and gently slid inside, my sphincter tight around her finger. In and out she moved her finger.

 

She replaced her finger with her tongue. I drew in a deep breath, hissed like a serpent in desire, the sensation driving me crazy. I had never had that done before. It was a excitingly dirty thing, I would let her do this all day. But Emily was nowhere near finished. She was was just revving my engine.

 

 

It became obvious to me, we both had learned a few tricks in our time together. She knelt between my spread legs, using her pinkie finger to trace around my thighs and just barely brush my outer lips. I writhed under her touch, trying to press my hips into her hands. Finally she eased my desire, slipping a single finger between my lips. She slid it up and down my slit, coming close to, but not touching, my swollen clit.

 

This slow torture seemed to last forever before she finally began to softly rub my aching pearl. She pressed her finger into me, and I gave a long, desperate moan, my head rolling back and my legs spasming wildly. She rubbed my clit between the two fingers of one hand while tickling my insides gently with a finger from the other. I was going wild. Holy crap, this was amazing. Her finger curled inside of me in a way that made my toes curl and my back arch even more against the mattress. My entire body felt as though it were on fire. I grabbed and rubbed at my breasts, roughly twisting and pinching my nipples. The desire I had for this woman to bring me to orgasm was immense. After what seemed both like hours and seconds of pleasing me she slowly lowered her delicate mouth to my center. She did it slowly and deliberately, and my heart began to pound harder in my chest before she'd even begun eating me out.

 

After an eternity her mouth finally reached me. What Emily lacked in experience she made up in enthusiasm. Her tongue and mouth caressed and tasted every inch of me, her lips covering me in kisses that made me shiver while her tongue probed every orifice. She lavished herself on me. An immense orgasm began to well up inside of me, preparing to rip itself from my body.

 

"Meg please sit on my face!" Emily asked breathlessly."Don't forget the baby oil, it makes things much more comfortable."

 

I stretched out and got the bottle as quickly as I could. Following her actions from earlier, I ministered to my pussy and ass crack. It felt very sensuous as I dripped the oil across my intimate areas. Emily has positioned herself on the bed close to the head of the bed. She was setting the stage for my sweet ride, so to speak.

 

I mounted her torso, and slid forward toward her head. Sitting on her chest. My pussy was a few inches away. She stuck out her tongue to reach for it as she smiled at me. I sat and moved my pussy at her as her tongue lapped lapped my pussy.I continued to grind more and more as I humped at her face. Her tongue reached into my pussy as she ate me out.

Her hands and arms were trapped underneath my legs. My pussy was almost resting on

her chin as I went back and forth again and again. "Are you enjoying this, Emily?"

 

"Yes I am, I want more!"

 

I then moved up on her, as I sat square on her cute face. Her

nose was in between my ass crack as I was smothering her with my well oiled ass. I closed my knees

up and covered her face completely under my firm ass. She moaned as I covered her face. Then I

reached my hand back further and grabbed her tits, slapping on them. Then reached forward and

went to the night stand again and pulled the baby oil bottle to me, reached back again and lubed her tits

with the oil. Emily said it felt so good. Again I slapped her tits with my hand as they wiggled and stood

erect and red. Reaching back with my hand even further, caressing and tickling her stomach.

 

 

Moving my hand around in circles,tickling her flat stomach with my fingers. Then moving my hand down even

more, cupping her bald pussy and slapping it with my hand numerous times. I rubbed her slick pussy

pie again and again as she moaned louder. She began to get so wet she begged me for more.

 

"I want more,please slap my pussy again!"

 

Crack. Crack. I gave her pussy another slap before I changed my position. Then I up and turned around into a 69 position. My pussy was right over her cute face. She immediately went to work on my pussy, darting her tongue into it. Moving it up and down again and again.

 

My face went in to her pussy as I ate her out and put my tongue into her like

never before. She pulled me down on her as she moved her hands up and down my slick ass cheeks. She

smacked my ass as she moved her hands up and down. As I was pleasuring her pussy, I inserted

my finger in, pumping her with my finger as it went in and out again and again. The palm of my hand

was hitting her pie as I went at it. As I was eating her out, she penetrated my lips with her finger,

worming it in and out of me as I was humping her face. When she finally reached my g-spot we

rocketed each other to a great shattering orgasm.

 

After that we laid on the sweat drenched bed for some time; holding each other and making out. She had submitted to me and found out that she liked it.

 

"I really enjoyed my time with you, Meghan."

 

"I really enjoyed this amazing time with you too, Emily"

 

After a few minutes I paused, and slid up to kiss her deeply. The taste of myself on her lips just made me crazy with desperation for her to return to pleasing me. I whimpered a little, and she quickly returned to my pussy, clearly pleased with having such effect on me. What a tease. And in the short time we rested it was obviously Emily was far from finished.

 

This time Emily slid a two fingers inside of me, once again curling and wiggling them inside of me while she licked and sucked my clit. "Em, w-whatever you do, don't stop...!" I gasped.

 

I guess I wanted it again as much as she did. Moans of pleasure escaped my lips. My muscles were trembling and my body ached from want. she swirled her tongue around my clit and I thought I might faint from the wave of ecstasy that rolled through my body.

 

I soon realized that over the sound of my own moans was the sound of her moaning in pleasure along with me. The naughty girl had slid one hand down her own body and was masturbating to my pleasure, to the sensation of pleasuring me. My excitement was already mounting. Her hips were bucking against her hand just as mine were bucking against her face.

 

She pulled away for a second before plunging into me once again. I gasped with surprise as her tongue entered my vagina. She stayed inside me, tasting me, for only a minute before pulling out again and this time inserting three fingers into me, flexing them slightly, stretching me. I cried out sharply, on the brink of orgasm, and Emily responded with her own muffled cry. She was close as well, both of us teetering on the edge of a vast ecstatic drop. Her mouth pursed around my clit and her moans vibrated all of the way through me, tingling from my toes to my scalp. She gently sucked on my swollen clit, once, and that was enough. My thighs pressed hard against the bed, my back arched, digging my head into the mattress. My stomach flexed and my mouth opened and closed several times before a loud, piercing cry escaped my lips, a wordless shriek of pleasure.

 

The orgasm tore through me like wildfire, and between my legs Emily was trembling and crying from her own orgasm. The sensation was so sexy that it only increased my pleasure, and the two of us yelled and groaned in tandem for an extraordinarily long time. Every time I felt that I was done she would moan into me or nuzzle or lick me in a way that sent me careening off into another spiraling wave of orgasm. It was a long time before we were both done, and we lay breathing heavily on my bed.

 

"Did you enjoy yourself as much as I did?" she asked when we could finally speak.

 

I could not speak, but smiled broadly and stretched like a cat.




All Good Things Must End




 

We lost track of time during our lovemaking. It was a bittersweet moment, we knew this would be the last time for us together. We took advantage of the time we had left. When our lovemaking was over, we were silent. Not wanting to break the spell of the moment. But all good things must come to an end.

 

"What time is it now Meghan?"

 

I looked at the night stand alarm and saw it was 10:30 and told her. "We need to get up. What time is your flight?"

 

"12:25"

 

"Mine is at 1:00, but at least we don't need a shower." I reluctantly said and got up and gathered my cloths. They were strewn all over the room except for my jacket that I had the presence of mind to hang up.

 

I left Emily in her room and returned to mine to finish packing. She must have finished getting ready first, because her car was gone when I came down to check out. I felt sorry about that, I had hoped to get one last kiss before we left. It was not meant to be however.

 

***

 

 

It was fortunate that day was a travel day for both of us. We would sleep on the plane. We have phoned each other several times since then but we have never gotten together. I haven't pursued other woman, I'm afraid of the rejection I guess but it has spruced up my sex life with my husband. I have taught him things he thought only happened in Porn Videos. I still think of Emily when we make love.

 

Of course my husband doesn't know anything about this.

 

The End




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

Sweet Cheeks




Part One




 At first, it'd seemed like such a great deal. Robin had gone to see Sean Morgan, her old boyfriend, to collect some money he owed her. As usual, Sean pleaded poverty. When Robin began to make a scene in the travel agency where Sean worked, he quickly offered to pay her in another way. He had a few extra tickets for a 4 day cruise to nowhere that was leaving Saturday morning.

  The tickets were part of a charter that had been returned by two girls who now couldn't go. Non-refundable so they couldn't get their money back, the tickets were worth a lot more than what Sean owed her. So he proposed a deal. He'd sell her the tickets for less than half price and they'd call it even.

  Robin had resisted her first impulse to snatch up the deal. She had learned from hard experience that it was too easy to succumb to Sean's charms. The slight fluttering in her chest and the tingle between her legs as she looked into the handsome face of the 25 year old, reminded her that whatever other problems they'd had in their relationship - Sean Morgan was one first class fuck. It was exactly that memory that caused her to think very carefully about his offer.

  "Let me get this straight." she had said. "These tickets are already paid for, and you want me to pay for them a second time." 

 "Well I am giving you them for half price." Sean smiled -- that damnable killer smile that she remembered so well. With that, every warning light in Robin's head went off. Sean only smiled like that when he thought he was getting over on someone.

  "Well I'll tell you what, Sean dear." Robin had smiled back.   "I'll be more than willing to take those tickets off your hands -- only as a fair exchange for what you owe me." 

 Sean appeared to be thinking it over for a few moments. From past experience, Robin knew he was weighing the odds of getting anything more out of the deal.

  "All right, you win." Sean said somewhat unexpectedly as he tossed the folder with the tickets over to her side of the small desk. "I guess you got me over a barrel."

  Grabbing the tickets and quickly walking out of the travel agency, Robin had been pretty pleased with herself. She'd figured she would never see that money again anyway so she might as well get something out of the deal. She and Lori were planning a little vacation anyway, and now they were going on a trip they could never have otherwise afforded.

 The one little thing that Sean had failed to mention, was that the charter was for an all-girl cruise. Not just an all-girl - a lesbian cruise.  

                                         ***  

 "Rise and shine sleepy-head!" Robin Monroe called out as she pulled open the small window drape and flooded the tiny cabin with early morning sunlight. "It's another beautiful day out in the middle of nowhere." 

 "Screw you!" called out a female voice as an arm emerged from beneath the sheets just long enough to throw a pillow at Robin.

  "Come on, Lori, you can't still be tired." the 22 year old said as she effortlessly avoided the pillow. "It's too beautiful a day to spend it in bed." 

 "That's easy for you to say." Lori said as the blonde emerged from under the sheet, her long hair half covering her face. "You weren't kept up half the night by the couple next door. They were still going at it hot and heavy at 3 A.M." she added as she pointed to the wall behind the bed's headboard. "I don't know how you managed to sleep through it all."

  "Really? You should've woke me up." Robin said as she crossed the room. "I'd have loved to listen to that." 

 "Pervert!" Lori called out before again disappearing under the sheet. 

 "Look who's talking." Robin laughed as she again gave the end of the sheet a playful tug.

  "Go away!" Lori repeated.

  "Are you going to be this grumpy the rest of the week?" Robin asked. 

 "Yes, and it's all your fault!" said the voice once again under the sheet. 

 "My fault?"

 "Well I'm not the one who booked us on this cruise." Lori said as she again emerged from seclusion. "What was it you said again...? How can we lose? Four days on a cruise to nowhere. Fun, sun and all that goes with it. You just happened to leave out one little detail...." 

 "You know I'm really getting tired of hearing this." Robin said in mock protest, cutting Lori off, knowing if she didn't she'd be hearing her long litany of complaint one more time.

   . "So I make one little mistake." Robin grinned as she held her thumb and index finger a few inches apart. "What your problem is that you can't make the best of a situation. Try having a little fun for a change. We're on a cruise ship with discos, great food, almost anything you could ask for. But you'd rather stay in bed and complain about it. You won't find me sulking in my room." 

 "No kidding," Lori said as she finally sat up in bed. "You must've been out on that dance floor until 2 AM. I was surprised that blonde you were dancing with settled for a kiss on the cheek when she said goodnight."

 "So would that have been so horrible." Robin smiled. "It's not like we've never danced with other girls before or even kissed them." 

 "That was different!" Lori shot back.

 "...and who knows, maybe we're missing out on something." Robin continued.

  "That's gross!" Lori hissed. 

 Robin laughed at her friend's expression.

  "That's what you said back in high school when I showed you how to blow a guy and let him cum in your mouth without gagging." Robin retorted. 

  "I seem to recall you've since changed your mind about that." 

 "I can't believe you'd even consider such a thing." Lori said as she slid out of bed and walked naked to the bathroom.

  Lori Gallina stood 5'6" and weighed 120 lbs. She had long light blonde hair that stretched down the length of her back, ending just above the crack of her ass. Blessed with a slim athletic figure, her pride was a set of small, round breasts that stood firm without the aid of a bra. In fact she had long since stopped wearing one back in her senior year of high school. A decision that had brought appreciative smiles to the male population and disapproving looks from most of the female half.

  "Hey, I'm not saying that I'm going to go up on deck, spread my legs and take on all comers." Robin continued. "I just mean that maybe we should look at things with a more open mind."

  "You're crazy, you know that!" Lori called out from within the small bathroom. 

 "One more comment like that and I won't tell you about the surprise." 

 "What surprise?" Lori asked as she stuck her head back into the main room.

  "The ship has to make some sort of repair so they're pulling into Marsh Harbor. It's going to take at least a day to make the repair so we can go sightseeing and shopping." 

 "In some little third world dump? No thanks." the 23 year old said, disappearing back into the bathroom.

  "Are you sure?" Robin asked. "It's supposed to have some really great beaches." 

 "No thanks, I'd rather just stay here and relax." Lori concluded.

  "Maybe you'll find some cute island boy to fuck your brains out." Robin teased. 

 "I said I'm not interested." 

 "OK, suit yourself." Robin finally said in desperation as she headed for the door.

  She paused for a moment to check her appearance in the full length mirror on the back of the door. Robin was an inch shorter than Lori and a little heavier. She wore her curly red hair very short, the edge of it hanging an inch above the collar of her blue shirt. Not as athletically built as her friend, Robin had a slightly bigger bust which she felt more than made up for it.

  "I think the lady doth protest too much." she thought as she closed the door behind her.

   Locking the door behind her, Robin paused as she heard the door to the cabin next door open. Curiosity made her wait long enough to see the couple who had kept Lori awake half the night. She smiled at the tall brunette in a white shirt and red shorts who stepped out the door. The brunette smiled back.

  Right behind her came a taller blonde dressed in a similar outfit. She also smiled at Robin and wished her a good morning before taking her lover's hand in her own and heading down the corridor. 

 Watching them until they disappeared around the corner, Robin again asked herself the question that she hadn't been able to get out of her mind since they'd come aboard two days ago. "What was it like making love to another woman?" 

    Back in their cabin, Lori glanced at the small alarm clock on the dresser. It read 09:30. 

 "Shit, I'd better get my act in gear or else I'm really going to sleep the day away." she thought to herself.

  Not that she had any idea what she was going to do today, but there had to be something to interest her on this boat.  Grabbing a set of underwear from her side of the dresser, she stepped back into the bathroom and turned on the shower. Lori took a moment to admire herself in the mirror as she reached back and tied up her long blonde hair. Sometimes she envied Robin's short dark locks, tying up her hair all the time was sometimes a pain.

  The warm touch of the gentle sprinkle felt good against her flesh as she stepped into the tight shower stall. She filled her hands with liquid soap from the wall dispenser and began to soap up her body. 

   Lori stroked her breasts, bringing her pert nipples to a familiar hardness. As always, her own touch felt so good. Soapy hands glided down across her slim stomach, finding their way to the tightly trimmed blonde bush below. She continued down between her legs and then around to the cheeks of her ass, leaving a soapy trail of bubbles in her wake.

  Lori let out a soft sigh as her fingers again rubbed against her mound, reminding her that it had been three weeks since she'd been with anyone. For her, that was a very long time. Six months had passed since she'd broke up with her last boyfriend. Roger had been a great fuck but outside of the bedroom, or any of the other numerous places they'd done it, he'd quickly become a first class bore. Running her long outstretched fingers across her firm mounds once again, giving them a playful squeeze, the lithe woman was reminded of how horny she'd felt lately.

  At this moment, she deeply regretted breaking up with Rich. Not that she missed him personally, but she'd broke up with him without having someone else warming up in the bullpen. The sudden intrusion of a series of never ending winter storms had prevented her from meeting anyone new. At the rate she was going, pretty soon she was going to jump the first guy she met. 

 "God, I need a good fuck." she said to herself as she again glided her fingers down across her stomach and across the thin layer of blonde fuzz.  With a practiced skill she parted her vaginal lips, quickly finding the small stubby clit hidden within. Closing her eyes as she leaned back again the tiled wall, she pressed a slippery finger against it. 

 "Oh yes." she purred as a familiar tingle spread out from her cunt. "That feels so nice." 

 She slid a soapy finger up within herself, followed by a second and a third. It was a poor substitute for a hard cock, but it would have to do.

  It wasn't long before she was furiously pumping her fingers in and out, sparking the tiny flame between her legs into a conflagration. The warm water had turned to hot, filling the tiny room with steam. The heat of which paled next to that which radiated across her quaking body as her fingers caressed her love canal in an orgasmic frenzy.  Water running down her face, her lips formed a silent O. Lori felt her legs and arms go weak as repeated waves of delight rippled up and down her naked form.

  Long silent moments, broken only by the splatter of the shower drops, passed as the blonde rested against the now warm tile. The water washing away the traces of her climax. She had wanted to masturbation for the last two days but had felt funny doing it while Robin was around.

  Shutting off the water, Lori chuckled. Imagine her being embarrassed about anything sexual. She, a girl who'd lost her cherry when she was 16 and would've needed much more than a scorecard to keep track of the men she'd been with since.

  It didn't used to be that way. Robin and she had been friends since grammar school. They'd double dated more than a few times, with all the closeness you can get when one couple is going at it in the front seat and the other is just as active in the back.  She didn't know why, but lately she was beginning to feel awkward around Robin, at least where sex was concerned. It was silly really, and she promised to put it out of her mind.  Tossing her towel into the laundry basket, Lori quickly put on her bra and panties. Breakfast was served until 11:00. If she couldn't get laid on this trip, then at least she could enjoy some really great food. 

    The sweet sea air brought a sense of tranquility to Robin as the small cruiser neared the dock. So far the vacation had been a lot of fun, but she was beginning to wonder if maybe she should've left Lori back in Brooklyn. She couldn't believe what a stick in the mud her friend had become. So what if Robin danced the night away with a bunch of lesbians -- who cared.

  Normally, next to Lori, Robin was Mother Theresa. Lori had always been the wild one, the one who pushed it to the edge and then just a little beyond. Sometimes to the point where even Robin was embarrassed.

 That night they went over to the Boat last January, just before the first winter storm, was a prime example. All of their friends were talking about Boogie Nights, the hottest new club in the area. It was already appeared in both the Enquirer and Dispatch as the newest in spot for all the beautiful people. Robin had protested that they'd be wasting their time that they'd make that long Uber trip and then get turned away at the door. But Lori had insisted; so away they went.

  Dressed in their Friday night best, they'd taken the long ride to the Boogie Nights, a club in nearby Indiana. There they'd waited in line for over an hour, only to reach the door and be found wanting by the tall muscular bouncer.

  "Come on Lori, let's go." Robin said as she pulled her jacket back on.

  "No, we're going dancing." Lori insisted.

  Lori again stepped up to the tall gatekeeper and smiled at him. At the same time she let her jacket fall open, giving him a fine view of her barely covered breasts. The sudden exposure to the cool air caused her nipples to instantly hardened and become even more visible through the thin material.

  "No big deal," he laughed. "I've seen much better." 

    Lori felt insulted, it was the first time any guy had turned down a free look at her breasts. It had always worked in the clubs back home.

 "What do you have to do to get in this place"?" Lori thought out loud.

  The burly bouncer took a second look at Lori's boobs and then ran his eyes up and down her body, taking in the whole package. He leaned forward and said in a voice low enough for only Lori and Robin to hear.

  "Well, you could always blow me." he whispered.

  Robin was sure that her friend was going to immediately tell him to fuck off. Instead she took a moment to look him over. He was tall, 6 foot, and around 220 lbs. The muscles that bulged from under his tight black T-shirt told of long hours in the gym. He was clean shaven with dark brown hair, short and curly.

  "Wait here a minute." she said to Robin as she handed her purse to her and then peeled off her leather jacket. "Let's go." she said to the bouncer. 

  He didn't even bat an eye in surprise. Instead he just turned to one of the other workers by the door and said to watch the gate.

  "Go get her, Billy" his friend said.  Before Robin could say a word in protest, Lori had grabbed the bouncer's thick arm and pulled him into the small alcove just off the doorway. Hidden from sight of everyone but her girlfriend and the new man at the door, Lori dropped to her knees and unzipped his black Levi's. Reaching inside his now open pants, she pulled down his briefs and exposed his hard cock to the open air.

  Lori didn't waste a second, taking his full 6 inches between her bright red lips. Both observers watched as her blonde head bobbed up and down for what seemed like only a minute or so. She became a blur of motion as his saliva covered cock kept sliding in and out of her mouth. The expression on Billy's face told it all.

 The girl had an oral technique that would make a high class. Call girl proud. He tried to hold back, but he was fighting a losing battle against an expert.  A second later, a loud gasp escaped his lips, accompanied by a burst of whiteness inside Lori's mouth. She buried her head deep between his legs, swallowing all that he gushed out.  Another brief spurt and it was all over.

 The blonde let his now semi-flaccid cock slip from her mouth and stood up, straightening her skirt as she rose. Lori didn't say a word, she just ran her tongue across her now smeared lipstick, cleaning off the last remnant of her efforts. Sprouting a wide grin from ear to ear, Lori took Robin's hand and led her startled friend past the now open doorway and into Boogie Nights.

   "And she called me a pervert." Robin laughed to herself, her smile reflecting her good mood. "That's my Lori. She could screw the football team and not care who knew, but let another woman look at her with a little desire."

  Looking out at the pristine beach growing ever larger, Robin thought it lucky that Lori hadn't been with her that first night on board. Still worn out from club hopping the night before, Lori was out like a light before midnight. Robin on the other hand, had taken a nap in the afternoon, knowing they were going out and was still wide awake at midnight. She'd decided a walk in the night air would help her sleep.

   The cabin they occupied was one of the more inexpensive rooms on board, made more so by the fact that part of their deck was under renovation. Walking along the railing, enjoying the cool sea breeze, Robin saw barely a soul.

 The disco was on the other side of the ship and most anyone who was up and about was there. Still she had seen three woman walking up ahead of her a few minutes before so she figured that while this section of the ship might be unoccupied, it was still open for a late night stroll.

  "This is so beautiful." Robin thought as she looked out at the full moon reflected in the endless ocean around her. "I never imaged anything could be both so empty and pretty at the same time."

  Leaning on the railing, Robin spent at least ten minutes just gazing up at the stars. They were so clear, and there was so many of them. Back home, with all the city lights to cloud the skies, they looked so much dimmer. Now she understood how people could fall in love on cruises.

  Continuing her walk, Robin heard giggling from just around the corner. Ever curious, she slowed to a quiet step, and carefully peeked around the corner. Later she doubted the three women who had passed her earlier would've heard her approach if she'd been wearing work boots.

  Robin's attention was immediately drawn to the woman in the center of the trio. In her mid-forties, she had noticed her earlier that evening at dinner, sitting at a nearby table. A short heavy-set woman, Robin had pointed her out to Lori and remarked that the older woman bore a striking resemblance to Miss Stouffer, their 5th grade social studies teacher.

 Lori had agreed that there was some similarity, but there was no way that it could be her. After all, Miss Stouffer had to be at least in her sixties by now. Still, her image had stayed with Robin well enough for her to be still remembered.

  Of course the similarity with their former teacher ended there because there was no way the red haired young woman could ever envision Alice Stouffer in the scene before her. The brunette's royal blue dress was down around her waist, exposing the largest set of breasts Robin had ever seen.

 They had to be at least a 44DD. Even her nipples were immense, the aureoles stretching over three inches across. Of course at the moment, she could only see one of them. The other was hidden by the back of a blonde head as one of her companions traced wet circles around it with her tongue.  Robin had given only the briefest of glances to the woman's two companions when they passed her before. Still she noted that they had to be closer to her own age than "Miss Stouffer's"

. The third girl looked slightly Hispanic in the lowered shipboard lighting and was busily playing with the free breast with both hands.

  "Oh shit!" Robin exclaimed in a hushed breath. "This is fucking outrageous."

 As quietly as she could, Robin stood by the corner and watched the three women go at it. She'd seen a few girl/girl scenes in the porn flicks one of her old boyfriend's liked to watch, but never imagined she'd get to see one for real. It was so quiet that Robin could hear the beating of her own heart, a thunderous noise drowned out only by the rise and fall of her breasts as she took each new breath.

  It wasn't long before the action grew more intimate. "Miss Stouffer" stretched out on a deck chair as the blonde pushed the rest of that blue dress up so that it also rested around her waist. Then spreading Stouffer's legs and pushing aside her panties, "Blondie" proceeded to perform an oral ballet on her womanhood.

  Robin couldn't help but note she showed more enthusiasm for the action than any guy she had ever slept with. Continuing to lash out with her tongue, the blonde pulled out her own not unimpressive breasts and began to play with them with her free hand.  While this was all going on, the darker skinned woman had completely stripped off her light beige dress and what little underwear she'd worn beneath it.

 Then, straddling the reclining woman, she lowered herself until her own cunt was pressed tightly against "Miss Stouffer's" mouth. An action which seemed to greatly meet her approval as the older woman reached up and spread her hands against the young woman's ass cheeks.  Pulling her hands and the soft flesh they contained toward her, "Miss Stouffer" applied her tongue in the opposite direction with a devotion that even exceeded that which she was receiving between her own legs.

  Transfixed, Robin really wasn't sure how long she stood there watching. Eventually her fear of discovery overwhelmed her sense of erotic excitement. All she remembered was that it was almost three in the morning when she quietly tip-toed past a still sleeping Lori.

     As the small motor launch was being fastened to the dock, Robin again wondered what Lori's reaction to that little scene would have been. Or how she would've acted if she knew that when Robin had been dancing with Kenzie last night, her ears had been constantly filled with whispered encouragements.

  Encouragements so graphic that if they'd come from a guy she'd just met, he'd be leaving the dance floor holding his cock and balls in agony. Thankfully, her friend also failed to notice just how many times Kenzie's hand strayed to parts of Robin's anatomy that would've again brought a physical assault to a guy.

  Finally, when Kenzie had given her that relatively chaste kiss on the cheek goodnight, it had come with an invitation to come back to her cabin and make their own music together. Robin was still undecided as to if she might had accepted the offer had Lori not been there with her. Still, the memory of the offer put a wide smile on her face.  So lost was the red haired woman in her brief recollections, she didn't notice that her smile was being returned by a tall very pretty Asian woman sitting across from her.

     Breakfast had been excellent, Lori had to admit. It'd been a long time since she'd eaten that good. A few more days of meals like that and she'd really have to pay for them at the gym when she got home. She'd spent the next few hours exploring the ship, getting lost more than once in the seemingly endless corridors. After a while she didn't even seem to notice the absence of men, save for the occasional crew member. In fact, it was a pleasant change from the wolf whistles and "hey Baby's" she normally got when she walked down a street in her native Lexington




Part Two




By noon, Lori was actually beginning to have a good time. Changing into her bathing suit, she decided to check out the pool. She enjoyed laying in the warm sun, working on her tan and listening to the sounds of old time Doo-wop filtering through the headphones of her iPod 

. She noticed more than a few woman sitting alongside her had removed their tops but she wasn't comfortable taking hers off in their company. If she really thought about it, it would be funny. She'd been letting guys take off her bra with amazing regularity since the 10th grade, but here she was embarrassed to expose her breasts in front of a bunch of women.

  "I'm thirsty." she thought to herself as she took off her iPod and sat up in the lounge chair.  Moving over to the pool bar, Lori took a seat on one of the empty stools on the far end. Waiting for the bartender to finish up on the other end, Lori looked across the deck and realized that she was now one of the only women still wearing a top. If anything, she was drawing more attention to herself by wearing one. As she watched, two of the closest women to the bar took off their tops as well.

  "Oh what the hell." Lori finally concluded. "When in Rome ..." 

    Undoing the clasp holding her bikini top together, Lori let it fall open. She quickly took it off and stuffed it into her small beach bag.  Again glancing around her, she admitted how silly she had been about keeping it on. Not only didn't any of the women even glance in her direction, but her exposure wasn't even drawing attention of the male bartender.

  "I don't know if I should be relieved or insulted." she laughingly thought.

  "Good afternoon." the tall, good looking bartender said as he stepped down to Lori and put a large glass filled with some sort of tropical drink in front of her.

  "Hi." Lori smiled, a little disappointed that even standing a foot away, he didn't seem to even notice her creamy mounds. All around him, he simply got bored of looking. Then she quickly dismissed that notion, refusing to believe any normal male could ever grow tired of looking at her gems.

  "Maybe he's gay too." Lori considered, thinking that might explain a lot.

  Then she noticed the drink he'd put in front of her.

  "I'm sorry, I didn't order this." she said.

  "Compliments of the lady." the bearded bartender smiled as he indicated the small grouping of women down at the end. Lori followed his gaze to a girl who looked to about her own age. Almost automatically, she raised the glass up in a toasting motion, a gesture of thanks she had given guys in a hundred bars.

  "Oh oh, that might have been a mistake." Lori thought as the girl left her companions and started to head down toward her.

  She was tall, at least 5'9" with short curly black hair that was only about an inch in length. Very muscular, her skin was a light cocoa cream, except for the dark wide nipples that capped a pair of large balloon like breasts.

  Yet it was her face that drew Lori's attention. There was something about it. What it was she couldn't explain. Handsome was the word that suddenly popped into her head. It was a description she had never applied to a woman before. The more she thought about it as the distance between them grew shorter, the more appropriate it became. Looking to be in her mid to late 20's, she had the kind of looks that seemed more befitting a teenage boy.

  "Thanks for the drink." Lori said as the woman eased into the stool next to her.

  "It was my pleasure, Lori." came the reply in a soft yet strong voice.

  The use of her name put a look of confusion on Lori's face. Did she know this woman? 

 "No, we don't know each other." she smiled. "I heard your girlfriend use your name at the bar last night."

  "My girlfriend...?" Lori said, her voice now reflecting that same confusion.

 "Oh you mean Robin. She's not my girlfriend ..., I mean she's my girlfriend but she's not my...." 

 "Not your lover." the young woman said, finishing Lori's sentence.  "I figured that, but it's nice to have it confirmed." she smilingly added.

 "And you are?"  "Leslee" she replied as she signaled the bartender to refill her own drink.  An awkward silence seemed to hang in the air while the bartender came over and replaced Leslee's half empty glass with a fresh one. Then with a warm smile, she asked. "So how are you enjoying the cruise so far?"

  Lori replied that it wasn't what she had expected, something of an understatement to say the least. When Leslee seemed a little confused by the answer, Lori explained how they had wound up on the cruise.

  "Oh, so you and your friend are the two." Leslee said in surprise. "They told us that we had been infiltrated."

  The look of confusion on Lori's face was priceless, made more so by Leslee's laughter a moment later.

  "I was joking." she laughed. "I'm sorry, but it was too good an opportunity to pass up."

  "A joke?" Lori repeated.

  "I just love pulling that line on `straights', especially women who think we all `know' each other and belong to some kind of `secret lesbian society'."

  "I guess it is kind of funny." Lori said, trying to be nice. After all, she had bought her a drink.

  "So what kind of work do you do?" Leslee asked as she took a sip of her own drink.

  Lori told her what little there was of interest about her job and listened intently as Leslee told her about her own. Working at her uncle's Bakery didn't seem very impressive when matched against Leslee's job as an associate at a midtown Cincinnati law office. Yet she didn't seem to look down on her at all, as many people seemed to do when they found out she didn't have a career -- just a job.

  In fact, try as she could, the blonde couldn't catch the dark haired woman sneaking any looks at her breasts. In a similar encounter, she doubted that a guy sitting across from her could've been so circumspect. As they talked, she felt more and more comfortable in the situation.  An hour and more than a few drinks later, they were chatting like high school girlfriends.

* * *

  "I have never seen anything so beautiful in my life." Robin thought as she walked along the pristine white sand.

  The warm surf felt so comforting as it washed up and over her bare feet. A half dozen summers spent at King's Island and Coney Island water parks paled beside the natural splendor around her. Spread out in the distance were small groups of women from the cruise ship as well as a few solitary strollers like herself. They had all spaced themselves far enough apart to let everyone else enjoy this Eden like paradise in semi-privacy.

  "I wish I hadn't left my phone on the ship." Lori thought as she walked up and away from the breaking waves. "I'd love to put a photograph of this view on my bedroom wall." 

 Eager to get a better view of the vista before her, Robin headed up what appeared to be a trail between the large shrubs bordering the beach. Beyond them was an outcropping of high boulders which provided a great observation point. As she climbed the small incline, she wished Lori was here to see all of this.

   Reaching the summit, Robin was rewarded with a truly spectacular panorama. She couldn't think of any image that could've been further from her native Cincinnati. Lost in private thoughts, the redhead didn't notice at first the soft sounds behind her.  In fact, she was so taken by surprise when she realized she wasn't alone on the summit that only a quick grab at one of the bushes kept her from falling down the hill.

  "Shit!" Robin gasped as she landed on her ass. For the moment, she thought they had heard her.

 She needn't have worried. After watching for a few more moments, she doubted they would've heard a bullhorn.

  It was almost a replay of the scene she had witnessed the other night. Only the players were different. Laying on the soft grass was a tall blonde with outstretched legs. Nestled between those legs was an older redhead with breasts that had to be at least three times the size of the blonde's. Finishing the tableau was another smaller blonde, this one with platinum hair, who was kneeling behind the older redhead. Her hands were holding her cheeks spread apart and her tongue was furiously working away at the center of her pussy.

