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    Story 1 
 
    With only twenty minutes left to her shift, Isabelle Alvarez turned an experienced eye to the number of people standing on her checkout line and how many items each had in their shopping cart. The thirty-two-year- old had worked at the Stop 'N' Save long enough to be able to judge how long it would take to handle each customer and decided that the young mother with the two toddlers in tow at the end of the line would just about finish her for the day. 
 
    Handing the customer she had just finished with her change and receipt, Isabelle paused before starting on the next one just long enough to switch off the open light on her lane. The robust redhead knew that turning the light off before the end of your shift ticked off the kid who was now assistant manager, but he would just have to get over it. As long as she still had a customer on line when five o'clock rolled round, there was little he could say about it. 
 
    Sure enough, her timing was again perfect as the second hand of the large analog clock on the wall had just swept past the hour as she handed the young mother her receipt. Isabelle was always happy when the day was over, especially on a Friday with the promise of the weekend to come. And promise it was because she planned to spend it with someone who had become quite special to her. 
 
    It only took a few minutes to close out her drawer, after six years she could probably do it in her sleep, and she quickly carried her cash drawer over to the service desk. Patricia Brown, one of the head cashiers working the desk, took the drawer from her and began to check her tally. 
 
    "Big plans for the weekend?" the older woman asked as she added up the coupons and checks that had been in the drawer. 
 
    "What makes you say that?" Isabelle replied, her tone perhaps a bit too defensive. 
 
    "Just the way you sped through close out," the black woman answered. "It made me think you were in a hurry to check out, that's all." 
 
    "Oh," Isabelle said, realizing she had overreacted. 
 
    "You and Perry going down to the shore again?" Patricia inquired as she started counting the remaining cash. "It might be a little too cool for swimming, but then that probably won't make a difference to the two of you." She added with a knowing smile. 
 
    Since just about everyone in the store knew that she had been dating Perry Wagner, who drove one of the delivery trucks, over the summer, the question was understandable. What wasn't common knowledge was that she and Perry had come to a parting of the ways over a month before. 
 
    Their relationship had started off well enough, quickly progressing from shared coffee breaks to lunch together and then out to dinner on an actual date. Perry was careful to do and say all the right things, treating her like a lady wanted to be treated. 
 
    If anyone asked, and in a store as small as this where everyone knew everyone else's business, Isabelle could honestly say she hadn't slept with Perry until after they had been going out over a month. What she didn't need to say was that long before that, the goodnight kiss had been replaced by the goodnight blow job. She knew how to keep a man interested while she made up her mind about him. 
 
    Isabelle was hardly shy about sex, having lost her virginity to a high school classmate after graduation. Not the most attractive of girls back then, she tended to be on the stocky side. Isabelle made the same mistake a lot of girls did and found popularity by letting it get out that she put out. What she only later came to understand was that, while a guy was perfectly willing to take her out and have a good time; few envisioned anything more than that with her. She wasn't, as the old saying went, the kind of girl you brought home to meet your mother. 
 
    Her love life, or more precisely her sex life since the occasions where love might have entered the picture were few and far between, seemed to follow a familiar pattern. After a while, despite hopes to the contrary, her relationship with Perry proved no different. 
 
    At first, it was dinner and a movie, then back to her place for a rumble in the sheets. After a while, it was just dinner and off to bed, until finally she was lucky if they got takeout before their Friday night fuck. As nice as the sex was and continued to be, she was long past the age where she wanted to be just some guy's fuck-buddy. 
 
    "I'm not seeing Perry anymore," Isabelle said, deciding that she might as well finally get that out there. 
 
    "Oh," Patricia said, more than a touch of curiosity in her voice. "Is there someone new?" 
 
    "I guess you could say that," Isabelle offered. 
 
    "Anyone we know?" Patricia further asked, her curiosity aroused. 
 
    "I doubt it," Isabelle replied, the brevity of her answer saying more than the words. 
 
    "Do we at least get a name," Patricia asked, as if it was everyone's right to know, "in case he calls the office looking for you." 
 
    "You're not likely to get any calls like that," Isabelle replied, "but if you have to have a name, let's just make it Jamie." 
 
    "Just Jamie?" 
 
    "Just Jamie," Isabelle repeated, knowing full well that the white haired woman was mentally running though her almost encyclopedic knowledge of everyone in town to see if she could come up with a Jamie. 
 
    "You can't give me something else to go on?" Patricia said as the look on her face said she couldn't come up with a match. 
 
    "I think I'd rather just keep it private for now," Isabelle answered, disappointing the senior cashier, "at least until I see where it goes." 
 
    "Oh I understand," Patricia said, the reluctance in her voice saying just the opposite. "Well it looks like everything balances," she added as she handed the younger woman a receipt. "Have a good time with Jamie and good luck." 
 
    Isabelle thanked her and after clocking out, slipped into the jacket she had left on the coat rack. Glancing back over her shoulder as she zipped up, she saw that Patricia had already gone back to what she'd been doing before. Nice as she was most of the time, Patricia had a long standing reputation as being one of the worst gossips in town. The juicier the secret, the more she was incapable of keeping it to herself, regardless of what damage it might cause. 
 
    A recent example, still fresh on Isabelle's mind, was the store's Memorial Day picnic over by Blue Valley Lake. Judy Myers, who had worked in produce even longer than Isabelle had been at the store, had a little too much to drink. Actually, since she was quite unaccustomed to drinking in general, that little had an effect all out of proportion to the amount. 
 
    So much so that the tipsy twenty-six year-old had let her most secret urges take control and wound up with nineteen-year-old Jeffery Winters in the boat house while just about everyone else had sat down to eat. When Ira Kennedy, who had gone to the boat house to look for her sunglasses which she had dropped somewhere, came upon them, they were both in a highly disorganized state, at least clothes wise. Even more shocking was the fact that Judy was down on her knees performing a highly erotic act on the stock boy. 
 
    That both were unattached and of legal age never entered Patricia's thoughts once she was told what happened by her good friend Ira. It didn't even take till the end of the day for everyone she could corner to learn of the indiscretion. While most of them found the news titillating, the majority also felt it was Judy's business and that Patricia had been wrong to spread it. Despite that, Judy felt totally humiliated and not only did she never come back to work after that day, she moved out of town a month later. Yet even after that, Patricia couldn't break her lifelong habit. 
 
    Walking to her old Escort on the far end of the parking lot, Isabelle considered that Patricia was probably already telling people that she and Perry had broken up and that Isabelle was already seeing someone new. Imagine the field day Patricia would have, Isabelle thought as she slid into the front seat, if she knew that her companion for the weekend was not only ten years her junior, but also another woman. 
 
    If anyone had suggested to her, only a year before, that she and someone like Jamie Delgado could find enough in common to be friends, much less becoming intimately involved, Isabelle might've wondered what they were on. To anyone who knew them, it would've been hard to imagine two more dissimilar women. 
 
    Isabelle was ten years older, twenty-eight pounds overweight and seemingly doomed to never having a long term relationship. True, she had actually been engaged when she was twenty-six, but that lasted less than a month. In a rare flash of clarity back then, Isabelle had realized that the only reason she had said yes was the fact that Manuel Lopez had been the only one who ever asked. His reasons for doing so were simple enough, he was twenty years older and desperately wanted a son and heir. Not content to become just a broodmare, she had broken the engagement. 
 
    Jamie, on the other hand, was only a year out of college and almost a fanatic about physical fitness, going so far as to have been on several teams in both high school and college. She had also been in a totally monogamous relationship for over three years. 
 
    In fact, the only thing the two women seemed to have in common was that both used the gym at the same community center. Jamie, simply because it was an inexpensive and convenient way to stay in shape, and Isabelle because she was on another of her frequent quests to improve her life. She would get inspired about once a year, usually after a relationship had just turned sour, and try to lose weight. Like many other things in her life, this also followed a familiar pattern. She would lose a few pounds, then hit the wall and become frustrated by a lack of further progress. Eventually she would give up and go back to her old ways. 
 
    That all changed, however, the night Isabelle exited the center after a late night workout and saw smoke coming out from under an Escort much like her own. At first she had thought it was her car, since it was parked in the same section, but as she got closer she saw that it was only one that had originally been the same color. If anything, it was even a few years older. 
 
    Standing next to the car, watching the engine burn out, was Jamie Delgado. Isabelle recognized the younger woman from other nights, even though she didn't think they'd even exchanged more than a few words over a couple of months. With the parking lot just about empty, Isabelle decided that she might as well see if she could be of any help. In the end, all she could really do was offer Jamie a lift home after the auto club towed away the car, but that was to prove a fortunate gesture. 
 
    Originally, Isabelle had just considered it a good deed, the sort of thing she hoped someone would've done for her, and promptly forgot about it. So when she went back to the gym a week later, she was surprised when Jamie came up to her and offered to help her improve her workouts. A few suggestions on how she could exercise more effectively led to them having coffee afterwards, over which they had an even better conversation about what she had been doing wrong and how she could better control her weight. 
 
    In the weeks and then months that followed, Jamie was as good as her word, encouraging Isabelle at every opportunity and keeping her on track. The result being that today, Isabelle was within ten pounds of no longer being considered overweight. Most people erroneously concluded that it was her relationship with Perry that had led to the change, but it had definitely been Jamie's doing. 
 
    The friendship that grew between them soon extended beyond the gym as well. They started socializing on their days off, even going out some nights when neither had other plans. Eventually, Isabelle felt closer to Jamie than any other woman she knew. 
 
    It was about two months ago, about the time Isabelle had begun to reconsider her relationship with Perry, that she had what she would forever refer to as the great duh moment. She had met Jamie at the community center for a Saturday morning workout and afterwards they had stopped at a health food store to get some fruit drinks. They'd taken the drinks across the street to a local park and as they sat on a bench, Isabelle found herself telling her friend about her growing dissatisfaction with the man in her life. 
 
    Jamie didn't have any answers for her, and in truth Isabelle really wasn't looking for any. She just needed to vent and was appreciative that she had someone who was willing to listen. Had she chosen anyone at work, they would've undoubtedly tried to convince her that Perry was the best thing that ever happened to her, despite their growing problems. In was only at the end of her tirade that she tossed out a casual thought that changed her life. 
 
    "It's a pity that I can't find someone as nice as you to date," she said without really thinking about it. 
 
    "Then why don't you?" Jamie asked in reply. 
 
    "I guess you didn't hear me," Isabelle answered, "I said I don't think there are any guys like you out there." 
 
    "I heard you," Jamie said. "What I was asking was, why does it have to be a guy?" 
 
    Isabelle looked at Jamie with a blank look that said she still didn't understand. 
 
    "Isabelle," Jamie said after a moment, a look of realization finally appearing on her own face, "you can't tell me that you don't know that I'm gay. I know I've never brought it up, but you must've seen me with Heather at least a dozen or so times." 
 
    "Yes, but..." Isabelle started to say, then as the words finally sunk in, she had her 'duh moment.' 
 
    Heather Boston was Jamie's best friend, a holdover from her college days. Isabelle really didn't know her, but she'd seen her many times when she dropped off or picked Jamie up after her car had been declared DOA by the mechanic. Evidently, they also shared an apartment until Heather was transferred by her company to their West Coast office not long after the engine fire. 
 
    Thinking about it now, Isabelle reflected that the two women had seemed overly affectionate towards each other, but she'd just assumed that was the way the younger generation was. Women their age these days just seemed more comfortable with things like that than Isabelle and her friends had been. The sudden realization also explained why Jamie had taken Heather's leaving so hard. 
 
    "I can't believe that you didn't know," Isabelle heard Jamie saying as she snapped back to the present, then her voice became more concerned and she asked if it made any difference. "Between us I mean," she explained. "I mean we're still friends, right?" 
 
    "Of course," Isabelle replied almost automatically, "why should it make any difference." 
 
    That response put a look of relief on Jamie's face. Back when she had first come out to her family and friends during her first year of college, too many of them had decided that they no longer wanted anything to do with her. One of them had been her oldest and closest friend, Pamela Rosario. The hurtful words Pam had used when their friendship ended still pained Jamie. 
 
    A short time later, after Isabelle had dropped Jamie off in front of her apartment house, the older woman found herself asking if what she had told Jamie had actually been true. Had nothing changed between them? 
 
    Over the next week, that question had still haunted Isabelle. At times, she really didn't know how she felt about it. Before Jamie, Isabelle had never even met a gay woman; at least not any that she knew for a fact were gay. The closest she could remember were two women who lived in the same apartment building she had grown up in. Several times she had heard her mother and her friends talking about the two and when she asked about the unfamiliar word, lesbiana, her mother had grown angry and said it was an evil word and none of her concern. If there was one word Isabelle couldn't imagine applying to Jamie, evil was it. 
 
    Jamie had told her two weeks before that she would be away the following week so Isabelle didn't think anything of the fact that her friend wasn't at the community center when she went to exercise. Jamie's younger sister was getting married upstate and the two of them had never lost the close relationship they'd shared growing up. Originally, Jamie had planned to skip the wedding lest her presence provoke certain other members of their family. Joanna Delgado, however, wouldn't even hear of it. She told Jamie that if anyone else had a problem with her big sister being her maid of honor, then they were perfectly welcome to stay home. She needed Jamie at her side when she walked down the aisle more than she needed any of them. 
 
    The brief separation couldn't have come at a more opportune time as it gave Isabelle a chance to sort out her feelings. That she missed Jamie was understandable, considering how close they had become. But now, once the thirty-two-year-old allowed herself to consider the possibilities, other emotions began to come into play. 
 
    One thing Isabelle was certain of. Regardless of any other decision, her relationship with Perry had run its course. Once she accepted that she wasted no time in letting him know. He didn't take the news well, insisting that they talk about it again. Isabelle had said that there was nothing more to talk about, not that they had done much talking at all these past weeks. It had been fun, she'd told him, but that was all it had turned out to be. 
 
    That behind her, she considered anew the question of if she was capable of dating another woman. What would people think? What would they say? Did she care? 
 
    Elusive as the answers to these questions seemed to be, they became less important once Isabelle replaced "another woman" with Jamie. Once the question became specific, no one else's opinion seemed to really matter. The concept of being involved with the younger woman quickly became more than acceptable. Of course that didn't mean she had to proclaim it to the world right off. Better to keep it between the two of them, at least in the beginning. After all, what if she asked and Jamie said no. Or if they found that they really didn't work on that level. 
 
    Isabelle couldn't wait until Jamie came home at the end of the week so that she could ask her. It was all she could do to concentrate on her job, the dark-haired girl never really out of her thoughts. So much so that two worries began to take shape. The first was pretty far out there, the idea that while she was away Jamie might meet someone else. If she did, well there was nothing Isabelle could do about it so there wasn't any point worrying about it. 
 
    The second concern seemed much more of a possibility, at least in her mind. What if, she asked Jamie out, and she said yes, and things worked out as she hoped, did she have any idea how to make Jamie happy? It had been more years that she liked to think about since she had to ask that question in regard to a man, but what did she know about pleasing another woman? Some things would be the same, she thought, but just as many things had to be different, didn't they? 
 
    Sitting alone in the back storage room of the Stop 'N' Save that doubled as a break room, Isabelle considered how she handled that problem back when she was younger and inexperienced. None of those solutions seemed to apply now, well at least most of them. 
 
    The best way to learn about guys and sex, aside from actually doing it, she remembered was to compare notes with her girlfriends. Back in high school, there didn't seem to be anything too personal not to share with her friends. She had no idea what guys shared, little of the truth she always assumed, but it was different with girls. 
 
    Looking back, it now seemed amazing how much information every girl shared. Before you even went on a first date with a guy, it was a good chance you already knew what turned him on the most. Who was into breasts, who loved a round ass, and who was the rare guy who was willing to go down on you. Even Isabelle had been shocked to learn that Johnny Cage, who was probably the closest thing to a choir boy in the school, was fanatical about anal sex. That the girl who shared that information was not only still dating him when she passed on that tidbit, but eventually married him as well. It just went to show what she enjoyed. 
 
    Even if Isabelle knew other women who were into their own sex, and looking at her co-workers scattered across the room she considered that somewhere among them that might be at least one, her days of casual sex were long behind her. That left one last idea, one that seemed an excellent choice the more she thought about it. 
 
    Back in high school, one of her girlfriends, Maddie Friedman, had access to her father's collection of 8mm adult films. Once a week, when her parents went out on their bowling night, she would invite some of her closest friends over and screen them. Isabelle had to admit, she learned a lot on those nights. Today, with adult films a lot easier to come by, it should be easy, Isabelle reasoned, to find some about girlsex. 
 
    A visit to her local video store proved the truth of that assumption, but presented another problem that she hadn't considered. Unable to afford what it would've cost to have cable in her apartment, Isabelle usually rented a movie once or twice a week from the store. The last thing she wanted to do was have them remember her renting a porn film. 
 
    Checking the phone book for other options, she found a store just outside of town called Femme Views that seemed just what she was looking for. Driving out to the address listed in the book, she found a small store at the end of a roadside strip mall. Quite nondescript; only the name on the door told her she was in the right place. 
 
    There were only three other people in the store, two customers and a clerk behind the counter - all of them women. Stepping though a cloth curtain to the video section, Isabelle was presented with a surprisingly wide variety of DVDs, ranging from romantic love stories to outright porn. So much variety in fact, that she was at a loss at what to pick. 
 
    One at a time, Isabelle picked up a few boxes whose titles caught her attention and read the descriptions on the back. None seemed to be exactly what she wanted, although the accompanying imagery was certainly interesting. Finally she found one labeled "Lesbianism for Idiots" that seemed to be the kind of thing she needed. 
 
    "Need some help?" a quiet voice unexpectedly said from behind Isabelle. 
 
    Isabelle turned and found the clerk from behind the counter standing there. In her late twenties, the woman had blonde hair cut quite short and an athletic build that nicely filled out the black jeans and sleeveless white t-shirt that she was wearing. The latter pressing so tight against her breasts that it left little to the imagination as to what was underneath. 
 
    "Excuse me," Isabelle said. 
 
    "I asked if you needed some help," the young woman said, a warm smile filling her face. "Are you looking for anything specific?" 
 
    "I'm not sure," Isabelle replied. 
 
    "You're curious, right?" the clerk, who introduced herself as Sue, asked as she saw the title of the box in the older woman's hand. 
 
    "Something like that," Isabelle answered. 
 
    "Is this just a general curiosity or is it the result of a more personal interest?" Sue asked. 
 
    "I guess you could say a personal interest," Isabelle said, blushing slightly. 
 
    "Excellent," Sue said, her smile suggesting a hidden pleasure at the answer. "But I'm afraid that one definitely isn't what you're looking for." she went on, taking the box from Isabelle's hand and putting it back on the shelf. 
 
    Isabelle watched as the young blonde bent down and ran her fingers across the bottom row of boxes. She stopped at a small selection near the end which were identified as instructional by a small sticker almost invisible unless you bent down as she was. 
 
    "Ah here it is," Sue said in a small voice of triumph, "I was sure we had one more left in stock." 
 
    Sue rose back to her feet and handed the nondescript green box to Isabelle. Unlike the others she had looked at, there where no pictures or descriptions on it, just the title in simple white letters, "A Good Girl's Guide to Lesbian Sex." 
 
    "Don't worry, it's not as clinical as it sounds," the blonde clerk smiled. "In fact, it's actually one of my favorites." 
 
    "Thank you," Isabelle said, the warmness expressed by Sue causing her to lose some of the embarrassment that she initially felt. 
 
    It was however replaced, if only momentarily, by a concern about the price sticker that she finally noticed on the bottom of the box. She had expected that actually buying a disc rather than renting one would be more expensive but not this much. Still, it was important and hoping she hadn't let out too much of a sigh, decided that she could do without any rentals for a week or two to make up the difference. 
 
    "I'll take it," she told the salesgirl. 
 
    "Great," she replied, "just follow me back to the counter and I'll ring you up." 
 
    Stepping back to the front counter, Isabelle noticed that the other two women who had been in the store when she came in were gone. This of course, she realized, was why Sue had been able to give her personal attention. Remembering that both of them had been looking at the same book shelf when she'd come in, Isabelle wondered if they had been a couple. 
 
    "This'll just take a minute," Sue said as she took the bills that Isabelle had given her and rang up the purchase. 
 
    Isabelle took the short wait to turn her head and look around the store. A glass case perpendicular to the sales counter held a collection of sex toys. Curious about them as well, she wished she had time to take a better look at them. That, and the thought of how far she had come in the last few weeks, made her blush once more. 
 
    "Here you go," Sue said as she handed over the change and receipt, along with a small, unmarked white plastic bag containing her purchase. 
 
    As was her habit, Isabelle checked the cash and then the receipt, immediately realizing that they were wrong. The total on the bottom was not was it should've been. 
 
    "There's been a mistake," she said, holding up the paper for Sue to see. "This is only half the price that was marked on the box." 
 
    A lot of people, Isabelle knew, would've just been glad that the salesgirl had made a mistake and kept their mouths shut, but she had worked as a cashier far too long to take advantage of it. Especially if the owners, like Stop 'N' Save , held employees financially responsible for undercharges. 
 
    "No mistake," Sue grinned, "that's the price after you apply the employee discount. The owners are pretty generous with that." 
 
    "But I'm not," Isabelle started to say but was cut off. 
 
    "I used my code, don't worry about it," Sue said. "It's alright, really." 
 
    Evidently, Isabelle realized, the younger woman had caught her surprise when she'd seen the sticker's price. 
 
    "Thank you," Isabelle said, and then dropped the change back into her purse. 
 
    "Enjoy the film," Sue said with an even broader smile. "And just in case it doesn't answer all of your questions, I'm usually here on Tuesdays and Friday afternoons." 
 
    "Thank you again," Isabelle said as she turned and headed for the door, not noticing that the salesgirl never took her eyes off of her until she was out of the small shop. 
 
    It wasn't until she was back in the car that Isabelle realized what had just happened. 
 
    "Oh my gosh," she said to herself, "that girl was actually flirting with me." 
 
    Coming from another woman, it seemed strange indeed, but not so strange that it didn't leave a warm feeling between her legs on the drive home. 
 
    Isabelle resisted the temptation to watch the DVD as soon as she got home. Instead she spent the rest of the afternoon and early evening giving her apartment the good cleaning it needed. Every so often, her eyes would dart to the video sitting on her coffee table, but she would remind herself each time, not yet. 
 
    Finally, she made herself a simple dinner and sat down with it and a cold bottle of beer in front of the television. The DVD was already in the machine and Isabelle hit play on the remote before setting it aside. Then, just as the film began to play, she picked up the control and lowered the volume as not to advertise too loudly what she was watching. 
 
    Ten minutes into the video, A Good Girl's Guide turned out to be just as good as Sue had promised. It was quite explicit, but not in a porn film sort of way, not at all like those 8mm flicks they had watched in the Freidman basement. Divided into four segments, each followed two women of various ages and ethnicity as each explored different aspects of lesbian sex. Along the way, Isabelle also learned a great deal about the various toys she had see at Femme Views as one couple, two middle aged white women, seemed to share a particular passion for them. After watching one of them please another with a strapped on manhood, Isabelle found herself remembering a T-shirt she had also seen at the store that now made a lot more sense. It had read, "Tell me again why I need a man." 
 
    When the film ended an hour and ten minutes later, Isabelle put away the dinner dish and brought back another beer from the kitchen. Then, she sat back and hit the play button a second time. The guide proved to be just as interesting the second time around as she noticed some things she had missed on the first run. The girls in the last episode were Hispanic and she found herself imagining herself and Jamie in their places. 
 
    Closing her eyes, she put down the bottle of beer and, slipping them under the T-shirt she had changed into, brought her hands to the underside of her breasts. Her skin was quite warm to her touch and her nipples hard. She squeezed them between her thumb and forefingers, producing a pleasing sensation. 
 
    Leaving one hand to continue to play with her breasts, she dropped the other down between her legs to feel the damp spot on her panties. Brushing her fingers against it produced a similar if more intense reaction. Feeling like a high school girl again, she slipped her fingers beneath the elastic waistband and fondled the lightly haired mound directly. 
 
    "Hmmmm," Isabelle said to herself as she felt the tips of her fingers caress her inner walls, "I don't do this enough." 
 
    That might have been true, but she had hardly forgotten the how of it. In no time at all, she had worked herself into a pleasant frenzy, the glow of her efforts spreading across her body. Repeatedly she plunged two fingers deep inside herself, rubbing her clit at the same time with her thumb. It didn't take long before a familiar joyful pressure reached its limits, and she exploded in a rush of fulfillment. 
 
    "Oh yes, that was nice," she smiled as she opened her eyes, "very nice indeed." 
 
    What had made it all the more pleasing was that in her mind's eye, it had been Jamie's hand, not her own, that had brought such a happy release. Closing her eyes once more, she tilted her head back on the cushion and fell asleep right there, enjoying her fantasy one more time as it replayed in her dreams. 
 
    Turning her car into the street traffic outside of the parking lot, Isabelle mentally checked the contents of the suitcase in her trunk. It had been hard to pack when you didn't know where you where going, but Jamie had said just to bring some nice things. Nothing too special, but nice enough to go out to dinner in. 
 
    It only took fifteen minutes to get to Jamie's apartment house and Isabelle was happy to see the dark haired younger woman waiting out front with her own suitcase. Getting out of the car to open the trunk, she apologized for being late. 
 
    "Not a problem," Jamie smiled as she dropped her bag into the back of the car, "I just came out a few minutes ago myself." 
 
    "Are you going to tell me where we're going?" Isabelle asked as she leaned over and kissed Jamie on the cheek. 
 
    "No, I'm not," Jamie said with a touch of conspiracy in her voice. 
 
    "Then I guess you'd better drive," Isabelle replied, handing her the keys. 
 
    "That would make sense," Jamie laughed as she took them. 
 
    Isabelle moved around to the passenger seat, while Jamie slipped into the driver's side. They had only gone a short distance before Isabelle again asked for some clue to where they were headed. 
 
    "My aren't we being the curious cat?" Jamie grinned. "But like I said, you're going to just have to wait and see." 
 
    "Can you at least tell me how far we're going?" Isabelle asked. 
 
    "Not that far," Jamie smiled as she turned in her direction for a moment. "If the traffic is not that bad, I figure we should be there in about forty minutes or so." 
 
    Resigned to the fact that was all she was going to get out of her, Isabelle turned on the radio and sat back to enjoy the music. As they left town, their path took them up past the old North Ridge Canal. Built in the late 1800's, the canal had once served as the area's link to the rest of the country, but with the advent of mechanization it had slowly fallen into disuse less than two decades later. Nowadays it was used for the occasional recreational craft, as well as a make out point for the town's young and not so young. 
 
    In her high school days, Isabelle had visited the Canal more times than she could now remember, with a number of boys whose faces she also could no longer recall. What she did remember was spending more time in the back seats than the front, or totally on her back if the boy had a station wagon or van. Thankfully those days were also far behind her as well. 
 
    The Friday after Jamie had come back from her sister's wedding, she and Isabelle had gone out to see a movie at a small, out of the way movie theatre on the north side of town. It had been one of those independent films, the kind that no one ever really hears about and both of them had enjoyed it immensely. Going for a ride afterward in search of an open diner for a late night snack, they had instead come across the canal and spotted quite a number of cars parked along its perimeter at wide intervals. 
 
    "Is there something going on here?" Jamie had asked as she counted off a number of darkened cars. 
 
    "Oh there's something going on here alright," Isabelle had laughed. 
 
    From the look on Jamie's face, it was obvious that she didn't get the joke. 
 
    "Submarine races," Isabelle said, remembering how often that term had been used by a number of the boys. 
 
    "Submarine races?" Jamie said as she slowed the car down, not getting that reference either. 
 
    Isabelle finally explained it as plainly as she could, adding that she was surprised that Jamie had never heard of the canal since just about every girl who ever grew up in Blue Valley had to have been up here at least once in her life. 
 
    "Well I didn't grow up in Blue Valley," Jamie said as the car came to a complete halt. "And even if I did, it would've been quite doubtful that I ever would've come up here with a boy." 
 
    "Well, then maybe you should make your visit with a nice girl," Isabelle said, "or better yet, maybe one not so nice." 
 
    The two of them laughed as Isabelle further suggested they park for a little while, if only to enjoy the full moon and the soft music on the radio. Deciding that wasn't a bad idea, Jamie steered her car over to a deserted spot by the water's edge, beneath a grove of trees. 
 
    They sat there for a while, listening to the song on the radio, making jokes about what might be going on in the other cars. Jamie was surprised when she felt Isabelle's hand close around hers, her fingers interlocking with Jamie's own. 
 
    "Belle?" Jamie said, using the diminutive of her name. 
 
    In response, Isabelle lifted their joined hands to her mouth and kissed Jamie's just above her knuckles. 
 
    "Are you sure?" Jamie asked, knowing full well that up until now, their relationship had been purely platonic, and that she had no reason to think that was going to change. 
 
    "This isn't a rash decision," Isabelle responded, explaining that she had been giving it a lot of thought while Jamie had been away. "I'm ready for us to take it to the next level." 
 
    As if to punctuate her words, Isabelle leaned close and kissed her with all of the intensity of a teenage girl on her first date. 
 
    The canal now far behind them, Isabelle took just a few more moments to remember what it had felt like that night. The feel of Jamie's lips against her own, the touch of her friend's hand against her bare skin, and how Jamie's body had felt to her. Finally, of how they had brought themselves to mutual orgasm, their bodies pressed tightly together, their fingers buried deep inside the other. 
 
    "What are you thinking?" Jamie asked as she noticed the far away look on her face. 
 
    "Just happy thoughts," Isabelle smiled. 
 
    The next twenty minutes passed quickly, with little traffic to slow down their progress. They made such good time that, ahead of schedule, Jamie announced that they were just about there. 
 
    All Isabelle saw was the same countryside that she had been watching for the last twenty miles. She was about to ask the obvious when Jamie surprised her with an unexpected request. 
 
    "Close your eyes," she said. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I said to close your eyes," Jamie repeated. "Come on, you've humored me so far." 
 
    "Okay," Isabelle answered, adding that it was a good thing that she wasn't the one driving. 
 
    Even with her eyes closed, Isabelle could feel the car moving down what had to be a curving road, maybe even a driveway. Two more turns followed as the sounds of people around them grew louder. 
 
    "Okay, you can open them now," Jamie said, then added after a pause, "surprise!" 
 
    "Oh my God!" Isabelle exclaimed at she saw the large sign in front of the building that read "Couples Only." 
 
    Couples Only was a high end resort for lovers, situated on the shores of Lake Jefferson. Originally started as a honeymoon haven back in the sixties, it had grown over the years to include long married couples looking to recapture the magic as well as unmarried couples just looking to enjoy private time with each other. Isabelle had remembered reading that they had recently expanded their clientele to include same-sex couples too. There had been an uproar over that, she'd read, but any loss of business from straight couples had quickly been made up by those not so straight. 
 
    "I've always wanted to come here," Isabelle said, remembering that she had once mentioned it to Jamie some weeks back. "but it's so expensive. Jamie, we can't afford this." 
 
    "Don't worry, it's not going to cost that much," Jamie assured her. "I used to work here as a maid while I was in college and have a great relationship with one of the owners. She's going to give us a really great discount rate because the room we're staying in is being renovated." 
 
    "Are you sure?" Isabelle asked. 
 
    "Trust me," Jamie smiled. "Nothing is too good for my babe." she added, leaning over to kiss Isabelle on the mouth. 
 
    Pulling their car into one of the spaces reserved for check-ins, they left their luggage behind and headed into the office. Like many resorts of this kind, the facilities were spread over a large area, populated by small buildings, each housing one to ten sets of guests. The rooms ranged from just above average to opulent, with the price tags to match. Even the low end rooms tended to run in the range of over two hundred dollars a day. 
 
    It took a few minutes for the clerk at the counter to finish with the couple in front of them, a young man and woman who were checking out after a week long honeymoon stay. Finally, Jamie stepped up and presented a small manila envelope to the friendly girl behind the desk. 
 
    The blonde haired girl opened the envelope, took a few moments to read the contents, then picked up the phone on the desk and dialed a single number. Hanging up the phone, she told Jamie that if she would have a seat, someone would be with them in a few minutes. 
 
    As it turned out, Jamie didn't even make it to the row of chairs where Isabelle had already sat. The door to the office adjacent to the check in counter swung open and a middle aged woman with short white hair came bounding out. Pushing open a swinging section of the counter, she made a beeline for where Jamie was standing. 
 
    "Jamie, darling," she cried out as she threw her arms around Jamie and pulled her to her, kissing her on the cheek as she did, "I can't tell you how happy I was to get your call last week. This place hasn't been the same since you left." 
 
    The affection in her voice towards Jamie was so obvious, Isabelle wondered just how good a relationship Jamie had had with the woman now finally releasing her. It was doubtful that all former maids got this kind of reception. 
 
    "Doris, this is Isabelle," Jamie said as she turned and pointed out her companion, "Isabelle, this is Doris, the one I told you about. Doris is the owner of the resort." she added, turning her attention first to the white haired woman, then back to Isabelle. 
 
    "Only half owner," Doris smiled as she took a long look at Jamie's guest. "Father left the business to both my brother and I." 
 
    It didn't take a genius to realize that Doris had been the reason for the resort now hosting same-sex couples in addition to their tradition clientele. 
 
    "My, she is the attractive one," Doris said, her appraisal of Isabelle completed. "You better keep a good eye on her, Jamie dear, else even an old lady like me might be tempted." 
 
    That confirmed what Isabelle had just guessed, Doris was definitely into the ladies. As to the question of whether she and Jamie had once been close, she quickly decided that it was none of her business. With her own sexual past, who was she to judge anyone else's. 
 
    Doris said something to the girl behind the counter and she handed her one of the electronic cardkeys. Doris in turn handed it to Jamie, saying she was sure she remembered how to get to the room it opened. 
 
    "Wait a second," Jamie said as she took the key and looked down at it, "this isn't the right key." 
 
    "Oh yes it is," Doris smiled. 
 
    "That's not what we agreed to on the phone," Jamie said, slightly perturbed. 
 
    "So I lied," the older woman smiled. "My dear, did you really think I was going to put you in a room where the walls were half plastered and paint buckets are scattered all over the place." 
 
    "Then at least let me pay for ..." Jamie started to say but was then cut off by Doris. 
 
    "We both know that's not going to happen," Doris said with the same affection she'd exhibited before. "I never got the chance to get you a graduation gift when you got your degree, think of this as it." 
 
    "Thank you," Jamie said, accepting the futility of arguing it further. 
 
    "Now you and your friend go get settled in," Doris said as she turned and smiled at Isabelle again. "I hope the two of you can have dinner with me tomorrow night." 
 
    "Why not tonight," Jamie asked, "you still have the late dinner at nine, don't you?" 
 
    "I just assumed you'd want tonight for yourselves," Doris smiled conspiratorially. " No, tomorrow night would be fine." 
 
    "Don't worry, we'll be there," Isabelle answered for the two of them. 
 
    Once back in the car, Jamie drove them to a small duplex by the lake. It had two identical Suites, mirror images of each other with a small porch overlooking the water. Suite A was the one listed on the key, but it was Suite B that Jamie headed for. The door was slightly ajar and she opened it and stepped inside. 
 
    Just as Doris had described it, half the walls were unfinished and a small pyramid of paint cans filled one corner. A glance into the bathroom saw that some of the piping had also been disconnected. No, this wasn't the place she wanted to bring Isabelle. 
 
    "Our Suite is next door," she smiled to her companion who had been waiting by the open door. 
 
    Isabelle stepped aside as Jamie exited the Suite and used the key to unlock the door to Suite A. She stepped inside, then paused in the small alcove to let Isabelle enter first. After all, the younger woman already knew what the Suite looked like, having cleaned it so many times after others had stayed in it. 
 
    "Oh my, this is lovely," Isabelle said out as she entered the other room. "It looks just like the photographs in the brochures." 
 
    "I'm glad you like it," Jamie replied as she followed Isabelle into the main room. 
 
    The suite was composed of three rooms, the largest of which centered around a large rectangular oak bed. A long L-shaped dresser filled the far corner, on top the highest section of which sat a twenty inch television, complete with a DVD player. The opposite wall was almost totally mirrored, as was most of the ceiling. In between the mirrored sections above were twin rows of small lights that could illuminate the bed, the controls of which were within easy reach just to the left of the headboard. 
 
    The second room was the bathroom, only slightly smaller than the bedroom. Aside from the necessary fixtures, which were housed behind a closed door to afford privacy, the room held both a glass enclosed stand alone shower and a Jacuzzi built for two. 
 
    The last room was the smallest but also the most intimate, about half the size of the first two. Heavily carpeted, the only furnishings were a small table of a height easily reachable to someone sitting, or lying on the carpet. Opposite which was a small fireplace, with a supply of easy light logs piled next to it. 
 
    "Oh look, there's even a refrigerator," Isabelle called out as she pulled open the door of the small built in unit that was in the bedroom, "and it's already stocked." 
 
    Talking a look for herself, Jamie recognized the contents as a selection of the various chocolates and cheeses the resort offered as well as several bottles of wine. She'd also noticed a couple of bottles of body wash and bubble bath in the bathroom. All gifts left by Doris she knew, mentally adding up what was normally charged for such things. 
 
    "What shall we do first?" Isabelle asked. 
 
    "Well, getting the bags out of the car would probably be a good start," Jamie smiled. 
 
    "Funny girl," Isabelle smiled back. "I mean after that." 
 
    "Well, we can go out to eat, they have that late dinner I mentioned before," Jamie offered, "or we can hop over to the snack bar and get something to bring back to the room." 
 
    "I'd really like to go out," Isabelle answered. "I want us to go out." 
 
    "Then out we'll go," Jamie replied. "We can even go dancing if you like; the resort has its own nightclub." 
 
    The look on Isabelle's face told Jamie that she'd said exactly the right thing. There would be plenty of time over the weekend to make use of the room's privacy, right now it was more important for them to be out in public together. 
 
    Dinner was as excellent as one could hope it would be. It was buffet night and the only problem was deciding what to try next. That and the worry that you were taking more than you needed to eat. But Jamie quickly assured Isabelle that it was okay to go crazy once and a while and she was sure they'd burn enough calories to offset the rich food. It took Isabelle a few moments to get the joke, but when she did she burst out laughing. Jamie loved to see her laugh and promised herself again to do everything to make the weekend perfect for the two of them. 
 
    The other two couples at their table didn't seem put off in the least by the fact that the two women were together. One couple, Jim and Sally Rhoades, were in their early twenties and on their honeymoon. The other couple, Donald Mason and Penny Riley, were closer to Isabelle's age and fell into the category that the activities director like to refer to as business trip/shacking up. The over dinner conversation proved to be as good as the food. 
 
    After dinner, they went to the night club where a local band was playing. They had a few drinks but spent most of the time there out on the dance floor. It was hardly the first time that Isabelle had danced with another woman, that had practically been a standard at numerous weddings and social events while growing up. This time however it felt so different, because of the deep emotional and physical reaction she had to the woman in her arms. It felt so right for Jamie to be there and for other people to see her there as well. 
 
    "Are you enjoying yourself?" Jamie asked, her lips just about brushing against Isabelle's ear as they held each other tight during a slow, romantic dance. 
 
    "Immensely," Isabelle replied as she tilted her head so that their lips met and they shared a kiss. 
 
    The music ended just as their kiss did, and Isabelle found herself quickly looking to see if anyone was staring at them. If anyone had been, she couldn't see it. She knew that this was a controlled atmosphere, but still it felt good not to have to hide what she was feeling. 
 
    "What would you like to do next?" Jamie asked. 
 
    "I'd like to go back to our room," Isabelle answered, delighting in how nice the last two words sounded. 
 
    There was a small bus that carried guests along the half mile road that circled the resort but it was such a nice night that Isabelle and Jamie decided to walk back to their room. It only took about ten minutes and hand in hand, they counted the stars in the clear night sky. On the way, they passed a few other couples with similar ideas in mind, exchanging nods and smiles as they passed each other along the paths. 
 
    "I love you, Jamie Delgado," Isabelle said as they reached their room. "It's been a long time since I've said that to someone and meant it so much." 
 
    "And I love you, Isabelle Alvarez," Jamie replied, moving closer to add a long, deep kiss to her words. 
 
    The light of the fireplace, designed more for effect than warmth, reflected off the two women as they sat on the floor before it. Scattered around them were the half finished contents of the gift baskets and on the low table sat a half empty bottle of wine, along with two glasses. 
 
    They had changed out of the clothes they'd worn for dinner and dancing, replacing them with the outfits each had carefully selected for tonight. In Jamie's case, it was a flowing blue silk camisole, coupled with a tiny G-string. The top draped suggestively over her well developed form, highlighting her not inconsiderable charms. 
 
    For Isabelle, her choice of nightwear hadn't taken any thought at all. Months ago, when she had still been seeing Perry, she had seen the most erotic, fire engine red corset with matching panties and stockings in the window of the lingerie shop in the mall. She had pointed the outfit out to him, dropping a hint as to what she'd like for a birthday present. It was a little on the expensive side, she agreed, but he would have been the one to get the benefits of seeing her wear it. Perry hadn't taken the hint, settling instead on taking her out to dinner and buying a more inexpensive and already forgotten trinket as a gift. 
 
    When Jamie had told her they were going away to spend their first night together, she knew she had to have that outfit, price be damned. When she saw Jamie's reaction to it when she walked out of the bathroom, she knew it had been worth every penny. 
 
    "You are so beautiful," Jamie said as she ran an extended finger down the side of Isabelle's face, brushing the edge of her lips as she did so. 
 
    "That should be my line," Isabelle smiled. 
 
    "I'll be happy to share it," Jamie said as she moved in for another kiss. 
 
    As their lips met again, Isabelle considered again how each kiss was like their first, a feeling that she had never felt with any man. It wasn't a matter of gender, she thought, as much as the fact that what was passing between them was more an act of love than simple desire. Not that the latter was lacking in any way. 
 
    Excited hands moved up and down their bodies, seeking out all the soft places that the restrictive nature of their first encounter had prevented them from fully exploring. Slowly, carefully, Jamie began to undo the small hooks on the front of Isabelle's top, exposing the ample flesh beneath. 
 
    Much to Isabelle's delight, Jamie leaned down and kissed each bit of skin as it became visible. The younger woman was in no rush, preferring to savor the sweetness of her lover's breasts as more and more of them became available. Finally, the last clasp undone, the bright material fell by the wayside as Isabelle's bounty bounced free. 
 
    Running the tips of her fingers across the dark areola, squeezing the hard nipple between them, Jamie produced a soft and pleasing moan from the woman before her. Her fingers glided downward until she could cup each mound, then lifted each just a bit, dropping her head at the same time until both met somewhere in the middle. Then, after teasing them for just a moment with her tongue, Jamie took the closest nipple, and as much of the flesh around it as she could manage, deep into her mouth. 
 
    "Oh yes," Isabelle called out, delighting in the warmth of the wetness now wrapped around her. 
 
    With the same enjoyment they shared only minutes before as they fed each other the contents of the gift basket, Isabelle pressed more of her flesh into Jamie's mouth, a treat she eagerly accepted. Her darting tongue caressed the sensitive flesh, even as her teeth added just a tinge of hardness to the mix. The combination, repeated back and forth between each breast, was beginning to drive Isabelle wild. 
 
    On and on it went, until Isabelle couldn't wait any longer to do the same to Jamie, whispering that desire into her ear. The dark haired girl released her grip on the redhead's breasts and, with a quick motion, grabbed hold of her own top and pulled it up and over her head. 
 
    Isabelle had lost track of the number of times she had seen Jamie topless at the gym, marveling at the perfection of her breasts. But this time it was different, because this time she was going to be able to do more than admire. Pressing her face between them, she immediately began to shower them with the same loving affection that Jamie had bestowed upon hers. With equal effect, both physical and vocal. 
 
    They quickly developed a rhythm, trading kisses on mouth and flesh, their hands massaging each other's skin as well as rubbing flesh against flesh, nipple up against nipple. Climbing out of their sitting position, they stretched out in front of the fire, with Isabelle on the bottom as Jamie climbed on tip of her. 
 
    Starting again at the top, Jamie began to work her way down Isabelle's body, marking her way with the soft touch of her hands and the even softer touch of her lips. Each was rewarded by a pleasing sigh from Isabelle as they hit all the most sensitive areas. 
 
    "God, girl," Jamie grinned as she paused for a moment, "you have a really beautiful body." 
 
    "Liar," Isabelle laughed, still sometimes finding it hard to believe the changes in her over the last few months. "But it is a lot better because of you," she admitted. 
 
    "Then I guess it's right that I get to enjoy it," Jamie laughed as well as she went back to the task at hand. 
 
    Down across her stomach she went, her tongue producing even more laughter from Isabelle as it curled around, then tickled the inside of her belly button. Reaching the still covered mound between her legs, Jamie paused just long enough to kiss the center of the dark stain on the cloth, savoring the appetizing fragrance Isabelle's wetness had produced. 
 
    A hand moved down each leg, working its way down the outside on the downward journey, then the inner reaches on the return trip. Warm, wet kisses alternated between both in each direction. 
 
    "Turn over," Jamie said, actuating her request with the motion of her hands. 
 
    As Isabelle did so, Jamie started this time from the bottom, working her way up the older woman's legs until she reached the barely covered cheeks of her ass. A kiss graced each soft globe, followed by outstretched fingers which traced the outline of each, then met in the deep recesses of their convergence. A meeting that sent the loudest moan of satisfaction yet spilling from Isabelle's lips. 
 
    The erotic dance of Jamie's fingers continued up Isabelle's lower and upper back, again accented by the soft wetness of her mouth. This time, the press of flesh against flesh made reappearance as the black haired girl lay across the woman beneath her and massaged the tips of her nipples into her back. 
 
    Finally, Jamie reached the back of her neck, after covering it too with kisses, she tilted Isabelle's head just enough so that she could finish her little trip where it had began. As before, this kiss was just as sweet as the first had been. 
 
    "Oh I could just lie here forever," Isabelle said softly as she kissed Jamie again. 
 
    "If you want, we can spend the rest of the weekend doing just that," Jamie replied, also with a kiss. 
 
    "On second thought, that might not be such a great idea," Isabelle said after a few moments' consideration. 
 
    "Why is that," Jamie said, softly stroking the body now next to her. 
 
    "Because then I'd miss my chance to do the same to you," Isabelle laughed. "It's not like I haven't been thinking about it for over a month now, if not longer." 
 
    "Really," Jamie smiled, "and would you care to share just what you've been thinking of doing to me all this time?" 
 
    "No," Isabelle said, a touch of defiance in her tone, then adding after a momentary pause, "I'd much rather show you." 
 
    With that, she lifted Jamie to her feet and placed the younger woman's arms high into the air. Isabelle didn't want to simply repeat Jamie's performance, she was determined to improve on it, or at least give it her own flavor. 
 
    Standing behind Jamie, Isabelle brought the younger woman's hands into her own, high above both their heads. She squeezed them tightly, sharing the strength of the bond they now shared. Then, releasing her hold, she caressed her way down their length, moving across the back of her neck and shoulders until they traversed a path around to the sides of her breasts and on to the soft pink nipples jutting out from them. 
 
    Spreading her hand out as far as her fingers could stretch, Isabelle engulfed Jamie's smaller, but more rounded mounds, squeezing them tightly. Jamie responded with a soft cry and a backward tilting of her head so as to share a kiss of appreciation. A kiss that led to three and more after that. 
 
    Finally, Isabelle moved on, bending her legs to keep pace with the downward motion of her hands. Reaching the knots of Jamie's G-string, she gave each a tug and the knots collapsed into themselves, the string coming apart in Isabelle's hand. She glanced down at the flimsy garment for a moment, then tossed it aside. 
 
    Dropping to her knees, moving now in front of Jamie as she did, Isabelle ran her hand across the totally bare mound that was now exposed, an extended middle finger running down the length of the moist opening. From glimpses in the shower and locker room, as well as the feel of her hands against it that night by the canal, Isabelle knew that Jamie usually kept her hair tightly trimmed. So it was a surprise now to find that she had shaved it totally, one that led to a surge of excitement in the knowledge that she had done it for her. 
 
    Jamie parted her legs to give Isabelle both greater access and a better view. Aside from pictures, this was the first time she had ever seen another woman this close and she couldn't help but take a few moments to be fascinated by the view. Gently, she parted the folds of Jamie's sex with her fingers, revealing the glistening wetness of the inner walls. Running her thumb up above, she quickly exposed her excited clitoris as well, marveling at how different, and at the same time similar, it was to her own. Of course the view from a hand held mirror in no way compared to the one before her. 
 
    Taking one more moment to think about all she had learned and fantasized about in the last few weeks, Isabelle pressed her hand just a bit forward and slipped her middle finger inside Jamie, followed quickly in turn by the two fingers on either side. There was only so much you could learn by watching and reading she knew, so from this point on she could only rely on her own experience. 
 
    But for a girl who first learned to masturbate long before she'd ever heard the word, that experience was considerable in certain areas. And if all else failed, she could always fall back on that old but certainly true maxim, "just do to someone else what you know feels good to you." 
 
    It didn't take long for it to become apparent that what felt good to Isabelle also felt good to Jamie. Of course this was hardly news since she knew she had brought her to orgasm with her hand that night in the car. The real test was about what happened next. 
 
    Moving her face closer as she parted the way with her fingers, Isabelle felt far less hesitation in going down on a woman than she did the first time she had done so with a man. Of course the latter had been many years and lovers ago, but as she ran her tongue deep inside the crevice of Jamie's womanhood, Isabelle liked to think the lack of restraint was more due to what she felt in her heart and not because of anything else. 
 
    That night in the car, after they were clearing themselves up with the handi-wipes in from the glove compartment, Isabelle had resisted the curiosity to sample what Jamie's orgasm had left on her fingers. She wanted her first taste of the woman she was falling in love with to be from the source. Now, with that sweet honey filling her mouth, she was hardly disappointed. 
 
    Nor was she disappointed by Jamie's reaction to her efforts as the dark haired woman mouthed words of encouragement, interwoven with cries of various intensities. Hands locked tightly against Jamie's ass, Isabelle pressed her face deep between her lover's legs, her tongue buried as far as it could possibly go. 
 
    Curiously enough, Isabelle had never even tasted her own nectar, save for the brief remnants left on a man's cock after they had made love. For some strange reason, she had always regarded the act in the same way that most men viewed tasting even their own climax. Delighting in the taste of Jamie's excitement, she now realized that it had been a definite lapse on her part. 
 
    Tongue and fingers did all they could, bringing Jamie to a state of arousal that left no doubt that she was well on the road to orgasm. That thought only encouraged Isabelle more, redoubling her efforts until the words fled Jamie, leaving only the moans of desire. 
 
    She could feel the woman in her arms begin to quake as mini- tremors raced up and down her body. Jamie could no longer articulate, but she let her satisfaction be known by actions if not words. Isabelle hardly needed the press of Jamie's hands against the back of her head, holding it tight against her sex, to encourage her. Still, it was nice to know she was exactly on the right track. Subtle changes in the feel of Jamie's body, again so similar to those she usually felt in her own, told Isabelle that she was close to her goal. Actually, she was a lot closer than she realized. 
 
    The explosion of Jamie's sex against her mouth was as unexpected as it was satisfying. As where the echoing cries that filled the room and, had there been anyone there to hear it, the adjacent one as well. Isabelle held on to Jamie as hard as she could, never pausing in her ministrations until she felt the woman in her arms begin to relax. Even then, she was reluctant to give up the prize she had so energetically sought. As she finally released her hold, one thing she was definitely sure of. The ambrosia of the goddess that she had just savored would never be far from her plate in the future. 
 
    Released from Isabelle's tight grip, Jamie found herself unsteady on her feet for the moment. So much so that she found herself leaning against the edge of the table that faced the fireplace. It took another few moments for her to find her voice. 
 
    "Madre de Dios!" Jamie said when she did find it, "you're not going to honestly stand there and tell me that was the first time that you've ever done that." Then after a pause to catch her breath added, "Not that it matters but, girl you could've warned me." 
 
    "But it was," Isabelle replied, "I swear!" 
 
    Jamie looked at her for a very long minute, deciding if she was telling the truth. Isabelle didn't know what else she could say, thinking that all her life, men had been telling her that she was a natural born cocksucker. Evidently, she wasn't too bad a pussylicker either. 
 
    "Honestly," she finally added. 
 
    "Damn," Jamie replied, in a tone that said both that she believed her and that she was happily surprised. 
 
    The last embers of the small log that had been in the fire began to fade as the two women watched the glow fade. Isabelle was still wrapped up in the glow of her triumph and content to let Jamie relax a little while before they started again. This was another difference than being with Perry, she thought. If he got his first, the odds were that it was unlikely that she was going to get a second chance and she'd usually go to sleep disappointed. She doubted that was going to be the case with Jamie but even if by some unlikely chance it turned out that way, she didn't think she'd mind. Not with the feeling of contentment still warming her inside. 
 
    Leaving her disappointed was the last thing on Jamie's mind at the moment, however. In fact, while they had laid there in each other's arms she had been rehearsing her plans for the rest of the evening in her mind. Kissing her softly, she suggested they head back into the main room and the comfort of the large bed. 
 
    "Do you think we should take a quick shower first?" Isabelle asked as they passed the bathroom. 
 
    "Nah," Jamie replied with a mischievous glint in her eye, "there's be plenty of time for that later. Besides, I think you're a lot sexier when you're hot and sweaty." 
 
    "I guess that was why you spent so much time helping me work out," Isabelle noted as she helped Jamie pull off the comforter from the bed and deposit it and the blanket beneath on the floor. 
 
    "Gee, was that the reason?" Jamie laughed as the two of them climbed on the bed. 
 
    They met in the middle, sharing yet another kiss before divesting themselves of what was left of their lingerie. Leaning Isabelle back on the bed, Jamie gently stroked her fingers across her breasts, running her middle finger across the deep valley between. She kissed each softly, taking the dark nipples in her mouth and swirling her tongue around them. 
 
    She pressed Isabelle all the way back and once more began to mark her way down her body with a trail of soft kisses and even softer licks. This time, there was no obstruction, however meager, between her and the treasure between Isabelle's thighs. Unlike herself, the redhead still had a small patch of hair, but in a whim of fancy, it had been carefully trimmed into a small heart just above her clitoris. Later she would learn that a woman in the lingerie store had suggested a place where Isabelle might have it done. Also to Isabelle's, but not Jamie's surprise, the woman had also given her a business card with her private number, just in case things didn't work out with her friend. 
 
    Planting one kiss after another on the smooth mound, her tongue just teasing the inner edge, Jamie also reached up with one hand and continued to play with Isabelle's breasts. Skilled fingers tweaked her nipples, keeping them in a constant state of hardness and sensitivity. 
 
    Hardness and sensitivity also being apt descriptions of her tongue as ever so slowly, it penetrated past the barriers of Isabelle's sex. Gently at first, then quicker and more forceful as her own, much greater experience in this area quickly became evident. Isabelle might well have a natural talent, but Jamie had been doing it since her first year of college, taking full advantage of several girlfriends desire to save themselves for the right guy, while still getting off as much as they could. 
 
    Their indiscretion once discovered by a female teacher who Jamie had been sure was going to take the matter straight to the principal if not their parents, had instead resulted in an expansion of the group of women she could practice on. Evidently the teacher, and a few friends, were also looking to get off regularly, if for different reasons than her girlfriends. With one exception, all had been married, but weren't getting satisfied by their husbands in bed. At least not when it came to cunnilingus. In some ways, Jamie had almost been as promiscuous as Isabelle had been, except that no one outside the circle had any idea of the fact and that it had stopped when she'd reached college and met Heather. Experience won out over natural talent and it wasn't long before Isabelle had her head tossed back, moans filling the air and hands gripped tightly around the sheet beneath her which she had balled up into clumps in her hand. If Jamie liked her hot and sweaty, she was certainly doing her utmost to keep her that way. 
 
    A keener observer of the female form in ecstasy, Jamie would bring Isabelle to the edge, then back off just enough to keep her from achieving climax. By the third time she had done this, Isabelle was screaming her name as she implored her to let her come. The fourth time proved the charm as, like a dam giving way to a flood, the quivers that had been racking her body exploded with intensity she had never felt before. At least not at the touch of just someone's tongue and hands. Certainly it was a climax that no man had ever given her in that way. 
 
    "Good?" Jamie asked when she was sure that Isabelle was finally finished. 
 
    "Very good," she smiled back. 
 
    "Everything you'd thought it would be?" 
 
    "And then some." 
 
    "Not missing anything?" 
 
    "What would've been missing," Isabelle asked. 
 
    "Oh nothing I guess, I just thought you might've wanted something more familiar." 
 
    "I don't understand," Isabelle replied. 
 
    "Well just in case, I had brought a little surprise in case we needed it." 
 
    "What kind of surprise?" Isabelle asked. 
 
    "What does it matter since, as you said, everything was perfect." 
 
    Isabelle had the look of wanting to ask the question again, but held her tongue. The younger woman let her dangle for a few moments more then let her off the hook. 
 
    "Well if you're that curious, it's in the vanity bag by the side of the bed," Jamie smiled. 
 
    Unable to resist her curiosity, Isabelle looked over and picked up the pink bag, undoing the zipper once she had it in her lap. Her reaction when she looked inside was one that made Jamie laugh out loud. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Isabelle exclaimed, then reached into the bag and took out the surprise. 
 
    There in her hand was an anatomically correct replica of a man's cock and balls, complete right down to the veins on the side. It wasn't so much the appearance that had given Isabelle pause as much as the size. 
 
    "Who'd they get to pose for this, John Holmes?" she said as she held it up to examine both it and the harness it was connected to. 
 
    "Who?" Jamie asked. 
 
    "Never mind, he was before your time," Isabelle explained. "Actually he was pretty much before my time too, but most of the adult films we saw back in high school were a little old." 
 
    "Okay, if you say so," Jamie laughed. 
 
    "You really wouldn't have minded if we used this?" Isabelle asked, remembering the similar toys she had seen at Femme Views and how they had been demonstrated on the DVD. 
 
    "I wouldn't have brought it if I did," Jamie replied, "but seeing as you said we didn't need it." 
 
    A look of disappointment flashed across Isabelle's face, one that was quickly put away for fear that it might offend Jamie. 
 
    "Oh I can't do this to you any longer," Jamie laughed. "Of course we're going to use it. I'd do anything I had to do to make my sweet baby happy." 
 
    With that, Jamie took the strap-on from Isabelle and proceeded to put it on. From the ease with which she adjusted the various belts, it was clear to the older redhead that it wasn't the first time she had ever put one on. 
 
    "Now, baby," Jamie grinned, "I want you to just lie back and see what it's like to be really fucked by someone who also knows how it feels." 
 
    The look on Isabelle's face was that of eager anticipation. 
 
    Before tossing the vanity bag off the bed, Jamie took a small bottle of clear liquid out of it. She squirted a generous amount of it into her hand, then smeared it all over the head of her cock. 
 
    "I know you're wet enough," she said as she capped the bottle and dropped it on the dresser, "but it doesn't hurt to add a little something to make it easier." 
 
    Taking account of the size of the rubber cock, and mentally comparing it to just about every man who had gone where it was about to go, Isabelle was hardly going to complain about a little more lubricant. 
 
    Laying back on the bed, Isabelle spread her legs as Jamie moved between them. Cock in hand, Jamie pressed the head against the opening of Isabelle's pussy and ran it up and down, spreading the glob of gel on it across and into the passage. Then, with a slow, deliberate move, she pressed forward and into Isabelle. 
 
    "Oh wow," Isabelle gasped as she felt the largeness fill her, even though it was only halfway inside. It wasn't uncomfortable as she had feared, just slightly overwhelming. 
 
    "Just relax," Jamie said as she slowly eased the cockhead in and out of Isabelle, letting her get more used to its dimensions. "Remember, I know what you're feeling and I'd never hurt you." 
 
    "But?" Isabelle started to say, but then paused, the memory of Jamie having told her that she had always been into women coming to mind. 
 
    "I just said that I'd never been with a man," Jamie smiled as she eased her temporary manhood deeper into Isabelle, "not that I'd never been fucked. This toy was one of the things I kept when Heather and I split up our belongings." 
 
    That mystery solved, Jamie began to slip into Isabelle with an ever increasing pace, the full length of her toy now disappearing within her. Isabelle's amazement that she actually could handle it all soon vanished, to be replaced by the familiar and not so familiar feelings its thrusts were producing in her. 
 
    Jamie braced herself with outstretched arms, continuing to pick up the tempo of her actions, even as Isabelle felt her body beginning to respond to each push forward with one of her own to meet it. Her hands came up to Jamie's body, closing around her breasts to hold her steady. That the cock inside her was made of rubber mattered little, as she now only saw it as a connection between the two of them, one that was producing ever increasing waves of pleasure for both of them. 
 
    Lifting Isabelle's legs, Jamie tossed them over her shoulder, gripping them by the ankles as she nearly doubled the force of her fucking. An increase that was not only appreciated but loudly encouraged by Isabelle. The tiny shivers that been rippling across her body were quickly growing into large tremors, centering in the core of her being. 
 
    "Deeper, harder!" she heard herself cry out. 
 
    A challenge Jamie was quite willing to take on as Isabelle lifted her legs off her shoulders and brought them high over her own head, holding them in place with outstretched arms. Jamie arched back and began even deeper penetrations, pulling nearly all the way out before driving forward once more with all the force she could bring to bear. 
 
    Back and forth they rocked, racing down the road to orgasm as the base of her toy rubbed against her own clit as well. One great advantage she had over a man was that the artificial nature of her cock precluded any premature climax that might leave Isabelle unsatisfied. 
 
    Beads of sweat ran down both their backs as Jamie and Isabelle again changed position, with Jamie now laying atop the redhead as the latter wrapped her legs around the former's ass, holding them together. Their mouths were now close enough to kiss and they did so again and again, even as their breasts mashed together in a slippery mess. They had achieved an almost perfect symmetry, each of their motions bringing joy to the other. 
 
    Soon they were close enough to the edge for both of them to feel it and Isabelle suddenly decided to take a more active role in bringing them over that edge. Reversing their positions, she climbed on top of Jamie and began riding her just as she would a man. With one hand massaging the younger woman's breasts, she reached back with the other and slipped her fingers under the top of the hardness, stroking her clit for a few minutes, just long enough to bring her past the point of no return. 
 
    Then, with an unexpected swiftness, she grabbed Jamie's arms, pressing them down against the bed, their fingers interlocked. Still riding her cock with wanton abandon, Isabelle brought her mouth down to Jamie's and kissed her fiercely. Their sudden embrace was enough to hurdle the short distance still beyond. 
 
    The bodyquake which had begun deep inside with Isabelle soon reverberated inside Jamie as well, their bodies pressing tightly together as two became one. Each wave of delight that they shared was more forceful than the last, washing against the periphery until finally the surge was enough to shatter the shoals, flooding both bodies with the rapids of their orgasms. 
 
      
 
    "Was that better?" Jamie said later as they rested side by side on the now soaked sheets. 
 
    Isabelle looked over at her, her hand reaching out as she ran her fingers up and down Jamie's permanently erect cock. 
 
    "Not better," Isabelle replied after giving it a playful tug, "just different." 
 
    "Which do you prefer?" Jamie asked. "Not that it matters, I'm just curious." 
 
    "What I prefer," Isabelle answered, "is the person whose brought me so much pleasure, not how she did it." 
 
    "Good answer," Jamie smiled. 
 
    "Now can I ask you a question?" Isabelle countered. 
 
    "Of course." 
 
    "Are you going to let me try wearing this too?" 
 
    "I was actually kind of counting on that," Jamie laughed as she reached to undo the clasps that held the harness together. 
 
    By the time they'd finally finished some two hours later, they definitely needed a change of linen, along with that long delayed shower. Neither one, however, seemed to really mind. The weekend, like the life together they would begin once they returned home, had only just begun. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Story 2 
 
    Rich California countryside raced by the large glass window as the Southern Pacific's Coastline Express headed towards Los Angeles. The young, beautiful twenty-year-old in the window seat tried to lose herself in the ever changing tapestry, but try as she could, the redhead couldn't shut out the droning voice of the woman sitting next to her. 
 
    For the tenth time in the last hour since she'd boarded the train at San Jose, the blue-dressed girl regretted taking this seat. She had been traveling cross-country for over a week now. Every time she changed trains, she'd made it a point to find a nice quiet woman to sit next to. This time she had chosen so very badly. 
 
    For over an hour the woman who'd introduced herself as Veronica Wilder had gone on and on about every subject imaginable. From how badly President Truman was going to lose to Governor Dewey in the fall elections, to what a wonderful performance Jane Wyman had given in "Johnny Belinda". She seemed especially fascinated by the winner of the best actress Oscar. 
 
    "Isn't it a shame," Veronica had said, "that she divorced her husband just when her career reached the top." 
 
    "Yes, it is a shame," The young woman had replied when she was still trying to stay interested in the conversation. It didn't take her long to realize that Veronica didn't need an appreciative audience to keep talking. 
 
    "Well it's his loss, believe you me," she went on. "And trust me, fifty years from now people will still talk about what a great actress Jane Wyman was and no one will ever remember Ronald Reagan." 
 
    So it had went on, covering other subjects including the Summer Olympics in London to Dinah Shore and Perry Como's latest hits. Even hiding her head in the Saturday Evening Post did little to discourage the older woman. Finally the younger woman just gave up and began to stare out the window. 
 
    "Dear Cousin, there you are," said a strong voice from the aisle. "I've been looking for you all over the train. I thought we were going to meet in the dining car?" 
 
    That finally ended Veronica's monologue as both women looked up to see a tall woman in her mid-twenties with black hair. She was dressed in the uniform of an Army Nurse. 
 
    The redhead didn't recognize the woman, but realized this was an opportune moment to rid herself of Veronica. Quickly she decided to go along with what had to be the Army Officer's mistake. 
 
    "Where is my head at today?" she asked herself aloud. "Here I am enjoying our little conversation so much that I totally forgot. I do hope you haven't been looking for me long, dear cousin." 
 
    "Not too long," the dark-haired woman smiled. "After all, I only came aboard the train at the last stop." 
 
    "Veronica, you must excuse me," the young redhead said to her seatmate. 
 
    "Oh of course," the older woman said as she made room for the younger woman to pass. "I totally understand." 
 
    With a warm smile goodbye, the young woman left Veronica behind and followed the Army Lieutenant down the aisle. 
 
    As they moved into the next car and out of earshot, the redhead reached out and touched the shoulder of the woman in front of her. A brief touch, just enough to get her attention as she paused in her step and turned around. 
 
    "I have to apologize," the redhead said in a quiet voice. "I think I've taken advantage of your error." 
 
    "You mean we're not cousins?" the brunette said in mock surprise. 
 
    "Then it wasn't a mistake?" the younger woman asked cautiously. 
 
    "You just looked like you needed help," the Nurse smiled. "I've had my share of bad company." 
 
    "I did. I guess I owe you my thanks then." 
 
    "Well since we were supposed to meet in the dining car, why don't we have a cup of tea?" 
 
    "I think that's an excellent suggestion," came the reply. "We can catch up on old times," she laughed. 
 
    "I guess I should introduce myself then," the Army Nurse said as she extended her hand. "Alice Caldwell." 
 
    "Scarlett," the redhead beamed as she reached out with her own hand. "Scarlett McMurphy." Even this late in the afternoon, the dining car was still surprisingly full. Two young men in front of them in line graciously offered to share their table. Both Scarlett and Alice were quick to decline their offer, saying they had no problem waiting for the next free table. 
 
    The suggestion was one that both women encountered daily. Alice was tall with a graceful athletic build, suggestive of a dancer. Her small firm breasts were visible enough beneath her uniform jacket so that no one was ever going to mistake her for anything but a young woman. Her face was more suggestive of the term cute than beautiful, but she had the kind of looks that would follow her far into middle age. Her black hair was cut just short enough to fulfill army regulations, then tied up in a bun. 
 
    Scarlett, on the other hand, had never been described as anything but stunning. Only an inch shorter than Alice at five ten, she had a build that seemed copied from a statue of Aphrodite. Her bust, concealed beneath her simple traveling dress, was larger than Alice's but just as firm. The only makeup she wore was simple dark red lipstick, which served to accent the natural beauty of her features. Rich flowing red hair, which would've stretched down her back if undone, was instead held in place by an elaborate hairstyle. 
 
    By the time they were led to their table five minutes later by a white-jacketed steward, they could tell they were already on the way to becoming fast friends. 
 
    As her uniform attested, Alice was an Army Nurse and had been for eighteen months. Twenty-six years old, she was traveling to Los Angeles on leave before reporting to San Diego for her first overseas assignment. She had joined the Army in order, as she put it, to see something besides the twenty square miles that comprised Ethan Falls, California. Both her mother and father had been born there, and neither had ever ventured more than fifty miles from the center of town their whole lives. 
 
    "So what strange and exotic place is the Army sending you?" Scarlett asked as they picked up their small menus. 
 
    "Seoul, Korea," Alice said as she laid down her menu, making a quick choice. "I'm going to be assigned to the new hospital they just built there." 
 
    Sounds exciting," the younger redhead said as she also put down her menu. "Although I only have a general idea where Korea even is." 
 
    "Don't feel bad," Alice replied as she signaled the waiter that they were ready to order. "I don't think many people do, myself included. I had to go and look it up on a map." 
 
    In response to Alice's inquiries, Scarlett explained that she was going to school at a small private college called Ravenwood just outside of Los Angeles. She had been back east visiting her family during the summer break. 
 
    "You came all the way across country by train?" a surprised Alice asked. "Most people these days would've flown. It's a lot faster and definitely a lot more comfortable." 
 
    "My brother was a pilot in the Navy," Scarlett said in way of explanation. "Actually I should say he was a Naval Aviator, he was always correcting me on that. That was back when I was just hitting my teens. Sean was on the Yorktown at Midway and ..." 
 
    Scarlett paused, unable to finish her sentence. Alice reached out and took the younger woman's hand in support, telling her there was no need to explain further. She didn't have to hear the words to know that Sean was one of those brave young men who didn't come back to enjoy the fruits of the still recent victory. 
 
    "We'll just say that you don't like to fly and leave it at that," she said as she squeezed her hand. "I'm not too crazy about it myself. That's why I'm glad I'm going to Korea by boat," she added, changing the subject. 
 
    Over their tea and the small sandwiches they'd ordered, the two women found that despite the wide difference in their backgrounds they had a lot in common. Enough for both of them to feel a certain measure of regret that their association would be a brief one. 
 
    Underneath the surface of their animated conversation, there seemed to be a secondary level of attraction as well. It wasn't really anything that could be called tangible, or even something that would be recognizable to either of them. Unless of course they wanted to perceive it. Finishing their small snack, Alice suggested that it might be a good idea to try to find some seats on the other end of the train as not to run back into Veronica. Scarlett agreed with the thought. 
 
    Luck was with them as many seats had emptied out at Santa Barbara. There were only two more stops left before Los Angeles and the train was already a third empty. 
 
    "So what are your plans when we get to the city?" Scarlett asked. 
 
    "Well, I guess the first thing to do would be to find a nice hotel to stay at," Alice answered. "Something not too expensive. Any place you might suggest?" 
 
    Scarlett seemed to look beyond Alice for a moment, lost in a thought. Then a big smile filled her face and an answer gushed forth. 
 
    "I know a great place," she said in an excited voice. "And not expensive at all. In fact, it wouldn't cost you a cent." 
 
    "I don't understand," Alice said. 
 
    "My Grandmother has a small place by the water," Scarlett explained. "I sometimes go up there on weekends. She's in Europe right now, but I'm sure she wouldn't mind if I used it, or if I invited a guest." 
 
    "Oh I couldn't," Alice said. "Please don't think that I was suggesting that you find me a place to stay." 
 
    "If I thought that I wouldn't have offered it," Scarlett replied. "The house is just sitting there empty and all. Besides, it would give us the chance to become the best of friends before you leave." 
 
    "I still don't know," Alice said, thinking over the proposal. "Please," Scarlett intoned. "You might not think it, but I really don't have a lot of friends. Most people find me a little too ... how would I describe it ... too unladylike at times." 
 
    "I've been accused of that a time or too myself," Alice laughed. "I guess you've got yourself a houseguest." 
 
    "Wonderful!" Scarlett beamed as she took both of Alice's hands in her own and held them tight. 
 
    Despite the crowd that exited the train station, the two women had no trouble finding a taxi to take them to Scarlett's Grandmother's. In fact, they were almost bowled over by the three young men who surged forward from the waiting cars to help them with their luggage. 
 
    By the time the winning car pulled away from the curb, they were already again lost in their spirited conversation. They made their way out of the city in good time and were soon zooming up the coast highway, retracing some of the ground they'd passed a short time before on the train. 
 
    "Is it much further?" Alice asked as she realized they had been riding for almost an hour and hadn't seen another house in ten minutes. 
 
    "Just around the next bend," Scarlett smiled. 
 
    Sure enough, just as they rounded the next curve, Grandmother's little place on the water came into view. It was not what Alice expected. 
 
    Instead of the small bungalow the Army Nurse expected, she found herself being dropped off in front of a tri level, twelve-room summer house, complete with a large patio overlooking the Pacific beach beneath it. 
 
    "This is what you call your Grandmother's little place on the water?" she asked Scarlett as the cabby unloaded their luggage. 
 
    "It is when you compare it to her place in the city," Scarlett smiled. "I thought if I told you what it really was, you wouldn't want to come." 
 
    "Maybe so," Alice replied, thinking that self-conscious as she sometimes was about her background, she might just well have declined the invitation. 
 
    A smile on his face from the generous tip Scarlett had given him, the cab driver left their bags at the front door and headed back to the city. 
 
    "Buenas tardes, Maria," Scarlett said to the middle aged Mexican woman who answered the door. "Es tan agradable verle otra vez." 
 
    "Senorita Scarlett," the gray-haired housekeeper beamed back. "Me complace tanto verle." 
 
    "This is my friend, Alice," Scarlett said switching back to English as they stepped inside. "She will be staying with us for a few days. Would you be so kind as to make up one of the guest rooms for her?" 
 
    "Of course, Senorita," came the reply in English as well as she quickly moved to do just that. 
 
    "You speak Spanish?" Alice asked. 
 
    "Yes, and French too," Scarlett replied as they walked into the living room. 
 
    "You're kidding?" 
 
    "Ce bruit comme je badine?" the redhead said. 
 
    "I don't have any idea what you said, but I'm impressed," Alice said as she looked about the beautifully decorated room. "I couldn't manage bilingual, much less trilingual. That must be some college you're going to." 
 
    "My family has extensive business holdings on the island of San Cristobal in the Caribbean," Scarlett explained. "More people there speak Spanish or French than English. It's become a sort of family requirement." 
 
    "Your Grandmother has a television?" Alice asked, changing the subject as she saw the cabinet with the small screen in the corner. "I've never actually seen one before." 
 
    "She's always had a fascination for the latest gadgets," the younger woman laughed as she watched Alice examine the small set. "Personally I don't see the attraction, sitting around staring at a bunch of snowy images on a little screen. I'd rather be listening to Burns and Allen on the radio any day." 
 
    "I don't know," Alice said as she finished her look at the Philco brand receiver. "Maybe it's a little crude now, but who knows what it's going to be like in the future. I think it's going to be something really big." 
 
    "Sure, and maybe someday we'll see television pictures from the Moon." 
 
    "Well I wouldn't go that far," Alice laughed. 
 
    Alice's attention was then drawn to a large oil portrait hanging over the fireplace. It was a painting of a young woman in her late teens. With fiery red hair and sparking green eyes, she bore a striking resemblance to Scarlett. 
 
    "Is that you?" Alice asked. 
 
    "That," Scarlett smiled, "is my Grandmother, Celeste. My Grandfather, Sean, had that painted as a wedding gift for her back in 1893. She was only nineteen when she married him. He was twenty-nine." 
 
    "She's beautiful," Alice commented. "And she looks so much like you." 
 
    "I've been told that many times," Scarlett said. "She wants me to have my own portrait done but I think it's kind of silly." 
 
    "Oh you should do it," Alice quickly said. "It's something you'll cherish when you're older." 
 
    "Maybe." came Scarlett's noncommittal answer. 
 
    "Is your Grandfather still alive?" Alice asked out of curiosity. 
 
    "Eighty-four and still the Chairman of McMurphy Industries," Scarlett said. "My father is the President and basically runs the day to day operations. Grandfather just sort of likes to drop in now and then to make sure things are going right." 
 
    "Is he in Europe with your Grandmother?" 
 
    "No, he spends most of the year in San Cristobal," Scarlett explained. "He had this big house built there in a place he called Scarlett's Cove. It's really beautiful. Someday, when I'm as old as he is, I'd like to live there as well." 
 
    "They don't live together?" Alice asked, then quickly realized she might have overstepped her bounds. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have asked that." 
 
    "No, it's okay," Scarlett assured her. "After being married for over fifty years, they sort of developed separate lives. They still love each other, but they don't have to always be with each other to know that. I envy them actually, to have a love so strong that time and distance can't effect it." 
 
    "That is very rare." Alice agreed. 
 
    "Let me show you the rest of the house," Scarlett said, changing the subject. "We'll see what other toys we can find for you to play with." 
 
    The tour ended with the verandah, a wide expanse that stretched the length of the house and overlooked the beach. The sand below was a soft golden brown, unmarked except by the breeze. 
 
    "This is my favorite part of the house," Scarlett explained. "When I was a little girl and came to stay with my Grandmother, I'd sit out here for hours and just watch the waves. At night, I'd lay here and count the stars." 
 
    "It is beautiful," Alice agreed as she looked out into the blue ocean. 
 
    "Would the Senorita and her guest like some refreshments?" Maria said as she stepped out of the house holding a large tray, filled with a tea service and some small sandwiches. She placed the tray on the center of the large circular table in the middle of the deck. 
 
    "Thank you, Maria," Scarlett said as she led Alice to one of the empty seats. 
 
    "Will the Senorita be needing anything else before I leave?" Maria said. "The deliveryman was here yesterday and both the refrigerator and the pantry are full." 
 
    "I'll be fine," Scarlett replied. "You just go and enjoy your time off." 
 
    "Thank you, Senorita Scarlett," she said as she turned and headed back into the house. 
 
    Less than a minute later, the sound of the front door closing could be heard through the patio doors. 
 
    "Well now it's just us," Scarlett said as she took a sip of her tea. 
 
    "Just us?" Alice repeated. 
 
    "Well I thought it rather silly to have both me and Maria both spend the week house-sitting," Scarlett said. "So I told her to take an extra week's vacation." 
 
    Scarlett, whom it was now obvious, came from money, really didn't act like rich people were supposed to act. At least not how Alice always imagined they did. 
 
    "It's just you and me, kid," Scarlett said, doing her best Humphry Bogart imitation, having just loved him in the Treasure Of The Sierra Madre. "We'll just have to rough it." 
 
    "I love your idea of roughing it," Alice laughed as she reached for one of the small sandwiches. 
 
    Scarlett and Alice took the rest of the evening just to settle in. After Maria's snack and what they had earlier on the train, neither of them really had any appetite for dinner. Instead, they decided just to relax on the verandah and enjoy the sunset. 
 
    "Care for some wine?" Scarlett asked as she appeared from the kitchen holding an open bottle and two glasses. 
 
    "Sure, why not?" Alice replied as she reached up and took one of the glasses from her hostess. 
 
    Alice had exchanged her army uniform for a pair of white shorts and a sky blue short-sleeved blouse. Relaxing in a reclining lawn chair, she had been reading a hardcover book with a concealing cloth cover. 
 
    Scarlett had changed into a soft white sundress with light yellow flowers. Neither woman had bothered with footwear, deciding to instead go barefoot on the smooth, polished deck. 
 
    "What are you reading?" Scarlett asked as she poured wine into her new friend's glass. 
 
    "Nothing you'd find that interesting," Alice said as she took a slip of the wine and expressed her approval. "Just some medical research, pretty dry stuff. Mostly technical stuff." 
 
    "Oh," Scarlett said as she filled her own glass and then took her seat. "You know, you're supposed to be on a vacation. That's a funny way to relax." 
 
    "Well we each have our own little quirks." Alice smiled. 
 
    "That we do," Scarlett agreed as she flipped through a pile of magazines on the table, finally selecting a copy of Life with Marlene Dietrich on the cover. 
 
    They sat there for a while, reading and slowly sipping their wine, all the while watching the sun drop lower and lower on the horizon. It was only when Scarlett noticed Alice trying to suppress a giggle over something she had just read that she put down her magazine. 
 
    "What in a textbook could be so funny?" she asked out of curiosity. 
 
    "Not really funny," Alice said, a slight look of embarrassment on her face. "Just a little ..." 
 
    "Now you have to share," Scarlett said as she jumped out of her seat and reached for the book Alice had been reading. 
 
    Her face red, the dark-haired woman surrendered the tome. Scarlett quickly turned to the title page to see what the book was. 
 
    "Sexual Behavior In The Human Male," she read aloud. "The Kinsey Report." 
 
    "Well I am a nurse," Alice said in way of explanation. 
 
    "I heard there are places in this country where they actually banned this when it came out earlier in the year," Scarlett noted. 
 
    "Well now that you've seen it," Alice said. "I'd be happy to lend it to you to look over. It's the least I could do." 
 
    "No thanks," Scarlett said as she handed the book back. "It really doesn't interest me." 
 
    "You're kidding?" Alice said in surprise. "Based on what my friend in the book store told me, they can't keep the book in stock. Of course no one wants to be seen buying it or admit they're reading it." 
 
    "Maybe so," Scarlett said as she dropped back in her chair. "But I really have no interest in reading it. Maybe if they get around to writing Sexual Behavior In The Human Female I might find it interesting." 
 
    "I don't think you'd find enough women to admit to the things they write about in here," Alice said, tapping her fingers against the book cover. 
 
    "I don't know," Scarlett smiled. "After all, it is 1948, not 1908. You might be surprised what some women might be willing to admit to." 
 
    Not sure were she should to go with a statement like that, Alice decided to stay on safer ground. 
 
    "A lot of women have read this to find out about their husbands and boyfriends," Alice said. 
 
    "Well, last time I looked, I didn't have either one of those." Scarlett replied as she refilled her glass. 
 
    "You mean a beautiful girl like you doesn't have a whole fraternity breaking down the door trying to date her?" Alice asked. 
 
    "Ravenwood is an all-girl college, there are no frats," Scarlett laughed. 
 
    "I didn't know that," Alice said, noting that most women this day and age wouldn't be so happy to be going to an all girl college. 
 
    Their conversation was abruptly cut short as the bright red orb of the sun began to dip beneath the horizon. They turned their attention to the spectacle spread out across their vista, watching in silence until it faded from sight. 
 
    "It's been a real long day," Alice said as she drained the last of her glass. "I think I'm going to turn in." 
 
    "Have a good night's sleep," Scarlett said as she poured the last of the bottle into her own glass. "I'm going to stay up a little longer." 
 
    Alice got up to leave and began to clean up after herself. Scarlett told her to just leave everything where it was and she'd take care of it later. After all, she was her guest. 
 
    Over the next six days, Alice was treated to a vacation far beyond she could have ever imaged. Scarlett showed her Los Angeles like few tourists ever saw it. 
 
    They rode the new green and yellow electric trolley back and forth across the city. The two of them explored the Memorial Coliseum and Grauman's Chinese Theater. Scarlett took her to Universal Studios, Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, and Paramount, where her family name seemed to open all doors. 
 
    The Griffith Park Zoo was a delight and when they went to dinner in Chinatown, Scarlett took her to a restaurant where the owners led them to their private dining room and treated them like family. A courtesy Alice was certain they extended to few other patrons. 
 
    The nights were even more marvelous. Be it a concert at the Hollywood Bowl or a chance to spend half the night peering through the lens at Griffith Observatory. There were quiet nights as well, building a fire on the beach and counting the stars. Or actually sitting in front of the television and watching an evening's programs, much to Alice's delight and Scarlett's sufferance. 
 
    By the end of they week, they were almost as close as the cousins they'd pretended to be on the train. It was hard to tell which of them was going to be sorrier to see it end. 
 
    "I think these two are my favorites," Alice said as she held up two small black and white photographs. 
 
    Scarlett looked over Alice's shoulder at her choices. She agreed with her choices. 
 
    The first showed the two of them on a small observation deck near the top of the new City Hall. It was the tallest building in the city and the view had been spectacular. 
 
    The second was an even better shot, because it contained an element of the magic the whole vacation seemed to be made of. It was a picture of them in the hills outside of the city, with the battered Hollywoodland sign spread out behind them. 
 
    "Even this camera is amazing," Alice said as she picked up the Polaroid Camera off the table to look at it again. "Imagine being able to take a photograph and have it develop right there and then. No waiting a week or more for it to come back from the drug store." 
 
    Well I told you my Grandmother loved all the latest gadgets," Scarlett said. "They only came out with those this year." 
 
    "It really is nice," Alice said. "I loved using it." 
 
    "I know, that's why I got one for you to take with you when you leave for Korea," the redhead grinned. 
 
    "What?" a surprised Alice exclaimed. "Scarlett, I can't take a gift like that. It's too expensive. I saw in a magazine that these cost almost a hundred dollars." 
 
    "Yes you can," Scarlett insisted as she rested her hands on Alice's shoulders and gave her a sisterly kiss on the cheek. "You've made this week the most fun I've had since I was a little kid. I'm really going to miss you." 
 
    "That's such a sweet thing to say," Alice said in return as she gave Scarlett a friendly kiss of her own. "I'll take it only if you let me cook you dinner tonight. It's the only gift I can really afford to give you." 
 
    "Seeing as my cooking skills aren't worth a damn," Scarlett laughed, "I'll accept." 
 
    "It's nice to see that you're not perfect after all," Alice replied with a grin. "After the last week, I was beginning to wonder." 
 
    "Oh I'm far from perfect," Scarlett quickly responded, a touch of sudden sadness in both her tone and her eyes. "But I'd settle for just being happy for a while." 
 
    "I hope I've made you happy for a while." Alice said. 
 
    "That you have," Scarlett said in reply. "Which is why I'm going to miss you so much." 
 
    "Well you're not going to have to miss me for another day and a half. So in the meantime, how bout you let me check out that pantry and see what I can come up with for dinner." 
 
    Leaving the younger woman behind as she headed for the kitchen, Alice didn't notice the single tear running down Scarlett's cheek. If she had, she might have wondered if it was a tear of happiness or sadness. At that moment, not even Scarlett was sure. 
 
    After only a few hours of sleep, Alice found herself awake and staring at the ceiling of her bedroom. Despite the long day, she found herself fully awake. Dinner had been wonderful, they had talked and laughed late into the night. 
 
    She lay there for a few minutes, listening to the sound of the soft crash of the waves against the sands beneath her window. Finally, Alice decided she had to get up. 
 
    The tall brunette sat up in her bed, dropping her feet over the side of the classic four-poster. Alice was wearing a full-length sheer black nightgown that she had been given at her wedding shower two years before. Her sister Donna had sent all the way to Hollywood for it so that Alice might have something really sexy to wear on her wedding night. A night that had never come about. Conventional mores stated that a girl was supposed to go to her wedding bed a virgin. The reality was that having the ring on her finger was enough to open most girls' legs. Especially as was the case with Alice and the groom to be, who was nine years older and had seen military service during the war. Few men like that came home virgins and didn't want to wait until the wedding night. 
 
    Alice wasn't too disappointed when she lost her maidenhood in a wholly unsatisfying act. Both her mother and older sister had warned her previously that it would most likely happen like that. Both of their husbands had deflowered them in rushed, unfulfilling love making sessions. They did, however, assure her that it would get better with time. 
 
    By the second month of their intimacy however, Alice had concluded that it wasn't ever going to be any better than that first time. It wasn't that her intended was a bad or even an inconsiderate lover. Quite the contrary. Based on what she heard from other women, Jack was a most thoughtful and caring lover. And it wasn't as if she wasn't trying as hard as she could either. While in the Army, Jack had been introduced to the delights of oral sex by a Parisian whore. Unlike some of her more timid girlfriends, Alice didn't consider fellatio or anything else that brought someone you cared about pleasure an unnatural act and willing engaged in it. Jack enjoyed her efforts immensely, but it still left her feeling as hollow and unfulfilled as intercourse had. 
 
    Three weeks before the wedding, Alice had abruptly announced she was breaking off the engagement and joining the Army. She had enrolled in a program that would send her to nursing school in exchange for military service. Neither her fiancee, nor her family, ever really got an explanation for her sudden decision. The twenty-four-year-old had just packed everything she owned into two bags and left a week later. Alice liked to wear the nightgown while on leave since it didn't exactly fit into Army life. Through the open window, Alice could see the reflection of the full moon on the water, but not the moon itself. No longer tired, she decided to step outside to have a good look at it. 
 
    The house was as quiet as could be and Alice measured her steps carefully as not to disturb Scarlett. The two small guest bedrooms they occupied were next to each other on the main floor. Passing through the kitchen, Alice was surprised to see small illuminations from out on the patio deck. Moving closer to the sliding glass door, Alice could see a half dozen lit candles spread around the verandah. 
 
    Gently sliding open the door, Alice stepped outside and could see a figure sitting near the edge in one of the recliners. Without being able to see her face, she knew it was Scarlett. 
 
    The redhead was wearing light magenta colored pajamas, embroidered with flowers and birds. Her rich red hair hung its full length, stretched behind her chair. She was staring out onto the horizon and as the taller woman moved closer, Alice could see that all of the buttons of the pajama top had been undone. It was also clear that Scarlett had one hand beneath the waistband of her bottoms. Realizing that her younger hostess was energetically engaged in what her mother had described endless times as self-abuse, Alice told herself that she should just quietly back up the way she had come. She was too educated a young woman to believe her mother's description of the act she was witnessing. In fact, she really hadn't believed it when she'd discovered the act herself. It was impossible for her to believe that something that felt so good could be bad. 
 
    Truth be told, the scene unfolding in front of her fascinated Alice. The first time she had ever watched a girl pleasure herself had been when she shared a room with her sister, Donna. She never really saw much, and definitely never had the nerve to ask her about it. Still it always enthralled her. 
 
    In the almost two years since she'd joined the Army, Alice had the opportunity to see several other women pleasure themselves as well. When you shared quarters like they did, it was impossible not to be aware of those late night acts. The unwritten, unspoken rule was that even if it was happening in the next bed, you turned a blind eye to it. Alice sometimes wondered if it was the same way with men. That had been one of the reasons she was so anxious to read the Kinsey Report. 
 
    Even more unspoken than the precept that you ignored another woman touching herself in a sexual way was the even more prohibited act of having another woman do it for her. Back when she was in nursing school, it had been rumored that two of the students had been guilty of just that. No one would actually talk about it, but everyone seemed to know. 
 
    The two girls involved had just failed to show up at morning assembly one day. No announcement was made of their status, but the word quickly got out that it was in your best interest not to ask. The one result that Alice remembered from the incident was that it was a long time after that before she heard the quiet sounds of self-pleasure from one of her bunkmates. 
 
    Another memory quickly reasserted itself as she watched Scarlett. The remembrance of the warm tingling between Alice's legs that watching and listening to those other young women had always produced. 
 
    It was the doubts produced by those feelings that had caused her to cancel her engagement at the last moment. The lack of those feelings in encounters with her boyfriend had sent Alice on her journey of discovery, without even knowing what it was that she was searching for. She just knew she wasn't going to find it in Ethan Falls or as Mrs. Jack Fisher. 
 
    "I hope you're not too shocked." Alice's head snapped back at the sound of Scarlett's voice. It took her a moment to realize that the younger girl had been aware of her presence all along. 
 
    Scarlett turned to face her, the folds of her pajama top opening even more, giving Alice a clear view of her candle illuminated breasts. The sight sent a strong flush through the older girl. As a nurse, she had seen countless naked breasts, but none in such a sexual setting. 
 
    "Are you shocked?" Scarlett asked again. 
 
    "Was I supposed to be?" Alice asked in turn. 
 
    "I was hoping you wouldn't be," Scarlett said. "I was hoping that instead you might be ..." 
 
    Scarlett didn't finish. Instead, Alice watched as the look of self confidence that she had associated with her new friend faded from her face. The expression that replaced it was that of a frightened young woman. "Oh God, what am I doing?" she asked herself aloud as a tear formed in the corner of her eye. "I can't believed I really thought this might happen." 
 
    "That what might happen?" Alice asked as she tried to control the beat of her racing heart. 
 
    "When I saw you come out here," she stammered, the tears becoming more visible. "I somehow thought that you could sense what I wanted. What I've been dreaming about since I met you. Somehow, I thought ... I mean I felt ... oh I don't know how to describe it. That you felt the same things that I was feeling." 
 
    The now crying young woman pulled the top of her pajamas closed as she bent her head down in embarrassment. 
 
    "How could I even think such a thing," she went on. "How could I have gotten it so wrong." Scarlett hadn't noticed that Alice was now kneeling next to her chair. Or that the brunette was gently stroking her long red hair, brushing the strands away from her tear stained face. 
 
    "Scarlett," she whispered as she wiped away a tear with her finger. 
 
    The brief touch of flesh against flesh finally alerted Scarlett to the older woman's presence. 
 
    "Scarlett," Alice repeated. "You weren't wrong." 
 
    "What ...?" Scarlett asked as she stopped her tears and looked up into the face of her friend. 
 
    "I don't know how you would describe it either," Alice whispered. "But all those things you thought I might be feeling as well, I do feel them. I know that women aren't supposed to feel such things for each other, or so we're told, but some of us do. Somehow I think we were able to see that in each other." 
 
    "I've never tried to do anything like this before," Scarlett admitted. 
 
    "Neither have I," Alice said. "But if I'm going to explore those feelings that have been inside of me, I've always hoped I'd have someone like you to explore them with." 
 
    "Oh Alice, I was so afraid that you'd think I was some kind of ..." Scarlett confessed. 
 
    "Never," Alice smiled, no longer wanting to contain the thumping within her breast. As if to reinforce her statement, Alice leaned over and pressed her lips against Scarlett's. The warmth she found there spread to her very soul. A second kiss followed, this time initiated by Scarlett. Alice responded with all the fires within her, sliding her hand beneath the folds of Scarlett's pajama top to gently cup her ample breast. 
 
    "Oh Alice," Scarlett gasped as she felt the strength of her hand pressed against her mound. 
 
    Alice then took Scarlett's hand and pressed it against the softness of her own lace-covered bosom. An action that brought an even brighter light to Scarlett's emerald eyes. 
 
    Both young women stood and held each other hand in hand, gazing deeply into each other's eyes. Scarlett could see her own emerald orbs reflected in the deep blue of Alice's, as so many other things were reflected within the taller girl's body. She pulled her body against her own and held it as tight as she could, drawing on both the warmth and strength she found in it. 
 
    "I think I've fallen in love with you," Scarlett said as she held the taller woman. 
 
    "I feel the same way," Alice replied as she brushed Scarlett's long hair. 
 
    "What are we going to do?" Scarlett asked. "You leave in two days." 
 
    "We live those two days and not worry about what happens after that." Alice answered. 
 
    "Oh Alice," Scarlett said as she kissed her new found love once more. 
 
    The two women continued to kiss and fondle each other, removing bits of clothing as they went. Scarlett took hold of the straps of Alice's nightgown and slid them down her arms, until the sheer black lace was bunched around the brunette's waist. Her small rounded breasts stood exposed in the moonlight, the quarter dollar sized dark areola drawing the attention of Scarlett's eyes. In the center of each circle stood small erect tips the size of erasers. Fingers outstretched, the redheaded woman rubbed the tips of her fingers against the small stubs, delighting in both their hardness and the electric excitement just touching them produced. 
 
    "Oh yes," Alice said breathlessly as she felt Scarlett press her fingers against her nipples. 
 
    In turn, Alice ran her hand up along the sides of Scarlett's chest, pulling back the still open fold of the pajama tops. Scarlett's breasts were almost twice the size of Alice's, with bright pink areola and thick nipples. Alice pushed back on the magenta shirt until it fell back and down to the floor. Before the material hit the wooden deck, her hands were cradling the soft yet heavy globes. 
 
    The older woman bent over and planted a kiss on each nipple, rubbing her lips against the warm, excited flesh and then her tongue against the thick hardness. The action caused Scarlett to call out with joy. 
 
    As a nurse, Alice was well aware of the female body, and the sensitive spots it contained. This was her first chance to explore those spots and she approached the chance with unbridled enthusiasm. She continued to kiss Scarlett's rich mounds, running her hands all over the rest of her exposed body as she did. 
 
    Scarlett lifted Alice's face from her breasts, letting her lips replace her nipples. She kissed her new love twice more on her lips, then dropped to her smaller mounds. She found them no less delightful than her own. 
 
    Scarlett continued to lovingly kiss her way downward, pulling Alice's nightgown all the way down. When she reached the plain white panties beneath it, she kissed the damp center, before pulling them down as well. 
 
    Alice's mound was large and very bushy, the hair of which was as dark as that on her head. With two outstretched fingers, Scarlett parted the hair and pressed her lips against the brunette's womanhood. Her tongue pressed forward with an almost religious fervor, sampling that which she had only imagined on a hundred empty nights. 
 
    Alice opened her lips to respond to the warm wet embrace of her sexuality, but could only managed an exhaled breath of approval. Despite her previous sexual experience, it was the first time she had ever been touched in quite that way. Jack Fisher's interest in oral sex hadn't extended to cunnilingus. 
 
    Scarlett continued to gently explore Alice's womanhood, alternating her explorations between her tongue and her finger. She slid her index finger deep within the woman before her, both stimulating the walls of her pussy and coating her probe with the juices of her efforts. Removing it, she slid both her finger and the honey that covered it to inside her own mouth. 
 
    "Mmmmm." Scarlett purred happily as she savored the taste of another woman. A kitten presented with a saucer of warm milk couldn't have expressed more satisfaction. 
 
    The long haired redhead continued to lap at her new ambrosial treat, as her hand slid up and down Alice's legs and caressed the cheeks of her ass. She wanted to explore every inch of the woman's body. 
 
    Despite all of the quite expensive schooling her family had arranged for her in her life, none of those Institutions had a course in lesbian lovemaking. At least not an official one anyway. Following her eighteenth birthday, Scarlett had sought to rectify that discrepancy. 
 
    In order to further improve her fluency in the French language, her father had arranged for Scarlett to accompany him on a government trip to Paris back in '46. She hadn't been able to rid herself of her embassy assigned chaperone long enough to sample some of the unadvertised attractions that had flourished in that city throughout war, occupation and later liberation, but she had managed to visit some of the more interesting book stores. 
 
    There, hidden among a score of French language books, she had purchased what could only be described as a very graphically illustrated guide to the secrets of lesbian love. 
 
    Scarlett had been very careful to hide the forbidden book when they got back to their hotel. She was sure her father would never understand. How could he, when she herself didn't. 
 
    Michael McMurphy loved his three children as much as any man could, and only wanted the very best for them. But he was ill equipped to deal with a daughter who began to develop into a woman at a rate he found disconcerting. 
 
    His wife, Diane, had died in childbirth, giving him their third child, Mary. An old-fashioned man in many ways, he tried to shield his oldest daughter from what he believed would only be premature male attention by enrolling her in one of the finest all girl schools in the country. 
 
    In was ironic that the absence of boys in their everyday lives had the opposite effect on many of the girls in the school, creating the very situations "Big Mike" McMurphy was trying to avoid. What self-control they might have on those occasions when they got to be with young men was quickly lost as long suppressed hormones took control. 
 
    Following a dance or sporting event that usually involved one of the associated all boys academies, many a normally reserved young lady found herself in the Dean's office come Monday morning, trying to explain how she came to be discovered in a compromising position. 
 
    It was during one of those weekend events that Scarlett had made an astonishing discovery about herself. She had known for quite some time that unlike most of her schoolmates, she had no interest in the numerous young men who vied for her attentions. 
 
    Nor did she enjoy the rather graphic late night discussions of individual male anatomy that usually followed each of those social events. To her bewilderment, Scarlett realized that she did however have an ever-increasing interest in certain of her girlfriends and their own maturing anatomy. 
 
    The book, now safety hidden away in her luggage, had been her first chance to put names to many of the things she thought about. 
 
    On the way home, the hidden book had caused her a few moments of apprehension when a curious customs agent opened it when they went through Idlewild International Airport in New York. The strange foreign text might have been incomprehensible to the middle-aged woman, but the meaning of the numerous drawings and photographs were unmistakable. To the young woman's relief, the gray-haired officer closed the book without comment, except to say "Enjoy it honey." as she handed back her travel case. 
 
    Scarlett had spent countless secret hours pouring over that book in the last two years, to the point where her near photographic memory could recall every page in depth. Now that the opportunity had finally presented itself, the twenty-year-old promised herself that she would sample every lesson. 
 
    Rising back to her feet, Scarlett wiggled her way out of her pajama bottoms, adding them to the pile of clothing now on the deck. To Alice's surprise and enjoyment, Scarlett wore no underwear. Unlike Alice's mound, the younger woman's was almost bare, except for a small red triangle of hair at the top. Scarlett had never been particularly hairy on any part of her body, and what there was of it, she kept neatly trimmed. Scarlett and Alice stood naked in the moonlight, the warm breeze off the water caressing their skin. Scarlett reached up and stroked the side of Alice's face with her fingers, a look of pure joy on her face. 
 
    "I wish this moment could last forever," Alice said, her heart lost in the endless depths of Scarlett's eyes. 
 
    "We'll make it last forever," Scarlett said with all the intensity that young love could bring. 
 
    Hand in hand, the two naked young women raced through the house, up the stairs to the master bedroom on the second floor. Scarlett threw open the large double windows, filling the room with the light of the moon and stars beyond. Then she took Alice's hand and drew her to the large antique bed that dominated the room. An heirloom had been in her family over a hundred years. It only seemed fitting that it be the site of her most sought after happiness. 
 
    The carefully set sheets on the old bed were quickly tossed aside as Scarlett and Alice held each other tightly, rocking back and forth with abandon. Eager hands and soft lips explored the other's body as no one had ever done before. A passion born of love's fire burned in both of their hearts. 
 
    "Alice, I love you so," Scarlett gasped as she pressed her body on top the older woman and buried her face between her breasts. 
 
    One after the other, the crimson tressed fury took Alice's mounds into her mouth, lavishing on them all the loving attention she was capable of. Scarlett reveled in their softness, in the hardness of her nipples. Her tongue caressing them again and again, each touch bringing endless bliss. 
 
    Alice ran her fingers through the long stands of Scarlett's hair, guiding her to the most sensitive parts of her body. She now fully understood the depths of the emptiness she'd felt when she had laid with Jack. A void now filled by Scarlett's love. 
 
    Scarlett took her mounds in hand and pressed them against Alice's, rubbing their nipples together. The dark-haired girl took Scarlett's larger globes in her own hands and lifted them to her mouth, sampling her lover's charms as she had just sampled hers. Now it was Scarlett's turn to close her eyes and enjoy the pleasing sensations. 
 
    They rolled over in the bed, bringing Alice to the top and allowing her greater access to the body now beneath her. Quickly she spread Scarlett's smooth legs and brought her mouth to the small red trimmed mound found there. She kissed the center, then each of the sides. Finally, she reached out with her tongue, driving it deep within. 
 
    "Ooooo," Scarlett moaned with excitement. "I always knew it would be like this." 
 
    Spreading Scarlett's legs even further apart, Alice began to bring even greater pleasure to the beautiful young woman before her. She didn't need her nursing skills to locate her prize, the small clitoris beneath the folds. Alice found it repeatedly, each time sending surges of orgasmic ecstasy through Scarlett. 
 
    "Yes, oh dear God, yes!" Scarlett cried out to the night sky, losing herself to a building eruption that she had only felt before by the touch of her own hands. Hands now gripping the bed sheet with all of her might. 
 
    Alice pressed harder, driving Scarlett deeper and deeper into the abyss. A chasm she couldn't wait to plunge into. 
 
    She didn't have long to wait as the demons of desire took hold of Scarlett's quaking body and hurled her over the precipice. She grabbed the back of Alice's head and wrapped her legs around the brunette's back. The explosion between those legs left its residue across Alice's face. 
 
    Finally, Scarlett released her tight hold on Alice, allowing her to roll off and drop down alongside her. She closed her eyes as she lay there, savoring a moment that she wanted to remember forever. 
 
    "The book," Scarlett said, not realizing she was speaking out loud, "didn't come anywhere near describing how wonderful that was going to be." 
 
    "What?" Alice said, not quite hearing what her lover had said. 
 
    "I love you," Scarlett said instead, realizing her error. "And now I want to show you how much." In less time than it took to say it, Scarlett found herself between Alice's legs, duplicating the actions she had just enjoyed the benefit of. Her earlier brief taste of womanhood spurred her on as she remembered the many nights she had done this in her dreams. 
 
    Scarlett could hear the laboring of Alice's breath and feel the racing of her heart. The softness of her skin against her cheek was an aphrodisiac, causing her own heart to race as well. 
 
    Remembering her lessons well, Scarlett began with a touch, then a long loving caress. Finally, she continued with a hard, repetitive thrust. Soon Alice's body began to react to each loving stroke. 
 
    Alice buckled and spasmed as Scarlett increased the intensity of her attack. Sweat ran down her body as the brunette shook with each new ecstatic jolt. She could feel the rising crest of her own orgasm building within her. 
 
    Scarlett darted her tongue in and out of Alice, causing the waves of pleasure cascading up and down her to double. The harder and faster Scarlett moved her tongue, the more intense the waves grew. 
 
    Faster and faster Scarlett went, each move bringing Alice closer to climax. Tears ran down the nurse's cheeks as she tried to delay the fire within her. 
 
    In all her encounters with Jack Fisher, Alice had only been to the mountaintop twice. On both occasions, she had fallen short of the summit. This time, as Scarlett had before her, the twenty-six-year-old spread her arms and leapt into the darkness, embracing its euphoric embrace. 
 
    Scarlett and Alice lay locked in each other's embrace as the morning sun filled the room. They had made love twice more during the night, each time more intense than the last. As they pressed against each other, their hearts now beating in unison, they knew they would be forever joined. No matter the distance between them, no matter the years, they would always share a connection. Regardless who else ever came into their lives, each would always forever occupy a special place in the other's soul. 
 
    - Today - 
 
    Two hundred eager young faces filled the front rows of the auditorium as the graduating class of the Nursing Academy awaited the keynote speaker. Normally, the speaker would be an alumni of the school, or someone from the medical community who would comment on the career on which they were about to embark. 
 
    This time, in honor of the school's 25th anniversary, the speaker was going to be someone associated with the founding of the school back in 1975. The recently announced appearance of this particular commencement guest had filled the hall to standing room only. 
 
    At the time the school had been founded, she had been the CEO and principal owner of the far-reaching McMurphy Industries. Although long since retired from that long held position, she still sat in the lead chair of the McMurphy Foundation. An organization, which, among other concerns, regularly awarded scholarships in the memory of the woman whose name rested on the academy's letterhead. 
 
    "Ladies and Gentlemen, students and honored guests," the tall Dean of Nursing said as he stepped up the podium. "It is my great honor to introduce a woman, who by the life she's led needs no introduction. Her career and accomplishments as a captain of industry are only exceeded by her work in the humanities and the arts. Please join me in welcome Ms. Scarlett McMurphy." 
 
    A thunderous ovation filled the large hall as a tall white haired woman appeared from behind the curtains and quickly moved to the rostrum. Seventy-two years old, she moved with a grace and ease that defied her years. Her soft, short white hair rested in a carefully crafted style and her face still reflected the intelligence and drive that had been the hallmarks of her long life. To those close enough to see, her most noticeable features were bright emerald eyes that peered out from behind round gold-rimmed glasses. Eyes that still sparked with fire and zeal. 
 
    Scarlett paused until the applause died down, then thanked everyone for their reception. Once the sounds of welcome subsided, the keynote speaker talked for a few minutes about the school and their careers, exactly the sort of speech most people expected. 
 
    The white haired woman had been speaking for a few minutes when she suddenly paused. She seemed to be thinking about something for a few seconds, then seemed to change her mind about her speech. 
 
    "If you'll forgive an old woman," she said with a touch of humor in her smile, "I think I'd rather not give the speech I just started. It's nothing you haven't heard before, and I'm sure it's nothing that you'll miss." 
 
    A mixed chorus of laughter from the graduates replied to her words. In truth, they had hoped to hear something more than the same old speech. 
 
    Scarlett turned to one of the two young assistants who seemed to follow her everywhere. In response to her whispered request, the young blond haired woman reached into her attaché case and handed her boss a thin manila folder. Scarlett thanked her and then turned back to the audience. 
 
    "What I'd really like to tell you about," The elegant woman continued in a strong clear voice, "is a woman whose name you see on all the walls around the school. Her portrait hangs by the main entrance and I'm sure most of you pass it at least once a day." 
 
    Scarlett paused for a moment and took a sip from the glass of cold water her other assistant, a short haired Asian girl, had put there for her. 
 
    "She started her career as an Army Nurse, in a place few people had ever heard of, at least until war broke out there a few years after she arrived. Aside from her duties in the military, she also spent those years carrying for the children of Korea, the innocents who are the most tragic victims in any conflict. It was a passion that consumed her long after both the fighting and her Army career were behind her. I'm proud to say that in her later years, I was in a position to help with those efforts. " 
 
    Scarlett paused again, wanting to see if she had the audience's attention. It only took a brief moment to see that she did. 
 
    "But even those deeds can be as easily looked up as the dates of her life that are carved beneath that portrait." she went on. "No, what I want to tell you about is the woman behind those deeds. The woman who, for twenty-six years, was simply the most gracious lady it was ever my honor to know. A woman who knew how to smile, and how to make others laugh. And a woman who taught me a definition of love that few ever come to understand." 
 
    Scarlett paused for a second drink, giving this speech was harder than she had thought it would be. That was why she had originally started with the more conventional one. However, there was no going back now, not with every seat in the house riveted to her every word. 
 
    "I like to tell you about Alice Ann Caldwell", she said as she seemed to look beyond the crowd. "And a life that embodied the goals and aspirations that everyone in this school should strive for. She was more than a name carved in stone over the entranceway. She was a living, breathing human being, who devoted her life to others. She was my very best friend." 
 
    Looking down at her folder, Scarlett beamed as she looked once more at the small black and white photograph sealed in plastic that was clipped to her notes. It was a very old photograph, showing two young women in front of an old battered sign. Of all her considerable possessions, and among all her varied memories, that simple faded image was Scarlett's most treasured keepsake. It was a brief moment, frozen forever in time. A remembrance of love that had never faded with age. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 3 
 
    "Excuse me," the tall redhead in the light green leisure suit and matching skirt said as she stepped up to the small desk just inside the restaurant entrance. 
 
    "May I help you?" the hostess asked with a smile as she looked up from her seating chart. 
 
    "My name is Gabrielle Adams, I'm meeting Julia Logan for lunch," the thirty-seven year old replied with an equally warm smile. "Has she arrived yet?" 
 
    "Oh yes, Mrs. Logan arrived just a few minutes ago," the younger hostess said as she stepped around the small podium. "If you'll follow me, I'll take you to her table." 
 
    Gabrielle followed the hostess through the small restaurant out onto the esplanade overlooking the East River. There, sitting at the next to last table was a thirty-nine year old blond. 
 
    "Gabrielle," Julia called out as she spotted her friend. She rose from her chair as Gabrielle approached and kissed her on the cheek. "I'm so glad you were able to make it. It's been much too long." 
 
    Gabrielle took the empty chair on the other side of the table, responding to the hostess's question if she would like something to drink by ordering a Pina Colada. 
 
    The hostess returned to her station, leaving a second menu on the table and saying she would send someone back with Gabrielle's drink. 
 
    "So how are you really?" Julia asked as the two friends were left alone. "It's been so long since you've even come into the city." 
 
    It had actually been seven months since Gabrielle had come into New York City from her home in the suburban town of Point Royal. A month prior to her last visit, her marriage had ended in divorce. 
 
    "I'm doing fine," Gabrielle said. "Things are going fine." 
 
    "I'm so glad to hear that," Julia replied. "Roger and I have been ever so worried about you. We've heard from Timothy of course, but barely a word from you in such a long time." 
 
    Julia Logan had been the Maid of Honor at Gabrielle's wedding. Her husband, Roger, had been Tim's best man. 
 
    "Well, I've been busy I guess," Gabrielle said, "but I'm ready to get on with my life again." 
 
    "That is so good to hear," Julia said as a young man in white showed up with Gabrielle's drink. "You're going to love this place," she added, changing the subject. "Madge Dawson told me the cuisine here is to die for." 
 
    Gabrielle thanked the boy who couldn't have been more than twenty and took a refreshing taste of the Pina Colada. As the waiter turned and headed back toward the bar, both women paused to watch him. 
 
    "Mmmm, speaking of things good enough to eat," Julia said, swirling her tongue across her lips for a brief moment. 
 
    "Julia, that's terrible," Gabrielle said in mock horror. 
 
    "Oh pooh," the older blond said back. "You can't tell me that you weren't thinking the same thing. I've known you way to long to think you've been living the life of a vestal virgin out there on the Island since you and Tim broke up." 
 
    "You make it sound like I've been holding weekend orgies," Gabrielle laughed. 
 
    "Well have you?" Julia asked, mirroring Gabrielle's horror with her own mock sincerity. 
 
    "Hardly," her friend laughed in reply, "but I'll admit that I've hardly been living a monastic life." 
 
    "Good, I was hoping it wouldn't take me too long to get you to the good stuff," Julia gleamed, "I want to hear all about it." 
 
    "There isn't really that much to tell," Gabrielle replied as she picked up the menu and scanned the day's specials. "I've been on a few dates but nothing special." 
 
    Gabrielle's answer was true enough but lacking the specifics that Julia normally thrived on. She had indeed dated a few men in her town now that she was once more available. In fact, she had even gone to bed with two of them. 
 
    Then, after she had slept with the second of them, a strange thing happened. At least strange to her. Gabrielle was still an attractive woman, a fact she was well aware of. Yet she found it surprising that the number of men showing an interest in her suddenly tripled. 
 
    It wasn't hard to learn that one, or perhaps both of her bed partners had spread the word that the newly available divorcee had a hair trigger libido. A rumor based in fact that had led to a list of men who wanted nothing more than to find out just how hair trigger it was. 
 
    Not wanting to be quickly labeled the town whore, something she had seen happen to others, Gabrielle had taken a step back to let the interest die down. Still, the desires within her remained. 
 
    If it was one thing Gabrielle had learned from her late marriage, it was that one should keep any indiscretions far from home. It was a lesson her husband had failed to learn. 
 
    A month ago, Gabrielle had gone up to New England with her daughter to visit the college Janice would be starting at in the fall. While there, Janice had run into some friends from her high school and elected to head back home with them instead of her mother. Remembering what it was like to be that age, Gabrielle had agreed. 
 
    As she was leaving the school, Gabrielle had impulsively given a lift to a young graduate student heading home after finishing his exams. The normal five-hour drive turned into an overnight trip with her sharing both a room and her body with him. She remembered it as a night far more memorable that those spent with anyone from Point Royal. 
 
    "Gabrielle?" 
 
    "What ..." Gabrielle said. 
 
    "You looked like you were somewhere else for a moment," Julia said. 
 
    "Just remembering something, that's all." Gabrielle replied. 
 
    "Must've been something pretty nice from the look on your face," Julia said inquisitively, hoping that her friend might elaborate on the subject. 
 
    Before Julia could get anything more out of her lunch guest, a third woman joined them at the table. The waitress who'd come over to take their order was in her mid-twenties with long jet black hair tied in a ponytail down her back and a rich olive Mediterranean complexion. She wore a simple black and white uniform, the blouse of which seemed to strain to stay closed against an impressive chest. 
 
    "Have you ladies decided what you'd like to order?" the girl whose nametag identified her as Callista asked as she held her pencil over a small pad. 
 
    Julia And Gabrielle picked up their menus and gave their orders. Julia really didn't give the young woman a second glance, but Gabrielle had become totally fixed on Callista. Or more specifically, on a bright charm that caught the redhead's eye. 
 
    A half-inch in length and gold plated if not gold itself, the charm consisted of an interlocked double female symbol. Attached to a rope chain, it hung in the valley between Callista's large breasts. 
 
    Since she had begun to explore her new sexual freedom after almost twenty years of marriage, Gabrielle had developed no small fascination with both alternate lifestyles and sexual adventures. So far, having spent the night with a man almost young enough to be her son had been the most daring of her erotic adventures. 
 
    That fascination had extended to lesbianism and bisexuality, two subjects which were barely discussed the last time she was single. So far, her interests in the topics hadn't extended beyond the theoretical. Not including of course, her active imagination. An imagination that Gabrielle was sure at that moment, had just found a new subject. 
 
    After their entrees were delivered, the two friend's conversation returned to other topics. By they time they finished, Gabrielle was glad she'd come into the city to have lunch. It had been too long since she'd had a chance to sit down and enjoy herself with an old friend. 
 
    "I have to excuse myself for a moment," Julia said as she pulled a small package from her purse and rose from her chair. 
 
    "You go ahead, I'm fine," Gabrielle said as she returned to her meal. 
 
    The redhead had just finished the last of her lunch when she realized that someone was standing by her shoulder. Turning her head to the right, Gabrielle found herself once more looking right at Callista's gold pendant and the soft flesh that surrounded it. 
 
    "Can I get you anything else?" Callista asked. 
 
    "No, I think we're just about done." Gabrielle said as she realized she was staring and quickly averted her eyes. 
 
    "Don't worry sugar," Callista said in a low voice that no one else could hear as she leaned over and placed a small tray with the check on the table, "I don't mind a pretty woman taking a good look." 
 
    "I err ..." Gabrielle said in an equally low embarrassed tone as she placed her charge card on the tray. "I was just curious about your necklace. It's very striking." 
 
    "Yeah," Callista said as she picked the tray back up. "A lot of people think my necklace is pretty striking." 
 
    Julia returned to the table, passing Callista as she did. Sitting down, she realized Gabrielle had paid the check. 
 
    "I thought I was the one who invited you to lunch?" Julia said. 
 
    "You can get it next time," Gabrielle replied as she spotted Callista coming back with the receipt for her signature. 
 
    As Gabrielle signed the receipt, this time making sure that she kept her eyes in check, she noticed an extra piece of paper under the bill. Folding it in half without looking at it, she pressed it under her charge card and slid both into her purse. 
 
    "I hope you'll both visit us again," Callista said as she picked up her copy of the paperwork. 
 
    "Oh I'm sure we will," Julia said as she gathered her things. "The food was really excellent." 
 
    "Yes it was," Gabrielle agreed as she also rose from her chair. 
 
    As she did, Callista stood in front of both of them for a long moment, blocking their exit. The way she stood, Gabrielle had one long last look down the waitress's blouse. It might've been her imagination, but Gabrielle was sure there hadn't been so many buttons open a few minutes ago. Then just as quickly, she stepped out of their way and they exited the restaurant. 
 
    "Well I have to meet Roger at three," Julia said as they walked down the street, "but I still have time to share a cab with you down to Penn Station." 
 
    "Actually," Gabrielle said, "since it has been so long since I've been in the city, I was thinking that I might do some shopping before I go home." 
 
    "Sounds like fun," Julia said. "I wish I could join you." 
 
    "Next time," her friend suggested. 
 
    "As long as next time isn't another seven months," Julia insisted as she flagged down a taxi. 
 
    "It won't be, I promise," Gabrielle promised as she hugged Julia good-bye. 
 
    Gabrielle waited until Julia's cab disappeared in the traffic before reaching into her purse and taking out the note she had hidden there. Feeling as if every passerby was watching her, she unfolded it and read the hasty scribble. 
 
    "If you are really curious about my charms," the note read, "I finish up at four-thirty. Maybe we can have a drink and discuss it." 
 
    The note also had what Gabrielle took to be a cell phone number. 
 
    The thirty-seven year old had to laugh. Imagine, getting propositioned by a woman that had to be ten years younger than her at the least. It had to be a joke. Then again, that young man up at the college had been even younger than Callista and he certainly didn't think it was a joke. 
 
    Gabrielle thought about it a few minutes more then made what she was sure was the right decision. Crumpling the note into a ball, she tossed it into the nearest trash can. 
 
    "Some things, I guess," she told herself, "might be better off staying as fantasies." 
 
    Leaving her chance for adventure behind, Gabrielle headed down Second Avenue to check out a few of her favorite stores. As she shopped, the idea began to slip further and further from her mind as she found herself wrapped in the latest in summer wear. 
 
    "Thank you very much," the older man said as he handed Gabrielle back her credit card and the two boxes that contained the new dresses she had just bought. "and do have a good evening." 
 
    The statement made the redhead realize she had shopped the last of the afternoon away. Checking her watch, she saw that it was already quarter of five. Heading to Penn Station now was going to put her into the middle of rush hour. 
 
    Putting her wallet back in her purse, Gabrielle took out her cell phone to call home and leave a message for her daughter that she'd be home later than she originally thought. She was about to put her phone away when she inexplicably found herself trying to remember the phone number that was on the note. 
 
    Wondering if it was even a real number, she began to dial out of curiosity. The phone rang a few times and Gabrielle was just about to disconnect when a voice came online. 
 
    "Hello?" the woman said. 
 
    Gabrielle's first instinct was to hand up and her finger was already reaching for the red end button. It never reached it as she found herself saying hello instead. 
 
    "Callista?" Gabrielle asked. 
 
    "Speaking," the voice on the other end said. "Who's this?" 
 
    "Gabrielle," the redhead said as she realized that she couldn't remember actually giving the younger woman her name. "I'm the woman who was at your table this afternoon that you left a note with and ..." 
 
    "Where are you?" Callista interrupted. 
 
    Looking up at the street signs above her, Gabrielle read off her location. She did so in an automatic response to the question without thinking about it. 
 
    "Wait there, I'll meet you in five minutes," the dark-haired girl said as she cut off the call before Gabrielle could say otherwise. 
 
    "What do I do now?" Gabrielle asked herself, wondering if grabbing a cab and heading for the train station might be the best thing she could do. 
 
    It turned out to be closer to three minutes when Gabrielle saw the dark-haired woman heading down the street toward her. Callista had changed from her uniform to a short sleeve yellow pullover and dark jeans. Her ponytail was now undone and her hair hung free across her shoulders. 
 
    "Hi there," Callista said as she stepped up to Gabrielle. 
 
    "Hello," Gabrielle replied, the touch of nervousness evident in her voice. 
 
    "I was surprised you called," the younger woman said. "When four-thirty came and went I thought that was it." 
 
    "I think I was a little surprised myself," Gabrielle said, not being able to think what else to answer. 
 
    "Another few minutes and I would've been out the door," Callista said. "You're not going to believe this but I only live a block and a half from here." 
 
    "Oh, if you were going out I wouldn't want to keep you," Gabrielle quickly said, seeing a quick out. 
 
    "Not at all," Callista replied. "I was just going to do a little shopping. It looks like you were doing more than a little of that yourself." she added as she took note of the boxes at Gabrielle's feet. 
 
    "A little," the older woman said, still trying to think of what to say. 
 
    If you still want to have that drink, we can go to Demarco's just up the block," Callista said. "It's not a lez bar or anything like that if you're worried about it." 
 
    "That hadn't even entered my mind," Gabrielle said, wondering if it should've. "But now that you mention it, I think I really could use a drink." 
 
    Callista's response was a broad wide smile. 
 
    It was still early and they had no trouble getting a small table in the back of the bar. This time, Gabrielle ordered a drink a lot stronger that the one she'd had with lunch. She surprised even herself when she quickly downed it and ordered another. 
 
    "I've never done anything like this before," Gabrielle said as she took a much smaller sip of her second drink. 
 
    "You've never had drinks in a bar before?" Callista asked, a smile on her face. 
 
    "No, I've never been picked up by a woman before," the redhead corrected. 
 
    "Oh, is that what I'm doing?" the brunette asked innocently. "And here I thought we were just having a few drinks and discussing our taste in jewelry." 
 
    "Oh, I thought ..." Gabrielle started to say, then realized that Callista wasn't serious. 
 
    "Maybe we should just lay our cards on the table," Callista said. "I thought you were really cute this afternoon and felt that maybe something passed between us. Normally I don't go around trying to pick strange women up, but I had the feeling that you might've felt it too and we might have a little fun together. I'll be honest and admit that women like you turn me on. So I left you my number. If I was wrong then I apologize. We'll just call it a big misunderstanding and leave it at that." 
 
    Gabrielle took a deep breath and then a good swallow of her drink before responding. Her answer surprised even herself. 
 
    "You weren't wrong," she said. "I was staring at your breasts and thinking dirty thoughts." 
 
    "I know," Callista smiled knowingly. 
 
    "It feels good to finally say that," Gabrielle admitted. 
 
    "Then shall we go?" Callista asked. 
 
    "Go where?" Gabrielle asked. 
 
    "My apartment, silly," Callista said as she got up from her seat. "Unless you'd like to try and do it right here in the ladies room?" 
 
    "I don't even know your name," Gabrielle said as she also stood up. 
 
    "Callista Theodoropulas," the younger woman replied. 
 
    "That's certainly a mouthful," Gabrielle remarked. 
 
    "My name isn't the only thing that's a mouthful," the olive skinned woman laughed softly as she turned and headed for the entrance to the bar. 
 
    Gabrielle paused for a brief moment more, then followed the long-haired woman out. Part of her, the rational, logical part, told her that she wasn't thinking clearly. That she should back off and take the time to carefully consider what she was doing. Then another part of her exerted itself, echoing the same words she had used when she had gone to bed with that grad student. "Fuck it, you only live once." 
 
    Callista's home was only a block away, the front apartment of a four-story walk-up. Moderately furnished, it was a single room studio with a small bathroom. It only took a few moments for Gabrielle to take it all in as Callista closed the door behind them. 
 
    "You have a lovely apartment," Gabrielle said as she stepped inside. 
 
    "Thanks," Callista replied as she motioned for her guest to have a seat on the couch. "It's small but it's home." 
 
    Callista walked over to the small kitchenette and opened the refrigerator door, asking as she did, "Can I get you a beer?" 
 
    "A beer would be fine," Gabrielle said, all too aware she had passed her normal alcoholic intake for a day some time ago. 
 
    As Callista took two bottles of beer from the refrigerator, Gabrielle noticed a photograph on the small table behind the couch. The picture showed Callista and a blond haired girl about the same age in Central Park, their arms over each other's shoulders. 
 
    "That's me and my roommate, Lana," Callista answered in reply to Gabrielle's unasked question, holding out one of the beers as she did. "She's doesn't get home from work until about eight." 
 