  Carefully, silently, Robin traced her way back down the trail. Reaching the bottom, she paused and took a long look upward. Like the other night, she wished she had spent more time watching them.

  "I see you met Terri and her friends." said a soft melodious voice from behind her.  Robin turned around to find a pretty Asian woman standing behind her. She was wearing a sleeveless light gray T-shirt and black shorts. Taking a second look she remembered seeing her on the launch that brought them to the beach.

  "Terri?" she asked. 

 "The redhead up on the hill." the dark haired woman explained. "She likes to get naked every chance she gets." 

 "A friend of yours" Robin asked.

  "Not really." she answered. "I met her the first night aboard. She didn't wait five minutes before inviting me to join one of her little parties later that night." 

 "Did you?" Robin asked without thinking. "I'm sorry, that's none of my business." she added.

  "No, it's okay. After all I brought it up." she replied. "No, I didn't join her. Group scenes aren't my style. I much prefer one on one." 

 "I see." Robin said, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious talking so openly about such a personal subject.

  "My names Nancy by the way." the Asian woman said as she extended her hand.

  "Hello Nancy." Robin said as she accepted her hand. "Robin." she added.

  "The name suits you." Nancy smiled.

  To her surprise, Robin felt a great warmth from Nancy's smile.

 "There's a even more beautiful spot just up the beach." Nancy said. "I'd love to show it to you."

  The tone of her voice and the expression on her face gave Robin little illusion about what Nancy had in mind, so she was sure to give it serious thought. Which she did for all of thirty seconds.

  "I'd like that." Nancy smiled back.

 This time there was no Lori around to worry about.

     It took about ten minutes of walking until Nancy and Robin reached what the dark haired woman had described as a small piece of heaven. Set back about a thousand yards from the beach, they had to climb a much steeper embankment to reach it. Robin hoped that this grotto that Nancy had described was worth all this trouble.

  "Oh God!" the redhead exclaimed as she cleared the last barrier of bushes and stepped out into paradise. "I take back everything I was thinking." 

 "I told you it was the most perfect spot on the island." Nancy smiled.

  Spread out before them was a small pool of emerald water only about two hundred feet wide and about four feet deep. It was surrounded by a framework of plants and flowers adding all the colors of the rainbow. On the far left of the pool was a waterfall, the source of the crystal blue water which only paused here on the way to the endless sea. The sounds of a multitude of birds mixed with the soft rush of the water. It almost seemed like a crime to intrude on such a perfect place.

  "A friend of mine is a photographer and did a photo shoot here a few years back." Nancy said as she walked barefoot along the water's edge.

 "When we made port here I knew I had to come and see it for myself. As good as he is, his pictures didn't do it justice."

  "I don't think any picture could do this justice." Robin said, totally wrapped up in the beauty around her.

  "I promised myself that if I ever did get here, I'd swim in this pool." Nancy said as she tested the waters with her foot. "Care to join me?"

  "But I didn't bring a suit." Robin answered automatically.

  "That's okay." Nancy smiled back. "Neither did I."

  With that, the tall golden skin woman grabbed the edges of her shirt and pulled it up and over her head. She wore no bra beneath it and two soft globes bounced free in the warm afternoon air. Her mounds were about the same size as Robin's, the only real difference being the dark brown of her nipples.

  Without a word and seemingly oblivious to Robin's presence, Nancy quickly laid her shorts and panties next to her shirt on the pristine sand. Then, without a glance in Robin's direction, she waded into the water.

  At its full depth, the pool of water rose to the mid-point of her breasts. As she glided along its length, she remarked on how warm the water was.  Robin watched for a minute as Nancy dove beneath the surface, her ass exposed above the water for a brief moment. Then she disappeared from view, to reappear on the other side of the pool. Droplets of clear water covered her skin as she stretched out and floated free, glistening like diamonds in the sun's golden glow.

  No further invitation had passed from Nancy's lips since she had stripped. Robin knew that the decision to join her was still up to her. She'd lost track of all the hours she'd spent since coming on this cruise thinking about the touch of another woman. In truth, those thoughts went back much further than she cared to admit.

  "Oh what the hell." the 22 year old finally answered herself.

  Quickly she stripped off her own clothes and dove into the water, sending a splash onto the edge which drenched her clothes. She barely took note, saying to herself that she'd worry about that later. Robin allowed herself a few moments to just float in the warm water.

  She didn't want to take the time to think about what she was doing. There would never be a more perfect moment to satisfy her desire and she didn't want to give her conscience a chance to try and find a reason why she shouldn't.

  I'm glad you joined me." Nancy smiled as she swam up next to Robin.

 Turning around so that their naked bodies were practically touching, Robin looked deep into the soft eyes of the older woman. They were so different and at the same time so familiar. They reflected desires that she had seen so many times in her own.

  "Would it be okay if I kissed you?" Robin blurted out.

  "I was hoping that you'd want to." Nancy replied with a soft, inviting smile.

     The soft press of Nancy's lips against her own sent a sudden warmth throughout Robin's body. It wasn't the first time she'd kissed another girl but it was the first time it'd been done it with lust in her heart. She opened her mouth just enough for the tip of her tongue to brush against Nancy's own, causing that warmth to ignite into a blaze.  A little reluctantly she broke the kiss and eased back out of Nancy's arms, which had closed around her during the kiss.

 "I'm not sure how far I want to take this." Robin said, knowing she was lying not only to Nancy but to herself.

  "You can end it right now if you want to." Nancy replied as the fingers of her left hand grazed against the underside of Robin's breast. "Or you can take it as far as you desire." 

 Very aware of the gentle feel of Nancy's fingers against her flesh, Robin knew what her answer was.

  "Love me." she said as she pressed her lips against Nancy's once again. "Love me like we were in love and there's no tomorrow." 

 "My pretty girl," Nancy purred as she return the kiss. "That's the only way to make love." 

   At that, Robin closed her eyes and surrendered to her new lover's embrace.

* * *

"Oh God, Yes! Yes! YESSS!!!" Lori cried out at the top of her lungs.

  If not for one thing, the scene would be all too familiar. A strangers bed, her panties tossed aside on the floor -- her legs spread wide with a lover's face pressed tight against her pussy. What made this so different was the sex of that lover.

  It had happened so fast. Much too fast for Lori to even think about now. Not when the most talented tongue she had ever felt was driving her to an unimaginable orgasm.

  Much later she would try to sort it out. One minute, she and Leslee had been sitting at the bar talking about their sex lives. Surprisingly enough, they were alike in many ways.

 Both women were far from ready to settle down, too eager to see what life had to offer. Also they both had little time or patience for all of the emotional games people wrapped their sex lives with.

  Robin would've thought that a lesbian would've been disinterested in the sex life of a straight girl, but Leslee had said that sex was sex, regardless of gender.

 They found themselves joking about lousy lovers when Leslee had leaned over and whispered in her ear.  "You know, we could order another round and continue talking about lousy lays." she'd said. "Or we could go back to my cabin and I could lick your pussy until you have an orgasm that'll make you think you've died and gone to heaven. Could you ever forgive yourself if you went back to Kentucky wondering what it might have been like? " 

 It would be too easy to blame it on the drinks she'd been downing. Some kind of rum concoction that she'd stopped counting at five. For the moment Lori might justify her actions by saying she was drunk. Much later she would realize that she was as curious about other women as Robin seemed to be on this trip.

  "Oh baby, yes, lick it!" Lori cried out again as she clenched the sheets in her hands. "Lick my pussy hard!" 

   Grabbing the cheeks of her ass, Leslee did just that. There had been no preliminaries, no gentle lovemaking, and no sweet words of seduction.  The moment they had entered her room, Leslee had guided Lori to her bed and pulled off her panties. Without even taking the time to remove any of her own clothing, she immediately dropped between Lori's legs and began her oral assault on her clit. Much to Lori's delight.

  Faster and faster her tongue had moved, driving the blonde closer and closer to the edge. Then in what seemed like no time at all, she went over that edge like a truck over a cliff.

  "Ooooooo" Lori gasped as her body buckled beneath a quake of rare proportions.  Sweat covered her shaking frame. Never had she come so hard and so fast. It had been everything that Leslee had said and then some. Having a lover deliver on a promise like that was truly a new experience.

  "Did I lie?" Leslee asked as she rolled out from between Lori's legs.

  "Oh God, no." Lori panted as she shifted to a more comfortable position. "I can't believe how right you were." 

 "Now that we've broken the ice." Leslee grinned. "Are you still feeling adventurous?" 

 Lori didn't hesitate to nod in the affirmative. She couldn't wait to see what else she had been wrong about. 

 "Well then, let's get you out of those sweaty clothes." Leslee said as she began to unbutton Lori's blouse. "I've got some toys that I think you're going to love."

  Filled with a renewed sense of anticipation between her legs, Lori quickly helped Leslee with her clothes.

.




Part Three




 A gentle breeze dried the path of Nancy's tongue as it swirled around the nipples of Robin's breasts. Skillfully it darted back and forth, teasing the once tiny nubs to a firm hardness. Laying back against the comforting, warm sand, Robin was only too willing to relax as the Asian woman explored every inch of her body. It was so unlike the touch of any man - even Richard who had been the most sensitive lover she had ever known.

 What made it so different was that it was so unhurried, an act of love itself rather than just a quick stop on the way to intercourse.  Robin had laid there for almost a half hour while Nancy explored her naked form. From top to bottom and then back again, she had used her tongue and hands to bring soft, gentle pleasure. A few times Robin had reached out to explore Nancy as well, only to be quietly rebuffed with a soft "not yet." 

  Finally, satisfied that she now knew every inch of her lover's body, Nancy climbed atop her and offered her own breasts to Robin's eager mouth. 

  With a virgin's eagerness, Robin took the dark nipple into her mouth. The feel of the warm flash against her tongue was intoxicating as she alternating between the caress of her tongue and the bite of her teeth, both of which brought soft moans from Nancy's lips. Her neophyte tongue began to dart alongside the dark circle, covering it with her hot saliva.

  Then she would take as much of it as she could inside her mouth, her tongue playing with the hard nipples as she did.  While Robin switched her attention to her new love's other breast, Nancy reached down and slid her hand in between Robin's legs. To her delight, Robin's crotch was already so wet that it effortlessly admitted her two fingers, followed quickly by a third. Moving as fast as she could, she began to furiously finger-fuck her.

  Robin responded by continuing to play with Nancy's mounds, alternating between kissing, sucking or just plain squeezing them. She then would bury her face between them, pulling them tight against her cheeks as she licked the skin in-between.

  "I could really get to like this." she thought as she inhaled the fragrance of Nancy's natural scent.

  Nancy let her play for a little while longer, then lifted breasts from her mouth. She took hold of each of her globes and lowered them to a level equal to Robin's own. Rubbing them against each other caused twin sets of erect nipples to grow ever harder.  Bringing her attentions downward, Nancy was confronted with the hairiest pussy she had ever seen. Most of Robin's body had some light hair on it, but nowhere was it fuller than between her legs. Even trimmed to let her wear a bikini, it was still a thick bush.

 Normally Nancy liked a closely trimmed crotch, or one clean shaven like her own. But knowing that she was approaching virgin territory made the thick shrub all the more exciting.

  Reaching her objective, she used both hands to pull apart the fleshy skin and reveal the pinkness within. The fragrant aroma of raw womanhood greeted her nostrils as Nancy reached in with her tongue and licked around Robin's clit. Then she began to explore inside Robin's pussy, using her talented tongue like a doctor's probe.

  Robin stretched back across the comforting sand, eyes closed and wading in the waves of new sensations. If only she had known it could be this wonderful. Her cunt throbbed with excitement as Nancy's talented tongue drew more and more sweet nectar. The more experienced woman buried her face between Robin's thighs, causing the younger woman to erupt again and again.

  "Mmmmm" Robin moaned as Nancy sucked the fruit of her labors into her eager mouth. 

   Robin was lost to the world as succeeding torrents of ecstasy raced through her body. No guy had ever brought her to this level. If there was such a thing as nirvana, this was as close to it as she ever though she would get.

  Robin's body shook twice more, then finally she could give no more. Never had she felt so exhausted or satisfied. Nancy just laid there, licking the spilled juices from her legs. When she finally emerged, her face was covered from cheek to cheek with shiny ambrosia.

  "Why did I ever wait so long to try this?" Robin said softly to herself as she closed her eyes and laid her head back on the sand. 

* * *

  Lori had waited impatiently as Leslee had taken a red gym bag from under the bed and disappeared into the bathroom with it. The young blonde was still incredibly horny and couldn't resist playing with her pussy while Leslee was gone. Quickly she lost herself in the delightful sensations her fingers produced as they slid in and out of her wet cunt.

  "Looks like there's still a fire in that hole." Leslee laughed as she stepped back into the room and saw that Lori had three fingers buried up inside herself. "Looks like the only way to put it out is to plug it."

 To emphasize her words, the cocoa colored woman took hold of a large rubber cock that was now wrapped around her crotch. As Leslee adjusted the straps, she let the large cock fall loose between her legs, making it look even larger. A small nub at the base of the rubber cock extended into Leslee's own pussy, rubbing against her clit.  "I assume you'll have no problem handling this." Leslee smiled.

 The look in Lori's eyes spoke volumes as she took in the size and thickness of Leslee's toy. True it was larger than any guy she'd ever been with, almost 9" in length, but how many nights has she frigged herself to sleep thinking about a cock that large.

   Leslee ran her long fingers up and down the dildo against her pussy and began to simulate a male masturbation motion. She shook the rubber cock a few time to get Lori's attention, not that it wasn't glued to the artificial prick.

  "Why don't you come over and give "big boy" here a little suck." she said. "Get him nice and hard!"

  Lori crawled across the bed and took Leslee's "cock" into her mouth. Slowly she slid it deep inside her mouth, covering it with saliva. Running her tongue up and down the length, she began to act as if it were real. With all the skill she exhibited on the false phallus, Leslee would've been begging for more had it been real.

  "You're a real cock-sucker, aren't you?" Leslee laughed as she got turned on even more watching Lori try and swallow the full length of her "cock" once again.

  With a slight reluctance, she took hold of the dildo and pulled it from the blonde's eager mouth. That was enough for a warm-up.

 "Sugar, get ready for the fucking of your life!" Leslee said as she climbed onto the bed and took up position behind Lori -- who had also turned around and now rested on all fours.

  A smile crossed Leslee's lips and she ran her fingers across Lori's cunt and was rewarded with a thick coating of lubricating nectar. There would be no need for the little blue tube of lubricant that she usually kept in the toy bag for emergencies. Gently, she pushed her fingers inside.

  "Oooo" moaned Lori as she felt the initial intrusion. Leslee pressed her naked body up against the back of Lori's own. She lifted her hanging cock and positioned the head against the heavily saturated tunnel.

  "Spread those beautiful legs, honey." Leslee whispered into Lori's ear as she nibbled at it. "Cause you're going to love this." she added with a kiss.

  With that she began rubbing the round tip of her cock up and down the length of Lori's pussy before taking a firm grip and pushing it within her.

  "Aaaaa!" Lori yelled as she felt herself being penetrated 

.  "Relax." Leslee said as she eased the dildo out a little, before pushing it back in twice the depth of her first attempt. 

    Leslee reach around and rubbed her fingers against Lori's clit. Her frantic motions against the small nub at the top of Lori's cunt helped excite her even more as Leslee began to thrust deeper within her with an ever increased frequency.

  With each stroke, the waves of pleasure steadily increased. Even through the artificial cock, Leslee could feel the walls of Lori's cunt grabbing hold of her as she thrust inside her each time.

  "You love this, don't you?" Leslee asked between thrusts as she grabbed both of the blonde's hips and pulled her cheeks hard against her.

  "Oh yes," Lori panted as she began to match Leslee's rhythm and draw the dildo deeper inside her.

  Leslee slid her hands up and down Lori's body as she continued to fuck her with ever increasing ferocity. Her fingers closed tight against her breasts as she used then to pull Lori against her time after time. Leslee always got off fucking other women in this way, she loved to be in control.

  Leslee pushed Lori's head and shoulders down across the oversized pillows, giving her greater access to the depths of her pussy. The constant rubbing against her own love button was sending her into pre-orgasmic fits as well. Hot sweat covered each of their bodies as both shook with the energy and passion of unrestricted sex.

  Totally lost in the fury of her passion, Leslee grabbed Lori's blonde hair and pulled her head back. With a fierce fire in her dark eyes, Leslee pressed her lips hard against the helpless woman beneath her. The taste of their tongues as they intertwined was enough to push her to within an inch of the abyss.

  "Deeper." Lori gasped as Leslee's tongue slid out of her mouth. 

 "Roll over!" Leslee commanded as she pulled the dildo all the way out. "On your back!"

  Not even giving Lori time to comply, the pseudo male pushed her onto her back. She followed her a moment later and rammed the large rubber cock between her outstretched legs.

  Lori screamed in ecstasy as Leslee drove the dildo its full length within her. Leslee's mounds pressed hard against Lori's globes, causing an electric tingling as their nipples touched.  Burying her temporary manhood deep inside her new lover, Leslee's body quaked in anticipation of the explosion she knew was imminent. Beneath her, Lori was lost in a similar state.

  Continuing to pump away with all of her strength, Leslee was taken by surprise when Lori reached up with her legs and wrapped them around her buttocks, allowing her to penetrate to an even greater depth. Her arms also wrapped around her, binding them together in an unbreakable lock

.  "Fuck me!" Lori screamed at the top of her lungs. A cry so loud that for a moment Leslee wondered if she could be heard out in the corridor beyond.

  One final thrust was enough to unleash the explosion that had been building within the two of them. Both bodies jerked violently as they were consumed by the explosion that ripped through each of them.

  Lori drove her nails deep into Leslee's back as an orgasmic paralysis gripped her. Leslee continued to plummet the captive pussy that was pressed so tightly against her own. Until she too was gripped by that same loss of control.

  Their journey through the endless ether of sexual bliss was both instantaneous and timeless. Fireworks filled the sky and rivers of joy caressed their quivering forms. Soft, quiet moans filled the air as hearts raced uncontrolled.

  As has been written many times, all good things must end and eventually the fire that had claimed both women cooled and their sweat drenched bodies began to untangle from each other.

  Lori was still aware of the massive cock-toy still filling every inch of her cavity. The feeling was so unlike that she had after a violent love session with a man. Usually she was faced with a small feeling of disappointment as she felt his cock soften and slip from her. Instead it was now a constant reminder of the joy she had just experienced.

  Leslee was simply too exhausted to even pull her strap on from within Lori. Instead she simply stoked Lori's now cool skin and planted a gentle kiss on her lips. The fires of aggression had cooled. But only for the moment.

* * *

  "We should think about heading back to the ship." Robin said a little reluctantly she laid naked in Nancy's arms, enjoying the warm glow of the afternoon sun. 

 "I'd rather just lay here and think about you." Nancy grinned as she leaned over and kissed Robin softly on her lips.

  "I'd like that too." Robin answered. "But I think we have to get back to reality eventually. Might as well face it sooner than later." 

 "Oh that's right, your friend Lori." Nancy mused. "I guess she wouldn't understand any of this." 

 "Definitely not." Robin replied as she stroked Nancy's breast.

  For a moment, Robin tried to picture Lori's reaction if she could have seen her ten minutes ago. With her tongue buried deep within Nancy's pussy, lapping away like a kitten with a saucer of milk. No, she wouldn't understand it at all. 

 "Don't worry, what happened here, stays here." Nancy said reassuringly. Unless of course you want it to go beyond that."

 "I don't ....I mean I'm not sure ..." Robin said.

  "That's okay. I understand." Nancy smiled as she stood up and picked up her clothes.  Robin followed suite and both women quickly dressed. Thankfully the warm sun had dried the clothes off. Once dressed, Nancy took a small card from her beach bag and handed it to Robin.

  "My card." she smiled. "If you ever change your mind."

  "Thanks." Robin replied.

  "Well I guess I'd better head back alone, give you time to think this all out." Nancy said as she kissed Robin goodbye on her cheek.

  "Thanks, I appreciate that." was Robin's reply

  As she watched the Asian woman walk down the shoreline, Robin kept shifting her attention between the card in her hand and the sway of the young woman's ass. For a few moments she considered just leaving the card on the beach, then decided otherwise. With a small smile on her lips, she slid it into her pocket. Then she stood there for almost another hour, just watching the sun drop in the afternoon sky.

* * *

 The sound of running water filled the small cabin as Robin stepped through the door. It was obvious Lori was in the shower. Actually she was hoping she would be out when she got back so that she would have the use of that particular convenience. After their lovemaking, she and Nancy had taken a final dip in the pool to wash off, but the scent of their passion wasn't going to go away easily.

  "It that you, Robin?" Lori called out from the bathroom.

  "Yes, it's me." she called out. 

 "I'll be out in a minute." Lori yelled back. "How was the trip ashore? Find anything interesting?" 

 "Oh you could say that." Robin answered as she walked across the room, stripping off her clothes as she did.

  "Really, anything that I'd like?" Lori further inquired as she stepped out of the bathroom.

  "Err...I don't think it was exactly to your tastes." Robin said as she turned to face her friend. 

   Lori was still dripping wet, one towel wrapped around her body, another around her hair. Robin felt a little uncomfortable seeing her friend at this moment, more so because of the tingling between her legs that Lori's nearness produced.

  "I was hoping to take a shower before dinner." Robin explained as she stepped past her friend. "I got a little grimy on the beach."

  "Whew, no kidding." Lori noted as her girlfriend squeezed past her.

 "What were you doing ... running laps on the beach?" She paused for a second as she finished drying her hair. "Or did you find one of those cute island guys you mentioned this morning?" 

 To Lori's surprise, her little joke cause Robin to turn a sharp shade of red, something she hadn't seen her do since junior high.

  "No, no island guys." she tried to laugh.

  "Well, the shower's all yours." Lori said as she let the towel drop from her body and proceeded to dry herself off. Robin couldn't help but look at her friend's now naked form. The tingle between her legs now burned. It was as if her actions this afternoon had opened a Pandora's Box and she would never be able to close it.

  "What's this?" Lori asked as she picked up a small white paper from the floor.  "Oh, someone gave me their card." Robin quickly responded. "It must've fallen out of my pocket." 

 "Nancy Ling ... Empire Tours." she read before handing the card back. "Are you planning another vacation already?" 

 "Like I said, it was just someone I met on the beach." Robin shot back.

  "Okay, no need to be so defensive." Lori said as she finished drying off. 

 "Damn, I am being too defensive." Robin thought.

 "But I'm not Lori. She could screw someone on a stage in front of an audience and then just take her seat and enjoy the rest of the show. Me, I can't help but feel a little guilty."

  "You know, I was thinking maybe we could go dancing later tonight." Lori suggested.

  "I thought you didn't like dancing with a bunch of dykes." Robin said, a little surprised.

 "Isn't that what you called them last night?" 

 "Hey, I'll admit I could've been wrong." Lori admitted. "After all, you're the one who told me I should loosen up and be more open to new ideas."

  "Well we'll see after dinner." Robin said as she closed the bathroom door behind her.

  Turning on the water, Robin found it surprising that Lori could've changed her mind so easily. Something had to have happened for her to do such an about face. Lori had never been a deep thinker, so it had to be much more than philosophical. Then, as she stepped under the running water, Robin began to wonder what it was that Lori had been doing this afternoon that required her to take a mid-afternoon shower as well. That was out if character as well.

  "I wonder if ....no, I can't believe that." Robin thought as she considered if Lori's afternoon was anything like hers. "Not Lori."

   The sound of water in her ears blocked that of the shower curtain as it opened just a bit. Robin almost jumped when she suddenly felt a soft pair of hands on her back.

 Dropping the bar of soap she'd held, she whirled around.

  "Careful." Lori laughed. "Don't you know that most household accidents happen in the tub." 

 "Lori, what are you....?" 

 "I thought you might need someone to help you wash your back." the blonde smiled. "And I just happened to be available." 

  A look of confusion, mixed with panic filled Robin's face. Was she imagining this?  "And I'm also available for washing fronts as well." Lori quipped.

  When Robin failed to even laugh at her joke, that look of panic appeared on Lori's face as well. Had she guessed wrong?

  "Looks like I was wrong." Lori said apologetically. "Guess I should be trying to say it was all a joke, but I really don't want to. I'll go and we'll make believe this never happened."

  Lori started to turn, then felt Robin's hand on her arm. "Stay." she said with a smile.

  The smile was quickly reflected on Lori's face as she turned back to her friend. They looked at each other for what seemed like forever, neither saying a word. It was like both knew what had happened to the other without being told. Later on there would be plenty of time to talk about it.

 Right now all they were interested in was the soft press of their lips against each other as they embraced. 

    END         

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

An Eye for Trouble
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  Moving Day  

 

  I finally found the garage door opener amid the boxes and furniture. The moving crew had left hours ago and I was still in a sea of madness, filled with far too much stuff for one human to own, let alone move.   It had been a whole day affair. First to load up at my old apartment, drive across town, unload and show them where each larger piece of furniture might go...and I stress the might. Because one never knows for sure how a room will come together. There has to be more planning then,

"Just put it right there."

  When I felt that I had exhausted their good nature, I tipped them and gave them the last of my Fat Tires' and bade them farewell. And then, once they had gone, I wished that someone with more brawn than myself had stayed to help me. Helps me what? Help me cry. Gee. My back ached and my arms felt longer than they were, from having to carry boxes and clothes up and down the stairs. I was parched, but fear stopped to take a break as a sign of weakness.

Such silly things that race through ones head in a moment of fatiguing madness. Or is that tiring sadness? I decided to do it one room at a time, and since the front room was the biggest and most crowded, at that moment, I started there.

  The room was sunken with other smaller rooms around it, with a hallway on either side one that led to a kitchen, and the other to the billiards room. Okay, so I had yet to purchase the actual pool table, but that is what I started calling the room while the house was in escrow. I had so many plans and just so much money. But I told myself then, one room at a time.

I found the boxes that were marked books and proceeded to take them out and place them on the shelves, without any proper order, But when I found the women's selection, I did make room for them on the far wall case, so that when my couch was strategically placed, my guests would know what an ardent feminist or radical dyke I was. Everything for a reason.

Three hours later, and darker at that, I found myself in a delightful room. My own paintings hung on the walls interspersed with more famous names. I placed large standing porcelain vases on the floors, using glass cinder blocks as stands for them. My collection of gargoyles I put on the wall near the Mucha and waterfall. A small metal voodoo god stood just inside the fountain. The gargoyles were there to protect the peace, and the God was there to protect the gargoyles.

I set the stereo up across the room from the fireplace, nearer to the formal dining room. I put on Luciano Pavarotti CD and danced around the room a few times before collapsing into a chair.  

I took a deep breath and admired the room, then realizing that the next room I did should probably be the bedroom, as I didn't see too much more time on my feet as being a viable option. That room took another 3-4 hours, by that time I had become wired from sheer exhaustion. It wasn't a second wind or anything, it was just that Zombie State of mind. I hadn't noticed the time, because that would have been the last thing I had completed in that room.

It was a large room with cathedral ceilings...maybe 18 ft high with exposed beams. The walls were painted a egg shell white with ivory wainscoting. Nickel and chrome accents adorned the room. The bed was an open four-poster king, suitable for anything that might pique an interest. I had it up on a 2ft stand...allowing a viewable stage is necessary. There was a closet that went the length of one wall...with many sliding doors for access. I hung a few small mirrors and dream catchers on them.

From the rafters, I hung some flags and chimes, a few leather straps that hung down. I cinched straps to the legs of the bed, and when putting linens on the bed, for some reason, I put the sheet with tie-downs on. Just to see how it felt. I had bought it at a shop in the city, but had never the opportunity to experience it. One can hope one will have such an experience.

  It's like I buy the toys that I want someone else to use on me. I went in and took a shower and then went and sat down in the sunken spa tub and let the water stream down. I didn't bother to turn on the jets, I just wanted a soaking tub...and the water ran and ran and the next thing I knew, is that the water was running over into the bathroom. Lucky for me the spa was in the middle of the room and there were drains placed around it. It could have been disastrous. Maybe my luck was changing.
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A Trip to the Wine Store




   

I slept until 10 the next morning and felt refreshed even though it had only been 6 hours that I rested. My bones no longer ached and I bounded out of bed eager to have most of my house in place before the other furniture for the other upstairs rooms would arrive. Stuff I had purchased at various antique shops in town and along the North coast.

  It was about 7 pm, that Wednesday evening when I finally had finished putting everything in its place. The place looked spectacular and I was proud that I had worked so diligently for so long. Again I hadn't taken a break all day, but I didn't really feel as tired as the previous day, so I decided to go to the store and buy something special to celebrate. My wines had not arrived from the cellars and I was a bit thirsty.

  I showered and threw on some jeans and over-sized leather bomber jacket. I went into the garage and got into my car and couldn't remember where the garage door opener was. I looked around for the wall switch and still couldn't find anything, so I opted for a bike ride. The store wasn't that far away. I could make it. I grabbed a knit watch cap. And away I went.

  Zak's Bottle Shop was about a mile down the road and over and the ride there was a breeze and surprisingly no snow. When I arrived, I locked my bike to a newspaper stand and went inside to peruse the libations. It was a fairly decent spirits shop with many aisles for culinary appetites as well. They had an excellent selection of Kentucky bourbons and it seemed like a perfect choice at the time.

The clerk was helping a couple decide on which beer they wanted to buy for a coming New Year's Party. He was suggesting that they buy Heineken for $125.00 a keg and the fellow was saying he didn't want a German beer, he wanted something domestic, but the clerk wasn't listening too well, so I stepped into the conversation and offered the guy the option of getting Great Lake's Seasonal Ale

. And then I turned to the clerk and stared. "You do have that, don't you?"

  The clerk was not thrilled I had butted but he nodded. "Yea."

  The fellow looked at me then at the clerk. "How much?"

"$100.00,"

I knew I couldn't let the incident pass without comment. "Well, it's a much better beer. You will really enjoy it. Have a great New Years?"

His partner smiled at me. "Thanks."

"Yeah, thanks."

"You seem to know a lot about beer, maybe you could help us pick out some other spirits?"t

"Do you work here?" The couple laughed at the clerk and look back toward me.

"No, actually my first time here."

. The clerk was totally upset that I had ruined his big pitch for the sale, and that had never been my intent, I was only trying to help a situation that needed my expertise.

  "I would be happy to help you."

I introduced myself and they in turn did the same. His name was Austin Green.

"And my name is Jenna." Her smile was really sexy, and I hoped she did realize I was staring.

"We want one of everything people might drink"

I suggested that instead of spending his life savings on one party, he should buy standard bar holdings.

"Okay sound good."

  "All right well, Vodka (Ketel One),Gin ( Gordon's),Rum (Bacardi), Tequila (Jose Cuervo), if you plan on serving margaritas, the tequila could be any swill. Why drown out good with mix."

Nodding enthusiastically I could tell they were impressed.

"You are right on. What are you buying?"

I gave him a short study on single malt scotches and Kentucky bourbons.   Then he put some Maker's Mark Bourbon in the wagon and some well brand scotch and a brandy. I told him to buy fresh lemon and limes, sugar cubes, bitters, seven up, tonic, soda water and a simple sweet-sour.

They were so thoroughly pleased with everything I told them about bar tending, that they invited me to their party for New Year's? Eve.

"I don't want to be intruding."

"Nonsense we want you to come"

. "Okay, what is the address?"

  They lived right next door to me. They couldn't believe it either. It was fate. We exchanged numbers and I told them I had to be on my way

. As I was leaving Jenna called after me. "When it would be appropriate to come and see the place?".

"Later on!".
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A Ride to My House

 

    Once outside I realized that I was on the bike and was glad that I hadn't purchased anything more, but the night had grown darker and colder, and I was feeling a bit tired. After unlocking my bike, I saddled it and started off at a steady pace until I rounded the corner and approached the beginning of the grade up.

Just then a sleek blue Audi pulled around and almost hit me and "then honked and before I could raise my finger, I heard Austin's voice.

"Would you like a lift?"

Ordinarily I might have said no, pride and all, but I was so damn Tired and cold, "Sure!."

  He put my bike on his rack on the back of his car and held the back door open for me. When I got in, Jenna was leaning over the arm rest, looking at me very coyly, "So, we meet again, accidental stranger,"

She smiled and bit her lower lip.   In the dark I felt myself blush. I felt the heat rise up in my cheeks, grateful for the night to hide in.   It took all of four minutes with Austin at the wheel.

"Would you like to come in for a drink?" They accepted.

Austin said Jenna should go along with me and after he put the booze away, he would be over.   She followed me and we walked up the driveway and then into the garage. I apologized for the boxes and such and she said not to worry.

"You have the rest of your life to organize." And I wondered then what her house looked like.

  We made small talk and she ooohed and ahhhed at the place. Saying she had only seen most of it while it was being built.

"Do you live here alone?"

"Yes." Of course I hated saying that.

"I am going to get changed, take a look around."I 'll give you the tour later".

"Okay." Jenna then headed for the book case.  

"I just love books. I'm an avid reader"  

I swallowed hard. First impressions. New neighborhood...oh well better know now. I literally ran to the bedroom and changed into something nicer. My first guests after all.   When I got back to the front room, she was seated near the hearth.

"Are you cold Jenna?"

"A bit."

I turned on the gas and immediately fire came to the surface. She remarked that it was beautiful.   I thought I saw her blushing.  

"I wonder what's keeping Austin? Maybe I should go help him?"

"No, he is fine, let him be. This way you and I can get better acquainted"

  Okay, so she was throwing me. I thought for sure that she had seen the books and would have to have been brain dead not to get the connection. My coffee table book was The Blatant Lesbian Image. I was going to pick it up, had forgotten all about it. She saw me looking at it.