    "Oh," Gabrielle simply said as she took a long pull on the bottle of cold beer. "A roommate in an apartment as small as this could also be a lover, but that wasn't a subject Gabrielle wanted to consider at the moment." 
 
    Callisita took a long drink of her own before setting herself down on the couch next to Gabrielle. A second drink followed before she put the bottle down next to Lana's photograph. 
 
    "Why don't you take off your jacket and get comfortable?" she said as she reached over to help Gabrielle take it off. 
 
    Once the light green jacket had been set aside, Callista reached across Gabrielle's chest and cupped her left breast through the white blouse that had been beneath it. The redhead's mounds were only half the size of the dark-haired woman's but were impressive never the less. 
 
    "Do you mind if I kiss you?" Callista asked. 
 
    "I was hoping you would," Gabrielle replied, suddenly feeling more nervous than she had the night back in high school when she'd lost her virginity. 
 
    Callista's first kiss was soft, almost like that you would give a sister. The ones that followed became harder and more intimate, as their mouths opened and their tongues began to interplay. 
 
    As they continued to kiss a few more times, Callista took Gabrielle's hand and placed it on her own large breast. Even through the twin layers of cloth around them, Gabrielle could feel the hardness of the young woman's nipples. 
 
    Breaking the kiss, Callista reached over and began to unbutton Gabrielle's blouse, starting at the top and quickly reaching bottom. Pulling aside the folds of her shirt, she exposed the plain white bra beneath it. 
 
    Feeling Gabrielle's nervousness, Callista leaned over and whispered into her ear to just lay back and relax. Then she eased the older woman onto the length of the couch. 
 
    Climbing on top into a position in which she could straddle the taller woman, Callista leaned down and ran her hands up and down Gabrielle's body, tickling the exposed flesh as she went. Her hands converged at Gabrielle's breasts and she squeezed both softly. 
 
    "Ooooooo," Gabrielle moaned loudly as she felt her hard nipples being gently massaged through her bra. 
 
    Callista leaned down and planted yet another soft kiss on Gabrielle's lips. One that the prone woman was all to eager to respond to as she reached up and pulled her closer. 
 
    Gabrielle watched intently as Callista brought herself back up and, grabbing the bottom of her pullover, lifted it up and over her head. The red lace bra beneath it barely contained the large olive mounds it was wrapped around, the wide areolas of which were clearly visible. 
 
    Callista's hands moved to the small front clasp of her bra and slid it open, letting the thin material fall away on its own. Nimble fingers massaged her flesh, her thick nipples visible between them. 
 
    Watching the anticipation in Gabrielle's green eyes, Callista again leaned down, this time bringing her now bared breasts to just above her guest's mouth. Callista's fingers took gentle hold of the underside of Gabrielle's chin, lifting it and she brought her mounds even closer. 
 
    Gabrielle took the invitation as she reached out with her tongue and caressed the tip of her nipple. Then as it came closer, her lips closed around its entirety. 
 
    It was now Callista's turn to moan as Gabrielle sucked first one breast, then the other. The excitement of her first time making up for a lack of experience. 
 
    "Oh baby, that is nice," Callista cooed as she enjoyed the neophyte's wet touch. 
 
    She continued to enjoy Gabrielle's oral attentions for a while longer, then withdrew her ambrosia. Moving the redhead back up into a sitting position, Callista slid her blouse off totally. 
 
    As soon as the last of its sleeves rolled off her arms, Callista reached for the clasp of Gabrielle's bra and undid that as well. Just as easily, the straps of which glided down her arms as well. Her smaller mounds didn't stand exposed for long as Callista cupped them from behind and drew their bodies close once more. Her fingers stroked the pale white skin as she kissed her way along the back of Gabrielle's neck, tilting her head so that she could finish once more at her lips. 
 
    "Are you glad you called?" Callista asked as she kissed Gabrielle's ear. 
 
    "Absolutely," Gabrielle replied in a breathless whisper. "Well just enjoy it," Callista responded with a grin as she stood and guided Gabrielle to her feet as well, "because it only gets better." 
 
    It only took a few seconds for Callista to undo the clasp and zipper of Gabrielle's skirt, dropping it to the ground. The tall redhead followed her lead and did the same for the other woman's jeans. Shoes and stockings followed and in no time at all, both wore only their panties. 
 
    Callista again hugged Gabrielle from behind, then dropped down to her knees, taking hold of the waistband of the plain white underwear as she did. They too disappeared as olive-hued hands ran across the soft cheeks of Gabrielle's ass. 
 
    Supple flesh that was also soon covered with soft kisses and gentle bites as Callista applied a gentle pressure that guided Gabrielle into a kneeling position with her knees on the cushions of the couch and the rest of her spread over the back. Gabrielle no longer even noticed the picture of Callista and her roommate. 
 
    "Oh God!" Gabrielle gasped as she felt Callista part the cheeks of her ass and explore the depths between them with her finger and tongue. 
 
    Again and again, the dark-haired woman's agile tongue found its way to Gabrielle's most sensitive spots. Each touch sent an electric spark rushing through the redhead's stretched out form. 
 
    "Harder," Gabrielle gasped, "Oh please go harder," she added as she tried and failed to find a memory of having her pussy licked this good before. 
 
    "Harder, huh?" Callista asked as she temporarily withdrew from her task, clearly pleased with the results of her actions. "Well then I guess we'll just have to find a better position so we can do just that." 
 
    Following the more experienced woman's instructions, Gabrielle repositioned herself on the couch so that she was now sitting in a normal manner with her legs spread wide. Kneeling in front of her, Callista gently brushed the thick tangle of red hair in the center of the older woman's legs, then slid first one then two fingers deep inside of her. 
 
    "Oh yes!" Gabrielle called out in a loud voice, following her exclamation with an equally loud series of joyful moans. 
 
    Spurred on by the excited cries, it didn't take long for Callista to replace her fingers with her tongue. Not only did she repeat her success of a few minutes before, the young woman quickly exceeded them as well. 
 
    "I'm going to come," Gabrielle called out a short time later, amazed that she could ever be in a position in which she would make a statement like that to another woman. 
 
    And come she did as Callista, who had her own first experience with another woman when she was eighteen, used all the experience she had gained in the years since to drive Gabrielle over the edge. It was a moment that the no longer Sapphic virgin would remember for years to come. 
 
    Her body quaked and her heart raced as Gabrielle enjoyed her first orgasm with another woman. It was all she had imagined it might be and more. 
 
    Gabrielle finally caught her breath as Callista rose from the floor and kissed her with all the passion of her just ended orgasm. Both reached out with extended tongues as Gabrielle tasted the fruits of her climax in the Callista's mouth. 
 
    "Your turn, lover," Callista purred as she broke their embrace. 
 
    Gabrielle couldn't contain her excitement as she and Callista reversed the positions they had just held. From her position on the floor, the thirty-seven year old pulled off the red lace panties that covered her prize with enthusiasm, exposing a carefully shaved pussy. 
 
    "Oh my," the redhead said as she softly ran her fingers across the baby smooth skin around Callista's pussy. 
 
    Fueled by desire, Gabrielle shed the last of her inhibitions and pressed deep into her young lover's sex with all the passion of a recent convert. Her first taste of another woman filled her as Callista's body quickly responded to her attentions. 
 
    "Oh yeah, baby, right there," Callista moaned as she helped guide her novice lover. "Oh that's it, right there." 
 
    Gabrielle might've been an amateur when it came to lesbian lovemaking, but she knew exactly what she liked someone to do to her. It was quickly turning out that Callista liked many of the same things. 
 
    Keep it up, baby," Callista cried out as she held the back of Gabrielle's head, "We're almost there." 
 
    True to Callista's prediction, it didn't take much longer at all. The orgasm that suddenly gripped her wasn't near as forceful as those brought on by more skillful lovers, but at the same time it had the advantage of being further energized by the knowledge that it was Gabrielle's first time. Callista had always had such a weakness for first timers, especially older women. 
 
    "Gabrielle, baby, that was really great," Callista said as she lifted the no longer virgin back onto the couch and kissed her one last time. "Really great." 
 
    "I don't think great really covers it," Gabrielle said as she tried to take it all in. "I'm not sure what words really do." 
 
    "Well sometimes what you feel is a lot more important than what you say," Callista said as she stretched her arms across the length of the couch. 
 
    "Well I feel wonderful too," the older woman said as she pressed her head between Callista's breasts. 
 
    "I think we better get dressed," Callista said as she glanced at the clock on the wall, her voice now containing just a touch of urgency. 
 
    "When can I see you again?" Gabrielle asked, paying no attention to Callista's suggestion. 
 
    "That might not be a good idea," the brunette said as she got up from the couch and began to pick up Gabrielle's clothes from the floor. 
 
    It took a few moments for what Callista was saying to sink in, but as Gabrielle realized the dark-haired woman was looking not at her, but over her shoulder, it all made sense. Before reaching out to take the pile of clothes that Callista had picked up, the redhead turned her head just enough to look once again at the photograph on the small table behind the couch. The question she hadn't wanted to think about earlier had just been answered. 
 
    "I guess I should be going," a disappointed Gabrielle said as she accepted her clothes and began to put them back on. 
 
    "Look, Gabrielle, I really don't do this that often and ..." Callista started to explain, but was stopped as the taller woman raised her hand to stop her. 
 
    "Let's just leave it as we had a good time," Gabrielle said. "A really good time, and leave it at that." 
 
    Silence then filled the room as Gabrielle quickly finished dressing. She wished she could take a shower before heading back out on the streets but was pretty sure that wasn't an option. The idea of stopping over at Julia and Roger's before heading home presented itself as an idea for a few seconds, but then was dismissed when she considered that her friend would be all too curious as to why she needed a shower in the first place. 
 
    "I think I've got everything," Gabrielle said out loud as she checked her appearance as best she could. 
 
    "For what it's worth, you were really fantastic," Callista offered. 
 
    "Thank you," Gabrielle said, deciding that the waitress really meant it. 
 
    Opening the door, Callista was careful to stand behind it least one of her neighbors be in the hall and catch sight of her in the nude. They kissed a last time, this one brief and soft. Gabrielle was about to step outside into the hall when Callista stopped her by placing a hand on her arm. 
 
    Removing her hand, she then reached for the small gold necklace she had worn all during their lovemaking, taking it off. To Gabrielle's surprise, she held it out to her. 
 
    "I want you to have this," she said. 
 
    "I couldn't," Gabrielle said. 
 
    "Please, it's not like it's real gold or anything like that," Callista insisted, "but it would at least be a memento of your first time ... and maybe of me too." 
 
    "Okay," Gabrielle finally relented as she took the offering. "I'll keep it as a memento then," 
 
    As she watched the door to Callista's apartment close behind her, Gabrielle could still taste the fruits of their mutual orgasms in her mouth. It was a nectar that would stay in her memory a long, long time. 
 
    An hour later, on the railroad heading home, Gabrielle took the small necklace out of her purse and looked at it once more. On careful inspection, it really was a cheap little thing. Still, she wouldn't have traded it, or what it represented, for any other piece of jewelry she owned. From now on, this was going to be her lucky charm. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 4 
 
    'This place hasn't changed since I was a little girl,' Claire Mooney thought as she took in the unchanged décor of Rossi's Barber Shop. 'It's like stepping back in time.' 
 
    From the old style barber chairs to the wall mounted photographs of famous patrons, all seemed exactly like they had been on the thirty-two year old's last visit, back when she was all of thirteen. Once a month, she would accompany her father and younger brother, Brian, to the local landmark and wait patiently while they had their hair cut. She would do so secure in the knowledge that their next stop would be the Ice Cream Emporium just down the street, an establishment nearly as old and famed. The Saturday afternoon ritual had been established on the occasion of her brother's first haircut, and soon became a constant in their young lives. 
 
    Staying at her parents' house here in Brooklyn the last few months had brought on a wave of nostalgia to the recently divorced architect, resurrecting a score of old memories. The one about the weekly trip to the Emporium had prompted her to offer to take her nephews Clark and Bruce for their monthly haircuts and in the process, introduce them to the old tradition -- one her brother had shamefully allowed to lapse. 
 
    As she waited for her older nephew to be finished, Claire again noted one obvious change in the years since her last visit. Whereas the man who had cut Bruce's hair was unmistakably related to the previous generation of barbers, her recollection of them reinforced by a large photo on the wall, Clark was being attended to by an attractive young woman. If Claire had to guess, she'd put the girl as no more then twenty one or so. 
 
    Five nine with short black hair cut an inch above her neckline, she had flawless porcelain skin, classic features, and eyes so deeply brown as to be almost as dark as her hair. Wearing only the slightest trace of makeup, the young woman was a breathtaking beauty. More than once, Claire had caught Clark sneaking a look at the well-proportioned body beneath the open dark blue smock she wore, her ample bust clearly visible against a form fitting t-shirt. 
 
    'Boys will be boys,' Claire thought, recalling that her nephew had only recently turned eleven, just about the age his father had been when he'd begun to really notice the differences in the opposite sex. 
 
    The thought of those days brought a smile as Claire recalled the lengths Brian, who was three years her junior, would go to in order to catch similar glimpses of her high school girlfriends. Especially in the case of Judy Mitchell, who, ever since she had quite spectacularly hit puberty, took an almost perverse delight in wearing tops guaranteed to give the boys, and even a few of their fathers, impure thoughts. 
 
    Putting the memory aside, Claire turned her attention back to the woman before her. Despite the lack of any family resemblance, and given the multi-generational nature of the business -- it had been started by the current owner's grandfathers -- she wondered if the young woman might be a daughter that took more after her mother in appearance. 
 
    "All done," said the woman whose name Claire later learned was Adrianna said, holding up a large hand mirror so that Clark could see the back of his head. 
 
    Moving his head right and left, Clark satisfied himself that the cut met his standards. Deciding it did, he turned back to Adrianna and smiled, vocalizing his appreciation of her efforts. 
 
    "Always glad to have a satisfied customer," Adrianna replied as she unclipped the collar of the protective cape Clark had been wearing, shaking it clean as scattered hair clippings dropped to the floor. 
 
    As Clark jumped out of the chair, Adrianna reached for a nearby broom and used it and a dustpan on a pole to quickly sweep up the scattered hair; the motions giving Clark an even better opportunity to admire her well-formed bust as her unbuttoned smock swung open. 
 
    With an appreciative smile on his face, Clark headed for the rack on the far wall where Bruce had already retrieved his own jacket. As he did, Claire reached into her purse and withdrew a number of large denomination bills, thinking as she did that the boys' cuts had cost more than twice what she'd remembered her Dad's and Brian's costing. 
 
    Cash in hand, Claire stepped toward the old fashioned register where Adrianna was writing up a receipt on an equally old time billing pad. Tearing off the top sheet and a carbon, the dark haired woman impaled the original on a tall spike on the counter, atop a pile that showed it had indeed been a profitable morning. 
 
    "And a copy for you," Adrianna said with a warm smile as she handed the other sheet to Claire, accepting at the same time the bills in her other hand. Her smile grew noticeably larger as the older woman motioned for her to keep the difference. 
 
    Thinking the handwritten receipt quaint in a world of ATM cards and Smart Phone transactions, Claire was about to simply slip it into her pocket when she noticed that Adrianna had written something across the bottom of it. Much to the older woman's surprise, it was her name and number, along with the notation to give her a call. 
 
    "I'm afraid I already have a stylist," Claire said, assuming the young woman was simply trying to drum up business. 
 
    "And she does excellent work," Adrianna said in reference to Claire's shoulder length blonde hair, "but I, well, I don't normally do things like this, at least not at work, but from the way you kept staring at me while I was cutting your nephew's hair, I thought that perhaps you might like to have a drink sometime." 
 
    "A drink?" Claire repeated, confusion evident in her tone and expression. 
 
    "I guess I read it wrong," Adrianna quickly replied, Claire's reaction prompting her reply. "I hope you're not offended." 
 
    "Read it wrong?" Claire repeated, still not understanding what had just happened. 
 
    Realizing that, Adrianna felt obligated to offer more of an explanation. 
 
    "Like I said, I normally don't do things like this, giving my number to women I don't even know," she began, "but it seemed like every time I glanced into the wall mirror, I could see your eyes on me. Not seeing a ring on your finger or anything, I thought, well, I thought it worth letting you know that if you were interested, I ...Oh never mind, I was wrong and let's just leave it at that." 
 
    'Oh my goodness,' Claire thought, finally realizing what the woman was talking about. 
 
    She also realized that perhaps she had encouraged the assumption by spending what now did indeed seem an inappropriate amount of time staring at her. If anything, she should be the one apologizing. Before she did, however, she glanced back over her shoulder, making sure that her nephews were too far away to have overheard the exchange. 
 
    Satisfied that they were, she apologized for her part in the misunderstanding, explaining that her interest had been motivated solely by the inconsistency between Adrianna's presence and the memories of her youth. 
 
    "No harm done," the short haired girl smiled, "and again, I hope it didn't offend you." 
 
    For the second time, Claire glanced backward to check on the boys and their distance, taking note that Clark now had his coat on and both of them had impatient looks on their faces. Well, they could wait another minute, she thought. 
 
    "Not at all. If anything, I guess I should be flattered," Claire said in an equally low voice, alluding to their obvious age difference. "It's been a long time since anyone..." 
 
    "I find that hard to believe," Adrianna interrupted, making it clear she thought Claire an attractive woman. 
 
    Whatever response Claire might have made next was interrupted by the appearance of Bruce at her side, querying if they were ready to go. Saying that they would be a moment, she turned back toward Adrianna, only to find that the young woman was already seating her next customer in the recently vacated chair. 
 
    The moment having passed, she slipped the receipt into her pocket and followed Bruce toward his brother, who was waiting by the door. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, sitting in a booth at the Emporium, Claire discovered the brief conversation in the barber shop still on her mind. She'd barely touched the dish of ice cream now melting in front of her, and Bruce, who had quickly finished his, was offering to see that it didn't go to waste. With a half smile, she slid it over towards him. 
 
    With Bruce's attention now on the additional treat, and Clark's centered on a quartet of girls from his school in an adjacent booth, Claire allowed her mind to wander. As it did, it touched on an unrealized truth. 
 
    Her explanation as to why she had been staring at Adrianna was indeed true, but only partially so. Even if Claire hadn't realized it at the time, the attractive young woman had reawakened thoughts in the divorcee that had been dormant for so many years that she had failed to recognize them. 
 
    A decade before, while attending college in San Francisco, Claire had gone through a bisexual period. Being twenty-five hundred miles from home and everyone she knew had allowed her the freedom to explore her curiosity about Sapphic love. She had never considered it anything more than a bit of experimentation, a gay until graduation phase that she had left behind with the California sun. After all, once back home, she'd led a more conventional sex life, as least as far as gender was concerned. One which involved a number of men, until she finally found the one she'd married. 
 
    Claire had met Dave Mooney, who was six years her senior, at a New Year's Eve party a few years after coming back East. Fellow architects, they seemed to hit it off almost immediately and in what, in hindsight, now seemed much too short a time, they went from dating exclusively to living together to walking down the aisle. 
 
    After the honeymoon, they settled into a comfortable life, both growing professionally and personally, each secure of the other's support. The sex hadn't been bad either; the only disappointment in that regard being that it hadn't led to children. As time went on, however, things began to slowly change. 
 
    Even now, looking back, Claire couldn't explain why what had been passionate fires had inexplicably cooled. There was never any single incident she could point to, only the realization that, without warning and in a very brief time, they inexplicably went from lovers to little more than roommates -- at much too young an age for the marriage to survive. They'd tried for almost a year to rekindle the spark, but found little success. Finally, by mutual consent, they faced the inevitable and dissolved the marriage. That had been eight months ago. 
 
    Dropping her nephews off at her brother's apartment, Claire continued around the block to her parents' home. For the first six months after the divorce, she'd sublet an apartment from a co-worker working on an assignment out in the Midwest. When that was no longer an option, she'd accepted her father's offer of the basement apartment that had been originally built for her grandmother. 
 
    Originally, she'd only planned to stay a week or two, certainly no more than a month -- just long enough to get her life back on track and find her own place. Eventually, however, the convenience of being only a short train ride to her office in lower Manhattan proved irresistible, and she was still there. 
 
    Her parents were away for the weekend, and with nothing to do until later that evening, Claire decided to catch up on the laundry. That was another advantage of having moved back home, a washer and dryer that wasn't several blocks away at a commercial Laundromat. 
 
    Loading up the washer, she was about to close the top when she noticed a stain on her blouse. Without a second thought, she pulled it off and added it to the load. Then, deciding she might as well wash the whole outfit, she tossed the rest in as well. Standing totally naked, she turned on the machine and exited back to the renovated half of the basement. 
 
    Pulling an oversized t-shirt from a drawer, she was about to put it on, then paused as she glanced at her reflection in the mirror above the bureau. Even two years past the dreaded thirtieth birthday, Claire had to say she was still satisfied with the body looking back at her. 
 
    At just a hair under five ten, she still weighed close to what she had in college. Her breasts might not have been the sort that drew her nephew's interest earlier, but she couldn't recall ever having a complaint about them. 
 
    The bush over her mound was naturally lightly haired, generally eliminating her need for more than casual grooming. Once, as a surprise for Dave, she had shaved it totally bare. That was a mistake that hadn't been repeated. The memory of how much it had itched until it grew back still stayed with her. 
 
    Turning around and looking back over her shoulder, her gaze rolled down her back and across the cheeks of her ass. She still had the same 'killer ass' that had drawn attention back in high school. 
 
    The ring of her cell phone interrupted that thought and, stepping over to the table where she'd left it, she saw the name of Judy Levy on the display. Judy's own marriage hadn't lasted two years, but she insisted on keeping her husband's name to remind everyone that she had been married to Yale Levy, DDS, who was considered the catch of their graduating class. Ever since Claire had moved back home, Judy had been trying to reintegrate her into the social life of the neighborhood. Not sure if that was something she wanted, Claire had begged off for the last three weekends, but finally agreed to go out for a drink tonight. 
 
    "All ready for tonight, girlfriend?" Judy asked once the obligatory greetings were out of the way. 
 
    "I guess so," Claire replied, still unsure if this was a good idea. "But I've been thinking and maybe..." 
 
    "Let's have none of that," Judy interrupted. "We're going out and you're going to have a good time whether you want to or not. Who knows, maybe we'll even get you laid." 
 
    Even though she laughed afterward, Claire knew that Judy was serious. In the brief time they'd had to become reacquainted, Claire had discovered that, as far as the curvaceous brunette was concerned, the party that had been high school had never ended. Every weekend was still party time. 
 
    Not that Claire was opposed to the possibility. It had been nearly a year since she'd had sex and she did miss it. More so since she'd learned that, two months ago, Dave had started dating a woman in his office. According to common friends, the relationship had already progressed to the bedroom. 
 
    Claire had actually met the woman now sharing Dave's bed at the last office Christmas party. Three years her junior, making her nearly a decade younger than Dave, Sharon McCord had struck Claire as the sort who used her admittedly impressive physical attributes to gain what her less developed intellect couldn't. She'd never thought that was Dave's type, but then again, after having been a dutiful husband, perhaps he was now just looking for a bit of unadulterated fun. 
 
    "Alright, one drink," Claire finally said, deciding that it probably wouldn't hurt her to do the same. 
 
    At that, Judy quickly brought the conversation to a close before Claire had a chance to change her mind. 
 
    'Well, if I am going out,' Claire thought as she said her own goodbye, 'I guess I should start getting ready.' 
 
    Luckily, the renovations to the basement apartment had included its own water line, so it was possible to use the shower even though there was also a load in the washer. Returning the unused t-shirt back to the drawer she had taken it from, Claire pulled out an oversized towel from the linen closet and, carrying it under her arm, headed for the bathroom. 
 
    Turning on the water, careful to apply the right mix of cold and hot to make it comfortable, Claire let it run for a few minutes before stepping into the phone booth sized shower. The warm spray felt good against her skin, the heat of it penetrating deep into her muscles. Taking a loofah from a hook on the wall, she covered it with body wash from a bottle on the ledge below. 
 
    Starting in the middle of her stomach, Claire began to move her hand outward in expanding concentric circles, sliding across and between her breasts until, reaching the top of her arc, reversing direction down to between her legs. From there it was onto the cheeks of her ass and above it her lower back. In no time at all, the bulk of her body was covered in thick, soapy foam. 
 
    Unexpectedly, Claire felt a pleasing tingle dance across her wet flesh. It had been a long time since she'd had such a quick reaction, especially to something as gentle as just a touch. In recent years, she had become accustomed to the idea that it took a lot more effort to get her motor running. Whatever the reason, however, she was more than happy to simply enjoy the result without overanalyzing the cause. 
 
    Bringing both hands up to her breasts, Claire squeezed the soft flesh, feeling her pert nipples grow hard. Ever since they had first begun to develop in her pre-teens, she had always loved playing with her breasts and their highly sensitive tips. Her college experiences had allowed her to appreciate what boys saw in them. 
 
    Leaving one hand on her breasts, Claire dropped the other back between her legs, letting out a soft sigh as her fingers ran across the length of her pussy. Then, parting the folds, she continued onto the even more responsive flesh within. 
 
    If her first touch had been electric, her second proved explosive, thrilling tremors cascading outward as, with eyes tightly closed, she leaned back against the tin wall. Again, the intensity and urgency of her arousal surprised her, not being able to remember the last time she'd felt this horny. 
 
    "Oh yes," Claire said softly as she furiously fingerfucked herself, the waves of delight radiating outward. "That feels so good!" 
 
    What had started as a spark became a flame, and soon roared into a conflagration. One that caused her body to quake in a mindless frenzy as she teetered on the precipice of orgasm. 
 
    Her lips formed a silent O as the raging inferno exploded within her, causing her legs and arms to go weak as waves of joy rippled up and down her form. She couldn't remember the last time she had come so hard. 
 
    Standing under the slowly cooling stream from above, it took a few minutes for Claire to regain her composure. Eventually, her heartbeat slowed to normal, as did the frequency of her breaths. A pleasing thought filled her mind. 
 
    'If that's not a sign that things are going to be better, I don't know what is,' Claire thought, taking a few last moments to rinse her body of the more resistant traces of her climax before shutting the water off. 
 
    'Now this place certainly has changed,' Claire thought as she looked out from the bar at Starlight. 
 
    The popular nightspot had been a favorite hangout the summer between high school and college. Now, the music blaring out from the loudspeakers was nothing she recognized, but it did seem to resonate with the majority of the crowd around her. A crowd that seemed so damned young. Or was it that, next to them, she felt so much older? 
 
    Age didn't seem to be a concern for Judy, however, as she flirted and accepted drinks from young men who, while not quite young enough to be her sons, were nevertheless a half generation junior. Even her outfit was something that Claire couldn't have imagined wearing, even when she was the age when it might have been considered appropriate. 
 
    Whereas the architect wore a light blue short sleeved blouse and black skirt combo, flattering but still respectable, Judy was decked out in a low cut blouse that left little to the imagination. Especially since she'd gone braless beneath, her dark nipples clearly visible. Additionally, her skirt was so short that it barely qualified as one, the amount of material involved barely enough to conceal the fact that she'd also gone without panties. As daring as it might be, Claire had to admit, her old friend still had the body to pull it off. 
 
    After their second round of drinks, bought by a pair of boys -- well, at least Claire couldn't help but think of them as such -- Judy disappeared toward the back of the bar with the one who had most caught her fancy, leaving her with the other. 
 
    'My God, she can't be going to do what I think she is,' Claire thought, remembering Judy's old predilection for sucking off guys in the back of her car. 'That kid looked like he's still in high school.' 
 
    "I'm sure they'll be right back," Claire commented as a way to dismiss her suspicion. 
 
    "Not if Ryan's lucky." The remaining young man smiled knowingly, leading Claire to wonder if, not only did he know where they had gone, but he had been there himself. 
 
    "Can I buy you another drink?" asked the young man who, despite the age on the driver's license he'd shown the bartender, she suspected was under twenty-one, asked. 
 
    "No, I'm good," Claire replied, wondering if he was trying to get her drunk enough that she might be willing to follow Judy's lead. If so, he was going to be deeply disappointed. 
 
    Yet, only a few minutes later, another drink suddenly appeared in front of here, placed there by the bartender. It didn't take much to realize that he had been asked to keep them coming. 
 
    "I think I've had enough," Claire said, sliding the drink back toward the back edge of the bar top. "In fact, I think I'm going to call it an early night." 
 
    "Are you sure?" asked the boy, whose name she finally remembered was Alex asked, disappointment filling his face. 
 
    "I'm afraid so," Claire replied. "I'm afraid it's been a long day and I'm not as young as I used to be." 
 
    The last comment was a bit over the top, she knew, but she felt compelled to draw attention to the difference in their ages. 
 
    "Would you like me to see you home?" Alex asked, giving Claire the impression he was hoping for a change of heart once they were there. 
 
    "That won't be necessary," she smiled. 
 
    "Oh, okay," Alex said, finally admitting defeat. "Perhaps another time?" 
 
    'Not likely,' Claire thought but didn't say, merely nodding her head in acknowledgement rather than commitment. 
 
    Forcing a smile, Alex moved away and, out of curiosity, Clare followed him with her eyes as he moved down to the other end of the bar. 
 
    In no time at all, he had stuck up a conversation with a girl who had been standing there. 
 
    'Good luck, Alex,' Claire smiled, hoping the young man still had a good night. 
 
    'It's a pity he wasn't a bit older,' Claire added to herself, thinking that while it might have been nice to end her extended celibacy, that wasn't a road she was willing to go down. 
 
    Yet, from what she'd seen of the more age appropriate patrons as she continued to search for Judy, that selection held just as little appeal. It was fairly obvious that most of them were single for a reason. No, she wouldn't be getting laid tonight, she decided. 
 
    Checking the time on her phone, Claire debated how long she should wait for Judy to come back. Ten more minutes was the answer, thinking that was more than enough time. And the only reason Claire was willing to wait that long was that she didn't want Judy to come back and, finding her gone, mistakenly assume that she'd taken off with Alex somewhere. 
 
    Ten minutes came and went, quickly turning into fifteen. Thinking to hell with what Judy might think, Claire finally gathered up her things from the bar, leaving the still half full club soda she had ordered after Alex left. She hadn't noticed until she tried to make her way to the front door, but the crowd looked to have nearly doubled since she'd first arrived. 
 
    Not making much in the way of progress as she tried to push her way through the throng, Claire considered that heading out the back might not be a better option. Only to have her train of thought interrupted by someone calling her name. 
 
    Pausing, she turned in the direction the decidedly male voice had come from. As the crowd was pushed aside by a tall, powerfully built figure, Claire suddenly had an answer to a question she'd asked herself earlier -- namely, how could this night get any worse. 
 
    Now standing only a few feet in front of her stood the physical manifestation of worse. Ray Newman had been a halfback on their school's last championship team, and had gone on to play for State until a knee injury ended his career and the scholarship that had gone with it. If she ever cared to consider it, he would easily earn a place on her short list of people she hoped never to see again. 
 
    During his glory days in high school, it was said that the devilishly handsome crew cut blond had slept his way though half the girls in both the senior and junior class. Well, at least the more desirable half, which, much to her later regret, had included the former Claire Mahoney. 
 
    "God damn, it is you," Ray said as he closed the short distance, making an attempt to kiss her hello as he did -- winding up with only her cheek as Claire shifted just in time. 
 
    "Hello, Ray," Claire said as unenthusiastically as she could. 
 
    "I heard you were back," Ray said, totally missing the message in her tone. 
 
    "Just for a while," she replied. 
 
    "I also heard your old man walked out on you," Ray said, demonstrating that he still hadn't developed a sense of tact. 
 
    "I'm afraid you heard that part wrong," Claire said, not willing to let Dave be degraded even if they were no longer together. 
 
    "Why don't you let me buy you a drink?" Ray said, continuing his standard spiel with no indication he had even heard a word she'd said. 
 
    "Thank you, but I was just on my way out," Claire said, attempting to side step him. 
 
    "Come on, one little drink, for old times' sake," Ray said, stepping again in front of her and blocking her exit with his bulk, adding, "I gotta say, you're still looking good." 
 
    "Old times weren't as good as you might remember," Claire said, having no doubt that Ray had more than a drink on his mind. 
 
    In his prime, the six foot two, two hundred and twenty pound jock might have had a body to die for, but in the end, he had proved, at least in Claire's opinion, an uninspiring fuck to say the least. It wasn't until she reached college and more experienced lovers that she came to understand that the best sex began in the mind, not between your legs. She now had little use for a man who did no more than climb on top of you and hammer away until he was satisfied, then lost interest even if you'd hadn't climaxed yet. 
 
    "You might want to think about what you might be missing," Ray said, proving he was still as crude as she remembered. 
 
    'I am,' Claire thought, but didn't say. 
 
    If she had, it probably wouldn't have made any difference anyway. Without doubt, Ray saw Claire as just another lonely divorcee desperately in need of male companionship. Just the sort of thing he excelled in providing -- at least in his own mind. 
 
    "Why don't we move back to the bar?" he said, wrapping his broad arm around her shoulder. 
 
    "I don't think so," Claire said, pushing his arm off her and once more trying to step past him, only to again being blocked by the crowd between her and the door. "I think it's time I was heading home." 
 
    "Just one drink," Ray said, his tone insistent. 
 
    Claire was about to repeat her reply a bit more forcibly when another voice beat her to it. A voice unmistakably female and also familiar. 
 
    "I distinctly heard the lady say she was done for the evening," said the voice from behind. 
 
    Both Claire and Ray turned, just in time to see a young woman emerging from the crowd that had blocked the way to the front entrance. Dressed in black jeans, a matching low cut top and a short tan leather jacket, Adrianna was making a beeline for the woman she'd only met this morning. 
 
    "Why don't you mind your own business!," Ray quickly said, not appreciating the intrusion. 
 
    "This is my business," Adrianna said, stepping between Ray and Claire. "The lady is a friend of mine." 
 
    Despite the absurdity of her describing Claire as a friend after having only shared an ever so brief exchange, the older woman nevertheless felt a sense of pleasure at her having done so. It was, however, quickly superseded by the fear that she didn't know what she was getting into and the possibility that Ray might even do her harm. 
 
    "Adrianna, don't...." Claire started to say. 
 
    "It's okay, Claire," Adrianna said, not a trace of concern in her voice. "This blowhard doesn't impress me in the least." 
 
    Almost unnoticed, most of the patrons around them had taken a few steps back, creating a wide clear space around Ray and the two women. Evidently, the former gridiron star was a familiar enough figure in the bar that the regulars had a good sense of what was coming next. It also said something that no one made any attempt to come to their defense. 
 
    None of which seemed to intimidate Adrianna in the least as she stood her ground between Claire and Ray. The situation only needed a spark to set it off, and that came in the form of a mocking comment about the ex-jock's manhood from somewhere in the crowd. It proved enough to push him over the edge as he suddenly surged toward Adrianna with malice in his eyes. 
 
    His arm extended as if he was still on the playing field, Ray intended to hit the interloper with just enough force to knock her on her ass. An action that, in the few seconds he had taken to consider it, would serve the dual purpose of teaching her to mind her own business and more importantly, show Claire that he was still 'Iron Man' Newman, a hero on and off the field. 
 
    Yet, even with Ray charging at her like a mad bull, Adrianna didn't move, not until the last possible moment when, in a blur of motion, she stepped out of his path and, grabbing his arm, redirected the direction of his assault. Using his unchecked momentum and weight against him, she caused him to hurtle forward out of control, crashing to the floor with enough force to leave him momentarily stunned. 
 
    "Come on, let's get out of here," Adrianna called out to Claire, who was standing there too astonished to move. 
 
    She grabbed the blonde's hand and pulled her toward the entranceway before any of the onlookers could think to impede their departure. Those few that did react, however, did so to get out of their way, clearing a path out into the street, 
 
    "Oh my God, that was incredible!" Claire finally said once they reached the next block and finally stopped running. "How ... how did you do that?" 
 
    "Not all of the Rossis spent their lives cutting hair," Adrianna grinned as she looked back down the street to be sure no one had followed after them, "at least not all of it. My dad enlisted in the Marines after high school and spent twenty years in the Corps, retiring as a Staff Sergeant. He made it a point to teach both my brothers and me self defense when we were growing up." 
 
    "Then I have to say he taught you well," was all Claire could think to reply. 
 
    "He also taught me that there was a time to cut and run," Adrianna added with a further grin, taking a final glance behind them. 
 
    Claire smiled as well, until a concerning thought came to her. 
 
    "If Ray is still anything like I remember, and I didn't see anything back there to suggest he isn't," she said, "he's going to be looking for you the next time you go to Starlight." 
 
    "He can look all he wants," Adrianna laughed, "that's the first time I was ever in the place and undoubtedly the last. I was just dropping something off to an ex of mine; she's one of the bartenders. Starlight really isn't my kind of place. In case you've forgotten, guys aren't my thing." 
 
    Claire again smiled. She hadn't forgotten, but until this moment hadn't been sure that Adrianna was totally into women or just versatile. 
 
    "But even though I never set eyes on Ray prior to ten minutes ago, I know his type," Adrianna pointed out. "He's already offering a half dozen explanations as to what happened back there. None of which include a girl half his size putting him on his ass." 
 
    "That's probably true," Claire agreed once she thought about it. 
 
    "Do you mind my asking what you were doing there?" Adrianna asked, her curiosity sparked. "I know we just met, but it doesn't exactly seem like your kind of place either." 
 
    Claire took a minute to explain about Judy and how she'd been practically shanghaied into going out for drinks. She left out the part about her friend's intent to get her laid. 
 
    "Shouldn't you let your friend know you're okay?" Adrianna asked. "I'm sure she must be worried about you." 
 
    "You're right, I should," Claire agreed, taking out her phone and sending her a quick text. 
 
    A long moment passed, then a loud chime signaled a reply. 
 
    "Un-fucking-believable!" Claire said in surprise as she read the text. 
 
    "Something wrong?" Adrianna asked, both curious and concerned. 
 
    "Judy isn't even at the bar," Claire explained. "She took that kid, Ryan, home with her. She says that she just assumed that I would be doing the same with Alex." 
 
    "Really?" Adrianna asked, making the assumption that Alex was someone this Judy had set Claire up with, providing the missing piece of why Claire had been at Starlight. 
 
    Claire caught the expression on Adrianna's face and, seeing that she had come to the right conclusion, felt a bit embarrassed. 
 
    "Okay, yes, I was looking to maybe get laid," Claire admitted. 
 
    "Hey, nothing wrong with that," Adrianna offered. "Been there myself a few times. Maybe even more than a few," she added with a mischievous grin. 
 
    Common ground established, Claire felt less uncomfortable. 
 
    "Seeing that your friend is now otherwise occupied, do you need a ride home?" Adrianna asked as she changed the subject 
 
    "That's very generous of you," Claire replied, certain that Adrianna must have other plans for the evening, "but I'm sure you have better things to do." 
 
    "Well, I was going to meet some friends and go dancing," Adrianna replied, "but that's not until ten, so I have plenty of time." 
 
    Claire thought about it for a long minute, and then had a better thought. 
 
    "You know, I at least owe you that drink you suggested this morning, that is, if you don't mind coffee," she said. "I think I've already had enough of anything else tonight." 
 
    "Coffee sounds great," Adrianna replied with a smile. 
 
    Rather than go to the local Starbucks, Adrianna suggested a small specialty café up by Prospect Park, only a ten minute ride away. Claire didn't understand why the brunette had said ride instead of drive, at least not until they walked another block and she saw that Adrianna's preferred mode of transport only had two wheels. 
 
    "I'm taking it you've never ridden bitch," Adrianna said as she noticed the look on the other woman's face. 
 
    "I've never even ridden on the back of a bicycle, much less anything like that," Claire replied, feeling intimidated by the powerful looking machine. 
 
    "Trust me, you're going to love it," Adrianna said as she removed a second helmet from the motorcycle's storage compartment and handed it to her. "Just climb on behind me and hold on tight." 
 
    Securing the helmet on her head, Claire slid onto the bike and wrapped her arms around the woman in front. After a glance backward to be sure her passenger was secure, Adrianna sparked the engine to life and with a load roar, turned out into the street. 
 
    The ride was short but terrifying as, with considerable skill, Adrianna guided the bike around cars stuck in slow moving traffic. Yet, even as she feared for her life, Claire also felt a recurrent sense of exhilaration as the intense vibrations between her legs recalled childhood memories of sitting on the washing machine during the spin cycle. The pulse of the bike felt a dozen times more intense. 
 
    The café turned out to be smaller than Claire expected, and with no spaces at any of the half dozen tiny tables, she expected that they'd have to wait a while to be seated. But Adrianna caught the attention of the buxom redhead behind the counter and before you knew it, she was out on the floor and leading the two of them to an empty private booth separated from the rest of the shop by a curtain. 
 
    "You must be her favorite customer to get service like that," Claire remarked after the woman had taken their order and disappeared back through the curtain. 
 
    "We've gone out a few times," Adrianna simply said, as if no more explanation were needed. 
 
    When the woman returned a few minutes later with their drinks, Claire found herself paying a bit more attention to her than she might ordinarily have. A few inches shorter than Adrianna, she had a stocky build with any extra pounds in all the right places. Pretty, with a natural look that didn't require cosmetics, it would surprise Claire to know she was closer to forty than the thirty she initially took her to be. 
 
    Absorbed in taking stock of the store owner, Claire almost didn't notice that she, in turn, had been doing the same of her. It was only when the woman, who Adrianna had referred to as Mary, gave her an approving smile before again leaving that Claire realized that she had been judged and approved. 
 
    "She thinks we're on a date," Adrianna said, in case Claire had missed it. "If that bothers you, I'll set her straight." 
 
    "It doesn't bother me at all,," Claire said, talking a slip of coffee. "This is really good, by the way." 
 
    "I know, that's why it was worth the trip up here," Adrianna agreed as she sampled her own. 
 
    Over the well brewed coffee and a plate of complimentary scones that Mary had brought back to them, the two women had learned a great deal about each other. 
 
    As Claire had supposed before, Adrianna was indeed part of the Rossi family, but much more than just another barber. In addition to having been taught her craft by her uncles, earning her certificate as early as she was legally able to, the twenty-two year old had also attended NYU, where she had earned a bachelor's degree in business administration. For the last year, she had been gradually taking over the day to day operations of the family business from the senior uncle, not only at the store Claire was familiar with, but with at second shop they had opened in Sunset Park a few years back. The architect found herself suitably impressed. 
 
    On the more personal side, Adrianna shared that she'd come to realize that she was attracted to girls during her last year of Catholic grade school. A realization she'd bravely shared with her parents who, much to her surprise, took the news far better than she'd dared hope. They went so far as to break a long standing family tradition, and rather than enroll her at Bishop Ryan, sent her instead to a more progressive secular high school. It was there that she'd met her first real girlfriend, with whom she traded virginities shortly after her fourteenth birthday. 
 
    Taken with Adrianna's openness, Claire found herself sharing not only the story of her marriage, but her own bisexual background. 
 
    "Oh really," Adrianna said, a small smile at the corner of her mouth signifying her pleasure in finding that her intuition had been on target after all. 
 
    "And you just gave up on girls when you graduated?" she asked. "just like that?" 
 
    "Pretty much so." 
 
    "Do you mind if I ask a personal question?" Adrianna said. 
 
    "Sure, go right ahead," Claire replied, wondering what could be more personal than they'd been sharing. 
 
    "How many girls did you date in school?" 
 
    "By date, do you mean slept with?" Claire asked. 
 
    The expression on Adrianna's face said that was exactly what she meant but didn't want to ask so directly. 
 
    A look of concentration filled Claire's face as she reached back in memory to call forth faces from long ago. Surprisingly, they came easier than she'd expected. Not only those she'd ever so briefly dated, but also those with which she'd only shared an even briefer physical encounter. That there had been more of the latter than the former was an even greater surprise. 
 
    "Twelve," she said aloud as the last image faded from her mind, not even realizing she had done so until Adrianna repeated the number. 
 
    "Twelve?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "And that's over four years?" 
 
    "Three actually," Adriana corrected. "I didn't have my first time until sophomore year." 
 
    Now it was Adrianna who expressed a look of concentration. Thinking that she was evaluating the number, Claire asked if she thought it was too high. 
 
    "No, not at all," Adrianna replied. "After all, that's only three or four girls a year, right?" 
 
    "I guess so," Claire answered, not really being able to remember for sure how many there had been any particular year. She was certain, however, that there had been more in the later years than in the first. In fact, she really couldn't remember dating any guys at all in senior year. 
 
    "Although it does seem like a lot, if all you were doing was satisfying your sexual curiosity," Adrianna pointed out. 
 
    That had been a thought that had also occurred to Claire as she had totaled the tally in her mind. As she had considered it, she realized that locking those memories away had been a mistake, one that had made her less of the woman that she could've been. It had been done out of fear of what others might think, but now, at this point in her life, did that really matter? 
 
    Her train of thought was interrupted as Mary reappeared through the curtain, asking if she could get them anything else. Adrianna deferred to her guest, who quickly said she was good. 
 
    "I'll just take the check," Adrianna said with a smile. 
 
    "Yeah, right," Mary said with a grin as she turned around and went back to check on her other customers. 
 
    "She never lets me pay," Adrianna said. 
 
    A chime from a clock on the wall interrupted whatever Claire was about to say and instead drew attention to the fact that they'd been sitting there for over an hour. It was already a quarter to ten and Adrianna was supposed to meet her friends in fifteen minutes. 
 
    "Why don't I just catch a cab home?" Claire said. "I wouldn't want you to be late." 
 
    "My friends won't mind," Adrianna replied as she rose to her feet and reached for her jacket which she had laid on the bench. "I can still drop you off before I head over to the club." 
 
    "If you're sure," Claire said as she put on her own short coat. 
 
    "I'd ask you to come along," Adrianna said as she adjusted her jacket, "but it's not really a place to meet guys. At least not ones interested in girls." 
 
    "Actually, that doesn't sound like such a bad idea," Claire replied, thinking of both Alex and Ray. 
 
    "Are you sure?" Adrianna asked. 
 
    "Definitely." 
 
    "Well, in that case, your chariot awaits," Adrianna smiled broadly. 
 
    "This place is amazing," Claire said, leaning in close to Adrianna so as to be heard over the loud music. 
 
    Only a mile from where she grew up, Millennium Dream had started life as a furniture store back in the fifties. Now, the bottom floor, where once rested collections of living room and bedroom furniture, had been converted to a gigantic dance floor. The half level second floor, former home to smaller items and a few offices, held twin bars and an assortment of tables. 
 
    As Adrianna had said before, there were few men, and what there were seemed more into the music than any partner. The majority of dancers were women, a broad mix of ages, builds and colors. Claire had already danced with nearly a dozen, some friends of Adrianna and the remainder simply those who came up to her and asked. In between, as now, she found herself back with the one who'd brought her. 
 
    "Are you having a good time?" Adrianna asked as the song they'd been dancing to came to and end. 
 
    "I'm having a great time!" Claire shouted despite there no longer being any need to do so. 
 
    "My friends like you," Adrianna said as she began to lead her off the floor. 
 
    "I like your friends," Claire replied, this time in a lower voice. 
 
    "Two of them asked if we were dating," Adrianna said. "I think they wanted to know if you were available." 
 
    "Which two?" Claire asked. 
 
    "Melinda and Yvette." 
 
    It took Claire a few seconds to sort through the whirlwind of introductions that Adrianna had made when they'd first arrived at the club and remember which two had been Melinda and Yvette. A small smile appeared on her face as she recalled the faces that went with the names. 
 
    Melinda was a tall, slim black girl in her late twenties, quite pretty, with a short, skull hugging afro. Yvette was almost the opposite, fair skinned, short and slightly heavy, with shoulder length light brown hair. Despite her size, she was extremely graceful on the dance floor. 
 
    "What did you tell them?" she asked. 
 
    "The truth, that we were just friends," came the response. "I think both of them want to ask you out." 
 
    "Didn't you tell them I was straight?" Claire further asked. 
 
    "I guess that slipped my mind," Adrianna grinned. 
 
    They reached the edge of the dance floor, where Adrianna suggested they try and grab one of the tables upstairs and catch their breath. Luck was with them, as they found one that was just being vacated. When a waitress came over to clear away the half empty glasses and wipe the table, they ordered drinks. 
 
    "You know, after thinking about it, I'm glad you didn't tell them that I'm straight," Claire said after they'd each had a generous portion of their drinks. 
 
    "Why is that?" Adrianna asked, half sure she already knew the answer. 
 
    "Because I'm not really sure if that's true anymore," Claire said. "In fact, I'm beginning to wonder if it ever was." 
 
    "I'll admit, I've been wondering about that for the last few hours," Adrianna said as she again raised her drink. 
 
    "Do you know what I've been wondering about for hours?" Claire said as Adrianna put the glass back on the table. 
 
    "I have no idea," Adrianna said, even though she had her suspicions. 
 
    "What it would be like to kiss you," Claire answered. 
 
    "Really?" Adrianna asked in turn, trying to make her tone sound as if the revelation came as a surprise. That lasted all of ten seconds until she shifted gears and asked instead, "So what's stopping you from finding out?" 
 
    Claire looked into Adrianna's eyes, losing herself in their darkness as all the small disconnected bits of thought that had haunted her day suddenly seemed to come together in a recognizable pattern. Pushing back her chair, she leaned over toward Adrianna and, wrapping her arms around her neck, pulled the dark haired woman toward her -- their mouths meeting halfway between. 
 
    The kiss was long, enthusiastic, and totally electrifying. It was unlike anything she had felt in over a decade. 
 
    "That was.... wow!" Claire once they finally came up for air. 
 
    "I have to agree," Adrianna said, actually surprised that it had been. 
 
    A silence hung in the air for a few long seconds until Claire broke it. 
 
    "So what happens now?" Claire asked. 
 
    "I guess that depends," Adrianna replied. 
 
    "On what?" 
 
    "On whether kissing me is the only thing that you've been thinking about the last few hours." Adrianna asked, quite confident in the answer. 
 
    "I think you already know the answer to that," Claire said. 
 
    "Well then, what shall we do about it?" Adrianna inquired as she reached out and placed her hand on top of Claire's. 
 
    It was a touch that sent a rush racing through Claire. The question took no thought from her at all. 
 
    "If we left right now, we could probably make it to my apartment in about a half hour," she said. 
 
    "If we left right now," Adrianna repeated, her own smile growing larger as she did, "we could make it to mine in half that." 
 
    "You win," Claire said, the excitement in her voice clear. 
 
    Although they were now weaving in and out of traffic at an even greater speed than before, Claire now had a very different reaction to riding on the back of Adrianna's bike. Fear had been replaced by a sense of urgency as she felt herself racing toward that which she had thought long abandoned. 
 
    The large apartment building at the edge of the Brooklyn Heights' Promenade had a narrow alleyway alongside it, down which Adrianna guided her cycle to courtyard beyond. Then, after locking down the bike, she took Claire by the hand and led her to the back door. From there it was just a few dozen feet to the elevator and a quick ride up to the tenth floor apartment she called home. An elevator ride in which they'd shared more than one kiss. 
 
    "Wow, that is an impressive view," Claire said as, taking off her jacket, she stepped into the small apartment and had her attention immediately drawn to the view of lower Manhattan through the wide window. 
 
    "Not half as impressive as the view on this side of the window," Adrianna offered as, after shedding her own coat, she turned Claire around and again kissed her, deeper than before. 
 
    The press of Adrianna's lips dispelled any other thoughts from Claire's head, replacing them with an overwhelming desire to know Adrianna in every way possible. For a brief moment she felt a wave of dizziness, one quickly replaced by one of excitement as a second kiss followed the first, increasingly intimate. 
 
    They stood there for long moments, becoming lost in the warmth of each other's mouths and the soft caress of hands dancing across their bodies. For the first time in what seemed like forever, Claire felt she was exactly where she belonged. 
 
    "I want you," Adrianna whispered as their lips parted. 
 
    "... and I you," came Claire's immediate reply. 
 
    Half the size of the outer room, Adrianna's bedroom was simple in décor. A double bed sat against the far wall, surrounded by a dresser, a small night table, and a stand alone closet. All were the sort of furniture that came in a box and you put together yourself. As far as Claire was concerned, it wouldn't have made any difference if it had been a few milk crates and an army cot. 
 
    Leading Claire to the edge of the bed, Adrianna eased her back onto it, following close enough behind to be able to share kisses as they moved. As she came to rest alongside her, Adrianna ran her left hand down Claire's body, sliding it up her skirt to the unsurprisingly damp undergarment beneath. Wet panties were one of the more common after-effects of a ride on the back of the younger woman's bike. 
 
    The thin material, made even more so by the wetness, offered little resistance to Adrianna's touch, as just a soft caress was enough to send an electric spark racing across Claire's body. A surge reflected in the loud moan that spilled from her lips -- a cry captured in the renewed press of the dark haired girl's lips. With increasing passion, they shared the warmth of each other's mouths, even as, after stroking Claire's silk covered mound a few more times, Adrianna brought her hand back upward to cup the underside of the older woman's right breast, an act that elicited an even louder, more satisfying, verbal response. 
 
    Claire instinctively reached down between Adrianna's legs, but the thickness of the corduroy jeans muted the effect of her caress. Adrianna quickly moved to correct the problem as she slid back off the bed and, as she rose to her feet, worked the belt around her pants. 
 
    The belt came easily undone and with it her pants found their way to an old plush chair in the corner of her room. Claire wasn't surprised to find that the younger woman wore nothing beneath them, giving her a clear view of the heavily haired mound between the brunette's legs. 
 
    In the time it had taken Claire to make that observation, Adrianna had already grabbed the bottom edges of her top and, with a single forceful motion, pulled it up and over her head, sending it with a hard toss to the same resting place as her pants. That she also hadn't been wearing anything under her top had been readily apparent since earlier in the evening. 
 
    'God, she has incredible breasts,' Claire thought, impressed by how the bountiful mounds stood so firm without support. 
 
    It was obvious from the state of the rest of her body that Adrianna took serious care of it. As the young woman slipped out of her boots, Claire entertained a frivolous thought, what her nephew would've given to see what she now beheld in all its glory. 
 
    That notion was quickly dispelled as Adrianna rejoined Claire on the bed, kissing her even as her hands began to work the buttons of her blouse. It took but a few seconds to undo them all, and even less that time to slide the blue blouse totally off -- to reveal an even lighter blue half bra, a flimsy garment designed to highlight rather than support, one that left the top of the blonde's pink nipples exposed. 
 
    A treat that drew Adrianna's attention as she leaned downward and planted a soft kiss on each, taking an additional moment to tickle the excited tips with her tongue. 
 
    "Oh yes," Claire sighed loudly as Adrianna's wet tongue rolled across the sensitive flesh. 
 
    Adrianna pulled the half cup fully down, exposing the rest of Claire's breast. She ran the length of her tongue across her areola, then drew it into her mouth, sucking on it deeply. 
 
    "Oh God, yes!" Claire cried out as Adrianna lavished attention on her nipple and the equally soft flesh around it. 
 
    Claire reached out and, placing her hand against the back of Adrianna's head, ran her fingers through the dark hair. She was reminded how different the feel of a woman at her breast had been from that of a man -- a feeling based on bringing pleasure rather than one of urgency. 
 
    Adrianna spent long minutes just running her tongue back and forth across Claire's skin, then pulled down the cup covering her other breast, where she duplicated her efforts with equal devotion. 
 
    "Your breasts are delicious," Adrianna said, taking a brief moment to glance upward and smile before returning to the task at hand. "They're just perfect." 
 
    A smile Claire couldn't help but return, flattered by the words, and even more delighted by the joy she was feeling. 
 
    Eventually, ever so reluctantly, Adrianna drew her mouth from Claire's bounty and turned her attention to an even greater treat. It took only a minute to help Claire undo and discard her skirt and shoes, leaving her with just her matching underwear and a pair of thigh high stockings. 
 
    Positioning herself between Claire's open legs, the brunette slid her right hand under the edge of her panties and ran her fingers over her now soaked mound. She then moved them back and forth, even as she brought her lips to Claire's thigh and kissed that softly, working her way upward until she reached the edge of her panties. There she shifted over to her other leg and repeated the act. 
 
    Claire, who had been stroking her breasts with the tips of her fingers, continued to just lay back and sigh softly, content to let Adrianna explore whatever drew her interest. 
 
    An interest that drew closer to the core of her being as, lifting aside the thin material that bared her way, Adrianna ran her tongue across Claire's naked mound and along the entrance to her sex. Again she was in no rush, taking her time as she stroked and caressed it every so softly, creating tiny ripples of delight that radiated outward across Claire's quivering form. 
 
    Ripples that grew in intensity as Adrianna amply demonstrated her oral skills in a way no man could duplicate, at least none that Claire had ever know, An assessment which, she had to admit, would've included David. 
 
    Ever so carefully, Adrianna rolled the tip of her tongue back and forth across Claire's clitoris, bringing her to a plateau she hadn't traversed in longer than she could remember. Those ripples had now become waves and she rode them down the path to orgasm, her hands sliding along her excited flesh with anticipation. 
 
    Feeling the reaction in Claire's body, Adrianna increased her efforts, one hand increasing the effort between the blonde's legs while the other reached up to caress her breasts. She wet the fingers of her closer hand and, with absolutely no resistance, slid three fingers deep inside the woman beneath her. It didn't take long for those fingers to become a blur moving in and out of Claire's pussy as her body rocked back and forth. 
 
    "Ooooh, ooooh, ooooh yes!" she cried with abandon as she felt the wall holding back her orgasm buckle and the forces Adrianna had unleashed rip through her. 
 
    "That was ... fantastic," Claire said breathlessly as her body finally stopped shaking. 
 
    "I thought you'd like it," Adrianna replied as she lifted herself from between Claire's legs and kissed her, first between her breasts, then once more on the mouth. 
 
    The kiss was deep as could be, filled with the nectar of Claire's climax. A treat to be savored. They rubbed their bodies together, hands moving back and forth, the kisses continuing until every last trace had been licked clean. 
 
    "I want ... I need ... to taste you," Claire said, desire clear in her voice. 
 
    That was exactly what Adrianna most wanted to hear. She quickly traded places with Claire at the head of the bed as the blonde wasted no time in crawling between the brunette's legs, her hands spreading her pussy wide as she brought her head in close enough to kiss the pink flesh within. 
 
    Eagerly she reached out with her tongue and guided it deep inside Adrianna, savoring the sweetness of her womanhood, a delight she now knew she had been foolish to have ever given up. Adrianna reached down and replaced Claire's hands with her own, freeing up the blonde's fingers to gently probe her sugar walls. 
 
    Probes that went deep and wide, clearing a path for her darting tongue. She didn't have Adrianna's experience; after all, her last time with another woman had been over a decade before, while Adrianna's could be measured in weeks, if not days. Nevertheless, she almost made up for it with desire and enthusiasm, putting all that she had into her effort to bring this woman the same joy she had unleashed in her. 
 
    Her mouth pressed tightly against Adrianna's flesh, Claire whirled her tongue back and forth -- taking her lead from the movements of her body and occasional soft verbal encouragements. 
 
    "Oh yeah, that's it," Adrianna said loudly as, if only by chance, Claire found the key to her core. "Right there, concentrate your tongue right there." 
 
    Adrianna dropped her head back and closed her eyes as Claire proceeded to do just that. The last ten years faded away as the names and faces of every girl she had been with flashed through her mind, each reminding her of how wondrous this could all feel as they urged her onward. 
 
    Much to Adrianna's surprise and expectations, Claire was proving herself a more skilled cunnilinguist that she could've imagined. How could a woman so gifted have put women aside and settled for just a man? Whatever the reason, she was grateful to be on the receiving end of her efforts. 
 
    "Like that, just like that," Adrianna moaned as her body quivered and quaked on the edge of the precipice. 
 
    Claire lifted herself upward, taking her mouth away from Adrianna's pussy but continuing with equally dextrous fingers. She moved upward just far enough to close her free hand around Adrianna's right breast, squeezing it hard as her thumb rubbed against the nipple. Their bodies moved in unison, even as the erotic forces inside the brunette continued to grow. 
 
    Again shifting position, just a bit, Claire was able to close her mouth around Adrianna's nipple, showing her much the same consideration that Adrianna had shown her before. Again she found herself reminded of at how enjoyable this could be, and promised herself that she would never again let herself forget. 
 
    It wasn't long before her efforts bore fruit as Adrianna cried out in joy; an orgasm, smaller but no less pleasurable than the one she had given Claire, rocked her body. Before the last vestiges of it could fade, she grabbed hold of Claire and pulling her upward, kissed her fiercely. 
 
    "Baby, that was good, so fucking good," she said between kisses that went on and on. 
 
    It seemed like she would never stop, even as their bodies cooled. Finally, the intensity of her kisses began to lessen, and then their frequency, until at last she released her hold on Claire. 
 
    They laid there for a time, catching their breath and regaining strength. For how long, neither was fully sure, but somewhere between the motions of the hands of the clock on the wall they found themselves again caressing each other's bodies. 
 
    Caresses that increased in intensity, centered around the motion of their pussies as they began to grind against each other. As they did, Adrianna managed to guide Claire's breasts again to her mouth where she eagerly sucked on them, the rich wetness of her mouth alternating with the strength of her hands against the rounded orbs. She moved back and forth between them, even as Claire moved faster and harder against her. 
 
    It went on and on until they shared an orgasm, a tiny one to be sure, but one that made them only eager for more. Claire again moved between Adrianna's legs and building on the echo of the last, delivered a third and final climax. One that left both of them drained and, with Adrianna's arms wrapped around Claire, they drifted off into the sleep of the contented. 
 
    Claire awoke with the classic tune, 'Girls Just Want To Have Fun' in her head and her first thought was that it seemed quite appropriate. It took her a few more seconds to realize that it wasn't part of a dream, but rather the ringtone on Adrianna's phone, sitting on the night table just a half foot from the bed. She felt the younger woman's hand release its hold on her breast, where it had come to rest as they'd fallen asleep, and then her body shift as she pulled away to answer the call. 
 
    Following her lead a few breaths later, Claire lifted herself up as well, resting her back against the headboard. Admiring eyes took in the naked beauty just a foot or so away, the memory of their adventure filling her with pleasing warmth. So much so that it took her another few moments to understand the conversation she was having. 
 
    "No, it's none of your business who I went home with last night," Adrianna said to the voice on the other end of the phone. 
 
    Claire understood that the idea that Adrianna might have gone home alone hadn't even been a consideration for whoever she was speaking to. It was a given that she had spent the night with someone. During their conversation at the coffee shop, the younger woman had made so secret of the fact that she was more into dating than relationships, and Claire had no problem with that. And after all, hadn't she gone out with Judy last night with the thought of her getting laid a possibility? It wasn't like she had expected to find love at Starlight. 
 
    Seeing that Claire was now paying attention to the conversation, Adrianna mouthed the name 'Yvette', identifying the caller. 
 
    "So to what do I owe the honor of such a early morning call?" Adrianna asked, changing the subject. 
 
    She listened for a few seconds, the expression on her face changing to one of uncertainty. 
 
    "You wanted to know if you could have Claire's number," Adrianna repeated, uncertain if Claire could hear both sides of the conversation. 
 
    Adrianna looked at Claire for a reaction but found none, at least not one she could be sure of. 
 
    "I'm not sure that's mine to give," she told Yvette, again looking at Claire for a reaction. 
 
    Claire let out a deep breath, thinking what to say. There was no question that things had changed in the last twenty-four hours -- changed considerably. The as yet unanswered question was, what did she want to do about it? 
 
    A long moment passed, then another, until Adrianna told Yvette to hold on. Covering the small microphone on the cell, she whispered to Claire that she would say she'd give her Yvette's number and she could decide later if she wanted to call her back or not. 
 
    She was just about to do just that when Claire finally said something. 
 
    "No, no, don't do that," she said, reaching out with her hand for the phone. 
 
    Adrianna replied with a look that asked, are you sure? A nod of Claire's head said she was. 
 
    "Hello, Yvette," Claire said as she brought the phone to her ear. 
 
    That she had been the one Adrianna had gone home with didn't seem to surprise Yvette in the least. Nor did it seem to bother her that she was asking out someone who'd just had sex with one of her friends. Obviously these women operated under a different set of rules then she was used to. She made a mental note to find out what they were at the earliest opportunity. 
 
    "Yes, coffee sounds fine," Claire said. "In fact, why don't we make it brunch, say tomorrow?" 
 
    There was a pause during which Yvette readily agreed, then a brief exchange during which they agreed on a time and place. Finally they ended the conversation with their mutual expression that they were looking forward to seeing the other tomorrow. 
 
    "Are you sure about this?" Adrianna asked, expressing the concern verbally this time. 
 
    "I think so," Claire replied as she handed back the phone. "Well, at least enough to take a few steps forward and see where it goes." 
 
    "Good enough," Adrianna smiled. 
 
    "Well, I don't know about you, but I'm famished," Claire said, putting the question of tomorrow behind her. "What would you say to breakfast?" 
 
    "I'd say, I'm buying," Adrianna smiled. 
 
    "No, I'll buy," Claire countered. "That is, if you'd be willing to answer a few questions for me?" 
 
    "Only a few?" 
 
    "Well, maybe more than a few," Claire said. 
 
    "I'd be happy to," Adrianna said, "but I've got first dibs on the shower then." 
 
    Claire was about to say that was fine when Adrianna unexpectedly added, "...unless you'd like to share it?" 
 
    'Definitely more than a few questions,' Claire thought as she considered her reply. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 5 
 
    Brianna O'Connell, Bree to her friends, stood on the sidewalk outside North Cambridge Elementary School, watching as her daughter walked up the path to the main entrance with a few of her friends. As they disappeared inside, the redheaded twenty-eight year old's thoughts flashed back to a time when she would've walked Kellie herself. 
 
    But those days were gone as her only child, now a precocious ten, would no longer permit such an embarrassment. In only a few more years, much too soon in the eyes of the ponytailed mom, Kellie would be a teenager. Then what would she do? 
 
    'You'll do what you've always done,' Bree said to herself as she turned away. 'You'll deal with it and keep moving forward.' 
 
    With that she started off to where she'd parked her car, only to stop thirty feet along when she heard someone call her name. Looking up in that direction, Bree saw a trio of women standing by the flagpole - women quite familiar. Seeing one of the women waving to her, she started up the small incline towards them. 
 
    "Ladies," Bree said with a smile as she reached the flagstaff, shifting her head left to right to look into the faces of Matilda Dougherty, Yvette Sanchez and Brenda Kauffman. Along with herself and Valerie Stanton, they made up the executive committee of the North Cambridge PTA. 
 
    "I thought you couldn't make it this morning," Brenda, who had been the one to call out her name, said, "but I'm so glad you did." 
 
    "Make it to what?" Bree asked, focusing her attention on Matilda, who had a look of disappointment on her face. 
 
    "Actually, it's my fault," Matilda, who was the chairwoman of the committee, said, interrupting the exchange between Bree and Brenda. "As silly as it sounds, I simply forgot to send you a text about this morning's meeting." 
 
    "Well then, isn't it a lucky thing that Kellie was running late and I had to drive her this morning?" Bree replied, not believing the explanation for a moment. "So what's this all about?" 
 
    Matilda seemed hesitant to answer, but Brenda had no such reservations, quickly explaining that Matilda had called her and Yvette last night, saying she wanted to go over the plans for the Fifth Grade Social one last time. Based on Matilda's reluctance, Bree figured it was something the bleached blonde hadn't wanted her to know about. 
 
    The only reason Matilda Dougherty had been elected to the chairmanship of the committee in the first place was because her husband, a local land developer, had made a sizeable donation to the student activities fund a week before the vote. Once sworn in, she'd wasted no time in trying to remake the committee in her own image. 
 
    Twice before, Matilda had proposed changes to the social that she felt, in her opinion, would improve the dance. Both times her suggestions had been voted down, the last occurring just a week ago at the regular PTA meeting. Having known Matilda since they were teenagers, Bree wasn't surprised that the chairwoman had pulled a stunt like this. According to the committee rules, three members were a quorum, and since Yvette would vote however Matilda told her to, the changes would undoubtedly have passed had not Bree unexpectedly turned up. 
 
    "Why are we still going on about this?" Bree asked, the irritation in her tone evident. "Wasn't two votes on the matter enough, even for you?" 
 
    "Well, I felt that we should take one more look at it," Matilda replied, her tone still reflecting her own annoyance at Bree's appearance. "After all, we do want it to be the best it can be for the kids, don't we?" 
 
    'More like what's best for Matilda Dougherty,' Bree thought but didn't say. What she did say was, "And what about Valerie, did you forget to text her too?" 
 
    "No, I did ask her if she could stop by this morning," Matilda replied, "and she said she couldn't because she had a new client coming in." 
 
    Bree doubted Matilda told Valerie why they were getting together or she would've been here. Both their kids were in the fifth grade and would be attending the Social, so both had an interest in seeing it go off without Matilda's changes. 
 
    The animosity between Bree and Matilda dated back to their days at Grant High. Even then Matilda was an arrogant little bitch, always trying to make everything all about her. In her mind she viewed herself as Miss Popularity, but at least half the girls in her class had a different soubriquet for her, one that most wouldn't repeat in public. 
 
    The origin of the conflict between the two women could be traced to their sophomore year, when both were nominated to be the class representative on the student council. Certain that she couldn't beat Bree in a fair vote, Matilda sought to disqualify or at least sabotage Bree's chances by spreading the rumor that she was pregnant. A claim that, while prophetic, was definitely at the time not true. Unfortunately for Bree, the rumor took on a life of its own when the redhead wound up being sidelined for a month with mononucleosis. Matilda had won the race by the narrowest of margins. 
 
    Revenge had been quick in coming as Bree targeted Matilda's biggest weakness, her ego. Not exactly blessed by the boob fairy, the then brunette was always sensitive about the size of her breasts. So much so that she had taken to stuffing her bra at an early age. She was hardly the only girl to do so, but few took it to the extremes that she did. There was hardly a girl who shared a locker room with her that didn't know she was barely a B cup, much less the C she presented to the world. What Bree did was arrange a little demonstration that shared that information with the rest of the student body. 
 
    Bumping into Matilda in a crowded hallway during first period, Bree surreptitiously stuck a long straight pin into her breast, or more precisely the piles of tissue paper surrounding it. That the pin was there, but not who had placed it, was almost common knowledge by third period. 
 
    Matilda didn't find out about it until the end of the school day, wrongly assuming that the looks she was getting from other students were, at least in her mind, ones of admiration. When one of her entourage finally heard the story and let her know, Matilda's humiliation was only exceeded by her desire for revenge. The problem was, while she had her suspicions, she was never able to prove who had done it. 
 
    "Well, unless anyone has changed their mind since last Friday, it would still be two for and two against, which, however you want to look at it, is a tie," Bree said. "So it stays just the way it is." 
 
    "Actually, according to the committee rules, in the event of a tie vote, any committee member can call for further debate on the issue," Matilda pointed out, "and then a final vote afterwards." 
 
    'She's just not going to let go,' Bree thought, not being able to remember anyone in the PTA ever going to such lengths as Matilda seemed willing to go, to get her way. 
 
    Glancing at her watch, Bree reminded herself that she really didn't have time for this. It was her day off and she had a half dozen errands to run, the most important of which was picking up Kellie's dress at the dry cleaners. Not having a job, Matilda could afford to spend most of the morning debating the issue. Then it occurred to Bree that she had the solution to the problem right in her pocket. 
 
    "Hold that thought," she said to Matilda, holding up her index finger on one hand as she pulled out her cell phone with the other, quickly speed dialing a number. 
 
    There was a brief ring during which Bree hit another button that put the smart phone on speaker. On the second ring, a familiar voice said hello. 
 
    "Valerie, I'm sorry to bother you," Bree said, "but I'm here with Matilda, Yvette and Brenda at the school, and it seems Matilda is insisting that we revisit the changes to the Fifth Grade Social that she had proposed last week. Since there are only four of us we're looking at a tie, so..." 
 
    Bree didn't get any further. 
 
    "Hell no, and that's my vote," said the voice over the speaker. 
 
    "Well, I guess that's settles it," Bree smiled, again apologizing for bothering Valerie before ending the call. 
 
    "That doesn't count," Matilda said as Bree put the phone back in her pocket. "You can't vote over the phone." 
 
    "Really, and where in the rules does it say that?" Bree said, continuing her smile. 
 
    Matilda opened her mouth to say something but couldn't come up with an answer. 
 
    "I didn't think so," Bree said, feeling a bit pleased with herself. Then, turning to Yvette and Brenda, she added, "I guess we're done here, ladies, so I'll wish you all a good day." 
 
    As she turned and walked back down the small slope, it didn't take much imagination for Bree to picture the look on Matilda's face. This hadn't been the first time she and Valerie had ruined the chairwoman's plans, but it was probably going to be the last. Next term, Kellie, and Valerie's son, Mark, would be moving on to Junior High and both North Cambridge and Matilda Dougherty would be things of the past. Of the two, she would only miss one. 
 
      
 
    Forty minutes later, Bree pulled her 2002 Ford Focus into the driveway of her split level house. Exiting the well worn vehicle with a plastic-covered dress in hand, she took a moment to carefully lock the door. North Cambridge might not be the big city she spent her preteen years in, but it wasn't Mayberry either. Some small town habits were still beyond her. 
 
    As she stepped up onto the porch, Bree didn't see, at least at first, the figure sitting on the bench just off to the right, hidden from the street by the hedges. It was only when she'd reached the top step and the visitor stood up that she realized someone was there. In alarm, she jumped back before recognizing a most familiar face. 
 
    "Jesus, Valerie, you almost gave me a heart attack," she said, coming to a stop just at the edge of the steps. 
 
    "Sorry," the well-dressed black woman said with a apologetic smile. "I figured you'd head right home after dropping Kellie off, but you weren't here when I arrived. So I decided to wait a bit in case you were on your way. I only sat behind the hedges because I didn't want that nosey neighbor of yours to see me waiting." 
 
    "You could've told me you were stopping by, you know," Bree said as she brought her key up to the lock. "We did talk, what, a half hour ago?" 
 
    "But that would've ruined the surprise," Valerie grinned. 
 
    Bree gave her a serious if not angry look, held it for a few seconds, then stuck out her tongue. Valerie responded with a hearty laugh. 
 
    "Well, let's not put on a show for Mrs. Wilson," Bree said in reference to the inquisitive neighbor Valerie had mentioned. "Since you're here, you might as well come on in." 
 
    A smile still on her face, Valerie followed Bree thought the doorway. 
 
    In contrast to Bree's blue jeans and white short-sleeved blouse, Valerie wore a dark, navy blue business suit and skirt. Barely an inch taller than the redhead's five six, the ebony skinned, thirty-two year old was the owner and main employee of a small but growing law practice. 
 
    A natural beauty, she wore little makeup and kept her black afro cut short, only a quarter inch in height. Regardless of what she wore, however, the first thing that men, and most women, noticed about her was her thirty-eight inch bust - the contours of which were plainly visible beneath the white blouse she wore under her jacket. 
 
    The two women had been introduced three years before by their respective offspring, and quickly found that, despite different backgrounds, they shared a mutual outlook on life, that eventually blossomed into a close friendship. 
 
    "Wait a second; don't you have a new client coming in this morning?" Bree asked as she hung up Kellie's dress on a hook rack in the foyer. 
 
    "Do I?" Valerie asked, a mischievous smile on her face. . 
 
    "But Matilda said..." Bree started to say, and then paused. "You are diabolical," she said instead with a grin. 
 
    "No, I've just learned from experience," Valerie replied. "Matilda has a habit of asking for free legal advice, especially if it's something she doesn't want her husband to know about. I don't mind an occasional question or two, but she's gotten to the point where she should probably be paying me a retainer." 
 
    "I guess I'm lucky that Matilda only talks to me when she absolutely has to," Bree observed, "and I don't have anything that anyone else would want." 
 
    "Oh I wouldn't say that," Valerie noted with a sly smile. 
 
    "So, not that I'm not happy to see you, but what was so important that you had to take time out from your day to come over?" Bree asked as she led Valerie into the living room. 
 
    "It just occurred to me, as I was driving to the office this morning, that since I have such a nice new SUV, and you just have that piece of... excuse me, that classic old car out in the driveway," Valerie said as she came to a stop about a foot from Bree, "that Mark and I should come by about seven-thirty to pick you and Kellie up. Then we can all go to the dance together." 
 
    "That would be fine," Bree said, a bit surprised that was why Valerie had stopped by. "Although I don't see why you needed to tell me that personally." 
 
    "Well, I guess I could've just called and told you," Valerie said as she took a large step closer, "but if I had, then I wouldn't have been able to do... this." 
 
    Bree was caught by surprise as Valerie slipped her arm around the younger woman's waist and, in a sudden, quick motion, pulled her close. Leaning inward, her mouth pressed against Bree's as she kissed her in a definitely not just a friend way. 
 
      
 
    The unexpected embrace took Bree by surprise, but only for a moment. Then she began to respond, her arms wrapping around Valerie even as she opened her mouth to allow the press of the other woman's tongue. 
 
    As their mouths shared a mutual passion, excited hands moved across their bodies. Bree moaned softly as she felt Valerie's hand close around her breast, squeezing it softly. She moaned even louder as that hand opened just enough buttons to create a passage and slip inside her blouse. Sliding up under her bra, Valerie's fingers found warm flesh, quickly making their way to her nipple, stroking it to a firm hardness. 
 
    Valerie's other hand was equally active, moving with practiced skill as she undid both the belt of Bree's jeans and the snaps beneath. Keeping her hand within the redhead's blouse in place, Valerie moved behind Bree, pulling her so tight against her that her breasts pressed hard into the younger woman's back. 
 
    By now, she'd also pushed Bree's bra up and off her breasts, exposing both mounds. Moving her hand back and forth, she gave them equal attention, covering the supple flesh with her eager caress. 
 
    With Bree's jeans now loosened, it took little effort for Valerie to bring her free hand under the waistband of the heavy corduroys and then that of the much thinner cotton panties beneath. From there it was but a moment's journey to the lightly haired mound that was her goal. An excited smile filled her face as she made contact and found it already wet to her touch. 
 
    "Blessed Mother," Bree gasped as she felt Valerie's fingers slide inside of her, using the invocation taught to her by her catechism teachers at Saint Matthew's in a manner that no doubt would've shocked the good sisters. 
 
    Valerie began slowly, gently moving two fingers deep within Bree, causing her to become even wetter. Then she quickened her pace, adding a third finger and probing even further. Waves of delight washed across Bree's excited flesh, her breaths beginning to shorten even as her heart started to race. 
 
    With Bree's head arched back, Valerie took the opportunity to kiss first her neck, and then her lips. The look of bliss on the woman in her arms encouraged her to increase her efforts. It didn't take all that long for Valerie to work her magic. 
 
    "Oh God, Val... I'm gonna..." Bree cried out amidst labored breaths. 
 
    Not that Valerie needed the warning, as the quaking of the body against her gave more than ample warning of the impending explosion. If she could see the motion of her hand within Bree's pants, it would be but a blur, but she didn't need to see it to see its effect. Not more than a dozen heartbeats followed before the core of Bree's sex exploded in erotic fury. 
 
    "Oooooooooo," Bree moaned loudly as she felt her legs grow weak beneath her, her body rocking with joy. 
 
    Through it all, Valerie held her tight, sharing part of the delight she had brought her, an enjoyment reflected in the elation on her face. She waited until she was sure that Bree had regained her footing before releasing her hold on her. 
 
    "That... that was nice," Bree said as she regained her breath, "really nice." 
 
    "I'm glad you enjoyed it," Valerie smiled as she watched her friend adjust her clothing, restoring a more respectable appearance. 
 
    "I don't think 'enjoyed' is a good enough word," the redhead corrected. 
 
    That made Valerie smile even more. 
 
    "Not that I'm complaining, mind you," Bree went on after she finished composing herself, "but what happened to the idea of us keeping things like this for our alone time?" 
 
    Valerie didn't immediately answer. Instead, she looked first to her right, then her left, and finally behind her. An action that left Bree a bit bewildered. 
 
    "Well, as far as I can tell, we're alone here," Valerie finally replied, "and is any time really a bad time?" 
 
    Bree really couldn't argue with that. 
 
    "Do you have time for me to return the favor?" she asked Valerie, desire in her tone.. 
 
    "Would that I did," Valerie replied, "but while I don't have a new client this morning, I do have a late morning appointment I really can't miss." 
 
    "I understand," Bree said, disappointment clear in her voice. 
 
    "But soon enough, my love," Valerie promised. 
 
    That made the redhead smile once more. 
 
    They shared one last kiss and then Valerie was on her way, saying again that she would see Bree at seven-thirty. 
 
    Bree resisted the temptation to stand by the door and watch Valerie walk towards the car she had hidden around the corner. Instead, she sat alone in the now empty living room and considered what had just happened and what change it might signify in the relationship she and Valerie had shared for nearly a year. A relationship that had never been planned, but had since become vital to Bree's happiness. One that had started with the best of intentions, and the most ordinary of decisions. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, Bree, it'll be fun," Valerie said as she dried the dish that Bree had just washed, sharing the cleanup of their weekly dinner together. 
 
    This time, it had been Bree's turn to cook, and after Mark and Kellie had been sent off to do their homework, Valerie had brought up again the idea of Bree coming along with her to Douglaston on her business trip the coming weekend. 
 
    "I don't know," Bree responded as she rinsed off another dish. "I'd have to find someone to watch Kellie and..." 
 
    "Which, if you'd paid more attention to what I've been saying, I've already taken care of," Valerie cut her off. "David will be home by Friday, as you well know, and he's already said Kellie's welcome to stay over at our house." 
 
    David Stanton was Valerie's husband, a Lieutenant Commander in the Navy. He spent just as much time deployed at sea as than he did at home, if not more. They had been married almost fifteen years and even with those prolonged absences seemed to make it work. 
 
    The trip that Valerie was trying to get Bree to accompany her on was a once a month thing, the business of which only took a few hours of her time. Most other clients would've been content to send her the material she needed to review, but Alfred Dukes was a bit of an eccentric. Preferring face to face interactions, he'd rather have her take a three hour train ride upstate and stay overnight. Since Mr. Dukes had been one of her first clients, she was glad to make the effort, especially since not only did he pay both her fare and hotel bill, but over the years had referred a number of more local clients to her. 
 
    "Your husband doesn't mind you going away the first time he's been home in months?" Bree asked as she handed off the still wet dish. 
 
    "David understands how important the monthly trip up to Douglaston is to my practice," she said. 
 
    "Then he's one in a million," Bree laughed. "I can't imagine many men letting their wives out of the bedroom after four months at sea, much less letting her traipse off halfway across the state." 
 
    "Well, we have been married a long time," Valerie pointed out as she laid the last dish down on the counter. "That part of marriage really isn't all that important to us anymore." 
 
    "Yeah, like I'm going to believe that," Bree replied in a skeptical tone. 
 
    In the summer of the year they met, with the then younger children safely left in the care of grandparents, the two couples had vacationed together at a resort down in the Caribbean. Much to Bree's initial dismay, the beach there turned out to be clothing optional, with few guests availing themselves of the option. After an initial hesitation, she finally decided, what the hell, when in Rome, and joined the crowd. 
 
    After a few days, the constant nudity all around her seemed so casual, Bree no longer gave it a thought - well, at least as far as strangers were concerned. David Stanton, she discovered once they left their swimsuits behind, wasn't endowed like the girls back in high school used to whisper about, but was gifted enough to lend at least some credibility to the rumors they'd heard. So much so that, try as she might, Bree couldn't help wondering what it might be like with someone that impressive. Not that Frankie wasn't equally impressive, at least in his own way, she told herself. 
 
    On their next to last night at the resort, with the men off on a late night hiking excursion that held little appeal to their wives, Bree and Valerie found themselves at the seaside bar downing shots. After having enough of them to wash away her inhibitions, Bree found herself broaching the subject. As soon as the words had left her mouth, however, she immediately felt that she'd gone too far over the line. 
 
    To her surprise, rather than be offended, Valerie had laughed and said that if Bree ever really wanted to find out, then she didn't have a problem with her doing so. Thankfully, come the following morning, the question seemed forgotten and Bree chalked it all up to the two of them having been just a bit drunk. 
 
    "You're sure I wouldn't be in the way," Bree asked, bringing a smile to Valerie as she saw her friend was finally at least considering the idea. 
 
    "I just need three or four hours on Saturday to meet with Alfred," Valerie again explained. "Then we'd have the rest of the day and half of Sunday to ourselves. I usually take the three-forty train back home." 
 
    "I guess I could use a day or two away from home," Bree finally admitted. 
 
    Valerie beamed; she had won. 
 
    Bree had been depressed of late and the reason was obvious. This month, next week in fact, would be the second anniversary of Frankie O'Connell's death. Bree had come to grips with his loss in an industrial accident a few months after that Caribbean trip, but that didn't mean she didn't feel low at times because of it. 
 
    Frankie and Bree had been high school sweethearts, deeply in love, well, lust at least. So much so that she found herself pregnant at graduation and married before the summer was over. In the years since Kellie had been born, however, that love had cooled until, by the time of the accident, they were doing little more than cohabiting. The shared vacation had been a last attempt to rekindle the fires. But even with that being true, she still missed him at times. 
 
    Between the insurance settlement and her job at the Food Mart, Bree managed to live a simple but comfortable life with her daughter. It also helped that her father in law, Steve O'Connell, a successful businessman, doted on his only granddaughter and saw that she wanted for nothing. He had made the same offer to Bree, not understanding why she felt the need to work, but she'd declined. His paying her bills was where she drew the line. 
 
      
 
    Come Saturday morning, bright and early, Bree and Valerie were at the train station to catch the seven fifteen Northbound Limited, and, three hours later, stepped out onto the streets of Douglaston. After checking into their room, Valerie went off to meet Alfred Dukes and Bree headed downtown to check out the shops. She really didn't plan to buy anything, but it was fun just to browse. 
 
    They met up for a late lunch, after which they spent a few hours sightseeing, winding up at the Museum of Art. They'd been admiring the exhibits there about two hours when Valerie drew Bree's attention to an item of interest not found in the little booklet they'd been given on the way in. 
 
    "Don't look now, but that guy is checking you out," Valerie said in a whisper, leaning close to Bree so that only she could hear. 
 
    "What?" Bree said in surprise, her voice loud enough to be heard by nearby bystanders. 
 
    "To your right, over by the painting of the girl on the swing," Valerie clarified in the same low voice. "The cute one with the short black hair," she added, identifying him among the three men standing there. 
 
    Curious, but not wanting to seem interested, Bree managed to take a look without being too obvious about it. She timed it just right, as she did indeed catch him checking her out. At least five nine and well defined, he looked to be in his early to mid-thirties. Well dressed, she decided Valerie did him an injustice in only calling him cute. 
 
    "God, he is, isn't he?" she said in surprise, her tone now much lower. 
 
    "What do you sound so surprised?" Valerie asked. 
 
    "I don't know, I guess it just feels a little bit strange," Bree replied. 
 
    "I don't know why," Valerie replied. "You're an attractive woman, single and available. Or did I miss something when you finally took off your wedding band and went out on a couple of dates a few months back?" 
 
    `"I only did that to make Steve happy," Bree said, referring to her father in law. He felt I needed to get out and start living my life again." 
 
    "And in that at least, he was right," Valerie said, having not always agreed with the older man. "So what was the problem?" 
 
    Before she answered, Bree glanced around her to make sure no one was too near. No one was, but even so, she pulled Valerie off to an empty alcove where they could talk in private. 
 
    "Because it didn't take long for me to realize that all any of the men that asked me out were looking for was to take me to bed," Bree said. 
 
    "And you say that like that's a bad thing," Valerie questioned, thinking that she knew a few single women Bree's age who would've been quite happy with that prospect. 
 
    "You don't understand," Bree said. 
 
    "Obviously not," she countered, "so why don't you enlighten me?" 
 
    "Men assume that since I'm a young widow I'm perpetually horny and that, given the chance, I'd fuck just about anyone that asks," she said. 
 
    "And that's not true, right?" 
 
    "The hell it isn't," Bree replied without hesitation. "I've been going through batteries so fast these last few months that I feel like I should be investing in Duracell." 
 
    Valerie resisted the urge to laugh. She could sympathize with her friend, because her own night table also contained an assortment of battery powered toys. 
 
    "Then why you didn't just fuck one of those guys you went out with?" Valerie asked. "It's the twenty-first century: no one expects you to marry a guy just because you share his bed a few times." 
 
    "If I was back in the city, I'd agree with you," Bree replied, "but as much as I love it, North Cambridge is a really small town. You have no idea how hard it is to keep a secret there. Back when Frankie was alive, I used to hear him and his buddies talk all the time about which women in town were easy lays. Guys like to talk worse than women, especially about who they've slept with." 
 
    With David gone more then he was home, Valerie never had to deal with things like that, or have someone like Sarah Wilson living next door who watched not only her coming and goings, but who might be spending the night. Of course if she had, Valerie was certain she'd have had it out with the nosy old bitty long ago. 
 
    "Trust me, it's not as hard to keep a secret as you might think," she offered, "but I can appreciate your concern." 
 
    She paused a long breath. 
 
    "But we're not in North Cambridge now" she added. " So if a guy expresses an interest, why not see where it might go?" 
 
    "Val, you know I'm no prude," Bree said. "I gave it up to Frankie on his eighteenth birthday, and some of the things we did after we were married, well, I never imagined myself doing half of them. But as horny as I've been, I don't think I could ever do it with a stranger." 
 
    As they stepped back into the main chamber, the point proved itself academic. The man who had expressed such an appreciation of her assets was now long gone. 
 
      
 
    It was almost dinnertime when they got back to the hotel, but neither woman was feeling especially hungry. What they both wanted, however, was a drink. So rather than head back up to the room, they instead found themselves in the hotel bar. 
 
    "Oh, that is good," Bree said as she took her first taste of the cocktail she had ordered. 
 
    Valerie also sampled her drink, expressing her satisfaction with a broad smile. 
 
    "So what's on the agenda for tonight?" Bree said as she laid her drink on the small table the two of them had taken over in the far corner. 
 
    "That's up to you," Valerie said. "I invited you along to enjoy yourself." 
 
    Bree thought about it a bit, and not really coming up with a suitable answer, asked Valerie what she did when she stayed overnight every month. 
 
    "I'm sure you don't spend the night up in your room watching cable," she laughed. 
 
    "Oh, I have my entertainments," the older woman replied, "but I don't think they're something you'd be interested in." 
 
    "How do you know?" Bree inquired, taking another taste of her drink. 
 
    "You'll just have to trust me on that," Valerie answered, picking up her own glass. 
 
    That answer left Bree a bit intrigued, but in the end she decided to not delve further into her friend's privacy. 
 
    Looking over the visitor's guide they'd picked up earlier, they tossed a few ideas back and forth. They finally decided that, since it was such a nice night, they would take a walk down by the Esplanade along the river and find a nice restaurant for a late dinner. But first, a trip up to the room to freshen up and change was definitely in order. 
 
    They finished their drinks and exited back into the lobby. They'd just about reached the elevator when a tall, well proportioned blonde walked up to them and began to excitedly speak to Valerie. That the lawyer might know a few people in a city she visited every month didn't seem unusual to Bree. What was confusing was that, despite the fact that she clearly seemed to know Valerie, she repeatedly called her by another name. 
 
    "Victoria, why didn't you let me know you were going to be in town this weekend?" the thirty-something woman who, Bree later learned, was named Alicia asked. "If you had, I'd definitely have canceled whatever plans I had." 
 
    For the first time since she'd met her, Bree saw her friend flustered. She mumbled an almost incoherent answer about the trip having been unexpected. It was almost as if, in the space of a minute, she'd become a totally different woman. 
 
    "Are you going to be at Paradise later on?" Alicia asked. "I'm going to be free about nine and could probably swing by." 
 
    Again, in a tone much less confident tone than Bree was used to hearing, Valerie said something about already having plans for the evening. 
 
    In response, Alicia turned to Bree and gave her a long, hard look. One that the redhead found just a bit disconcerting. She couldn't be positive, but she had the distinct feeling that she'd just been judged and found wanting. Once she was finished, the strange woman shrugged her displease and went on her way. 
 
    "What was that about?" Bree asked a notably rattled Valerie once Alicia was out of earshot. 
 
    "Not here," she relied, reaching out to hit the button that would summon the elevator. 
 
    The elevator ride up to the sixth floor was a short but one filled with a very awkward silence. 
 
      
 
    The door to room 6C had barely closed behind them when Bree asked the question she had been holding all the way up. 
 
    "Care to explain what the hell that was all about, Victoria?" she said. 
 
    "To be totally honest, no," Valerie replied, "but I guess I do owe you an explanation, so here goes." 
 
    She paused to take a few breaths before going on. 
 
    "Although it might have sounded otherwise, it's really not anything ominous," she began. "I sometimes take advantage of being away from home to let off a little steam. You know, just party a little, go dancing, and have a few drinks, that sort of thing. Paradise just happens to be the club I normally go to, mainly because it's not that far from here." 
 
    "Uh huh," Bree said, feeling just a bit disappointed because, from her perspective, the explanation made a lot of sense. "And Victoria?" 
 
    "The first night I went there, oh, about a year ago, I had my monogrammed handbag with me," she explained. "So when I was sitting at the bar and someone asked my name, I looked down at the engraved V and said the first name that popped into my head. It was a silly thing really, but sometimes it's fun pretending that you're someone else." 
 
    That too made sense to Bree. 
 
    "So are you satisfied now?" Valerie asked. 
 
    "Of course," Bree smiled. "Why wouldn't I be?" 
 
    The look on Valerie's face was one Bree recognized as relief. 
 
    "So no more secrets," Bree said. 
 
    "No more secrets," Valerie agreed. 
 
    "Great," Bree smiled. "So what time does the club open?" 
 
    "Excuse me?" Valerie asked. 
 
    "Paradise - what time does it open?" Bree asked again. 
 
    "You want to go to Paradise?" Valerie asked, a tremor back in her voice. 
 
    "Sure, why not?" Bree responded. "It's got to be a lot more fun than just taking a walk down by the water. After all, aren't you the one who said I should loosen up a little?" 
 
    Valerie's face went blank for a few seconds, then she stepped over and say down on the closest bed. 
 
    "Bree, I can't take you to Paradise," she said. 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because it's not your kind of place." 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    There was a very long three or four second silence. 
 
    "It's a lesbian club," Valerie finally said. 
 
    "Really?" Bree said in surprise. 
 
    Valerie nodded her head. 
 
    "That makes it sound even more interesting," Bree said. 
 
    As she did, she recalled how her cousin used to go to gay clubs all the time, just to dance, and loved being able to party and not get hit on. Since Valerie was very much married, Bree simply assumed she did pretty much the same thing. 
 
    "Bree, you don't understand," Valerie added. 
 
    "What's not to understand?" she started to say, but only got halfway through the thought when, remembering the woman down in the lobby, turned pale herself as all the dots suddenly lined up. "Oh my God!" she gasped. 
 
    She looked at the woman sitting on the bed for confirmation, and got a slow nod of her head. This was definitely not what she expected. Slowly, she took a few steps back and dropped down into the wooden chair by the desk. 
 
    "I guess you were right," Bree said after a long silence. 
 
    "About what?" Valerie asked, unsure of what she meant. 
 
    "Evidently, it is possible to keep a secret in North Cambridge," she said. 
 
    Valerie slowly smiled as well. Hopefully, if Bree could still joke, then things weren't as bad she had feared they might be. 
 
    "How long have you been ... been into girls?" Bree asked, thinking it was a natural question but unsure how best to phrase it. 
 
    "Since I was in high school," Valerie said, actually feeling relieved to finally be honest with Bree about it, "that is, if you want to base it on actually being with someone. If you are just asking about attraction, well then, all my life." 
 
    "Fuck!" Bree exclaimed, having expected Valerie to say a couple of years at most. "Does David know that you're bi?" 
 
    "David has known since the day we first met at his roommate's birthday party, back when he was finishing up his last year at State," she replied. "There was no way he couldn't know, because the only reason I was even at the party was because I was dating the roommate's younger sister. Oh, and for the record, I've never been bisexual." 
 
    "What?" Bree said, now even more confused. 
 
    "Perhaps I should just explain it all at once," Valerie suggested. 
 
    "That would probably help," Bree agreed. 
 
    Over the next few minutes, Bree listened in fascination as Valerie unfolded her tale. Mark Twain had once written, "Truth is stranger than fiction", and as the story continued she realized just how true that was. 
 
    From the time he was fifteen, David Stanton had one great dream - to fly Navy jets. Single minded in his desire, every decision he made over the next decade was weighed against how it furthered or hindered that goal. 
 
    Valerie Campbell had her own dream, one that, at the time she met David, seemed to be slipping out of her grasp as the cost of finishing college, not to mention law school, was quickly becoming prohibitive. 
 
    During the party, David, who already had a Naval Reserve commission and was about to move on to active duty, found himself in animated conversation with Valerie. Listening to her plight, he said it was a pity that Valerie wasn't straight, because then she could marry an officer and be eligible for a special educational program for the spouses and dependents. In her cups, Valerie had joked that if it got her a law degree, she'd still marry the guy - as long as she didn't have to fuck him, of course. 
 
    The next morning, after they'd sobered up, David asked her if she'd been serious. One of the criteria the Navy looked at when choosing officers for flight training, he explained, was stability. Nothing said stability like having a wife and home. In all honesty, he had no desire for a wife, especially one who would expect him to devote a sizeable portion of his time to her. But, if he could have one that, at least looked good on paper - well, that was worth considering. 
 
    At first, Valerie couldn't believe he was serious, but he finally managed to assure her that he indeed was. People entered marriage for many reasons other than love, he said. Citizenship and medical benefits were just two of the possibilities he cited. 
 
    It took her a month to make up her mind, but in the end it seemed a deal worth making. 
 
    "Please don't tell me that you had Mark to make David seem more appealing to the Navy?" Bree asked, interrupting the narrative. 
 
    "Oh my God, how could you even think that?" Valerie said in shock. "No, I always knew that, somewhere along the line, I wanted to have a baby. So it only seemed natural to take advantage of the situation." 
 
    "So you and David have had ..." 
 
    "Yes, that was the exception to the rule," Valerie replied, adding that it was more an exercise in mechanics than anything else, with as little emotional content as a night with one her vibrators. "Other than that one time, we're really not more than roommates, at least in that department." 
 
    "If that's the case, then I have to ask," Bree said, a slight hesitation in her voice. "What does David do for a sex life? I mean I can't believe he's been celibate for fifteen years." 
 
    Valerie laughed before answering. 
 
    "Honey, you've seen my husband naked," she replied. "Do you think he has any problem getting laid when the mood strikes him? He just follows the same rules as any other flyboy and keeps his indiscretions at least fifty miles from the flagpole." 
 
    "Incredible," Bree said as the story came to a close. 
 
    "But true," Valerie concluded, letting a few moments pass before adding, "You know, you're the only person that I've ever told the whole story to." 
 
    "I'm glad you did," Bree smiled. 
 
    "Now that I have, I am too," Valerie said, returning the smile. "And I'm so glad that you're okay with this. You are okay with it, aren't you?" 
 
    "How could I not be okay with something that makes my best friend happy?" Bree replied. 
 
    Valerie felt a surge of relief. 
 
    "So, now that we've confessed all our secrets, don't you think we should get ready?" Bree asked. 
 
    "Excuse me?" Valerie replied. 
 
    "To go to Paradise," Bree clarified. "Now that you've let the pussy out of the bag, there's no reason we can't go, is there?" 
 
    "You still want to go?" Valerie asked in surprise. 
 
    "Are you kidding," Bree said in an excited voice. "I wouldn't miss this for the world," 
 
      
 
    "This is awesome," Bree said as she took in the kaleidoscope of light and sound around her. 
 
    Her first impression of the club was that it reminded her of one of those old-fashion discos, the ones she saw in movies from the seventies and eighties. Two thirds of the floor space was reserved for dancing; the rest was divided between a long bar that ran the length of the far wall and a multi-level seating area filled with different-sized tables. They ranged from intimate settings for two to groups of ten to fifteen. 
 
    It was the women, however, that held the greatest fascination for Bree. They ranged from what appeared to be barely legal to just past middle age, with every possible mix of race and physicality represented. There were too many for Bree to accurately guess their number, but she was sure, whatever the total was, it had to be skirting the local fire laws. 
 
    Paradise's dress code was flexible enough to include anything from ball gowns to the shorts and bikini tops Bree saw some women wearing. Thankfully the outfits they had brought in anticipation of going out for a nice dinner were also comfortable enough for a night on the dance floor. 
 
    Valerie wore a sleeveless red dress with low-cut neck and a broad black band around the waist. Designed to display her admirable charms, it hugged her body in all the right places. 
 
    Green was Bree's color of choice, matching her eyes. With a hem just above her knees and long sleeves of translucent lace that extended across her shoulders and upper back, it was her favorite outfit. Her bright red hair, normally tied back in a ponytail, now flowed freely about her shoulders. 
 
    "Would you like a drink?" Valerie asked as they came off the dance floor. 
 
    "No, I'm good," Bree replied, glancing over her shoulder at a woman who, she was sure, had been stealing glances at her and Valerie while they danced. She wondered if she was interested in one of them in particular. 
 
    "Let's take a break, though," Valerie said, a bit tired after having danced the last few sets. 
 
    "Sure thing," Bree replied. "I wanted to talk to you anyway." 
 
    They moved off to the side where they had a better chance of hearing themselves talk. 
 
    "I just wanted to say that you don't have to babysit me all night," Bree said, still having to raise her voice to be heard over the din. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "If you meet someone you want to leave with, I don't want my being here to stop you," she clarified. "I can find my way back to the hotel easily enough." 
 
    "I'm not looking for anyone," Valerie insisted. 
 
    "I'm just saying, that's all," Bree repeated. 
 
    Almost as if on cue, the woman that Bree had spotted watching them on the dance floor, having followed them off it, came up to the two of them. From Valerie's reaction, it was obvious she wasn't a stranger. 
 
    To Bree, the dark haired woman looked to be about Valerie's age, perhaps a few years older. About the same height, she had a stockier build, but her extra weight was evenly distributed and gave her a sexy figure. Her breasts, half exposed in her tight outfit, were even larger than Valerie's. 
 
    "Hello, Victoria," the brunette said once she had Valerie's attention. "I haven't seen you in here for a while; how have you been?" 
 
    "I've been fine, Melissa," Valerie replied, her tone giving the impression that she wasn't exactly happy to see the unexpected arrival. "Nice to see you again." 
 
    "And who might you be?" Melissa asked, ignoring the lack of sincerity in Valerie's reply as she turned her attention to Bree, giving her an appreciative smile as she did. 
 
    "Melissa, this is..." Valerie started to say, only to have Bree cut her off. 
 
    "Bridget," she said, reaching out her hand, "Bridget Collins, and it's nice to meet you, Melissa." 
 
    Surprised, Valerie looked questioningly at Bree, only to be met by a look that said she wasn't the only one who could play at being someone else. 
 
    "I can see why you haven't been around," Melissa said, taking her time releasing Bree's hand. 
 
    "Oh we're just friends," Bree said as Melissa finally let go, clarifying their relationship. 
 
    "Well, in that case," Melissa said with a smile that some might have called predatory, "would you like to dance?" 
 
    Without so much as a glance in Valerie's direction, Bree enthusiastically accepted, stepping forward and wrapping her arm around Melissa's. 
 
    Valerie watched with trepidation as the two of them moved out onto the floor and began to dance. She knew from personal experience that, to Melissa, dancing was just another form of foreplay, usually leading to much more intimate contact. Bree's behavior since Valerie had revealed herself had been confusing at best, causing Valerie to wonder just how far Bree was planning to take this 'Bridget' persona. 
 
    The song coming over the speakers was the latest release by one of the current crop of twenty-something songstresses. Dancing to it involved little physical interaction between Bree and Melissa, which pleased Valerie. The next tune, however, was a throwback to an earlier era and more than made up for the lack of body contact in the first. 
 
    "That bitch," Valerie said under her breath as she watched Melissa hold Bree so tight against her that their breasts were mashed together. 
 
    What she seemed to have forgotten was that she never had a problem with the way Melissa danced when it had been her body she was pressed up against. 
 
    Her temperature rose even more when she saw Melissa's hand move from the small of Bree's back down to her ass. The redhead didn't seem to mind, though, and made no move to remove it. Instead, she seemed to be engrossed in a very intimate conversation with her dance partner, their faces so close that it almost looked like they might kiss. 
 
    The second song also ended and, much to Valerie's relief, Bree began to head back toward her as Melissa went off in another direction. 
 
    "Have fun?" she asked once Bree reached her. 
 
    "Actually yes," Bree replied. "This being someone else is turning out to be a lot more fun that I imagined." 
 
    "I guess Melissa didn't enjoy it as much," Valerie commented, drawing attention to the fact that she had gone off in search of other amusements. 
 
    "Oh, I don't know about that," Bree smiled. "She slipped me her cell phone number and told me to give her a call if I wanted." 
 
    "Are you going to?" Valerie heard herself ask. 
 
    Bree paused a few seconds, seeming to consider the idea. 
 
    "I'll be honest: it is a tempting thought," she finally replied. 
 
    "Wasn't it you who said only a few hours ago that you couldn't imagine sex with a stranger?" Valerie asked. 
 
    "I seem to recall something like that," Bree admitted. "But I also recall you saying something to the effect that I should take advantage of being far away from home." 
 
    Valerie fell silent. She had indeed suggested that, but in doing so never imagined that it might lead to this. How had her friend, who, up to now, was so worried what people might think that she went two years without physical companionship, transformed, in what seemed to be the blink of an eye, into someone willing to hop into bed with another woman? 
 
    "Have you ever been attracted to another woman before?" Valerie asked. 
 
    "Would you be surprised if I said yes?" Bree asked in response. 
 
    Actually, Valerie wouldn't have been. It was her experience that many totally straight women had, at some time in their life, had an attraction to another woman. Few, however, ever acted on it. 
 
    "No, I wouldn't," Valerie said. 
 
    "You've been with Melissa, haven't you?" Bree asked, having picked up on that from Valerie's reaction to the brunette earlier. 
 
    "Yes," she admitted. 
 
    "What was she like?" Bree further asked. "In bed, I mean." 
 
    Valerie cringed at the thought that Bree was actually considering using Melissa's number. Part of her wanted to paint the experience in the worse possible way. Unfortunately, in the years they'd known each other, the one thing she had never done to Bree was lie. Omit aspects of her life, yes, but never actually lie. 
 
    "She was phenomenal," Valerie finally said. 
 
    "Really?" Bree replied, obviously delighted with the answer. 
 
    As much as Valerie had wanted to steer Bree away from Melissa, she knew she had no right to choose what was right for her friend. If she really wanted to explore her sexual options, it was her decision. 
 
    "There's one other thing I'd like to know," Bree said, "and I want as honest an answer as you can give me." 
 
    Valerie was a bit confused by the phrasing of Bree's question, but promised to do so. 
 
    "I'm curious," Bree began, "if you and David have no physical relationship, and I'm, to use your words, a single, attractive and available woman, then why, in all the time we've known each other, have you never so much as made a pass at me? Is it that you prefer anonymous sex with nameless women, or is it simply that I'm not your type?" 
 
    It was a simple enough question, but unfortunately, Valerie didn't have a simple answer. It would be easy to just say Bree wasn't her type, but that would be a lie. She had been attracted to the younger woman from the day they'd met. So why hadn't she ever taken the chance? 
 
    "Bree, I think you are one of the most attractive women I've ever known," Valerie said, her voice filled with all of the emotion she had held in check for years, "but you are also my best friend. I couldn't bear the thought of ever losing you. Yes, there were times I thought about it. There were even a few times I came really close to crossing that line, but in the end the idea that I might instead drive you away always stopped me." 
 
    "Nothing you could ever do would drive me away," Bree interrupted, placing her hand on Valerie's. 
 
    "Even now that you know everything," Valerie continued, "I still have the fear that you might have a change of mind once you've had time to really think about it." 
 
    "God, you're as big an idiot as I was," Bree laughed, recalling how her fear of being labeled had prevented her from enjoying life's pleasures. "Val, I'm a big girl, and it's about time I started acting like one. If come tomorrow I decide that tonight was a mistake, well then I just don't do it again. I know that at times I've spent days debating what should be simple decisions, but once I've made that decision, I never look back." 
 
    Valerie nodded her head, knowing that to be true. 
 
    "Look, one way or another, my mind is made up to do this tonight," Bree said, surprising Valerie with her boldness. "I'd much rather it be with someone I care about, but if not, well, I can always use this." 
 
    Valerie's eyes focused on the small slip of paper in Bree's hand, the one Melissa had scribbled her number on. Flashing back to how she'd felt when Bree had danced with the brunette, Valerie realized that having Bree go off with anyone else would be unbearable. Weighed against that, any other fear faded into insignificance. 
 
    "I don't think you'll be needing that," Valerie said, her mind made up as she reached out and took the strip of paper from Bree's hand. 
 
    A broad smile filled Bree's face as she watched Valerie tear the paper into tiny pieces, letting them slip from her fingers and fall to the floor. When she saw the lack of displeasure on her friend's face, Valerie knew she'd been had. 
 
    "You weren't ever planning on using that, were you?" Valerie asked as the last piece landed on the hardwood floor. 
 
    "Not a chance in hell," Bree grinned. "You're the one I want to be with. I just figured if you thought I might, well then, maybe you'd realize how much you didn't want me to." 
 
    "You are a crafty bitch, you know that?" Valerie said in mock anger. 
 
    "Of course," Bree laughed softly, "but aren't you glad that I'm your crafty bitch?" 
 
    Valerie didn't immediately answer; instead she just smiled and lost herself in the dark green of Bree's eyes. Then, she reached out with her left hand and softly stroked the redhead's cheek, causing the younger woman to let out a small gasp of delight - a gasp that quickly became a low moan as Valerie leaned in and kissed her on the lips. 
 
    Bree felt her head swimming, in a way she hadn't felt since high school. Then she felt the softness of Valerie's lips against hers and the press of her tongue as it slipped past. It was, she thought, the most erotic moment of her life. That was immediately followed by the thought that it was but the first of many she would experience before tomorrow's dawn. 
 
    "Did you like that?" Valerie asked softly as she pulled back just enough to form the words. 
 
    "Oh yes," Bree murmured, still savoring the taste of her. 
 
    "Good," Valerie replied in the same low voice, "because that's just the start." 
 
    With that, Valerie pressed her body back against Bree, forcing her to take a few steps back into the narrow alcove behind her, a shift of but a few feet but one that now hid them from all but the most adamant onlooker. 
 
    A shudder of anticipation filled Bree as she felt Valerie's right hand come to rest on her leg, slowly sliding up along her thigh. 
 
    "Someone will see us," Bree said in a whispered tone. 
 
    "Perhaps," Valerie replied, moving her hand a few inches higher, "but doesn't that make it a bit more exciting?" 
 
    Bree gasped again as Valerie's hand disappeared under the hem of her dress and found its way between her legs. The touch of her fingers against her mound, the wetness of which could be felt through her panties, sent a shudder through her body. One that was to be repeated with even greater intensity as they slipped beneath the thin material and pressed against her most sensitive of spots. 
 
    "Oh God," Bree moaned as Valerie brushed her lips against the side of her face, even as her fingers did the same against her clit, quickly developing a slow but steady rhythm. One that had immediate effects, propelling her down the road to bliss. 
 
    "Just relax," Valerie said, kissing her cheek before moving down to her neck. "Relax and enjoy it." 
 
    Valerie ran her free hand though Bree's flowing locks, then used it to pull her closer as she kissed her deeply. Her tongue again slid into the younger woman's mouth, welcoming the passage of Bree's into her own. 
 
    Whatever concern Bree might initially have had about anyone seeing what they were doing had quickly faded. This was fortunate, because the intensity of Valerie's ministrations had brought not only waves of delight across her body, but increasing moans of satisfaction. Moans that soon drew the attention of even the only slightly curious. 
 
    It had been a very long time since Bree had felt any hand but her own against her clit and the thrill of it now brought intense pleasure. That the hand was that of another woman heightened the excitement. That it was that of her best friend sent her over the edge in very short order. 
 
    "Yes, yes, oh yes," Bree moaned, each syllable louder than the last, her legs growing weak as she reached back and braced herself against the wall in anticipation of an orgasm fast approaching. 
 
    With all her attention centered on Bree, Valerie also failed to notice they'd drawn an audience. Not that she really would've cared. Theirs was hardly the most explicit public display the patrons of Paradise had seen, nor had it been the first that she herself had been involved in. 
 
    "Oh...my...God!" Bree cried out as she climaxed short minutes later, her body quaking with erotic ecstasy. 
 
    It was so overwhelming in fact that it took long seconds after it had subsided for Bree to become aware of the noise around her. One she finally recognized as applause. 
 
    "Oh my God," she repeated, this time in a much quieter voice as she looked out and saw at least a dozen women gathered around them. 
 
    Bree turned beet-red while Valerie merely smiled. She was tempted to suggest they take a bow, but then thought better of the idea. Instead she suggested that perhaps it might be a good idea if they continued this back at the hotel. 
 
    "That, I think," Bree said, still feeling a bit flushed as she straightened out the bottom of her dress, "is a very good idea." 
 
      
 
    It was only a short walk back to the hotel, four blocks if they actually measured it, and much to their surprise, neither woman felt any need to rush. Instead they felt content to maintain a slow, leisurely pace, their hands interlocked as they headed back. 
 
    The relaxed walk gave them time to digest what was happening. Time to be sure they truly wanted to go forward with this, to make what would indisputably be a permanent change in their lives. No words passed between them; none were needed. The answer was clearly reflected in their eyes. 
 
    It wasn't until they were about a half block from the hotel that their pace began to quicken, anticipation finally overcoming patience. By the time they passed through the revolving door into the lobby, they were practically sprinting. 
 
    The surge of expectation, however, made time appear to have slowed to a crawl as, after enduring what seemed an interminable wait for the elevator, they frustratingly also had to stop at nearly every floor as other guests returned to their own rooms. 
 
    But all that was quickly forgotten as, on reaching their own room, they fell into each other's arms before the door had even fully closed behind them. Valerie kissed Bree with a passion beyond friendship, causing Bree to feel lightheaded as the softness of her lips proved overwhelming. 
 
    For a brief moment, she was reminded of the night in junior high when she and Beverly Green had shared a few kisses, also of the sort not usually shared between friends. At the time, neither had viewed it as illicit, but rather just a bit of practice in anticipation of trying it with boys. It had only occurred that one time as once boys actually started asking them out, both got more practice than they could've imagined. 
 
    The warmth of Valerie's tongue as it probed deep inside Bree's mouth sent ripples of excitement throughout her body, amply demonstrating how different this was from those innocent kisses of youth. Wanting more, Bree reached out with an outstretched hand, cupping Valerie's left breast and squeezing it softly. A second recollection asserted itself, this one from high school, when she and Betty Johnson had drunkenly felt each other's breasts at a party, much to the amusement and delight of their dates. As with the kiss, the thrill of the dark skinned woman's mound in her hand eclipsed the teenage memory. 
 
    A soft sigh spilled from Valerie's lips as Bree's roving fingers brushed against her erect nipple. The older woman's arousal was already such that it was discernible even through the two layers of cloth that covered it. Sharing her friend's excitement, Bree massaged the hard tip with her thumb, producing a second, even louder reaction from Valerie, one that was quickly followed by a kiss. 
 
    "I can't believe how stupid I was," Valerie said, reflecting Bree's comments of a short time before. "How could I never have told you how much I wanted to be with you?" 
 
    "Well, you're with me now," Bree said gleefully. "So what are you going to do with me?" 
 
    "Everything," Valerie instantly replied with enthusiasm, the force of which caused Bree's heart to practically skip a beat in excitement. 
 
    Another kiss followed as they shared their rising passion, tongues intertwining as eager hands loosened each other's clothing, articles of which were quickly scattered across the carpeted floor. In no time at all, all that was left between them were sets of lingerie, neither of which covered much, having been designed to enhance rather than conceal. 
 
    Reaching out with her left hand, Valerie ran her fingers across the exposed flesh above the half cups of Bree's bra, the warmth of her flesh bringing a smile to her face. Bree reached out as well, duplicating the action as well as the response. 
 
    The two women were a study in contrasts, with Bree having skin as pale as Valerie's was dark. Her long, flowing red locks were the opposite of the no nonsense, scalp hugging hairstyle that the older woman preferred. Both had figures that others found desirable, even if Bree's bust was only half that of her friend's. Even the hair on mounds visible through the translucent panties they both wore differed, in that Bree's was as wild and free as the hair on her head, while Valerie's was trimmed so severely as to be totally bare. 
 
    "I want you to love me," Bree said, outstretched fingers caressing Valerie's skin. "I want you to do to me all the things you did to Alicia and Melissa, and all the other girls you've brought back here to your room. And then I want to do all the same things to you." 
 
    "That may take some time," Valerie said with a smile. 
 
    "Well, you did say we didn't have to catch the train until tomorrow afternoon," Bree replied with a matching smile. 
 
    "That I did," Valerie replied as she placed a hand on each side of Bree's midsection and gently pulled her even closer, gently swaying their bodies as if moving to unheard music. 
 
    Her hands moved back and forth across Bree's body, traveling around to her back and then up and down her arms, even as she also leaned inward and kissed first one side of Bree's neck, and then the other. From there she moved downward, running her lips and tongue across the exposed tops of her breasts. 
 
    "Oh yes," Bree sighed, arching her head backward, pressing her chest forward as Valerie ran her extended tongue down the valley between her mounds. "Oh God, yes." 
 
    From there, Valerie moved even further downward, tracing a path with the tip of her tongue across Bree's stomach, cupping her breasts with her dark hands as she changed direction and again worked her way up. 
 
    Her mouth again found Bree's, but this time the kiss was different, harder, even possibly savage. So much so that it sent an unexpected yet pleasing shudder through the redhead. She responded just as forcefully, meeting Valerie's tongue with her own as they became intertwined. 
 
    They continued to kiss and as they did, Valerie guided Bree across the room in the direction of the large double bed, turning her all the way around as they moved. Once they were close enough, Valerie abruptly released her grip around the smaller woman and let her fall across the mattress. 
 
    Bree barely had time to lift herself halfway off the spread when Valerie was again upon her, her mouth pressing against Bree's as she pushed her back downward. With bended knees braced on each side of her, Valerie laid her body across Bree and, as their breasts mashed against each other, caressed and kissed nearly every inch of exposed skin. 
 
    Returning to Bree's breasts, Valerie closed her mouth against the excited flesh, pulling it within herself. She took hold of the thin straps across Bree's shoulder, pulling them downward to reveal her left nipple, but only for a moment before it disappeared into her mouth. 
 
    "Yessss," Bree moaned loudly as she felt the warm wetness wrap around her sensitive flesh, a sensation too long absent from her life. 
 
    Back and forth Valerie ran her tongue across Bree's nipple, bringing it to a thick hardness before shifting her body to the right, just far enough to bring similar attention to its twin. 
 
    After a few minutes, she paused just long enough to take off Bree's bra completely, then started all over again from the beginning. Every lick, every wet caress, brought a longer and louder moan of appreciation from Bree. 
 
    Bree reached towards Valerie's chest, intent on bringing her the same pleasures, only to have the woman on top of her grab her arms and pin them up over her head. She would have her turn, she promised her, just not now. 
 
    The redhead was hardly in a position, or inclination, to object as Valerie once more ran her tongue across the breadth of her breast, then along the underside of her neck, before slipping it between her lips and deep inside her mouth. Any words Bree might have wanted to say were lost as one long kiss followed another, until all she could think of was how she never wanted this to end. 
 
    How long they continued that way she couldn't be sure. All she was sure of was that at some point Valerie abruptly stopped and moved further down her body, sliding one and then her other arm beneath her thighs, spreading her legs wide as she did so. Valerie kissed the center of her panties, now quite damp with the moisture of her anticipation. She continued to do so, lifting Bree's legs even higher as she pressed her face harder between them. 
 
    Then, just as abruptly, Valerie moved upward again, rocking her body against Bree's as she kissed her way back to her mouth. Lifting herself halfway off the light skinned woman, she reached behind herself and with a well practiced hand, undid the clasp that held her own bra in place. Thus loosened, it fell forward, right into Bree's rising hands. She quickly removed it totally, dropping it off to the side of the bed without a second thought. 
 
    If she tried, Bree couldn't estimate the number of times she'd seen Valerie's magnificent bosom uncovered; they'd shared too many locker and dressing rooms over the years to try. But as she now looked up at the perfectly rounded mounds, it was as she was seeing them for the first time. And it was a sight that filled her with a desire that she'd never felt before. 
 
    A desire Valerie was eager to grant as she guided her ebony orbs into Bree's hands, surprising her with their weight even as she closed her own hands against Bree's face, kissing her anew. Then, with her hands still holding Bree's face, she guided her eager mouth to her closest nipple, an offering the neophyte lover was quick to accept. 
 
    "Oh yes, baby, use your tongue just like that," Valerie said in encouragement as she watched her wide areola disappear between Bree's lips. 
 
    Still holding a breast in each hand, Bree sucked at Valerie's bounty like a newborn baby, drawing each nipple deep into her mouth and holding it there for long moments before letting it go. Then she would repeat it at her other mound. Valerie placed a hand at the back of Bree's head, pulling it tighter against her breasts, encouraging her to take even more of it into her mouth. 
 
    Again time seemed to have little meaning as Bree devoured as much of Valerie's gift as was possible, using tongue, lips, teeth and hands to lick, bite and caress the woman before her. Each time she sent a pleasing joy racing across her dark body. She buried her face deep within the softness of the older woman's flesh, continuously turning right and left as she kissed her way out of it. 
 
    When she was sure Bree had had her fill, Valerie again took control, shifting her body to again place her between Bree's legs. Slipping her fingers beneath the now saturated cloth, she pulled it aside to expose the heavily haired mound that was the core of the younger woman's sexuality. She paused for a breath to admire its beauty, then planted a deep kiss right on the center, her tongue sampling the sweet nectar that her previous ministrations had produced. 
 
    With long, deep strokes that traversed the length of the flower open before her, Valerie brought Bree the most intimate of pleasures. Pleasures that caused her body to quiver and her mouth to fill with moans of delight. Pleasures which she had almost forgotten, bringing forth a promise to never allow herself to do so again. 
 
    This time, Bree was aware of every tick of the clock, as each came with a thrust of Valerie's tongue which, with her face pressed tightly against Bree's pussy, probed back and forth along the length of her valley and the tiny but highly sensitive clitoris at its peak. It was, Bree thought, as close to heaven she had ever been. 
 
    Sensation forgotten but quickly remembered filled her, as her body began to tremble and quake, carrying her down the road to orgasm. Recognizing the signs as well, Valerie paused just long enough to totally pull off Bree's panties, allowing her even better access to her prize as she instantly went back to her task. 
 
    Valerie added her fingers to the mix, slipping two deep inside Bree, sliding them back and forth with such speed that they soon were just a blur, all the while continuing the efforts of her tongue and mouth. 
 
    Words were now beyond Bree, but they were long past the point where they were necessary. Her body had a language of its own and its meaning was crystal clear to Valerie. With a skill born of years of practice, she carried Bree off the precipice and down into the Elysian Fields, there to enjoy all the raptures legends foretold. 
 
      
 
    "In all the times Frank and I did it, I've never, ever had an orgasm like that," Bree said a short time later as she laid exhausted across Valerie's chest. "I didn't even think something like that was possible." 
 
    Valerie had a good idea why that had been, but wisely held her tongue. She was certain that, based on comments she'd shared, Bree had thought Frankie O'Connell was really something in bed. That same way thousands of women who married the first guy, or close to it, they'd spread their legs for held similar beliefs. And most of them probably enjoyed adequate sex lives. The thing was, why settle for adequate when you could have spectacular. And in Valerie's mind, Bree definitely deserved spectacular. 
 
    They laid there together in silence for a while longer, listening to each other's heartbeat and sharing the warmth of their bodies. Finally, Bree broke the stillness with an announcement that now it was her turn. 
 
    She lifted herself off Valerie and moved into a position where she could look down at the beauty of the older woman's body. Dropping her head downward, she kissed each of her breasts before seeking out her mouth once more. The kiss was long, deep, and full of promise. As their tongues intertwined, Bree gently massaged Valerie's breasts, marveling anew at their softness. 
 
    She moved her body down just far enough that her mouth could replace her hand, running her tongue back and forth across the hard, thick nipple and the dark halo that surrounded it. Valerie let out a loud, pleasing moan, encouraging Bree to continue, which she did as she pulled the sweet nipple between her lips and into her mouth. 
 
    Valerie slipped one hand behind Bree's head and the other to her back, gently pressing her harder against her bounty, causing her to take even more of her into her mouth. Their bodies rubbed together, sharing their passion even as Bree duplicated her affections on the other inviting mound. 
 
    Eventually she began to kiss her way down across Valerie's stomach, leaving a train of soft, wet kisses in her wake. She took hold of the sides of Valerie's panties and, as the larger woman lifted her ass just high enough off the bed to make it possible, slid them off her. 
 
    As the now soaked undergarment was discarded to the side, Valerie spread her legs wide to give Bree the clearest view possible of her pussy. A view she paused to both study and appreciate. As she had noted earlier, it was indeed bare as that of a prepubescent girl, although in the same thought Bree couldn't ever imagine Valerie as anything other than a mature, full grown woman. Still, there was something quite erotic about it and she made a mental note to keep her own mound much more closely trimmed in the future. 
 
    She ran a hand across its length, sending a shudder of anticipation through Valerie's outstretched form. Her fingers gently probed its depths, quickly locating the thick nub at its apex. Then, without further hesitation, she brought her mouth against Valerie's sex and kissed it lovingly. 
 
    "Oh baby, yes," Valerie moaned as she leaned back and closed her eyes, even as she brushed back Bree's locks from her face with a sweep of her hand. "You don't know how many nights I imagined you right where you are now. Part of me still can't believe this isn't all some sort of dream." 
 
    But it was no dream, a fact that Bree drove home as she pressed the tip of her tongue as deep into Valerie as it would go, siding it along the nectar covered walls as she delighted in the intoxicating tastes and scents of arousal. If the question had been asked just a few days before, Bree would probably have said she couldn't have really imagined herself going down on another woman, at least not with the abandon she now displayed. Yet, at this moment, it seemed the most natural thing in the world, and the ease with which she took to it did not surprised her in the least. 
 
    Valerie's body shifted back and forth on the bed, moving to the erotic rhythms of Bree's efforts. If Valerie wasn't certain of the fact, she never would've believed that this was the first time the Bree had ever done this. If there was such a thing as a natural cunnilingist, then Bree was certainly it. Dark hands held her pussy lips open, giving the neophyte even greater access to the joys within. Access she used to her best advantage. 
 