, "Don't worry. We are progressively minded adults. Austin's brother is gay" Jenna smiled, and I knew it was genuine.

How silly of me, this wasn't the 1950s after all.
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Helping Herself to a Tour of the Place

 

    It took Jenna a while to come back.

"Maybe I sould see if she was okay". I found her standing in the threshold of my bedroom, gazing up at the ceiling.

"Oops, sorry, I didn't think you would mind. I was helping myself to a tour of your place"

  "No, I don't mind. I was just wondering what had happened to you?

She turned to face me, "You happened to me"

  "Pardon me?"

I must have look dumb founded and she repeated herself and then walked past me and down the stairs. I stood there for moments, trying to gauge the validity of that last scene. This woman was blowing my mind. Until 3 minutes ago, Jenna was Austin's wife. She stood about 5 ft 5," dark eyes, brown hair, small boobs, small hips, probably 110 lbs. And in 3 short minutes she became a temptress.

  Her brown hair was tussled curls about her head hanging down onto her shoulders. The shoulders I should have taken in my hands to draw her near...and oh oh. I had to stop. She was Austin's wife.

  When I went down the stairs, they were standing with their arms wrapped around each other and I wondered again if I was blowing things out of proportion.

  "Hey Aubry, was very nice of you to invite us here. We have to get going. Have a lot of things to do before Friday? Really hope to see you there,"

I shook Austin's hand. When I went to shake it, he pulled me close to him and gave me a hug. It was a great gesture, but as he hugged me I watched as Jenna's eyes moved about. Something silent inside of her was trying to get out. I extended my hand to shake hers and she shook it. I almost expected a hug from her too, wanted a hug from her, but it didn't happen.

Talk about mixed messages. After they left, I went to my office and wrote poems until a quarter to three, drinking bourbon and eating Melba toast and brie. Can't hold the feeling...only love holds the feeling. My vacation was waning, soon it would be time to get back to work. The restaurant was in need of its main chef.
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Garage Door Opener in the Shower Caddy

 

  Next morning I arose in a cloudy haze of drunken metaphors. What had actually happened between Jenna and I last night? Did anything of significance happen? Was everything just my imagination blowing it all out of proportion? I reread the verse that I had written last night and was amazed at how much this meeting affected my very thought process.

  I decided that I would check out the cafe and see how desperate they were for my return. I still wanted a few more days off, wanting to attend Austin and Jenna's' party and not wanting to work with a hangover

  Just as I was leaving my front door, I heard a door shut and witnessed Austin closing his trunk. In his arm was a garment bag and I yelled across to him to have a good day.

"I have to go out of town on some last minute business gig, but I will try to make it home in time to ring in the New Year."

I told him he had better and waved good-bye to him. His parting words were shocking.

"Take care of my girl while I'm gone, eh?"

. Oh yea sure...Ha, I chuckled to myself at that and then wondered again why my mind kept racing to her statement last night in my room, that I had happened to her.

  I had found the garage door opener, it had been placed in my bathrooms' shower caddy...now I can't for the life of me remember placing it there, but there is where I found it when I showered in the morning. At least it was clean and still worked.

  Once in my car, I looked for my favorite Sirius station, and cranked it up. I didn't see Jenna coming up behind the car because I was otherwise engaged in the usual car antics, looking in the mirror to make sure I was still beautiful and all...she startled me.

  "Good morning Aubry! How are you?"

  "Uh hi...I didn't see you there, scared me,"

What I said sounded so lame, after all how could she ever scare anyone, not with that perfect mouth and those alluring eyes. And then I found myself staring again.

"I'm just off down to the cafe to see how things are going. I saw Austin before he left just a few moments ago. What are you up to today?"

  "Yea, I heard the two of you talking. Too bad about his trip, maybe he will be back in time. As for today, I was thinking of getting into..some....I don't know,,maybe some trouble, what about you? Want to get into some trouble?"

.   She played those syllables out, each time she said trouble, I felt trouble brewing inside of me. Each time the last syllable happened, I felt myself spurt sweet wet. Again I was staring.

  "So? How about it Aubry, you game?"

.   I smiled and took in a deep breath and tried to keep my from quivering.

"What kind of trouble Jenna? What do you have in mind? I don't want to go to jail."

I laughed and waited for an answer.

  "Wow, is it really that illegal?"

  "What are you talking about?"

And I hoped that she was talking about what I was thinking about.

  "Well, I thought that you and I could go to my folks house, they are away in the Bahamas, and raid their wine cellar, since you know so much about wines,"

I'm watching her as she is talking and wondering wouldn't it be easier to just buy the wine of choice, but I go along with her.

"I thought we could get a buzz and maybe smoke some of my brother's Ganja, that is if you smoke?"

  I laughed out loud at that one. I hadn't heard the term Ganja since the late 70s' when a lot of Jamaican bud was coming into the states.  

"Is that laugh a yes or a no?"

  I laughed and smiled again and realized that at that moment I would clearly have done anything and gone anywhere with her just to be in her company. This was so weird. She was married. To a nice guy...I had rules, no married or partnered women. No affairs...that way no heart ache. So what was I thinking, "Yea babe, let's do it, but first let me get my Aloe Blac CD."

  "Way cool, I'll get my bathing suit and we can get into the hot tub, hell, forget the suit, let's go. Your car or mine?"

"We can take my car, "Which made sense since I was already in it.

She left to go to her house to get a few things and I raced inside and grabbed the tunes and locked the doors and went into the garage and brought the door up. There she was standing there looking as cute as could be and for a fleeting second I felt like the howling wolf of all time.
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A Trip Through the Wine Cellar

 

  Her folks lived across town in a secluded very private gated section by the golf course. I asked her what they were into and she said Import/Exports, and I thought to myself, uh yea, quite lucrative.

The home had a circular driveway. In the circle was a beautiful rose garden and gazebo. To the right of the garden was a wonderful old Victorian chair swing. Jenna jumped out of the car before I brought it to a final stop and told me to wait and then I could pull it into the garage. She disappeared behind the double doors in the entry and within 5 minutes, the doors to the multi garage opened.

There was an open space next to a Jag and a Bentley. Also there were other stalls in the back where other cars were parked. I was in awe. They really had money. Once inside, I realized I was in the palace of greatness. Everywhere I looked I saw paintings of masters and works of art that made my place appear like a humble shack. The quarter million I paid was a mere drop in the bucket for these high rollers.

I followed Jenna into the kitchen and then down a flight of stairs that led to a fully extensive cellar. On one wall were French Bordeaux's and across from it, California's' own great Cabs, Zins and Pinot Noirs. On another wall, were row after row of white Bordeaux and California counterparts! It was very impressive. Jenna stood watching me. I was hoping that my tongue wasn't hanging out or that drool wasn't slipping from my lips.

  "Aubry, where did you learn so much about wine?",

We had finished our first little surprise...a 1986 Deaux Ami Zin. The kind of wine that lingers on your palate long after the last drop has left. Its subtle notes of currants and pepper blending uniquely and somehow exploding exquisitely in one's mouth. I savored each and every drop and then turned to look at her. "It was my major in college. I thought I wanted to be an oenologist for a while and then Chef-ing became my mantra."

  "Teach me," and moved a little closer to me on the couch.

  "Teach you what baby?"

This playing with her was risky, but she had brought me here to be bad and bad was what I was being. In a good way.

  She stood up and quickly turned her back to me as she reached for another bottle and the pipe.

"Well, what can you teach me?",

She turned back towards me smiling, biting her lip like she had done so many times before. So many times before that had driven me to the brink of sheer excitement. After we smoked some, I opened a bottle of Margaux 1955...first Growth. Premier Grand Cru Classe in 1855.

  She had told me in the cellar to get the wine that would most make me happy and as I poured that first glass, I told her I was in heaven.

"Yea, so am I" She leaned over and kissed me on my lips.

  I almost spilled that precious liquid, but carefully set the bottle down on the floor away from us. The room suddenly became warm, I needed to be free of clothing. I tore my shirt from me as I returned the kiss. Feeling my lips on hers. How the pulse of me ran in staccato jerks, almost in a spasm. Her ardor was fevered, she grabbed at me pulling me towards her. Somewhere inside of me I thought this couldn't be her first time with a woman, when she said to me,   "I've never been with anyone but Austin"
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Who is Austin?

 

    I had to think, who was Austin? I was so caught up in what I was doing that I forgot that she was married to a guy I could be friends with. I started to pull away but she held me.

"Please don't stop Aubry, I'm sorry, what did I do wrong? Please tell me"

She ran her fingers through my hair, jerking on it, letting her fingers work their way down my scalp, caressing my neck. I moved my head in a circular movement, just letting myself feel her. Smelling her scent. My pulse racing through me. I was breathing who she was and I knew in that instance that I wouldn't be able to stop and I didn't really want to stop.

  I stood up. She stood with me questioning me with her beautiful eyes, and I kissed her fully on her lips. My mouth moved over her face, kissing every part of her. Her nose, her cheeks, her ears, my tongue dipped inside of her ears. I heard her gasp and then a low moan escaped her. It filled me with a longing that took new volume. It roared inside of me. I picked her up in my arms and brought her to the chaise and laid her down.

Her long hair fell down over her shoulders. She smiled as she caught her breath and then started to say something when I knelt down beside the chair and started to pull her shirt from her with my teeth. The fabric was elastic and only stretched as I pulled it taut. She laughed and said she would help. I protested and continued working it, pulling it down over her heaving breasts.

Her breathing became labored when at last my efforts paid off and she was exposed to me and my desire. I licked the space between her breasts and then rounded each with the tip of my tongue. Again she moaned and in between gasps asked me to take my slacks off. She didn't need to ask further, with one hand I undid the buttons and pushed them down over my hips. Using the chair to help me maneuver them down all the way. I was so glad that I had not put undies on this day. Not that I was anticipating any action...but sometimes I just liked the feel of the wind on my pubes.

It was instant heat that bled through me. Liquid like lava that ran down my legs when I saw that she had pulled her panties from her, fully exposing her shaved womanhood to me. She was this gift that somehow had found its way into my life.  

  An offering from heaven. "Aubry, take me please. Show me. Anything...anything you want from me...I'm all yours. Please.".

I took hold of her in my arms and gently kissed her mouth, letting our lips soften with each breath. I saw that she closed her eyes when I kissed her and I wondered what she was thinking at that moment. She tilted her head back slightly and gave me access to her long slender neck. I kissed her and ran circles with my tongue along her throat and then went deeper down into the hollow of her collarbone, sucking in the flesh as I wandered near the gates of lust.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into her boobs. I loved the scent of her, the slight perspiration that was building under each breast. I licked each one and then sucked each nipple into my mouth, letting my tongue loll over each one until they came up taut in my mouth.

  I felt as her hands massaged my own nipples rather harshly and I pulled from her and moaned a no and then she softened her touch, this time tenderly kneading them until they too came up hard and eager for her mouth.

I raised myself up for her to taste me, and she sucked my swollen nips into her precious mouth. It rained inside of me.   I pulled from her and knelt down again and let my tongue wander the path of her sex, stopping to suck in flesh every now and then creating a small hickey that disappeared with each ensuing kiss.

I rubbed my face in her dampness, her mons meeting my tongue with each new breath,   Sound poems emanated from her and a few times she screamed my name so loudly I thought she would wake the dead. My fingers played with her ass cheeks, silently dipping into her hidden puckered opening, and then returning to massage her ass.

She couldn't contain herself and started to writhe about on the chaise, obscuring her sex from me. I used my knee to hold her down and she started to protest when I quickly darted my tongue inside of her. She gasped for air and then I softly went to her sex and mounted it fully with my lips. I filled my mouth with air and let the wide flat of my tongue stroke up and down on her clit until I felt it dancing in my mouth.

Oh yea, she was screaming my name over and over. Her own fingers were grabbing for me but not really connecting, I was so aware with what I was doing, I wasn't allowing myself to be too available for her. This was to be my gift to her.   And when I thought she was going to jerk off the settee, I pushed my tongue up deep inside of her

. She cried as I pushed a finger into her, returning my tongue to her clit. She opened her legs, spreading herself for me. I laid down atop her body, turning around so that my cunt faced her. At first I wasn't sure what she would do, but then I felt as her tongue toyed with my own sex and my tight anus. I pushed another finger into her and then opened and closed them inside of her, twisting and pumping them. I felt bubbles all around me exploding inside of her. I heard her gasp again as it rained harder this time, unable to control my passion.

  I heard her yell, "IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM CCCCCCCCCCCUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG GGGGGGGGGGGGGG."

That scream seemed to last an eternity as she poured into my mouth. It literally shot up into my mouth. She tried to get me to stop, but then I wanted just one more scream from her. Call me selfish, but.duh...and I pushed my fingers in as deep as they would go and pumped her until she rocked up into me and cried louder my name over and over, and when that last sudden jerk came, I wrapped myself around her and held her.

She was whimpering and I wondered if I had hurt her. I rolled off her and again knelt beside her and started to kiss away the tears that streamed down her face.

  "Baby, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you, Jenna?"

  "Oh Gawd. Oh Gawd...Oh. Aubry....WOW....you didn't hurt me baby just...I just...wow....never have felt. Like that oh my, never before....Oh You are too much, come here let me hold you...please"

  I was smiling inside big time. I too had orgasmed in a big way, but the most joy was in bringing her full tilt.

  "How about some wine now?,"

"Well, I guess so...but the wine I just had was the best ever" She bit her lower lip and fell into my arms. I kissed her softly. She tasted like me.

"Now what did you want me to teach you?"

We drank a few bottles and then went upstairs and slept away part of the day wrapped in each other's arms. A few times when we awakened, we made more sweet love and then fell back asleep again.
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I'll Be Back!




  When we awakened, it was dark and we took a shower and then got dressed and left and drove home.

That night I made a light dinner for us and we stayed at my place talking and making love. She called her answering machine and jotted down some messages and when she was through she said that Austin had called several times and was worried that he didn't know where she was...and once again, reality hit me in the face.

..Yea, she was married and I slept with her. I wasn't sure how that made me feel. It wasn't clear. She asked if she could use my cell phone, as hers was dead, to call him and then before I could answer changed her mind,

"Oh wait, bad idea, I will just call him from home. I'll be back," She kissed me and slipped out the back door and through the adjoining fence to our properties.

  I was feeling a bit awkward, and decided when she came back that we would have to talk about it. I was then acting level headed and mature and was hoping when I saw her I would still be in that same frame.   I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down and waited for her to return.

But she didn't. Not that night and not any night since then.   What I did find out, was that my house and the house next door had been robbed. All my jewelry and personal bank cards were all gone.

The neighbors that I thought were so nice, Austin and Jenna didn't exist.   The house next door belonged to a couple in their 70s who were vacationing in the Bahamas.

The mansion where she and I made such exquisite love belonged to the president of a local bank, who also happened to be out of town. The neighbors remembered seeing a late model BMW there on the day of the supposed robbery.

Someone had actually seen my plates and had reported them. The police filled me in with the rest.

Isn't it funny? All those awkward feelings.....    

 

The End

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Chapter Five

 Mothers Wrestling Club: A Story of Joy 







Part One - 

 

British Invasion

 

Dani came in one evening after I'd gotten home.

"Constance's friend is over here from the UK and dropped in this afternoon," she said.

"Oh yes?" I said.

"Yes! And I'd like to call on your good services as a referee again, apparently Constance told her about me, and after a couple of days rest she said she'd be rarin' for a bout!"

"Oh yes!" I said again.

"Yes! And I've accepted for Friday evening. Okay with you?"

"Sure," I said, "but are you feeling up to it?"

Dani and I have a close relationship, both being divorced and working together. She is my Executive Secretary at a prominent advertising agency. She also has a hobby that we share. We belong to the Wrestling Mothers Club. Great exercise, excellent stress relief and can get a bit erotic with the proper opponent.

I knew her physical capabilities and although her flexed biceps still make me boggle, I wondered if she was still in hard training.

"Of course I am Joy," she said, "I don't let you into all the secrets of my training...just be ready for Friday that's all!!"

"Who is this girl?" I went on.

"She's no girl," answered Dani, "she's 32, about two years older than I am. She comes from Manchester, and her name is Josey. Oh! and, er, she's black, and beautiful and say she's whipped Constance recently, would you believe."

Dani had decided to hold the match away from the normal practice facility, my rec room was often converted to a wrestling venue, for private matches.Since Dani's opponent was not a potential member, it was easier for the match to be held at my place.

Friday evening arrived. I was next door. The gym mat was down, the furniture moved, I'd also subdued the lighting to remove any glare. Josey arrived about eight. A real black stunner. We had refreshments in another room, and although the conversation flowed easily the smiles between Josey and Dani were tight, and they studiously avoided each other's eyes whenever possible. We got around to details.

"To a finish," said Dani

"Nude," added Josey.

"Right on," said Dani, "now about the holds."

"Come on Dani honey," interrupted Josey, "we're mature women not little girls."

"I don't mind you using anything I've got if you can for leverage, because I'm sure as hell going to use any part of you I need to!"

"OK! Agreed," I said quickly. "No holds barred...wrestling..." "Without swimsuits!" "To a finish!" "Do you want to be oiled?" I asked.

They both did just a little. A few minutes before nine I had both contestants in their dressing gowns ready on the mat in the lounge. Josey was flexing her biceps, and as a matter of interest I took a tape measure and measured her upper arm - "16 inches", I said, "same as Dani's."

"How about this," Josey said crouching slightly, she moved the gown from her right thigh...I placed the tape measure around the black pillar of muscle.

"28 inches," I said.

At this Dani came over, and bared her upper leg flexing it, I passed the tape around, "28 inches," I said.

Dani looked over at her black opponent, who stared back.

"What's your bust and weight, 'Black Power'?"

"Thirty-nine inches and 145 lbs." said Josey.

"Looks like we start even then, because I'm 150 lbs," Dani retorted.

I took their dressing gowns and they squared off in the center of the mat - two perfect feline specimens, one black, the other white, both powerful, preparing to match muscles and bodies until one succumbed to the other... Dani was in first, from the front she forced Josey's arm up behind her in a hammerlock. Josey winced but brought her knee up between Dani's legs... It never landed, Dani gripped the black thigh between hers and increased the pressure on the hammerlock... Josey gasped, then put her right arm behind her, grasped her own wrist, and with a quick effort broke the hold. She turned into Dani and with a hip throw sent her tumbling.

They got to their feet quickly and grappled again, close to the wall. Josey spaded her hand and slid it between them...Dani yelped! Josey's back muscles knotted...she lifted Dani up the wall by her crotch...her strong right and buried in the thick black hair...

Josey held Dani, a left arm bar across her throat, in this painful grip for many seconds...Dani's head rolled...

As a last resort she grabbed Josey's head and held it between her breasts...eventually through not being able to breathe, Josey had to relinquish her grip and back away, heaving for air...as Dani slumped by the wall massaging her abused crotch...

They circled, warily this time, showing more respect for each other's capabilities than when they started. When they closed it was to drop to the mat to try strength holds to wear each other down. Sometimes Dani's suntanned but comparatively white body disappeared writhing under the black powerhouse, other times Josey strained for freedom under Dani's muscular torso!

The slight acrid odor of sweat lingered in the air, it was now dripping off them, but showed up more on Josey's wide black shoulders as she turned the white amazon over...

"Come on you muscle-bound white whore, where's your answer to this one!!" Josey hissed.

When Dani found the answer which was her strong right hand plunged deep in the dripping pubic hair between Josey's thighs and by good leverage throwing her black foe to the mat...retaining the grip, she panted "There's your answer black bitch..."

Josey rolled away from that one, leaped to her feet crouching low, Dani crouched just two yards from her...

Josey, muscular black body gleaming with perspiration, beckoned, "Come on Daniie honey...black muscles against white...I'm all black woman and you're all white woman...come on baby, bring those white nut crackers I've heard so much about over here and match them against my black ones...Let's really decide who's the best woman...or maybe you're afraid I'll bust your gut?..."

Needing no second invitation, Dani smashed into Josey...they braced, legs apart, grunting like men...sometimes squealing like women, breast to breast...their massively hairy bellies glued together, they commenced to thrust mightily into each others loins...matching stroke for stroke...In...Out...In...Out...Each woman gripped her foe's clenching buttocks as if to prevent her escaping this war of attrition...

In...Out...In...Out...On...and On it went, until from sheer exhaustion, no doubt brought on by more than one orgasm each, they sank to their knees in a double bear hug. Josey forced Dani to the mat, attempted a grapevine...but Dani gripped thighs with her black opponent.

Soon they were shaking and sobbing for breath... tighter...tighter...closer...closer...as they once again forced themselves into each other...the huge muscles on their twined power packs etched in black and white ridges against their skin; eyeball to eyeball they grappled in vicious combat as only woman rivals can.. deep in between their legs both used that most powerful of all female weapons against each other in a way they would never dream of doing on a man..

In a bone crushing effort to drain and destroy the woman in front of her! The breath was hissing between their teeth as the white girl rolled onto Josey...the black amazon arched her back, but to no avail...Then she forced her head and shoulders up as if to topple Dani. Dani then quite deliberately sought out Josey's mouth with her own...their necks taunted....their teeth must have grated as Dani bent Josey's head back...still she did not remove her mouth from Josey's...

Their breath must have been rushing in and out of each other's lungs as the muscular white and black amazons lay there locked in a death grip...long minutes passed...strong experienced fingers brought each other off savagely more than once...finally the black hands ceased seeking a nerve hold on the deltoids and slid from the white fighter's armpits, slowly to the mat...the black thighs and calves relaxed their grip on the white ones...Dani sat astride her rival...I'd never seen her so exhausted...her mouth looked sore...Josey's appeared a little chewed too...Josey's black body shinning with sweat, her hard shapely breasts with their large purple nipples, that had provided so much leverage for Dani, rose and fell as she panted...Dani, sitting up in triumph looked over at me.

I shook my head...I could not count out the black fighter...I marveled at the fantastic body, now bathed in sweat...that powerful rib cage under those pink nippled heaving globes...she knew what I wanted to see...she turned Josey over onto her face...slipped her arms under the other woman's armpits...her fingers clutched the hard black breasts...using them as leverage she strained backwards in a back-breaker, biceps bulging...minutes passed with no submission from the groaning Josey.

Dani let her flop forward on her knees, forehead resting on the mat, she crouched atop her like some big white cat on a black one, and in frustration slid her hands down, and trying something I'd never seen her do...a double claw hold!!! She gripped under her opponents lower torso, clawed fingers probing...seeking to force themselves through the very abdomen wall and grasp the entrails hidden there...after a lengthy and titanic effort Dani was rewarded for some half-an-hour of unforgettable wrestling against a superb opponent...

I heard it...low, and almost unintelligible...

"SUBMIT!! (groan)...

"I SUBMIT JOAN!!!...YOU'RE TOPCAT...GOOD FIGHT HON."

As Dani relaxed, Josey added in a breathless whisper, as if to herself, "This time...I believe."

***

Dani helped me put the rec room back to normal after Josey left. We talked for a bit before she left. Dani was on two weeks vacation and was in no hurry to go home. I had to tell her that I had to get to work early because the new girl I had hired to run Dani's vacation was giving me fits.

"Jeez, Joy. She's been there for about three months, what's her issue?

"Shit, she is an air head with a dynamite body. Doesn't have the sense to come out to the rain. She is taking advantage of the fact I have a wide on for her. She is due for her three month review day after tomorrow, and I am going to straighten this shit out once an for all."

"Fire her?"

"Not if I don't have too, but I am going to get more out of her than I am getting now.One way or another."

"Good luck with that. I that prissy bitch at the gym trying to get your goat?"

"Monica?"

"Is that her name? I have not met her yet. You going to challenge her to a match?"

"Don't want to, she is so young, afraid I'd hurt her, because she gets me so mad. No I think I can just ignore her and let her attitude run its course."

"If you need any help let me know, I could come back from vacation if you need me."

"Absolutely not. I'll be okay. But thanks for the offer. I have to get to bed, and I don't want to appear rude but......"

 

 







Part Two - 

 

The Judo Brat

 

 

God, I couldn't believe this little bitch. Here I was minding my own business getting changed in the locker room when she suddenly waltzes in and starts insulting me. My feud with Monica had gone on for two weeks now and I just knew it was going to end with me beating the shit out of her. As I said before it all started two weeks ago when little Miss Monica (rich girl) Croft was transferred to our humble gym, from her posh club in Connecticut.

That was what we were told anyway, but the truth was as I heard it from my friend Lana, Monica's father, had gone bankrupt and was forced to move to the Midwest.

From the first moment I saw her I could tell she was a prissy little bitch, whining constantly "Why do I have to go to a public gym? The facilities here are vulgar and all these women are just ignorant cows!"

She may have been 22 but in my mind she was just a spoiled little 7-year-old crying at a toyshop window. Anyway my name is Joy and I'm a senior executive at an ad agency and at 30 plus. I'm the regional WMC champion for women's wrestling in my class. I have to admit I'm not really a finesse type wrestler, pretty much basic block and tackle type. I don't take the sport seriously but there are time it can really get me pumped.

I am in the over 145lbs weight class, and although I am a little heavy at 150lbs I do have a nicely proportioned curvy figure, At 5,7 I'm average height respectably girlish in all the right places. I have slightly larger breast than most female wrestlers, and at time they can be a liability but I am healthy all over tan from all my time spent at the beach. My friend Dani tells me I also have great hair and probably my best feature, a nice butt-- or so they say.

.	 However Monica didn't notice any of this, and when she ran straight into me in the corridor the first thing that came out of her mouth was 'Watch were your going you fat bitch!".

I looked down at her, as I was about an inch and a half taller. And I have to say she was a hot judging as one girl mutually admiring another. She had a slender but slightly muscular figure suggesting she possibly worked out, shoulder length bright red hair, obviously dyed with a little blond ingrowth, her face in full make up drawing my attention to her deep blue eyes and full red lips. And probably what drew my attention most of all, a black tank top pulled tightly across the most perfect pert breasts I had ever seen.

I wheeled round on her "What?! You're the one who ran into me!"

But she was already five meters way from me, once again running down the corridor. From that moment my distaste for Monica had been confirmed, she was a bitch. In the following 14 days things just got worse and worse between us. I almost hated to come to the gym because it seemed the only pleasure she got out of life was making mine a misery.

So I decided that I would give out as good as I was getting making her hate me even more than I hated her (If that was possible) But inevitably the day came when I just blew my top when we were getting changed from our workouts

***

I was taking off my sports bra and putting on a clean lace one when Monica came walking into the locker room with her crony Sarah.

Monica said just loud enough for me to hear, "Hey Sarah what do you think of my new top? James bought it for my birthday yesterday, he says it really accentuates the perfect form of my tits"

"Wow it's gorgeous!"replied an impressed Sarah

"Yeah well you have to have the right figure to fit into one of these things, luckily I'm nice and slim, you wouldn't get big flabby double D cups in here for example." Monica shot a look at me as she said this.

Then she went on to say. "By the way Joy, where 'DO' you buy your clothes from? From the looks of your workout clothes, I'd imagine you'd be scrounging through every Bargain Bin you can find"

I just hit the roof, and yelled out "BITCH!"

I took a charge at Monica knocking her against the wall, I raised my hand back and slapped her hard across the face. It felt good, I would have done it again if not for Lana placing a comforting hand on my shoulder and whispering in my ear "Not here!"

Monica put a hand to her red cheek and glared up at me and whispered in a voice filled with venom, "You're going to regret that"

She began to walk off with Sarah obediently following behind her like a dog when out of some impulse I yelled. "Why? What are you going to do fucking carrot head, get your attorney sue me?"

The entire locker room cracked up laughing. Monica stopped in her tracks and slowly turned around on her heels, I distinctly saw a smile upon her face before she quickly covered it up.

"No, I'd rather fight you".the red headed Monica spat.

I was astonished, this little rich girl wanting to fight? The idea was almost laughable, don't they normally just hire goons to do this sort of thing for them? Never the less I replied.

I ask, "What did you have in mind?"

She replied, "I was thinking we could wrestle"

Oh my god! Was she serious? Didn't Monica know who I was?Coming to the gym for two weeks she should have heard by now about my title, besides if she hadn't it was too late for her as she had already challenged me.

"Wrestling huh? An interesting choice, however I must admit I've never tried it before." I lied.

A girl behind me snickered, Lana nudged her in the shoulder to keep her quiet.

"Well nor have I so I guess that makes us even. When do you want to do this, after closing?"

I said, "Fine, I'll let them know we want to use the gym".

Monica left the locker room with Sarah trailing behind her. There were seven of us in the room now including Lana and me so I told them that they could watch as long as they told no one else. I didn't feel like getting throw out of the gym, if things got out of hand.

***

The announcement for closing came from the loud speakers, and I waited outside the gym for everyone to clear out, when it was empty I pushed open the double doors and made my way into the center. Unlike most public gyms which only have enough funding to purchase foam mats for their wrestling , our gym has a proper ring with ideal suspension and enough room for movement.

The 6 girls were already there chatting on the folding chairs around the ring. As I walked in the girls made a couple of joking hoots and whistles in reference to my wrestling costume. Giggling I gave them a little mock twirl to show it off.

From my years of wrestling I have found that the tighter fitting a wrestlers costume is the more movement you have, I also began to find that the less clothing a wrestler has helps even more, and my wrestling costume fit this principal to a T..

It consisted of a white string bikini, the top piece two triangles to cover my ample bosom, tied with string instead of a strap. The bottom piece basically a narrow strip of cloth running between my legs barely covering my pussy and ass, tied at the hips with string. The whole outfit was extremely revealing but it helped me win matches my non collegiate matches, and that's all that I cared about.

Fifteen minutes had passed and there was still no sign of Monica.

Lana spoke up, "Agh! The bitch has chickened out, come on lets go"

. We were just getting up to leave when the double doors swung open and in entered Monica and Sarah.

"Aww! Did I keep you all waiting? What a pity, but I just had to stop at the snack shop and get some bottled water." The brat whined.

Then Monica's eyes looked across the gym at me.

"Oh my god! (Giggle) What on earth are you wearing!? (Giggle) You're actually going to wrestle in that?!" Monica said in mock shock.

I looked at Monica's wrestling costume, a pair of hot pants and a Gray sports bra.

"Silly girl" I thought.

Those shorts are really going to restrict the movement of her legs. Monica began to make her way over to me, then suddenly when she was just two meters away she pretended to stumble, spilling chilled water from her bottle all over my bikini top. As the water soaked though, the white material became transparent and to make things worse the cold water made my nipples harden and point up through the already see through material. A smirk crossed Monica's face.

Monica gave an insincere apology, "Oops, sorry about that Joy, I'm such a klutz sometimes (Giggle).

I glared back at her. "Are we going to do this thing or what?" it seemed to me she was just stalling for time.

"Fine, Sarah can judge, best of five rounds?" Ms Hot Pants said.

"Fine, and Lana can call time", I agreed.

I knew Lana would be rooting for me, just like Sarah would be rooting for Monica, the other girls were neutral, and they would probably cheer whoever was winning.

As I climbed into the ring Lana said to me "Good luck".

I hated when people said good luck, it could only bring bad luck, yet I replied, "Don't worry, this will be over in 20 minutes and I'll be home in time for 'Friends"

***

We went through our stretches and then stood facing each other in the middle of the ring, Sarah began to speak.

"The first girl to pin her opponents shoulders to the mat for three counts wins the round, the girl with the best out of five rounds wins the match are you ready?!"

I said, "Ready"

"Ready", Monica said.

Sarah yelled, "GO!"

We both ran forward and crashed into each other, simultaneously gripping each other in a bear hug.

I said to her between gasps "You're going down bitch!"

Monica just smiled back and tried to trip me, however I was ready for it and used my weight to topple her over backwards. Monica hit the ring with a thud, I quickly climbed on top off her to keep her down, but she bridged before I had a chance to pin her. I savored the warm feeling of her hot body against mine, her face looked so angelic staring up at me struggling to free herself, I was going to enjoy defeating this little brat. My superior weight and strength gave me the advantage as I slowly pushed Monica's shoulders closer to the mat.

-	 "Fucking bitch, oh no you don't!" protested Monica

She used her last amount of strength to try and lift her shoulders clear of the floor but to no avail and within 30 seconds I had her pinned.

I heard Sarah yell out "1...2...3 round 1 Joy!"

"Fuck that was easy, hey Lana, what was the time?" I smirked.

Lana said, "Fifty three seconds!"

Monica jumped up off the mat, her face a picture of absolute rage, "Well what do you expect? Using her fat ass to squash me to the mat!"

I just let the insult pass I was having too much fun gloating in her defeat, I couldn't wait to see her reaction to her next one. We both took our positions in the ring and waited for Sarah to shout, "GO"

.	 I lunged at Monica again, except this time instead of meeting me with the same charge she jumped up and rolled over my back landing behind me. I stumbled forward in amazement, what the hell kind of wrestling move was that? Suddenly I felt a stab of pain run up my arm as Monica pulled it up my back. I thrashed out with my other arm but couldn't reach her, to make things worse each time I struggled she pulled it tighter sending more pain through me.

I let out a yell "Aggghhhhh!"

Monica whispered in my ear- "Weren't expecting that were you Joy? "

I quickly tripped her, forcing Monica to release her grip as she fell backwards, Again I was on top of her pinning her shoulders to the mat.

"1...2...3, round 2 Joy!" exclaimed Sarah

I quickly ran forward and pushed Monica. "What the hell was that? That was an illegal move!"

"What the fuck are you on about? That move was totally legitimate, it's Judo duh! The brat retorted

I spoke slowly, "Judo isn't wrestling honey!"

"It is where I come from, not that you'd know anything about real wrestling"

That was it that last insult really got to me, no one insults my talent as a wrestler. And who cares if little miss rich girl was some Judo whiz, she was no match for my wrestling style. (Oh how wrong I was).

"Whatever, let's get the hell on with it shall we?"

We took our positions. Sarah shouted "Ready GO!"

I reached out my hand to grab Monica's wrist, however she was quicker as she my arm, spun her body around, pressed her back to my chest and Judo threw me. The wind was knocked out of me as I hit the mat, before I knew what was happening she was on top of me.

She pressed her palm firmly into my shoulder joint sending a jolt of pain surging through me. My strength left my upper body and all I felt were my shoulders pressing firmly against the mat. I looked up to see Monica grinning above me.

Sarah-"1...2...3, round 3 Monica yeahhh!!!"

There was a gasp from the girls on the bleachers, what was happening? How did she pin me? Even at my last wrestling tournament the one time I was pinned took my a whole 10 minutes to ware me down, not 33seconds! All I could do was play it off as no big deal, I didn't want to give Monica the satisfaction that she had accomplished something great.

So I said to her "You were lucky, you're going to find out how sorry you were for that."

Monica just replied in a little girls voice "Ooo I'm shaking in my little boots (giggle)"

Fifteen minutes had passed in total, just two more rounds to go, it was time to finish this! Once again we took our positions waiting for Sarah's word.

"Ready...GO!"

This time I got a firm hold on Monica's wrist, she tried to pull away but I kept my hold. I spun around and released her, sending Monica wheeling across the ring and landing on her chest. I ran over to jump on her back and keep her down, but suddenly she did a backward roll through my legs once again getting behind me. She jumped up and slid her arms under my shoulders and around the back of my neck, holding me in a full nelson.

Damn, I hated this hold; it is virtually impossible to get out of. Monica drew her arms back forcing me to thrust my chest forward, the cold wet fabric of my bikini top pressed firmly against my tits forcing my nipples to stand on end.

Monica turned me around to face our audience, she yelled out so everyone could hear - "Does this big slut have a pair on her or what?"

All the girls except for Lana started whistling and cheering and laughing. Fuck this was humiliating I had to get out of this hold, I decided to just fall backwards, at least that way the little bitch would break my fall and hopefully I'd knock the wind out of her.

I began to fall and as I fell I felt Monica release me from her full nelson, I breathed a sigh of relief. But my victory was short lived, for instead of landing on Monica I hit the mat with a whack. Monica had moved out from under me just in time, leaving me to my fate with gravity.

Now she was on top of me again, I bridged just in time to prevent myself from being pinned, yet nothing could prepare me for what happened next. I suddenly felt a finger slip under the waist band of my bikini, run over my small dark patch and probe my pussy slit, I was so shocked I forgot about my bridge and fell to the mat.

"1...2...3 round 4 Monica!" said Sarah astonished.

Monica didn't get off me straight away, instead she smiled down seductively at me, moved her thumb to below my pussy, and wormed it into my anus. I saw laughter in her eyes as she slowly drew her hand out of my bikini and slid her index finger and thumb, in and out of her mouth before getting off me.

I jumped to my feet and looked down self-consciously between my legs to my horror I was wet and my pussy juice had slightly soaked through the material. All of a sudden the double doors swung open and in walked Jane the wrestling instructor for the Wrestling Moms Club.

Jane asked, "What's going on in here who are all you girls? Oh hey Joy! Getting in some practice?"

"Oh! Umm yeah Jane this is Monica and this is her friend Sarah who's judging"

The girls on the chairs looked worried, they all knew how Jane felt about having non-wrestling members in her ring

Jane frowned, "Oh well that's fine but I don't know what the rest of you girls are doing here, come on off you all go NOW!"

The girls on the began began to leave sulky faced, Lana made no movement to leave until Jane glared at her until she reluctantly left.

Jane then smiled and said, "Okay girls I'm off for the night, have fun and remember to lock up when you leave, maybe we can get Monica to join the WMC?"

***

Jane left through the double doors leaving me alone with Monica and Sarah. There was a long silence until Monica broke it.

"I believe we have one more round left?"

I swallowed hard, it was all down to this round, I knew I was going to beat her, I had to. I got up off the bench I was sitting on and made my way to the ring. It was 5pm now and as I looked out the upper windows I could see night had fallen.

Monica was leaning against the other side of the ring chatting to Sarah, in their discussion they kept turned their heads to look at me then nod as if agreeing on something, they were obviously talking about me.

I was getting impatient so I yelled out "Hey Carrot you're wasting time!"

Monica retorted "Are you that eager to loose?"

"No I just thought your wig might be itching you so you'd want to get this over with"

Sarah let out a giggle, but Monica quickly shut her up with a kick in the shin

. I approached the center of the ring and Monica did the same.

She looked down between my legs and a grin spread across her face, "Ooh did baby wet herself?"

I glared back "I'm going to get you for that you perverted bitch!"

We went through the usual routine flexing our muscles, stretching our legs. Turning her back to me Monica leaned against the ropes stretching her calf muscles, in this position I got a good look at her ass in those back spandex shorts and her long legs gleaming in the flood lights from her perspiration. She looked even more gorgeous than the first time I met her, and as I stared I suddenly became aware of my pussy rubbing against the fabric of my bikini. I quickly put the sensation past me as Monica entered the center of the ring.

Sarah called out, "Okay girls ready?"

Monica sneered, "You're going to be begging me for mercy by the end of this round sweetie"

I spit the words out, "Don't count on it hun!"

Sarah called, "GO!"

I saw Monica's eyes shift left just as Sarah said 'go' I ran straight forward then suddenly veered left catching her in my arms and in-casing them around her in a tight bear hug

I squeezed Monica tighter confining her arms to her sides until she released a feminine grunt. Suddenly Monica lifted her long legs clean off the mat and wrapped them right around my waist locking them together on the other side getting me in a body scissor.

As I tightened my hold around her waist so did she around mine until we both collapsed on the ring sideways. The impact forced me to release my bear hug but Monica kept her scissor hold around my waist. She then began to move her legs up until they were level with my navel giving her a more secure hold, then wrapping her feet together she began to squeeze.

"Agghhhh!!!!" I gasped

I let out a scream as she started crushing me like a python, I tried to unlock her legs but the grip was too strong so I just hit my fists against the mat to try and cope with the pain.

I looked at Monica, her face revealed the energy she was putting into this move, yet there was also a triumphant flare in her eye. Suddenly when the pain was almost too much to bare Monica released me.

I jumped to my feet and dived on her, Monica was not expecting this and fell flat to the mat under my weight, she bridged just in time with her shoulders half and inch from the mat. She then began to rise a little off the mat using all her strength not to get pinned.

Looking down at her face I saw how sweaty she was from the exertion being put into this round, her red fringe was damp and pasted to her forehead, then I looked at my own body only to realize I was just as sweaty as she.

Suddenly my daydreaming was broken as I felt Monica's body begin to grind under me, I quickly looked back at Monica's face to see her grinning wickedly as her movements became more persistent. My nipples began to harden under the thin bikini fabric, my clit now poking through my swollen pussy folds rubbed against the harsh cotton.

I suddenly realized that Monica's sports bra and spandex shorts were padded inside where as my bikini was not and with horror I saw her plan!

Monica teased, "You (uhhh) like this (Uhhhh) slut? (Uhhhh)

All I could do was moan in reply as I felt an orgasm building inside me. I tried desperately to pin her yet my strength seemed to leave me as Monica's bridge kept getting higher and higher until finally she toppled me.

Dazed from being on the edge of orgasm I just sat there on the mat collecting my senses until I felt a hand pulling me to my feet. Suddenly I was flying through the air and hit the mat with a wack, and again, as Monica repeatedly Judo threw me until I had no sense of up from down.

For a few seconds I lay there flat on my back until I felt Ashly climb on top of me, then she lock her ankles on both my ankles, before I knew what was happening Monica had me secure in a grape vine and I cried out as she literally began to rip me in two. Pain shot up through my legs, I thrust my hips forward arching my whole torso in agony, the pressure of my large tits against my bikini top was too much as the back string snapped letting my breasts burst free of their restraint. They bounced up and down as I tossed and turned in anguish.

I begged,- "(Agghhh)!! Stop! You (aagghhh) BITCH!"

Remarkably she did! With my senses jogged from the pain I suddenly realized I was topless, I crawled for my bikini top but Monica got there first and kicked it out of the ring. I turned to Sarah to protest only to find her gone!

Now on all fours I turned my head to see Monica towering over me.

Monica pointed out,"It's just you and me now sexy! Now, how were you going to get me? (Giggle)"

Monica jumped on me straddling my back, she gave two quick and precise Judo chops to each of my shoulder blades and suddenly my arms went numb and I fell flat on my face. She pulled me up so I was sitting with my legs out in front of me on the mat, then she slid in behind me with her legs either side of mine and held me in a backwards bear hug. She tightened her hold until I was on the verge of fainting then released me.

With my hands laying limply at my sides Monica slipped a hand under each of my breasts and gently cupped them. I felt her hot breath as she moved her mouth just centimeters away from my ear and whispered.

"You see Joy, this is why you shouldn't wear such slutty clothes, with a body like yours you should leave something to the imagination"

All I could do it moan in reply and make a feeble attempt at struggling, but worthless, as her hold was too firm.

Suddenly I felt Monica's hands begin to gently squeeze my breasts and pinch my nipples, I made a more purposed attempt at freeing myself but to no avail.

Monica asked, "Where do you think you're going slut? You have to be punished for being such a bitch to me! Maybe I'll just play with your big juggs a while humm?"

I let out a little defiant "noooo!"

But it was nowhere near enough to stop her as Monica began to slowly but not too gently squeeze and massage my breasts and twist and pinch my nipples. I could feel my pussy beginning to tingle again as I found myself once again on that road to orgasm. Monica began to coo little endearment's into my ear, which set my cunt on fire.

"Um yess! That's it my slut, let baby make your big titties feel good! Why don't you cum for Monica like a good slut?" Monica teased some more.

If I didn't do something soon I was going to cum right there on the mat and all would be lost. I felt blood returning to my arms, and with that I knew I might just have enough strength to break her bear hug.

I counted "1...2...3" And stretched my arms out ward and Monica was thrown backwards, I jumped to my feet but quickly found I did not have enough strength to support my own weight and fell backwards onto the mat. Monica was on me in an instant trying to pin me, yet I was just fast enough to bridge in time.

She pressed her hot sweaty body hard against mine as I dug my elbows into the mat to maintain my bridge. I ran my free hands up and down her slim smooth flanks then over her back; Monica smiled a teasing smile down at me inviting me to venture further. Her cotton sports bra rubbed against my already sensitive nipples adding to the sensation, I watched her sweat slowly run down my breasts and disappear in my cleavage.

Suddenly I felt movement at my hip, I looked down to see Monica's free left hand untying my string bikini bottoms. There was nothing I could do to stop her so I tried to will her to stop with my eyes, Monica simply grinned back and in one hard tug my bikini bottoms were gone

. I was having a hard time maintaining my bridge I could hold out for a little longer but not for long. Monica seemed to be getting irritated by my defiance.

"Think you can still win huh Joy? This will make you think otherwise!"

Suddenly Monica once more drove two fingers and her thumb, deep inside my pussy and my tight circle of muscle, my whole body tensed and I let out a scream.

"(Agghhhhh!) You..you can't do that your bitch!! (ahh) it's cheating!"

Monica in mock seriousness, "If it was cheating the judge would have said something" (Giggle)

Monica thrust her fingers into me faster and faster as she began to finger fuck me to an orgasm. Trying to maintain my bridge I was helpless to stop her, sweat broke out all over my body, my eyes clouded over and I began to spasm uncontrollably with my breasts bouncing up and down on my chest

. I moaned, helplessly, "Ohh fuck! I'm cummming!!!!! Ooooh yes! Yes!"

"Umm yess cum for me my slut! Yes that's it! Wow look at those tits go!"

Monica continued to finger me throughout my whole orgasm, never slacking the pace. As I slowly began to come down from my heights of ecstasy I only had the slightest sense of my shoulders touching the mat. Monica brought her soaking wet hand up to show me. Sucked the juices, and the remnants off her thumb, held the digits under my nose.

"Wow you really are a dirty slut look how much u came! I think I'd better clean you up!"

I just smiled back and watched Monica's pretty little face go down on me. I came once more from her expert tongue and then lay in the middle of the ring with Monica by my side. Although we never told anyone who won that match, both Monica and I know who the better wrestler is and we are no longer enemies but lovers instead.

***

 

As were were walking out of the gym, Monica and I talked a bit. Really got to know one another a little better, since we have been rutting around in each others vagina's it just seem normal.

"	"So, Joy what do you do for a living? Everyone seems to be in the dark on that."

"Actually I am an Advertising Executive here with APEX Inc. Been there for nearly ten years What about you? Born with a silver spoon in your mouth, not much?."

"Well, for starters, Daddy is broke, and that is why we are here in the of the beaten track town. I am a Dental Hygienist, the quickest thing I could get a degree in and start making money when the bottom fell out. It's really not that bad, and I work for a woman dentist and she is really cool."

"Good for you, it is always great if you like what you do for a living."

"Funny thing, I always thought I would like the Marketing or Advertising business, but didn't get to finish college."

I grabbed her nose and tweeked it. Look deep into her eyes and said, "You never know, I may have an opening come up soon. Remind me next week when we practice I let you know. Actually I might know tomorrow."

A broad smile filled Monica's face, a look of real hope.

"Now I am not promising anything, but it's possible. Depending on how a meeting goes tomorrow.

 

 







Part Three -

 

 Bitch Fight By My Rules

 

I watched her kick her legs up on her desk as she began another long break, her fourth of the day. I couldn't believe what kind of shit she got away with in my office - she never did any work, she socialized constantly, and she had even been busted sneaking in the office with her boyfriend just for quick, dirty sex.

She loved to chat about Jordan, the 'big, sexy stud' she was always with, just to make the other girls in the office jealous. Not that she didn't have enough of a body to make the girls jealous - she was 5'7", blonde, blue-eyed, and everything about her was sexy.

I had hired Stephi to run vacations. This week and next she was running Dani's vacation weeks. Dani, as you know is my executive secretary, and close friend. Steffi was certainly no Dani however.

She wore short skirts (which was against office protocol but no one ever said anything,) sleeveless tops (also against office protocol,) and took casual Fridays very seriously the way she was doing today - a skimpy bikini top that barely covered her huge breasts. She was a big busted girl, a fact that she was very proud of, and she showed it off as much as she could.

She leaned back, talking on her cell phone with Jordan for pretty much all afternoon as if she was the only one in the office. She had been here three months and had basically gotten paid to sit around and look sexy. Not that I minded that; I didn't hire her for her brains, though I had hoped for her to get at least some work done. I admit it - I hired her mainly because I like looking at her. Sooner or later, I would have to fire her or reassign her and maybe hire some new eye candy, but I was enjoying her for as long as I could.

I left a note on her desk to tell her that it was time for her review - she was with me for three months, and I guess I had to get her to do something around the office. I wrote just a simple message for her; she was pretty dumb, so I had to keep my messages simple. Hopefully, she could comprehend a note that said:

'Steffi - Meet me at the WMC at 5:00pm.. I'll be waiting. Joy

I was looking forward to talking to her there, she was not a member, but I could bring a guest, if they were potential members. And because I could eye her and she wouldn't know the difference or, at the very least, didn't mind. She told Jordan on the phone that she was used to being checked out by other girls, including all the times she referred to me as a 'dirty lesbo' - a term I loved because it was so right.

What Steffi didn't know was, she was going to be meeting me in a Bitch Fight. I knew she wrestled with Jordan, because she had talked on the phone to her about it. Jordan must usually win, because I heard Steffi complain Jordan would not let her go when she submit, and would torture her long after the fall was decided. I still remember my first Bitch Fight. Anaconda totally destroyed me. I ate more pussy, and lick so much ass in that match. But, she was the best, and I learned well. Every once in a while a woman needs to get straight with another woman, and the best, most satisfying solution comes by way of a down and dirty Bitch Fight. Steffi needed this more than I did.

When it came to girls like her, I was a complete sucker. I loved ditsy, air-headed blonds, who liked to catfight, and Steffi was as dumb as they came. She was 19, just finished high school, and admitted that she got higher grades because of her rack than her work. Her ass was incredible, too; the short skirts she wore left plenty of chances to look at the round, curvaceous, untamed backside that she took almost as much pride in as her pierced tits.

I had seen enough of her to know she had Jordan's name tattooed on her ass; I was guessing she was the subservient type. I consider myself attractive, and if Steffi were a lesbian, I know she would do me; I'm 5'11" and nice boobs with a solid ass of my own.

I'm blessed with a light brown complexion; my mom's Nicaraguan and very sexy, and my dad's from Texas. I've also been told I'm commanding, something I've taken a lot of pride in. I spent the last half-hour of my day sorting through papers and dreaming of what my match with Steffi's would be like if she were into girls, but she talks up Jordan so much that I know she can't be. Too bad, she was getting the full Monte anyway.

Steffi spent it prattling away, even saying she had to go see me for a 'lame work meeting' with me. The end of the day finally came, and I sat on a mat waiting for her in at the club, licking my lips as I got the chance to molest my sexy employee. The way I saw it, if she didn't want to be checked out, she shouldn't dress the way she does.

She walked in, and the door shut behind her - and instantly, she loses her skirt. She doesn't even seem to let it affect her, although she makes it painfully obvious she has only a red, lacy g-string on underneath.

"I guess since we are meeting here, you are planning to wrestle me?" Steffi was not so dumb after all.

As she crosses her legs, she blushes, trying to look embarrassed but clearly loving the fact that she's showing off her body to her 'dirty lesbo' boss. Even though I knew she was straight, I didn't mind - and then her bikini top snapped.

Her massive tits had burst her bikini top, and it fell to the floor, and she was sitting on the mat not even attempting to cover them. Her nipple rings had blue sapphires in them, and her breasts were even more massive when they were bare. I loved them.

I started into the rules, and my first admonition to her was about her long nails, no scratching - no biting, hair pulling and open handed slaps were legal - I had to remind her that it mattered how she faired in the match. As her review grade would be dependent on it..

And then I just winked and told her, 'Actually there really are no rules, You see, Steffi, I'll let you get away with everything because I love dumb blondes.'

Steffi seemed offended at first, but she knew she was dumb, and she had always been proud of it. Guys found it sexy, and Jordan loved how mindless she was. She blushed again and flipped her hair, absolutely loving how impressed I was with her. She called me a 'dirty lesbo' in her next sentence, making it obvious that this was the smartest thing she was capable of saying. She asked me if I wanted to see more - the fucking tease.

I declined, mainly because I love g-strings and heels, and she said something after that that made me realize that it was coming off anyway.

Out of her mindless mouth came, 'Jordi's taking me to a strip club tonight. So let's not scratch up the faces alright?'

I knew of no guy who went by 'Jordi' or took his girlfriend to a strip club. I licked my lips and asked her which one, and she smiled and told me, We're going to Cheetah Girls -- oh no. Did I just say that?'

Cheetah Girls was an all-female strip club that was very ritzy and didn't allow men in the door. I knew Steffi's secret - Jordan wasn't her boyfriend, as she claimed. Jordan wasn't a big, muscular guy, and those pictures on her desk were fakes. Steffi was a dirty lesbo like me - and Jordan owned her.

I seized my opportunity and told her firmly, 'Stand up, lesbo. I want kick you ass and make you eat me..'

She denied that she was a lesbian and that she simply misspoke, saying that Jordan was taking her to...Chaps for Girls or something she just made up on the spot, someplace that there's no way any guy would take her to.

I smiled and reiterated, 'I don't buy it, lesbo. Now stand up, slut. Your girlfriend owns your ass, and I'm about to also. When we're done, my name will be on your other cheek.'

She told me she only had Jordan's name on her ass because 'he' had her name on 'his.' So I decided to cross her thoughts up, something very easy to do to a dumb blonde - and I asked her when Jordan's shift was over tonight.

She smiled and replied, 'Jordan doesn't strip anymore after Cheetah Girls -- oh no, did I just say that?'

Too late, lesbo. And with that, she was mine. I reiterated my order one more time, and this time, she obeyed, her bare tits jiggling as she stood up. and her big, beautiful ass did the same. She was mine. The cheating bitch got her ass smacked by her tough, horny Latina boss. I had her in a front headlock. The dumb blonde was bent over and I worked my hands between the crack on her ass; she simply wiggled her ass, my sought out and found her tight, puckered circle of muscle. I rubbed all around the opening, brought my finger to my mouth, moistened it, and returned to her nether hole.

I slid in with only a slight bit of resistance then the sphincter seemed to suck it inside.

I put her hands behind her back and secured them under the straps of her G-String; I kept it waiting for the day I would dominate my blonde beauty, and the day had arrived. Her hands were pinned behind her back, she was at my mercy - and from the way she groaned for me, she couldn't have been happier about it.

I wanted to know what her beloved Jordan did to her - not that I was out of ideas, but just out of curiosity to see how experienced she was. Steffi was very detailed in her descriptions of what Jordan did - every punishment started out with a spanking, I preferred to penetrate her anus, same general area I guessed.. Jordan would work her ass real good until until she cried like a bitch, and when she was done crying, she was made to strip to a pair of heels and stockings and 'catfight' with Jordan.

Of course, Steffi's hands were always tied, and she had a gag in her mouth, so she was always at a disadvantage; that plus Jordan's strength advantage meant that Steffi always lost. Steffi told me that the rules of cat fighting were simple and that Jordan was an expert - two girls wrestle, one wins, and the loser tongues the winner to orgasm.

Of course, she really was as dumb as she looked; I knew exactly what cat fighting was and was pretty good at it. What she didn't know was that I played by a little different rules, and that I was extremely well-versed in Jordan's brand of cat fighting. I myself like a little competition.

Steffi was about to find out just how much of a 'dirty lesbo' I really was. I told her that, like her battles with Jordan, this was Bitch Fight, and I get to make the rules. The strap was not needed, her wrists unbound, and she had to fight in stilettos, which I didn't need to provide because she was wearing a pair now..

Also, the fight was over when I said it was - and I decided who won. She told me that Jordan made her fight blindfolded, but she was familiar with the rest - except what I told her . I told her that, if she won, she could have my job and I'd be her personal assistant, I'd dress in a g-string and heels, and she could do as she pleased with me.

Both of us knew she wasn't going to win. However, in addition to making her eat my pussy after I beat her, I was expecting my name to be tattooed on her other ass cheek, and I reminded her that there was plenty of room for it. It bears lots of repeating just how big her ass really is, and I absolutely love it. I didn't say anything about my plans for her job, but after this, she was definitely going to be right under my thumb.

This stuck-up, ditzy blonde lived to serve. I finished up her fingering her ass...grudgingly, of course; her ass was like heaven, and I could jerk it around and watch it bounce all day. I loved the way her sexy g-string split her voluptuous ass cheeks and how I knew that was really all she needed to feel dressed. Her G-cup pierced tits took care of themselves, and she didn't mind showing off the sapphires in her nipple rings. I was a little curious about how she was able to afford them on her income, but I assumed Jordan was rich.

I changed quickly into my catfighting outfit - leather lingerie and boots as well as a leather cat mask. I love dressing in leather; it makes me look and feel so intimidating. Steffi didn't know this, but I was undefeated in my catfighting circle, even humiliating other Mistresses, and the rule about taking down a Mistress is a good one - you get the Mistress and her slave.

I told Steffi that the fight was on, and I started out by slapping her hard across the face. She didn't respond and tried to break and run - she knew if she did run, they are usually so battered and bruised that they end up losing anyway, and the fight just goes back on until the Mistress decides to claim her prize.

A solid slap to the stomach sent Steffi to the mat, and I took a step and launched myself onto her prone body.

"Ooofff! Burst from Steffi's mouth.

Wrapping my ankles around her legs, while she was too winded to put up fight, a grapevine her legs and raised up and put as much pressure into the hold as possible. I grunted like an animal, I wanted to split her apart, until she passed out.

"Ooowwww! Ohhhh! Ahhhhh!" she screamed in horrendous pain.

This got my juices flowing, I pushed my cunt into her captive crotch and rubbed up and back. The power of my grapevine eased up, while I did my lewd rubbing against her cunt. Steffi began to respond with moaning, softly at first, then gradually getting louder as her passion built inside her.

She was failing miserably at trying to free herself, and I now was sucking her tits and licking her face in attempts to get her off. I was amazed that she took it as well as she did; clearly, she was used to being roughed up by Jordan, and she didn't give in like a little bitch. I grabbed her nipple rings, and she squealed through clenched teeth, but took it; clearly her tits were used to being tortured, and I loved that. She was dumb, submissive, and lived for pain. I pinned her against the mat and then slapped her tits around.

Tiring of this, I pulled her to her feet, slammed my pointed boot into her crotch. Almost falling. She wasn't going down yet, and watching her fight to stay standing was so wonderful.

She tried to evade my hold, a well applied full nelson, to no avail; Ilocked it in really well and had never had a girl come close to escaping. I've seen inexperienced Mistresses do a sloppy job of applying holds; in rare cases, the slave can overpower her Mistress, and then the Mistress becomes the slave. That wasn't happening here.

She was continuing to try to escape; meanwhile, I was punishing her more and more. I threw her back to the mat. She landed on her stomach, allowing me to punished her ass some more. As much as I enjoyed playing with her tits, I'm an ass woman until I die. And she had a fantastic one - so big, so plump, and so bite-able . I didn't need a paddle. I lived for feeling my biting into her massive ass cheeks, especially right in the spot where my name would soon be tattooed. Her ass was bright red after the biting I gave her, and I licked my lips as I admired her punished ass, which matched her lacy g-string in color.

I forced her to her knees and slapped her some more. Then I looked down at her as she began to try to defy me. In her latest attempt to escape... ...I couldn't help but notice that the Steffi had pissed in her g-string. It was soaked with her slave piss, and clearly it needed to come off. I pulled it off and laid it with her other discarded clothes; I loved the fact that she would now have to walk out of the gym naked.

I smiled as I told her, 'You like that, don't you, bitch? Open wide,' I said as I pinched her nostrils closed and her mouth opened, I stripped off my leather thong.

Instinctively, she licked my pussy, but this wasn't what I had in mind for her. I let loose a hot stream of pee into her waiting slut mouth. I got some on her lips, but most of it went directly in. I filled her mouth as I let loose with the pee that I had been holding for her since before I brought her in for her review, knowing it was going straight into her mouth.

Steffi swallowed every drop like a good little bitch; she had to be experienced at sucking piss down, and she had to know she would be getting more experience from me. I wasn't about to take any more pee breaks; if I needed to pee; I would be using her. She dried off her mouth with her tongue and lapped up the last bit of pee from between my legs; without being told, she began to eat my pussy.

I clenched my legs together and all but forced my kneeling slave to lick faster. I laid down on the mat and continued to let her pleasure me, which she seemed to love more than anything; I hadn't even ended the catfight, and she already decided she had lost. This was the mark of a true slave. She loved the verbal abuse I heaped on her as I called her all kinds of names, like 'piss-drinking slut' and 'cheating slave bitch.' She wasn't really cheating, since I started everything, but she wasn't stopping me, and she absolutely loved it.

I began to climax, but I showed very little emotion; I didn't moan or scream because I was calling her a bitch. I wanted a strong, powerful climax from the nasty, piss-drenched slave, and I wasn't settling for less.

I squeezed the slut's head between my legs as she licked like she had never licked before. I avoided melting into the orgasm my bitch was giving me and that I would no doubt deny her; I had to maintain my status as the one who owned her. It wasn't hard, of course; she willingly took all the punishment I dished out. As I was finished with her, I picked her up and threw her against the mat again, making her expect more abuse and more rough treatment, especially for her tits.

I took off my leather bra and stepped over to where she was prone on the mat. I slapped her face one last time... ...and then I kissed her. This time, I decided to let myself melt; she was an incredible kisser. I knew she was incredible at lots of things, including pleasing women, but I momentarily didn't care as I enjoyed her tongue touching mine. I broke character for a moment and told her she was a great kisser. She smiled and told me the same as we continued to tongue-wrestle.

She broke the kiss and explained that she had to be at her other job at seven. She explained that she was a stripper on the side and made more money there than here, and she loved both jobs. She supported Jordan, who dominated her financially as well as physically, mentally, and sexually; Jordan stayed home all day, watched lesbian porn, had other girls over, and enjoyed life, and she and Steffi loved it that way.

She put on her skirt and left with me; her top was broken and her g-string was soaked in piss, so she left them. I dropped her at her other job, with a promise that I would be back for her to get her that tattoo I wanted her to have...and for another round of Bitch Fighting..

Steffi told me,"I like your catfight rules.".

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

Mothers Wrestling Club: Better Than Sex!




Part One




 

Wrestling with a Problem

 

She had this system for getting exactly what she wanted out of people. Brittany and her boyfriend were laying on her bed, recovering from a rather physical fuck session. And as she recovered she became very playful. At first it began with her tickling Mark, until he got angry. Then she grabbed his limp dick, that had been raging hard 10 minutes ago. She pulled a bit too hard and really pissed him off.

"Brit, will you stop?" he whined, "That hurts, quit, I mean it."

"You gonna make me stud? What are you gonna do with this thing?" she tugged sharply at his slick tiny member.

Mark pulled her hand away and rolled on top of her and pinned her arms to the mattress, he was really pissed and she was loving every minute of it. She had intentionally provoked this little tussle.She liked wrestling, and she felt she could beat him, she was tired of pounding on Tiffany all the time. Tiffany was Brittany's best friend and also her wrestling partner. Tiffany always put up a good struggle but in the end Brittany was the winner.

Brittany grapevined, Marks legs and rolled him over leaving him on his back and her on top spreading his legs wide. He tried to escape, but Brit had caught him off guard and really had him trapped. A situation she relished, and her prone boyfriend hated.

"Come on Mark, let's wrestle, I think I can take you." Brit taunted. Accentuating each word with a thrust of her crotch against his now slightly stiffening cock.

"No!"

"Come on Pussy!"

"No, I might hurt you. Stop I mean it.

As much as Mark protested, Brittany just smiled and using her wet, slick pussy frottaged his dick to a fully erect state. With that happening, Brittany changed her thoughts to something just a physical and close, but much more satisfying.

Mark had escaped being humiliated by his aggressive girlfriend. He hoped the subject didn't come up again.

 

***

Brittany, at .5'4', 132lbs., was a sultry, exotic, brunette. She had soft olive skin, a full figure, just tad bit of baby fa still, brown eyes, long lashes, nice boobs and ass, bit of a tummy. She is a nineteen years old, coed at a small college. Brittany has the , the sexy look of Mila Kunis, a real flirt and very competitive

The past few years she developed an interest in wrestling and would watch YourTube videos of submission wrestling holds which she and her equally voluptuous blonde friend, Brittany, practice on each other in private. Following their yoga class and once everyone left, they get Brittany's iPad out, view some cool moves, and go to work on each other. They started dressed in their yoga attire and what a beautiful sight they were, firm young bodies straining against each other. Lately however they have begun wrestling nude, by mutual consent, enjoying the feel of their skin to skin contact of their nude bodies as they play wrestle

Occasionally a errant hand or finger would probe an anus or vagina, but is quickly withdrawn when someone squeals. They are close to sex but don't know how to approach each other so they wrestle, satisfied with the erotic feeling the holds produce. Nothing was serious until one evening Brittany got mad at Brittany and placed her in a stomach scissors, crushed her until she was screaming her submission.

Feeling mean, she then placed her friend in a sleeper and put her out. Brittany had her first taste of domination wrestling and liked it! Strangely, Tiffany too, turn on to the idea, and soon their practice sessions got to be pretty rough,

Brittany learned new tricks like making sure her asshole and vagina were good and nasty so that as she lowered her crotch over Tiffany's' face the young blonde would wrinkle her nose in disgust and loose her concentration, Brittany had yet to set her pussy directly on her face, but was looking forward to the opportunity.

As the Two beauties gained wrestling experience, so their skill level grew so that soon Brittany became very cocky and a little anxious to challenge other women. She definitely had one in mind. Meghan Moore, Professor Meghan Moore!

***

 

The 41 years old Professor Moore, a woman ,tall, statuesque, mature, full bosomed, large spreading ass, large thighs, round plump tummy, long slender neck, ash blonde, 5'9", 148 lbs ., She is an instructor at the same university where Brittany is a sophomore. In fact, Brittany is in one of her classes. Rumors about the fulsome Professor hinted she had held some unsavory jobs to help get through college and graduate school.

Professor Moore, or Dr. Moore, took a dislike to the sexy brunette the first day, she didn't know why she disliked her but, she had been trying to irritate her all semester in the hopes the youngster would want to fight, No one knew Meghan's past, or that she liked women so well so she had to be careful. Her earlier life was littered with stories of altercations with other women and that she was capable of some real violent behavior, few of her opponents ever got the best of her. She loved making them suffer.

Our story begins with Professor Moore and Brittany in class one fine spring afternoon. Brittany has been taking an Anthropology class the good doctor teaches and has been questioning and challenging her teacher all semester building a mutual dislike. Their activities carried out beyond the classroom, to campus parties, the cafeteria, and most-of all the gym where they both work out. Dr. Moore had been teasing and baiting the young beauty at every chance-keeping her secret life under wraps. She loved to make a game of bating and infuriating her future opponents before crushing them in hand to hand combat.

Both women had watched each other exercise, evaluating the other's strength and stamina. Meghan was tall and stunning in her yoga pants as she slowly worked hey full body. Brittany, her ripe round body bouncing as she energetically stretched even further when she felt Meghan watching her. She wanted to intimidate this older bitch. The Professor would go out of her way to bump or shove the young coed.

Each time sneaking a feel of her firm body. Back in class she would stretch and throw her breasts out in front of Brittany in a mocking taunt, further aggravating her young student Finally Brittany couldn't take it anymore. She had picked up the pace of her wrestling practice and in a match for real the night before bent, crushed, squeezed, and twisted Brittany bringing her to several submissions before putting her out in the grand finale with a sleeper hold on her slender neck.