    "Mmmmm, that is good," Valerie purred, "so very good." 
 
    Bree's talented tongue seemed to be everywhere, hitting all the right spots to bring Valerie the most pleasure. She seemed a woman possessed, filled with but one thought, to bring the woman before her to the same orgasmic heights that she had brought Bree. 
 
    "Oh right there," Valerie echoed, as Bree found her most sensitive place that always produced a quick and most satisfying climax. "Just concentrate your tongue right there." 
 
    In a surge of enthusiasm, Bree added her fingers to her lips and tongue, with devastating effect. Wave on wave of delight washed across Valerie's quaking body as she felt her climax mounting. If this was a dream, she thought with her last coherent effort, then please let it not end before she orgasmed. 
 
    She needn't have worried, because this was all too real and Bree wasn't going to rest until she succeeded, lavishing even more attention on Valerie's clit. The forces caressing her body caused her to moan even louder, her sweat- covered form rocking back and forth on the bed. 
 
    "Oh God, Bree! I'm going to ... going to..." Valerie managed to stammer out before words gave way to a final scream of delight as she grabbed hold of the sheets beneath her and held on for dear life, while multiple waves of orgasmic delight ripped across her. 
 
      
 
    "You ... are a genuine marvel," Valerie said after her body had finally stopped quaking and again they rested from their labors in each other's arms. "How did you ever learn to do that?" 
 
    "Beginner's luck?" Bree grinned. 
 
    "Beginner's luck my ass," Valerie grinned back. 
 
    "No, I'm definitely sure that was your pussy I was licking, not your ass," Bree laughed. "But ... I would be willing to give that a try too if you like." 
 
    "Maybe later," Valerie laughed back, "but first, I want you again." 
 
    "Already?" Bree said, a touch of surprise in her response. 
 
    "No, not already," Valerie said as she pulled herself up far enough to kiss Bree, "always." 
 
    Following the kiss, Valerie moved Bree upward, even as she herself slid downward until her face was between the younger woman's legs. Seeing where she was going, Bree brought her body down until her pussy was pressed hard against her mouth. Valerie wrapped her arms around Bree's thighs from the underside and, clearing a path for her tongue with her hands, immediately began to demonstrate the magic she had become renowned for among those who had previously shared her bed. 
 
    Bree reached back with one hand to massage Valerie's breasts, even as she used the other to help maintain her balance. Valerie followed suit, freeing one hand and giving Bree's mounds equal attention. Together they rolled back and forth in mutual pleasure. 
 
    But Valerie had more in mind as, guiding Bree back onto the mattress, she slipped out from under her. She spread the redhead's legs as wide as she could, then brought her head once more between them, returning to her task with even greater determination. 
 
    "Oooooooo," Bree moaned long and loudly as once more ripples of delight danced across her body. 
 
    Moans that continued in frequency and volume until after what seemed an eternity, she enjoyed her second orgasm of the evening. One, while not as intense as the first was still the second best she could remember. 
 
    But even with that, Valerie wasn't finished, as she turned herself all the way around, so that both of them could lick the other simultaneously. An effort that would eventually lead to a third climax for each of them. 
 
    . 
 
      
 
    "Well, do you feel any different?" Valerie asked as she sat across from Bree the following day at lunch, their need for sustenance finally exceeding their desire for each other. 
 
    "If you mean other than supremely happy, then no," Bree replied, the glow on her face reflecting her mood. 
 
    It was ironic; Bree told Valerie as they ate, how many times, over the last year, she'd wished Valerie had been a man. If that had been the case, married or not, she'd have found some way to entice him into her bed. 
 
    "Do you think you'd have enjoyed last night more if I had been a man?" Valerie asked. 
 
    "That's a hard question, one I don't think I'm going to try and answer." Bree replied. "Let's just say it was one of the best nights of my life and leave it at that." 
 
    "Mine too," Valerie smiled. 
 
    A smile Bree returned. 
 
    "Have you given any thought as to how we're going to handle this once we get home?" Valerie asked, turning the conversation to a more serious concern. 
 
    "Not really," Bree replied. "Have you?" 
 
    "Actually, I have," Valerie said. 
 
    "You have?" Bree replied, the surprise in her voice reflected on her face. "When did you have time to even think about it?" 
 
    "Oh about 2AM," she grinned, "after you had finally fallen asleep." 
 
    Bree blushed. That would've put it after her third - or was it the fourth? - orgasm of the night. 
 
    "So what did you come up with?" she asked after regaining her composure. 
 
    "Well, simply put, we do nothing," Valerie answered. 
 
    "Nothing?" 
 
    "Yes, nothing," Valerie repeated. "We just go on with things exactly as they were before this weekend. As far as anyone else in North Cambridge needs to know, we're just the same old Valerie and Bree, living the same old lives." 
 
    "If you think that's best," Bree said after a stunned moment, her tone hesitant as she tried but only partially succeeding in hiding her disappointment but only partially succeeded. 
 
    "I'm sure you'll agree that it really wouldn't be right for us to disrupt the lives of the people around us," Valerie added, her own tone now reminding Bree of the cold, logical one she'd heard her use in court. 
 
    It took a few seconds, but Bree finally nodded her head in agreement. As much as she would like it to be otherwise, both of them had responsibilities that couldn't be ignored. They just couldn't be that selfish. This weekend, as wondrous as it had been, was as far as this was going to go. 
 
    Silence filled the air between them for a few long seconds, until Valerie broke the stillness. 
 
    "Victoria and Bridget, however, are another matter," Valerie stated, a wicked smile filling her face. "I see no reason why, if they occasionally step beyond the boundaries of those lives, the two of them can't enjoy themselves. Call it their alone time." 
 
    "You can be an evil bitch when you want to, you know that," Bree said in mock indignation once she realized she'd been had. 
 
    "I know," Valerie said with a broad grin as she reached across the table and took Bree's hand in hers, "but aren't you glad that I'm your evil bitch?" 
 
    That had been eight months ago. In that time, Victoria and Bridget had visited Douglaston twice more, but had not felt the need to stop off at Paradise while there. In fact, aside from taking care of the legal business the trip required, they barely left their hotel room. 
 
    Additionally, at least one other weekend a month, they made overnight trips to surrounding towns to indulge in a new-found, mutual passion for antiquing. Occasionally, they even came back with some knick-knack or other to grace one of their homes as a memento of the trip. 
 
    But now, it seemed, Valerie wanted to expand the limits of "alone time", to the point where it might even overlap their real world. Was Bree ready for that? 
 
    It didn't take long for her to decide. 
 
    "Yeah, I can live with that," she smiled as she grabbed her bag and headed for the door. She was happy that it appeared that Bridget would be getting laid more often, but before she did, Bree still had errands to run and people to see.

  

 
   
    Story 6 
 
    Claire Atwater let out a soft sigh of relief as the long meeting finally ended. Finally, her firm was about to hit the big time, the acquisition of the much coveted Saint-Abbott account was a symbol of success. It was a goal she had devoted all her energies to over the last few months, forsaking even the semblance of a personal life. 
 
    At forty-six, Claire was still a strikingly good-looking woman. Standing five eight and just a little over a hundred and thirty pounds, she wore her thick blonde hair cut just above the nape of her neck. Her small rounded breasts still drew attention, even when she was wearing one of the business jackets and skirts that she normally wore to the office. 
 
    Many a colleague had asked her out over the years, only to be gently rebuffed. Since the night she had first gone to bed with another girl, the businesswoman had never pictured herself as being with anyone other than another woman. 
 
    It was hard for Claire to keep from breaking out into relief-filled laughter as a few of the other negotiators came up to congratulate her on the deal. Finally, one by one they left the conference room, until only she was left. Or so she thought. 
 
    Looking out the window down onto René-Lévesque Street, and then the city of Montreal spread out beyond, Claire finally let herself relax. It had been a long hard climb, but in the end was worth it. All of her dreams were about to come true, well her professional ones at least. 
 
    "I don't mean to intrude," a quiet yet powerful voice from behind startled the blond haired woman, causing her to jump just a barely perceptible distance. 
 
    She turned around to face the speaker, greatly surprised at whom it turned out to be. 
 
    "I'm sorry if I startled you," Vivian Saint-Abbott said with a warm smile. "I just wanted to add my congratulations to the others. Aside from the fact that I was impressed myself by the presentation, I'm always pleased when a woman achieves success, especially in a field too often dominated by men with inferior talents." 
 
    "Thank you," Claire replied, wondering if there was something more in Vivian's choice of words. "I'm sure we'll do a job that'll justify your decision in picking us." 
 
    "Oh, I really don't take part in the decision making process, at least as far as the business is concerned," Vivian said as she looked beyond Claire to the long row of framed photographs on the conference room walls. "I'm much too easily swayed by a pretty face to make an impartial decision. That's what I have a staff for, to keep it all on a professional level." 
 
    The salt-and-pepper-haired fifty-two-year-old's choice of words seemed to be carefully selected and contain twin meanings. Watching her examine the photographs, Claire couldn't help but wonder if she was trying to send her a message. 
 
    Throughout the long weeks of discussions, Vivian Saint-Abbott had been noticeably absent from the meetings. It was only at the final conference that she made an appearance, and even then she had remained unusually silent through the proceedings. 
 
    Despite her silence, it wasn't as if Claire hadn't paid a great deal of attention to the older woman. Slightly taller, wearing the latest designer fashions, Vivian Saint-Abbott was perhaps the most attractive woman she had seen in quite a long time. It would've been an outright lie to say that, despite the importance of the subject matter being discussed, Claire hadn't allowed her mind to wander for a brief moment to consider Vivian as a woman. 
 
    More than once, Claire's eyes had found themselves drawn to the swell of Vivian's larger mounds, as well as the smoothness of her long legs. It didn't help Claire's concentration to recall that it had been over six months since she'd last been with a woman. 
 
    A hundred and eighty nights since she had felt the body of another woman against her own, and that had been only a brief single encounter with a woman she met at a business conference in Toronto. Still, the memory of Rhonda's flesh against her own, and the softness of her lips were still fresh in her memory. Fresh because it was all she had to warm her on those coldest of nights. 
 
    "These are beautiful animals," Vivian said as she reached the end of the row. "Do you ride?" 
 
    Claire moved over to Vivian's side and looked at the photograph she was looking at. It was an image of the horses at the riding stable she liked to frequent. 
 
    "It's one of my passions," Claire replied, "but I never seem to be able to find the time anymore. The price of success I guess." 
 
    "Oh you must find the time," Vivian said. "What good is success if you don't take the time to enjoy life as well." 
 
    "I guess you're right," Claire said, not wanting to disagree with her newest client. 
 
    "I love to ride as well," Vivian continued. "We have a small stable out at our country house at Lake Saint-François on the Chemin de l'Anse, but it's so hard to find good riding partners." 
 
    "I imagine so," Claire replied. 
 
    "You know, I just had the most wonderful idea," Vivian said as she turned to face Claire. "The weather is supposed to be quite lovely this weekend. Why don't you come out to Hudson and ride with me. In fact, why not spend the weekend. I can't think of a better way to begin our new relationship." 
 
    Claire was greatly surprised by the offer. She looked deep into Vivian's eyes and saw a spark that she found strangely familiar. A look she had seen in her own mirror many times. 
 
    "I'd love to," Claire answered, still lost in the depths of her eyes. 
 
    "Excellent," Vivian smiled, turning on her feet and snapping up her bag off the conference table. "I'll send a car by to pick you up in the morning." 
 
    With that she was gone. 
 
    Claire now stood alone in the empty conference room. Just before she had left, the blond had seen something else in the older woman's eyes. Something both enticing and forbidden. 
 
    Claire awoke with anticipation the next working, quickly tossing off the covers of her bed and heading into the shower. The hot running water felt wonderful against her skin as she ran soapy hands across her body. As she began to run her hands, now filled with shampoo through her hair, she let her mind wander. 
 
    Laying awake last night, she had considered the idea that perhaps she was making too much of what she perceived as Vivian's interest in her. After all, there was no reason for her to assume that Vivian even knew that she was a lesbian, much less that she might be one as well. 
 
    It wasn't like the forty-six year old made any effort to conceal it, having come out soon after college. Yet at the same time she didn't exactly wear a nametag that said it either. Vivian might actually be interested in no more than a riding companion. Either way, she promised herself that she would take advantage of the day, whatever did or didn't develop, and enjoy herself. 
 
    Dressing took a short time as she'd laid out her clothes and riding gear the night before. When the car Vivian had promised showed up a short time later, Claire was ready to go. 
 
    When she first arrived at the country house, Claire had been met by a quite beautiful young twenty-year old platinum blond named Stéphanie. The French-speaking girl was quite well endowed, something that was hard to miss in the rather provocative maid's outfit that she wore. It wasn't anything that the girl actually did or said, but Claire got the distinct impression that she resented her being there. 
 
    Vivian appeared a few minutes later, wearing what Claire knew to be a quite expensive riding outfit. Just the tall leather boots cost more then most working women made in a week. She instructed Stéphanie to show Claire where she could change, then said she'd meet her guest out by the stables around the back of the house. 
 
    Vivian had been right about more than a few things. The weather was indeed lovely, at least for most of the morning, and it had been much too long since Claire took time off to enjoy herself. The horse she been lent was a fine animal and a pleasure to ride. And the trails around the Saint-Abbott estate were incredible as well. Just the sort of place that Claire pictured herself having when she dreamed of unlimited success. 
 
    They had been riding for well over an hour, alternating between slow walks and racing bursts across the countryside. The two women were having so much fun that it was almost too late that they noticed the darkening clouds quickly moving in from the East. 
 
    "Oh damn," Vivian said in futile protest when she saw the clouds, "I was so hoping that they were wrong when they changed the weather forecast early this morning." 
 
    As they made their way back to the house, it became obvious that the now dark gray clouds would overtake them before they got there. The sky echoed with a resounding thunderclap, sending a torrential downpour onto them as they were still an eighth of a mile from their goal. The intensity of the shower was such that even in that short distance, they were soaked to the skin. 
 
    Two of the stable hands ran out to meet them, taking care of the animals as they led them back to their quarters. As they stepped into the rear door of the kitchen, Stéphanie was waiting for them with twin crystal balloons of warm brandy. 
 
    "Oh that feels good," Claire said as the warmth of the liquid spread across her cold and wet body. 
 
    As she finished her own drink, Vivian instructed the maid to take Claire to the guest bedroom down the hall from her own. She would be able to shower there and get out of those wet things. When they reached the top of the stairs, her hostess excused herself and headed for her own bathroom. 
 
    As she watched Vivian walk away, Claire realized that she had been staring at the way the older woman's clothes clung to her body, outlining the shape of her breasts. From the look of disapproval on Stéphanie's face, it was obvious that her attentions hadn't gone unnoticed. Claire sincerely hoped that Vivian hadn't been offended. 
 
    Stepping out of the shower, Claire felt clean and refreshed. Wrapping a large white towel around her body, she moved into the connecting bedroom and was surprised to find that her clothes weren't laid out on the bed as she expected. In fact, even the clothing she had just taken off was gone. 
 
    "Stéphanie?" she inquired as she poked her head out into the hall. 
 
    When no response was forthcoming, the blond haired woman checked her towel and walked out into that hall. The door to the adjacent master bedroom was wide open. Pausing at the entrance, Claire called out her hostess' name, getting the same silence in reply. More than a little curious, she stepped inside. 
 
    "Ca alors!" Claire exclaimed as she took in the master bedroom. 
 
    The room was like something out of another century. Dominated by a large oversized four-poster bed that looked to actually be that old, the rest of the decor matched the period. There was one great exception however, one which caught both her eye and her interest. 
 
    Attached next to one of the four bedposts were a set of fur-lined leather restraints. Holding one in her hand, Claire felt her heart quicken. Running her fingers along the fur lining, additional sensations radiated from between her legs. 
 
    "Do my little trinkets interest you?" 
 
    "Oh Mon Dieu!" Claire called out as she realized that Vivian had caught her going through her room. 
 
    "I do seem to be making a habit of surprising you, don't I?" she said. 
 
    Wearing a short white terrycloth robe, Vivian walked over to her houseguest and touched the leather restraint in her hand. 
 
    "Vivian, I'm so sorry," Claire said, trying to explain her invasion of Vivian's privacy. "I couldn't find my clothes and then the door was open and ..." 
 
    "Do things like this interest you?" the older woman repeated, ignoring Claire's apology. 
 
    Claire looked into the older woman's eyes. Within them, the fire she had only caught a glimpse of the day before now radiated brightly. The pulse of her heart now thundered in her head and she felt a glowing lump in her throat. Her skin felt flushed, mirroring her emotional response to the question. 
 
    "Yes," she said softly. 
 
    "I didn't quite hear that," Vivian said. 
 
    "Yes, things like that interest me," Claire said in a louder voice. 
 
    "And do I interest you as well?" the salt-and-pepper-haired woman asked. 
 
    "Oh yes," the younger woman replied, her voice filled with anticipation. 
 
    "Excellent," Vivian smiled as she reached up and stroked Claire's cheek. 
 
    "Perhaps we can find a more, how shall we say, interesting way to spend a rainy afternoon," Vivian concluded, the tone of her voice making no mistake that she was totally in control of the moment. "Would you like that?" 
 
    Claire just couldn't find her voice to respond, but her expression gave her consent. Vivian reached out and undid the folds of the towel wrapped around her guest, undoing the edges and letting it fall to the floor. Her eyes took it the length of Claire's nude body, her appreciation of it quite evident. 
 
    "You are quite beautiful, mon chéri," Vivian said as she reached out and gently ran her fingers across Claire's breasts. "I was taken with you from the moment I saw you yesterday. Tout à fait beau en effet." 
 
    Vivian's heart was racing as she felt Claire's fingers caress her flesh. It was as if the woman could look into her soul and see her most secret desires. Desires she normally would never admit to anyone she had known so short a time. 
 
    "Undo my robe," Vivian told Claire, the strength in her voice making it a command and not a request. 
 
    With hands she had to keep from shaking with excitement, Claire followed the instruction and undid the robe's white sash. As it fell to the wayside, the robe fell open as well, giving her an almost unrestricted look at the body beneath. A view that became total as she reached up and carefully slid it off Vivian's shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. 
 
    Claire had always thought she had kept her body in great shape for someone her age, but looking at this woman before her made her reconsider that thought. Six years older, Vivian had the body a woman a decade younger than Claire would've been envious of. 
 
    Her breasts were large and full, showing little effect of the passage of time. Dark pink circles capped each one with a thick, erect nipple in the center. Her stomach was flat and smooth, her legs long and muscular as well. The only clue to her age might've been the patch of hair between her legs, but when Claire's eyes moved down to look, she found a mound shaved smooth. 
 
    "I take it you approve?" Vivian asked. 
 
    "Oh yes," Claire replied, wondering if at any moment she would wake up in her bed and find this was all a dream. 
 
    "I want you to pleasure me," Vivian said in the same tone she had used before. 
 
    Claire hesitated, but only for the briefest of moments. She knew the request was a test of both her resolve and her imagination. It wouldn't do to come up short on either one. 
 
    Pressing their bodies together, Claire threw her arms tightly around Vivian's neck as their lips came together. The soft press of Vivian's mouth against her own sent a sudden warmth throughout her body. While the touch of her tongue in Claire's mouth was enough to make her feel lightheaded. 
 
    As their tongues continued to caress each other, Claire gently ran her hands up and down Vivian's body, her fingers caressing the warm, smooth flesh. They moved down to her buttocks, tracing a fading line with her nails, then slid across and between her legs to transverse the smooth sex between. Finally up across her stomach to cup each of her large breasts, massaging the tips with infinite care. 
 
    The blond lifted one breast to her mouth and replaced her fingers with her lips and tongue. Gently at first, then harder with the passions building within her, Claire stroked and tickled the pale skin, taking the dark tips into her mouth. 
 
    "Tu es très gentille," Vivian moaned softly as she guided her other mound into Claire's mouth as the younger woman repeated her actions. 
 
    Claire continued to kiss and lick her way down Vivian's body, leaving a trail of building desire. She dropped to her knees and her face paralleled Vivian's sex. A treasure Vivian made more accessible as she spread her legs wider, lifting one of them and letting it come to rest on a dressing chair. 
 
    Totally consumed with the fires raging within her, Claire wasted no time on preliminaries. She used both hands to press apart the folds of Vivian's sex and pressed her face between them. Her tongue eagerly partook of the sweet nectar within as it moved in every direction. Thrusts that translated into pleasing waves of joy across Vivian's body. 
 
    Vivian held Claire's head tight between her legs, calling out words of encouragement as she rode the building rapids forming within her. Encouragement that became more forceful as they went on. 
 
    She had known from the moment she had met Claire yesterday that the businesswoman had a submissive streak in her and that she had to have her. How she knew was something Vivian could never explain. She only knew that she was rarely wrong about such things. That thought, and the even more exciting one that the game was only beginning, brought her to the edge of orgasm. 
 
    "Baise-moi, chienne," Vivian called out as she felt the first waves of her orgasm breaking within her, "Baise-moi avec ta langue!" 
 
    Vivian's body shuddered as she enjoyed the results of Claire's labors. A gift she shared with the woman on he knees before her as the fruits of her eruption gushed forth. A bounty Claire eagerly drank deep of, as it filled her mouth and covered her face. A feast she had greatly missed during her long months of abstinence. 
 
    "That was very good, ma chère," Vivian said as she finally released her hold on the back of Claire's head. 
 
    Even without Vivian's hands holding her in place, Claire continued to lick her prize for a short time more. She wanted to savor every precious drop. Finally, there was no more to enjoy. 
 
    "Tu es délicieuse," Claire said as she ran her tongue across her lips to clean them as well. "Did I please you, Madame Saint-Abbott?" she added, hoping she was showing the right measure of deference. 
 
    "You pleased me greatly," Vivian smiled as she indicated with her hand that Claire should get back to her feet. "I am impressed." 
 
    "Oh thank you," Claire replied with all of the emotion she could put into those simple three words. 
 
    It was rare that she came across a woman such as Vivian Saint-Abbott. One that could recognize within her the need to be sexually dominated. Few people, men or women, could understand how she could be a dynamic businesswoman, totally in charge of her life, and still have a desire to be treated in such a way. Long ago, Claire had decided that she had two options in regard to her particularity. 
 
    One course of action was to seek professional help to find the cause of her desires, something that could take years or a lifetime. Another option was to simply accept that was who she was and enjoy that aspect of her personality. In the long run, the latter seemed a more viable solution. 
 
    "Perhaps you might like to try those little bracelets that you had found so fascinating when I came in?" Vivian suggested as she stepped across the room and lifted one of them in her hand. 
 
    Claire's heart skipped a beat in excitement. When she had first come across the fur-lined restraints, she had imagined what it would be like to wear them. Like so many other things, it had been a long time since she played with such toys. 
 
    "May I?" she asked. 
 
    "May I what?" Vivian snapped back. 
 
    "May I, Mistress?" Claire corrected herself, raising her level of submission another notch. 
 
    "Are you sure?" Vivian asked, 
 
    "Oh yes, Mistress," Claire said. 
 
    "Very well," Vivian said as she undid the strap of the cuff in her hand. "Come here." 
 
    Claire quickly moved to her and placed her hand in the restraint. Vivian closed the cuff and tied it shut. Then she placed Claire's other wrist in its twin, binding that tightly as well. 
 
    Now restrained, Claire couldn't lower her arms. The thin but strong chain between the leather bindings ran up to and through a small metal ring coming out of the ceiling. 
 
    Vivian stepped behind Claire. Pressing her body against the blonde's bare back, she rubbed her breasts against it while reaching around the hanging woman to play with her smaller breasts. 
 
    "Oh yes," Claire moaned softly, "your hands feel so good." 
 
    Vivian slid her hand up and pulled Claire's head back, just enough so that she could kiss her. The kiss was forceful and full of passion, sending a shudder through Claire. 
 
    "You truly love being a slut under it all, don't you?" Vivian asked as she broke the kiss. "Giving your body to someone stronger for their pleasure? 
 
    "De l'cOh maîtresse oui," Claire replied, baring her most secret desires. 
 
    "Well then, mon joli," Vivian smiled as she ran her fingers down between Claire's legs and across her small blond mound. "We shall have to see that you are not disappointed." 
 
    The salt-and-pepper-haired woman continued to play with Claire for a while longer, sliding long slender fingers in and out of her sex. Every once in a while she would spread her fingers and caress Claire's excited clitoris as well. Just enough to keep her level of excitement at a fever pitch. 
 
    "You like to be penetrated, don't you?" Vivian asked. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," 
 
    "Have you ever been penetrated by a man?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," came Claire's immediate reply. In the most technical sense of the word, the forty-six year old was still a virgin. 
 
    "But you do enjoy being fucked by another woman?" Vivian concluded. 
 
    "Oh yes, Mistress. 
 
    "Excellent." a beaming Vivian said. 
 
    Removing her hand from within Claire, Vivian stepped over to the other side of the bed and pulled on a long sash that seemed connected to a lever in the wall. In the distance, the bound woman could hear a series of small bells ringing. 
 
    A few moments later, the sound of the bells was replaced by that of soft steps in the outer hallway. Claire suddenly felt herself become anxious over the idea that someone else might see this side of her. 
 
    Thankfully, whomever Vivian had summoned with the bells, came no further than just before the open door. Stepping outside to speak to whoever it was, the mistress of the house said something that Claire couldn't hear. Then she stepped back into the bedroom. 
 
    Moving back to her helpless captive, Vivian ran her right hand across Claire's breasts, stopping to admire the small, hard nipples. Bending over slightly, she planted a soft, wet kiss on each of them. 
 
    "Vous goûtez bon aussi," Vivian said as she ran her tongue back and forth across the large pink circles. 
 
    The touch of her tongue occupied so much of Vivian's attention that she didn't notice the return of those soft steps in the hallway. Or that those steps had continued this time until the owner had walked into the room as well. 
 
    "Dieu D'Oh!" a surprised Claire gasped as she looked over and saw Stéphanie standing in the center of the room. In her hands she held a large silver tray, the contents of which were covered by an equally large silk napkin. 
 
    The young girl at first gave Claire no notice, as if walking into the master bedroom and finding a naked woman chained there was an everyday occurrence. Then it occurred to Claire that it might not be an everyday occurrence, but one not so rare as to give her pause. 
 
    "J'ai apporté ce que vous avez demandé, Madame." she said as she brought the tray over to Vivian. 
 
    It was difficult, but not impossible for Claire to turn enough to see what was on the tray. Lifting one hand as high as she could, she just about managed it. 
 
    She was speechless when Vivian removed the silk covering to reveal a very realistic rendering of male genitalia. A version attached to an elaborate leather hardness that made it clear it was meant to be worn by someone that hadn't been born with such. 
 
    "Y aura-t-il toute autre chose, Madame?" Stéphanie asked as she turned slightly and for the first time, looked directly at Claire. 
 
    Looking right back at her, Claire suddenly understood the look on the young girl's face, both now and when she had first arrived. It wasn't a look of resentment as she had first thought or even of disapproval as she had just feared. It was a look of envy. As if she wanted to be in Claire's place. It made the older woman wonder how many times she had been in her place. 
 
    "No, there's nothing else ..." Vivian started to say as she undid the straps so she could slide the harness around her. "Wait a moment," she said as she looked first at Claire, then at Stéphanie, then back at Claire." 
 
    A wide smile formed on her face as she adjusted the straps, pulling them tight. Vivian couldn't imagine what she was thinking. 
 
    "Préparez-la," she instructed Stéphanie. 
 
    "Prepare me?" Claire thought as she repeated Vivian's order in her mind. 
 
    Stéphanie didn't hesitate. She moved over to Claire and dropped down to her knees. Then, in an imitation of the position that the older blond had assumed a short time before, the younger one began to probe Claire's womanhood with her tongue and fingers. 
 
    Slowly at first, Stéphanie licked her, exploring her vagina, savoring the honeyed nectar. Then she began to quicken the pace until she reached a rhythm that sent first little, then larger ripples throughout Claire's body. As they slowly built in intensity, Claire knew that if she continued, they could easily lead to an orgasm. 
 
    "Oh God," Claire thought as the twenty-year-old licked her with a skill she hadn't felt from woman twice Stéphanie's age. "This girl is incredible." 
 
    The young woman continued to work her magic as Vivian moved to Claire's side as well. She watched her maid carry out her instructions for a short while, then stepped up on top of the high chest that rested next to the bed. It raised her to a height where her midsection was now just about even with Claire's head. 
 
    "Suck me," she said in her no nonsense tone as she lifted her temporary manhood and ran her long slender fingers up and down it. 
 
    Claire had never given a blow job to a man, but had two previous lovers who liked to act out the part. Opening her mouth as wide as she could, she slid as much of the boytoy into her mouth as she could. 
 
    The lack of any sensation other than the mental excitement of pleasing a lover while she sucked Vivian off was quickly balanced by the excited waves of rising passion that Stéphanie was producing. The young woman was indeed a jewel, easily worth whatever it was that Vivian was paying her. Claire would be greatly surprised later when she learned that Stéphanie wasn't paid anything at all. What she did, she did for the love of her Mistress. 
 
    Finally, Vivian decided that it was time and instructed Stéphanie to stop. Much to Claire's disappointment, the young woman did just that. Vivian removed her toy from Claire's mouth and Stéphanie was quick to help her down from the chest. 
 
    "Ce sera tout," she told the maid as she dismissed her. 
 
    Without another word or a look back, the platinum-haired girl turned and left the room. 
 
    "Now it's just us, ma chère," Vivian said as she again took up position behind Claire and placed her cockhead against the entrance to her sexual soul. 
 
    She pressed her fingers inside of Claire for a moment, knowing that her maid's attentions had left the woman well prepared. Having been on the receiving end of those attentions many times, she knew well what Stéphanie was capable of. 
 
    With that, she began rubbing the round tip of her cock up and down the length of Claire's pussy before taking a firm grip and pushing it within her. 
 
    "Aaaaa!" Claire yelled as she felt herself being penetrated . 
 
    "Relax." Vivian said as she eased the strap on out a little, before pushing it back in twice the depth of her first attempt. 
 
    Vivian reached around and rubbed her fingers against Claire's clit, balancing her discomfort with an added pleasure. As long as she could remember, she loved taking such a superior role in her lovemaking. Almost as much as she knew Claire enjoyed being on the receiving end of her passion. 
 
    Vivian began to thrust deeper within Claire with an ever increasing frequency. With her cock firmly within her lover, Vivian allowed her hand to explore other aspects of Claire's body. As she increased her thrusts even more Vivian could feel the walls of Claire's sex grabbing hold of her as she pressed inside of her. 
 
    "You love this, don't you, petite salope?" Vivian asked between thrusts as she grabbed both of the younger woman's hips and pulled her ass hard against her. 
 
    "Oh yes," Claire panted as she began to match Vivian's rhythm and draw her deeper inside her. 
 
    Vivian slid her hands up and down Claire'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 Claire against her. Vivian always got off fucking other women in this way. She loved to be in control. 
 
    The constant rubbing against Vivian's own clitoris 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. 
 
    Claire's cries grew louder and louder as she implored Vivian to bring her to the climax she so desperately craved. Back in her apartment in the city, her tendency to shout at the top of her lungs in the middle of lovemaking was a definite problem. Here, far out in the country, she could scream as long and loud as she wished. 
 
    "Shall I stop?" Vivian asked as she paused for a brief heartbeat. 
 
    "Noooo!!" Claire screamed. 
 
    "Perhaps I should untie you and let you go?" 
 
    "Dear God, No!!" 
 
    "What shall I do then?" Vivian asked. 
 
    "Fuck me!" Claire shouted. "Fuck me until I come!" 
 
    Lost in the fury of her passion, Vivian again grabbed Claire's hair and pulled her head back. With a fierce fire in her dark eyes, Vivian 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. 
 
    "I'm going to come," Claire gasped as Vivian's tongue slid out of her mouth. 
 
    A few last thrusts were enough to unleash the explosion that had been building within the two of them. Both bodies jerked violently as they were consumed by a rapture that ripped through each of them. 
 
    Claire drove her nails deep into her hands as an orgasmic paralysis gripped her. Vivian continued to pummel the captive pussy that was pressed so tightly against her own. Until she too was gripped by that same loss of control. 
 
    Finally it was done and a totally exhausted Vivian slid out of Claire and dropped down hard onto the storage chest. It took her a few long breaths before she could even speak. 
 
    Claire was likewise drained, held up only by the strength of her restraints. Every muscle in her body seemed to ache. It was the most wonderful ache she could remember. 
 
    Vivian finally got to her feet and undid the straps of her toy. Lifting the cockhead to her lips, she licked Claire's sweetness from it, leaving not a single remnant. 
 
    "I'll send Stéphanie back to help you clean up," Vivian said as she reverted back to her role as Mistress of the Manor. "Feel free to make use of any of her talents you find desirable. Dinner will be at six." 
 
    Claire just hung there, totally amazed at the myriad aspects of Vivian Saint-Abbott's personality. The woman was a puzzle within a riddle. One minute a ferocious Mistress and lover, the next a concerned hostess. 
 
    The sound of footsteps grew louder out in the hall, signaling Stéphanie's return. As Claire turned to look as the young woman appeared in the doorway, she received another surprise in a day full of them. 
 
    For the first time since she had met her, the platinum blond was smiling. A smile filled with an obvious sense of anticipation. 
 
    The girl reached up and undid Claire's restraints, brushing against the older woman's breasts as she did. The simple touch sent another shiver of excitement through Claire's body. 
 
    "How many more surprises," she thought as she pulled Stéphanie close and kissed her, "is this weekend going to hold?" 
 
    As she felt the younger girl respond to her kiss, Claire decided that she was in no real hurry to find out. It was more fun just to let them unfold one at a time. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 7 
 
    Rachel Kent stood at the glass counter just to the right of the restaurant's vestibule. Without conscious effort, the twenty-two year old redhead smiled warmly at the lunchtime customers as they came in, welcoming them to D'Martini's. It was a greeting she had perfected long ago, which was good, because putting on a happy face was the furthest thing from her mind right now. Instead, her thoughts dwelled on the question of how had she had gotten herself into the mess she was in. No, that wasn't right, she corrected herself; she knew exactly how she had gotten into it. What she needed to figure out was, how was she going to get out of it? 
 
    How had the most innocent of decisions, she asked herself again, led to such an unmitigated disaster? It was a question that caused her to once more recall the events of the last twenty-four hours. 
 
    It was already ten minutes past the end of her shift, and Rachel had her coat on and was headed for the door. She'd almost made it when Clarence Winchester, the owner of D'Martini's, stopped her and asked if she would mind doing him a small favor. Before heading home, he asked, could she drop off the morning receipts at First National Bank? He normally would've done it himself during his noontime walk, but one of the cooks had called in sick and he'd been too tied up to do so. 
 
    The truth was, Rachel had indeed minded, especially since not only was the bank a half mile in the wrong direction, but she was supposed to meet her boyfriend, Frankie, in less than an hour. But as much as she had wanted to say no, she knew she couldn't afford to, and instead flashed her patented false smile, saying she'd be happy to help out. If only she'd been honest, she told herself, she wouldn't be in her current predicament. 
 
    Life really hadn't worked out the way she thought it would, back when she'd been head cheerleader and most popular girl at Darbyville High. Back then, she'd believed that studying hard and getting good grades was for those without active social lives. In her mind, it was enough just to get a passing grade. 
 
    And while she was willing to give college a try, if only for the partying possibilities, her track record in high school made her father a bit reluctant to foot that bill. As a compromise, he'd suggested she take out a student loan to pay her tuition, with the promise that if she managed to actually get herself a degree, he would pay it off when she was done. Otherwise it would be her responsibility to make restitution. 
 
    It was a gamble she hadn't been willing to take, at least not back then, so she had passed on the offer. So while most of her classmates continued their schooling, Rachel went off to work. It never occurred to her that the road ahead wouldn't be full of possibilities. 
 
    Her job here at D'Martini's had been her fourth job since graduation, and the only one that she'd had for more than a year. Now, she wasn't sure if she'd still have it at the end of the day. 
 
    When Rachel had reached the block the bank was on, she was confronted by a police barrier and a street full of fire trucks. The fire seemed concentrated in a building two doors down from First National, but it had caused all the businesses around it to close early, including the 
 
    bank. 
 
    Rachel had considered for a moment whether she should take the money back to the restaurant. A glance at her watch, however, told her that would make her even later than she already was. The bank would be open in the morning, she reasoned, and she could make the deposit just as easily then. Such were the simple decisions, she would later realize, which could change your life. 
 
    Twenty minutes after she left the fire scene, Rachel met up with Frankie McManus, her boyfriend of the last four months. A mechanic at Petrocelli Auto, Frankie was not only drop-dead handsome, with a body the result of at least three days a week in the gym, but he was, almost as importantly, truly incredible in bed. Regrettably, the combination had also been enough for Rachel to overlook some of the twenty-nine year old's faults. 
 
    As early as a month into their relationship, their dates had fallen into a predictable pattern, and last night had proved no different. Dinner and a movie, then back to her place, the over-the-garage apartment behind her parents' house which her father had the nerve, in her mind, to actually charge her rent for. It didn't matter that it was less than half what he would've gotten on the open market. Once there, it wasn't long before the two of them were fucking each other's brains out. 
 
    Several hours later, Rachel awoke and, as she glanced at the empty space next to her, she wasn't surprised to find Frankie gone from her bed. More often than not, he tended to leave soon after they had taken care of business. Tossing aside the sheet that covered her naked body, she headed for the bathroom, but paused halfway there when she caught her reflection in the large, stand-alone dressing mirror that had once belonged to her grandmother. 
 
    The body she saw in the mirror was one that pleased her greatly, having changed little from that of her cheerleading days. Her breasts were just large enough to catch a man's attention and firm enough that she could go bra-less when she chose to. Her hair was longer now then it had been back in school, coming down to just below her shoulders. The opposite was true of the hair below her waist, which had been reduced to a small, tightly trimmed patch. All the curves were still definitely in the right places, she liked to point out, and if she had wanted to try, she was sure she could fit into her old uniform easily enough. 
 
    Rachel was on the way back to bed when she noticed her pocketbook sitting on the kitchenette counter, despite the fact that she clearly remembered leaving it on the coffee table the night before. Concerned, she changed direction and checked the contents. Concern quickly turned to panic as not only was her wallet now empty, but the envelope with the restaurant's bank deposit was gone as well. 
 
    Pulling her cell phone from the bag, she frantically dialed Frankie's number, only to have it go to voice mail after what seemed like an endless number of unanswered rings. Frustrated, she left a message for him to call her as soon as he checked his phone. 
 
    An hour passed, and then two, until the glow of the morning sun began to appear in the window - and still no call from her missing boyfriend. Finally, just a bit after seven, there was a knock on the door and, after racing to it, Rachel pulled it open to find her bed partner of the previous night, looking somewhat worse for wear. 
 
    "Where the fuck have you been?" the furious redhead said without any preamble, not even letting him get into the apartment first, "and where the hell is the money that was in my purse?" 
 
    "Calm down, baby," Frankie said as he turned on the charm that had served him so well over the last few months. "I borrowed it for a few hours, that's all." 
 
    "Borrowed it?" Rachel asked in disbelief. "For what?" 
 
    "My man, Jesse sent me a text that he was working up a game that I just had to get in on," he said, a noticeable lack of concern in his tone. "I was just a few bucks short and I knew you wouldn't mind. I'd have gotten it all back to you in the morning." 
 
    "You thought I wouldn't mind if you went into my purse and took money out of it?" Rachel asked in disbelief. 
 
    "Sure, we're a couple, right?" he replied, causing Rachel to think that they obviously had different view of what their relationship entitled them to. 
 
    "There was a deposit envelope in my bag..." she started to say. 
 
    "Yeah, I was surprised about that," Frankie said. "I didn't think you had that kind of money." 
 
    "Where is it?" Rachel further asked, deciding that was the important thing and she could deal with the rest of it all later. 
 
    It was only then that the confident expression on Frankie's face changed. 
 
    "I'm afraid I ran into a little, unexpected problem," he said after a long pause. 
 
    "What do you mean, a little problem?" Jessie asked, certain that she wasn't going to like the answer. 
 
    "I sort of lost it," he said in an almost unheard voice. 
 
    "You did what?" Rachel thundered. 
 
    "I was doing great, in fact I had to have been up at least five hundred," Frankie said, "but then Billie Winslow, who normally can't play cards for shit, drew an inside straight and took the biggest pot of the night. That little bastard was never so lucky in his life." 
 
    "Are you telling me," Rachel said in a slow and deliberate tone, still unable to believe what was happening, "that you took money, that in no way belonged to you, and you lost it in a card game?" 
 
    "That's about it," Frankie said with a shrug that seemed to say, shit happens. 
 
    "There was more than a thousand dollars in that envelope," Rachel said, more to herself than to Frankie. 
 
    "Look, baby, I'll make it up to you," he said, again trying to turn on the charm. "I just need a few days, a week at most." 
 
    "Frankie, that wasn't my money," Rachel said, the shock of it all sinking in. "It belonged to the restaurant, I was supposed to deposit it this morning." 
 
    "Well, how the hell was I supposed to know that?" Frankie said, trying to claim some measure of innocence. 
 
    "You didn't have to know it," Rachel said. "All you had to know was that it wasn't yours." 
 
    Again, Frankie just sort of shrugged his shoulders, this time keeping his unspoken reply to himself. In the end, that was probably the best thing because, in his mind, he still couldn't see that he had done anything wrong. He'd been on such a hot streak lately, it never occurred to him to doubt that he would have been able to double that money and replace what he borrowed before she even woke up. 
 
    Rachel took another long deep breath, trying to regain a measure of calm. Her thoughts began to shift to damage control, trying to come up with a plan of action. She might have been guilty of poor judgment in bringing the deposit back home, but everything after that really hadn't been her fault. It was all a misunderstanding, really; all she had to do was have Frankie explain that he would pay it all back in just a few days, and that would be that. 
 
    "No fuckin' way, babe," Frankie unexpectedly said after Rachel explained what she wanted him to do, his tone becoming highly defensive. "What if that boss of yours calls the cops? I can't take that chance." 
 
    "I'm sure he wouldn't do that," Rachel said, even though she didn't know anything of the sort. 
 
    "You can't be sure, people act differently when money is involved," Frankie said, the irony in his words lost on himself. "And after all, you're the one who didn't make the bank deposit in the first place. If you had, then the money wouldn't have been in your bag." 
 
    Rachel just shook her head, unable to follow his twisted logic. As if it was somehow her fault that he took and lost the money. 
 
    "You know, the more I think about it," Frankie said, "the more I wonder why it's even my problem at all. In fact, maybe I never even saw that deposit envelope in your bag." 
 
    "What?" Rachel said. 
 
    "Yeah, in fact, now that I think about it even more, I'm sure it wasn't even there in the first place," Frankie grinned. "You must've lost it somewhere else." 
 
    "You miserable bastard!" Rachel cried out, slapping him across his face as hard as she could. 
 
    At first, Frankie didn't say a word. He just stood there and rubbed his hand across the red mark Rachel had left on his cheek. Then, in a cold, unemotional voice, he showed a side of his personality that Rachel had never seen before. 
 
    "That was really dumb, bitch," he said, anger in his eyes. 
 
    For a moment, Rachel was afraid that he might hit her back. Instead, he just turned and began to walk out the still open door. 
 
    "Wait a second, what about the money?" Rachel called out after him, her initial fear turning back to worry about the missing funds. 
 
    "Like I said, it's not my problem," he said, not even bothering to look back as he started down the staircase to the street below. 
 
    Rachel spent the next two hours trying to come up with an alternate plan, with little success. If she emptied out both her checking and savings account, she would still be about five hundred dollars short of what was missing. And of course there was the little matter of what she was going to live on if she did that. 
 
    She'd run down her list of friends, but none of them were likely to have that kind of money, all being in school or having jobs that paid no better than hers. There was always the possibility of asking her parents for a loan, but then she would have to explain just what had happened. Her father had never liked Frankie, and her trust in him would have been one more proof that she wasn't capable of handing her own affairs. No, going to her parents for help wasn't much of a solution either. 
 
    The clock on the wall finally said it was time to get dressed for work. She took a quick shower, then dressed in the black slacks and ruffled white blouse that all the hostesses at D'Martini's wore. It was time to face the music, she thought, hoping it wouldn't be a funeral dirge. 
 
    Uncharacteristically, Rachel was fifteen minutes early for her shift when she walked through the front door of the restaurant. She barely heard any of the good mornings of her fellow workers as she walked past them, concentrating instead on seeking out one worker in particular. 
 
    Finally, she spotted the short haired blonde coming out of the kitchen. Grabbing her arm, she pulled Heather Marks, who had been her friend since high school and had recommended her for this job, into the ladies' bathroom. 
 
    "Careful with the arm," Heather said as they came to a stop, "I might need it later on." 
 
    The whimsical nature of her complaint faded as she watched Rachel take a moment to double check the stalls to make sure they were empty. Then she saw the look of concern on the redhead's face. 
 
    "Rachel honey, what's wrong?" she asked. 
 
    "Heather, I can trust you, right?" Rachel asked in turn. 
 
    The blonde replied with a look that said, do you have to even ask. 
 
    "I'm in trouble," Rachel said, "big trouble." 
 
    Heather listened as Rachel told her story, not saying a word until she was done. Her first words, however, were not what the troubled redhead needed to hear. 
 
    "I hate to say this," Heather said, "but I can't say I'm surprised. How many times did I tell you that no matter how good a fuck he was, Frankie McManus was trouble waiting to happen?" 
 
    "That doesn't matter now," Rachel countered. "What am I going to do?" 
 
    "I don't think you have many options," Heather offered. "Do you think you could borrow any money from anyone, your parents maybe?" 
 
    "No, I already thought of that," Rachel quickly replied. 
 
    "Then the only thing I can think of is just tell Mr. Winchester the truth and hope he'll let you work it out somehow," Heather said. 
 
    "You've worked here a lot longer than I have," Rachel said. "How do you think he'll react?" 
 
    "I'm not sure," she replied. "He's always been a pretty good boss, but that can change real quickly when money is concerned and ..." 
 
    Heather had stopped in mid-sentence and her expression suddenly changed enough for Rachel to realize that there was something she didn't want to say. 
 
    "What?" Rachel asked. 
 
    "I'm not sure this is going to make you feel any better, but I just remembered something that happened a few months before you came to work here," Heather answered. 
 
    Rachel listened, her own expression changing to one of even greater concern as Heather related how a hostess was once found to be taking money from the register. It was never much, a ten here, twenty there, and over all only added up to a few hundred dollars. But rather than just fire her, Mr. Winchester had called the police and had her arrested right here in the restaurant. 
 
    "Oh fuck!" Rachel exclaimed. 
 
    "But that doesn't mean he would do the same with you," Heather quickly said, trying to sound hopeful. "After all, you didn't really steal anything, you just left it where someone else was able to take it." 
 
    "I am so screwed," Rachel lamented, no longer seeing much of a difference in that fact. 
 
    Long moments passed as Heather tried to think of what else she could suggest to her friend. Finally a course of action occurred to her - a desperate course, but the only one she could come up with. 
 
    "Do you want to know what I'd do if I were you?" Heather asked. 
 
    "Absolutely." 
 
    "I'd go into his office and tell him exactly what happened, be totally honest," she began, then took a deep breath and dived in. "Then I'd tell him that I'd pay back every penny, giving him as much up front right now as I could, to show my good faith." 
 
    Rachel found herself nodding her head in agreement. 
 
    "Then, and again, this is what I would do, I'd offer him something a little bit extra." 
 
    "You mean like interest on the money?" Rachel inquired. 
 
    "Actually," Heather said, pausing another long heartbeat before continuing, "I was thinking more along the line of offering to suck his cock." 
 
    "What?" Rachel said in disbelief. 
 
    "Oh, don't give me that 'I'm so shocked' look," Heather shot back. "We've known each other too long not to admit we've both done worse." 
 
    Rachel had to admit that, yes, she had more than once given a guy head for much poorer reason. So it wasn't the act itself that was giving her pause; rather, it was the balding and overweight, fifty-something restaurant owner that she would have to perform it on. 
 
    "Well you wanted to know what I would do," Heather said, noting the look on her friend's face. "I'm afraid that's the best I can come up with." 
 
    Rachel took another few moments to think about what Heather had suggested. Yes, there had been incidents in her past that she'd now rather forget, but at the time all of them had seemed like the thing to do. Was this really any different? 
 
    "Do you really think he'd go for something like that?" she heard herself ask Heather, surprising both of them in that she was actually considering the idea. 
 
    "Well, I can't know for sure, of course," Heather replied, "but I have seen how he sometimes looks at the girls out there, especially you. I don't think he'd ever make a pass at any of us, but if it was freely offered..." 
 
    "He might be receptive," Rachel said, completing the thought. 
 
    "Besides, what have you got to lose?" Heather pointed out. 
 
    "Not much," she admitted. 
 
    As the lunchtime crowd began to thin out, Rachel glanced back at the door leading to Mr. Winchester's office. She hadn't seen the owner so far today, but knew he had to be in, because one of the other girls had brought in the morning receipts a half hour ago. 
 
    Finally, it was time for her break and, summoning what courage she could, she headed toward the office door. She checked her appearance, then knocked on the door and waited for a response. It seemed like forever, but eventually she heard a muffled voice acknowledge her knock. Gripping the doorknob tightly, she turned it and stepped over the threshold. 
 
    As Rachel stepped inside, she saw the morning receipts spread across the desk and the tall chair behind it turned around towards the filing cabinet against the wall. Wondering if perhaps she had only imagined the barely audible voice a few moments before, Rachel cleared her throat to announce her presence. 
 
    "Do you mind if I speak to you for a moment, Mr. Winchester?" she then asked. 
 
    There was no reaction to her question at first, but then the chair began to slowly swing around. When it had reached the point where the occupant became visible, Rachel let out a small gasp of surprise. 
 
    "I'm sure he wouldn't mind at all," the woman in the chair said with a smile, "if he was here, that is." 
 
    Rachel recognized the woman behind the desk as Audrey Stewart, the business partner Clarence Winchester had taken on two years before when he'd had a few financial difficulties. Two inches taller than her own five foot five, the woman wore her light brown hair in a rather short cut, one that sometimes led people to describe her features as handsome rather than pretty. Once you dropped your gaze below the neckline, however, there was no doubt that she was all woman. Nature had given her assets that even the most gifted surgeons could only hope to copy. 
 
    It was a surprise to find her here, as the usually silent partner normally only stopped by once or twice a month to check on her investment. The last visit had only been the week before. 
 
    "I'm afraid Clarence had a family emergency that took him out of town last night," the thirty-three year old said, "something about his mother-in-law being ill. But if there's any sort of problem, I'm sure I can take care of it." 
 
    "There's no problem," Rachel quickly said. "I just wanted to talk to him about something, that's all." 
 
    "Good," Audrey said in reply, "I always like to see things running well here at D'Martini's." 
 
    "It can wait until he gets back," Rachel said as she started to leave, breathing a heavy sigh of relief at the thought that she'd just been granted a reprieve. She didn't wish his mother- in-law ill, but Rachel hoped that her sickness kept Mr. Winchester away long enough for her to come up with a more appealing solution. 
 
    She had gotten as far as the door, when Audrey unexpectedly called out her name. Hesitantly, she turned around in response. 
 
    "Rachel," Audrey said, "Clarence happened to mention to me before he left that he'd asked you to drop off yesterday's morning receipts at the bank on the way home. I don't see the deposit slip here; do you have it?" 
 
    Rachel paused as she tried to come up with any explanation other than the truth. When nothing came to mind, she reluctantly decided that she would have to go with that, or at least a selective version of it. 
 
    "I didn't get to make the deposit," she said hesitantly. "There was this big fire on the block and they closed the bank early." 
 
    "I heard something about that on the radio this morning," Audrey noted, "but didn't realize that it was on the same block as First National. No problem though, just give me back the deposit and I'll just add it to today's receipts." 
 
    "I.. I.." Rachel stuttered, wondering if she could lie convincingly enough to say she had left the envelope home in her apartment. With the weekend ahead of them, it might at least give her that much more time. "I don't have it. I mean, I took it home last night and left it on my kitchen counter. I was running a bit late and I ..." 
 
    "I see," the older woman said, her tone still casual. "I would really like to close out the week's books, though. Tell you what, it's usually pretty quiet around here until people start coming in for the early dinner special. Why don't you head home and pick it up? It shouldn't take that long, and I can drop it all off at the bank on my own way home." 
 
    The matter settled in her mind, Audrey turned her attention back to the papers on her desk, dismissing Rachel with a casual wave of her hand. It was only when she realized that the younger woman hadn't left that she looked back up. 
 
    "Was there something else?" Audrey asked, surprised that Rachel hadn't left. 
 
    "I really didn't forget the money at home," Rachel admitted after a short pause. 
 
    "I see," Audrey said, putting down the papers in her hand and giving the girl her full attention. "Why don't you have a seat and start from the beginning?" 
 
    Rachel sat herself down in the empty chair in front of the desk and, hoping for the best, told the truth and nothing but. At least up until the point where she came in this morning and had her talk with Heather. 
 
    "And obviously, that was what you had wanted to talk to Clarence about when you came in here," Audrey said once Rachel had finished, to which the hostess nodded her head in acknowledgement. 
 
    "So it seems that we do have a bit of a problem after all, don't we?" Audrey commented, rising from behind the desk and walking around to the front where she sat down on the edge next to Rachel. 
 
    Silence filled the room as she looked at Rachel, waiting to see if she had anything else to say. When nothing else was forthcoming, Audrey went on. 
 
    "I guess the question we have to consider now is," she said, "whatever shall we do about 
 
    it?" 
 
    "Like I said, I'm more than willing to make up the money," Rachel repeated, "half now and the rest as soon as I can." 
 
    "Yes, I understood that," Audrey said, "but I really do have to consider how Clarence would want me to handle this. After all, I'm just a limited partner and it is his business." 
 
    Rachel wasn't sure she liked the sound of that. 
 
    "I suppose I could simply turn the matter over to the Sheriff's office and let them sort it out," Audrey mused out loud, "but that would be somewhat hard on you, wouldn't it?" 
 
    Rachel thankfully recognized the question as rhetorical and didn't make a stupid comment. She found herself holding her breath in anticipation of what Audrey was going to say next. 
 
    "No, this is going to take a bit of consideration," the older woman said. "Clarence will be gone a few days at least, so it gives us a bit of time to think about what to do." 
 
    Rachel saw a glimmer of hope in that statement. 
 
    "I am a bit curious about something, though," Audrey said as she adjusted the skirt of the business outfit she was wearing. "You undoubtedly had a plan when you came in here, some line of thought on how to convince Clarence to let you work off the debt. Why is it that I have the feeling that there was more to it than what you've told me?" 
 
    With any chance of resolving the matter to her advantage resting on a razor's edge, Rachel knew she had to be as truthful as possible with the woman just a few feet in front of her. The question was, how was she going to explain what Heather had suggested she do? 
 
    "Please feel free to correct me if I'm wrong, but I can't help but think that it was your intention to offer Mr. Winchester a bit more of an incentive than you explained a minute ago - one of a more, shall we say, personal nature," Audrey offered, pointing out that she also couldn't help but notice that there were two more open buttons on Rachel's blouse than there had been when she had walked by the hostess earlier. 
 
    Rachel glanced down for a second and sure enough, an ample amount of cleavage was indeed visible, along with just a hint of the bra containing it. That she didn't even remember undoing the buttons when she had checked her appearance outside the door didn't bother her as much as the fact she'd been so lost in her concerns that she hadn't even noticed Audrey walk past her. What else might she have missed? 
 
    "Since I haven't heard an objection," Audrey continued after allowing her what she thought enough time to do so, "I guess I can assume I was right in my supposition. That being said, I'm further curious as to what that incentive might have been. Or to put it more simply, just how far were you willing to go?" 
 
    "I was going to offer to blow him," Rachel said with a bit of hesitation, deciding, in for a penny, in for a pound. 
 
    "I'd have been surprised if it was anything less," Audrey said, a small smile on her lips. "Still, we are talking about a great deal of money here. What were you planning to do if he wanted more than you were offering?" 
 
    The question took Rachel a bit by surprise. She had considered that Mr. Winchester might be one of those men who were actually faithful to his wedding vows. In fact, one of the more hopeful scenarios she's entertained had been that he would turn her down, but be so impressed by the offer that he'd let her off the hook. That he might ask for more hadn't even occurred to her. 
 
    "I'm not sure," she admitted honestly. 
 
    "I bet it never even occurred to you, did it?" Audrey asked, not needing a reply to know her answer. 
 
    Now that she was thinking about it, Rachel had to admit that, in view of the alternatives, there was indeed little she might not be willing to consider in order to get out of this fix. 
 
    Audrey waited another moment or two to let Rachel think about it, then added her own observation. 
 
    "Well, for what it's worth," Audrey said as she slid off the desk and began walking back around to her chair, "I think that if I was in your situation, with the very real possibility of the police becoming involved, I'd be willing to go pretty far to prevent that possibility as well." 
 
    She paused for a second as she sat back down, then added. 
 
    "Also, for whatever it might be worth, I think that, had he been here, Clarence would've been impressed by your offer - very impressed indeed," she said with a smile. 
 
    Behind that smile was the memory of having once had dinner with Clarence and his wife soon after having become partners, after which she had formed a definitely unflattering opinion of Mrs. Winchester. An opinion confirmed a few months later when, after sharing a few drinks one night, Clarence had shared the confidence that his wife had lost all interest in things sexual early on in their marriage and that, on occasion, he had turned to others for solace. 
 
    That her plan, however desperate it might have seemed, would probably have worked brought little comfort to Rachel. Now she was back at square one and she wasn't sure what her next stop was going to be. 
 
    "You know, with the length you were now admittedly willing to go to in order to resolve the situation," Audrey said, her tone reflecting an even stronger touch of curiosity than before, "I'm curious if, after you realized that the players in this little drama had changed, you entertained, even for a little bit, the possibility of making the same offer to me that you planned to make to Clarence?" 
 
    Audrey's question caused the look on Rachel's face to turn from disappointment to confusion - a change that made the older woman realize that she had asked her question under a false assumption. What was, she believed, common knowledge evidently wasn't as common as she had thought. 
 
    "I'm sorry, I just assumed that you knew," Audrey offered. "I've been called "that dyke bitch" so many times that it never occurred to me that you didn't." 
 
    Actually, Rachel had indeed heard a waitress once refer to Audrey in just those terms, but at the time didn't take it literally. Evidently, she should have. 
 
    "Not the most flattering of terms, I'll admit," Audrey grinned, "but technically accurate, at least the first half." 
 
    "Are you saying you want me to..." Rachel started to say as comprehension dawned. "You mean you want you and I to ..." 
 
    Audrey let her consider the implication for a bit and then laughed. 
 
    "No, that was just my sometimes warped sense of humor coming into play," she chuckled. "I guess that the latter part of that epithet is also sometimes true." 
 
    "Then you're not really a ..." Rachel started to ask. 
 
    "No, I am most definitely a card-carrying carpet muncher." Audrey grinned. "I guess I was just a bit curious as to what your reaction to the question might have been." 
 
    For the briefest of moments, Rachel was uncertain whether she should've felt relieved or disappointed. She had never had any real curiosity about other women before, but in the few seconds that Audrey's question had been out there, it had made her wonder. 
 
    During that same short interlude, Audrey herself had been taken aback a bit by her own reaction. Pretty as the girl sitting across from her was, Audrey knew from comments by other employees that she was as straight as an arrow. So why had she even suggested what she had? Especially since coercion had never been her style. More importantly, knowing what she knew, why had those few seconds when she considered the image of Rachel down between her legs produced a reaction both immediate and profound? 
 
    "So what do I do about the money?" Rachel asked, hesitant to bring up the question again, but finding it a safer topic than the one that had just flashed through her mind. 
 
    "I think that perhaps the best thing I can think of is to take the weekend to consider it," Audrey replied, also a bit relieved to change the subject. "But not to worry, I'm sure we can work something out to everyone's satisfaction. Contrary to what I said before, I'm really not a bitch - well, at least most of the time." 
 
    "Thank you," Rachel said, an intense sense of relief washing over her as she realized that this all might just work out after all. "Thank you so very much." 
 
    She started to rise from the chair when the phone on the desk rang and Audrey reached out to answer it. Not certain if Audrey was done with her, Rachel waited to be sure. 
 
    "Oh no, that's terrible," Rachel heard Audrey say in response to something she had just been told by whoever it was on the other end of the phone conversation. "Of course I'm disappointed," she continued after listening a bit more, "but the important thing is that you take care of yourself first. Don't give anything else a second thought." 
 
    The conversation went on just a bit longer, then Audrey brought it to a close. She seemed to actually forget that Rachel was there until the younger woman broke the silence. 
 
    "Bad news?" Rachel said. 
 
    "Of a sort," Audrey replied, seeing no reason not to. "An old friend of mine is getting married up in Blue Ridge Junction tomorrow, and it seems my date for the ceremony took a fall last night and sprained her ankle rather badly. She'll be okay but she'll have to stay off it for the next few days at least." 
 
    "Oh, that's too bad," Rachel said in sympathy, then, not even thinking that the question might be inappropriate, asked out of curiosity if the lady in question was Audrey's girlfriend. 
 
    "No, I'm not seeing anyone seriously right now," Audrey replied, thinking nothing of the question. "Jenna and I went to school together." 
 
    "I'm sorry," Rachel said, not really knowing what else to say. 
 
    "Thanks," Audrey said, disappointment evident in her tone. "With the wedding tomorrow, I don't know who I could ask..." she started to say, but paused as an idea flashed across her mind. "Rachel, do you have any plans for the weekend?" 
 
    Rachel was about to say yes, but realized that whatever plans there might have been had involved Frankie. It was going to take a bit of time, she realized, to remember that he was no longer going to be part of her life. 
 
    "No, I guess I don't, not anymore," she finally said. 
 
    "I don't suppose you'd be interested in going to a wedding, would you?" Audrey asked. 
 
    The question hadn't come as a total surprise, given the one that had preceded it, but it was still enough of one to give Rachel pause. There had been plenty of weddings that she'd gone to as just a friend, but they had all been with guys. She wasn't sure how she might feel about being the plus one of another woman. Especially in light of that moment of uncertainly earlier when she thought Audrey was propositioning her. 
 
    Thinking it over, the young redhead felt a sense of debt as well as of trepidation. She obviously owed this woman, but at the same time, hadn't it been doing someone a favor that had gotten her in trouble in the first place? 
 
    "Are you asking me to be your date?" Rachel asked, looking for a bit of clarification. 
 
    "I wasn't really thinking of it like that," Audrey said, "but I suppose that is what it would be. I'm really just looking for someone to go with me. It's so awkward going to things like this alone." 
 
    Rachel nodded her head in agreement, not that she'd ever had a problem getting a date to anything, at least not since she'd hit puberty. Still, she could imagine that it could be awkward indeed. 
 
    "Would I have to do anything special?" Rachel asked, not really sure why she had asked that or what kind of answer she even expected. 
 
    "Well, I supposed you might be expected to dance," Audrey smiled. "It is somewhat traditional. But other than that, I guess all you have to do is have fun. After all, it's a wedding, not a funeral." 
 
    While Rachel took a few more moments to think about it, Audrey was considering that the invitation might in itself have been too impulsive. It wasn't really fair to put this young woman on the spot, and she was about to say just that when Rachel unexpectedly said yes. 
 
    "I'd love to go," she said, with enthusiasm that seemed a bit forced, but still genuine. "It sounds like it might be fun." 
 
    What she didn't say was that the deciding factor had been that, even if the ceremony and reception were as boring as hell, it had to beat hanging around an empty apartment all weekend, or worse, going out and having to explain to her friends how wrong she had been about Frankie. She would have to do that eventually, but better later than sooner - at least after she came up with a breakup story in which she wasn't the complete idiot that she had actually been. 
 
    "Splendid," Audrey said, her voice reflecting both pleasure and surprise at her response. 
 
    As Audrey gave Rachel all the details, she suggested that the younger woman take the rest of the day off to pick out an appropriate dress and such. She herself had packed her travel bag last night, but she appreciated that Rachel would need a little time to do the same. 
 
    This time, Rachel didn't hesitate to rise from the chair and head for the door. As she did so, she had a momentary flash of second-guessing her decision. Did she really know what she was doing, going to a wedding as another woman's date? Probably not, she told herself as she pushed that brief doubt aside, but it would hardly be the first time that had been true. 
 
    Stepping back out into the restaurant, Rachel spotted Heather waiting by the hostess station, undoubtedly anxious to learn what had happened in the office. Since Heather also hadn't known Mr. Winchester was out today, Rachel wondered if, given the amount of time she'd spent inside, her friend had just assumed that she'd spent that time down on her knees. 
 
    Having a bit of a warped sense of humor of her own, Rachel brought a hand up to the side of her mouth as if she was wiping away a non-existent smudge, a reflex that she knew her friend would interpret wrongly. Then she headed to the bathroom as she if was in need of 
 
    freshening up. 
 
    She would tell Heather about what had happened in the office soon enough - well, at least the part where Audrey promised to help her work out a solution to her problem. That part about her agreeing to be the brunette's date at a wedding tomorrow was something she would keep to herself. She'd known Heather long enough to know that there was no way she'd ever believe that there wasn't some sort of quid pro quo involved. 
 
    Back in the office, Audrey had waited until the door had closed behind the hostess before reaching again for the phone, dialing from memory the number of the local Sherriff's Office. Once the connection had been made, she asked to speak to Deputy Marla Dunn. The conversation was brief, but what she wanted done didn't take long to explain and with the number of favors owed her by the deputy, Audrey had no doubt it would be done. 
 
    Hanging up the phone, Audrey leaned back in the tall leather chair and smiled in satisfaction. If there was one thing she hated, it was a thief, and it satisfied her to know that this one wasn't going to get away with it. 
 
    Blue Ridge Junction was two hours north of Darbyville, which was one of the things Rachel had taken into account when agreeing to go to the wedding. The chance of her running into anyone she knew was so slim as not to be not worth worrying about. The ceremony wasn't scheduled until the late afternoon, but, in order to have plenty of time to drive upstate and check into the Inn beforehand, Audrey had told Rachel that she would pick her up at half past nine. 
 
    That they would be staying overnight after the reception was what had caused Rachel to second-guess her decision as she was leaving the office. Yet when she thought about it, it certainly made more sense to get a good night's sleep and come home bright-eyed on Sunday morning than to drive home in the dark after a night of partying. 
 
    The traffic was just a bit heavier than expected and they arrived at the Inn a little bit before noon. After checking in, Rachel was pleased to see that the room had double beds. Since the arrangement had originally been made for Audrey and Jenna, it seemed that the two were indeed just friends, after all. 
 
    "I don't know about you," Audrey said once they'd unpacked and settled in, "but I could use a little nap before the ceremony." 
 
    Not waiting for a reply, Audrey quickly pulled off the sundress she had worn for the trip, leaving her in just a simple bra and panties. Then, pulling down the covering on the bed closest to the far wall, she climbed in and pulled the blanket up over herself. In almost no time at all the brunette was fast asleep, impressing Rachel, who had always envied people who could do that. 
 
    Not having stayed up late working, as Audrey had said she had, Rachel didn't feel the least bit tired. However, she had skipped breakfast and was feeling a little bit hungry. With a few hours to go before the cocktail hour started, a little snack might, she thought, not be a bad idea. She'd noticed a small coffee shop just off the lobby when they'd checked in, so after leaving a note, Rachel headed off in that direction. 
 
    Sitting at a small table with a coffee and a piece of pie, Rachel thought about the ride here with Audrey. Much to her surprise, the conversation had been quite enjoyable, something she hadn't expected, given the difference in their ages and lifestyles. It had actually been the second part of that thought that concerned Rachel, worrying that once they'd started talking, they'd find little in common to talk about. 
 
    To her knowledge, Rachel had never even had a conversation with a lesbian before, although there had been a girl or two in school that she'd had her suspicions about. In her ignorance, the twenty-two year old had subscribed to the notion that all lesbians hated men, but over the course of their road chat she learned that was hardly the case. Audrey had a good many male friends, and generally liked men. She just had no interest in having one in her bed. It was as simple as that. 
 
    Listening to her story as they drove, Rachel began to actually admire the older woman. Audrey had grown up with no more advantages than Rachel had. Yet, right out of college, which she'd worked her way through, she'd opened her own clothing boutique, and that became successful enough in a few years to give her the money to invest in D'Martini's when that opportunity arose. 
 
    Rachel had also been surprised to discover that being in a relationship with another woman held many of the same problems that she'd discovered with men. Audrey had been quite forthcoming in answering some of her questions, a lot more so than most friends her own age usually were. 
 
    Returning to their room an hour later, Rachel found Audrey's bed empty and the sound of the shower running. With her party clothes already laid out on a nearby chair, there was little for her to do but lay back on her own bed to wait her turn in the bathroom. 
 
    Her head has just hit the pillow when Audrey's cell phone, left on the night table between the beds, went off. The ring tone, Katy Perry's "I Kissed a Girl", brought a smile to Rachel's face. 
 
    Propped up on the bed, Rachel could see the caller's name displayed on the smart phone's screen and wondered why the Darbyville Sheriff's office would be calling Audrey. Her curiosity became stronger when, right after the phone went to voice mail, a text message appeared on the screen. Shifting over to the side of the bed, Rachel was able to read a bit of the message before it disappeared. 
 
    The text had come from someone Audrey's phone identified as Lady Law and mentioned something about an arrest warrant being able to work wonders. Rachel was tempted to try and access the rest of the message, but the sound of the shower being shut off quickly dashed that thought. 
 
    Feeling a touch guilty for even having considered the idea, Rachel quickly moved back to her original position, trying to act nonchalant as she did so. She was turning her head as the bathroom door opened, then had to do a sudden double take when she saw Rachel walk through it without so much as a towel wrapped around her body. 
 
    Rachel had only gotten a brief glimpse of Audrey's body when she had undressed for her nap earlier, just enough for her to think that, for someone a decade her senior, the brunette was in pretty good shape. Now, with nothing standing between her and all of the older woman's glory, she had to quickly update that to being in great shape for any age. Back in high school, few girls on the cheerleading squad had looked that good. 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry, I guess I wasn't thinking," Audrey said when she noticed the look of surprise on Rachel's face. "It's just that I never bother with robes or such when I'm home. It always seemed so pointless to cover up just to walk from one room to another. I could change in the bathroom if it bothers you." 
 
    "No, it's okay," Rachel finally replied, "I just didn't expect it, that's all." 
 
    "Alright then," Audrey said as she walked across the room towards where she had laid out her own clothes. 
 
    "Oh, before I forget, your phone went off while you were in the shower," Rachel said, having actually forgotten it for a moment when Audrey had walked back in. "I think you might have gotten a text also." 
 
    Pausing and turning around, inadvertently giving Rachel an even closer look at her naked form, Audrey leaned down and picked up her phone from the nightstand. It took but a moment to read the text message, but as she did, her face filled with a smile. One that Rachel first would've described as mischievous, but then decided could more accurately be called wicked. Then, without comment, Audrey put the phone back down and went back to where she'd left her outfit. 
 
    Concern mixed with curiosity again filled Rachel's thoughts, so much so that she felt she had to ask about the call and text. By her own admission, Audrey did say she could be a bitch at times. 
 
    "Audrey, can I ask you a question?" Rachel said. 
 
    "Of course," Audrey said as she took a fresh pair of panties out of the dresser beyond her bed. 
 
    "I couldn't help but see the caller ID when your phone rang," she said cautiously, "and maybe I'm being a bit paranoid, but I can't help but wonder if maybe that call was about me and my problem." 
 
    "I see," Audrey simply said after sliding the underwear up along her legs. "What you're wondering is if, despite what I said in Clarence's office, I called the police about you after all and you're going to find yourself being led away in handcuffs come Monday morning." 
 
    "I guess something like that," Rachel replied, now feeling a little bit foolish. 
 
    "Well, given the way some people have treated you, I guess it's understandable that you might be a little suspicious," Audrey said. "But believe me, when I tell you something, you can take it to the bank. That said, yes, the call and text were about your problem, but not in the way that you are thinking. I just didn't want to say anything to you until I was sure." 
 
    Rachel was a little confused, but Audrey had her full attention. 
 
    "I asked an old friend of mine," Audrey said, with such emphasis on the word friend that Rachel knew it meant lover, "to pay a visit to Petrocelli Auto this morning and have a few words with Mr. McManus. You wouldn't know it from looking at her, but Marla, who's a deputy sheriff by the way, can be quite persuasive when she needs to be." 
 
    Audrey paused for a second to be sure Rachel understood. 
 
    "It turns out that your now ex-boyfriend," she continued, "had good reason not to want to risk police involvement, because he's still on probation from a previous arrest last summer. In the end, all it took was the suggestion that his name might appear on an arrest warrant to 
 
    convince him that he had better beg, borrow or, well, perhaps not steal, whatever he had to in order to come up with enough cash to replace what he took out of your purse." 
 
    "You mean he's giving me back the money?" Rachel said in disbelief. 
 
    "Every penny," Audrey smiled. 
 
    "I can't believe it," Rachel said in a soft, thankful voice. 
 
    "So it looks like your problems are over," Audrey grinned, "at least those with that waste of life. I was going to tell you before we went over to the ceremony." 
 
    "Would that have even been legal?" Rachel asked as she took in exactly what had happened. "Putting his name on an arrest warrant, I mean." 
 
    "Let's not worry about little things like legalities, and just be satisfied that everything worked out to your advantage," the brunette smiled. 
 
    "I don't know what else to say," Rachel said. 
 
    "Thank you might be appropriate," Audrey suggested. 
 
    "Of course, " Rachel said as she felt such a weight lift from her shoulders. "Thank you, thank you so very much." 
 
    "Just learn from it, my dear," Audrey said as she reached back into the drawer and pulled out the bra that went with her panties, "and be more careful about whom you give your trust to in the future." 
 
    Rachel nodded her agreement, thinking that those were words she should try and learn to live by. 
 
    "But for now," Audrey concluded, "I think you might want to hit the shower, because we do have a wedding to go to and we wouldn't want to be late, would we?" 
 
      
 
    By the time Rachel came out of the bathroom ten minutes later, a large towel wrapped tightly around her, Audrey had already finished dressing. The garment bag she had laid across the bed earlier had contained a simple but elegant navy blue evening dress, that was designed to accent rather than display the body beneath it. Topped by a matching jacket, there was just enough of a hint of a nicely proportioned bust to draw even a casual onlooker's interest. 
 
    "Wow, you look great," Rachel said. 
 
    "Thank you," Audrey smiled. 
 
    "I'll be ready in five minutes," Rachel promised. 
 
    "Don't worry, we still have a little time," Audrey assured her. 
 
    The dress Rachel had brought with her wasn't as stylish as the one Audrey was wearing, but it was the best one she owned. Bright red and strapless, it was just short enough to show off her legs and tight enough to accent her generous curves. It was her favorite party dress, but as she laid it out on the bed she wondered if perhaps it might be too much for a wedding. After all, since these were Audrey's friends, it stood to reason that it would be an older crowd than she was used to. 
 
    'Well, it's not like I have something else to change into,' she thought as she placed the appropriate undergarments next to it, 'so it will have to do.' 
 
    As she quickly got dressed, Rachel found herself surreptitiously glancing over her shoulder to see if Audrey was watching her change. But each time she looked, the older woman didn't seem to be taking any notice at all. The lack of interest was almost disappointing. 
 
    "All done," Rachel finally said after slipping on her most comfortable shoes, at least the most comfortable ones that went with the dress. 
 
    "That ... is a fantastic dress," Audrey said, looking at Rachel as if she was seeing her for the first time. "I wish I could get away with wearing something like that." 
 
    "I'm sure you could," Rachel replied. "You have a fantastic body," she added, the thought of how much of that body she had seen this afternoon flashing though her head. 
 
    "Maybe I could, ten years ago," Audrey mused, laughing softly, then glancing at the clock added. "I think we'd better get going if we don't want to be late." 
 
    It was only four miles to the catering hall where the wedding was being held, but an accident on the only access road turned what should been a brief run into a twenty minute trip. Then it was a matter of finding a parking spot in the overcrowded lot, which was surprising since only one of the banquet rooms was being used at the moment, the other being under renovation. As a result of both delays, the cocktail hour was already underway by the time the two of them 
 
    finally walked in. 
 
    Rachel did a rough count as they made their way across the room, quickly estimating that there had to be at least sixty couples already there. That most of them were made up of women was just about the only thing that hadn't surprised her so far today. Audrey had been quick to tell her yesterday that there would be no groom at this particular wedding. 
 
    Late as they were, they still had a half hour to go before the couple were scheduled to exchange vows out in the garden where a flower trestle and rows of chairs could be seen through large glass covered doors. Then it would be back inside for the reception. 
 
    "Would you like a drink?" Audrey asked once she spotted the bar set over in the far corner. 
 
    "I'd love one," Rachel replied. "But why don't you let me get them? I think that couple over there is trying to get your attention." 
 
    Sure enough, the couple in question, another redhead and brunette combination, had been waving to catch Audrey's eye and were now moving toward her. Deciding it would be rude not to wait for them, Audrey told Rachel what she would like and watched for a second while she headed off towards the bar. 
 
    There was a small crowd at the bar, just enough women to make it difficult for Rachel to get the attention of the middle-aged bartender. She hadn't noticed, at least at first, that there were two women working on the other side of the counter, and was taken by surprise when the other bartender suddenly appeared right in front of her. 
 
    "What can I get for you, love?" the tall, dark skinned woman asked as she leaned across the bar top. 
 
    The woman, whose nametag identified her as Alice, was dressed in a white top and black slacks that reminded Rachel of her own work outfit. The version the bartender wore, however, would hardly be appropriate for the family style restaurant - at least as far as the top went. Sleeveless, with enough open buttons to display more cleavage than the dress Rachel was wearing, the blouse was also made of a material translucent enough to show off not only the thick nipples of Alice's breasts, but the dark silver dollar-sized areola around them. 
 
    "I said, what can I get you, love?" Alice repeated, well aware that Rachel had been staring at her chest. 
 
    "Oh, two white wines," Rachel said, feeling a bit embarrassed to have been caught looking. 
 
    She was originally planning to order a beer, but changed her mind when Audrey had asked her to get her the wine. It was going to be a long night and, upon reflection, Rachel decided that it might not be a bad idea to pace herself. 
 
    Rachel was a bit confused when, after taking her order, Alice didn't immediately head off to fill it. The delay was long enough for her to wonder if perhaps it was a cash bar. Tacky as that might be at a wedding, she had once been to one that actually had one. 
 
    She was about to ask when the black woman again smiled and finally went off to get her drinks. It was only once the bartender had stepped away that Rachel realized what had just happened. 
 
    'Oh my God,' she thought, 'that woman was checking me out.' 
 
    When Alice returned, two glasses in hand, she gave Rachel such an inviting smile that there was no doubt she had indeed been doing what the redhead had imagined. 
 
    "Here you go, darling," Alice said as she placed the two drinks on the counter in front of Rachel. "One for you, and one for your girlfriend over there." 
 
    Evidently, Alice had spotted Rachel with Audrey before she had come over to the bar. 
 
    "Oh she's not my girlfriend," Rachel said without thinking, "I mean, she's a friend, but... well, you know." 
 
    "Really?" Alice replied, the tone of her voice recognizable as reflecting a higher level of interest. "Well, if you need anything else, anything at all, you just come back to my end of the bar." 
 
    "Thank you," Rachel said, giving the woman a smile that didn't cost her anything to give, "I'll remember that." 
 
    Walking back toward Audrey, a glass in each hand, Rachel couldn't resist the temptation to glance back over her shoulder to see if Alice was still watching her. Sure enough, she was, with a look on her face reminiscent of that she'd seen on any number of guys. 
 
    "Would you believe the bartender was actually checking me out?" she said to Audrey as she handed her one of the glasses. 
 
    "Really," Audrey asked as she took her wine, "which one?" 
 
    Rachel didn't understand what she meant for a second, then realized that Audrey thought it equally possible that her admirer could've been the fiftyish woman whose attention she had first tried to get. 
 
    "The one on the left," she said, thinking that was the simplest and most diplomatic designation she could make. 
 
    "Hmmm, quite sexy," Audrey said with an admiring smile as she shifted her gaze to that end of the bar. "But I don't know why you find that so surprising," she added as she took a taste of her drink, "especially in that dress." 
 
    "I don't know," Rachel replied as she took a sip of her own wine. "I guess I never had it happen before, I mean with another woman." 
 
    "You mean you never noticed it before," Audrey grinned. 
 
    Thinking about it, Rachel decided that was probably true. 
 
    "What happened to your friends?" Rachel asked, changing the subject. 
 
    "Oh, they'll be back," Audrey answered. "They just wanted to say hi and see if we were sitting at the same table later." 
 
    As they moved about the room, Rachel was introduced to a few more couples. Despite what she'd said at the bar, she was surprised when Audrey introduced her as simply her guest - especially once she learned that the bride, or at least the one that they had come to wish well, had been a lot more than just the old friend that Audrey had initially named her as. 
 
    Rachel couldn't imagine any circumstances that could lead her to invite an old boyfriend to her wedding, but as she was quickly learning, these women seemed to subscribe to a very different set of rules. 
 
    A perfect example had been the way Audrey had called on Deputy Dunn to help her with Rachel's problem. It would never occur to the younger redhead to reach out to any of her ex- boyfriends for help of any kind. 
 
    "Are you having a good time?" Audrey asked a short time later, as they moved away from yet another couple who had to come over to say hello and meet the girl Audrey had brought to the wedding. 
 
    "I'm having a great time," Rachel replied. 
 
    "I'm glad," Audrey said, "but I'm afraid that, despite anything I've said to the contrary, my friends seem to think that I'm sleeping with you," she added, sounding to Rachel as if she was apologizing for their assumption. 
 
    "Yeah, I kind of picked up on that," Rachel replied, having seen the same knowing smiles when Audrey had insisted that Rachel was just a friend. "It's okay, I don't mind. 
 
    She had already decided that was the least she could do, seeing that Audrey had really saved her ass. In fact, she decided to do what she could to enhance that perception, wrapping her arm around the brunette and holding onto her as if they were indeed lovers. And while Audrey had indeed apologized for the mistaken impression, once Rachel had begun to act as if she was indeed what they thought she was, the brunette did little to correct it. 
 
    The mistress of ceremonies soon called for everyone's attention and asked that they move out into the garden. Once they were there, Rachel had her first chance to see the soon to be married couple. 
 
    Elisa, Audrey's friend who had been more than just a friend, was wearing a traditional wedding gown. She was quite pretty, Rachel thought, in her late twenties, with long black hair that ran half way down her back. The other bride, much to her surprise, bore more than a superficial resemblance to Audrey, with equally short dark hair and features that could also be called more handsome than beautiful. She was decked out in an all-white pants suit, complete with a matching vest and ruffled blouse. 
 
    The ceremony was as simple as it was brief, just an exchange of vows with a few words from the presiding official. It was over almost as quickly as it had begun. The passionate kiss the two women shared at the end seemed to be the longest part of the ceremony. 
 
    "Ladies and gentleman," the woman who had officiated announced, "may I present Ruth and Eliza Nichols." 
 
    The pronouncement was met with thunderous applause as the now wed couple made their way down the aisle between the rows of folding chairs. The newlyweds then went off to have a few more photographs taken in another part of the garden, while the guests moved back into the hall for the reception. 
 
    Once back in the banquet hall, Audrey and Rachel found their seats, right next to the couple who had first inquired about them earlier. Rachel was impressed at how quickly the caterers had transformed the room, laying out rows of tables around the perimeter, with a dozen table settings at each. 
 
    The other guests at their table proved to be as friendly as she could have hoped for, and it wasn't long before Rachel began to view the wedding as just like any other. The broad mix of couples fascinated her, as they ranged from women just about her own age to some who appeared to be older then her parents. And there were even a few couples who seemed to be a mix of the two extremes. 
 
    The bride and bride soon made their reappearance, and were immediately ushered onto the dance floor so that the traditional first dance could start off the festivities. After a minute or two, the mistress of ceremonies called for anyone else who cared to, to join in. All around the hall you could hear the sound of chairs being pulled out as most of the guests left their table and did so. 
 
    "Shall we?" Audrey asked, reaching out her hand to Rachel. 
 
    "Of course," she answered as she offered her own in turn. "After all, you did tell me it would be expected." she added with a broad smile. 
 
    As she moved across the floor, with Audrey's arms tightly wrapped around her, Rachel felt a strong sense of the familiar. At just about every wedding she'd attended, at least a quarter of the quests on the dance floor turned out to be girls dancing with other girls. She also discovered soon that Audrey was an exceptional dancer, making it a genuine pleasure to dance with her. 
 
    In fact, it had been so much fun that Rachel was eager to get back out on the floor after dinner as well. It didn't matter if the dance was fast or slow, traditional or modern, the brunette seemed inexhaustible. It wasn't until they'd danced their third set in a row that Audrey suggested they take a little break. As they started to walk off the floor, a much older woman with white hair came up to the two of them and asked if she could have a few minutes of Audrey's time. 
 
    "I have to make a visit to the little girls' room anyway," Rachel said, as Audrey turned to her with an expression that seemed to ask if she minded. 
 
    Leaving the two women behind in conversation, Rachel headed toward the other end of the hall, where a wall sign indicated the rest rooms could be found. She was dismayed to find, after stepping into the outer corridor, that there were more than a dozen women already online in front of her. For some reason she'd never understood, the mere fact that she had to wait always made her need to go seem much more urgent than it had only a few moments before. 
 
    'Well, nothing I can do about it,' she thought with a shrug as she took her place at the end of the line. 
 
    Two very long minutes passed, during which the line barely moved. Rachel felt someone tap her on her shoulder, and turned to find Alice from the bar standing next to the queue. The smiling bartender didn't say a word, but motioned with her hand for Rachel to follow her. 
 
    Hesitant at first to lose her place on line, since two more people were already behind her, Rachel finally responded to a more urgent hand signal from Alice and followed her back down the hall and then around the bend to a second corridor. 
 
    "The second banquet room is still being worked on," Alice said, "but the bathrooms are just fine. Just make another left when you get to the end here and you're right there." 
 
    "Wow, thank you," Rachel said, truly appreciative of the gesture. 
 
    "My pleasure," Alice again smiled, reaching out as she did with an outstretched hand to gently run her fingers down the length of Rachel's arm. "I have to get back to work, but like I said, if you need anything else, I'm your girl." 
 
    As she returned the smile, Rachel couldn't help but think that simple touch, along with the words that had accompanied it, held a wealth of possibilities - if of course she was interested in that sort of thing... 
 
    Reaching the unused bathroom, Rachel found it as empty as its counterpart was full. She stepped into the closest stall, made sure it was fully stocked, and closed the door behind her. The sense of relief that followed was nearly overwhelming. 
 
    Rachel had just finished her business when she heard two voices outside the stall door. Evidently, someone else had also discovered that there was a second bathroom available. 
 
    The conversation seemed quite animated, but the voices were too low for Rachel to really make out what was being said. It was only when she heard the unmistakable sound of laughter that she allowed her curiosity to get the better of her. Quietly opening the stall door just enough to look out, Rachel got the surprise of her life. As it was, 
 
    she barely managed to suppress a gasp. 
 
    There were indeed two other women in the bathroom, a tall brunette and a slightly shorter blonde, neither much older than she was. Both also had on dresses not much different than the one Audrey had admired on her, the only real different being that the brunette's was blue and the blonde's emerald green. It was immediately obvious that they hadn't come to the unused facility for the same reason Rachel had. 
 
    The brunette had the blonde up on the vanity counter, with the top of her dress undone. Like Rachel's outfit, the dress had its own built-in bra, so that when it came loose the girl's breasts came free as well. From where she sat, Rachel got a brief glimpse of the nipple of her left breast, brief because almost as soon as it was exposed, the brunette shifted her mouth from her companion's lips down to the center of the mound, even as her left hand closed around the other. The soft moan that came from the blonde as her friend closed her mouth around her nipple was loud enough to be heard across the room. 
 
    Rachel watched in fascination as the brunette moved her other hand beneath the folds of the emerald dress, lifting it up high enough to expose the charms beneath. It was clear that the blonde had gone without undergarments this afternoon, and that she had also taken the time to shave herself smooth. 
 
    A longer cry of delight reached Rachel's ears as the brunette slipped her fingers into the blonde, the ease with which she found the other woman's most sensitive spots indicating that this was hardly the first time she'd reached for them. For what seemed like an incredibly long time, the taller woman glided her hand in and out of the other, shifting her mouth's attentions to her other breast at the same time. 
 
    Afraid almost to breathe, least she be heard, Rachel slowly closed the door and eased back on her seat. Two long minutes passed as she listened to the sounds coming from only a dozen feet away. Then, when the cries of the woman being pleasured suddenly became more intense, Rachel couldn't resist taking another look. 
 
    She found the blonde was now leaning back against the large mirrored wall behind the vanity, her legs bent and resting atop the counter. The brunette was on bended knees as well, her head now pressed tightly between the other woman's thighs, her mouth tight against her pussy. The acoustics of the bathroom carried the sounds of her tongue against soft flesh across the room, filling Rachel with enthrallment and perhaps a touch of envy. 
 
    So absorbed had she become that she barely had time to pull back into her hiding place after the blonde reached what had to be, from the volume of her cries, a most satisfying climax. Then hiding behind her door, with her own legs lifted high lest they be spotted from the outside, Rachel waited as they cleaned themselves up and then exited the bathroom. 
 
    'Omigod, I can't believe that I sat here and watched all that,' Rachel thought as, after waiting another long minute to be sure she was indeed alone, she exited the stall and looked at herself in the mirror. 
 
    What she didn't want to admit, even to herself, was how strong a reaction she'd had to the Sapphic display. Her panties, if she had been wearing them at the time, would've been soaked, given her level of arousal. 
 
    There had been times when she'd seen girls kiss in a bar or at a party, but that was usually to turn on some guy. In fact, she'd done it a few times herself, the recollection bringing a further one of the time Dotty Morgan had actually slipped her tongue into her mouth. But never had she seen anything like this. 
 
    Worried that someone else might appear to make use of the restroom, for whatever reason, Rachel pulled a few paper towels from the dispenser and cleaned herself up at the sink. Then, after tossing the wet cloths into the trash, she retraced her path back to the wedding reception and stood at the entranceway as she searched for Audrey. 
 
    Looking around the room, she didn't find Audrey, at least not at first, but she did find the two women from the bathroom. They were sitting at one of the tables chatting away with another couple as nonchalantly as could be, as if the previous quarter hour had never occurred. Just looking at them caused a rush of warmth to flash across Rachel's body. 
 
    "Oh, there you are," Rachel heard Audrey say from behind her, turning around at the sound of her voice. "You were gone so long that I was beginning to become worried." 
 
    "The line was a bit long," Rachel replied, thinking that was indeed the truth, if not the reason. 
 
    "Yeah, that sometimes happens at things like this," Audrey commented. 
 
    Without really realizing that she was doing it, Rachel glanced back again towards the table where the two women from the bathroom were sitting. Audrey caught the motion and asked her if she had spotted someone she knew. 
 
    "Why would you ask that?" Rachel inquired. 
 
    "The look on your face," she said. 
 
    "I just thought that couple over there looked familiar for a moment," Rachel answered. "But on a second look, I was wrong." 
 
    "Oh, that's Serena and Anna Marie," Audrey said, identifying the brunette and blonde. "I don't think you'd know them; they came down from Vermont for the wedding." 
 
    "But you do," Rachel queried out of curiosity. 
 
    "A bit," she answered. "I think they've been together even longer than Ruth and Eliza." 
 
    At that moment, some memory caused Audrey's face to fill with a broad smile. One wide enough for Rachel to ask what had caused it. 
 
    "Nothing really," she offered. "I just remember hearing earlier that the two of them had some kind of bet about whether Ruth and Eliza would actually go through with the ceremony. They had called it off twice before." 
 
    "What did they bet?" Rachel asked. 
 
    "No idea," Audrey replied, "but I did hear Anna Maria say earlier to Serena that she lost and it was time to pay up." 
 
    Now it was Rachel whose face formed a wide grin. 
 
    The band then started up again, playing Anita Ward's "Ring My Bell," prompting Audrey to remark that she really loved that song. 
 
    "Then by all means," Rachel said, motioning to the dance floor which was again filling with people. 
 
    As they moved in time to the music, Rachel listened to the lyrics, thinking how appropriate they seemed at the moment. Especially the part about the night being young and full of possibilities. 
 
    No sooner had the last echoes of the song faded than sound of an actual bell filled the air. It was something that Rachel had heard at a few other weddings, a call for all the attendees to share a kiss in honor of the newly married couple. 
 
    "You don't have to," Audrey said in a low whisper. 
 
    "Hey, when in Rome..." Rachel replied, pressing forward as she wrapped her arms around the taller woman. 
 
    The kiss was soft, as she knew from her own limited experience that it would be. It was more than that you would give a friend, but far less than you would a lover. Feeling the mood around her, Rachel pressed her tongue just far enough forward to meet the tip of Audrey's, then pulled it quickly back. 
 
    "That ... was nice," a visibly surprised Audrey said once the kiss was over. 
 
    Rachel didn't reply, at least not with words. Instead she just smiled as warmly as she knew how to. 
 
    Afterwards, they just concentrated on having a good time, both on the dance floor and interacting with other couples. When, later in the night, it came time for the newlyweds to make the rounds and thank their guests for coming, Audrey introduced Rachel to the two brides. 
 
    "God, you are lovely," Eliza had gushed after being introduced. "Audrey, I think you'd better hold on to this one," she added before moving off to thank someone else. 
 
    "I hope that didn't embarrass you," Audrey said to Rachel after the newlyweds walked away, "but she' s right, you are lovely." 
 
    Rachel again smiled. 
 
    Soon after, the cake was cut and served with coffee or tea. Then Eliza and Ruth again came to the stage and thanked everyone one more time for coming, wishing everyone a safe trip home as well. Then they said goodnight, bringing the occasion to a close. 
 
    "That was one hell of a party," Audrey said as they stepped back into their room at the Inn. 
 
    "It was," Rachel agreed as she followed her in and closed the door behind her. "Thank you so very much for inviting me." 
 
    "You really enjoyed it?" Audrey asked. 
 
    "Absolutely," Rachel beamed. "I can't remember the last time I had so much fun at a wedding." 
 
    Actually, that wasn't true, but Rachel didn't really think this was the time to mention how she had gotten really drunk at her cousins wedding and fucked the brother of the groom. She had been maid of honor and he had been best man, so it had just seemed to be the thing to do - at least at the time. 
 
    "I'm glad," Audrey replied, not realizing that the smile on Rachel's face had a double cause. "I really did appreciate your coming, even though I know it's not exactly your scene," she added as she dropped her pocketbook on the dresser. "It wasn't until we actually got here and I saw everyone that I realized how out of place I would've felt if I'd come alone." 
 
    "Like I said, I was happy to do it," Rachel smiled again, "especially after the help you gave me and..." 
 
    "And one had nothing to do with the other," Audrey interrupted her, "I hope you understand that. Helping you with your problem was simply the right thing to do and I would've done it regardless of anything else." 
 
    "I know," Rachel said, remembering that the wedding invitation had indeed come after Audrey had promised to help. 
 
    "That said, I guess I also owe you a second thank you for the way you let my friends think you were something more than I introduced you as," Audrey added. "It's hard enough to watch a woman you once loved marry someone else, without having everyone around you feel sorry for you because you couldn't even get a real date for the occasion." 
 
    "I just hope I didn't overdo it," Rachel said, thinking that she had been so determined that no one should fail to draw the inference, she'd done everything but grope Audrey on the dance floor. 
 
    "No, you did just fine," Audrey again grinned, "worthy of an Academy Award at least." 
 
    "That's funny, 'cause acting class was one of the few things I actually applied myself to back in school," Rachel replied. "Being someone else, even if only for a few hours, was always one of my favorite things to do." 
 
    "Well, like I said, I did appreciate it," Audrey said as she began to undress. 
 
    "Did your friends really think we were lovers?" Rachel asked, as if she was seeking a further validation of her performance. 
 
    "Honey, I'd bet twice the money that you misplaced that there's not a one of them that doesn't think, right now we're in bed doing it," Audrey commented with a little laugh. 
 
    "Good thing none of them knew that I'm not your type," Rachel pointed out. 
 
    "Excuse me," Audrey asked, pausing in what she was doing. "Whatever gave you that idea?" 
 
    "Yesterday, when we were in Clarence's office," Rachel answered, her tone wavering just a bit with the thought that she might have been wrong in her assumption, "you could have had me in any way you wanted - I was that desperate. But you turned me down." 
 
    Audrey laughed, but did so at what she thought was the humor in the situation and not at Rachel. 
 
    "Sweetheart, trust me, not taking you to my bed had nothing to do with any lack of attraction," she explained, remembering the feeling between her legs the girl had produced when she had only considered the idea. "I don't know how you could even look in a mirror and ever think that." 
 
    She went on to say that while she enjoyed a casual roll in the sack as much as the next girl, she had never forced anyone into her bed in her life. It just wasn't in her nature. She might play the bitch at times, but that was really just a bit of amusement. 
 
    "So if I had been interested?" Rachel asked. 
 
    "I find it better not to dwell on what might have beens," Audrey laughed as she folded her dress and laid it on the bed. "So let's just appreciate that we both had a good time today and leave it at that." 
 
    With that, she picked up the small toiletry bag that she had left on the night table earlier and headed off to the shower. 
 
    Rachel sat down on the side of her bed and found herself staring at the now closed bathroom door. The thoughts that filled her head would've been inconceivable only forty-eight hours before. 
 
    Up until today, the idea of sex that didn't involve a hard cock seemed unimaginable. Yet, in just the last few hours, she had been hit on by a beautiful woman, highly aroused by the actions of two others, and passed herself off as the lover of a fourth. Also, even more disconcerting, if that was the right word to use, was the fact that no matter how she tried, she found it impossible not to think about how that woman, now in the shower just a few feet away, had looked naked. 
 
    It would be easy, Rachel thought, to put what she was feeling down to the number of drinks she'd had at the wedding. Lord knows some of the things she'd done under the influence over the years! But being honest with herself, she knew that, at least in this case, that wasn't the answer. She might have a bit of a buzz on, but she was certainly far from drunk. No, whatever she decided to do about the images in her head, she would have to accept full responsibility for it come the dawn. 
 
    "Oh hell," she finally said after a few more long moments of reflection, "why the fuck not?" 
 
    With the rush of water from the overhead fixture filling her ears, Audrey didn't hear the bathroom door open, nor did she notice the shower curtain being partially pulled back. In fact, her first inkling that she was no longer alone came when Rachel stepped naked into the small cubicle and placed her hand on the brunette's shoulder. 
 
    "Rachel!" Audrey cried out in surprise, the unexpected touch making her lose her balance on the wet floor. 
 
    "Careful," Rachel said, quickly reaching out to steady the woman in front of her, wondering as she did so if perhaps she should've waited until Audrey got out of the shower. Then she decided that no, if she had done that she might very well have lost her nerve. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Audrey asked as she turned around, as if the answer wasn't obvious. 
 
    "Well, I could say that I wanted to see if you needed help washing your back," the redhead said as they came face to face, "but we both know that would be a lie." 
 
    "I see," Audrey asked, pausing a moment to glance down at the body of the woman before her. "Are you sure you know what you're doing?" 
 
    "Honestly, no," Rachel admitted honestly, "but I am certain enough to know that if I don't at least give it a try, I will regret it come tomorrow." 
 
    "And if, come the morning," Audrey asked a long moment later, her tone decidedly neutral, "you decide that this was a mistake, what do you do then?" 
 
    Since Rachel had asked herself that same question just a few minutes ago, she already had an answer. 
 
    "Then, like so much else in life, I chalk it up to experience and move on," she replied confidently. 
 
    "I see," Audrey replied, her tone still dispassionate. 
 
    Rachel was about to open her mouth to say something else, but at the expression on Audrey's face, held her words. It was not the look of happiness she had anticipated. 
 
    "You know, some women might have a problem with this." Audrey said, the unemotional tenor of her voice illustrating a seriousness that hadn't been there before, one that made Rachel wonder if perhaps she had misread the situation. "In fact, they might even find it offensive to find themselves little more than a prop for your sexual experimentation." 
 
    That hadn't occurred to Rachel, and it showed in the expression now on her own face. Thinking she had made a horrible mistake, she was about to say so when Audrey chimed back in. 
 
    "Lucky for you," Audrey said, her somber expression suddenly replaced by a wide grin, "I'm not one of them." 
 
    With that, she pulled Rachel's body against her own and kissed her. A kiss that was as pleasant as it was unexpected. 
 
    The press of Audrey's soft lips against her own sent a surge of warmth racing through Rachel's body. The kiss they had shared on the dance floor had been nice, but there had been a certain unreality to it. This time, there was no mistaking the passion behind it. Rachel felt Audrey's tongue slide into her mouth, probing its inner recesses and caressing the tip of her own. 
 
    "Mmmm, that was nice," Rachel whispered as Audrey pulled her head back. 
 
    "It gets better," Audrey whispered back in a voice filled with promise, even as she leaned in for another kiss. 
 
    The stand alone shower, not much bigger than an old time phone booth, wasn't really designed to be used by two people at once. Still, neither woman seemed to mind the confined space as their bodies continued to press hard against each other. Just prior to Rachel's entry, 
 
    Audrey had run a washcloth covered with body wash up and down her form, leaving a soapy film all over it. As they entwined, it didn't take long for that film to cover Rachel's body as well. 
 
    As she spread the soap across Rachel's chest, Audrey placed an outstretched hand on the redhead's left breast, the tip of her fingers caressing a nipple that was already hard with excitement. 
 
    "Oh yes," Rachel moaned, bringing her own hands up towards Audrey's larger mounds. 
 
    As many times as she had touched her own breasts, it was still an incredible thrill to touch those of another woman. Soft was the first word that popped into her head as the palm of her hand made contract, followed quickly by warm. A warmth that had little to do with the temperature of the water raining down on the two of them. 
 
    Following Audrey's example, Rachel ran her outstretched fingers across the older woman's breasts, paying careful attention to the dark nipples that sprang to life at her touch. They felt so good in her hands, giving her at least a partial understanding of why men were so fascinated by them. A more total understanding, she was sure, would come later - at least she hoped so. 
 
    As Rachel explored Audrey's bounty, the brunette shifted her hands and ran them down the redhead's back until they came to rest on the cheeks of her ass. She squeezed them gently, just enough to elicit another sigh of appreciation. 
 
    From there she worked one hand across Rachel's right thigh, bringing it around to the small gap separating their bodies and then to the even narrower one between the younger woman's legs. 
 
    "Oh God, yes," Rachel moaned even louder as she felt the tip of Audrey's fingers glide across her sensitive mound. 
 
    Rachel had often heard the comment that no one really knew the secrets of a woman's body quite like another woman, and sometimes wondered if it were true. It only took a few minutes for Audrey to answer that question for her. In that brief span, she worked her fingers deep inside Rachel and with infinite ease, located just about all of her most responsive spots. 
 
    In less time than Rachel had thought possible, Audrey brought her to the edge of climax. Then, with a skill that was even more unbelievable, she somehow managed to hold her at that point for what seemed like minutes - as if time itself had been suspended. 
 
    Finally, still held tight in Audrey's embrace, Rachel's body exploded with a small but highly pleasing orgasm, sending rippling waves of delight throughout it. On her own personal scale, Rachel would later judge the climax as a six out of ten, which considering the cramped circumstances, hadn't been bad at all. 
 
    "I hope you enjoyed that," Audrey said with a soft kiss a dozen or so heartbeats later, as, feeling Rachel's body relax in her arms, she reluctantly relinquished her hold on it. 
 
    Rachel thought the comment superfluous, as if there had been any doubt that she had indeed done so. Especially in light of the broad smile that she found impossible not to display. 
 
    "Good," Audrey said with her own smile, "'cause that was just a little appetizer. Like I said before, it only gets better." 
 
    With a little maneuvering, they changed places under the showerhead so that both of them could rinse off. Then Audrey reached past Rachel and turned off the single shower valve, causing the stream of water from above to abruptly cease. Pushing back the shower curtain all the way, she stepped out onto the small circular bathroom rug and then reached out her hand for Rachel to follow. 
 
    It took a bit longer for the two of them to dry off than it normally would, but neither seemed to care. The small kisses and playful touches they continued to share made the delay more than worth it. By the time they strode hand in hand back into the outer room, both were more than ready for the main course. 
 
      
 
    Contrary to what Rachel had believed earlier, Audrey had indeed peeked when she had changed clothes. She had just done it so inconspicuously as not to be noticed. Now, however, there was no need for her to be discreet and she took a long step back to fully appreciate the twenty-two year old's body. To say that she liked what she saw would've been an understatement at best. 
 
    Rachel also paused to better view the woman who had just brought her to orgasm. A fact that only added to her admiration of the older woman's natural beauty. The thought of what they had just shared, and what was still to come, made Rachel moist between her legs and again eager for Audrey's touch. 
 
    "What?" Rachel asked, as she realized that Audrey had just said something but she had been too absorbed in her own thoughts to hear. 
 
    "I said," Audrey repeated with a smile, "I guess the question is, your bed or mine?" 
 
    Rachel glanced at Audrey's bed and the expensive blue outfit that had been carefully laid across it. Then her gaze shifted to her own bed where, in her eagerness to join Audrey in the shower, her party dress had been haphazardly tossed. It would've only taken a minute to hang up either outfit, but that was a minute that Rachel didn't want to waste. She leaned over and, grabbing the edge of her bedding, pulled it and the dress on to the floor. 
 
    "Yours it is, then," Audrey laughed. 
 
    As they fell onto the now clear bed, their mouths locked in a kiss, the press of Audrey's lips and the soft caress of her tongue sent an illicit thrill through Rachel. It the light of what they'd already shared in the shower, it was silly to still think of anything as forbidden, but doing so made it all the more exciting. Besides, Rachel reminded herself, there were still a few things she had yet to try, and was eager to do so. 
 
    Their kisses continued as they rolled back and forth on the bed, lips against lips, tongues exploring the depths of their mouths. Enthusiastic hands roamed across all too willing flesh, applying just the right amount of pressure in the most sensitive of areas. 
 
    Rachel brought her hand up and cupped Audrey's left breast, working her way across the supple flesh toward the hard nipple near the center. She rubbed it back and forth, squeezing it with her fingers. 
 
    "Am I doing this right?" she asked as she glanced up into Audrey's face, not having much to go on other than her own knowledge of what felt good to her. 
 
    "Baby, you're doing just fine," Audrey said as she leaned in for another kiss. 
 
    Even if she had an unlimited amount of time to try, Rachel doubted that she could ever remember the names of all the guys she'd kissed in her life. But if she lived to be a hundred, she knew she would never forget the name of the first woman - or how it felt to have her lips against hers. Magical seemed such an inadequate word to describe what she was feeling, but for now it would have to do. By morning, it would become the most overused word in her vocabulary. 
 
    By now, Rachel's other hand was working on Audrey's right breast, massaging the soft skin and playing with the hard center with her thumb. After kissing Audrey one last time, Rachel brought her head down and softly kissed each nipple, running her tongue over the tips. Then she closed her lips around the closest of them, pulling it deep inside her mouth. She savored the sensation for a few long moments, then duplicated her action on its twin. 
 
    Her heart raced as she rained kisses all over Audrey's larger breasts, covering them with wet trails of her excitement - alternating soft licks with small, affectionate love bites. Audrey's moans were, Rachel felt, the most pleasing song she had heard in a very long time. 
 
    Relinquishing her hold on one breast, Rachel reached down between Audrey's legs and traced the outline of the dark bushy mound with her fingers. Moving to the center, she applied just a bit more pressure and parted the curtain the protected the depths of Audrey's womanhood. A sharp, louder moan escaped the brunette's lips as the redhead moved first one, then a second and third finger inside of her, moving them all in and out. Slowly at first, but then with increasing 
 
    speed. 
 
    "Oh yes," Audrey purred. 
 
    Rachel continued for another minute or two, delighting in the feel of her fingers inside the older woman and the reactions her motions were producing. She kissed each of Audrey's nipples one last time, then began to work her way down across her stomach, kissing and licking her way with unrestrained joy. Lower and lower she went, continuing the ministrations of her darting fingers as she moved. Suddenly, she paused at the edge of Audrey's wetness, taking in the sweet nectar of her sex. The heady aroma brought to mind a line she had once heard on a cable TV series. 
 
    "Sweetheart, that's all very nice..." an Asian lesbian had said to one of the show's female leads, "...but if you're not going to eat pussy, you're not a dyke." 
 
    Rachel wasn't sure why exactly that line had suddenly come to her, other than the fact that eating pussy was exactly what she was now about to do. Once she did, a line would be forever crossed. It was one she stepped over without another thought or hesitation. 
 
    As Rachel's tongue slid over Audrey's most sensitive of spots, sending an electrical surge ripping through her body, the thirty-three year old couldn't help but be reminded of her own first time with Jenny Downing, on a sleep-over back in high school. She hoped Rachel would remember what was happening now as fondly as she remembered what had passed between her and Jenny. 
 
    If her actions were any indication, Rachel had every intention of making sure that it did. She reached out with her hand and parted Audrey's lips with her fingers, the closeness of her goal making her feel a bit giddy. She didn't remember feeling this excited the first time she had beheld a man this close, but she noted that in that instance, it had actually been a boy, and Audrey was undeniably a grown woman. 
 
    As her tongue probed deep inside Audrey, Rachel closed her eyes as if to insure this 'first time' would be something she would always remember, no matter how many time she might repeat it in the future. That she was already considering that there might be more women in her future would not occur to her until days from now when she looked back on the event. 
 
    Filled with euphoric excitement, Rachel moved closer and sought out Audrey's clitoris. Unlike the boy who had first gone down on her back in high school, she had the advantage of knowing just where it was. Once she made contact, she alternated between her fingers and her tongue, quickly driving Audrey wild. So much so that it proved impossible for her to maintain the silence she had been trying to preserve, lest anything she say detract from Rachel's big moment. 
 
    "Oh God, yes..." Audrey moaned loudly, "you're right on the money." 
 
    Audrey wasn't sure if Rachel's success was the result of luck or if the girl was that rarity, a natural born cunnilingist, but either way she didn't care. All she cared about, at least at the moment, was that this neophyte was getting to her in a way experienced lover rarely did. 
 
    "Oh yeah, baby, just keep going like that," Audrey moaned in encouragement, pressing her pussy against Rachel's mouth as she rode along on waves of ecstasy. 
 
    It was now all just tongue against pussy as Rachel placed both hands against Audrey's legs and held her tightly. The older woman joined in as she placed interlocking fingers against the back of Rachel's head, holding her in position just as tightly. 
 
    Neither was certain just how long they went at it, Rachel using her tongue to send ripples of joy racing through excited flesh and Audrey rocking her body back in forth in time with those waves, continuing to cry out encouragements as she did. The rise to the summit was a gentle, constant climb, one that nevertheless exploded with pleasing force. A force that was as unanticipated as it was enjoyable. 
 
    "Oh God, oh God... oh my God!" Audrey cried out at the top of her lungs as Rachel gave her one last thrust of her tongue and sent her hurtling into heavenly bliss. 
 
    Her body quivered, her heart raced, and sweat covered the brunette as a resounding orgasm spread across her from top to bottom. It wasn't the best climax that she had ever felt, but it certainly hadn't been bad. Not bad at all. 
 
      
 
    "That," Audrey said between unevenly spaced breaths as she opened her eyes long moments later, "was really good." 
 
    "Oh my God, I can't believe I really did that," Rachel said just as breathlessly, lifting herself from between Audrey's legs. 
 
    "That you just went down on another woman, or that you actually brought her to orgasm?" Audrey asked, her breathing now becoming more regular. 
 
    "Both, actually," Rachel laughed. 
 
    "Any regrets?" Audrey inquired with just the slightest bit of concern in her tone. 
 
    "Only that it's taken me this long to try this," Rachel smiled, amazing herself with her 
 
    words. 
 
    "Well," Audrey said, "I don't want to give you a swelled head or anything, but if I'd known yesterday what you were capable of, I'm not totally sure that our little discussion would've had the same outcome." 
 
    That made Rachel smile even wider. 
 
    "But like I said before, I really don't dwell on what might have beens," Audrey laughed again, "so I guess I'll just have to make up for the missed opportunity now." 
 
    If it weren't impossible, Rachel would've smiled even more. 
 
    Audrey eased Rachel back on the bed, her head coming to rest against the two pillows by the headboard. Then she climbed into the space between the redhead's legs, leaning down to kiss her hard on the mouth. Rachel responded immediately, pulling Audrey down against her as she pressed forward into the kiss. 
 
    Their tongues darted back and forth, even as Rachel slipped her hand down into the small gap between their bodies, bringing it to rest on a mound still wet from Audrey's orgasm. She rubbed it softly as they continued to kiss, until the older woman lifted her head and laughed. 
 
    "Hey, you had your turn," she said with a smile as she pulled herself back off just long enough to break contact, then moved right back to where she had started. 
 
    This time, Rachel was content just to lay back and enjoy it, bringing her free hand to rest against the cheeks of Audrey's ass, an action that the brunette didn't seem to mind. Audrey kissed her even more deeply as her hand covered Rachel's breast, outstretched fingers pressing deep into soft flesh. 
 
    With a practiced skill, she toyed with the her nipples, bringing them to a hardness Rachel hadn't thought possible, squeezing them tightly as their bodies rolled back and forth. Audrey soon replaced her fingers with her mouth, bringing a warmth to Rachel's mound that she had never experienced with a lover before. 
 
    It wasn't long before Audrey was duplicating what Rachel had done before, the tip of her tongue rolling across the younger girl's skin until it too soon stood against the threshold of her tightly trimmed mound, a treasure that Audrey took more then a few heartbeats to admire and 
 
    appreciate. 
 
    If the question had ever been asked, Audrey could, without even having to think about it, come up with the number of women she had been with since that night with Jenny. It was a simple thing for her to remember, really, because she saw each woman as unique and each experience as unlike any that had come before. So it was with the young woman spread out before her, and she knew their time together was to be savored, not rushed. 
 
    During that brief pause, Rachel found herself filled with a sense of expectation unlike any she had ever felt before. It was hardly the first time anyone had gone down on her; in fact, some of those who had done so had been quite good at it. The cause of her anticipation, she knew, was that now there was a woman before her, someone who knew the secrets of her body almost as well as she did. 
 
    "Blessed mother in heaven!" Rachel gasped, using an invocation that the sisters at Saint Matthews would've no doubt considered blasphemous, as Audrey dropped her head down and immediately began to fulfill every one of her hopes. 
 
    It didn't take long for Rachel to learn that there was a very big difference between being good at something and really being great. There was no doubt that Audrey truly loved eating pussy as her tongue rolled across the Rachel's wetness, working its way up to her clit where her lips closed around it. 
 
    Rachel brought her hand to the back of Audrey's head, much as Audrey had done to hers. But her touch was a gentler one, a soft caress rather then a guidance to her most secret places. After all, Audrey was having no problem finding them all on her own. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, Audrey's fingers had also come into play, thrusting in and out of Rachel's pussy, leaving her tongue to concentrate on the crown above. The waves of delight that washed across the younger woman quickly equaled, then exceeded those she had enjoyed in the shower. 
 
    And as it had in the shower, it didn't take long for Audrey to bring Rachel to a pleasing climax, one that gently reverberated all across her body. 
 
    "That was number two," Audrey said with a smile as she lifted her head up but didn't withdraw her fingers, "care to try for number three?" 
 
    'That's like asking a six year old if she would like another ice cream cone,' Rachel thought as she smiled her acquiescence. 
 
    Audrey wasted no time in going for number three, working her magical fingers in and out of Rachel, gliding her thumb against her clit as she shifted her body so that she could again kiss the redhead. Never missing a stroke, she duplicated her earlier success in even less time than before, giving Rachel a smaller but almost as pleasing orgasm. 
 
    With one orgasm on top of another, Rachel needed a few minutes to collect herself. Once she had, however, she was determined to, if not even the score, at least make it a close game. 
 
    She changed places with Audrey, putting herself now on top and her head tight between the brunette's legs. It took twice as long as before, but the no longer Sapphic virgin finally brought her new lover to a satisfactory climax. 
 
    "Proud of yourself?" Audrey asked as Rachel rolled out from between her legs and climbed up to the empty space next to her on the bed. 
 
    "Actually, I am," she said with a grin. 
 
    "Well, you should be," Audrey replied with an equally broad smile. 
 
    They laid there for a few minutes, bodies pressed close together as they shared each other's warmth. Rachel couldn't remember the last time she'd had so much fun in bed. She let her mind wander for a bit, only to find the strangest of thoughts filling it. 
 
    "A dollar for your thoughts," Audrey said, having noticed the perplexed look on Rachel's face. 
 
    "A dollar?" Rachel laughed. 
 
    "Well, inflation, you know," Audrey laughed back, "plus, I'm sure your thoughts are worth at least that." 
 
    "Somehow, I doubt what I was thinking would be worth even that," Rachel said. 
 
    "Why don't you let me be the judge of that?" Audrey suggested. 
 
    "Well, as silly as it sounds," Rachel remarked, "I was thinking that if that asshole Frankie hadn't taken the money, none of this ever would've happened. In fact, right now I'd probably be in bed with him instead of you." 
 
    "I guess it just goes to show you that no one is totally worthless," Audrey softly laughed. 
 
    Rachel smiled at the reply, glad that Audrey hadn't found it silly at all. 
 
    "Do you think you'd have enjoyed yourself more if you were there instead of here?" Audrey unexpectedly asked. 
 
    The question took Rachel by surprise, but not so much so that she didn't quickly come up with an answer. 
 
    "I've been told that it's better not to dwell on what might have beens," she smiled as she pulled close to Rachel and laid her head on top of her breast, "and that was by a very smart woman. So I think I'll just take her advice." 
 
    Audrey laughed, kissing the top of Rachel's head as she did. 
 
    "I had a really wonderful time," Rachel added, giving at least part of the answer to the question she'd just sidestepped. "So much so that I actually feel sad that we're done." 
 
    "Who said we were done?" Audrey asked. 
 
    Rachel looked a bit puzzled for a moment. They had done what women do with each other, hadn't they? With most satisfying results, she recalled, more than once in fact. 
 
    "There is something else we can try," Audrey said as she lifted herself up on her elbow into a higher position. "I didn't suggest it before, because I wasn't sure how you might react, but now I think it might be something you'd enjoy." 
 
    "What?" Rachel asked, filled with curiosity as she lifted herself up as well. 
 
    Audrey took another long moment to think before, without answering the question, at least not with words, she slid off the side of the bed. Rachel watched with curiosity as Audrey stepped over to her bed and picked up the small gym bag on the floor by it. She couldn't see what it was that Audrey took out of it, at least not until she turned all the way around. 
 
    "Well, what do you think?" Audrey asked as she held what she had taken out of the bag in her hand. 
 
    "Omigod!" Rachel called out as she saw what Audrey was holding. "Is that what I think it is?" 
 
    "If it's not, I can't imagine what else it might be," Audrey laughed. 
 
    There in her hand, eight thick inches long, was the most perfect copy of a man's cock Rachel had ever seen. It was attached to a leather harness, illustrating that, unlike the much smaller version she had once been given as a gag gift, this one was meant to be worn. 
 
    "So what do you think?" Audrey asked again. 
 
    "I think that evidently I was wrong," Rachel said. "It seems that I can eat pussy and still have a cock too. " 
 
    "So, I take it you want to give it a go then," Audrey grinned. 
 
    "Abso-fucking-lutely," Rachel enthusiastically replied. 
 
      
 
    Rachel watched in fascination as Audrey stepped into the black leather harness and then, after pulling it up around her pelvis, tightened the straps until it rested firmly against her body. With one arm resting on her hip, Audrey struck a pose, allowing the woman on the bed to get a really good look at her new appendage. 
 
    "It almost looks like the real thing," Rachel said as she looked it over, thinking that its dimensions were pretty close to the natural one she had enjoyed not more than forty-eight hours before. 
 
    "Almost," Audrey replied, "but it does have one distinct advantage." 
 
    The expression on Rachel's face seemed to ask what. 
 
    "You never have to worry about it going soft before the job is done," Audrey grinned. 
 
    Rachel laughed, agreeing that was indeed an important distinction. 
 
    Audrey climbed in bed, moving back to the spot next to Rachel that she had just vacated. She started to lean over but was stopped when Rachel put up her hand. 
 
    "Wait a second," she said, causing Audrey to pause, "something's just not right here." 
 
    Not sure what that could be, Audrey backed up a few inches and replied with a look that said, ask away. 
 
    "Not that I'm not glad that you brought your little, okay maybe not so little, toy along," Rachel said, "but I can't help wondering why you did. Do you always carry it everywhere you go?" 
 
    "No, not everywhere," Audrey laughed. "Only places where I think I might have occasion to use it." 
 
    "And you thought tonight might have been one of them," Rachel queried, suspicion in her voice, "despite everything you originally said about my just being a platonic guest?" 
 
    "Actually, my bags were all packed before I even went over to D'Martini's yesterday morning," Audrey said, sincerity in her own tone. "When I tossed it in my bad, I still thought I'd be attending the wedding with Jenna." 
 
    "Jenna, who you also said was just a friend," Rachel pointed out. 
 
    "Well, there are friends, and then there are friends," Audrey said, a much stronger emphasis in the way she said it a second time. 
 
    It took a few seconds for Rachel to realize it, but the unsaid phrase 'with benefits' could almost be heard in the way Audrey stressed the word a second time. 
 
    "But you said she wasn't your girlfriend," Rachel recalled. 
 
    "And she's not," Audrey replied. "We're, what's the best way to describe it, oh, I know, fuck buddies. Perhaps you've heard the term before." 
 
    'Yeah, I've heard it before,' Rachel thought, thinking of someone who had fitted that description more than once in the last few years. 
 
    In the space of seconds, Rachel's expression encompassed suspicion, embarrassment and finally apprehension. That her accusation might have just ruined what had up to now been a really interesting experience was a real concern. 
 
    "Okay, I can live with that," Rachel said with a smile, hoping that Audrey was willing just to ignore her momentary distrust. 
 
    "I'm glad," Audrey answered with her own smile, "because I was really looking forward to fucking you." 
 
    There was joy to Rachel's eyes, because from the moment she had seen the sex toy, she had been looking forward to that as well. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, oh yes, oh baby, fuck me, fuck me harder!" Rachel cried out, not caring if the guests in the rooms around them heard her. 
 
    She was on her back with Audrey lying on top of her, her legs wrapped tightly around the brunette's thighs. They had been fucking for almost twenty minutes now, long having passed even Frankie's best record. 
 
    When Audrey had first come close enough for Rachel to actually put her hands on the counterfeit cock, she'd remarked that it almost felt real. Audrey had laughed and said she'd have to take the younger woman's word for it, not having ever seen one for real, much less felt it. 
 
    They had started off leisurely enough, with Audrey insisting that, despite Rachel still being wet, they also use just a bit of lubricant. That done, Audrey has placed the tip of her cock against Rachel's pussy and ever so slowly filled her with its length and girth. Her initial thrusts were gentle enough, interlaced with soft kisses. 
 
    Then she began to quicken her pace, soon reaching a point where Rachel was glad they had taken the extra precaution. It allowed her to relax and enjoy the hardness deep inside of her. 
 
    Together they rocked back and forth, sharing kisses less frequent but more intense. Audrey slammed into Rachel with such force that the latter's body bounced against the mattress, even as her body quaked with the erotic vibrations that were radiating throughout her. 
 
    At one point, Audrey lifted herself up and pushed back Rachel's legs, not missing a single stroke as she did. She looked down at the younger woman's bouncing breasts, the smile on her face reflected in her own. 
 
    Holding tightly onto Audrey's legs, Rachel pushed her body forward to meet the former's thrusts, delighting in the sensation as she filled her repeatedly. Wetting her fingers, she reached down and massaged her clit, adding to her pleasures. 
 
    Audrey leaned forward just far enough to bring her breasts above Rachel's face. The redhead reached up with her free hand to steady one of them, then guided it to her eager mouth. Long minutes passed as each did their best to bring bliss to the other, until Audrey signaled that she was ready to shift that balance in Rachel's favor. 
 
    She did so by totally withdrawing from her, at least for the time it took to turn Rachel over and onto her knees. Then she leaned down and kissed her pussy, licking it a few times, just long enough to take pleasure in the thick ambrosia she found there. Finally, repositioning herself, Audrey took hold of her cock and guided it back into the younger woman. 
 
    "Oh yes," Rachel moaned into the pillow her head was resting against. 
 
    Her hands pressed tight against Rachel's hips, Audrey quickly resumed the pace she had set before, continuing the reverberating satisfactions that filled the redhead's quivering form. She varied flurries of quick thrusts with long slow entries, delighting Rachel who, looking back over her shoulder, encouraged her onward. 
 
    Audrey arched back, supporting herself on outstretched arms, allowing Rachel to lift herself upward and, putting her own arms out for support as well, ride Audrey's ever hard cock. 
 
    It wasn't long before they shifted positions, back to the previous one with Rachel down against her pillow and Audrey driving herself forward. That also lasted but a few minutes as the brunette bent her knees into a sitting position and then pulled Rachel up against her. 
 
    Rachel rode her as hard as she could, while Audrey brought one hand around to fondle the redhead's breasts and the other down to play with her clit. Their bodies became almost one, sharing the rising tide within until it suddenly became a tsunami, causing Rachel to cry out with pleasure-filled abandon. 
 
    Audrey held Rachel tight against her, not relaxing her grip until the last of the tremors left her body. As they did, Rachel tilted her head back and kissed Audrey, thinking as she did so that it was poor payment for the wonders that had been unlocked within her. But, for now, it would have to suffice, because that was all she had the energy to give. 
 
    Then she leaned all the way forward, followed by Audrey, who was still inside of her. Almost as soon as her head dropped against the pillow, Rachel let a lovely fatigue take over and she fell almost instantly asleep. Audrey followed just a short time later. 
 
    They slept late into the morning, and as much as the temptation to repeat what they had shared the night before called to them, they both knew it was time to head home. As they retraced their journey of the day before, they talked about almost anything but what had happened during the night. Though neither of then said it, both seemed to agree that perhaps they needed a bit of time to sort it out. 
 
    "Well," Audrey said as pulled over to the curb a block away from Rachel's house and shut off the ignition. 
 