She felt confident and ready, in fact so sure of herself, she looked forward to the holds she would make this older bitch suffer in. It was time to force a showdown...little did she know! Wearing a provocative half sweater and leggings which accentuated her full ripe young body to its best, she stayed after class that evening. 

 

	"Dr. Moore. I would like to talk with you," she said.

 

	"Yes Brittany, I think we should, come to my office", responded her prey.

The statuesque ash blonde led the way! Choosing chairs across from each other. She wanted to looked this little shit in the eye as she toyed with her.

 

	"Well", started Brittany, "it seems you don't like me and go out of your way to humiliate and criticize me. All you have been on my case and I am really pissed off, I know you are my teacher, so why or what are you trying to do?" 

 

	Meghan eyed the coed in front of her, admiring her sultry brunette looks. She momentarily dreamed of Brittany on her back, nude, between her squeezing legs, screaming and moaning as she was unmercifully SQUEEZED in a stomach scissors...oh those lips, that tongue, aoohhhh how she could eat and lick me. Meghan couldn't help the smile on her face as she came back to reality.

 

	"Damn it, did you hear me, answer me," demanded Brittany

 

	"Oh yes, now honey, what makes you think I don't like you" teased the teacher.

 

	"Quit fucking with me Dr. Moore, now I know you don't like me and I want to know why", hissed the irritated coed.

 

	"My oh my, such language for a beautiful girl, well Sweet Pea, if you must know I think little girls like you are spoiled bitches and should learn some manners", responded Meghan, "I really don't care if you are mad or not, besides, what are you going to do about it", she taunted

.

	"My name is Brittany, not Sweet pea, and I am fed up with you...let's put this on a woman to woman level, not student teacher, Okay?", she asked.

 

	"Fine Honey, but I think you mean girl to woman - Meghan teased. As she talked she leaned back, crossed her legs and began pumping her upper leg in a nervous kicking motion. She was getting excited over what was coming next, the stupid little thing had no idea she was dealing with a skilled woman wrestler.

 

 

	"I still don't know what you are trying to do, or what you are going to do, after all, I am still the woman here honey", said Meghan with a pout. She was really laying it on.

 

 

	"Okay, you have really pissed me off. Here is a challenge for you, but first, have you ever wrestled another woman before Ms., Meghan?" asked Brittany.

 

 

	Meghan's heart jumped. What, wrestle, let alone wrestle another woman, ME WRESTLE?" hhhee ha ha ha, "Oh you are too funny sweet pea, wrestle", Meghan laughed. Inside she was wild with excitement.

 

	"Yes wrestle, and stop laughing, I'm serious, wrestle. The women of ancient Greece on the island of Lesbos wrestled for sport and other things. I am not referring to what they have on TV., no not that. What I mean is real hand and leg to body contact wrestling. I challenge YOU to a private wrestling match, just you and me Dr. Moore" Brittany

said, staring into Meghan's eyes.

 

	"My little darling, I think you are serious. What makes you think I know anything about something so un-lady like as wrestling another woman, especially you", taunted Meghan.

 

	"I didn't think you did, I am new to it also, but I like the feel of my body as it stretches and strains in a match. We can go three falls at a private ring I know of. Three falls that is or until you cannot stand my holds, what's the matter Dr. Moore, afraid of a little thing like me?" teased Brittany as she stood up and stretched in front of her intended victim. "do you want to try me or are you too old?"

	

	"I still cannot believe you want me to wrestle with you, ugh, how un-lady like", whined Meghan.

 

	Brittany was rapidly talking her way into a night of agony at the hands of the darker side of the Professor.

 

	"Yes for the last time wrestle, you look like you could use some exercise," replied Brittany, beginning to lose her patience.

 

	"But those awful people on TV, they scream and yell and throw each other, I am surprised you would do that Brittany."

 

	"It's not like that you stupid woman", Brittany laughed, "We act like ladies in the ring and I will just apply wrestling holds to you until are too tired to continue...there is no screaming, hitting, hair pulling or any of that, just you and me hand to hand."

 

"I really cannot believe you want me to, ugh, wrestle with you, what if certain things get in the way", questioned Meghan as she looked at Brittany's tits.

 

	"Well usually they don't, but mine are so big I use them, not like yours"' laughed the brunette coed.

 

	"How disgusting Brittany, can't we settle this some other way?" asked Meghan, feigning fright.

 

 

	"Hurmph, quit stalling, let me give you a sample now, " replied Brittany as she stood and went for Meghan.

 

	"No no no please, no don't hurt me.. Okay, sit down. I'll wrestle you but don't tell anyone. What do we wear?" whimpered Meghan.

 

	"Anything is fine. I am going to wear my new swim suit and socks. The mat is soft and the room is hot so we will sweat as we wrestle. Afraid to show your body?" taunted the youngster.

 

	"I'll have to think this over, when do you want to meet?" asked Meghan.

 

	"Today is Friday, let's make it tomorrow, about noon?"

 

	"That's pretty sudden, where did you have in mind to hold this exhibition. I have to check my calendar, then maybe I will see you there" responded Meghan.

 

	"We have plenty of time Meghan, you are going to be sorry you teased me all semester, and to your other question I have an ideal location, it's called the Wrestling Mothers Club with a full size ring." snarled Brittany.

 

"Oh my, you are a mean one aren't you sweet pea, please be gentle on me, remember, I am just doing this for you," pouted Meghan, beside herself with excitement.

 

	Brittany got up and left. As soon as she was gone Meghan made several phone calls. She invited Tiffany, Sandra, Didi, Andrea, Weather, Sarah, and their friends to come watch. She told them to give her an hour with Brittany first so she would be softened up for the other mid morning tag match. She had already set up for Brittany's friend to be her tag partner, and Women's Soccer Coach, Andrea to be Brittany's partner for the main event. She had everything in the car and her locker she needed for her match.

 

***

 

 

Noon at the private Wrestling Mothers Club ring,

 

	Brittany had been waiting for nearly an hour and was beyond mad, she was convinced the old bitch had chickened out...she couldn't wait to tease her. That's Okay, she thought, I'll get her in her office. She didn't know that in less than an hour she would be on the mat, screaming, in agony as Dr. Moore applied her repertoire of submission holds to her young body. Again the teacher would teach, this time however, prolonged painful wrestling holds would be her tools.

 

	For the present Brittany was cocky, confident and beautiful in her short robe. True to form, her ass hole and vagina reeked sweat and of her juice as she got herself as nasty as possible with some clever finger play, she dreamed of her teacher's nose buried in her, wrapping her arms around the fine neck of the older woman and putting pressure on her until she collapsed and passed out. She wished her teacher would get there,

 

	Finally the door opened and Meghan walked in, gorgeous in her white ass length robe. From her hair, to her makeup, her magnificent body to her bare legs and feet, she was stunning. Brittany admired her beauty and was grateful she couldn't wrestle, There was something about the way Meghan climbed in the ring, it seemed so natural!

 

	"Its about time Meghan, l don't like to be kept waiting, by anyone! Are you ready to wrestle me, lets start!" challenged Brittany.

 

	"Well I guess, but don't we need a referee? If you don't mind, I asked a friend here at the gym, Sarah, you know her from class, she said she would for us.

 

	She's outside, call I in? After all, I don't want you to hurt me in our wrestling match", pleaded Meghan.

 

	"Yeah. Okay, let's start". Said Brittany, anxious to start.

 

	Meghan opened the door and Sarah walked in. She recognized Brittany and said hello.

 

	The two climbed into the ring. Sarah was wearing a string bikini and looked very good. She went over to Brittany and they visited as Meghan stretched. Soon she went to the ring center and called the two wrestlers for their instructions. Brittany had never been in an actual bout before and loved the ceremony. Sarah knew what she was doing but was giggling as she talked.

 

	Brittany went to her corner and slid off her robe. Her full ripe young body was magnificent in the purple string bikini she was wearing the material barely covered the large puffy labia that stuck out through the thin cloth. The string disappeared up, the ass crack in the back, and her lack of pubic hair formed a perfect Camel Toe that stuck out around the front patch over her young pubis.

She hadn't showered since the night before and between that and some finger stimulation, there was a dark spot on the purple patch that covered her vagina as her pussy oozed a musky

secretion.

 

	Brittany locked her big brown eyes on Meghan, hoping to intimidate her as she slowly and sensuously stretched her full young body...she was spectacular!

 

	Meghan dropped her robe to reveal a brief roman tunic type suit with a short fringe waist skirt. Fabric crossed to cover her mature breasts and her broad hips and ass. To Brittany's puzzlement however, she saw the older wrestler did not have on any panties...her clean shaven pussy peeked dropped below the skirt and two, large, full pink vaginal lips peeked out of the smooth V between her legs.

 

	"Uh Meghan did you forget the rest of your suit?" laughed Brittany.

 

	"Why no Sweet Pea. I always wrestle like this!" exclaimed Meghan, wide eyed in mockery.

 

	"Always wrestle, what, WHAT?, what do you mean, you told me you couldn't wrestle!" exclaimed the started young coed.

 

	"I lied to you honey, ever heard of the "Wrestling Ninja"?. Asked Meghan

 

	Yes I saw her on a cable TV channel, she really is a bitch, she destroyed her opponent, she hurt her much more than she needed to. The poor girl was almost unconscious and the bitch kept putting her in holds for the next thirty minutes, how do you know her?" asked Brittany, beginning to feel the first waves of fear.

 

	"This mask and wig look familiar?" asked the older wrestler, waving her disguise.

 

	"OH SHIT! YOU ARE THE WRESTLING NINJA?, that can't be, oh no!" yelled the scared coed.

 

	"Too late honey, yes it's me, your nice Dr. Moore, college teacher by day, female wrestler by night!" laughed Meghan. 	"Remember, you aren't going to hurt me tonight."

 

	"You are right because I am leaving. I am not going to wrestle you tonight or any other time", replied Brittany.

 

	"Wait honey, you aren't afraid of little old me are you? Well, come on, wrestle the shit out of me, make me scream a submission!" taunted Meghan. "We have a referee, She'll make sure the match is fair."

Brittany was now certain she had been set up, and it was her own fault. What would she do. Maybe she should follow her instincts and get the hell out of Dodge. So what if everybody in the Gym knew the feud between the two women, she should eat crow and scram. But then again, what a thrill if I can sit on that bitches face, even if I lose, it might be worth it. She finished her internal debate and told herself, I don't need to win, just wipe the smirk off the old broads face.

 

	"Well, Okay, you are really a bitch, yeah, lets wrestle, I am going to make you hurt," retorted Brittany.

 

	They had agreed to wrestle 15 minute time limits and at Sarah's bell slowly walked to the center of the ring. The match began!

 

	The stunning exotic sultry young brunette coed vs. the experienced statuesque older ash blonde, two magnificent wrestlers. Warily Brittany put her hand out to make contact before she locked up with her older opponent, Meghan took her hand and intertwined her fingers through the young hand. Brittany sensed the woman's strength and thought, "Oh shit, I'm in trouble!"

 

	Meghan watched her young opponent and loved the way her tits bounced in the flimsy purple bra as they vied for position for the first hold. She began to get the impression the teenager was more than just a little sexually aroused as she postured her body in the tentative hand holding.

 

	Right at the start, Meghan took the initiative and tightening her grip on Brittany, rolled and deftly flipped the startled girl.

 

	Wham!

 

	"OOowwwoooossshh, aauuuggghh", exclaimed the Brittany as the air was forced out of her lungs. Her full body shook as it hit the canvas, her large tits barely staying in the bra.

 

	Meghan walked over to her and grabbing her by the hair, brought her up and flipped her again, and again, and again. Four times she brought the young body slamming to the mat, each time weakening the young brunette.

 

	Thoroughly stunned, she then stood Brittany up and walked her to her corner where she collapsed to her knees.

 

	"Oh sweet pea, need a little rest? We really haven't begun, oh honey that's okay, Meghan will be good to you do my legs feel good as they massage your lovely head?" taunted Meghan as, while teasing the stunned girl wrestler she bent her head and placed it between her strong, plump thighs in a standing head scissors.

 

	"This is a standing head scissors honey, you are right, my legs are soft, and how do they feel?" she teased.

 

	"AAAArrruuggghhh aaarrruugghh ooohhh stop ooowww, your legs are like steel Maarrgieee, aarruuuuggghhhh," wailed the captured coed.

Brittany summoned every bit of strength she had left and stood straight up. The older woman, taken by surprise, flew head first into the turnbuckle stunning her. Meghan fell to the mat onto her back, trying to shake the cobweb out of her head, and moved to get up. Brittany realized this was her only chance, and dove head first onto the prostrate wrestler. A near perfect body splash that cause a WHOOSH of breath from Meghan. Brittany, focused on her task, wasted little time, scooting back toward her opponents face, slid her ripe crotch across her mouth.

Brittany laid on the body beneath her, tucked her feet under Meghan's still spinning head, and wrapped her arms completely around the older woman's torso. Now it was time to wipe that smirk of that bitches face.

Meghan's head was securely trapped under the wet soppy crotch that was sliding up and back across her nose and mouth. The pungent odor emanating from Brittany's pussy, nearly caused the Professor to pass out. She had missed the first of two orgasms Brittany had had at her expense by was beginning to get her head clear, and in desperation she did the only desperate act possible trapped the ways she was. She opened her mouth, stuck her tongue out, and felt around for the right spots, then bit down as hard as she could on the left labia of the woman on top fo her.

"AAAArrruuggghhh aaarrruugghh ooohhh stop ooowww, you bitch, no fair" screamed Brittany. Rolling off of Meghan to escape the sharp teeth of her opponent, she gave Meghan just enough time to regain her footing and reapply the deadly standing scissors.

 

	Finally Sarah came over and tapped Meghan on the shoulder for release. Giving her trapped victim a final squeeze, the large ash blonde uncrossed her legs and sauntered to her corner where she turned and looked at her young opponent with a taunting smirk. Sarah let the stunned regain her senses, as she didn't want the evening to end so soon.

 

	Brittany, for some unknown reason, had almost enjoyed the dominating feel of the strong legs of Meghan as they encircled her head and squeezed her. And she achieved the single goal she had set for herself. She smeared that bitches face with the bio hazard aroma of her cunt. Even in defeat she found a silver lining. 

 

	"So that's what Brittany feels when I scissor her, hmmm, I wonder if her pussy waters like mine is now, "she mused.

 

	She was feeling very sexy and having recovered her senses, was again ready to wrestle.




Part Two

Part Two

Marking Her Territory

 

Meghan had thoroughly out wrestled and dominated Brittany in their first bout. The older wrestler had returned to her corner, she asked for a towel and a bottle of water. Wetting the towel with the water, she did the best she could to remove the remnants of Brittany's deadly cunt and ass from her face. Then she waited, arms draped over the ropes, relaxing her full body for the next fall. Brittany was lying flat on the mat in her corner, her new partner Andrea and massaging strength back into her abused young body. The tag match was going to start in a few minutes.

 

	Whispering encouraging words into her ear, as well as some wrestling advice, she gradually brought back the sobbing sultry young wrestler back to normal. ..She had really taken a beating at Meghan's hands and was somewhat demoralized.

"I did make her eat my pussy though", mumbled Brittany with a faint smile.

Andrea nodded stoically, "Yep, you sure marked your territory on her face girl."

 

	The next bout would bring Andrea and Brittany, against Meghan and Tiffany or Tiff. Andrea and Brittany could almost be twins were it not for their age difference. Andrea was pushing her late thirties. Both had beautiful sultry faces, semi permed brunette hair, full, ripe, voluptuous bodies, and an overall sensual aura that turned men and women on when they were present.

Andrea was an experienced wrestler who specialized in technical submission holds of all types. She had reduced many opponents to a screaming, crying submission as she applied her holds. realized Brittany had very strong legs and encouraged her to take the initiative in the next fall and put her scissors to work.

Meghan's new partner Tiffany . She is young, 20, tall, 5'6", fairly heavy 136lbs., stunning blonde. Muscular legs with some fat, broad spreading ass, round tummy, full large tits, hair done up and full makeup, she could be in the movies.

 

	She wore a pink string bikini which barely covered her lush curves. Her large tits standing up and out and her broad ass stretching the thin fabric of the bikini bottom. Her pubic mound and vaginal lips were clearly outlined by the tight fabric.

Standing next to Meghan the two were an awesome pair; both were larger than their brunette rivals, and Meghan by far the meaner, but Tiffany was new and was not that familiar with the holds. Her scissors was good but she had a hard time applying it as she didn't know how to position her opponents yet. She is friends with Brittany and her nude wrestling partner. In the wrestling world, Tiffany was a jobber.

 

	Brittany had recovered and was standing, glaring at Meghan. Sarah explained the rules to the newcomers and then rang the bell to start the match. The first two to wrestle would be Andrea vs. Tiffany.

 

	Both women approached the ring center and began to circle. Brittany's broad ass jiggling as she bounced. Suddenly they came together and locked up, Andrea applied an arm lock then used it to flip Tiff.

 

	Wham! Thud! The big young blonde hit the mat, sitting up as she was met by Andrea who immediately applied an arm lock then used it to flip Tiff. Thud! The entire body of the blonde shook with the impact, momentarily stunned she sat up only to be placed in the arm lock again, stood up and flipped again. This went on for several times until she was stunned and weakened so she couldn't stand up.

Andrea ran to her corner and tagged Brittany who immediately ran in and applying an arm lock to the same hurting arm of the blonde, stood her up and with a yell flipped her again.

 

 

	Wham! Thud! Again Tiffany saw stars as she hit the canvas, by now her entire body hurt from the impact of the flips. Brittany was on her in an instant. She applied an arm lock to the same arm only this time she didn't flip her opponent, she applied pressure to the bent and hurting arm.

Tiffany screamed out with the pain which encouraged Brittany to increase the pressure. The stunning young blonde was sitting on her big spread ass with Brittany kneeling next to her pressure to the bent arm that was twisted and bent back and up over her shoulder.

 

 

	Brittany smiled then broke into a giggle as Tiff pleaded for mercy Brittany continued to throttle the arm, intending to damage it so that Brittany would only be able to use her other arm, and that the sultry young brunette did. Brittany began crying real tears of pain as Brittany looked at Andrea and smiled, her full lips parted in exertion.

 

 

	Brittany next stood Tiffany up, throttled the twisted arm. Then pulling her backwards, slammed her to the mat, keeping the torturous hold applied.

 

 

	"Want to try my legs sweetie or do you want me to keep hurting your arm", giggled Brittany to her suffering opponent.

 

 

	"Ohhh OOoohhh mmyyy arrmmm pleassse Brittany, sstoppp. yourrr hurting meee sooo, ooowwww oowwwww pleeeeease Brittany," wailed the suffering young blonde.

 

 

	"Oh honey it only hurts when I do this",

Brittany laughed as she brought the captured arm up and back even further. The sultry young brunette sat next to her captive and wrapped her strong legs around the plump, tender young stomach of the beautiful blond e teenager. She locked her ankles and positioned her thighs and calves so that they would cause maximum pressure on the tender young stomach they encircled. With a sudden jerk and squeeze, she snapped her scissors in place.

 

 

	"OOOOOfffffff aaaaarrruuuugghhhh eeeeooowwwwww aaaarryruugghhhh", gasped and moaned Tiffany as Brittany tightened her legs. oohhhhh Brittany, arrruughhhh, yourrr legggss are like steeeel, arruughhh, ooohh pleeeeasee stooohhhhhpppp, arrruughhh," wailed Tiffany as her tormentor coiled her legs around her like a python.

 

 

	Brittany was loving it, she was getting even for the humiliation she suffered at the hands of Meghan and Tiffany was paying for her last bout!

 

 

	It didn't take long for Tiffany to begin to get light headed as the pain in her twisted arm and the breath being squeezed out of her by Brittany's legs all took their toll, Brittany sensed this and when Tiffany stopped wailing and her head slumped forward she released the captured arm, unlocked her legs and quickly rolled Tiffany over onto her belly. She bent the same tortured arm back and up into a severe hammer lock which brought a shriek from her opponent.

She then released the arm, went quickly to her head, rolled the limp blonde's full body onto her belly, she also rolled onto her plump stomach, opened her legs, scooted down until the blonde's head was up against her crotch, then reached back and lifted her groggy head so that it was just above her legs.

With the blonde beauties head now between her thighs, she locked her ankles and snapped her legs shut, perfectly setting her reverse head scissors. Tiffany was hers and she intended to show these women what she could do.

 

	Tiffany felt as if a velvet vice had constricted around her head. Her face was against Brittany's hard buttocks and the youngster's meaty thighs were crushing her head. She slapped the mat with her hands and beat her feet in agony as Brittany tightly coiled her legs, increasing pressure, then, squeezing, then ease, and so it went. With her face firmly held up against the tight buttocks, Her nose became slightly wedged in Brittany's pungent ass crack.

Brittany thought she could smell something and right she was, as Brittany didn't clean herself after rubbing her cunt on Meghan's face, making full use of her young ass hole too. Soon Tiff would be introduced to Brittany's nasty sweaty, girl juice crotch smother! Even Meghan could attest to its potency. Brittany felt she had to show the other women she could wrestle, especially the cruel Meghan, so she continued her torture of Tiffany with her constricting legs. The purple string thong disappeared up her ass crack and Tiffany was getting a whiff of her musky female odor as her nose was forced into the tight ass crack of the sultry brunette. Brittany raised up on her elbows adding maximum pressure to the trapped blonde head.

Smiling at Andrea she laughed as she jerked her legs up and down brining moans and gasps from Tiffany. The blonde beauty had never felt such pressure on her head and Brittany was going to show no mercy as she applied continual pressure with her locked legs. Up and down Brittany went, almost doing push-ups as she python her locked legs around the groaning. Giving everyone her million dollar smile, she let out a whoop of triumph as she dominated her suffering opponent.

 

	Andrea taunted, "Honey, don't put her out, use her to show us how well you can wrestle, ease up on her"...

 

	"Yea, good idea Andrea, I am really loving this, Tiffany sweetheart. Want to wrestle me?" Brittany teased.

 

	"Aaaaahhhhh aaaarruuggghhhh ooohhhh oooohhhhhh", gasped Tiffany as Brittany gave her thirty seconds of maximum leg pressure. She was very dizzy and her head rang from the constant pressure. She was definitely weakened by Brittany's legs to the point the sultry young brunette could do with her what she pleased.

 

	Brittany uncrossed her ankles and slowly released the pressure of her legs allowing blood once more to flow into Tiffany's head. The young blonde wrestler was so weak and dizzy her head fell to the mat when Brittany let her go. Unaware she had not submitted and Sarah had not called the fall, she lay there trying to recover. Her broad buttocks spread and her large tits to the canvas.

 

	Brittany stood up and for some reason, pulled the thong out of her ass crack, and turning to look into Meghan's eyes, stripped off the bottoms of her bikini...she was now nude from the waist down. Her thick puffy lips protruded from her crotch and her fully erect clitoris was barley visible as it peeked out of her pubic fold between her legs. All the women noticed how they glistened with slick secretion, Brittany was excited!

 

 

	She walked around Tiffany who was beginning to get to her knees and dropped on top of her. Still on her belly, Tiffany collapsed flat to the mat as Brittany forced her legs apart and applied a grapevine from behind the girl.

 

 

	"EEEEoooooooowwwwww my legs, eeeoowwww, stop, you're splitting me in half

Brittany, eeoooww," she wailed as Brittany forced her legs apart.

 

 

:

 

	"Uhhnnn hheee hheee hheee uunhhh", snorted and giggled the sultry brunette wrestler as she applied pressure. Once again she was using her strong young plump legs to dominate her opponent.

 

	"Like what I'm doing to your partner Meghan". She taunted.

 

 

	"Have fun sweat pea, I love your choice of holds, I didn't meet her until this morning, and don't care what you do to her, just remember, you and I get to wrestle again," replied Meghan, fascinated by the wrestling she was seeing.

 

	As Brittany spread her legs, all could looked up into her pink gash and see the mush oozing from it...they all knew the sexual excitement that was burning in the young brunette's loins....she was unbelievably sexy as she smiled and giggled as she wrestled the suffering blonde.

Tiff's legs were spread and bent up backwards in the reverse grapevine, a very uncomfortable combination. Brittany loved to hear her squeal in pain so she rhythmically applied pressure to the spread then eased, almost setting up a rocking motion as she worked the painful leg hold on the young blonde. Looking from the feet of both women, Brittany was bare and spread for all to enjoy and Tiff was spread with her pink thong wedged tightly against her vagina and ass crack.

Brittany was so sexy and the fact she was willing to bare her most private parts for the women to see let them know she was definitely getting turned on as she worked over her voluptuous blonde opponent, Tiff was now moaning and pleading for release as Brittany went up on her hands further enabling her to add more sideways pressure to her spread legs.

Several throttles had her blonde victim slapping the mat and screaming she was being split in half by the strong legs of Brittany. So far she had been devastated by those legs...first a series of scissors holds and now this, a crippling grapevine, finally Brittany couldn't take any more and broke down crying. Brittany wasn't through with her, so after another few minutes of

steady leg spreading pressure, she untangled her legs and rolled off the sobbing blonde.

Kneeling next to the prostrate body she quickly slapped on a hammer lock, bending the twisted arm up between the shoulder blades of the hurt blonde. She wanted Tiff to recover enough to wrestle. Looking at Andrea she laughed, thoroughly enjoying dominating her sexy blonde

rival.

 

	"Get her champ", cheered Andrea "take your time with her and give her a wrestling lesson she'll never forget, let's see what holds you know honey."

 

	Tiff was beginning to recover a little and sensing this Brittany allowed her to clumsily get to her knees. She quickly scooted behind her to keep the hammer lock in place, but it was merely a restraining hold to keep Brittany from tagging out while she recovered. Brittany's white ass was beautiful as she kneeled behind Tiff.

 

	Tiffany's full body was spectacular as she knelt in front of her brunette tormentor. Her full large tits stuck out and her broad ass spread even more as her legs compressed the full flesh. No doubt she was beautiful, but not a wrestler yet.




Part Three

Part Three

And Then Comes the Climax

 

Everyone in the gym knew that being thoroughly dominated by Meghan, her teacher, Brittany was taking out her wrestling frustrations on her regular sparring partner Tiff, during their tag-team match with Meghan and Brittany's partner Andrea.

 

	Tormenting Tiff in a series of brutal scissors and a back bending grapevine, Brittany holds her young opponent in a hammerlock, while she recovers. She doesn't want to end the fall just yet and she was going to make Tiff suffer...

 

	Brittany applied a little pressure to Tiff's already aching arm, trying to nudge the blonde into an escape attempt. It was also an excuse to press her body closer. Her thighs pushed against Tiff's plump ass, and Brittany could feel the warm touch of their perspiring bodies.

She rose slightly and rubbed her vagina against Tiff's soft buttocks. The others watched as she let out a low moan and released the hammerlock. Brittany moved to one knee, climbing on top of Tiff and started breaking her down to the mat. Tiff shifted her legs, but she was so drained that she slowly crumbled and once again was lying prone, her full breasts pressed to the canvas.

 

 

	Brittany had thrown out technique, she liked the idea of thoroughly dominating Tiff, body to body. She continued her full body press, wrapping her arms around Tiff's throat and entwining her legs from behind. One of Tiff's silky thighs was caught between Brittany's and she; strongly at first, to reinforce her dominance, then she began to swivel, enjoying the stimulation against her clitoris.

She pressed down on Tiff's head, not letting her forget that this was a wrestling match and that she, Brittany was winning. Tiff could feel Brittany's breath in her ear and the weight of her body, she was so tired. She wanted to quit, she wanted to go home, but since the torture had stopped, she found a new sensation.

The top of Brittany's thigh was pressed into her crotch and Tiff found that by struggling against her with the hips... The sensation was lifting.

 

	Brittany realized that Tiff was now struggling against her, but not very strongly. Tiff's broken breath as she stimulated herself gave her away. Brittany quickly rocked onto her back, then moved aside, so Tiff rolled over her onto her back, too. Brittany pounced on her opponent.

Then, bounced on her, reestablishing the body press. This time belly-to-belly Tiff let out an, "Ooof", as the wind was knocked out of her. Brittany clamped onto Tiff's wrists and slowly went up to her knees. She worked her way up to Tiff's ample chest, then sat directly onto the blonde's breasts. Tiff tried to catch her breath, but Brittany was weighing down on her. She flailed her legs, but they were so weak, she couldn't even bridge her back. Brittany wiggled a little more, until Tiff saw that she was moving closer and closer to her face.

Her struggling became more earnest. But, Brittany held her prone. Grinning evilly, Brittany brought her moist vagina right down on Tiff's face. Looking up to Meghan, she grinned wider as she wiggled her hips.

 

	Tiff kicked her legs to no avail. Brittany lowered until her well-formed ass was only inches above her hapless opponent.

 

	"Come on, girl. Wrestle her," Andrea said.

 

	"Shut up!" Brittany said, and wiggled a little more.

 

	Tiff was fading, her struggling became merely symbolic as Brittany held her tight.

 

	"Lick me, bitch," Brittany said in a low voice, "Lick me and I might let you up."

 

	She was now completely sitting on helpless Brittany, moving her hips ever so slightly. Tiff finally managed to turn her head and gulp for air. Brittany had nearly suffocated her. Lying there, feeling her opponent's body on her shoulders, smelling Brittany's sweat and vagina, Tiff relented. She turned and slowly pushed her tongue against Brittany's clit and stroked. The first stroke caused Brittany to arch her back and then moan as Tiff delved out her penance for losing.

 

	"Let her up, Champ," Andrea said, "She's had enough."

 

	"Leave me alone," Brittany called back.

 

	Andrea watched Brittany rise slightly as Tiff continued. She wasn't really concerned too much for the heavy-set girl, rather watching Brittany force her into oral sex was driving her crazy. As the two wriggled in the ring, Andrea's hand found its way into the bottoms of her bikini and she stroked herself, ever so slowly, not wanting any of the others to notice.

 

	Suddenly, Brittany shrieked. The orgasm caused her body to visibly shake and she rolled off of Tiff, who heaved for breath. Tiff was so tired. But, she had to escape and now was her chance.




Part Four

Part Four

Time for the Big Girls to Play

 

Tiff rolled onto her stomach and pushed until her aching legs were under her, trying to get to her knees. She looked up at Meghan, who was stunned by the girl's fortitude.

 

	Marjorie, beckoned her with hand gestures. If she could tag in now, Brittany would be in a world of trouble. Brittany looked up at the lights. She was in ecstasy. 

 

She had completely wrestled out poor little Tiff and had one of the best orgasms of her life, including her boyfriend, Mark. The earlier bite, Meghan had inflicted was all but forgotten. Tiff didn't bite. Thank God!

 

She giggled to herself, because she knew that he never liked to wrestle with her. He was afraid to. He actually thought he might hurt her.

 

	"Wake up, girl!" 

 

	Brittany looked up to see Andrea pointing. She turned to see; Tiff crawled to the corner with a final effort and tagged Meghan in! She bounded through the ropes and headed straight for Brittany.

 

	"Okay, you had your fun. Now, it's time for the big girls to play."

 

	Brittany panicked. She was too drained to fight Meghan now, and she remembered what those thighs did to her last time. She rolled, feeling Meghan's hands grabbing for her. The sweat on her back made her hard to grasp and Brittany dove into the corner, where her hand slapped Andrea's outstretched palm.

 

	Meghan stopped as she saw Andrea climb in through the ropes.

 

	"As you said, honey. Time for the big girls to play."

 

	"Good," Meghan said, "I was hoping I'd get to lock up with you. We can show these little girls how it's done."

 

	"We?" Andrea commented as the two slowly circled, "Better be concerned about yourself, honey. Ever since I saw you on TV, I've always wanted to get you on the mat."

 

"Be careful what you wish for..." Meghan started as she lunged as Andrea, who was a little quicker than she thought and the brunette slipped aside.

 

	Before she could step back, Andrea moved forward and grabbed Meghan. Instead of going for a take-down, Andrea worked around behind her blonde opponent and clasped her arms around Meghan's defined waist. Grunting, she squeezed Meghan in a bear hug, lifting her off the mat.'God, this woman is strong,' Meghan realized, even though she thought the move was simplistic. It worked.

 

	Andrea poured on the pressure, pulling Meghan up and back, so not to get her balance and forcing the breath out of her. Meghan's hand instinctively began prying at Andrea's fingers. But, the brunette knew it was coming. Just as Meghan was starting to pull at her pinkies, Andrea fell back, dumping Meghan full force to the floor. Having been in the ring for some time, Meghan managed to keep from being stunned by the impact. But, she was already breathing heavy.

Andrea moved to her knees and rolled Meghan onto her stomach, using her full weight to press the older woman to the floor. Once there, Andrea released the bear hug and wrapped her strong arms around the blonde's neck, while she tried to isolate her flailing legs. Damn. Meghan thought, she had underestimated this woman completely. This wasn't another mouthy teen or cat fighter. Andrea knew what she was doing. She was going to grind her into the mat and wear her down.

 

	"I'll bet this is a view you haven't had in a while," Andrea gloated, whispering in Meghan's ear.

 

	Meghan exploded, she managed to bump her body and get her knees under her, but as soon as she did, Andrea was waiting. The brunette hooked under Meghan's arms and fell onto her back. had no surface to push off of, and now she could feel Andrea's legs at her sides.

"Bad move," she said between breaths.

"It's Okay, honey," Andrea said and punctuated it by crossing her ankles and gripping the blonde in her scissors.

 

	"Uunnnnngghh," Meghan heard herself moan as Andrea's thighs crushed her ribs and stomach.

"Oh, come on. We haven't even started, yet."

Andrea rolled onto her side, dragging Meghan in her scissors. She didn't want Meghan getting on her feet. And for insurance, she wrapped up the older woman in a full-nelson.

"Do you like this? I always thought it was like being in a rack," Andrea cooed and pulled as she clamped the scissors, stretching Meghan's body to the limit.

"Unnnnnngh. Ahhhh," Meghan cried out. Then for added dominance, Andrea simply wrapped her arms around Meghan's head and squeezed.

 

From ringside, Brittany was nearly jumping for joy. Her partner was tearing Dr. Moore a new one and she loved it.

 

	"Get her, girl," she cried, "Squeeze the shit out of her."

Andrea did just that. She had enveloped Meghan like a boa constrictor attacking a mouse. Her well-formed thighs held her opponent's waist in a vice and Brittany and Tiff both could see them ripple with every squeeze. Andrea placed her head right next to Meghan's as she squeezed.

She loved whispering taunts at her tortured opponent. Again, Andrea rolled, trying to keep the blonde from getting her bearings. This time, Meghan ended up on her stomach; well actually face-down with Andrea's legs beneath her, which was more draining than being pressed to the mat. But, it did mean that she could get to her hands and knees.

 

	Andrea sensed that she was losing this hold, but squeezed again anyway. Meghan sat up on her knees, Andrea's scissors still in effect, but not as strong. Then, Meghan spun and sprang forward, stunning her opponent and rolling over her head.

The scissors broke. Meghan tried to roll away, to recover. But, Andrea moved quickly on her knees and dived on her. Meghan found herself again on her back, with Andrea completely body pressing her belly-to-belly.

The brunette scowled as the two Amazons locked legs and arms. They strained for a moment, neither gaining an advantage. Meghan didn't care. She liked the feeling of the other woman's body next to hers. The smooth touch of their perspiration covered thighs rubbing together. Finally, they broke apart getting back up to their knees.

 

	"Not bad," Meghan commented, trying not to sound impressed. She was. This woman had her in trouble early.

 

	"Just getting warmed up," came the reply.

They locked up again, pushing and pulling with locked arms. Their breasts pressed together. LoOkayed down, which caught Andrea's attention. Meghan's breasts were at least two sizes larger and she knew it. As they grappled, she purposefully jiggled them, moving them on top

of Andrea's.

 

	Andrea again took the initiative and dove into Meghan. Her shoulder caught Meghan in the mid-section and she drove the large woman back to the mat. Meghan rolled to get off her back, but found herself on her stomach again, with her opponent straddling her. Andrea bounced a few times on Meghan's plump buttocks, jarring her.

Then, she spread herself across the blonde's body. Her arms and legs entangled Meghan's, and her crotch was pressed against the teacher's ass. But, this time, Andrea moved in to do damage. She wrapped her arms around her throat and pulled Meghan backwards.

 

	The sleeper! Meghan had been dragged into a sitting position with Andrea close behind her. She knew she was in a bad position and reached out for the ropes. They were too far. Poor Tiff was still recovering from her beating and was of no help.

 

	"Put her out!" yelled Brittany, "Then, I can do what I want with her!"

 

	Andrea pressed downward on the weakened brunette, trying to shut off the precious oxygen and blood to the brain. She knew that if she could just hold it until Meghan's strength was drained, then she could clamp on her Boston Crab or Scorpion lock. 

Meghan's struggles became feebler. Her legs stopped moving and her eyes shut. Then, she went limp.

'Oh, my God,' Andrea thought, 'I got her. I've really got her.'

 

	She released her grip and Meghan fell back, completely sprawled on the mat. She remembered Brittany's face fuck she had administered to Meghan, it was her turn now.

She quickly slid her bottoms off, and slid a finger through her slightly furry patch above her otherwise shaved pussy and into the slick folds of her cunt. Pulled the finger out, licked it and smiled. The sleeping beauty unaware of the preliminary activity. Walking around to Meghan's head Andrea straddled it with her legs. And sunk down facing her fallen opponent's legs. Andrea pulled her lips apart and dropped slowly onto the helpless woman's nose. A little further forward and she had her ass hole directly on Meg's mouth. Some robust crotch rubbing and passionate moans from Andrea had the gym audience spell bound. Time stood still as Andrea rode the older woman's features roughly, brutally and then slowly.

Then Andrea could feel the faint vibrations emannating from her core, like the railroad tracks vibrating announcing the coming of a freight train. The train was roaring and when it arrived Andrea opened her mouth to moan, at first no sound could be heard, then an almost inhuman growl broke the silence as Andrea rode the fallen Professor's to to orgasm.

Andrea rolled off and laid on her back, satiated. Oblivious of the fact she was in a wrestling contest. . Meghan hadn't forgotten.

The rejuvenated blonde grabbed her panting opponent's shoulders and rolled back, causing Andrea to somersault onto her back. Before she could move, Andrea felt Meghan drop onto her. The impact knocked her breath out. She tried to roll, but only managed to get to her side, where Meghan wanted her. Keeping her opponent pressed into the mat, Meghan put her knee on the side of Andrea's head, holding her still.

 

	"Poor dear, Andrea. I can play possum with the best of them. Even if it means eating a little pussy."

 

	"You bitch!" Andrea blurted as Meghan grabbed her free arm, "Ahhh."

 

	Meghan kept pressing Andrea's head down with her knee until she managed to grab Andrea's right wrist and ankle. Now, she was ready. Rolling Andrea back on her stomach, Meghan planted her feet on Andrea's shapely ass and pulled her wrist and ankle in an inverted bow and arrow.

The limbs were being pulled to the side, something they do not do. The pain was excruciating.

"Aaaaaaaahhh! You bitch! When I get my... Ooooh!"

"You were saying..."

"Come on, Andrea," called Brittany, "Don't give up."

"Oh, please," Meghan said and rocked back again, pulling Andrea's limbs

"Submit?" She asked. No answer. "Good."

Releasing what would have been the finishing hold on any other opponent, Meghan dove back on top Andrea. Such determination, she thought. She was going to enjoy this.

 

	Holding her body across Andrea's back, Meghan grabbed both ankles and crossed them, pressing Andrea's feet to her buttocks. Usually, it was just an immobilization hold, to keep an opponent still, but Meghan poured on pressure, stretching the thigh and just for the hell of it, she bit one of her toes.

 

"Owww! You slut!"

 

	Meghan pounced on her prone opposition again, this time in a stranglehold. But, for an added taste, she pressed her knee against Andrea's shoulder blade so she would have no room to breathe.

"Fucking cow!" Brittany yelled.

"Do you want a rematch right now, little girl?" Meghan called back, "Then, shut up. All she has to do is submit!"

 

	Andrea managed to shake her head, no.

"All right, but you'll only delaying it."

Meghan released the stranglehold and toOkay a few steps away. Andrea gasped for breath. She would not underestimate Meghan again. Meghan sighed she pulled at her short tunic, which had become twisted. Andrea moved her knees and started to her feet.

"One more lesson?"

Andrea wearily padded across the mat, but it was into Meghan's open arms. She gracefully lifted the brunette and body slammed her. Before she could recover from the first, Meghan pulled her up by the hair and did it again. Then, dropped on her again, across her fatigued stomach.

"Oooof!" Andrea let out and she rolled onto her side, into a fetal position. Meghan again pulled her to her feet. Andrea was nearly unconscious at this point, the slams had her spinning. She came to, quickly as Meghan twisted her into a standing abdominal stretch.

"Aaaaaaaahhh. Ooooooooh. Pleeease," Andrea wailed.

"Submit. Submit. Submit." Taunted Meghan.

 

	But, Meghan was hoping she wouldn't. No one had yet noticed the silky stream running down her thigh or her erect nipples. She was on fire inside. Meghan hadn't had a match like this in years. The college girls were always so fragile and gave in too easy. She hip tossed Andrea to

the mat.

 

	'Don't give in now, sweetie. Please. I'm almost there,' she thought.

 

	Andrea rolled onto her stomach. It was more reflex now. She looked around for Brittany, who was only a few precious feet away, out stretching her hand. Brittany knew she couldn't beat Meghan, but Andrea had suffered enough. If she could tag in, she could submit. But, Andrea refused to tag.

 

	Meghan lowered herself slowly onto Andrea's back. First, she sat on her ass, then fell forward. As she tangled up Andrea's arms, Meghan's legs found their mark, the waist scissors. She had the woman in her vise and the suffering would be long.

For nearly ten minutes, Meghan did nothing but torment Andrea with her hold. She was rocking back and forth, not to strengthen the hold, but help with what was coming. Andrea's moans, the struggling, the sweat and smells were bringing Meghan nearly to a climax she hadn't

had since she wrestled professionally.

 

	Finally, Andrea could struggle no more and Meghan opened her legs. She sat on the mat in front of Andrea, she juices secreting onto the mat in front of her. She pulled the beaten brunette to her until Andrea was right in front of her waiting pussy. She rolled onto her side and slowly slipped her legs around Andrea's head. The scissors were more symbolic as she squeezed and Andrea moaned.

The other woman didn't even have to touch her vagina, before Meghan was visibly shaking. Then, with an extra squeeze, more of an afterthought, she rung the words, "I give" out of the spent brunette.

Meghan released her and fell back onto the mat. She needed a cigarette. Then, laughed at the thought. She loOkayed up at Brittany, who was watching intently.

 

	"Still want that rematch, missy?"

"Only as your partner," Brittany replied.

Meghan laughed.

	"As a teacher, You should learn the moral to this little story. Don't judge a boOkay by its cover and..."

 

	"And?"

"And, don't mess with Wrestling Debutante' unless you like pain."

They both managed a laugh together.

"Why can't we be partners?" Brittany said as she climbed into the ring.

"Where are we going to' find any women that can challenge us?"

"Why does it have to be women?"

"Yeah?"

 

	"I can get my boyfriend to wrestle us and he's got a friend. I always told him I loved wrestling. Now, he'll see why."

 

	The two climbed out of the ring. Andrea sat up and quietly gathered herself. They would all wrestle another day, but then again that is another story.

 

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

Mothers Wrestling Club: The Lesbian Sessions




Part One

Part One

 

I could smell the coffee as soon as I got out of my car. I was on my way to have coffee with Liz at Starbuck's. I have been meeting her for several weeks now to have coffee and discuss our favorite topic, Wrestling.

Yeah I know, WRESTLING? Well let me back up a few weeks and bring you up to speed.

Liz and I are in the same yoga class, and we meet every other day, Monday through Friday. She is a Blogger and I am a junior at State College. I work part time as a waitress at Waffle House at nights. And there is how I developed my friendship with Liz.

 

I was working the 4 to midnight shift at the 'House when about half past eleven in walks Liz, at this time we only had a waving knowledge of each other, we both knew each other from the yoga class. She looked surprised to see me I guess in my waitress uniform, and said so, "Hi! Its Nancy isn't it?

"Yes it is Liz."

We exchanged smiles and I told her to pick a booth, as we were not very busy yet. She pick a booth and sat down, I walked over and asked if she wanted coffee or something to drink.

"Coffee, please black." She said looking me straight in the eyes.

"Coming up."

I grabbed the pot and when I got back to the table she had turned the cup over for me to fill. She nodded appreciation and reach for a menu.

"Do you know what you want yet Liz?'

"No not yet give me a sec okay?'

By this time Gil, the big trucker type in the Cav's cap was waving at me to bring his check and I move in his directions. He handed me a $20 and told me to keep it. And smiled admiringly at me as he got up to leave.

"Thanks Gil, seeya tomorrow night."

"For sure darlin'"

I could see Liz looking up and took that to mean she was ready to order. I headed toward her booth and before I could ask she said. "I have the ham and cheese omelet and wheat toast."

"Anything else Liz?'

"No. That's it."

I turned the order in and looked up and it was just me and Liz and the cook in the restaurant at the moment so I went back and sat down across from Liz. At first I thought she was put off at my familiarity and I panicked that I had offended her. I don't need any customer complaints on me, I need this job. But then a tired smile came to her face and she said "Make yourself at home, Kid."

"Thanks," I said, " I don't want to pry but this place is not anywhere near where we take yoga, do you live over here?"

"No, just finishing up my part- time job over here." She looked away and added,"It's not steady work but it does pay well."

I am now thinking a million things at once. Was she a call girl? No, she had to be in her late 40's at least, though she did still look good in her yoga clothes. Maybe a physical therapist, she was still pretty fit looking despite her age. I must have stared longer than necessary with saying anything and Liz said, "No I am not a hooker." Shaking her head and slightly frowning.

"No I ....."

"Yes you did, first thing you thought of right?'

I blushed, and stammered some more. Finally I got my composure back and said apologetically, "Liz, I have seen you Lexus you drive, you dress in the best yoga fashions, not Walmart like me, and your grooming is impeccable. I just would expect to see you over on this side of town at this hour."

"Really?" she said, "Well let me...." The front door opened and two Goth chicks walked in and ignored my greeting and said at two stools at the bar.

"Liz I got to get this, be back and hold that thought. Okay?"

The two teens all in black and white and gray only wanted water at the moment. I left them chattering to each other in mock 'valley girl-eese'.

Back to toward Liz and Frank yelled out, "Order up!" That had to be Liz's

Grabbing the two plates I headed back to her booth. Sat the food down and asked if she wanted some more coffee and she did.

Food served, coffee refilled and the free loaders at the bar still sipping on water and chattering like Chip 'n Dale I again sat across from Liz. She had just taken her first bite of her omelet and I, like every good waitress does, asked how the food was while her mouth was full.

She looked at me like I had two noses for minute, swallowed and said, " Yeah, not bad, got any salsa?"

"Sure, let me get it."

Returning with the salsa I again sat down, and said, "You were saying?"

She closed her eyes, and took a deep breath and began to speak, "I have a profession in an industry that is underserved. Since I've been in this town I have built a respectable clientele."

"Okay then" I said, "what is this 'profession' you have?"

"I am an Apartment House wrestler." She stated flatly and waited for my reaction.

"Uh, uh, what?" I whispered, a bit too loudly.

"Just what I said, I wrestle in apartments, or houses. Condo's also. There are women who are into one on one female wrestling. Teachers, Lawyers, Doctors even college students. Believe it or not." She winked at me for emphasis on the 'college student' quip. Absentmindedly I marvelled at her smooth skin, void of any wrinkles, or lines on her face.

 

Now my mind is reeling and I am lost for words. And I could tell Liz was having a great time at my expense. Was she putting me on? Had to be, is all I could think.

 

Holding up her index finger to get my attention she began to explain, " It is true, not a joke. And I get paid by the hour. Based on the type of match the client needs, the base is $200, to wrestle with me in a one piece bathing suit. Fifty more for a bikini and another fifty for topless. It's the extras that make this so profitable. Got to sell the extras." She promptly took a bite of her wheat toast and sipped her coffee.

"Topless?'

"Well yeah, if they want, why not. It's just two women."

"But..."

"Nancy, it's a job, it's someone you will not see again, usually, unless they want a return engagement."

"Get many of those?"

Nodding enthusiastically she look straight at me and grinned, "Oh hell yes. That how you get the extras. Give them their money's worth and they will be back again."

"But how, do they know about you, certainly you don't advertise in a church bulletin." I grinned.

"My blog of course."

I began to ask how many clients she had when Chip 'n Dale started making a fuss about wanting service. I excused myself from Liz and promised myself I wouldn't strangle the two smartasses.

When I had finished with my problem children, I came back to Liz, I glance at the clock on the wall and realize that my shift was about over. Mandy would be coming in soon, she was always ten minutes late so I had a few minutes left with Liz. I decided I wanted to hear how she got into her profession, I did want to know if she wrestled nude, but that could wait.

"So how..."

"...did I get into to this? Well it was a good many years ago, and the Fetish of women wrestling was really and underground activity. When the eighties rolled around the advent of video tape made the topic much more accessible, Golden Girls (not the old ladies) California Supreme and Joan Wise all had product with this content. Women would watch them with their partners and then it would be two wives wrestling on the front room carpet for the husbands.

I was a novelty to most women but some actually like it, but without men yelling encouragement. The internet really put the wrestling women fad into many more women hands the rest is history.

I sat there with my mouth open, in disbelief, and if Mandy hadn't walked in just then I would have still been staring at Liz. "Hi Mandy" I said.

"Hey" she said not too enthusiastically.

I got up and Mandy and I went through the change shift routine and I brought her up to speed on who still needed to pay. I told her the two Goth chicks still needed a bill and I wanted to comp Liz's bill and indicated toward her table. Mandy nodded and I walked away..

I returned to Liz's booth, but she was gone. She had laid a two $10 bills on the table and a note:

 

Nancy-

I would love to continue our talk at another time. I am heading home now. But if you would like to meet me at the Starbucks on Mall Road tomorrow around 10:00am we can continue our discussion.

 

Liz.

 

PS

Keep the change!

 

I looked out the glass of the front of the restaurant and I saw Liz's silver Lexus pulling out of the lot.

I have a class in the morning, at 8:00am, could I get to the Starbucks but ten? I decided to skip class, it was a lab anyway, and go meet Liz.




Part Two




 

 

I absolutely love the smell of coffee in the morning like I said before, and walking into the shop transformed me into a person on a hedonistic mission. Café Macchiato for me thanks.

I had seen the silver Lexus when I drove in, so Liz was here. I scanned the tables and my heart started pounding, I couldn't find her. Shit I thought, she stood me up after feeding me a line of BS.

The Women's restroom door opened and out walked Liz, her dark hair pinned up on her head, black leggings and a blue Notre Dame Sweat shirt. She didn't see me at first either, and I watched her move gracefully toward her table. She sat down with her back to the wall so she could see who came into the restaurant. She smiled a look of recognition and wave warmly for me to join her.

Liz stood up and extended her hand and gave me a warm, firm handshake. "Please sit down Nancy, I am so glad you were able to come."

"I wouldn't have missed this for anything, you left me hanging on every word. So how did you, personally get into this business of wrestling?"

She proceeded to relate the usual tale, couple of guy's double date with another couple, have too many drinks and then, the topic girl wrestling came up, and the next thing, Liz is rolling around on the floor in her underwear with another girl.

It was mostly slap and giggle, the guys got to see an exposed boob or two and then it was over. When Liz and the other girl were dressing, they confessed they enjoyed the competition, but would rather do it without the men making obscene comments and hooting and hollering.

Liz and the other girl, Sherry, made plans to meet up later in the week and have a proper match so to speak. It was really exhilarating and a bit of a turn on. Liz related the story of the match, and I stared at her in rapt attention:

 

"I had a little time to kill before Sherry arrived. I went to the bedroom and changed out of my clothes, selecting a miniscule white bikini from my wardrobe, the thin material clung to my 34-23-35 body like a second skin emphasizing my well-toned and tanned body. I looked myself up and down in the mirror not bad, running my hands through my dark brown hair, my hazel eyes sparkled as I thought about how I would beat Sherry. I slipped into a silk robe and lay down on the bed. The doorbell rang, I sprang off the bed, "Take it easy," I thought to myself, "Don't want to seem too keen." I walked to the door and peered through the peephole. Standing outside was the blonde woman Sherry, wearing a pair of cut off denims and skimpy white top that barely covered her firm breasts and left her tanned midriff bare, she was carrying a small bag. I opened the door.

"Hi Sherry, you're early."

"I know, but I've been thinking about this all day and can't wait to get started."

"Okay you can change in the bedroom, it's just through that door," I said, pointing across the living room.

Sherry went to the bedroom, emerging a few minutes later clad in a turquoise bikini that had even less material than mine, her long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail.

"I'm ready, let's wrestle."

"Okay then pins or submissions best of three, no time limit." I slipped out of my robe.

We faced each other across the carpet, at 5-7 and 135lbs with a 36-25-36 figure, blue eyed Sherry was 2 inches taller and 9 pounds heavier than me, but I was sure my quickness would win the day. We moved together, our hands coming together in a trial of strength. Moving in close I hooked Sherry's legs from under her, and we both tumbled to the floor. I on top of Sherry tried to force her shoulders down by pushing her arms out straight above her head.

Wriggling violently and kicking out with her legs Sherry dislodged me, her lighter opponent and we grappled side by side on the floor trying to gain the initiative. Apart from little gasping noises as first one then the other gained a brief advantage we wrestled in silence. Sherry finally managed to trap my waist between her legs and quickly began to squeeze, her powerful thighs restricting, my breathing.

"Give?" she hissed into my ear.

"No you bitch," was my reply, the first words we had exchanged since the start of the fight.

Sherry increased the pressure as I made a grab at her ponytail. Sherry gave my hair a sharp tug and grimacing with effort squeezed harder still making me squeal in pain.

"All right, I give," I gasped through clenched teeth. Sherry slowly released the pressure and let go of my hair savoring the first submission before finally letting her go. After a short break we came together again in the middle of the room, Sherry slapped away my hands and seized me round the neck taking me down to the mat. Keeping my head firmly trapped in the vice like grip of her forearm Sherry slid her free hand beneath the thin material of my bikini top and seeking out my erect nipple with her fingers, gave it a sharp twist. I gave a little cry of pain and tried to grab at the blondes hair, moving her head back Sherry changed her grip and twisted the whole of my breast, making me cry out even louder this time. Kicking out with my legs and struggling violently I tried desperately to free myself.

Sherry relaxed the pressure on my neck and with a vicious twist of my body I broke the hold and rolled away, losing my bikini top in the process. I came to my knees as Sherry threw away her trophy and lunged at me, knocking me onto my back. My hands reached for Sherry's top as she went over, and there was a satisfying rip as the turquoise material was torn away from her breasts. We clawed at each other's breasts both, being made to cry out in pain, all the time Sherry managed to stay astride me as I bucked and writhed beneath her. Sherry broke off the breast mauling first, her large and sensitive nipples unable to take any more twisting and pulling from me, grabbing both of my wrists, she forced my arms out to my sides. Leaning forward as she tried to move up body.

Desperately trying to unseat Sherry, I only succeeded in helping the blonde pin me more securely to the floor. Sherry finally pinned my shoulders down with her knees. I flicked my head from side to side as Sherry maneuvered her knees into position either side of my head. The thin material of Sherry's bikini bottom edged ever closer to my face, wisps of pubic hair were showing around the edge of the fabric. Sherry lowered her crotch onto my face, my struggles began to subside. Sherry had proven to be too big and strong for me, and I knew I couldn't hold out for long with my face buried in Sherry's pussy.

"I give," I gasped.

Sherry was in no hurry to let me up and wriggled herself into a more comfortable position reveling in her total domination of me."

Liz smiled as she finished with the details of her first match. I was hooked, I could feel my panties were getting wet. The story turned me on, but I never thought of myself as a lesbian.

"Nancy, say something. You're just sitting there staring at me. Don't' you have any questions or comments?" Liz asked me in a chuckle.

"I take it you two remained friends?"

"Well, in a way, because of the thrill of the match. We were all each other had so to speak. We stayed competitors, and she did lose a few matches to me late as I got stronger and more experienced."

"Do you still talk?"

"Oh yes of course, she and I live together." Another smile from Liz.

"Are you a ..."

"Lesbian?, actually I think of myself as plain sexual, I hate labels. Sherry and I do engage is regular lesbian love making. So at the moment I am a Lesbian. Does that bother you Liz?"

"No, not at all, its just that you wear a huge multicaret diamond wedding ring, that threw me I guess."

"Sherry is my husband, we are married."

"Oh"

"But you didn't come her to hear about my love life did you?"

"Well no, but...."

We were both finished with our coffee, and Liz got up and indicated she was getting another and asked if I would like another? I told her yes and told her what I drank.

When Liz returned with the coffees, she took a sip and winced because it was too hot. She began to take up where she had left off.

It wasn't long before Liz had let it slip to a girlfriend and Sherry had done the same and the next thing it was a monthly get together. And then the video tape recordings of the matches, and next someone suggested selling them on line. At that time it was a new industry, so you still had to mail tapes when you got an order.

The video business was not a profitable one, technology wasn't quite up to it yet. But we continued to do the vids, and have matches with one another. The group was an even 12 members. We would sit for hours thinking up types of matches to have. Oil, mud, topless, tag team, even nude. Then one day, one of the group found a Joan Wise video, and the women had matches where the topless winner sat on the topless losers face, in panties. Joan later moved on to full nudity.

We knew the direction this industry was going. We were breaking even of the vids, so we tried a few 'face sit'. Some of the women were okay with it some thought it was too lesbian for their tastes and wouldn't participate. And a very few, took to the matches like ducks to water. Go figure right?

We stayed together as a group for several years and some of the women would leave the group, due to job transfer, husband request, just plain lost interest. The group got smaller and yet tighter knit. One day Sherry came to the designated location for our monthly matches and mentioned, "I was telling an old, old friend about our club, and she was extremely interested. Not in joining but having come to her house and wrestle with her. Her husband had always wanted to see her wrestle another woman. She offered me $100 to spend the evening wrestling her."

"Wow", I said, "you mean like a call girl thing?'

"Well," Sherry paused a moment then continued", "it would be if there was any sex. This woman is a friend, I doubt she has lustful designs on me. Besides she is doing it to please her husband."

"When or if you do this 'rent a wrestler' you be sure and get your money up front." I advised her.

"I trust her, I know her husband a little, I doubt they would welch on the deal."

"Okay Sherry, if you do it let us know how it goes." I was getting an idea forming in my head.

By this time in the late eighties, there were women who wrestled men for money, the women would travel town to town, let people know when she would be there and strike a deal. Seemed like the men didn't want to really wrestle as much a roll around, scantily dressed, and have the woman apply various holds. That is, really a fetish you know.

As it turned out Sherry did have her match with her friend and she told the group all about how it played out. Liz related the story of Sherry's private match:




Part Three




 

"As the weather was fine and warm they decided to hold the wrestling contest in the garden the mats that Peter her friend Joanna's husband, had brought with him were laid out on the grass and we then had to wait.

Sherry and Joanna made their way to the mat. This would be a tough fight as Sherry had wrestled several times before, but Joanna having never having ever really wrestled. Forty three year old Sherry was smartly turned out as usual in a figure hugging white one piece swimsuit. Her long straight blond hair pulled back into a ponytail, Joanna had opted to wrestling a red bikini. The top of which barely covered her nipples let alone her magnificent thirty-nine inch breasts and the panties were little more than two triangles of cloth held together with a piece of string

For this contest Peter would be the referee. He called the two women to the center of the mat to begin the match. Sherry took Joanna to the mat with a judo style hip throw. Joanna crashed down and Sherry dived on top of her, crushing Jo's splendid breasts as she tried to gain the first fall with a cross pin. Jo placed her feet flat on the floor and forced her body violently upwards and displacing Sherry. Before she could regain her feet Sherry was on her again this time taking the thirty-seven year old brunette in a painful headlock.

"Submit?" Peter asked her.

"No" grunted Joanna trying desperately to break the older woman's grip.

"Ask her again" said Sherry tightening her grip even more.

"Submit?" Peter asked once more and Joanna realizing that she could not break the hold grunted her submission.

Joanna rubbed her neck vigorously as she returned to her corner. Peter checked that she was alright to go on and then called the two women to the ring's center to start the next session.

Both women were now glistening with perspiration despite having only been wrestling for a short time. Joanna tried to take Sherry down with a diving tackle. Sherry saw it coming and side stepped. Joanna realized her mistake too late as Sherry followed her to the canvas and taking her in a headlock once more.

Joanna struggled violently and succeeded in breaking the hold only to find herself in more trouble, as Sherry had forced her onto her back, once more trying for a cross pin as they strained for supremacy. Jo's breasts spilled out of her skimpy top. Sherry sensing that she wasn't able to pin Jo, she rolled away from her. Joanna was slow to react again and as she tried to rise Sherry grabbed her in a full nelson and forced her back to her knees. Jo tried to lift Sherry off the floor and stand up, where she would be in a position to try and reverse the hold. This was just what Sherry needed as Jo lifted her up.

She was able to wrap her incredibly muscular legs around Jo's waist. Jo unable to keep her balance toppled sideways. Sherry released the full nelson before they hit the mat but somehow managed to maintain her body scissors. Jo unable to release the crushing force from round her waist signaled her surrender."

Liz finished and took a sip of her latte, and looked up. "Sherry won and really impressed her friend and husband."

"Wow, here I thought this private match would be full of dirty stuff. You know nude, grabbing privates and all that. It really was just a wrestling match? Huh."

Liz nodded and put he cup down, and said "We, Sherry, me and Candy soon learned that we got repeat business on the private sessions if we played it straight. The customer needs to make the choice, that true customer service right?"

"Sure, give the customer what they want."

"Sherry was asked back a second time to Joanna and Peter's house." Liz leaned in conspiratorially and said in a low voice. "Sherry got paid $500, for a match with Joanna, if she would do it in the nude. I guess it took Sherry all of a second to agree. The other stipulation was the winner must sit on the losers face for two minutes to win."

Now I was numb, nude, face sit, $500. I thought about me and would I do that? Listening was getting pretty aroused, but doing I don't know.

I took my first sip of my macchiato, by now it was at best tepid. None the less I was aflame with interest. I hoped Liz would continue.

"Okay, Nancy one more story and then I have to go. I have an appointment."

"Wrestling?"

"Does it matter?"

"No of course not. I was just interested."

"If it's any of you business, yes it is a session. Not far from here actually. This client, a woman, is a regular, same time, same day every week except Christmas. I have no idea why not Christmas, she isn't married and no children."

"Maybe she goes to church on Christmas?"

"If that works for you we can go with that." Liz grinned skeptically.

 

"So here is story about a match a little later in my career. By now I had set up a sort of Menu Board, with fees. That gave the client a better idea of what I would do or not do."

"Before you start, had you wrestled this woman before?"

"No, but by this time, I was getting a lot of requests from women into body building. They had all that muscle and nothing to do with it but flex and pose. Some decided to use the muscle to see if they could dominate another woman. That is why I lift weights now. By no means am I a Body Builder, but I have bulked up from my weight a few years ago.

If I had not I would have been crushed every time I had a session. That isn't competition. Is it?"

"N N No. I guess not."

"Alright them her goes:

"This is where I like to wrestle," said Maggie. "It's private, and no one will bother us. In fact, no one will even hear us. And that's good, because I'm going to have you screaming for mercy, Old Girl!" And without another word we came slowly together and began their test of ultimate female strength. We went right down to the mat, locking together tightly with arms and legs clasped about one another, rolling first one way and then the other. For several moments we traded holds and grips, testing each other's skill and strength. And then, finally, we settled into a kind of slow-motion grappling, with first one on top and then the other. I found herself locked beneath my slightly larger adversary, the woman's muscular weight pinning me to the mat. I quickly set my heels against the yielding surface of the wrestling mat, leaned back on my shoulders, lifted my butt, and bridged straight up into the air, trying to dislodge my opponent. Maggie instantly slid her legs around and under my raised hips, her ankles locking against my tensed buttocks, her long sun-bronzed thighs scissored tightly around my body. She rode me like some rodeo cowgirl as I tried my best to buck her off. After several moments, I realized that I would simply have to figure out something else. I tried to settle back down onto the mat, but Maggie's encircled legs kept me slightly aloft in a kind of supported bridge. The way our bodies were tangled together left us face-to-face.

By now our bodies were slippery with sweat, giving our naked flesh a kind of wet and rubbery feel as we slid together. As Maggie had suggested earlier, our two muscle-maiden's jutting tits were getting acquainted . . . and especially our nipples. I felt my smaller pink-hued nipples growing stiff as they jousted with the larger, browner nubbins of my opponent. It was like two pairs of pencil erasures rubbing against slick flesh, and it was really turning me on.

Of course the constant pressure of Maggie's pubic mound against my own didn't help matters any. For her part, Maggie discovered that my strongly muscled body was far stronger than she had imagined it would be. Maggie was amazed at the way this erotic combat was playing out, especially the way in which I had been able to maintain that bridge for so long a time. Now THAT took strength, and agility!

Maggie always loved it when an opponent bridged up beneath her, pushing sweat-slippery loins against hers, pressing her mound into Maggie's. The fact that both of us were wearing thong bikinis gave our clamped bodies an even more intimate weapon of arousal. The thick rope-like thongs cinched between our thighs eventually worked its way against our aroused labial lips. It was like a finger softly kneading and speading the portals of oursex, awakening the clit from its place of slumber.

Both of us knew that before long we would discard these thongs, so that our now engorged clits could joust and wrestle on their own. I was absolutely ecstatic with joy. This was the kind of erotic wrestling I most enjoyed, the kind of "Strain & Struggle" that was almost like Domination/Discipline in its sexual intensity. I loved being held prisoner within the muscular limbs of another woman, while I myself attempted to wrestle my way free and subdue my dominant partner.

It was simply a matter of locking your two bodies together until you were almost glued tight as one, then squirming your naked body against the sinewy length of the other in breathtaking slow-motion. Oh yes, it was also fun to exchange quickly applied holds and grips, to see if you could catch your opponent in a full-nelson before she got you, to slap on an arm-bar, or send the other to the mat in a perfectly executed flying mare. But these more technical aspects of wrestling no longer appealed to me as it once had. And I had very quickly discovered that Maggie shared her own delight in slow, squirming, tightly locked grappling . . . the kind of wrestling that left your body glued full-length to your opponent's, your sweat mingling with hers, smoothly muscled limbs knotted and entwined, joined together as tightly as a pair of impassioned male and female lovers.

Except THIS kind of eroticism was of the female versus female variety . . . a much more interesting kind of wrestling, at least as far as I was concerned. And this is how they were wrestling now; chest-to-chest, nipples jousting, belly pressed to flat belly, grinding their loins together as clit sought clit. Our buttocks clenched and relaxed . . . clenched and relaxed . . . in a slow-pulsed flexing as our thighs clasped each other. Each had the other's long leg locked within the imprisoning strength of a powerful scissors, squeezing and humping the other's lithe-muscled thigh.

Our breath was beginning to come in quick gasps, and both were emitting low moans of pain mingled with delicious pleasure. Our eyes were wide-open and staring, but not at one another. It was as if we were watching an erotic movie being projected upon the screen of our minds, both lost in our own fantasies, and yet each somehow contributing to the other's erotic mind-play by the sensual movement of our nude-muscled bodies. By now we had worked up a good sweat, the glistening perspiration lubricating their sleek-sinewed bodies.