    "Yeah," Rachel replied, taking a moment to glance out the window to see if there were any Sunday morning walkers about that might see her exit the car. None could be seen, but still she was reluctant to get out just yet. 
 
    Seeing Rachel's hesitation, Audrey decided that perhaps she should say something after all. 
 
    "We could just decide that last night didn't really happen," Audrey suggested. "That it was, at best, a dream. A very pleasant one, but in the end just a bit of phantasm." 
 
    "I suppose we could do that," Rachel replied, pausing for a second as if she was considering it, "but I'm not sure that's what I want." 
 
    "Indeed?" Audrey replied, a look of interest on her face. 
 
    "I mean, I really don't see myself ever giving up cock," Rachel pointed out, "at least totally." 
 
    "And I don't see myself settling down with a girlfriend any time soon," Audrey added, pausing a bit as well before asking, "So where does that leave us?" 
 
    "Friends?" Rachel asked. 
 
    "Just friends?" Audrey asked in turn. 
 
    "Well, like you said, there are friends, and then there are friends," Rachel smiled, holding her breath as she waited for Audrey's response. 
 
    A response that took what seemed like a very long time to come. 
 
    "I could live with that," Audrey grinned. 
 
    Then, without double-checking to see if anyone had come onto the street since she had last looked, Rachel leaned over and kissed Audrey. It was a kiss that expressed all of the gratitude that she hadn't been able to summon last night. After which, she quickly opened the car door and began to walk down the street in the direction of her house. 
 
    As she watched her walk toward the corner, Audrey smiled when she heard the tune that Rachel had begun to sing. It was one that would now have an even more special meaning than it had before. 
 
    "You can ring my bell, ring my bell," she sang as she walked. "You can ring my bell, ring my bell." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 8 
 
    Dorothy Kerr turned her head as her daughter, Cassie, walked into the kitchen. To her disappointment, the soon to be high school graduate still wore the same look of disappointment she had carried around all week. 
 
    "I was just making some tea," the thirty-eight year old brunette said, "just the thing for a rainy afternoon. Would you like some?" 
 
    "No thanks, Mom," Cassie said as she sat down at the kitchen table. 
 
    Taking her tea mug in hand, Dorothy sat down opposite her daughter. She had been trying to come up with a way to cheer her up for the last few days with no success. Deep in her heart she knew her daughter's mood wasn't her fault, but she still felt responsible. 
 
    "Could I say I'm sorry one more time," Dorothy said. 
 
    "You don't have to, Mom," Cassie replied, "It was my fault, not yours." 
 
    "Still, maybe I shouldn't have even brought it up unless I was totally sure," the older woman said. 
 
    "No, you told me to keep it to myself and instead I told Janet," Cassie went on. "What was it that Dad used to say, a secret stops being a secret when a third person learns about it. I should've known that Janet couldn't keep her mouth shut. 
 
    It had all started two weeks ago when the band hired by the graduating class for the Prom had cancelled their appearance. Two of the members had been injured in an automobile accident and wouldn't be able to play for months. The cancellation had set off a mad scramble to find a replacement group. Not the easiest thing to do with half the proms in the county all being on the same night. At least if you wanted to get a half decent act. 
 
    It was then that Dorothy had come up with a suggestion that she thought might make her daughter's Prom truly memorable. Why not, she told her daughter, try and get someone famous to appear in their place. 
 
    "Yeah, right," Cassie had laughed, "That kind of thing only happens in the movies." 
 
    "You never know," her mother had replied. 
 
    "In the movies, it usually involves someone's dying wish or someone knows the star personally," the seventeen year old said. "I don't suppose you know any major stars, do you?" 
 
    "Well actually ..." Dorothy started to say but was cut off by her daughter. 
 
    "And Johnny Brown and the Dreamboats doesn't count," she said, bringing up the name of her uncle's old time rock band which had a state wide following among the over forty crowd. 
 
    "Actually," Dorothy said slowly as she debated even mentioning it, "I was thinking more of Kassandra. You have heard of her, right?" 
 
    "Shut up," Cassie shot back, "There's no way you know Kassandra." 
 
    Kassandra was one of those mega stars that were known the world over by just her first name. She had taken the music world by storm fifteen years earlier and was only eclipsed by the likes of Madonna. It was nearly impossible to get tickets to one of her concerts, much less think she would ever appear at a high school show. 
 
    Yes way," Dorothy smiled, "But when I knew her she still had two names. Back when I was your age and the world was still flat." 
 
    "You really know her?" Cassie repeated. 
 
    "Yes I do," Dorothy likewise repeated. "There was a time when she was just a small town girl as well. We went to school together back in Fort Bradford." 
 
    "You think you could actually get her to come to the Prom?" Cassie asked. 
 
    "I can try and ask," Dorothy said. "I's a long shot, but who knows." 
 
    "That would be so awesome," Cassie bubbled. 
 
    "Remember, this is really a long shot," Dorothy reminded her daughter, "so let's not say a word about it until I can try and make some calls." 
 
    "Oh wow, I can't believe my Mom actually knows Kassandra," Cassie was saying to herself, only half hearing the rest of what Dorothy had said. 
 
    Of course a secret this good just had to be shared with her best friend, Janet. Then of course Janet had to share it with Connie, promising her to secrecy as well. A promise that Connie made sure to likewise extract from Kathy, and on and on it went. By the end of the weekend, most of the senior class had heard that Kassandra was coming to the Prom. All of this before Dorothy had even been able to call Kassandra's manager on Monday morning. 
 
    A call that was having very little success. Despite her being able to call on an unlisted line and asking for Mary Glenn, the pseudonym Kassandra traveled under, the business manager who screened the call refused to put her through to the singer. He said that he had never heard of her before and he had been with the star almost from the beginning. 
 
    "It was a good try lady," he said before hanging up the phone. 
 
    "Pigheaded ass," Dorothy said as she hung up the phone. 
 
    As she had told Cassie, it was a real long shot, but it really annoyed her to get shot down before even getting the chance to even ask her personally. She would've understood if Kassandra couldn't do it. After all, a star of that magnitude had commitments the world over. 
 
    It would've been nice to do something really special for Cassie, Dorothy had thought. They'd all had a rough year with the death of her father last August. As much as Dorothy hurt, she had buried it in order to be there in every way she could for her daughter and she hoped she wouldn't be too disappointed. Thankfully no one else even knew she had tried to get the singer. 
 
    When Cassie had gone to school that Monday, she'd been shocked to discover that everyone knew about her mother trying to get Kassandra for the Prom. She was then devastated the next day when she had to practically announce that it wasn't going to happen. Despite the fact that she hadn't personally told a single soul other than Janet, a great many people seemed to act as if she had promised the whole class. A few even took the position that her mother had never known the star to begin with, and she had just spread the rumor to make herself popular. 
 
    "I hung your Prom dress in your closet," Dorothy said as she got up from the table and turned on the tap to rinse out her glass. 
 
    "You know, Mom, I've been thinking," Cassie said from the table. "Maybe I'll just skip the Prom. It's not like ..." 
 
    "You hold it right there, young lady," Dorothy interrupted. "I don't want to hear any such silly thing. Of course you're going to the Prom, and you're going to have a great time." 
 
    "Yeah but," Cassie started to say when she was interrupted by the front door bell. "I'll get it," she said, rising from her chair. "Not go to the Prom," Dorothy said to herself as she put the now clean cup back in the cabinet. "Just because a few other kids have big mouths ..." 
 
    Dorothy's train of thought was abruptly shattered as twin sounds cut through the air. A sudden scream in her daughter's voice, and then the sound of a body hitting the floor. A sound Dorothy remembered all too clearly from the night Jimmy had his heart attack. 
 
    "Oh My God!" Cassie had screamed, causing her mother to race out of the kitchen towards the front door. 
 
    When she reached the foyer, Dorothy saw her daughter stretched out on the floor. Bent down and leaning over her was a woman wearing a dark blue cape and hood. The angle of the hood obscured her face. 
 
    "Cassie!" Dorothy screamed, the color draining from her face. 
 
    "She's all right," the cloaked woman said as Cassie let out a soft moan. "I think she just fainted for a moment." 
 
    "Fainted?" Dorothy repeated as to her relief, Cassie opened her eyes and began to sit up. 
 
    "Take it easy, honey," the new arrival said, "Give yourself a chance to catch your breath." 
 
    "Oh my God," Cassie said again as she remembered why she had fainted. "Mom, it's really her!" 
 
    It was only then that the cloaked woman pulled back her hood, giving Dorothy her first good look at the blond tressed face beneath. A face that was both strange and familiar. 
 
    "Cassie?" Dorothy asked in a surprised voice. 
 
    "Yes," both her daughter and the woman in blue answered at the same time. 
 
    "Your name is Cassie too?" a surprised Cassie asked the woman. 
 
    "Yes, short for Cassandra," came her reply. "Back when I used to spell it with a C. Didn't you know that?" 
 
    "Why would I know that?" a confused Cassie asked. 
 
    "Well after all," Kassandra smiled, "you were named after me." 
 
    "Oh my God," Cassie said a third time in a more subdued tone. 
 
    Once Cassie was up and off the floor, the three women moved to the kitchen. Dorothy hung up Kassandra's wet cloak and put the tea kettle back on. 
 
    "I can't believe that you're really here," Cassie said. "I have like a million things to ask." 
 
    "Sweetheart, I'll be more than happy to answer all your questions, but later," Kassandra replied. "If you don't mind, could your mother and I have a few moments. It's been a long time since we've had a chance to talk." 
 
    "Oh sure," the excited teenager said as she excused herself and headed up to her room. As she ran up the stairs, she could just about be heard repeating over and over, "She's really here." 
 
    Both older women waited until they heard Cassie's bedroom door close behind her. What they had to say to each other wasn't for her ears. 
 
    "It's really so good to see you again, Cass," Dorothy said as she smiled at the friend of her younger years. "I think of you often." 
 
    "It's good to see you too, DD," Kassandra replied, using the nickname Dorothy had gone by in her high school days. "And before I say anything else, I want to say how deeply sorry I am." 
 
    "For what?" Dorothy asked, "That your manager didn't take me seriously when I called. That was hardly your fault." 
 
    "No, not that," she replied as Dorothy put a cup of hot tea in front of her. "Although that shouldn't have happened either. I'm so sorry I wasn't here for you when Jim died. I didn't find out until after the funeral and I was on tour in Tokyo and ..." 
 
    "You don't have to explain, Cass," Dorothy interrupted. "I understood and I really appreciated the letter you send. It meant a lot to me." 
 
    "You know I could never talk on the phone if it was something important," the blond said. "In hindsight though, what I really should've done was got on the first plane back to the States and come to see you no matter what." 
 
    "That wouldn't have been fair to all the people who were waiting to see you," Dorothy said. "I understood, and Jim would've too." 
 
    "I loved him you know," Kassandra said. "I really did. I loved the both of you." 
 
    "He knew, we knew," said Dorothy, "and we also knew that of the three of us, you had the best chance of making it big. We were so happy for you." 
 
    "That's a load of crap and you know it," the singer said unexpectedly. "You were a lot more talented than I was." 
 
    "Then maybe you just wanted it more." 
 
    "Do you ever think about it?" Kassandra asked. "What might have happened if I was the one who got pregnant and you went to Los Angeles instead. You know the way the three of us were back then, it could've just as well have been me." 
 
    "I really don't dwell on what might have beens," Dorothy said as she took a sip of tea. "We had a happy life together, that was enough." 
 
    "I can't get over Cassie," Kassandra said, changing the subject. "She looks so much like both you and Jim. I haven't seen her since she was six and the photographs you've sent over the years don't do her justice." 
 
    "She's a really great girl," the brunette smiled, "life wouldn't have been the same if we didn't have her. I wouldn't have survived losing Jim without her." 
 
    "She didn't know she was named after me," Kassandra noted. "I take it then you never told her about all of us and the band we had. Or what we all meant to each other." 
 
    "No, we didn't," Dorothy admitted, "but not because we were ashamed of any of it. We just thought it was a topic that could wait until we were all older. It seemed a much better idea that she think that her folks were always the no fun squares people sometimes took us to be." 
 
    "Now, that I can't believe," Kassandra laughed. "You might not be as wild as we were back then, but I refuse to believe that you and Jim turned into anything like that." 
 
    "Well, maybe not that bad." 
 
    "I thought so." "So are you happy being one of the beautiful people?" Dorothy asked. 
 
    "To tell you the truth, DD," her old friend said, "and I think you are the one person that I can be totally honest with, I can't really say that I am." 
 
    "I'm surprised" 
 
    "Oh I love performing, making all those people happy," she explained. "It's just that so much of it all so phony. Too many people that'll say anything to you, just to have a piece of the action." 
 
    "You were married twice," Dorothy said, "wasn't that for love?" 
 
    "I thought so, at least at first," Kassandra replied, "but both of them just wanted what they could get as part of the Kassandra Express." 
 
    "I read about you all the time in People and some of the other magazines. You seem to lead an exciting life." 
 
    "Most of that is pure unadulterated crap," the singer laughed. "If I slept with every man and woman they've reported me with, I'd never have time for anything else." 
 
    "So they're all made up?" Dorothy asked out of curiosity. 
 
    "Well let's just say half of them are," Kassandra grinned. "What was it we used to call it back in the day? Working off the strain, or something like that" 
 
    "Something like that," Dorothy agreed with a broad smile as she remembered days and nights long past. 
 
    They chatted for a few minutes more as Kassandra explained how she had finally learned of Dorothy's call. Her manager had brought over some papers for her to sign before she left for a promotional tour in Hawaii and happened to mention that he thought they should change her private line and code name again. 
 
    "Why is that?" she asked as she read the papers he handed her. 
 
    "Because we got another fan calling last Monday claiming to be a long lost friend who had to speak to you," he said. "That's the fourth time this month. It's only a matter of time before they post it on the Internet." 
 
    "Okay, take care of it," Kassandra said as she put her signature on the papers. "Just out of curiosity, what did this one want?" 
 
    "I'd give this one credit, although I'm not sure for imagination or audacity," he said as he collected the papers and put them in his attache case. "She wanted you to sing at her daughter's high school Prom. Imagine that, asking a woman who regularly fills Madison Square Garden to sing in some school gym." 
 
    "Might be fun," Kassandra mused. 
 
    "You can't be serious." 
 
    "No, I guess not," she said, remembering how long it'd been since she'd sang in a place where she could actually connect with her fans without a small army of security between them. "Did you at least get her name and address? We should at least send her daughter a personal letter congratulating her on finishing high school." 
 
    "Let me think," her manager said, "Dorothy Kenny, no not Kenny, I think it was Dorothy Kerr, from some place called Orange Rock in California." 
 
    Kassandra didn't take another breath before she told him to cancel the Hawaii trip. Tell them that I need to take a rest, she told him. 
 
    "What better place to rest than Hawaii?" he had asked, unable to understand her sudden decision. 
 
    "And I want you to find out what school that girl goes to and make arrangements for me to sing there," she went on, "I don't care if you have to call every school in Orange Rock but I want you to do it without calling Mrs. Kerr back. I want it to be a surprise." 
 
    "Look, Kassandra, could you explain to me what the hell you're doing," he said. "A lot of people are expecting you in Hawaii." 
 
    "I'm correcting a mistake I never should've made," she said in a tone that he knew meant that she wasn't going to explain any further. "Just make it happen, understand." 
 
    "I'm grateful," Dorothy said as Kassandra finished her story. 
 
    "You don't have to be," Kassandra said. "I'm the one who should be thanking you. It's a chance for me to do something for my daughter that almost was." 
 
    "You'll stay here of course," Dorothy insisted. 
 
    "I was hoping you'd asked," Kassandra grinned. "I'm so sick of hotels and I could use the peace and quiet. My back up band will get here on Friday afternoon, just in time for the Prom. That'll give us two days to just visit." 
 
    "Well, I'm sure a little peace and quiet is something that we can provide," Dorothy smiled, "and this time I'm sure Cassie won't be blabbing to her friends." 
 
    Sure enough, this time Cassie did indeed keep the secret. Of course she also kept Kassandra up half the night asking what seemed like a thousand questions about the life of a superstar. The answers she got, of course, were a lot more tempered that those Kassandra had given Dorothy. 
 
    Thankfully, the next night would give Kassandra a chance for a full night's sleep as Cassie was going to spend it at Janet's house. It was a long planned sleepover, but one that the young girl would've been glad to skip. It was only at her mother's insistence that she kept her original plans, saying that it would give Kassandra a chance to rest as well. 
 
    Dorothy had no doubts that, even with the added temptation of spending the night with Janet, Cassie would keep her mouth shut about their houseguest. It now meant too much to her daughter to have Kassandra show up unexpectedly at the Prom and make fools out of all the people who had made her feel so bad. If she even suggested it to Janet, half the school would know by tomorrow afternoon. 
 
    Kassandra spent the afternoon making last minute arrangements for the dance. The school was overjoyed when contacted by her people and had managed to keep the secret as well. Widespread public knowledge of an appearance by a star of her magnitude would draw a crowd far larger than the school auditorium could ever hope to hold. 
 
    It was late when Kassandra finally returned, but Dorothy had waited up for her with a home cooked meal. The two old friends ate together, remembering again what the world had been like when they were Cassie's age. It was a remembrance that went almost as late into the night as Cassie's questions the night before. 
 
    An hour after they had said their goodnights, Dorothy still lay awake. Her mind was too filled with the memories her dear friend had reawakened in her. Memories of the love that she and Jim had shared. A love that had included their friend Cassie Morgan as well. 
 
    The memories brought with them sensations that had lately been absent from Dorothy's life. A stirring between her legs that had only been satisfied by a battery powered toy in the long months since her husband's death. 
 
    An arousal also reflected in her breasts as she ran one hand across them , her fingers playing with the stiff, thick nipples that could be felt even through her pajamas. Nipples she yearned to have sucked by a lover. 
 
    Dorothy moved her other hand down between her legs, stroking the already damp mound between them. She had always kept her hair tightly trimmed, better to savor the electric touch of her hand as first one, then a second finger slid deep in side of her. 
 
    Familiar sensations filled her as she caressed her body, bringing it quickly to the edge of bliss. It was process she had first learned when she was younger than her daughter. A time when her world was still fill of dreams. Dreams that included two people she would love all of her life. 
 
    "Oh Jim," I miss you so much," Dorothy softly said as she brought herself to the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Her fingers began to move at a more frantic pace, bringing her even closer to the chasm. Breaths came in shorter gasps as tears ran down her cheeks. 
 
    "Cassie, I missed you too," she said as the other great love of her life filled her inner eye. 
 
    If Dorothy had tilted her head a few inches to the left, she would've seen one of her objects of desire in a much more real image. Unable to sleep either, Kassandra had gotten up to get a drink a few minutes before. Passing her friend's room, she had heard her moan and opened the door just enough to see if Dorothy was okay. 
 
    "Oh D.D.," the singing star said silently to herself, "I've missed you as well. I wish I could tell you how much." 
 
    The blond-haired woman started to retreat back into the hallway, leaving her old friend to her privacy. Then she paused for a heartbeat. In that single tick of the clock, she knew that nothing she had gained in the last twenty years mattered as much to her as the woman laying there in disconsolation. 
 
    Pushing the door back open, Kassandra stepped into the room and sat down on the edge of Dorothy's bed. It took a few seconds for the brunette to realize that the face smiling down on her was really there. As she did, the fires that had been building within her abruptly dampened. 
 
    "Kassandra?" Dorothy asked as she realized that she wasn't drifting in her dreams anymore. "Is there something wrong?" she asked as she started to get up. 
 
    "Nothing's wrong," her old friend said with the warmest of smiles. "In fact, for the first time as far back as I can remember, I think everything is right." 
 
    "Kassandra, I don't under..." Dorothy started to say as she sat up, only to have her words cut off as two soft fingers came to rest on her lips. 
 
    "No, not Kassandra," came the reply as she removed her fingers to replace them with her own lips. "Cassie." 
 
    The press of her lips brought the memories Dorothy had been trying to recall to sudden, vivid life. The dark-haired woman opened her mouth ever so slightly, allowing Cassie's tongue to pass between her lips, gently caressing her own. 
 
    "Oh God," Dorothy gasped as she felt tears swell up in her eyes. "Cassie, I love you. I've always loved you." 
 
    "Me too, babe," Cassie said as she felt moisture forming at the corners of her eyes as well. "Me too." 
 
    They held each other tight as they kissed again and again, their hands roaming over the other's body. The years faded away with each kiss, and suddenly both were teenagers once more. 
 
    Cassie and Dorothy stretched out on the bed, their bodies rubbing together. Nimble fingers undid the buttons of the man's pajama tops that Dorothy wore to bed, quickly freeing the large rounded breasts beneath. 
 
    Hands no less nimble undid the laces of Cassie's nightgown until that too slid effortlessly off her body. Back in high school, the two friends had been able to wear each other's clothes. A quick comparison of their now nude forms would confirm that they still could. 
 
    Soft fingers moved across each of their bodies, reacquainting each of them with the touch of the other. It didn't take much for their bodies to respond as despite a long absence, the touch was oh so familiar. 
 
    Wrapping their arms around each other, they pressed almost identical breasts together, the nipples of each erect with excitement. Cassie cupped one of Dorothy's mounds and licked the inviting tip with her tongue. The soft moan from Dorothy was the sweetest music the songstress had heard in a long time. 
 
    Although she lacked her friend's experience, Dorothy wasted no time in bringing equal pleasure as they took turns exploring the other's breasts. The taste of her friend's mounds was as sweet as she had remembered them to be, a fact that fueled the fires building within the dark-haired woman. 
 
    Breaking their embrace, they pulled themselves a little away from each other, just far enough for them to interlock their legs. As they again closed the distance between them, each remembered how much fun rubbing their pussies together had been in younger days. 
 
    Bouncing back and forth on the bed, each of their clits pressed against its counterpart, sending oscillating waves of passion across their now quaking bodies. The stronger each resounding wash became, the more intense their motions that followed. 
 
    Breaths grew short and heartbeats raced as their violent gyrations propelled both of them on the path to orgasm. Still it was evident to both that a more direct approach was going to be needed. Not that either of them was about to complain. 
 
    Again, Cassie took the initiative as she undid their leglock and pressed Dorothy down on the bed. After a quick kiss on her lips, the blond took hold of each of the brunette's legs and spread them far apart. The small dark patch in the center of the now outstretched legs drew her attention like a magnet and Cassie pressed forward and assaulted it with all of her skill. 
 
    "Oh Cassie," Dorothy moaned as she felt the singer's tongue slide deep inside of her. 
 
    Words Cassie hardly heard as she twirled her tongue around the excited center of Dorothy's sex. There had been more than a few women in her life since the last time she and Dorothy had shared a bed, but none of them had ever filled her with such a desire to please. 
 
    And please she did as the gentle waves of delight that had been washing over Dorothy's body were quickly transformed into a raging storm. A tempest that soon reached a shattering climax. 
 
    Dorothy wanted to scream to the heavens in praise of the passions that ripped her body, but the words couldn't be found. She just didn't have the energy to spare. All of the frustrations that over a year of empty nights had built up now faded away, transforming in a single instant into a rainbow of ecstasy. 
 
    Normally, after such an eruption of energy, Dorothy would've been totally drained. Yet this time she felt herself fueled by what seemed to be boundless enthusiasm. She quickly changed places with Cassie and began to explore the deep folds of her friend's womanhood. It had been such a long time since she had experienced the joys of another woman, but like so many other things, the memories of it all were flooding her mind. 
 
    "Are you sure you remember how to do this?" Cassie joked as she saw a brief moment of hesitation reflected on her host's face. 
 
    "You just lay back and enjoy." Dorothy shot back as she lowered her head to within an inch of Cassie's blond curls. "You let me worry about how much I remember." 
 
    Less than ten minutes later, Cassie was wondering how she could've ever have doubted her once and now hopefully future lover, even in jest. In the circles she traveled as Kassandra, Cassie had slept with some of the sexiest men and women on four continents. None of them had produced anything like the awesome sensations that now filled her. 
 
    Her body rocked under Dorothy's attentions, with an intensity long ago forgotten. Too many of her lovers of either sex had simply been people who wanted to be able to say they'd slept with Kassandra. None of them had been fueled by the unequaled fires that true love could provide. 
 
    "Oh baby, I'm going to come!" Cassie cried out in a loud voice, "Give it to me!" 
 
    And give it, Dorothy did. An orgasm the likes of which Cassie had long ago forgotten. Or perhaps the memory of which had been not as much forgotten as suppressed. Buried in the knowledge that it might never again be experienced. If that was the case, then this was surely resurrection day because it was as if all the missing pieces of the singer's life suddenly came together. 
 
    The question that filled her mind as the two women finally collapsed into each other's arms was simple. Now that she had found what was missing in her life, how did she hold onto it. It was a question that would fill her for every hour of the next day. 
 
    Looking around the gym decorated with balloons and paper streamers, Dorothy was taken back for a moment to her own Prom. Some things were identical, but she was sure that her own graduating class wasn't anywhere as excited as the young men and women scattered around her. 
 
    Kassandra was already deep into her twelfth song and still the kids were calling for just one more. A request that the world-renown star was only too happy to give in to. 
 
    Earlier in the evening, you could've heard the proverbial pin drop when the Principal had stepped up to the microphone to announce that the previously scheduled band had been forced to cancel but that Cassie Kerr had managed to arrange a last minute substitute. 
 
    Dorothy would never forget the look of satisfaction on her daughter's face as she walked up to the center of the stage and introduced Kassandra. A look that grew even happier as the Queen of Pop Rock dedicated the very first song to her greatest fan and dearest friend. It would be a long time before anyone made fun of Cassie again. 
 
    Now, listening to Kassandra sing, Dorothy let her thoughts drift and did something she normally never let herself do. Think about what might have been. 
 
    Deep down, she knew that it could indeed just as well have been her up on that stage. Last night and into the morning, during her lovemaking with the woman she always thought of as simply Cassie, Dorothy had also been reminded of just how good she had been as well. 
 
    She thought of what it might've been like, living Cassie's life - to have been the star. Then she thought of her life with Jim and how much she had loved him. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught Cassie dancing with her date, Tommy Golden. Cassie was the living embodiment of that love. 
 
    Watching her daughter for a few moments more, she finally decided that if not having her was the price she would've paid for success, well then it was just as well that Cassie had the life in the bright spotlights. Dorothy was more than happy with the one she had lived in the warm sunshine. 
 
    Dorothy's musings were suddenly interrupted from the stage. The dance was beginning to wrap up and Kassandra was saying something to the audience. 
 
    "Before I sing the last song of the evening," Kassandra was saying, "I'd like to share a little secret with you. Long before most of you were born, in fact, back when I wasn't any older than the students here, I was part of a band..." 
 
    "I don't think I want to hear this," Dorothy said to herself. "Cassie, what are you doing?" 
 
    "... and believe it or not, I wasn't even the best singer in that band." Kassandra went on. "Of course I really didn't like to admit that to too many people." she laughed and most of the crowd laughed with her. 
 
    Dorothy was not one of them. 
 
    "But as you get older, and you go down the roads that life takes you," she continued, "you sometimes forget the things that were really important to you and always should be. I'm not sure if you really understand what I'm talking about, or even if I'm saying it right." 
 
    Dorothy was now slowly making her way through the crowd to the side door. 
 
    "Anyway, sometimes you're lucky enough to be reminded of what's really important to you, and you even get a chance to set things right. The singer I just mentioned is here tonight, in fact I think you all know her. I'd like her to come up here and sing this last song with me. It's one we used to do and I'm sure she remembers it. So, D.D., ... Dorothy, would you join me?" 
 
    The crowd suddenly parted around Dorothy, who hadn't been able to reach the door. It was immediately obvious to the crowd that Dorothy Kerr was the person Kassandra was talking about. At first there were a few low murmurs, then someone began to clap. Then another and another, until the hall was filled with it and people began to call out her name. 
 
    Unable now to leave, Dorothy began to walk toward the stage. It was her intention to thank Kassandra for the acknowledgement but politely decline the honor. 
 
    Standing next to the star, Dorothy looked out on the assemblage but only saw one face. Cassie was in the front row, clapping harder than anyone around her. Tears of joy were running down her face. 
 
    "Oh what the hell," Dorothy said to herself as Kassandra walked over and handed her a wireless microphone. "You're going to pay for this," the brunette whispered to her friend before pressing the switch that turned on the mike. 
 
    Kassandra's response was a broad, knowing smile. The back up band keyed up and Dorothy immediately recognized the melody. It was a song they both knew well as it had been Jim's favorite. He had written it for the two of them. 
 
    Dorothy closed her eyes and let the intro echo in her mind. Words she hadn't sang since the last appearance of their band of almost two decades before. Letting herself go back to those days, the former Dorothy D'Angelo began to sing. It was yesterday once more. Silence filled the converted gym as the last note faded. Dorothy abruptly returned to the here and now, hoping that she hadn't embarrassed herself too badly. The lingering silence made her think that she had done just that. 
 
    Then the silence shattered as every hand in the room broke into applause, accompanied by loud voices of praise. To her left, Dorothy caught sight of her daughter racing up the steps of the stage and then across it to her. The look of delight on her face eclipsed even than she had wore earlier. 
 
    "Who would've ever believed it?" Cassie Kerr said as she wrapped her arms around her mother. "My Mother was a rock star!" 
 
    "Not just your Mom," Dorothy said as she returned her daughter's embrace. "Your Dad was pretty good too." she added as she could almost feel Jim's presence next to both of them. 
 
    Looking past the child of her lost love, Dorothy caught Kassandra's eyes. The star stepped close and hugged the two of them as well. 
 
    "I love you," Dorothy mouthed wordlessly to her friend and lover. 
 
    "I love you too," Kassandra mouthed back. "Now and forever." 
 
    As she held both Cassie's in her arms, Dorothy knew it wasn't just yesterday once more. It was the promise of tomorrow as well. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 9 
 
    A glass of wine in hand, Jayne Morgan stood out on the small hotel balcony, admiring the view of downtown Chicago. Despite the coolness of the evening, the thirty-four year old felt quite comfortable in just the skirt and blouse she wore, warmed within by her drink and the thought of a job well done. The latter of which, the short-haired redhead was certain, was going to reap significant dividends come Tuesday morning when she returned to New York and the offices of Sherman, Brown and Grant. Consideration for a partnership suddenly seemed a very real possibility. 
 
    And yet, less than forty-eight hours before, the associate had imagined a much different outcome to the case she had come to Chicago for. In fact, she had truly believed she was looking at a disaster in the making, with an equally detrimental effect on her career. 
 
    Three days ago, Nathaniel Brown, the senior partner whom she had accompanied on a major product liability case, had been stricken with appendicitis, warranting hospitalization and immediate surgery. That in itself had been enough to cause her concern but not overwhelmingly so. The real catastrophe, at least in her mind, occurred when the trial judge decided he saw no reason why, as second chair, she couldn't complete the case on her own. Despite her urgent request, he refused to grant a continuance and would only agree to a one day delay to allow her to prepare her own final summation. 
 
    Jayne was a competent attorney, but this case needed much more than simple competence. What it needed was someone of Nathaniel Brown's experience. That was the reason why their client had flown them out to Chicago in the first place. Based on just the facts, this case could easily go either way. It was Brown's brilliance in final summation that they were counting on to turn the tide. 
 
    Yet somehow, despite her trepidation, Jayne had managed what had initially seemed improbable if not impossible and won the case on her own. Now she felt like celebrating. 
 
    "If I was back in New York, I know how I'd want to celebrate tonight," Jayne thought as she took another sip of wine, a warm rush filling her breasts as it went down. 
 
    Normally, with the case completed, Jayne would've taken care of any paperwork right afterward, then caught an evening flight home. But Nathaniel preferred not to fly at night and had told their client that any paperwork would be delivered the day after the trial concluded. So, despite the change in counselor, that was what the client still expected. 
 
    Of course, even if she were already winging her way back home, Jayne reminded herself, there was the small fact that she had broken up with her boyfriend, Brian Cassidy, early last month. Even so, it wouldn't be all that hard to find an acceptable substitute, at least for a few hours. One night stands really weren't her norm, but that didn't mean she didn't occasionally indulge. 
 
    In fact, the euphoria of her surprise win, coupled with the wine in her system, was making her consider heading down to the hotel bar to see what entertainments might be found there. She'd had a few drinks there last night while attempting to marshal her courage, and noted a few not unworthy prospects. It was unlikely that any would be able to do the things that Brian used to do for her in bed; but then again, whatever their talents, it had to be better than those satisfactions available through her own hand. 
 
    "I would have to have forgotten Bob on this trip," Jayne laughed softly as she drained the last of her wine and opened the sliding glass door that led back into her room. 
 
    A new smile filled her face and a familiar tingle formed between her legs as she recalled the pleasures her 'battery operated boyfriend' usually brought. Then the smile faded a bit with the thought that in the last few weeks she hadn't even had time for that. 
 
    "Well, that ends tonight," Jayne said to herself, making up her mind as she stepped into the spacious room. 
 
    Finding the already half empty bottle of wine that she'd left on the room's small table, Jayne decided that it might not be a bad idea to have something to eat before she stepped out in search of companionship. There would undoubtedly be a few more drinks before the night was over and the last thing she needed was to have them on an empty stomach. 
 
    Quickly locating the menu for room service, Jayne sat herself down in the comfortable love seat and looked to see what seemed appetizing. She had only gotten half way down her choices when a knock at the door interrupted her. Not expecting anyone, she laid the menu aside and got up to see who it might be. 
 
    Opening the door, she found a young, attractive brunette standing on the threshold. An inch shorter than her own five foot six, the twenty-something girl had her hair tied back in a tight bun and wore a dark business suit and skirt not dissimilar to the ones Jayne normally wore herself. She had to admit, however, that the woman in front of her looked a lot better in it than she ever did. The outfit appeared to be custom tailored, designed to accentuate the generous curves of the body beneath it while still presenting a professional appearance. Thin black metal-framed glasses completed her ensemble. 
 
    Only a few heartbeats had passed since Jayne had opened the door, but in that short span the young woman's expression underwent a dramatic change. What had originally been a warm, inviting smile transformed into a look of confusion. 
 
    "May I help you?" Jayne asked. 
 
    The girl, whose name Jayne would later learn was Jocelyn, didn't immediately respond. Instead, she shifted just a bit to the right so that she could look past the older woman at the number on the open door. It was only when she had satisfied herself that she was indeed in the right place that she turned her attention back to Jayne. 
 
    "I'm supposed to be delivering some papers to a Mr. Brown," she said, glancing down for a moment at the small leather case under her arm as if to emphasize her task. "This is his room, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes it is," Jayne replied, "I mean it was," she quickly corrected herself. 
 
    After Nathaniel had been hospitalized, it made no sense to keep two rooms, so Jayne had closed out the reservation on her own and had moved into Nathaniel's. It was the better of the two and since she was now, however reluctantly, first chair, it seemed only fair. 
 
    The girl in the doorway seemed even more confused by the answer to her inquiry, so Jayne suggested she come in and she would explain further. She had no idea what papers Nathaniel might have been expecting, but with him unavailable she had an obligation to see what they pertained to. 
 
    Once she had closed the door behind them, it took Jayne only a bit over a minute to explain what had happened to Nathaniel Brown. She also identified herself as Mr. Brown's associate and assured Jocelyn that whatever papers she was supposed to deliver to Nathaniel could instead be delivered to her. 
 
    The look that now filled Jocelyn's face was one that Jayne instantly recognized as indecision. Having once been her age and just starting out, Jayne understood her situation. 
 
    "Why don't you give your office a call?" Jayne suggested. "I'm sure they'll tell you it's okay to leave the papers with me." 
 
    Jocelyn seemed to think about it a few moments, then reached into her jacket and took out a cell phone. She started to scroll down for what Jayne assumed was the number of her immediate superior but then stopped and put the phone back in her inner pocket. 
 
    "I lied; I don't really have any papers to deliver," she unexpectedly said. 
 
    "I don't understand," Jayne said. 
 
    "I'm not here to deliver any papers," Jocelyn repeated. "I have ... I had an appointment with Mr. Brown." 
 
    "What kind of appointment?" Jayne asked, thinking that this was becoming stranger still, her tone reflecting her confusion. "Was he going to represent you on some legal matter? Perhaps I can help in his place." 
 
    "It was more personal than legal," Jocelyn said after a bit of hesitation, the smile returning to her face. 
 
    That confused Jayne even more. From the way she'd referred to the senior partner, she was certain Jocelyn had never actually met the fifty-two year old before, so what was going on? 
 
    Jayne took another long look at the young woman, her eyes focusing on what she'd failed to notice earlier, a flaw in her impeccable attire. Jocelyn had the top three buttons of her white blouse open, giving a clear view of the not unimpressive breasts beneath it. That might be fine in a bar after work, but not while on the clock, so to speak. Unless of course it was a much different clock that Jocelyn was on. 
 
    Realization hit Jayne like the proverbial ton of bricks, the reason Nathaniel Brown had planned to stay in Chicago over the weekend now abundantly clear. 
 
    "I'm going to go out on a bit of a limb here," Jayne said, sure she really wasn't going out that far, "and suggest that Mr. Brown was actually hiring your services and not the other way around." 
 
    "That would be a fair assumption," Jocelyn replied with a knowing grin. 
 
    "Well," Jayne said after a brief pause, "I'm glad we got that cleared up." 
 
    As soon as the words left her mouth, Jayne hoped they didn't sound too judgmental. She firmly believed that a woman's body was her own, to do with what she willed. If that included renting it out for the evening, well that was her prerogative. 
 
    That a senior partner of the firm was availing himself of her services was also none of her concern, but rather a matter between himself and his wife. Then again, having met Mrs. Brown at various company functions, Jayne really couldn't blame him. The woman was the original ice queen. 
 
    In her view, Nathaniel's plans for the evening weren't all that different from her own. Of course society was okay with a woman giving away her charms, just not with her getting paid for them, unless that payment came in the form of an expensive dinner or some other non-direct compensation. 
 
    "I'm sorry I misled you," Jayne heard Jocelyn say, snapping her out of her musings. 
 
    "It's okay, I understand," Jayne said, adding after a pause "In fact, I almost feel as if I'm the one that should be apologizing, seeing as you came all the way down here for nothing." 
 
    Jayne actually meant that. Nathaniel Brown might have been in the hospital, but once his appendix had been removed, he really wasn't in any danger. Some time in the past two days, he should've found a few minutes to cancel his appointment. 
 
    "Don't feel bad," Jocelyn replied with a grin. "The appointment was prepaid and non-refundable unless canceled a day in advance." 
 
    That made Jayne laugh. It was a sound business practice, but she'd never quite imagined it applying to this particular business. 
 
    "Well, I think I've taken up enough of your time, so let me get going," Jocelyn said, acknowledging Jayne's laugh with a smile of her own. "I hope Mr. Brown feels better soon. I've never met him, but when I asked one of the other girls about him she said he was a pretty nice guy." 
 
    With that she turned to leave, but paused when Jayne asked a question most unexpected. 
 
    "Have you had dinner?" she asked. 
 
    "Excuse me?" Jocelyn asked in turn as she turned back around. 
 
    "I was about to order a bite to eat when you knocked at the door," Jayne explained. "If you haven't eaten yet, I could just as easily order for two." 
 
    Jocelyn was about to politely decline, saying that she really had to run, but then remembered that she really didn't have any place she had to go. Her appointment with Nathanial Brown had been for the entire evening. Furthermore, she had skipped lunch with the intention of grabbing something before coming here, but then got wrapped up with something else and missed that as well. 
 
    "You know, I think I could do with a light snack," she replied instead, her smile growing broader. 
 
    "Excellent," Jayne said, with her own smile just as visible. 
 
    -=-=-=- 
 
    After going over the menu, they decided on the seafood sampler, along with a second bottle of wine to go with the one Jayne had already half emptied. While they waited for it to be delivered, Jocelyn made herself a bit more comfortable. Draping her jacket across an empty chair, she took off her glasses, which had only been part of the costume, then reached back and removed a few strategically pins from her tightly bundled hair, allowing it to fall free. Jayne watched with interest as the younger woman quickly ran a hand through her locks, smoothing them out as they settled just below her collar. 
 
    "That looks much nicer," Jayne commented as Jocelyn finished. 
 
    "Thanks," Jocelyn smiled, "I actually hate having it pulled back like that, but ...well, you have to give the client what they want." 
 
    Room service proved to be surprisingly prompt and in a short time the two women were sharing the large platter. As good as the food was, Jayne found the conversation even more enticing. Especially since, excluding any details that, as the saying went, could be used against her in a court of law, Jocelyn proved more than willing to satisfy some of Jayne's curiosity about what she did. 
 
    Jocelyn was, it turned out, a student at a local college that was also to remain nameless. After she had spent two years trying to juggle classes with two part time jobs, a friend had introduced her to the owner of the escort agency. Never inhibited about her sexuality, it seemed an idea worth trying. 
 
    Even with being highly selective about her clients, seeing only three or four a month, Jocelyn quickly discovered that she was making more than both of her previous jobs combined. Plus she had more than enough time to devote to her classes. Remembering the crappy jobs she had worked during her own undergraduate days, and how hard it was to juggle them and classes, Jayne wondered if, had the opportunity presented itself, she would have had the nerve to take a similar path. 
 
    Jayne also learned that her initial assumption had been more on the money than she thought. The agency Jocelyn worked for specialized in erotic fantasy, which explained the costume and the fiction about being there to deliver papers. She wondered, but didn't ask, what other roles the pretty young woman had been called on to play. 
 
    "Well, I hope I've satisfied at least some of your curiosity," Jocelyn said as she put down a now empty wine glass. 
 
    "Much more than I expected," Jayne laughed. 
 
    "Would you mind if I ask a few questions?" Jocelyn asked. 
 
    "That would seem only fair," Jayne replied, thinking that, even though Jocelyn had already asked a few, it was she who had been monopolizing the conversation. 
 
    "I don't see a ring, so I was wondering if you have a boyfriend?" Jocelyn asked. 
 
    "I do...no, I don't," Jayne replied, contradicting herself. "I mean I did, but we broke up last month." 
 
    "That's too bad," Jocelyn noted with sympathy. 
 
    "Yeah," Jayne replied, in a voice almost too low to be heard, thinking that it really was. 
 
    "Was he good in bed?" Jocelyn further asked. 
 
    "Actually, he was pretty fuckin' awesome," Jayne smiled, not bothered in the least by the intimacy of the question. 
 
    "So what happened?" 
 
    "There were other issues," Jayne said after a pause, not really wanting to elaborate. 
 
    "Fair enough," Jocelyn said, catching the hint. "So I'm guessing it's been a while for you," she added, making it more of a statement than a question. 
 
    "You could say that," Jayne said, the look on her face saying far more than her words. 
 
    "You know, I saw some nice-looking guys down in the lobby bar on my way up here," Jocelyn replied, a suggestive grin on her face. "Maybe you could give one of them a whirl?" 
 
    Jayne laughed. 
 
    "You're not going to believe this," she said once she stopped, "but when you knocked on the door I was actually making plans to head down to the bar, to possibly do just that." 
 
    "Oh no, and I've kept you from it," Jocelyn said in mock horror. "I feel so bad," she added with more sincerity. 
 
    "Don't; I'm really enjoying talking with you," the redhead interjected. "Besides, if there's one thing I'm sure of, there will always be guys down in the bar looking to get laid." 
 
    That brought forth a laugh from Jocelyn. 
 
    "Now, I believe you were asking me some questions," Jayne went on, signaling that she was in no hurry to end their chat. 
 
    "Okay," the younger brunette replied, pausing afterwards as she considered what to ask next. A pause that seemed a lot longer to Jayne than it actually was. 
 
    "Ever been with another woman?" Jocelyn asked, an inquisitive smile on her face. 
 
    "Oh my goodness," Jayne replied, caught off guard by the question. "I'm not even sure how to answer that." 
 
    "Yes or no would probably work," Jocelyn suggested. 
 
    "Well, I did have some curiosity about it back in college," Jayne replied after seeming to think about it for a few moments. "but unless you want to count a few make out sessions, I'd say my answer would have to be no." 
 
    "A friend of mine used to say, unless you're eating pussy, you ain't no dyke," Jocelyn offered, "so, yeah, we'll take that as a no." 
 
    The standard that held sway in Jayne's college years still pretty much held true today. As long as you never went past second base or graduation day, none of it counted. 
 
    "Have you?" Jayne inquired, unable to let the opening pass without asking. 
 
    "Many times," the younger woman said with noticeable enthusiasm. "In fact, I actually prefer women over men - at least in my personal life." 
 
    "Oh," Jayne said, surprised not so much by the revelation as the clarification. 
 
    "Does that shock you?" Jocelyn inquired after seeing the subtle change of expression. 
 
    "No, it doesn't," Jayne answered. 
 
    "It does some people," Jocelyn explained, than added after a pause, "but I didn't think you would be one of them." 
 
    Jocelyn's admission had, however, produced a new question in Jayne's mind. One she wasn't exactly sure how to, or even if she should, ask. The unasked question didn't go unnoticed. 
 
    "There's something you want to ask; I can see it in your eyes," 
 
    Jayne heard Jocelyn say. "It's a little late to be bashful, so ask away." 
 
    And she did. 
 
    "What kind of woman attracts me?" Jocelyn said, repeating the question. "Now I'm the one who's not sure she has an answer." 
 
    She continued to think about it for a few moments, then gave the best one that she could. 
 
    "I've never really had a particular type per se," Jocelyn replied. "If you were to line up my past lovers, I think you'd be hard pressed to find any particular commonalty. All I know is that, within a few minutes of meeting a woman, I know if I want to sleep with her." 
 
    "What do you do, give them a grade?" Jayne laughed. 
 
    "Not so much a grade as simply a yes or no," Jocelyn answered, causing Jayne to stop laughing once she realized that she was serious. 
 
    "But how do you know if she's even interested?" Jayne ventured further. 
 
    "If she's interested in me in particular, or just women in general?" Jocelyn asked in reply. 
 
    "Both, I guess," Jayne said. 
 
    "Well, I'm sure you've heard of 'gaydar'," Jocelyn said, giving Jayne a chance to nod in acknowledgement, "but I've never much believed in it. Well, at least not as some kind of sixth sense that tells you if another woman is gay or not. What I do know is that, after a lot of hit and misses, it is possible to recognize signs of interest. But even then you still can be wrong." 
 
    "What kind of signs?" Jayne asked, genuinely interested. 
 
    "Well, if you're both in a lesbian bar that's a pretty good indicator," Jocelyn laughed. "But seriously, you just listen to what she says, how her eyes look at you, how she reacts to a casual touch. There are others, but I'm sure you get the idea." 
 
    Jayne nodded her head, thinking as she did that it really didn't sound all that different than the way a woman let a man know she was interested. Perhaps just a bit less obvious. 
 
    "You said that you know within a few minutes of meeting a woman if you want to sleep with her," Jayne said, backtracking to a few minutes earlier. 
 
    "Sometimes even quicker than that," Jocelyn grinned. 
 
    "Every woman you meet?" Jayne asked . 
 
    "Well, I don't get to sleep with every woman I'm interested in," Jocelyn chuckled, "although that might be nice. I just meant that I know which, if the interest in mutual, that I would say yes to." 
 
    The look on Jayne's face said that there was still something that she wasn't asking. Considering what she had asked, Jocelyn couldn't imagine what it might be. That was until she suddenly realized just what it was, and that realization made her smile. 
 
    "You're not wondering what I thought of you, are you?" she said, sure that was exactly what Jayne was wondering. 
 
    Jayne actually blushed, confirming Jocelyn's conclusion without words. 
 
    "Don't be embarrassed," Jocelyn said. "It's a valid question. After all, every woman wants to feel desirable. In fact, even though I have little interest in sleeping with men, work aside, I'm still aware of their interest in me." 
 
    Jayne still couldn't bring herself to ask the question, but Jocelyn was still willing to answer it. 
 
    "Well, my first reaction when you opened the door, of course, was confusion," Jocelyn said, adding, "after all, I wasn't expecting to find a woman in place of my client." 
 
    Jayne nodded her head in agreement, thinking that was as she saw it as well. 
 
    "But once that passed and I took a good look at you," Jocelyn added, pausing for a breath mid-sentence, "my second thought was that it was a damn fuckin' shame that I was here on business." 
 
    "Really?" Jayne asked, feeling a warm flush wash across her body. 
 
    "Total truth," Jocelyn smiled. 
 
    "And now that you're not here for business?" Jayne heard herself say, amazed at the words coming out of her mouth. 
 
    Jocelyn didn't answer, at least now with words. Instead a smile formed on her face, one different that those previously displayed. One that started as mischievous, but quickly advanced to wicked. 
 
    -=-=-=- 
 
    Soft, oh so soft. That simple thought echoed through Jayne's mind. It described the touch of Jocelyn's lips against her own, of her tongue as it slipped deep into her mouth, and finally that of the younger woman's body as it pressed against hers, sharing a warmth too long absent. 
 
    The delightful feel of Jocelyn's arms around her took Jayne back more than a decade, to those occasions she had shared the charms of a few close girlfriends. Few and far between, they had nevertheless left her with a small sense of regret that they'd never gone further than they had. But the rules had been clear, and if there was someone else who wanted to go beyond them and risk having herself labeled, Jayne hadn't found her. As she felt Jocelyn's hand slide up beneath her skirt, Jayne warmed at the thought that tonight worrying about labels wouldn't be a concern. 
 
    Long minutes passed as the two women continued to share kisses and explore each other's bodies. Jayne had forgotten how nice another woman's body could feel, but remembrance came quickly as her hands cupped Jocelyn's breasts, squeezing them gently and reveling in their resiliency. 
 
    The younger brunette again kissed the redhead on the mouth, then moved to her neck, unbuttoning the top buttons of her blouse to allow her to continue onto her shoulder. Then she returned back to Jayne's mouth where lips and tongues met once more. 
 
    "It's been a long time," Jayne whispered as their lips parted. "I'm afraid I'm a bit out of practice." 
 
    "It's really no different than kissing a guy," Jocelyn replied softly, "just more fun. It'll come back to you soon enough. Meanwhile, just relax and let me take care of you." 
 
    With that she guided Jayne back to the padded chair she had lifted her from a short time before. Stepping behind her, she brushed back Jayne's hair from her neck and kissed that soft spot tenderly. At the same time, her other hand moved to the front of the redhead's blouse and reached for the buttons yet undone. Once at the bottom, she gently leaned Jayne forward and slipped her blouse down along her arms, eventually tossing it aside once it was clear. 
 
    Now wearing only the plain white bra she had put on before court this morning, Jayne felt herself wishing she'd chosen something a bit more feminine. Jocelyn didn't seem to mind, however, perhaps because it was obvious that the older woman wouldn't be wearing it for much longer. With Jayne now firmly back against the pad of the chair, Jocelyn leaned over her and placed outstretched hands on the flat of her now exposed stomach. 
 
    She pressed then softly against the firm flesh, bringing both upward until each cupped the underside of Jocelyn's breasts. Nimble fingers quickly found the thick tips beneath the simple cloth, rubbing against them until they grew hard. An action that brought forth a long, low moan from Jayne. 
 
    Jayne tilted her head back, again meeting Jocelyn's lips with her own. Their tongues interlocked as Jocelyn's right hand squeezed Jayne's breast tightly, causing the older woman to moan even louder with pleasure. They kissed back and forth a few more times, then Jocelyn lifted Jayne back up into her arms. 
 
    Her hands moved down Jayne's back, reaching the top of her skirt and the zipper there. The skirt grew slack around Jayne as Jocelyn pulled it down, then eased it past her hips and down her legs to the floor. Jayne stepped out of it and stood before the younger woman in just her undergarments, the bottom of which were as plain as the top. 
 
    Taking her hand in hers, Jocelyn led Jayne to the nearby bed and sat her down on the edge. She reached down and slid off Jayne's flat bottomed shoes and the low cut socks she had worn inside them. A quick kiss on the lips followed, then Jocelyn lifted herself back up and took two very large steps back away from the bed. 
 
    First came her shoes, reversing the progression she had followed with Jayne. Lifting each leg backwards, Jocelyn slipped off both shoes and socks with ease. Next came her form-fitting skirt as she reached behind her waist and ever so slowly slid down the zipper, quickly following with an enticing shimmy that caused the now loose garment to drop to the floor, to be pushed then pushed aside with a motion of one of her legs. 
 
    Totally enthralled, Jayne tried to catch a glimpse of Jocelyn's panties, certain that they would be much more interesting that her own. But the bottom of the still buttoned blouse hid them from view. Not to worry, she thought, she would get to see them soon enough. 
 
    As if to confirm Jayne's thought, Jocelyn reached for the highest button on her blouse still closed and in a slow, deliberate motion popped it free. A second button followed, then a third, until finally, at the midway point, Jayne caught sight of a flash of black lace. One that became more visible as each successive button came loose, causing her heart to beat just a bit faster. Finally, the last button came lose and Jocelyn pulled off her blouse and sent it flying towards the side. 
 
    Wrapped tightly around a pair of well rounded breasts, the beauty of which Jayne had admired from the start, Jocelyn's bra was totally strapless, held in place only by two strong metal clips in the back. She made no move to undo those claps, however, allowing instead time for Jayne to fully appreciate both the seductive lingerie and the even more seductive body beneath it. 
 
    Jocelyn was hardly the first woman Jayne had ever seen in her underwear, or totally naked for that matter. She'd shared too many locker and changing rooms not to have seen both friends and family under both conditions. None had ever had the effect that this woman before her had on her. Her eyes slowly moved down the length of the brunette's body, taking in the beauty of both the near-perfect form and the exquisitely designed undergarments that enhanced it. An image that not only again increased her heart rate, but also produced an undeniable wetness between her legs. 
 
    "I don't know what men pay to be with her for a night," Jayne found herself thinking, "but it's definitely worth every penny." 
 
    After giving Jayne another minute to take it all in, Jocelyn moved back to the edge of the bed and, after planting a soft but quick kiss on Jayne's lips, pressed her down onto the mattress. Less than a heartbeat later, she followed, laying her body on top of the redhead and delivering a second kiss of much greater length and intensity. Thus began a second volley of kisses and explorations, with Jocelyn again slowly moving down from Jayne's neck to the top of her chest, even as her hand glided up to the underside from below. 
 
    An excited shiver raced across Jayne's body as the tips of Jocelyn's fingers slid beneath the elastic of the simple bra to caress the naked skin beneath. Sparks flew as flesh brushed against flesh, coupled with a loud expulsion of air from Jayne's lips. She hadn't felt this excited at the touch of another hand since the night she'd let Wayne Dorsey put his hand under her bra during a make out party back in seventh grade. 
 
    What she hadn't let Wayne do that night, as much as he surely would've liked to do, was what Jocelyn now proceeded to do with well practiced ease. Using on the fingers of her still free hand, the younger woman reached around the elder's back and, with a single motion, undid the single clasp holding the simple undergarment in place. 
 
    It was but another breath's work to pull back her hand and, with an equally practiced move, lift and then slide up the white bra, revealing the smooth, rounded globes beneath. Jocelyn smiled in appreciation of their beauty, then lowered her head towards one of the bright pink nipples now exposed. She kissed it softly at first, running her tongue around its width and then against its height, until finally closing her lips around it and drawing it into her mouth. 
 
    "Oh yes..." Jayne moaned loudly as she felt the warm wetness wrap around her nipple. "That feels so lovely." 
 
    Jocelyn continued her sweet attentions, alternating soft and hard kissing with gentle and not so gentle bites, all bringing ever more enthusiastic responses from Jayne. Even as she took the thick stub between her teeth once more, Jocelyn exposed the other mound with her right hand and massaged it with her fingers, adding to Jayne's joys. 
 
    It didn't take long for Jocelyn to work her way to the other side, bringing the same delights with equal intensity. It was so different than with a guy, Jayne found herself thinking, even with Brian. Every man she'd been with had indeed been fascinated by her boobs, but none ever gave them the lavish attention that Jocelyn now did. Furthermore, she also showed no sign of being in a rush, a fact that Jayne greatly appreciated. She wanted to savor every moment of this unexpected and unique experience. 
 
    Eventually, they found themselves in a sitting position on the center of the bed, with Jocelyn's mounds now drawing Jayne's interest. She reached out for the dual clasps but found herself having a problem with them. Jocelyn smiled and, replacing both her hands with her own, deftly undid them for her. 
 
    The tension holding it in place suddenly gone, Jocelyn's bra literally flew off, dropping free to land on an open spot on the bed. Jayne's eyes opened wide as she surveyed the most perfect set of breasts she had ever seen. 
 
    "Sweet Mary, they are beautiful," Jayne professed as they came into full view. 
 
    Leaning forward, she kissed the closest nipple, brushing her lips against its hardness before closing her mouth around it. It was a delightful sensation that she'd only felt once before, on a night so far in the past as to make this feel like the very first time. 
 
    Like a babe at her mother's breast, Jayne took Jocelyn's nipple deep in her mouth, drawing nourishment, even if it was only symbolically. With a gentle hand against the back of her head, Jocelyn guided her efforts and offered quiet words of encouragement. In time, she also guided Jayne to the other side of her chest, where the neophyte lover displayed equal enthusiasm. 
 
    As she had with everything else so far, Jocelyn waited until Jayne was sated before moving on to a next step. Again easing the redhead back down on the bed, Jocelyn kissed her on the lips and then proceeded to work her way down across her body, leaving a trail of licks and kisses in her wake. Reaching her breasts, Jocelyn closed her lips around each areola, drawing it as deep within her mouth, caressing it with her tongue as she did. This time, however, she only paused there for a minute or two. It was time to cross the Rubicon and initiate Jayne into a world she had never known. 
 
    Jocelyn's journey continued until she came to a stop scant inches above the plain white panties that separated her from a treasure most dear. She took note of the large damp stain spread across the material, drawing a deep breath of the heady aroma drifting up from beneath it. Running the outstretched tips of her fingers along the elastic waistband until her hands were at opposite ends, Jocelyn took a tight grip on the sides and slowly pulled them downward. At the same time, Jayne lifted her bottom off the bed just enough to aid in the task, and in less time than it took to think about it, the sweet flower of her womanhood lay open and exposed. 
 
    A bright smile filled Jocelyn's face as she focused on the jewel before her. She delighted at the fact that, unlike her own, which she needed to keep trimmed for professional reasons, Jayne kept her prize in a much more natural condition, a state that always excited the younger woman. 
 
    Almost absentmindedly, Jocelyn dropped the panties she had just removed off the side of the bed. Having seen the look of anticipation on her face, Jayne had expected Jocelyn to go right to business, as her last lover liked to say. So she was surprised when, instead, the brunette brought a hand back up to her breasts and after gently stroking them once more, caressed her way back downward. She enhanced the touch of her fingers with a second series of kisses and licks, stretching what should've been a short trip into a drawn out delight. 
 
    When she finally returned to her previous position, Jocelyn carefully kissed Jayne's inner thighs, spreading out her legs as she did to give even greater access to her goal. Then, after another brief pause to admire the beauty before her, Jocelyn did indeed go to town - with results both immediate and dramatic. 
 
    "Oh God, yes!" Jayne cried out, the touch of Jocelyn's tongue against her clit proving explosive. 
 
    With an almost reverent attitude, Jocelyn moved back and forth, traveling a path well traveled. Each touch, each caress, designed to produce the most intense and delightful pleasures across Jayne's body. After only a handful of minutes, Jayne found herself abandoning any sense of control and, with eyes tightly shut, surrendered to the cascade of erotic ripples washing over her. 
 
    Ripples that soon became tides as both the frequency and strength of Jocelyn's caresses doubled and then doubled again. Slim but strong fingers joined the press of her lips and tongue, lifting Jayne to a level of delight greater than she'd ever experienced before, filling her with a bliss beyond words. 
 
    Time no longer seemed to have any meaning as Jocelyn performed what Jayne could only later describe as nothing short of sorcery, transforming her body into an instrument of pure joy. Nothing seemed real except the thick, wet tongue that repeatedly brushed against the core of her being, carrying her along on a journey to paradise. 
 
    A journey that reached an explosive end quicker and with more force than Jayne thought possible. Her body rocked with delight, sweat covering her naked flesh as her hands gripped the sheet beneath her and the full promise of womanhood became a reality. 
 
    Later, much later, when Jayne looked back at this moment in time, and she would look back on it often, she would also recall a thought that reappeared in her mind from time to time. It was the thought that she sometimes wished she'd been born a man, if only to be able to compete in her professional life on an equal footing. Now, having savored the delight of what being a woman could truly be, she would never have that thought again. 
 
    "I'm going to take it that you enjoyed yourself," Jayne heard a voice that only after a few moments did she recognize as Jocelyn's. 
 
    "What?" Jayne asked, finally opening her eyes to find the younger woman sitting next to her on the bed, the most joyful smile she could imagine on her face. 
 
    Jocelyn repeated her statement. 
 
    "It wasn't bad," Jayne replied, trying to say that with a straight face before failing spectacularly as she burst into laughter. 
 
    "Think you'd like to give it a go?" Jocelyn asked once her laughter faded. 
 
    "More than anything," came Jayne's eager reply. 
 
    -=-=-=- 
 
    Jayne knew all too well that she could never match Jocelyn's skills, especially since her own experience had been previously limited to men. But that didn't mean that she wasn't determined to give it her all. 
 
    She stretched Jocelyn out on the bed, much in the way she herself had been lain at what now seemed such a long time before. Lowering her head, she kissed her way across the brunette's chest, repeating the same loving attention she had been given it earlier. As she did, she stretched out her right arm and placed her hand down between Jocelyn's legs, bringing it to rest atop the black lace panties she wore. Much like her own had been, they were quite damp to the touch. Sliding outstretched fingers under the waistband, she worked their way to an even wetter mound, one which she immediately realized was totally bare. 
 
    "Mmmmmm," Jocelyn purred as she felt Jayne's fingers brush up against her most sensitive spots. 
 
    Jayne increased the scope of her explorations, even as she continued to savor the sweetness of Jocelyn's breasts. Her middle finger slipped deep inside the younger woman, touching her in the way that she knew she herself liked to be touched. Her assumption was soon rewarded by soft moans of pleasure from Jocelyn's lips. A second and third finger quickly followed, increasing the frequency and volume of Jocelyn's encouragements. 
 
    "Keep going, you're doing fine," Jocelyn said a short time later, adding words to her non-verbal responses. 
 
    Jayne knew she really should take her time, as Jocelyn had done with her, but she knew that she didn't have that kind of patience. She hoped the more experienced woman would understand. 
 
    She lifted herself off Jocelyn and moved down to the lower half of her body. She glanced back toward Jocelyn as if to apologize only to be met with a look that seemed to say, 'go ahead, I understand.' 
 
    By the time she reached out to take off the younger woman's panties, Jocelyn was already lifting her ass off the bed just enough to make the task easier. Barely a dozen heartbeats passed before Jayne found herself closer than she'd ever been before to another woman's sex. 
 
    She'd seen pictures, of course, but there was nothing like being up close and personal. Almost experimentally, she reached out an extended finger and gently ran it up and down the length of the opening, parting the fold to give a better look. Then she applied a little more pressure and slid it deep inside Jocelyn. 
 
    "Oooooo," she heard Jocelyn say from the top of the bed. 
 
    The soft moan reminded Jayne that this was not the time to further her education and she slid her finger in and out of Jocelyn a few more times, then added a second and a third. She began slowly at first, but increased her tempo, with the motion of her hand soon becoming a blur. 
 