We lay locked in each other's arms and scissoring thighs, our silken skin slurping and sliding as wet met wet. The sweat gave our limbs an oiled look, and seemed to accentuate the etched shape of each clefted muscle and corded sinew. It also made our flesh feel somewhat rubbery; warm and hard, yet yielding and soft all at the same time. It was a highly erotic sensation.

And then, of course, there was the pungent odor of our mingled free-flowing sweat. It is often said that the sense of smell acts as a trigger for arousal. For me at least, this was true. And as my face slid along the perspiration soaked solidity of my opponent's naked breasts, as my nose caught the pungent scent of Maggie's heated body,

I suddenly felt a tickling sensation between my powerful thighs. I was also VERY aware of the way Maggie's thigh felt, clamped between mine as it was at this moment. The soft flesh of my pubic mound could feel each ripple and quiver of Maggie's superbly muscled leg, which I was #riding#. And the harder I scissored Maggie's thigh, the more strongly I felt the dance and play of the sinew in that long leg. The strange thing was that I sensed that Maggie was feeling the same erotic emotions, since Maggie had one of my muscular thighs clamped between her own scissoring legs. I slid both hands up to cup the hard-flexed glutes of Maggie's buttocks. I filled my hands with the sinew-packed flesh, my fingers pressing into the muscles that writhed and played beneath my exploratory touch.

Then, suddenly, I felt Maggie's hands on my own butt, and we began to flex the hard, compact muscularity of our gluteus maximus as we humped and wrestled one another in sweat-soaked naked combat. When women touch women, they go at it differently than the way in which men touch women.

Deep, deep down . . . almost hidden away in the primordial ooze of the male brain, there's a fear of strong women. Perhaps it's left over from Matriarchal rule in the dim past, but men are very skittish around strong and masterful women. So when a man runs his hands across a female body and discovers hard, athletic muscularity there's always that whisper of caution in his mind . . . DON'T AWAKEN THE AMAZON!

Don't fuck around with a physically powerful woman, unless you KNOW that you can hold your own. That's what it is murmuring softly to the male. Even if the man has a fetish for muscular women, and loves to feel the supple strength of a sleekly athletic female body, or loves to muscle-worship those satiny sinews . . . even still, the inner- whisper of caution is ever present. But not so with two women.

Women are not usually as interested as men in physical strength . . . that's basically a guy-thing. Women get off more on the eroticism of touch; the feel of flesh against flesh, the sensuous way one body fits against another. But there are also women who are turned-on by the feel of sleek sinews writhing and rippling against them, and especially if those firm muscles are in another woman's body.

Add a playful contest of female strength, so that those muscles are even more pronounced to both sight and touch, and you have the recipe for 'Sexy Fun' (as an old pop song said). At least that's what Maggie was thinking at this very moment . . . she was one woman who loved lots of strength and muscularity in another female. Perhaps Maggie's daydreaming thoughts had put her off-guard, or maybe it was simply my skill and speed, but somehow the younger woman suddenly found herself captured in a crushing scissors. But unlike her own body-scissors, I had scissored Maggie's head between my thighs. It was like being trapped within the constricting coils of an Anaconda, with just as deadly a potential outcome!

Damm! Maggie had known from the beginning that she would have to stay away from my muscular thighs. The first time Maggie had seen my body stripped of my traveling clothes, she had recognized the sinewy strength of my lean thighs and solid calves. And now those gleaming limbs were wrapped tightly around her head, in danger of crushing her into submission if Maggie couldn't free herself. Maggie pried at those mighty thighs with both hands, but she couldn't spread them a single inch. The way she was imprisoned within my head-scissors, Maggie's face was jammed into the inverted V of my lap. She could smell the musky dampness of my crotch, but she could see nothing.

Then, suddenly, her lips brushed across a pair of silken ridges of flesh. And within that softly folded flesh Maggie felt the quivering movement of a hard nubbin rising up against her lips. My Gawd . . . it was my clitoris, stirring into life. Maggie let out a muffled moan, and then she made her move! Her tongue flicked out and grappled with my clitoris. She was rewarded with a gasp of surprise from me, and at the same instant a momentary relaxing of the thighs scissoring Maggie's head.

That was all she needed. With a wild twisting and wrenching, of her body, Maggie broke free of my head-scissors and rolled quickly to her feet. I stayed there on the mat for a moment, looking up at Maggie with a strange smile on my lips. Then I too rose to my feet. I just stood there with hands on hips, my broad chest and thrusting breasts heaving as I sucked in air.

"So-ooooo, you want to wrestle THAT way, do you," I murmured. "Well, two can play at that game. If you want to sex-wrestle, then that's what we will do, my dear girl."

I smiled invitingly as I opened my arms and beckoned Maggie to meet me in the center of the mat. Maggie stood slightly crouched, circling me warily as she moved toward me. Maggie was surprised to find that she was fantasizing about how it would be to have sex with this magnificently muscled Amazon.

I knew she wondered if I would be able to make her submit, to wrestle her into an explosive orgasm that would drain her fierce strength and allow me to pin her to the mat in sexual surrender.

"OK, let's just see who can make who cum first!" Maggie challenged me. The atmosphere was suddenly filled with sexual tension as two naked females moved toward one another to wrestle again.

"Come on, bitch, let's see what you've got." I murmured, as I reached out with extended arms for Maggie. "Let's wrestle!".

We locked our fingers together, arms straight, wrists slightly bent. For a second there was no movement, but then both sets of our arms began to quiver from the strain. Maggie's eyes were drawn to my shoulders, watching the way my hard deltoids bulged into sculptured clefts and ribbons of strength.

For my part, I glanced down at Maggie's arms and found myself becoming excited by the ripple and play of muscularity in those smooth arms. I was slightly surprised by the size of Maggie's biceps, now that they were swollen into evident shape from the strain of her effort. And then, while my attention was distracted, Maggie suddenly broke the dual finger-lock and slid her naked arms around my body in a front bear hug. And just as quickly, I sent my own mighty limbs coiling around Maggie's upper body.

We were now locked together face-to-face in a new test of female strength. Two glistening bodies stood jammed together, swaying slightly from side to side as each put more pressure into her hold. Our breasts were mashed; belly flattened against flat belly, loins locked, buttocks tensing and rippling. The two straining bodies appeared as one, sinewed limbs melding, smooth flesh flowing into a hard knot of tangled female strength.

"Now I'm going to take you down to the mat," I whispered into Maggie's ear as we stood there struggling. "I'm going to pin your ass, then I'm going to face-sit you until you have made me cum! So what do 'ya think of that, dearie?"

Maggie didn't respond with words, she let her actions speak for her. With a wrenching twist of her upper body, the sleek muscled younger wrestler off-balanced me and sent me crashing down to the mat. In a flash, Maggie was stretched out full length along my body, legs grape vining mine, her hands pinning my wrists to the mat. I bridged upward against Maggie, balancing myself aloft on shoulders and heels as I strained to topple Maggie's muscular weight from off me.

Maggie released her legs from their grapevine, and instead scissored them around my upraised body. Circling my hips with her legs, Maggie pulled me tightly against her own sweat-slippery form. Our loins were locked tightly, pubic hair tangling, clits wrestling for a grip. Our two bodies began to hump up and down . . . slowly at first, and then with greater and greater rapidity.

We were now holding each other within the grasp of our encircled arms, our tits jousting, sinew-corded bellies sliding back and forth against one another. Sweat was now drenching our naked bodies, making the flesh slick to the touch and hard to grip. Maggie could hear my breath beginning to pant, and at the same time heard me begin to moan softly . . . not in pain, but in frenzied pleasure!

"Come on, bitch, give it up", demanded Maggie of the older woman. "I've got you beat and you know it."

My answer hissed up against Maggie cheek. "No, you don't have me yet, dearie. I'm still going to pin your ass and wrestle-fuck you into submission, don't worry about that!"

As I spoke, I let my hands slide up and down the sweat-filmed expanse of Maggie's powerful back. My fingers traced the deep indentation of her spine, then slid across the hard-flexed sheaths of hard-flexed muscle across her upper back.

Finally my hands came sliding down to the girls' sinewy waist and lithe hips. I captured Maggie's buttocks in both hands, gripping the mounds of flesh as hard as I could . . . but there was almost no yield in that firm flesh. It was like trying to pinch a pair of rubber balls. Still holding onto one hard-flexed glute, I sent my other hand snaking down to cup one of Maggie's jutting breasts,

While I tested the weight of the heavy breast, one of Maggie's fingers moved up to tweak my engorged nipple, massaging it into stiffness. I moved quickly, twisting around until I was plastered against Maggie's powerfully muscled back. Both hands now kneading Maggie's hard nipples, I jammed my crotch against Maggie's hard-packed buttocks and slid one long thigh around her sinewy waist, pulling Maggie's body even more tightly against my loins.

Then with a quick movement that caught Maggie by surprise, one of my hands slipped from Maggie's breasts, reached down until I felt the soft fuzz between Maggie's legs, then my fingers were suddenly searching for Maggie's labia. I found what I was looking for, and quickly slipped two stiff fingers inside Maggie's moist and throbbing sheath. At the very same instant, I gave a short leap upward and scissored my thighs around Maggie's waist, locking her in place. Maggie spread her legs to balance my weight, which made it even easier for me to finger-fuck the imprisoned young Amazon with slow, even strokes.

"Ah-hhh, now I've got ya," I whispered into Maggie's ear. My face was pressed against Maggie's cheek, our lips only inches apart.

When Maggie moved her head to reply, I suddenly kissed her . . . deeply, with a darting tongue that wrestled with Maggie's. Twisting and straining, we lost our balance and crumpled to the mat. I landed on top, and stretched my weight on top of my opponent pinning her down onto the blue wrestling mat.

My legs were grapevined with Maggie's, my hands pinning Maggie's wrists to the mat. I moved forward, putting more of my supple weight across Maggie's hips. As I strived to keep Maggie pinned down, my glutes clenched and flexed from the effort of holding my younger opponent flat against the mat. The mat itself was sweat-slippery, which made it more difficult for me to keep Maggie imprisoned beneath me and it appeared that at any moment Maggie would escape.

However, Maggie was completely pinned and at my mercy.

"Come on, say 'uncle' and I'll let you go," I panted.

My voice held a tone of pleading, because I was very nearly at the end of her strength. But Maggie fought on, refusing to yield. Actually, she didn't want to quit because Maggie sensed that I was only seconds away from an exploding orgasm,

. And if that happened before Maggie herself had to give, then she would emerge the winner of this bizarre wrestle-fuck. Or at least the first fall. But finally, after another five minutes of straining erotic combat, I felt the muscular body beneath mine begin to tremble and shudder.

It was like the feint vibrations along steel track as a freight train approached from an unseen distance, building in intensity as it came ever closer. Such was the way in which Maggie's impending orgasm felt to me

Then, suddenly, Maggie arched up strongly beneath me, her magnificent body arched and hard-flexed. Maggie's breath, like mine was coming in gasps. A soft moan of pleasure escaped Maggie's lips, and then the moan became a cry as her orgasm overtook her.

At some point in the last minute or so, my grapevine had been released in favor of my legs coiling around Maggie's waist in a hard-locked scissors. It was a good thing that I was locked onto the woman beneath me, because as Maggie's orgasm exploded the young woman's splendidly muscled body was heaving and bucking like a wild mare trying to toss her rider.

I rode my young opponent, clamping my own body tightly against Maggie's as I wrestled her into surrender at long last. This had proven to be the toughest match that I had ever experienced, other than a couple of brutal contests of strength with a woman named Anaconda.

Those had been wrestles set up by a film producer, with a sizable purse being offered to the winner. Thus, the fight had been "rough and tough", with no love lost between us. This wrestle between me and Maggie was an entirely different match. This was a test of strength and wrestling ability between two athletic and well-trained females, with no disruptive male energy being present to channel their emotions into some kind of man-pleasing direction.

It was just a case of a 'two girls wanting to have some excitement' meeting. But right now, at the end of their first fall, it was time for me to take my prize. I pulled myself up from the supine body of my beaten rival until I was kneeling on Maggie's broad shoulders, a knee on each arm. Maggie looked up, a puzzled look on her beautiful face. She had already conceded the fall, so why wasn't I letting her up.

As if in silent response to the unasked question, I inched forward until my crotch was even with Maggie's mouth. My knees clamped themselves around Maggie's head, holding her in place.

"Do me!" I demanded in a harsh grunt.

Maggie tried to twist free, but she was held securely in the vise of my knees. She looked up almost uncomprehendingly, surprised by the tone in my voice, even more surprised by the sudden change in my personality. Peering down at her like some avenging goddess, I seemed harder, far less attractive.

"Damned you, I told you to do me, bitch!" I grunted. As I spoke, I lifted my arms and hit a bicep pose that would have bested most professional women bodybuilders. I know, I looked like an artist's illustration of an ancient Amazon warrior . . . impossibly strong, impossibly well-muscled, and impossibly dominant.

Maggie's eyes got big as she watched my arms bulge and ripple. For the first time in her life she felt completely dominated by another woman. And it felt strangely exciting! She found herself moving her mouth onto the silken slit that was my swollen labia, searching for the engorged clit that she knew was hiding just within.

And then, with increasing excitement, Maggie "DID ME" her victorious wrestling opponent."




Part Four




 

"I'm not sure if anyone noticed but I had at least two orgasms, during Liz's last story. God it made me hot. I looked at Liz, a much older woman than me. Probably twice my age, but still gorgeous. By now I was fantasizing about rolling around on a mat with Liz all sweaty and hot."

"Nancy? Earth to Nancy are you in there?" I heard Liz ask, waking me from my dream. "What are you thinking about Nancy?" Liz asked innocently.

"Uh, uh, I was..."

"Wondering what its like to wrestle another woman?, Wrestle me?" she asked still feigning innocence.

"How much would you charge me for a 'session' Liz?"

"You? For you I have a special price. It's free, but you have to wrestle nude and winner gets five minutes with the loser to do whatever they want."

"Nude?" I said louder than I meant to, " Free?" "Where would we do this and when?" My clit was throbbing again, I hoped she wasn't teasing me.

"Well, let's see, I have a noon session and another at six today. Are you working tonight?" she asked sounding like an insurance sales person.

"Yes, I get off at Midnight. That would be too late wouldn't it?"

"No, of course not. My sessions today are pretty tame, unlike the last tale I related to you. They all don't end up with vagina in the face." She chuckled. "But if you take my offer it will certainly end that way. I don't want to scare you. Are you okay with the offer?"

"I don't know where you live, I will be all sweaty from working eight hours, what should I wear?" I had a thousand questions.

Liz shook her head, smile wisely and said, " Nancy, I will pick you up from the Waffle House, and I have a shower at my place. If we are wrestling nude, you won't need much in the way of attire. Anything else you need to know before I leave?"

"Nope, I think you covered it. At least I will have time to change these panties before work, they are soaked." I blushed after I said it.

Liz came around my side of the booth and kissed me on the forehead, patted my shoulder and walk out the door. I sat there in a trance. What am I going to do? Did Liz seduce me? Nah, I asked her.

 

***

 

       So that brings you up to speed, except a little about me. Liz is the real center of this story but in case you are interested. 

I'm just an ordinary 20 year old college girl , I'm not remarkable looking, I've been told I'm pretty but I don't turn many heads. I'm 5' 5" tall, weigh around 125 pounds and my body is shapely but nothing that would stop traffic. I have shoulder length brown hair and hazel eyes. 

When on a work's night at the Waffle House, I got chatting to a woman that is in my yoga class. It was towards the end of my shift, and we were not busy, I was ready to leave too, when Liz came in and got something to eat.

Let me start by describing the Liz to you.

 

        Liz is 47 years old (I think, it's hard to tell by the great shape she is in) and of similar in stature to me, maybe couple pounds more or so heavier but similarly curvy. She also has exotic gypsy girl type features, with mid length, strawberry blond hair and hazel eyes. And I know from a few comments in at yoga class, she's not short of male admirers.

After an interesting conversation with Liz while I was working, we seemed to hit it off and she invited me to have coffee with her the next morning. We've done this several time and I never get tired of sitting and listening to her stories. Liz is a 'session wrestler' catering mostly to female clients.

After our last meeting over coffee, I asked her if she would wrestle me. Her stories got me hot, my panties wet and I had two orgasms right in Starbuck's listening to her. So tonight she has picked me up after work at the 'House and we are just entering her house.

 

       Liz showed me where the shower was and handed me a white terry cloth robe, for after. She left me to clean up and went into her special 'workout room' with blue interlocking mat and a weight bench to one side of the room against the wall, and a exercise bike. There were a few pictures of old wrestlers hanging on the walls

I finished drying, left my hair damp, for sake of utility, it was going to get messed up anyway. And headed to the where she said the match would take place, in her workout room. I didn't bring it up but Liz's husband didn't seem to be home tonight. If she wanted to explain I guess she would, I wasn't going to ask. 

"So Nancy," Liz began "now it's just us girls, I think we should get into some salacious girl talk.That will get the tone set."

 

	"Ok, you first." I replied "Did you have anything unusual happen in any of your sessions today?"

 

	Liz thought for a moment and then spoke "My noon session was pretty tame. Sheila, my client's name, and I wrestled in just panty hose. A first for me. Not really a fan because the material is rough. 

Knowing that the conversation was about to move on, I quickly intervened.

 

	"So why don't you tell me about you most outrageous moment in the panty hose session?" I asked.

 

	"Well, nothing like outrageous, she pinned me once and made me submit once." Liz laughed "But I did force one submission by holding her in a body scissors, her back to my stomach,  and squeezing her breast and pinching her nipples. I think that why I lost in the end. I really pissed her off and she fought like a woman possessed."

 

	"Wow, you're wild Liz." I said impressed. "How did she make you submit?"

 

	"Ermmm..." She stalled for a second, then thought ahh to heck with it "Sheila got me in an, inverted belly ot back, head scissors, with those rough panty hose scraping my face. I was not so painful, rather annoying. I got so wrapped up in trying to escape, she was able slide her hand down inside my panty hose and pull on my labia with wild abandon. She saved that one for the deciding fall since I would not get a chance to retaliate. I hate wrestling in pantyhose."

 

	There was a stunned silence, following by me asking a barrage of questions.

 

	"Was that the most excitement of all today's sessions?" I asked starting to feel my panties getting moist.

 

	"No, sex wrestling with Susan was, it was some fantasy stuff but mainly just submission wrestling. We wrestle topless and wear tiny thong panties. Actually just a strip up the back and the front. Since we both shave our pubes, the strings can get embedded up into a pussy quickly."

"Oooh! So just a regular wrestling match then? Submission style." I asked. Really turned on now.

 

	Liz looked a bit anxious then answered, "Well the submission had be by orgasm, by Tribbing. The loser is the one that can't take anymore stimulation and submits. Not the total of orgasms."

"Did you win that one? I mean, you certainly must have gotten turned on during the other sessions and I bet you would have cum the moment her clit touched your's. That is what Tribbing is right, rubbing pussies together to climax?" I looked at Liz somewhat defiantly.

I could tell Liz was tired of my questions and answered, "I did win that one by the way. i have a sore cunt so I'm in a bad mood sort of. I told her we needed to use baby oil or some other lube. But my client was walking like she had done a couple hours on a mechanical bull, she probably has an ice pack on her pussy.  So come on let's get this match going, enough talk about me. Unless you have a story about face sitting some Milf from yoga class?" she smiled wanly.All business. Totally in character now.

 

	"I know you'll beat me, but it will be fun giving it a go." I explained.

	

	"Don't sell yourself short Nancy. I've had three sessions today, I rarely have four session in one day. You might get lucky, since I am so tired. And my pussy is sore.

 

 

	The rules have been agreed. A one hour time limit (Liz told me that was a long match but we both wanted the session so we agreed), submission only, no pins, and nude, best two out three falls. Loser of pays a penalty. The winner gets all the time left of the hour for own pleasuring. 

 

	We stand on opposite sides of the mat, waiting to start. I am nude as agreed, and so was Liz. I was amazed at the body Liz had. Breast medium and firm, flat tummy, shaved pussy and muscular thighs. My breast were a bit smaller and I had a cute V of pubic hair just above my mound. My legs were not as developed as hers. 

 

	As had been agreed, Liz met me in the middle of the mat. Man I was nervous, more nervous than my first time having intercourse. Five or six years ago.

In a rookie move, I start by lunging at Liz, who easily sidestepped the clumsy approach, seizing me as I sweep past. She was able, very quickly, to lock on a full nelson, not the most painful hold but uncomfortable and debilitating. I am trying to shake her off, but after a minute or so in the hold, she was able to force me to the mat. She entrapped me, wrapping her legs around my body, just below my ribs. Once I am securely between her muscle covered thighs, she releases my arms from the full nelson, repositioning herself to trap me in a sleeper type choke.

 

	She is applying little pressure, she needed to pace herself, this is a long match, so strength sapping domination will be her best tactic, I reason.

 

"Come on Nancy try to escape." Liz encourages. Like that hadn't occurred to me already.

 

	My frustration at my predicament tells in my curt response "Fuck off Liz, I'm not letting you destroy me for the fun of it, you know?"

 

	That exchange has brought a smile to Liz's face, as I, who now has my hands free, can only paw at her legs, to vainly attempt to break the hold. Liz was in deep concentration, she had forgotten how great it felt to totally control a beautiful young woman like me, and the thrill is almost sexual.

 

	We've now been down on the mats for a couple more minutes and Liz is thinking she needs to do something here, she can't just lie here all night, that wouldn't be the match either of us were hoping for. So with that in mind, she starts to increase the pressure with both her legs and arms. I just groan, now a yelp, now more of a quiet cry.

 

	"Nancy, you can submit. It's okay!" Liz reassures me in a taunting voice.

 

	"Ok, Ok, I submit!!" I scream.

 

	1-0 - The first submission had taken around 5 minutes, so, just another 55 minutes more on the mats...hmmm! But at least her tactics seem to be working so far, as I look far more jaded than Liz.

 

	Liz watched me crawl off the mat and grab a towel and a bottle of water. I was ringing wet and really thirsty. Sweating will make you like that.

 

	This fall, I am more circumspect than I had been, moving slowly towards Liz. That's fine too, I found out, she can use my hesitancy against me. Liz feints to move toward me, I instinctively recoil and half turn my back to Liz.

I am clearly expecting Liz to go the same way as before, but with the benefit of experience, Liz goes completely the other way. Dropping to the mat, she sweeps my legs. Not giving me time to react to what is happening, she grabs me and pulls me into a head scissor hold, trapping one arm in the hold and locking her legs in a figure four.

 

	This hold, as with the holds Liz had used before, isn't meant to hurt, or to force an immediate submission but to wear me down and to keep me immobile. I am thrashing, kicking my legs, which look amazing by the way, but it's getting me nowhere. We've been in position now for a couple of minutes.

 

	"Nancy, why don't you try to escape?" a revitalized and sarcastic Liz coos in my ear.

 

 

	"OK, you can fuck off!" I replied, only half in jest, as I experienced the humiliation of being trapped between the legs of a woman more than 20 years her senior, with no prospect of a quick release.

 

	This spurred me on to try again, I had started to buck and am attempting to reach out to the edge of the mat to force a break.

 

 

	Liz thinks it's time to take another submission. She releases the grip she has of me between her legs, maneuvering me into a more destructive scissoring position, where she can apply the full force of her legs to constrict around my head and neck. I let's out a loud squeal, but bravely try to resist submitting. So Liz just ratcheted up the pressure further and further until I had no alternative but to concede.

 

	"Oh god Liz, please stop, I submit, I submit. PLEASE!" I squeal.

 

	2-0 - After releasing me, I laid in the middle of the mat for a while. Until I can muster the strength to drag myself of the mat. Shit that was quick, she destroyed me and the night is still young. 

 

	"Open your eyes Nancy!" Liz demands. "It's payment time."

 

	By the end of the sentence she's ready to go. Dropping down on top of me, she sits on my chest, preparing to move forward. The next moment she had her sweaty crotch in my face, she was obviously already hot for it, she was dripping girl juice, and as soon as my mouth found her pussy, she started to writhe. I hadn't been intimate with a woman since my high school days but it seems to be coming back to me, well certainly I'm not getting any complaints, those are most definitely not moans of disapproval.

 

	To be honest, I wasn't even aware I'd closed them, just instinct I suppose. So I do as Liz asked and look up at her.

 

	"Oh god, that's so beautiful." Liz says, as she reaches running her hands through my hair, pulling it slightly, as she grinding intensifies.

 

	I'm pretty sure she's on the edge now, she continues to make eye contact right up until the point of, well, you know. I recognize those sounds, the quivering spasms and the ragged breathing, so I double my efforts and before too long Liz stops, almost falling off me, as she 'dismounts' to lie flat on her back on the mat. She has left my face slick with her juices.

"So, was it okay?" I ask flippantly.

 

Liz doesn't reply directly to me, she turns to the wall.

 

	"Oh god, Nancy you are going to blow my fucking mind. I will bet that no one has or will ever give me oral that good" Liz extolls.

 

	I blush slightly, who doesn't love a compliment; granted not one I was expecting but still humbling to hear. Well it appears that Liz isn't going to waste any time finding out after that ringing endorsement. Now I find myself again with shaved crotch searching for my mouth. Which I guide her to, with a long forgotten skill.

 

	Liz is already wet, she's obviously enjoying everything so far, so I'm thinking this may not take too long at all. I look up at Liz, as she had instructed me to do for her but she is already in the throes, her eyes closed and head back, which makes me smile, not that anyone can tell!

 

	I was right, after a few minutes I have Liz again squirming, mumbling, and gasping, then falling from her perch.

 

	"Oh god. Oh god. Oh god." Liz just keeps repeating.

 

	Liz cradles my head.

 

	"Are you OK?" She asks, giggling.

I nod my head, trying to catch my breath.

 

	"That was fucking amaaazing!" Liz says, bringing another blush to my cheeks, again not that anyone can tell, as I'm already quite flushed, for some reason.

 

	"I told you," Liz continued "after that, I'm no longer sure I've ever had an orgasm before." 

 

	Which made both of us laugh a little.

 

	Liz joked "For some reason my legs don't seem to work."

 

	Liz did look absolutely spent (man I must be good - haha), maybe now might be a good time to re-initiate the wrestling. Nah, silly idea. That could go badly wrong and hurt a lot!

 

	"37 minutes." Liz says, looking at the clock.

 

	"Sorry?" I replied, looking confused.

 

	"That's only 37 minutes, I thought there was no quitting? So we go for the full hour!" Liz answered boldly.

 

	"So what next?" I ask.

 

	Liz looked at me for a moment and with no more words spoken, she stalks over and eagerly remounts my face. This time her plump ass in perched on my face, I can smell her ass and see her tight brownish hole. I stick my tongue into the tight ring of muscle, and Liz hissed like a startled cobra. She lasts a very short time and her juices flow onto my face, into my mouth. I can still taste her tangy anus.

She takes turns, sitting forward for one orgasm, and sitting with her ass on my face making me lick her asshole, with orgasm after orgasm.

 

	Finally she reached the limit of her stamina.

 

	"Oh shit!" Liz said, as we both laid back exhausted on the mat "83 minutes, I'm so sorry Nancy I hadn't realized, we'd gone on so long."

 

 

	"It's ok, I knew the time but I didn't like to spoil your fun, after all, to the winner, the spoils." I answer "Although, I'm pretty sure that I'm going to be eating through a straw for a week after that."

"Maybe I could give you a massage, to aid your recovery." Liz said. "Unless you want to sit on my face?"

 

	"Massage, That sounds great, where do you want me?" I reply.

 

	Liz answers by me by pushing me face down to the mat, then she sits astride my back and begins to knead my shoulders. Oh that feels good, which I'm sure the noises that I'm making makes clear. She continues to massage down my back, continuing to rub as she moves to the small of my back, as she slides down my body. The feeling of her smooth crotch in contact with my sweaty ass is driving me crazy. She is now caressing my butt, whilst sitting my thighs, oh man this is exquisite torture.

 

	As Liz's ministrations reach my thighs, she changes tack. Taking me by surprise, she reaches down and starts to kiss the back of my legs. Tracing kisses all the way down from my butt down to my calves. Oh jeez this is getting me hot; if she asks again, I'm fucking her face!

"Nancy, turn over." Liz instructs.

 

	Without a word I comply and Liz goes back to her task. She trailing her lips up my legs, with soft sensual kisses. This is even more erotic than before, as now I can see her beautiful face, framed by her dark hair, as she occasionally looks up and me and smiles angelically. I may not need her to do anything else, I'm already feeling so horny I might just cum before she can get to my crotch! She is now kissing the inside of my thighs, and I can feel myself making involuntary thrusts of my crotch, trying to get my pussy closer to her mouth.

 

	"Are you ready to sit on my face yet?" Liz asks rhetorically, as the answer to that was very obvious.

 

	"Oh hell yes!" I answer, a little self-conscious at how desperate I sound, but the truth is, it's nothing compared to how desperate I feel.

 

	Liz moves away, and just lies on her back. Not saying a word, just inviting me with her smile.

 

	Wasting no time, I spring into position. Sitting down, maneuvering for a moment to find her mouth... then oh my god. Wow this girl is freakishly talented.

 

	This is getting mortifying now, another orgasm in super quick time. I move back, I don't have the coordination to do anything more than move a few inches, so I'm now sitting almost on her throat with my throbbing crotch almost against her chin. I flop forward onto all fours, so I'm bent right over her.

 

	"Sorry, I'll move in a second. As soon as I work out how to move my legs." I say, with a little giggle.

 

	"Don't worry. You can stay there until you want to move forward again." Liz replies provocatively.

 

	"Oh no, that's it. I really am done now. Those were the best orgasms I've had in my entire life. So believe me, you've done enough." I assure her. Still sitting high up on her body, but more upright now, so I can see her face.

 

	After about another 10 minutes of recovery time, we peel ourselves off the mats and leave the workout room. Liz has already arranged for an Uber to take me back to my car. We kiss goodnight and go our separate ways, after promising to meet again next week at Starbuck's. Home to my apartment but I know who I will be thinking of when I fall asleep tonight.

 




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

A Close Shave




Part One

Never Ride With A Stranger

 

It was raining again as Robin waited for her lift to school. She was more

interested in the patterns that the falling rain made in the puddles than

the stream of cars heading into the town, which is why she didn't have time

to step back when the red Porsche drove through the puddle right in front

of her.

 

"Shit, shit" was all she could think of as the water soaked through her

coat. She looked up to she that the car had stopped a few yards down the

road. The driver's door opened and a pair of long tanned legs appeared,

followed by the most gorgeous blond woman she had ever seen.

 

"Are you alright? You must be soaked." said the woman, "Can I give you a

lift somewhere?"

 

The cold rain had started to reach her skin making her shiver inside the

thin school blouse, sticking to her bra, making her nipples harden.

 

Despite all the lessons she had had about not going with strangers she felt

a strange attraction to this strikingly good-looking woman.

 

In a split second she decided " You could give me a lift home, it's not

far, just round the corner."

 

 She slipped out of her coat before she opened the passenger door and sank

into the supple leather seats. They felt smooth and soft against her bare

legs where her short, pleated skirt ended just above her knee.

 

"My name is Anna. Where to?" said the woman as she got in and started the

car.

 

The journey home lasted about two minutes, but they were some of the best

two minutes of Robin's eighteen years. She spent the entire time taking in

the woman who had picked her up. She was about twenty-two, tall slim with

blond hair cut into a bob. She was dressed in a navy blue business

suit. The skirt was so short Robin thought once or twice, she caught a

flash of shimmering blue panties. The jacket was molded to Anna's body,

her breasts pushing outward looked firm and high.

 

The strange feeling in Robin's tummy was increasing the nearer they got to

her house, why was she so attracted to this woman? She had often seen her

friends in the showers at school and compared her body to theirs, as they

developed from gawky twelve and thirteen year olds to young women. Once or

twice she had thought how it might feel to touch another girl's breasts, or rub

her body against theirs, but had never taken it any further.

 

Her nipples were still hard, she realized, closely followed by the

realization that she was getting that turned on feeling she got when she

let Bryan, her boyfriend of six months, caress her breasts through her

clothes.

 

"What number". Anna's voice woke her from her daydream.

 

"12" she replied, as the car glided to a halt.

 

"I feel so awful about this, I'll have all your clothes dry cleaned." said

Anna as she followed her to the door.




Part Two

The House is Empty

 

The house was quiet, her parents were at work and her younger brother was

at school. Robin showed her to the living room and headed upstairs to

change.

 

In the bathroom she dropped her coat on the floor. Her blouse and skirt

were soaked through, so they came off and made a pile on the floor. She

turned and looked in the full-length mirror, and liked what she saw.

 

Her shoulder length red hair looked neat, despite the rain, her slim waist

and her legs were highlighted by the white, silky, high leg pants she had

put on that morning. Her breasts, although she thought them a bit small,

looked good enough to eat in the matching lacy bra.

 

A noise made her turn, as the door slowly opened and Anna came into the

room. She had taken off her jacket. Her shirt clearly showed the dark blue

bra underneath, through which her nipples poked stiffly.

 

Without saying a word she began to undo the buttons, then threw the shirt

on to the pile of Robin's discarded wet things. Her hands went to her

waistband and slowly pulled down the zipper. The skirt joined the other

clothing.

 

Robin had been right; Anna was wearing a silky dark blue thong. She

looked stunning.

 

"I've got a confession to make. This morning wasn't an accident; I've been

watching you every day for about two weeks. This morning I saw you there

and decided I had to meet you. I don't normally pick up women form the side

of the road."

 

Robin had never done anything like this before; she stepped forward and

lightly kissed Anna on the lips. A buzz of electricity flowed through

her as Anna opened her mouth and their tongues meet. She tasted of mint.

 

They were about the same height and as they embraced their nipples

rubbed. Robin thought she was going to explode. Her nipples were sticking

out through her bra; all she wanted was to feel Anna's hands on

them. She stepped back, reached behind her and unfastened her bra. Anna

leaned forward and gently cupped her right breast, and then slowly her

tongue snaked out and brushed against the nipple.

 

"My turn" she said as her bra floated to the floor.

 

Her left nipple was pierced with a small gold ring.

 

She cupped her breast and offered it to Robin.

 

As the nipple slipped in to her mouth she could feel the ring against her

teeth, she hooked her tongue into it and pulled gently. Anna squealed

and then her hands grasped the back of Robin's head and pulled her on to

her breast.

 

Robin rolled her nipple with her tongue. She sucked the breast into her

mouth and tasted her new friend.

 

After what seemed like forever Anna gently pulled away, stepped back and

looked at her. Her pussy felt moist and warm, she looked down to see the

blue pants had turned darker where her arousal had soaked through them.

 

She looked at Robin. Her lips were red and pouty, her nipples were hard and

her lacy white pants were soaked between her long slim legs.

 

She stepped forward and gently ran her hand over Robin's smooth tanned

stomach, sliding down and slipping under the waistband; she tugged her

panties down and dropped them with the other clothes.

 

When she was twelve Robin had gone on her fist beach holiday and her mum

had allowed her to buy the skimpiest bikini in the shop. When she had got

home and tried it on she had realized what her mum had meant by 'bikini

line'. Her newly developed pussy hairs poked out of the sides of the

pants.

 

It was then that she discovered razors weren't just for legs. She

had carefully trimmed her red bush. While she was rinsing her hairs away

her she begun to gently rub herself, her finger sliding into her slit and

feeling the small firmness of her clitoris. 

 

As waves of pleasure overtook her she rubbed harder with her thumb, her

finger eased into her slippery warmth, reaching deeper and deeper until

the feelings became too much to bear and a small squeal escaped her lips.

Her first orgasm. Every two or three days since then she had disappeared 

into the bathroom for 'a trim'




Part Three

Blue is My Favorite Color

 

 

Anna ran her hand down over her stomach, onto the silky blue, her

favorite color, and pushed the thin material deep into her slit. As her

finger worked against her clitoris she watched Robin. She was entranced. Her

own hand slid to her sparsely haired pussy and in time the two women

masturbated, each sharing the others pleasure as well as their own.

 

Robin could feel herself cumming, she slipped a second finger into her

already soaking slit and pushed down as it entered her. The waves of

pleasure flowed through her and exploded with a loud cry, as Anna

slipped a finger past panties and used her juices to lubricate her anus

before slipping a finger inside. Her orgasm hit her and her knees

buckled. She slowly slipped to the floor, where Robin joined her a few

seconds later.

 

As they regained their breath Robin gently took hold of Anna's hand

pulled it to her mouth and sucked her finger inside. The taste was

heavenly. A musky saltiness like nothing she had ever tasted before.

 

She leaned over and whispered in her lover's ear, "I want to taste you."

 

Anna whispered back "We've got all day, there is something I would like

to do for you first."

 

She reached down to her sopping panties and gently

peeled them away to reveal her freshly shaved pussy. "Can I shave you"

 

Robin ran her hand down over Anna's swollen nipples, slid her finger

into her belly button and finally cupped her friend's smooth wet pussy in

her hand. 

 

"Yes"

 

Robin took the satin robe from its hook on the door and slipped it over her

shoulders. It fell just to the top of her thighs, and with each step her

firm buttocks peeked from underneath.

 

When she returned, carrying two glasses of juice, the glow of candles lit

the room.

 

Anna was sitting on the floor, her eyes closed, as she gently twirled

the ring in her nipple. Her other hand dipped into her glistening slit. In

front of her was Robin's razor, a new blade glinting in the candlelight

 

Robin stepped forward until the front of the robe brushed against Anna's

nose, she reached for the belt and gently tugged it.

 

The robe fell open, Anna leaned forward and her tongue slid along the

length of Robin's swollen moist pussy lips. Her hand slid under the robe

and cupped Robin's buttocks, sliding into the crack, gently opening her up.

 

Robin had never dared touch her anus. As Anna's fingers grazed at her

puckered hole, her knees buckled, dropping her forward, pushing Anna's

tongue deeper into her gasping slit. Her clitoris felt as hard as a nail a

Anna flicked it back and forward.

 

Summoning all her willpower Robin straightened up and gently pulling away

from her lovers tongue. "Shave me first, so I can feel every touch"




Part Four

Let's Do This First

 

 

Anna looked up and smiled. She reached for Robin's hand and gently

pulled her to the floor. Robin stretched out on her back, pulled her knees

up and opened her legs to fully expose herself to Anna's soft view.

 

Anna looked at her from between her thighs, as she squeezed the shaving

foam into her hand. She reached forward and gently began to massage it into

Robin's red bush. Her fingers dipping into every fold, softening the hair

ready for her to glide the razor over it, leaving a smooth mound in which

to bury her tongue.

 

She picked up the razor. Robin was playing with her nipples, which stood up

erect and hard. She gasped as the razor slid over her skin. She had felt it

many times before, but this time was different. It was in the hand of

another woman.

 

The red curls fell away, exposing her pink swollen lips. Her clitoris

pushing out of it's hood to stand erect.

 

It took all of Anna's control not to bury her tongue between Robin's

thighs and savor the exquisite sensation of baby-soft skin against her

face. The smooth mons, The pouting exposed outer lips. She had dreamed of

this moment to long to spoil it by rushing.

 

The first time she had shaved her pussy had been when she was 14. Her

brother left one of his girlie magazines out and she had found it. She had

got wetter and wetter as she had looked at the girls, sliding her hand

inside her jeans she had brushed through her short blond hairs, rubbing

her clitoris, feeling it harden. Then she had turned the page and her life had

changed. The picture of two girls with shaved mounds was the most erotic

thing she had ever seen. That night she had gone to the bathroom, found her

fathers razors and gently removed all of her pubes. The feeling of cool air

creeping around her exposed lips was beyond description, as she orgasmed

again and again. That night she had promised herself that she would remain

shaved forever.

 

"We need to rinse you off" she said dreamily to Robin. The two girls

stepped into the shower, the water streaming down their bodies.

 

Robin felt Anna behind her, her shaved mound rubbing against her cheeks,

her hand reaching round and caressing her breasts, sliding down over her

exposed pussy. Gently washing away the last of the foam.

 

She had never felt so exposed or so sexy as at that moment. She leaned back

into Anna and allowed her the water and her lover's hand to caress her.

 

Anna's right hand kneaded and stroked her firm buttocks, then slid down

into the cleft, her middle finger leading. It eased across her anus, using

the water to warm and lubricate the hole. Then she gently eased her finger

into Robin's tight asshole.

 

Robin was gasping for breath as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her

body. She pushed down on the fingers inside her and the fireworks exploded

inside her head, as her body spasmed.

 

As they stepped from the shower their lips meet, tongues drinking flicking

across each other, drinking in each other. They kissed until the cool air

raised Goosebumps on their skin.

 

Robin stroked the towel across her and gently pushed Anna down until

she stretched out on the floor. With long gentle strokes she dried

Anna's legs, with each one slowly easing them apart, until he pink lips

were fully exposed.

 

She leaned forward and gently tasted a woman for the first time.

 

The feel of skin on skin and smooth warmth as she ran her tongue up over

the shaved mound then down between her swollen, moist lips was almost too

much. She burrowed her tongue deeply into Anna's hole, sucking the

juices flowing out, flicking the clitoris, which stood up like a tiny cock,

swirling her tongue around her puckered anus, then back to her clitoris. Back

and forth.

 

Anna's hand grasped Robin's head forcing her tongue deeper, her orgasm

building rapidly. Her whole world focusing on Robin's tongue she exploded,

once, twice, three times.

 

Robin barely remembered taking Anna's hand and leading her to the

bedroom, where they collapsed on the bed, curled into each other, legs

entwined, nipple to nipple.

 

Robin awoke with a start. Anna was gone. All that remained was a pair of

shimmering blue panties folded on the pillow next to her head. She reached

across and lifted them, feeling the dampness. Lifting them she inhaled the

musky aroma. As she did so a small gold ring slid across her stomach and

came to rest on her smoothly shaved mound.




Part Five

Answer The Phone

 

Robin's cell phone hummed on her night stand next to the bed,  it woke Robin from a deep sleep.

 

"Hello"

 

"Did find the little present I left for you"

 

Anna's soft voice brought her fully awake.

 

"I'll be in the bar at your fitness club at 5 o'clock on Saturday, if

you're interested". Before she could reply her phone went dead.

 

As she lay back on the pillows she thought back to the fateful morning ten

days before, when her life had changed. She remembered the feel of

Anna's tongue playing with her nipples and sliding down to her shaved

mound. Her hand slid over her stomach, into her warm slit and gently

fingered the small gold ring that pierced her outer lips. Anna was

definitely in for a surprise on Saturday.

 

She could hardly concentrate at school for the next two days, then when

Saturday finally arrived her mum insisted on taking her into town to buy

some clothes. The day dragged on until she finally managed to escape at 4

o'clock.

 

She dashed into the bathroom and into the shower. As she spread the foam

and glided the razor through it she imagined it was Anna's hand. Her

other hand found her nipple and as it grew hard she began to pinch it

gently sending waves of pleasure through her.

 

When she had dried off she opened her panties drawer, should she wear the

black lace, or the white high leg silk, which Anna had seemed to like so

much. There was really only one choice. The shimmering blue silk felt cool

to her touch, reminding her of a morning of discovery and orgasmic

pleasure. She smoothed them over her pussy so that her lips were clearly

visible, then reached for the tight black yoga pants.

 

She walked into the bar just after five. Anna wasn't there so she

ordered a juice and sat in one of the soft armchairs, which gave her a view

of the door.

 

Anna opened the door. Robin's heart missed a beat. She looked absolutely

stunning. Her short blond hair was reflected in her yellow summer

dress. As she walked the light shone through. Robin could see that she

wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples clearly showed through. They were a soft

pink color.

 

They stepped into each other and embraced.

 

Anna whispered into her ear "I haven't stopped thinking about you since

the moment I left."

 

Robin slipped her hand discreetly down Anna's back

until it rested on her firm cheeks "My mum thinks I'm staying with my

friend. We've got all night and tomorrow."

 

Driving out of the car park in Anna's red Porsche, Robin leaned

over and slowly unbuttoned the bottom two buttons on Anna's dress. She

slipped her hand along the smooth tanned thigh and dipped her finger into

the sopping wetness that was Anna. Her finger found Anna's clitoris and

stroked it back and forward. She pulled her finger away and gently held it

to Anna's lips.  Anna's tongue snaked out and licked hungrily at the

offered finger, tasting herself.

 

 

Robin slowly moved the finger towards her own mouth, parted her lips and

sucked it deep inside. The salty sweetness filled her mouth as she licked

the last of the juices away. She drew the saliva covered finger out of her

mouth and gently pushed Anna's lips apart as she slipped it back into

her mouth, where she caressed her tongue gently.

 

"I can't think of an explanation I could give if you were in my car when it

crashed, so perhaps you had better wait a few minutes." she whispered.

 

They drove into the underground car park of a large, expensive block of

flats. "My parents died when I was seventeen. They left me a lot of money."

Anna said " That's how I can afford this car and to live here."

 

The lift shot upwards as the two women sucked longingly on each other

tongues, delving deep into each other mouths, tasting their shared love

juices. Hands roaming up and down their bodies, caressing, stroking.




Part Six

By The Way, I'm Rich

 

The front door opened into a large room, covered in a deep red carpet,

which stretched across to a window, with a panoramic view out across the

town to the hills in the distance. Robin walked over to the window and

gazed down to the street below, then out to the far-reaching view. She felt

Anna move in behind her and her hands sliding forward to cup her

breasts. 

 

"No-one can see us up here, we're on top of the world"

 

Anna stepped back turning Robin away from the window. Her hands moved to

the buttons of her dress. Starting at the top she undid each one with a

slow provocative movement. When the dress was fully undone she slipped it

of her shoulder, exposing once again the firm body Robin had enjoyed so

recently. She has replaced the small gold nipple ring with a tiny solitaire

diamond stud, which matched the larger ones in her ears.

 

She slowly stepped out of her black lace panties. A tiny drop of love juice

sparkled on her shaved lips. She touched it with her finger then held it

out for Robin to taste. Robin stepped forward and sucked the finger deep

into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it.

 

With a gentle pulling motion Anna lead Robin forward into the bedroom,

which was dominated by a huge brass bed covered in dark blue satin

sheets. Red silk cushions were scattered across the bed.

 

 

"I won't be a moment," said Robin as she stepped into the adjoining

bathroom, leaving the door wide open.

 

Anna watched as the golden stream flooded out. She also thought that she

saw something else shining, but couldn't quite place what it was she had

seen.

 

Robin stood up and smoothed the panties over her pussy, stretching them

tight to show her smooth mons. Reaching for her top she pulled it over her

head freeing her breasts, which sprang forward like freed animals, her

nipples dusky pink, hard in anticipation.

 

Anna stepped into the bathroom, took Robin's hand and led her back into

the bedroom. She sank to her knees in front of her, leaned forward and

planted a delicate kiss on the blue silk. 

 

"These look fantastic on you, I want to taste you through them." With that she

parted Robin's legs and licked the tight silk over her swollen, soaking lips.

 

 

Robin held her against her pussy. The feel of tongue, against silk, against

soft skin, making her pussy flood with juices, mingling with Anna's own

wetness to soak the material almost transparent.

 

Robin felt Anna tongue twitch as she touched the small gold ring. She

looked up at Robin then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the

panties, sliding them down Robin stepped out of them.

 

The shaved mound with the gold ring poking out between Robin's swollen lips

nearly making Anna orgasm immediately. Still the waves of pleasure flowed through

her all she could see was the ring. She wanted to suck it deep inside her

mouth. Feel the hard metal against the silky lips. She wanted to make Robin

cum until she begged for mercy.

 

As she slowly got her breath back she looked up at Robin "Did it hurt"

 

"I was bit sore for a couple of days, but other then that not really. The

woman who did it was very gentle. In fact I could hardly stop smiling, all

I could think about was that two days before no-one had ever seen my pussy,

and here I was having my most intimate parts pierced to please my lover"

 

Anna slid up her body and their mouths meet, tongues meeting, wrestling

inside each other mouths. The kiss seemed to last forever.

 

Robin finally pulled away. Anna slowly stretched her out on the

bed. Robin looked deep into her eyes then took in every inch of Anna's

slim body. She obviously didn't bother with a bikini when she sun

bathed. Every inch of her was a golden brown, including her shaved pussy.

 

Robin slipped her hands underneath Anna and gently encouraged her on to

her stomach. Her back was flawless. Her buttocks firm and smooth. Starting

at her neck Robin began to kiss every inch of skin. Down over her

shoulders, into the small of her back, finally sliding her tongue down into

the cleft between her cheeks. Anna opened her legs as Robin ventured

deeper, until her tongue touched her anus, swirling around and

across. Robin moved between Anna's outstretched legs, took hold of her

hips and lifted her on to her knees giving her access to the soaking lips

which dripped with love juice.

 

While Robin gently sucked, Anna sank down until she pressed Robin's head back

against the bed. Anna swung around and slowly lowered her mouth until

her lips brushed Robin's. Her tongue darted forward and flicked her clitoris,

then sucked it deep into her mouth. Robin copied every move she

made. Slowly she slid a finger into Robin's smooth silky warmth. She felt

two fingers enter her and slide up over her g-spot. She flicked her tongue

across Robin's slit down onto the exquisitely sensitive area between her

vagina and her anus, then burrowed down wards until she felt the tongue

enter her.

 

Robin gasped as she felt Anna's tongue enter her anus. She had never

thought that it was possible to feel as aroused as she did at this moment.

 

Her orgasm built slowly, spreading up from her anus until she exploded into

Anna's mouth in a tidal wave of love juices. Anna came in the same

instant flooding Robin's mouth.

 

The rest of that night was spent in a sensual heaven. Drifting in and out

of sleep, exploring each other entwined in each other arms.




Part Seven

Did You Like My Ring?

 

They awoke the next morning as the sun streamed through the windows and

cast a warm glow across the bed. Anna slid out of Robin's arms and went

through into the kitchen.

 

The smell of coffee finally dragged Robin out of bed. Walking naked into

the kitchen she realized just what Anna had meant by well off. The

apartment was decorated with the best quality furnishing she had ever seen,

and the kitchen looked like something out of a glossy magazine.

 

"Hello. What shall we do today? Perhaps we could go shopping"

 

" I don't think I'm in the same class as you as far as shopping is

concerned"

 

That's okay it's my treat'

 

After breakfast and a shared orgasm in the shower, Anna handed her a

brown silk dress, with matching bra and panties.

 

"I hope these fit I had to guess at the sizes, but we're about the same so

I just tried them on myself first."

 

The bra was a bit too small so she left it off. The dress came just below

her knee and clung to her body like a silk sheath.

 

" You look good enough to eat," said Anna as she swung Robin around.

 

Anna was wearing a short blue dress, which seemed to float around her as

she moved. "Let's shop!"

 

The morning passed in a blur of expensive shops and sycophantic

assistants. In the lingerie shop the assistant smiled knowingly as they

emerged from the changing room with broad smiles and slightly flushed

cheeks.

 

Lunch was at a restaurant that Robin had only ever dreamed of eating

in. Crisp white table clothes and food to die for. The white wine they

drank only made them giggle more.

 

As they left the restaurant Anna pulled Robin into a small discreet

doorway. There were no signs on the shop and the windows were completely

blacked out. As Anna opened the door and stepped in Robin realised they

were going into a sex shop.

 

"I've always wanted to look in here but never dared" said Anna.




Part Eight

Shopping And A Surprise

 

 

Robin's eyes nearly popped out of her head as she looked into the shop. It

was full of every kind of sex toy.  Vibrators and dildos of every size

shape and color, whips, leather and rubber suits, and other things who's

use she couldn't even begin to imagine.

 

They wandered round the shop until they came to a cabinet containing a

display of dildos. A smartly dressed woman approached them "Can I interest

you in one of our toys," she said reaching into the display she selected

one. 

 

It was about 7" long. Robin had never seen an erect cock so she could

only assume it was anatomically correct. The woman handed it to Robin. It

felt surprisingly warm and smooth. Robin gently stroked it. The thought of

Anna sliding it into her vagina, or even her anus, started to make her

felt wet.

 

Anna looked across and saw the look on Robin's face. "I think we'll take

this one," she said, as her hand closed over Robin's, gently moving up and

down along the length of the dildo.

 

When the got back to Anna's apartment they dropped the shopping bags in

the middle of the room and collapsed into one of the leather sofas. Anna

gently pulled Robin back against her, her hand wandered to the buttons on

the front of her dress. She slowly undid them, then slid her hand inside to

cup Robin's breast. As she gently played with her nipple she felt it

growing in her hand, until it felt as hard as the small diamond stud which

pierced her own nipple.

 

"Thank you for the best day of my life," whispered Robin, as Anna

gently kissed her ear, nibbling at the lobe, running her tongue over the

soft peach like surface.

 

Robin relaxed against her body, eyes closed, she luxuriated in the feel of

Anna's hand on her nipple and her tongue gently caressing her ear. "I

love you" she sighed, barely loud enough for it to carry to Anna.

 

Anna eased the remainder of the buttons undone until the dress fell away

from Robin. Her hand wandered down across her smooth stomach until it

reached the lacy French knickers Robin had changed into in the lingerie

shop. The brown silk ones were in her handbag, still damp and smelling of

Robin. Anna intended to keep them under her pillow.

 

It was no wonder the woman in the shop had smiled. They had been in the

changing rooms at least half an hour. It had surprised Anna that she

hadn't come in to see why they had taken so long. She wondered how she

would have reacted to find two young women with their faces buried between

each other legs, greedily licking and sucking at each other's shaved

pussies.

 

The knickers were almost transparent and Robin could see the golden skin

glowing underneath. Her hand slid inside and continued down into the warm

wet slit. She found Robin's clitoris and stroked her thumb across it. Robin

shivered gently.

 

The bag containing their 'new toy' was just within Robin's reach. He pulled

it towards her, reached inside and pulled the box out. Anna reached

across and helped her to open it. Robin took out the dildo and brought it

to her lips. She slowly sucked it into her mouth, coating it, until it was

slippery and glistened.

 

Anna gently took if from her mouth. She ran it down between Robin's

breasts and into to her slit. She rubbed it gently across her clitoris,

spreading the juices. She gently positioned it between Robin's lips. They

parted and the dildo slid inside until Anna only held it with her

fingertips. She began to work it in and out of Robin's sopping pussy, using

her thumb to caress her clitoris with each movement.

 

Robin spread her legs as wide as she could as the hardness stroked her. She

tilted her head back, pulled Anna's head down and sucked her tongue deep

into her mouth, copying the rhythm Anna was using to bring her slowly to

orgasm.

 

Unlike the explosions she had felt so many time in the last day this orgasm

built slowly until her breathing became deeper, a red flush spread across

her stomach onto her breasts and finally she shuddered and gasped for

breath as it overtook her.

 

Robin reached down, took Anna's hand, and slid the dildo out. Turning

she knelt over Anna as she lay back on the sofa. She lifted the hem of

Anna's dress, pulled her panties aside and slid the dildo into

her. Anna gasped as it slid inside and Robin began fucking her. At the

same time Robin bent forward and took her hard nipple in to her mouth,

biting down gently through her bra, running her teeth up and down the

length of her nipple.

 

She reached behind her, unclipped her bra and fought her dress off her

shoulders to free her breasts, pulling Robin fiercely back onto her nipple

she came in a great rush of juices which ran down onto Robin's fingers, and

down between her legs soaking her with warmth.

 

She pulled Robin to her mouth and whispered into it "I love you too"




Part Nine

We Can Experiment Right?

 

As Robin drifted awake she felt the warm body curled into her stomach, firm

buttocks nestling against her thighs. She lifted her hand and ran it over a

tight stomach, down into silky hairs. Gently wrapping her hand around the

soft warmth she began to slowly stroke the velvety skin. 

 

The boy beside her stirred as she slid the foreskin back and forward. 

Squeezing a drop of moisture from the slit she used her thumb to spread

it over the swollen tip. She increased the pressure as her hand slid up 

and down the smooth length. She felt him tense and then a dribble of warm

cum on her fingers.

 

Lifting her hand she ran her tongue through the sticky cream savoring the

taste. The boy reached back with his hand, pulling her mouth forward into a

deep kiss.

 

Robin kept her eyes open as they kissed, watching Anna, who was leaning

against the door frame, her silk robe open, exposing her tanned body to

Robin's loving gaze. Anna smiled. As the boy slipped back into sleep,

Robin eased herself away and crossed the room.

 

Their first morning kiss always sent a buzz of excitement through Robin. As

their tongues meet her mind drifted back over the last months, recalling

how her life had changed.

 

She had been able to keep her lover secret until just after her nineteenth

birthday, then one day her parents had come home early, just as Anna had

brought her to a gasping climax. After the embarrassment had subsided they

had quite understood, and when Robin had asked if she could move into

Anna's apartment they had eventually agreed.

 

They hugged, nipple brushing nipple. Robin whispered into Anna's ear " I

love you, last night doesn't change anything between us"

 

"I know". How was your first cock?" she giggled

 

"You should know, you certainly seemed to enjoy it as well"

 

Over the last months they had discovered an untold number of ways to make

each other cum, but as the cool plastic of the dildo had entered her, Robin

had occasionally wondered what it felt like to have a warm living cock

sliding into her tight pussy. She thought that Anna might not like the

idea of sharing, but when she had brought it up Anna smiled. 

 

"I wondered how long it would be?" she had laughed. 

 

They had talked about it and agreed that as long as they were both there then they could

'experiment' now and then.

 

Closing the bedroom door on the sleeping boy the two girls curled up in

each other's arms on the sofa. Robin thought back to the previous evening

and how she had lost her virginity for the second time.




Part Ten

Fishing By The Pool

 

Anna had been the first to see him lying beside the pool in his tight

red trunks, his torso glistening as he rubbed sunscreen onto his firm

stomach. He was about nineteen, blond haired, and although his nose was

slightly too long, attractive in a gawkie way.

 

 

Anna touched Robin's hand gently, and lifted her chin, pointing out the

young man on the sun bed a few feet away "he looks sweet, shall we treat

him to a night he'll never forget?"

 

Robin looked over too him. He did look kind of sexy in an innocent way.

"Okay"

 

Robin stood up and walked towards the pool. As she drew level with the boy

she slipped a finger into the elastic of her bikini pants, easing them away

from her warm skin, adjusting them so that the small triangle fitted snugly

over her mound, giving the boy a flash of smooth skin underneath.

 

She dove into the pool. As she came up for air she swept her shoulder

length red hair back from her face, the water streaming off her breasts.

She smiled at the boy. He blushed and looked away, embarrassed at having

been caught watching.

 

After a couple of slow lengths Robin swam to the side, directly in front of

him and pulled herself out of the water. Stepping towards him she leaned

over and whispered in his ear "Did you like what you saw"

 

The boy was speechless with embarrassment.

 

Robin sat on the side of the sun bed, placed her hand on his knee, then

slowly ran it up his thigh, towards the growing bulge in his trunks. She

gently cupped the front of his trunks with her hand, feeling the hardness

inside.

 

"My name 's Robin, I live with the girl that's watching us. We

wondered if you had any plans for this afternoon?"

 

The boy coughed, looking at Robin he saw a gorgeous redhead with firm

breasts, encased in a dark blue bikini. Glancing across towards Anna he

saw an equally good-looking woman smiling back at him. She was blond,

about twenty-two with soft blue eyes. Unlike Robin she was topless. His eyes

nearly popped out of his head when he saw the small diamond stud which

pierced one of the hard nipples. "N-N-No, I'm not doing anything special.

 

"Come to the top floor apartment in an hour" Robin said as she stood up.

She walked back to where Anna lay, bent down and gently licked her hard

nipple, sucking it into her mouth, tasting the familiar taste. She looked

back towards the boy and winked.

 

They giggled like silly school girls all the way up in the lift, "I can't

believe you did that." Said Anna " How did his cock feel"

 

"Warm and very hard" Robin replied




Part Eleven

Hello Again!

 

 

They opened the door, dropping their towels on the floor they both headed

straight for the shower. Robin grabbed the gel and began soaping Anna.

Starting at her shoulders she worked down over the firm breasts, across her

stomach and down over the soft skin of her shaved mound. Slipping a soapy

finger inside she reached for her g-spot, running her finger across it, and

then sliding out she applied firm pressure to Anna's clitoris, pinching

gently. "

 

I'm not the only one getting wet at the thought of his cock am I"

she laughed.

 

When they had dried off they went into the bedroom, which was dominated by

the huge brass bed, covered in blue silk sheets. Robin opened the underwear

drawer and pulled out her favorite blue thong, smiling she rubbed the silky

material over her nose and face, breathing in Anna's special smell.

 

Slipping them back into the drawer she pulled out a pair of red lace French

knickers  and stepped into them. Anna took a black thong out of the draw

and pulled it up over her long firm thighs.

 

 

"Have you got your ring in?" she said as her hand slid over the front of 

Robin's panties. It ducked between her legs and found the small gold ring

where it nestled between her thighs.

 

"Would you take it out just for tonight?"

 

Robin pulled aside her panties,exposing her mound, which was as smooth 

and hairless as Anna's. She gently undid the ring and lifting it to her

lips kissed it, inhaling the sweet aroma.

 

The front door of the apartment slowly opened and the boy stepped

cautiously inside. The soft glow of the candles directed him towards the

bedroom. As he pushed open the door he saw the two girls lying in each

other's arms, kissing passionately. He moved towards the bed as Robin

opened her eyes and looked directly at him.

 

"Hello again, I'm Robin, this is Anna" she said swinging around towards him.

 

The boy had put on a white T-shirt, which just covered his trunks. She put

her hand out and touched his firm thigh. Sliding upwards she caught the

bottom of his shirt and lifted it over his head. The red trunks appeared as

if they were ready to burst. Reaching out she pulled at the cord, loosening

the waistband, she slid her fingers inside and eased them over his stiff

cock. Wrapping her hand around the warm hardness she gently pulled him

towards the bed. Anna leaned over and brought her face to his,  slipping

her tongue into his mouth.

 

Robin began to move her hand up and down his rock hard cock, which seemed

to grow longer with each stroke. The slit glistened with pre-cum as she

cupped his balls with her other hand, gently squeezing them inside their

sac. Bringing her head forward she licked the slit, tasting him for the

first time. She felt him tense, and although she had never experienced a

man as he orgasmed,  she instinctively knew what to do. She sucked him into

her mouth as a spurt of creamy cum shot from his cock, hitting the roof of

her mouth, filling it with saltiness. She squeezed his balls milking the

cum from him. Pooling it in her mouth she reached for Anna, pulling her

down she buried her tongue deep inside her mouth, sharing the taste.

 

All three collapsed onto the huge bed. Robin felt unfamiliar hands touching

her, down her back, sliding over her lace covered cheeks, on her stomach,

reaching for her hard nipples. She also felt a familiar touch as Anna

cupped her breast and offered it to the boy. He sucked her nipple into his

mouth, at the same time as Anna took her other nipple gently between her

fingers and caressed it. The boy's tongue was different, it felt rougher

then Anna's, her nipple growing harder as he swirled across it. The buzz

of excitement was doubled as it flowed through her body to her swollen

clitoris, her hairless lips rubbing against the lace of her panties sent the

buzz back up through her body, exploding through her nipples.

 

The boy's hands caressed her stomach and continued down. Pulling her

panties down he gasped as his hand traveled across her shaved mound,

smooth and soft, finding her soaking slit, opening  her lips a finger slid

inside. Stroking the wetness. He wasn't as practiced as Anna at finding

her clitoris, which ached to be touched. She grabbed his hand and guided it to

her clitoris, then reaching for his cock she pushed him back and straddled him,

guiding the hardness into her soaking hole she felt him enter her, the

swollen head pushing deep inside. She began to move, feeling his length

filling her. She bent forward and buried her tongue deep into his mouth, as

Anna moved behind, reaching forward to cup her breasts, pinching her

nipples into diamond hardness Robin came in an explosion of sensations.

 

The boy eased his cock out of the warmth of Robin's drenched hole, as she

flopped sideways on to the bed. He was still hard.

 

Anna smiled "My turn now". 

 

Reaching for him she bent her head and began to lick Robin's juices

from his cock. Her cat-like  tongue cleaning him. When she had cleaned

every last trace of Robin from him she leaned back and guided his head

towards her silk encased pussy. He ran his tongue along her slit, which

clearly showed through the soaked  black silk. Easing it gently aside he

inhaled as he touched her juices. Parting her swollen lips he pushed his

tongue inside and found her hard clitoris, sucking it into his mouth, holding

it between his teeth, flicking it back and forwards.

 

Anna ran her hand over his firm buttocks down between his legs, feeling

the soft tuft of hair which surrounded his anus she ran her nails lightly

over his puckered hole before reaching forward until she could cup his

balls. Her long fingers massaging them gently, and then stretching her red

tipped fingers, encircling his rock hard cock. She slid his foreskin back

to expose the purple head, glistening with cum, then squeezed the firm

underside as more and more juices flowed from his slit.

 

She looked over at Robin who was greedily taking in the scene, her lover

being eaten by a young boy, whilst she massaged his cock.

 

Robin climbed to her knees, swung round and straddled Anna, lowering her

already tender pussy onto her lovers face, she felt the familiar tongue

reaching for her, lapping across her clitoris and deep into her hole. She

caressed Anna's face with her shaved lips as she rushed towards her next

orgasm.

 

As Robin lowered herself down Anna felt her own climax building deep

inside her. The dual sensation of her clitoris being licked and sucked, with

the musky aroma of Robin flooding her nose and mouth were too much. She

came in a flood of juices, engulfing the boy's face in sweet tangy heaven.

 

The boys cock was like an iron rod in her hand as he shot his cum, covering

the front of her silk panties with creamy boy juices.

 

They collapsed in a pile of entwined arms and legs gasping for breath, the

sweet smell of sex pervading the whole room, as individually they drifted

into sleep.




Part Twelve

My Name is...!

 

The soft leather of the sofa against their skin; the two girls talked and

giggled, recalling every detail of the last few hours.  Anna caressed

Robin's breasts until her nipples hardened. Easing herself slowly to the

floor she looked up at Robin, gently spreading her legs she came up on to

her knees and leaned forward to kiss her slit, sliding her tongue down

between the lips.

 

The boy awoke to an empty bed, rolling over he stood up and moved towards

the door. Slowly opening it he looked into the living room. What he saw

brought his cock back to full hardness.

 

The two girls were on the sofa, the one called Anna between her friends 

thighs. He stepped forward, kneeling behind her, his cock slipped between

her cheeks. He felt the swell of her mound, the juices flowing as she

pleasured her friend. 

 

Pulling back he positioned his cock against her anus and gently pushed forward. 

The tight ring resisted, until he felt her relax and push back. He slid into her. 

He began to move slowly at first then, as she responded by pushing back as he

pulled away, his movements became faster as he felt himself gripped by her

tightness, so unlike the velvet glove of her friends vagina, he spurted his

cum deep inside her.

 

Anna felt the cock against her ring and pushed back to swallow the boys

cock, as he moved away she pushed back, his hardness filling her, she felt

his cum hit her deep inside, as Robin exploded in her mouth.

 

Later they shared a long leisurely bath, where the Anna and Robin

introduced him to the pleasure of the razor. First they shaved each other

then they gently shaved the blond hair from his balls, exposing the soft

skin of his sac.

 

As they stroked and caressed each other the boy told them his name was

Daniel.

 

The end
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