    Jayne could feel the response of Jocelyn's body and knew that she was indeed bringing her pleasure. It just wasn't the pleasure she wanted to bring - not the pleasure that Jocelyn had brought to her. Still, she continued what she was doing for a bit longer, using the time to plan her next move. 
 
    Withdrawing her hand, Jayne repositioned herself on the bed so that she could lift Jocelyn's legs and create a space for her to climb down into. With a silent prayer to whoever the patron saint of cunnilingus might be, and if there wasn't one there should be, she thought, Jayne lowered her head and reached out with her tongue. 
 
    Her first taste of Jocelyn surprised her. It was familiar, yet at the same time different. She'd tasted her own juices of course, out of curiosity when younger and on the cocks of men who she'd gone down on after intercourse. She really wasn't sure how to describe it at the moment, but was sure that she actually liked it. Certainly more than the first time she'd had a man climax in her mouth. 
 
    As she had with her fingers, she started off slowly, trying again to reach for the places that she knew brought her pleasure. It only stood to reason that some of them at least would be the same. Evidently, some of them were, as she was soon able to judge her efforts from Jocelyn's reaction to them. It wasn't long before she was able to form a judgment on what worked and what didn't. 
 
    She was also able to see, after a very short while, why some men really enjoyed going down on a woman. There was a certain excitement to it that she really didn't feel when she performed a similar act on a man. An excitement that made her want to increase her efforts and bring Jocelyn to the most enjoyable orgasm possible. 
 
    It took a lot longer that it had taken Jocelyn to bring her to the precipice, and Jayne had little confidence that it would be anywhere as earth-shattering, but she felt a great deal of pride as the woman she was pleasing suddenly began to convulse. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around Jocelyn's legs and held on tight, continuing her attentions until she was sure it was all over. It had lasted a respectable time and hopefully had been of equal enjoyment. 
 
    -=-=-=- 
 
    "So what did you think?" Jocelyn asked, once Jayne had lifted herself out from between her legs and dropped down into the empty space next to the brunette. 
 
    "I think it was freakin' awesome," Jayne replied enthusiastically, "but I'm not sure how good I was at it." 
 
    "Well, if it makes you feel any better," Jocelyn smiled, "I'd say you were definitely better than I was the first time I tried it back in high school." 
 
    "Really?" Jayne said in surprise. 
 
    With a smile and a nod, Jocelyn confirmed her comment. 
 
    "Wow," Jayne said. 
 
    "And in case you're curious," the younger woman added, knowing that the older definitely was, "she was a friend of my older sister, and if there was any seducing involved, I was the one that did it." 
 
    "So you've always had a thing for older women?" Jayne laughed, trying at the same time trying to imagine what Jocelyn had looked like back then. 
 
    "Pretty much so," Jocelyn grinned, leaving it to Jayne's imagination what exactly the twenty-two year old considered an older woman. 
 
    Moments passed as the two looked at other, savoring the last afterglow of their loveplay. Then, finally, Jocelyn broke the silence. 
 
    "It's getting late," she said, her tone reflecting a definite lack of enthusiasm. "Perhaps I'd better get going." 
 
    "Oh, do you have to?" Jayne asked, her own tone reflecting disappointment. 
 
    "It might be better if I do," Jocelyn replied. "You did mention that you had an early meeting tomorrow." 
 
    'Yeah, I do," Jayne confirmed, glancing at the bedside clock and noting that it was already almost midnight. 
 
    "Do you mind if I use your shower?" Jocelyn asked as she climbed out of the bed. 
 
    "Of course not," Jayne said. 
 
    The feeling of disappointment she felt only increased as she watched Jocelyn walk naked across the room, letting out a loud sigh as the younger woman disappeared into the bathroom. 
 
    The air filled with the sound of running water as Jayne visualized Jocelyn stepping into the shower, steaming water streaming down her breasts. It was an image that proved impossible to ignore. 
 
    "Fuck the meeting!" Jayne said out loud as she jumped up from the bed and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    When opportunity knocked, sometimes you just had to answer. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 10 
 
    "Ladies and gentlemen, this is the Captain speaking..." Said the strong male voice over the cabin intercom. "We're about to start our approach into Los Angeles International and should have you on the ground in about twenty minutes." 
 
    "On the ground in 20 minutes," Kelly thought as she stared out the tiny window at the countryside rushing by below, ignoring the Captain's comments on the weather and such. "And then a three hour layover until I catch the 6:30 to San Diego." 
 
    The 39 year old redhead sighed as she thought of the long wait in an airport lounge with absolutely nothing better to do but watch people come and go. Of course she could go over her presentation one more time, but she really figured that an even dozen times in the last two days had been enough. 
 
    "Forget about in-flight movies," She said to herself as her seatbelt closed with a snap. "They should have a theater or two in the airport so that people could kill a few hours." 
 
    Originally, the layover in Los Angeles was going to be the best part of her trip. Her Internet lover, Michelle, lived up near Oakland. When she had first learned she was going out to the West Coast to personally present the new marketing campaign she had helped develop, Kelly had seized at the opportunity to fulfill a person desire on her stop over here. San Francisco or Oakland would've been better, but the tickets had been bought for L.A. before she had even been given the assignment. 
 
    According to her original plan, Kelly was going to have a full day here and Michelle was going to make the drive down from Oakland. The two woman had never actually met, but had been exchanging emails and gifs for a few months now. 
 
    Kelly was an up and coming advertising executive for a New York firm. On the fast track for a Vice President's slot, this trip was going to be a feather in her cap. 5'3" with short dark red hair, the first thing most men took in upon meeting her was her 38 inch bust. It usually put them off guard and Kelly was just aggressive enough to take advantage of their distraction. By the time they learned there was a lot more to her than just a big set of boobs, she had usually passed them on the ladder to the VP's chair. 
 
    Michelle on the other hand was 32 and a career military woman. A Lieutenant Commander in the U.S. Navy, she was as aggressive in her own field as Kelly was in hers. She had bucked the boy's club mentality and flew multi-million dollar jets for a living. Currently she was stationed at the Alameda Naval Air Station up near Oakland. 
 
    Both women were married, both were mothers with small children. And both had discovered in the last few years, an interested in other women. 
 
    They had met one night on the Internet when Kelly responded to a note Michelle had posted on a bi newsgroup. The fact that they lived on opposite sides of the country just gave them the freedom to be totally honest with each other in their almost daily correspondence. The friendship had developed quickly. 
 
    Within an hour of learning that she was going to make the presentation herself instead of Bill Sullivan, her immediate superior, Kelly had fired off an email to Michelle. They quickly worked out a plan were as Michelle would take a 48 hour leave and meet her in Los Angeles. Then they would have a full night and day together. 
 
    Then a lousy twist of fate intervened in the form of one Janice Zimmerman. Janice was the pencil pushing travel budget coordinator at Kelly's firm. Known as "old nickels and dimes", she took great delight in trying to find new ways to save even a few dollars, no matter what the inconvenience to the traveler. 
 
    The pleasure she got from her discoveries, and the chaos they caused the unfortunate traveler seemed to be almost sexual in nature at times. At least that had always been Kelly's impression. It was probably the nosy old biddy's only such enjoyment. 
 
    So it was that Janice took great delight in changing Kelly's travel plans so that she had to fly to San Diego tonight instead of tomorrow. In doing so, the company would save fifty dollars on air fare and a whole night's hotel accommodations. Their clients had no problem moving up the meeting a day and Janice had further booked Kelly on a flight home tomorrow that would mean she would have to go right from the presentation to the airport. This would save another night of hotel expenses. The fact that Kelly would be totally exhausted by the end of this two day marathon didn't really factor into the equation. 
 
    Kelly could still see the excited gleam in Janice's eyes as she devastated her plans. It was almost taken as an article of faith in the office that Kelly had a hand in the scandal that resulted in the sudden firing of Bill Sullivan a few days before. In truth, she had nothing to do with the anonymous phone call that had led the night security guard to Bill's office late Friday. Of course, she wasn't sorry that he had been caught screwing one of the college interns on the couch. No, she hadn't made the call, but had she known about the tryst, she wouldn't have hesitated to have made it. 
 
    As she felt the wheels bounce on the hard concrete of the runway, Kelly against cursed the fact that her chance to finally meet Michelle was slipping out of her fingers. The Navy Officer had told her that even if she broke every speed limit on the way down here, she wouldn't arrive until just before Kelly had to leave. As much as she wanted to finally meet her in person, the Ad Exec wasn't selfish enough to ask her to drive all the way down here just to wave good-bye. 
 
    As people all around Kelly took to the aisles and began to gather up their belongings, she just continued to stare out the window. It wasn't like she had to hurry to make her next connection. Then, with only a few other people left onboard, she got up and removed her carry-on bag from the overhead compartment. 
 
    The flight attendant gave her a pretty smile as she thanked her for flying Southwest Air. Kelly smiled back at the young blonde, wondering if she'd like to help her kill a few hours. A silly thought really. Even on the remote chance that the tan suited woman was also into girls, the ground crews were already loading food and fuel onto the plane for their next flight. She would be out of here and on her way long before the New Yorker was. 
 
    Savoring the idle thought of how the flight attendant would've looked in a skimpy red bra and panties, Kelly exited the cabin and walked down the long passageway into the terminal. 
 
    "Guess I'll get something to eat." Kelly said to herself as she strolled down the walkway, ignoring the many people around her. "Although I can't imagine the food being any better here than on the plane." 
 
    Lost in thought and oblivious to her surroundings, Kelly didn't notice the short haired blonde woman she'd just walked past. 
 
    "Hi stranger," The blonde said with a smile. "Buy a lady a drink?" 
 
    Then the woman leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. 
 
    Caught off guard, Kelly jumped back. The look of alarm on her face quickly changed to astonishment as she focused on the woman who had kissed her. 
 
    "Michelle!" She exclaimed. 
 
    Standing 5'6" with blonde hair and baby blue eyes, Michelle was wearing a sleeveless cotton blouse- and matching shorts. The thin material of her shirt and the tight fit of her shorts outlined the well-defined muscles of her calves and arms. A well tanned body showed that she was an outdoor person who loved to soak up the desert sun. 
 
    Smiling ear to ear, blushing just a little, the younger woman held out a small bouquet of flowers to her Internet friend. 
 
    "These are for you, Kelly" She said quietly. "I can't tell you how much your letters have meant to me over the last three months. I looked forward to them every day. Thanks for being my friend, you're really someone special." 
 
    Taking the roses in hand, Kelly finally found her voice. 
 
    "But how...? You said that it was impossible for you to drive down in time." Kelly stammered, still a little shocked by Michelle's sudden appearance. 
 
    "Honey, I'm a Naval Aviator." She laughed in a deep rich voice. "We don't drive...we fly!" 
 
    Michelle explained how she had hitched a ride on a transport flight and had only arrived a half hour ago. 
 
    "This is wonderful!" Kelly beamed. At least we'll be able to have dinner together." 
 
    A wicked smile appeared on Michelle's face. She stared at the beauty of her cyber-lovers face and quickly lost herself in the richness of her deep brown eyes. 
 
    "I had something a little better than dinner in mind." The Navy Officer quipped. 
 
    With that, the taller woman led Kelly down the corridor and through a locked door that read "Security Only." 
 
    "Were are we going?" Kelly asked curiously. 
 
    "The Security Chief for the airport is a Reserve Officer and a friend of mine." Michelle said as she closed and locked the door behind them. "He had a small office that he converted into an apartment some time back. A place where he could rest up during emergency situations. It's not the Hilton but it sure beats a cot in the storage room." 
 
    Michelle continued as they proceeded up a long flight of stairs. 
 
    "I called him yesterday and explained that I had a rather special friend passing through here today and I'd really like to be able to spend some private time with them." She said as they reached the top of the stairs and Michelle unlocked yet another door. "Since you only had a few hours, heading out to one of the local motels was out of the question. He immediately offered me the use of his apartment." 
 
    As she stepped into the rather spacious room, Kelly wondered if Michelle had mentioned that her special friend was another woman. Given the military's rather silly obsession with same sex relationships, she guessed she hadn't. 
 
    "Here we are, home sweet home." Michelle pronounced with a sweep of her arm. "At least for the next couple of hours." 
 
    Taking a good look around the room, Kelly couldn't help but be impressed. The Hilton it might not of been, but it sure as hell had the Holiday Inn beat by a mile. 
 
    "We've got champagne, various appetizers and such." Michelle said as she gently placed her hands on Kelly's arms. "But first, something I've wanted to do for the longest time." 
 
    Pulling Kelly tight against her, Michelle kissed her again. This time it was full on the lips. Kelly responded quickly to the warm, soft pressure against her lips, and the taste of Michelle's tangy red lipstick. Opening her mouth as she felt the tickle of Michelle's tongue against it, Kelly drew it inside her. 
 
    "Mmmmm" Michelle purred as tongue found tongue. 
 
    The reality of countless night's dreams brought a warm feeling to both women. Kelly felt a soft touch against her breast as Michelle slipped her fingers beneath the folds of her blouse. 
 
    "Lets get more comfortable." Michelle said as she kissed her a second time. 
 
    Slowly, the two woman began undressing each other, continuing to stroke and kiss as they did. Michelle quickly lost her blouse and shorts, displaying an perfect tan that continued even beneath her undergarments. Nude sunbathing was a passion with her. If you wanted to enjoy the kiss of the sun, why let a few silly scraps of cloth get in the way. 
 
    Kelly had been wearing a blue blazer with matching blouse and skirt, very conservative and business like. Michelle was more than eager to help her out of the jacket, running her hand across the outline of her breasts. The soft motion was enough to cause the quarter size aureoles to shrink and harden, exciting Michelle even more. She considered ripping it open in a burst of passion, but the idea that any other clothing Kelly might have had was locked away in her luggage finally prevailed. 
 
    Filled with excitement, Michelle quickly unbuttoned the blouse and in one quick snap, unfastened the Victoria Secret's black lace bra beneath it. Definitely not what you expected to find under that dull outfit. 
 
    "Do you have panties to match?" Michelle whispered in her sexiest tone. 
 
    "Ah...that's for you to find out." Kelly replied teasingly, clearly enjoying the attention. 
 
    Michelle wasted no time in unzipping the wool knit skirt, sliding her hand down across the business woman's voluptuous thighs. She was just a little disappointed to find the skin under her clothes so pale. If they only had more time, she would've taken her to her favorite spot out in the desert and taught her wonderful feeling you got from frolicking au natural. 
 
    "Let just me get the rest of this off you." Michelle said in a commanding voice. 
 
    The authority in her tone and her willing reaction to it took Kelly by surprise. She wasn't used to taking orders, especially from another woman. Her bisexual experiences had been with women more or less her own age. The first had been after a long endless night working on a report when her administrative assistant had guided her into the pleasures of girlsex. It had been an eye-opening experience. Yet in the end, she was somewhat relieved when Donna had quit to take a job with another company. Kelly's world might not have been as oppressive as Michelle's regarding lesbianism, but it wasn't that open either. She wouldn't loose her job over being exposed, but it would certainly bar her from the vice president's office. After Donna, all of her affairs had been far from the office and usually with women who had as much to loose as she did. 
 
    What really surprised Kelly was that she was actually enjoying a submissive role for a change. Usually she had to exert her dominance in every aspect of her life, but she could feel the energy in the woman undressing her. It excited her and she wanted to just see where it would take her. 
 
    In no time at all, Michelle had undressed both Kelly and herself. Kelly watched with approval as the Navy Officer had carefully placed her traveling suit over the back of a chair, careful not to wrinkle the clothing. At least she was considerate enough to realize that she could hardly show up in San Diego in crumpled clothes. Deals had fallen through over less. 
 
    Michelle couldn't keep her hands off Kelly's huge breasts. Once, while she was pregnant, her own breasts had been close to this size, but had shrunk back to normal afterwards. Still, one does what they can with what they have. She gently caressed Kelly's mounds with her hands and swirling fingers, making imaginary circles around the now swollen nipples. Her soft touch excited Kelly greatly, her nipples had always been extra sensitive. Michelle could hear her lover's breathing began to quicken, causing the blonde's own juices to collect between her legs. 
 
    Her tongue replaced her hands and like a babe, she pulled the large nipples deep into her hungry mouth. Strong fingers kneaded the abundant flesh, playing an erotic symphony on Kelly's body. 
 
    Kelly reached out with her own slender fingers and played with Michelle's breasts in turn. Truth be told, she actually wished she had mounds like that, having always believed that her's were oversized. She lifted up each breast to her mouth and ran her tongue across the stiff and tanned nipples and kissed each in turn. This sent little shivers of pleasure across Michelle's chest. 
 
    In response, Michelle slid one hand down across Kelly's thigh and between her legs, delighting in the deep wetness she found there. Skillfully massaging the stubby clit she found there, she began to steer Kelly toward her first orgasm. A single finger became two, then three. They slid in and out faster and faster, adding fuel to the fire that raged deep inside. 
 
    Kelly continued to work on Michelle's breasts, kissing, teasing, and biting them over and over. The conflagration that radiated from her own womanhood made her more and more aggressive. She began to heave back and forth as she felt her first small orgasm, the wetness of which covered Michelle's fingers. 
 
    With her free hand, Michelle jerked Kelly's head back and kissed her forcefully, sucking the force of Kelly's orgasm into her. Her tongue pressed firmly against Kelly's. The kisses continued, becoming softer, longer and much wetter. There were few things Michelle loved more than sharing french kisses with another woman, and from the response, Kelly shared the passion. 
 
    Now it was Kelly's turn. She led Michelle back to the large bed, the size of which made it obvious that Michelle's friend used it for a lot more that a quick nap. She spread her long muscular legs wide and immediately dropped her head between them. Kelly had been delighted to see that Michelle had indeed kept her pussy as bare as a teenage girl's as she had mentioned in her emails. She had never been with a woman who shaved her hair, it was an immense turn-on. 
 
    Michelle moaned as she felt the soft wetness of Kelly's tongue as it slid up and into her love canal. Hitting all the right spots, she began to drive the younger woman up the ridges of her own climax. It wasn't long before Michelle's heart was racing and the same electrical surges that Kelly had felt a short time before now ravaged her own body. 
 
    Grabbing the back of Kelly's head with her powerful hands, Michelle pulled her deeper between her legs. So forceful was her grip that Kelly couldn't even catch her breath. Not that she cared at the moment. All that concerned her was the small trickle of juices that she was eagerly lapping up with the tip of her tongue. A trickle that she knew would soon be a flood. 
 
    She didn't have long to wait as Michelle's naked form, covered with sweat, began to buck and quake. The larger woman let out a loud cry of joy as she exploded in and across Kelly's mouth. Kelly would've joined in the shout but she was too busy lapping up her reward. 
 
    "Oh God, that was great." Michelle panted as the two woman laid side by side. 
 
    The two spent long minutes just silently kissing and licking each other clean. No further words were shared, just an occasional shared laughter. 
 
    Finally, looking up at the large 18 inch clock on the wall, the military woman noted that they had already been at it for over a half hour. Time was running so fast. 
 
    Kelly meanwhile was oblivious to the passage of time, she was having to much fun. She never realized how good it could feel to just let someone else take control, even if just for a little while. 
 
    "I've got a little surprise for you." Michelle laughed as she reached under the bed and pulled out her flight bag. 
 
    Kelly watched, first in fascination, then in shock, as Michelle produced a large 9" dildo from the dark blue bag. In her own luggage, she kept a smaller vibrator, but nothing like this. It was the strap on kind, and it was obvious that Michelle planned to wear it. 
 
    "I don't know about this..." Kelly said with more than a touch of hesitation in her voice. 
 
    "Didn't you say in your emails that it's always been your fantasy to be fucked by a monster cock?" Michelle asked as she jumped back onto the bed. "How you always dreamed about it but would never do it with a man other than your husband." 
 
    Kelly bit down on her lower lips as she studied the formidable rubber phallic. It had been her fantasy to be totally ravaged at least once in her life. She loved her husband, she really did. Yet sometimes she so much wanted something more than his 7" in her. 
 
    "I guess that sometimes you can fantasize about something knowing its never going to happen, that way its a safe obsession." Came her reply. 
 
    "All right." Michelle said, a little disappointed. "I'll just put this away then." 
 
    "Wait..." Kelly said, taking the time to measure her words. "I'd really like to try it...honestly." 
 
    The look of disappointment on Michelle's face instantly turned to joy. It resembled nothing else if not that of the cat that ate the canary. She quickly secured the straps of her artificial manhood around and between her legs. She held out her hand to Kelly and guided her to the floor, it was always more fun down there. 
 
    She again started with kisses, first her cheeks, then her mouth. She continued down her body, taking the time to once again enjoy the fullness of Kelly's breasts. Eventually she reached her still moist mound, glistening with shiny droplets of her earlier eruption. 
 
    Spreading her cunt lips, Michelle wasted no time in exploring the inner reaches of her new lover's sexuality. The scent of their recent sex filled her nostrils as much as the taste of it filled assaulted her tongue. Michelle took a firm grip on Kelly's buttocks and pulled her closer. 
 
    "Oh yes.." Kelly said as the frequency of Michelle's withdrawals and re-insertions increased with each passing moment. 
 
    Michelle continued with her oral ministrations, always aware of the ticking of the clock above her. And with each passing minute, Kelly's moans became louder and louder. Michelle was pleased that she was having such an effect on her lover, but was becoming concerned that someone might hear her. True, they were in a private section of the terminal, but there were still workers in the building. What if someone heard them and decided to investigate? 
 
    "Not so loud!" Michelle commanded as she paused for a moment. "We don't want to draw company." 
 
    Kelly nodded in agreement and obeyed for a few minutes. But finally the wet, moist tongue buried inside her cause her to resume her cries, in an even louder volume. 
 
    "Oh God...oh my God...oh it' s so good... faster...faster...!" Kelly suddenly yelled so loud that it caused Michelle to jump. 
 
    In all her letters, Kelly had never mentioned that she was a screamer. Michelle immediately realized that Kelly couldn't help herself. As the woman beneath her let out a second equally loud shout, Michelle grabbed the closest thing at hand off the floor and pushed it into Kelly's mouth. What it turned out to be was her own panties, still wet with her anticipation over Kelly's visit. 
 
    "Kelly, you have to quiet down..." She said in her most commanding tone. "If you can't stop I'll have to leave that gag in place...either that or we'll have to stop. If I leave it there, then you can moan as loud as you want. Do you want me to take it out and stop?" 
 
    Kelly shook her head side to side in a violent motion. No matter what it took, she wanted Michelle to keep on going. 
 
    Assuming the classic missionary position, Michelle took hold of the large rod dangling between her legs and positioned it at the entrance of Kelly's now very lubricated pussy. She pushed forward ever so slightly, opening wide the folds of her womanhood. 
 
    Kelly let out a grunt that was heard even through her makeshift gag. She was far from a virgin having lost that distinction some 23 years before, but she had never ever taken anything that big inside her before. Michelle looked up from her view of the cockhead disappearing inside Kelly's pussy at the sound. She looked into Kelly's brown eyes to see if she wanted her to stop. It only took a second for Kelly to bob her head up and down for Michelle to continue. 
 
    Over the next several minutes, Michelle slowly entered and re-entered Kelly, measuring the force of her thrusts with the display of discomfort shown on the businesswoman's face. She really didn't want to hurt her and was relieved when her facial expression changed from one of determined acceptance to one of enjoyment. If the blonde haired woman needed any other encouragement, she felt Kelly's hands against her ass, pushing her inside her. 
 
    Now freed from that worry, Michelle began to pump away in earnest. Faster and faster she thrusted, driving almost the full length of her fake cock into her lover. The pressure of the small protrusion on the underside of the rubber that caressed her own clit, sending oscillating waves through her own form. Thus both women felt each powerful stroke. 
 
    Michelle had started with the missionary position because it was the easiest for entry. Now to was time to just really have fun. She pulled out of Kelly and barked out an order that would've made her instructor back in basic training proud. 
 
    "Get on all fours!" She commanded. 
 
    So wrapped up in the wonderful feeling she was getting from Michelle's robust penetrations, Kelly quickly moved to respond. Without really taking the time to think about it, she flipped over and assumed the position, lifting her bottom up into the air as to invite easy access. She just wanted Michelle back inside her. 
 
    In that she wasn't disappointed. Michelle grabbed her legs and spread them even wider. Then with a lust filled thrust, rammed the cock back inside her. Harder and harder she pushed, taking both of them to the heights of passion. 
 
    Both women could feel the rising explosion that would consume them both. Kelly was more than content to just lie there and await it, but Michelle was determined to meet it head-on. 
 
    Pushing Kelly's head to the floor, Michelle straddled her, planted her cock ever deeper with each effort. Now it was Michelle who was grunting ever louder as sweat poured from her pores and her breasts bounced back and forth. Kelly was totally pinned, she tried to shift to a more comfortable position was helpless against the younger woman's strength. 
 
    It was Kelly who erupted first. Michelle could feel her pussy contract around the fake cock as she pulled and pushed it in with a single fluid motion. Her own orgasm followed two strokes later. 
 
    They collapsed upon each other, drenched in a combination of sweat, sex and exhaustion. They just laid there for about ten minutes, trading soft touches and little kisses. 
 
    The clock on the wall told them that Kelly's plane left in less than forty minutes. They had to get cleaned up. Reluctantly they lifted themselves off the floor and kissed one more time. 
 
    Standing naked a few feet from each other, they laughed at the sign of each other. Neither resembled the woman who walked into the room a short time before. 
 
    Thankfully, the makeshift apartment had a shower large enough for two and it wasn't long before they had washed each other clean. Time was now the enemy as they dressed and gathered their things. Since Michelle had a change of underwear in her bag, Kelly asked to keep the ones that had served as her gag as a souvenir. She quickly shoved them into her jacket's side pocket. 
 
    They had to race down the corridor to make the last call for the flight. Flashing an id given to her by the Security Chief, Michelle went with Kelly all the way to the plane. Kelly suddenly pulled her to a stop just a few feet from the cabin door. Quickly looking right and left to make sure they were alone, she leaned forward and kissed her. It was a brief but satisfying kiss. 
 
    "I love you." Kelly whispered before she turned and ran into to plane, afraid that if she waited any longer she might not get on. 
 
    Michelle watched as the attendant secured the cabin door behind her. Her eyes searched the small windows as the plane pulled away for some sign of her - to no avail. Before turning and heading back down the passageway, she whispered to herself. 
 
    "I love you too." 
 
    Kelly felt both happy and sad as the plane pulled up and into the sky. Happy at what Michelle and she had shared, it was an experience she would always remember. Sad at the knowledge that it would never be repeated. They were of two different worlds and neither would give up their world to live in the others. They would always remain friends. That, and the memory, would be enough. 
 
    Three days later, Michelle got her first mail from Kelly since they had met. She agreed with Kelly's assessment of their relationship. It was enough that they'd had that moment in time. As she got to the bottom of the letter she burst into laughter... 
 
    "...and the client in San Diego couldn't believe how relaxed I was after traveling cross-country the day before. 
 
    By the way, you'll never believe what happened while I was away. They fired Janice Zimmerman. It seems that all the while she was saving the company those nickels and dimes, she was diverting the nickels to her own personal account. They're even thinking of pressing charges against her. I almost feel sorry for her, after all, it was because of her the trip turned out like it did. Think I should send her a thank you card? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 11 
 
    The light of a bright full moon illuminated the wide dirt road as Michelle walked along the edge. In the distance behind her, she could still hear the music from the North Shore Country Club - site of the Senior Prom. It seemed to the 18-year-old brunette that she had been walking for well over an hour, but a glance at her watch told her it was only five past two. Only a half-hour had passed since she'd broken up with her boyfriend, Bobby. 
 
    The night had started off perfect enough, much like that of any Senior Prom. All the girls had looked radiant in their prom dresses, the guys dressed to kill in their suits. At the center of it all had been Michelle Petrocelli and Bobby Fortuna, everyone's odds on favorites to be elected King and Queen of Prom Night. 
 
    All through senior year, they had been the perfect couple. Bobby, the star quarterback of the All State Championship Team, and Michelle the leader of the cheerleader squad. Behind the scenes they'd had their ups and downs, but no more than any other couple their age. Bobby was always trying to score both on and off the field. Michelle always on the defensive, letting him score a first down now and then, but holding the line against a touchdown. 
 
    That had been her game plan, but one which she planned to change tonight. Unknown to Bobby, Michelle had made up her mind to let him have her 'precious pearl' as her grandmother used to refer to it. Up to this point, they had confined their activities to heavy petting and recently the addition of oral sex to their back seat adventures. Of course Bobby's definition of oral meant that Michelle performed it on him but he didn't necessarily have to reciprocate. 
 
    So it was no surprise to Michelle when Bobby announced about one o'clock that they should get out of there and he had something really special planned. It was no secret that several couples had already relocated to various motels in the area where several of her classmates had already surrendered their pearls. 
 
    With a smile in anticipation of what she knew was ahead, Michelle followed Bobby out into the parking lot. What did surprise her was finding Bobby's best friend, Jack Nelson, waiting by their car. 
 
    "What's Jack doing here?" She asked Bobby in a low voice as she held tightly onto his arm. "Are we giving him a life home?" 
 
    "Well I figured it would be more fun if we all went down to the Lantern Inn together." Bobby replied. 
 
    "I guess we could give him and Connie a lift." Michelle answered as she looked around the parking lot for Connie Foster, Jack's girlfriend. "Where's Connie?" she asked when she saw no sign of her classmate. 
 
    "Connie's parents already picked her up." Jack said nonchalantly, "It's just going to be the three of us." 
 
    At first, Michelle thought it was a joke, until she saw the serious look on Bobby's face. He really expected her to let Jack join the two of them. 
 
    "Are you out of your mind?" She yelled, pulling her arm away from him and taking a few steps backward. "Do you think I'm some whore who's going to roll over for one of your friends?" 
 
    "Calm down baby," Bobby hushed. "It's not like that at all." 
 
    "It better not be!" she replied, trying to regain her calm. 
 
    "Of course not," he continued. "It's not like I want you to spread your legs for him or anything like that. I'm saving that special treat for me." he added with a little laugh. 
 
    Michelle's face registered only confusion. 
 
    "I just want you to give him a little head." 
 
    "What?" she gasped; sure she had heard him wrong. 
 
    "It's not like you've never given a blow job before," he clarified. "And I have to say, you are good at it." 
 
    Michelle's normally pale face turned a bright crimson as her temper fared to a level she hadn't reached since she was twelve. All the nights she had laid awake planning how special she wanted this to be, and now Bobby expected her to act like she was some cheap hooker. 
 
    "Are you out of your fucking mind!" Michelle exploded, her voice carrying across the parking lot. 
 
    "Baby, quiet down." Bobby intoned. "Someone is going to hear you." 
 
    "I don't care." she replied, unable to believe that this was the guy she was going to give up her virginity for. 
 
    "You don't understand," Bobby went on in a lower tone, hoping she would follow suit. "I'm in a lot of trouble. The only reason I got to play in the Championship Game was that I managed to pass the Math and English finals. And the only reason I was able to do that was because I bought copies of the tests from Jack. Now I owe him five hundred dollars." 
 
    "You cheated on the finals?" Michelle asked. 
 
    "If I didn't play in the Championship I could've kissed that scholarship to Northern State goodbye. Then where would I be?" 
 
    "I don't understand any of this. What does that have to do with us and Jack." 
 
    "I don't have the money." he answered. "My Dad had promised it to me as a graduation gift, but when he found the copies of the tests in my room he said I wasn't going to get it." 
 
    Michelle still didn't understand. 
 
    "Jack and I worked out a deal." he concluded. "He's always had the hots for you, ever since freshman year. You take care of him, just this once and he'll give me all summer to get the money. Otherwise some of his friends are going to break something on me that's going to make my playing days over for good." 
 
    Full clarity finally filled her face. 
 
    "You lousy goddamn bastard!" she thundered as she slapped Bobby's face with all the strength she could muster. "If that's all I ever meant to you, then you can get down and blow him yourself!" 
 
    With that she turned and ran as fast as she could down the walkway leading back to the road. Bobby made no effort to stop her, even though he knew it was a ten-mile walk back to Ridgewood Falls. 
 
    "Stupid cunt!" she heard him call after her as she ran. "There's a dozen girls at this dance alone who'd lift their dresses in a minute to be my girlfriend!" 
 
    So there she was, less than a half-mile down the road and already tired of walking. Prom dress and heels made a lousy outfit for hiking. The gown had been a gift from her parents, costing more than Bobby had paid for those tests. By the time she made it home, it wouldn't be worth more than a washrag. 
 
    "Shit!" she muttered under her breath as her heel caught in a small hole. "The way this night is going it'll probably rain next." 
 
    Fifteen aching minutes later, Michelle heard the sound of a car coming down the road from the direction of the club. Moving to the other side of the road to give it plenty of passing room, she could soon see the headlights come into view. 
 
    "Oh God," she though as the lights grew larger. "What if it's Bobby?" 
 
    When he hadn't come right after her, she figured he'd taken the other road home. Now she didn't want to face him. 
 
    As the car approached and slowed to a stop, Michelle saw that it was definitely not Bobby. Instead of the battered old Tercel that her now ex-boyfriend drove, Michelle was standing next to a 1999 chrome blue corvette convertible. 
 
    "Strange time for a nature walk." said a soft feminine voice from the car. 
 
    The driver's side door opened and out stepped one of the most beautiful women Michelle had ever seen. Almost a half foot taller than her own 5 ft 2, the woman had light blonde hair done up in an elaborate style. A low cut red evening gown barely contained an ample bosom, the size of which Michelle could only envy. Many were the times the young girl had stolen secret looks at her classmates in the showers and locker room, concealing her disappointment at her own 32-inch bust. Hanging between the crevice of the older woman's mounds was an oval shaped diamond the likes of which Michelle had only see in fashion magazines. Resting on the ring finger of her left hand was a wedding and engagement ring set that matched the necklace. 
 
    "I had a fight with my boyfriend," Michelle stuttered. "I guess I should've made sure I had a ride home first." 
 
    It was only at that moment that Michelle realized how incredibly stupid she'd been. It would've been easy to have just gone back up the road and gotten a ride from someone else, or just even called a cab. She had been so furious at Bobby that she hadn't been thinking right. 
 
    Her face also paled more than normal when she realized how dangerous a walk down this road at this time of the night could be. Never mind the chance that she might get hit by a car or attacked by some animal in the woods. What if the car that stopped had been filled with a bunch of drunken guys from the Prom? She could've wound up gang-banged or worse, left for dead in a ditch somewhere. 
 
    "Are you okay?" the older woman asked in a concerned voice. 
 
    "I'm okay," Michelle replied, the color coming back to her face. "I guess it just hit me how idiotic it was for me to take off on my own like I did." 
 
    "Can't say I haven't been there myself at one time or another," the driver said. "Making stupid decisions I mean. Can I at least offer you a ride." 
 
    "Could you ever!" Michelle exclaimed as she took a step forward and was reminded how sore her feet were. 
 
    "Hop in," the woman said as she got back into the small car and unlocked the passenger door. "My names Samantha Clark - Worthington, but my friends just call me Sam." she smiled. 
 
    "Michelle Petrocelli." came the reply as the younger girl ran around to the other side of the car. 
 
    Settling into the passenger seat of the two seater, Michelle had a better chance to assess her rescuer. Her best guess was that Samantha was in her early 30's and Michelle hoped she looked that good in a dozen years. The designer gown she wore made the Prom Dress that she had spent so much time choosing look like the rag she had earlier envisioned it becoming. It had to have cost more than her Dad made in a month. As the car roared down the road, Michelle felt she should be on one of those late night soaps her Mother loved, surrounded by this much elegance. 
 
    "Care to talk about it?" Samantha asked after they had been driving a few minutes. 
 
    "It's kind of embarrassing." 
 
    "Sometimes it helps," came the reply as Samantha turned and smiled at her. "I promise I won't think any less of you. And I think it would be easier to talk to a stranger than your parents." 
 
    "Ain't that the truth." Michelle laughed. 
 
    Something about the friendly manner the older woman projected made Michelle want to open up. Before she knew it, she was telling the whole story of how she planned to give Bobby her most precious gift, and instead wound up being asked to play the whore to help pay off a debt. 
 
    "I'm nobody's door prize." she said as she concluded her story. 
 
    "You're better off without him, Honey," Samantha said as she made a wide turn. "He was a stupid bastard." 
 
    "And I think he was planning a lot more that what he was saying." she added as she looked out into the dark woods rolling past. "Why else would he want Jack to come back to the Inn with us. If all he wanted was for me to blow him I could've done that in the car. Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say it like that." 
 
    "Don't sweat it dear, words don't bother me." Samantha replied. "Only people can when they try to use them to hurt. I know that wasn't your intent." 
 
    "Oh not at all. It's just that the idea that he wanted me to do it with both of them got me so mad. I still can't believe that he wanted to share me." 
 
    "Well, what he suggested can be an adventure," Samantha said with a knowing smile. "But it was certainly crude of him to suggest something like that for your first time. Things like that should be your decision. It's like a joke a friend of mine once told me. Why is dating more stressful for men than women?" 
 
    "Why?" Michelle asked, unable to even come up with a guess. 
 
    "It's because a man spends so much time wondering if the night will end with sex, and the woman already knows." 
 
    Michelle laughed out loud. It was both funny and when she thought about it, very true. 
 
    It then occurred to Michelle that Samantha might very well be talking from experience when she said that being with two men could be an adventure. She was sure, that if that was the case, it hadn't been because some boyfriend had tried to pressure her into it. No, it had to have been on her terms. 
 
    It was strange, she thought to herself, what an hour ago she thought of as disgusting now seemed very erotic. Without realizing it, Michelle found herself staring at the dress draped across Samantha's long legs and wondering what they looked like beneath it. 
 
    "It's pretty warm for a June night," Samantha said as they came up on a 7-11 by the road. "Want to stop and get something cold to drink?" 
 
    The unexpected question snapped Michelle's attention away from the folds of Samantha's gown. 
 
    "Sure..." she stumbled, realizing she was flustered and it had nothing to do with the heat. 
 
    Samantha was in and out of the 24-hour convenience store in a few minutes. In her arms was a small paper bag with two bottles of Coke. 
 
    "If you're not in a rush to get home, I know a real cool place that we can drink these. It's not too far away." she said as she handed Michelle the bag and slid back into the car. 
 
    "That would be great." Michelle answered without thinking. For a moment she had second thoughts, but then figured, why not. She was enjoying Samantha's company, a lot more than that of girlfriends her own age. 
 
    Also, her parents really didn't expect her home until the morning. It had been her Dad who had taken Mom to their own Prom and they still remembered what it had been like to be 18. 
 
    Of course since they did, they had also made sure that they'd had "the talk". An event that included a trip to the gynecologist in order to prevent any accidents. They trusted her, they'd said, to make her own decisions. But better safe than sorry. Mom had even slipped a pack of condoms into her purse before Bobby had picked her up. 
 
    Well they certainly weren't going to be used tonight, Michelle thought, or any night soon. If she never saw Bobby Fortuna again it would be fine with her. 
 
    "It's not far," Samantha repeated as she put the car in gear. "And it has the most beautiful view of the lake." 
 
    Five minutes later, the blue Corvette was parked along the edge of Eagle View Lake. It was a heavily wooded area that opened into a small clearing. It was all but invisible from the road. 
 
    "This is so beautiful," Michelle exclaimed as she admired the moon's reflection in the crystal clear lake. "I'm surprised that no one else ever comes here." 
 
    "It's a carefully kept secret," Samantha said as she took a drink from the bottle of Coke. "I went to college not far from here and this spot was one of the secrets of my Sorority. Just a quiet spot where a girl could relax and maybe dream a little. We never brought any of the guys up here." 
 
    Michelle really didn't hear what Samantha was saying. She was fascinated instead by a drop of soda that had spilled onto the older woman's chin and flowed down her neck, down to the valley between her breasts. 
 
    "I'm sorry..." Michelle mumbled in embarrassment when Samantha caught her staring. "It's just that you're so beautiful." 
 
    "There's no need to apologize, Michelle," she smiled warmly. "In fact, if anything I should feel complimented." 
 
    Basking in the warmth of Samantha's smile made Michelle feel a little strange inside. Then, when the woman ran a manicured hand down across her breast to wipe off the soda, the young girl felt her legs go weak. 
 
    "That soda hit the spot," Samantha said as she drained the last of the bottle. "Guess its time we saw about getting you home." 
 
    "There's no rush!" Michelle said quickly. "I mean, can we stay here a little longer? It's so nice and my parents don't expect me home for hours." she added, more than a little disconcerted by her quick plea to stay. 
 
    Michelle didn't know how Samantha was going to react to her appeal. In truth, she didn't really know why she had made it. She only knew that she liked this woman's company and didn't want to easily let it go. 
 
    "If I came home too early, I'd have to explain why." she quickly continued, knowing full well that it was a rather lame excuse. "And I'd rather not have to tell them what happened." 
 
    "Well we can't have that now, can we?" Samantha laughed, a laugh that said she could think of a dozen reasons for Michelle's early homecoming. "It is a really beautiful night and I guess we could stay here a little longer. My parents aren't expecting me early either." 
 
    Michelle laughed at that one too. Turning the radio on low, the two women sat back in the cushioned seats and listened. A cool breeze from the lake washed over them. Without thinking about it, Michelle found herself curled up against Samantha. 
 
    "Can I ask you something?" she said after a little while. 
 
    "Of course, honey" Samantha answered. 
 
    "Do all guys stay the assholes they seem to be when they are teens or do they get better?" 
 
    "Well there's a loaded question," Samantha laughed. "And not one with an easy answer. But I guess I'd have to say that like with everything in life, you sometimes have to sort through a lot of crap to get to the prize. There are some really good men out there of all ages, you just have to take the time and effort to find them." 
 
    "And what's a girl supposed to do in the meantime?" Michelle asked rhetorically. 
 
    "Well, I've been told we live in the age of technology." Samantha laughed. 
 
    "I have a girlfriend that would agree with you there." Michelle grinned. "She says Duracells are a girl's best friend." 
 
    "That's so wicked," Samantha replied. "But sadly enough many times true." 
 
    "Is that what you do?" Michelle asked, then realized that she might've gone over the line. "Oh I'm sorry, Samantha, I shouldn't have asked you something like that." 
 
    "It's OK, and I said my friend's call me Sam." she replied as she ran a hand through her hair. "And to answer the question, no I'm not into battery powered lovers." 
 
    "What do you do then?" she asked, then added. "Sam?" 
 
    "Well let's just say that a woman has other options and leave it at that. When you're older you'll probably figure it out for yourself." 
 
    "Are you talking about other girls?" Michelle inquired. 
 
    Samantha seemed surprised by the question. 
 
    "Well I said you were insightful," she said. "but what would a girl like you know about things like that?" 
 
    "I made out with Wanda Jacobs once." 
 
    "Oh really," Sam said. "And how did that happen?" 
 
    "Wanda was my best friend during junior year. She didn't have a lot of experience with guys and asked me once what it was like kissing and making out. It seemed like of silly at first, but before we knew it we were really making out. If my Mom hadn't called up to us that dinner was ready I'm not sure where we might have gone." 
 
    "Anything after that?" Samantha asked out of curiosity. 
 
    "Wanda's Dad died a week later and they moved out of state. I never saw her again." 
 
    "I'm sorry, did you miss her?" 
 
    "I not sure, I thought I did, but after a while I wasn't sure." 
 
    "What does that mean?" 
 
    "I mean after a while I wasn't sure if I missed Wanda or what we did." 
 
    "Did you ever try it again with anyone else?" 
 
    "I thought about it, but there never seemed to be the opportunity." 
 
    "Would you want another opportunity?" 
 
    Michelle didn't answer with words. Instead she looked deep into Samantha's emerald eyes, finding a kinship that transcended years. She reached for the woman's hand and used it to stroke her shoulder length hair, guiding it down across her neck until in came to rest against the curve of her small breasts. 
 
    The brunette felt an electric thrill go through her as she felt Samantha's nails caress her flesh. She was both scared and excited at the same time. A small part of her said no, but a larger part screamed yes. She knew that here, hidden in the moonlight, no one would ever know. 
 
    The blonde shifted in her seat and brought both hands to the side of Michelle's face. A familiarity filled her face as she drew the girl closer and kissed her. Gently at first, their lips barely touching. Then harder a second time, her more experienced tongue finding Michelle's. 
 
    "Are you sure?" Samantha asked in a hushed breath. 
 
    Michelle just nodded yes, unable to catch her breath enough to give voice to her desire. 
 
    A third and fourth kiss followed, moving down the length of Michelle's neck as Samantha reached back and undid the back of her Prom Gown. Nibble fingers performed a familiar task and undid the small bra beneath the soft material. 
 
    "They're not very big I'm afraid," Michelle said a little ashamed as her voice returned. The C cups gave way to reveal small pads of tissue paper wadded up inside them. 
 
    "They're beautiful." Samantha whispered as her kisses continued down to the top of the girl's bare globes. 
 
    Michelle closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of ecstasy as the older woman's tongue found her now erect nipple. Her mouth closed around it as she began to suck at it ever so gently. So different from the rough biting that Bobby had always given her. 
 
    "I can't believe I'm doing this." Michelle said to herself. "But it feels too good to stop." 
 
    As Samantha shifted her attention to Michelle's other breast, she continued to play with the first with her free hand. A surging fire built within the 18-year-old as she struggled to get out of her dress. She was no longer worried about what it had cost or what she was doing to it. All she worried about was that she not break contact with Samantha's wonderful mouth. 
 
    Michelle couldn't help but think, from the way Samantha played across her small breasts with her tongue, mouth and fingers, that her skill could only have come as the result of lots of practice. She wondered for a moment, what the older woman had been like when she was her age. Had she already discovered how pleasing the touch of another woman could be, or had someone shown her one night, just as she was showing Michelle. 
 
    The thought lasted but that brief moment as Michelle suddenly filled with the desire to sample Samantha's own larger mounds. A hunger to play her own mouth across the woman's nipples. 
 
    "Please let me do that to you." Michelle pleaded, her voice filled with both the pleasure of Samantha's touch and a longing to reciprocate. 
 
    Samantha laughed softly and let Michelle now wet nipple slip from her lips. She brought her head back up and kissed the girl again, sharing with her the sweetness of her own breasts. The kiss was short this time, but just as pleasant. 
 
    Shifting in her seat, the blonde reached behind her neck and undid the strap of her dress. The red material, no longer taut, fell forward and free. The richly tanned mounds beneath it were held only in place by the barest of red lace. 
 
    Michelle reached out and placed her hand atop the lace-covered globes, marveling at both their softness and warmth. It was the first time she'd touched another woman with lust in her heart. Her fingers slid down to the small metal clasp beneath Samantha's breasts that held the bra together. She looked into the older woman's eyes, a silent request for permission. A request given just as wordlessly. 
 
    Undoing the clasp, Michelle could feel her heart racing. Much later, when she had time to look back on this night, she would wonder why she'd felt so flustered. She had to have seen a hundred girls breasts just in her four years of gym class alone, so why was she acting like a boy taking off a girl's bra for the first time. Even Bobby hadn't acted this nervous. 
 
    "They are so beautiful." she gasped as the red lace fell into her hands, exposing the large dark pink nipples beneath them. 
 
    Samantha had a rich tan line, a very visible division between the soft brown of the sun kissed skin and the bright natural pinkness of where her bikini top began. Michelle knew two girls at school who sunbathed topless behind the privacy of their backyard fences, saying that it made them more desirable to their boyfriends. Looking now at Samantha, Michelle couldn't imagine anything more erotic. It was like sneaking a look at a forbidden sight. 
 
    Unable to control her excitement or enthusiasm any longer, the young brunette surged forward and buried her face between the large mounds, laughing and kissing them as she went. 
 
    Samantha laughed as well, wrapping her arms around her lover, hugging her tightly. She thought back to her first time and envied Michelle a little. As many as the joys she had experienced over the years, nothing had ever matched that first sense of rapture. 
 
    She helped guide her thick eraser sized nipples into Michelle's mouth, showing her where to tickle them with her tongue. The girl's only experience had been on the receiving end of the coarse approach of her boyfriend. More often than not, she repeated the mistakes she had been taught. Samantha tried to gently correct the worse of them. 
 
    "Take it easy, my little love," she said in a soft melodious voice. "We have plenty of time, and even better is yet to come." 
 
    Even so there was no way to dampen any of Michelle's neophyte exuberance, so she just stroked her long dark hair and let her enjoy herself. Not that the blonde had any reason to complain. Michelle might lack experience or a valid technique, but she was filled with a bountiful desire to please and she was learning quickly. 
 
    Eventually, Michelle's passion cooled enough for her to come up for air. She kissed Samantha with as much of the fire within her as she could, delighting in the feel of the tongue against her own as she pressed between her lover's red lips. 
 
    "Do you think you've had enough?" Samantha asked as she broke the kiss. "Or do you want to finish this?" 
 
    "Oh I want to finish this," Michelle eagerly replied. "I can't remember the last time I wanted something so much." 
 
    "Okay," Samantha smiled. "I just wanted to be sure." 
 
    Michelle beamed back at her, joy filling her face. 
 
    "What say we make ourselves a little more room over on the grass?" Samantha suggested. "These little cars weren't really made for, what shall we say, extra vehicular activities." 
 
    "My brother says that cars like this aren't made for getting laid in," Michelle joked as she got out of the car. "But you get laid when you get out of them." 
 
    "I think I heard that line in a movie somewhere," Samantha replied as she got out as well. "But I guess it is true." she laughed. 
 
    Samantha motioned to a small clear patch of grass right by the waterline. As Michelle removed her heels and started for it, Samantha opened the small truck and pulled out a large checkered red and black blanket. She folded it under her arm and followed Michelle. 
 
    "I keep this in the truck for picnics or roadside emergencies." she said, motioning to the blanket. 
 
    Just above the water's edge, Michelle helped Samantha spread out the large blanket. She hadn't been kidding when she said it was for picnics, Michelle thought. Four people could've sat on it in comfort. Or two people could lie on it as well, she added. 
 
    "You think we should get out of these dresses before we damage them any more?" Michelle asked, taking note of the small tear in one of her top straps. 
 
    "Excellent idea." Samantha agreed as she stepped behind Michelle and undid the zipper of the prom dress. 
 
    The dress fell to the ground and Michelle stepped out of it. Samantha placed a soft hand on each of the shorter woman's shoulders, gently massaging them. A gentle kiss landed on each of them as well. Then on her neck, and finally on her lips as Michelle arched her head back to receive it. 
 
    As their lips met softly, Samantha glided her hands around Michelle and cupped her small breasts. She rubbed her thumbs against the stubby nipples, feeling them grow stiff in her hands. 
 
    "Oh that feels so good." Michelle purred as she pressed her half-naked body against her taller lover. 
 
    Samantha let her hand drift down across Michelle's stomach and under the waistband of her cotton white panties. Her long slender fingers stretched out across the dark mound beneath, finding a warm dampness throughout it. 
 
    She continued her digital exploration, pressing her finger against the fold of Michelle's Venus mound, rubbing it up and down a few times before sliding it in. 
 
    "Oh God!" Michelle gasped. 
 
    Samantha used her free hand to continue to caress Michelle's breasts as she pumped one finger in and out. One finger was followed by two, then by a third. Moving faster and faster, they sent ripples of delight radiating out through her body. 
 
    "Faster, ... faster!" Michelle gasped through shortened breaths. 
 
    Samantha was happy to respond to her wishes, feeling the walls of her love canal contract around her fingers. Even as her fingers fucked her furiously, her thumb maintained an equal pressure against the younger woman's clit. 
 
    "Are you enjoying this, my little love?" Samantha whispered into her ear. 
 
    Michelle was too close to orgasm to do more than grunt in reply. Her body was covered in droplets of sweat despite the cool breeze blowing off the lake. Before she knew it, the waves of her orgasm splashed across her body. 
 
    It was a small climax to be sure, but one certainly as good as any she had enjoyed by her own hand. Certainly it had been better then the pitiful two she had gotten from Bobby. 
 
    "That..." Michelle said as her breathing returned to normal. "was fantastic!" 
 
    "That..." Samantha said in the same hesitant tone. "was only a beginning." 
 
    Samantha helped Michelle off with her now stained panties, dropping them next to her dress. Then she told her to sit down on the blanket while she rid herself of her own gown. Red cloth collapsed upon blue as Samantha stood naked above her lover. Michelle wasn't surprised to find that the tall blonde wore no panties, but she was to discover that she was also totally bare. She hadn't seen a girl without hair since the first year of junior high. And none of them had anything remotely resembling a body like Samantha's. 
 
    Samantha knelt down on the blanket and took Michelle in her arms. They lay down alongside each other and she took Michelle's hand in her own, guiding it to the wet flesh between her long tanned legs. 
 
    "Just like I did for you." she instructed, placing the younger hand against her moist flesh. 
 
    Michelle slowly ran her hand up and down between Samantha's outstretched legs, feeling for the first time a woman's sex not her own. The sheer excitement of that touch was enough to send flickers of pleasure through her own. 
 
    Michelle pressed her index finger against Samantha's clit, trying to imagine she was rubbing against her own and duplicate the actions she was most familiar with. She saw that it was having some effect on the older woman but not much. The eighteen year old was just too inexperienced to be able to tell what was working and what wasn't, at least without being on the receiving end of her touch. Samantha just smiled at her, pleased at her attempt. Michelle, however wanted to do more than simply go through the motions. 
 
    A couple of weeks ago, the girls on the cheerleader squad had a big sleepover at Chrissy O'Donnell's house. Her parents hadn't been home and one of the eight girls had brought with her a porn video she had borrowed from her brother's hidden collection. The film had been entitled appropriately enough Bimbo Cheerleaders From Hooter High. 
 
    The film covered a variety of situations and the various sex scenes drew a multitude of comments and jokes from the girls. That was until the screen had filled with a scene involving only two of the female leads. No one had uttered so much as a snicker while the large breasted girls demonstrated the intricacies of lesbian sex. No one had reached for the remote to hit fast-forward either. 
 
    Running over in her mind what she had seen at Chrissy's, Michelle ran her small hands up the length of each of the tanned thighs before her, coming together at the bare mound midway. Pressing her fingers against the folds of Samantha's pussy, she exposed the pink softness within. 
 
    Without hesitation, the younger girl bent down and planted a kiss in the center of that pinkness, getting her first brief taste of another woman's sex. The brunette found the simple kiss to be the most highly erotic thing she had ever done. 
 
    "This is going to be a lot easier than the first time I sucked Bobby off." she thought as she bend down again and this time pressed her tongue inside of Samantha. 
 
    "Oh!" Samantha gasped as she jumped a little at the sudden touch. 
 
    Since she was a young teen, the blonde had always had a hair trigger pussy. It didn't much to get her going. 
 
    "This is nothing like sucking cock." Michelle thought as she darted her tongue up and across the reaches of Samantha's pussy. The strong scent of the older woman's arousal filled her, firing her youthful enthusiasm. 
 
    "Oh yes, right there." Samantha called out as by blind luck, her novitiate pussy licker found her most sensitive spot. 
 
    The tall blonde took hold of the back of Michelle's head, drawing her ever deeper inside of her. Long slender fingers spread through brunette strands, holding the amateur tongue in the right place. 
 
    "Oh baby, you are really good at this!" Samantha cried out as she felt the rising crest of an approaching climax. 
 
    The erotic wave washed over the shoals of her passion moments later, simultaneously sending a cry of delight from her lips and a burst of female nectar onto Michelle's. 
 
    The sudden quaking of the prone body beneath her sent a momentary fear through Michelle's heart. She had read of woman having explosive orgasms but had never seen anything like one. Certainly she had never experienced one. It was very unlike those she had seen in that porn film at Chrissy's. 
 
    "Are you all right?" she hesitantly asked Samantha as her body finally calmed. 
 
    The tall blonde didn't answer right away, instead sitting up on the blanket. She smiled and ran her fingers across Michelle's now honey stained mouth, wiping some of it clean. 
 
    "Oh sweetheart," she said joyfully. "I'm more than all right. Are you sure that's the first time you've ever done that?" 
 
    "Oh yes," she replied. "I've maybe thought about it a few times, but that's all." 
 
    "Well you are definitely a gifted beginner." 
 
    "Then I did it okay?" 
 
    "Couldn't you tell?" 
 
    "Well I wasn't sure, especially when you started jumping around. I didn't know what to make of it?" 
 
    "Honey, you can't tell me you've never had an orgasm." 
 
    "No, I have." Michelle said, thinking of the times she had felt pleasure at her own hand and a few times by Bobby's. "But never anything like that." 
 
    "Well then," Samantha said as she leaned forward and kissed her softly, relishing the taste of he own climax on the younger girl's lips. "That is something that we're going to have to definitely change." 
 
    Samantha ran her hands down across Michelle's breasts, playing with the nipples for a few moments. Then she replaced her fingers with her tongue, alternating between gentle licks and small love bites. Continuing downward, her kisses traced a path down Michelle's stomach. 
 
    Reaching the edge of her small dark brown bush, Samantha ran her fingers across it, noting that it had grown much wetter than before. With two outstretched fingers she parted the way to Michelle's hidden pearl and reached out with her agile tongue to embrace that treasure. 
 
    The warm sensation between her legs started out familiar enough for the eighteen-year-old. She'd felt it before by her own hand or on those few occasions when Bobby had given in to her requests and put his own tongue there. His attempts at cunnilingus had never lasted long, just enough to keep her willing to reciprocate on him. 
 
    It was only when those small sensations began to increase in intensity and frequency that Michelle began to understand what some the other girls had described in late night chats. 
 
    Each rising wave was more powerful than the preceding one, and reached further throughout her prone form. Suddenly detached from every reality save the budding fires within her, Michelle became aware of the quickness of her breaths, the racing of her heart, and the cold drops of sweat appearing on her naked flesh. 
 
    She opened her mouth to offer words of encouragement as Samantha had done for her, but could only manage a moan of pleasure. 
 
    Samantha, it seemed, needed no encouragement as her darting tongue drew on years of experience and unlocked secrets within the younger body that Michelle never knew existed. Each movement of her tongue, every touch of her long slender fingers, sent a reciprocating ripple of elation across her body. 
 
    It wasn't long before the high school senior was on a level she'd never experienced before, looking down from the pinnacle of what she knew would be her first explosive orgasm. 
 
    Faster and faster, surges of ecstasy washed over her until they began to blend into one long continuous state of rapture. Tears of joy rolled down her cheeks as she gripped handfuls of the blanket beneath her as she tried to delay the eruption within her. To make her bliss last as long as possible. She wanted to enjoy every possible second. 
 
    Try as she could, Samantha's experienced touch was not to be denied. With a yell that was unlike her, Michelle climaxed with a force she had never known in her young life. Like Samantha only a short time before, her body shook of its own accord for what seemed like endless seconds. The world around her didn't exist for those brief moments, only that all encompassing sense of jubilation. 
 
    Time seemed to skip a few beats until Michelle became aware of the star filled sky she had been looking up into. She also became aware of the warm, equally exhausted body pressed up against her own. Samantha hadn't said a word, letting Michelle gather her own thoughts on what had just happened and put then in perspective. 
 
    Listening to the twin sounds of her own breaths and heartbeats, Michelle thought of how she had expected tonight to be when she had gotten up this morning and how it had actually unfolded. 
 
    "One thing did happen that I expected." she thought to herself as she acknowledged Samantha's presence next to her by taking her hand in hers. "I did loose my pearl tonight after all. Just not exactly in the way that I expected." 
 
    She rolled over and kissed Samantha with all the passion still in her body, holding her tight long after the kiss ended. She was sure it was going to be a long interesting summer for both of them. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 12 
 
    Jennifer Sutherland stared out the kitchen window as she took another sip of her morning coffee. Mentally, she made a note to call the lawn service to trim the grass out by the back fence. The paper was calling for rain this afternoon but looking at the clear morning sky she thought they were wrong once again. 
 
    "I guess she's not coming this morning." the 38 year old brunette said to herself as she placed her now empty coffee cup down on the table. 
 
    "She" was Sally Yee, the 25 year old emergency room nurse who had rented the basement apartment for the last few months. Jennifer and Sally usually had coffee every Friday but this morning she'd found a note saying she'd been called into work late last night and might not be able to make it. Still, Jennifer had come to enjoy their weekly chats so much that she had hoped Sally could still make it. 
 
    Rinsing out the cup in the sink, Jennifer remembered that at first she'd been reluctant to rent out the tiny basement apartment. They'd converted the small room into living space when they'd first bought the house fifteen years ago so that her widowed mother could live with them. She had passed away six years ago and her oldest son Chris had inherited the apartment. Then Chris went away to college a year and a half ago and his brother Bill took it over. 
 
    Eight months ago, right after his 18th birthday, Bill had enlisted in the Navy, deciding that it was a good way to spend a few years while he decided what he wanted to do with his life. It wasn't a bad decision but it had left Jennifer with an empty house. 
 
    It had been both a new and very strange feeling to the mother of two. A little over 20 years ago, Jennifer had gone right from her father's house to her husbands. It wasn't how she planned it though. Originally there had been plans for college, maybe a career. And if she was totally honest with herself, she wasn't 100% certain that her future plans involved Jack Sutherland. But what was that phrase from the song, "Life is what happens when you're busy making other plans." 
 
    "Oh it happened all right." Jennifer said to herself as she stepped out onto the kitchen porch. "Did it ever." 
 
    Her thoughts drifted back to the night some six weeks after the senior prom when she became all too aware of two of life's harsh realities. The first was the fine print on the side of a box of condoms, not that she ever read it, which stated that while effective, any form of birth control was only 99% or so. The other truth was the fact that yes, you can lose your virginity and get pregnant at the same time. 
 
    It could've been worse. She and Jack had already graduated High School and he had already gone to work at his father's hardware store. Two decades later, Jack Sutherland had taken over from his father and owned four hardware stores in four different towns. 
 
    If only their personal life had been so successful. At 18 they'd been very much in love, but as they grew older, it became very apparent that they had matured in opposite directions. Jack had immersed himself in the business and Jennifer in her sons. The only problem was that while Jack still had the business, looking forward to the day when Chris got his degree and followed in his footsteps, Jennifer now had a big void in her life. 
 
    A void that was becoming filled more and more with the what-ifs of her life. What if she'd gone to college? What if she'd been married to someone other than Jack? What if she simply led an adventurous life, leaving behind a trail of lovers. It wasn't too late to pick up the loose threads of her life and start anew, but she found that she lacked the spark to rekindle her fires. 
 
    "Morning Jennifer." called out a soft quiet voice as its owner walked up the driveway. 
 
    "Hi Sally!" Jennifer called out, her mood improving immediately. 
 
    "Sorry I couldn't make it this morning." Sally said as she climbed the steps up to the porch "But I didn't finish my shift until 2 A.M. and decided to crash on one of the couches in the lounge rather than drive home tired." 
 
    "That was a good idea." Jennifer agreed. "Can you sit for a while or are you on your way out the door again?" 
 
    "Well I was going to run a few errands, but I guess they can wait." the black haired woman said as she dropped into one of the large cushioned wicker chairs that filled the porch. 
 
    "Great." Jennifer said with a smile as she settled into her own chair. 
 
    Sally Yee was a few inches taller than Jennifer's 5'6" with a round pleasant face that made her seem even younger than her 25 years. Long straight black hair was tied up into the bun she wore while working. Hair that stretched down to her waist when undone. Sally had a slim but well developed build. A tight waist and taut stomach supported small round breasts that were firm enough not to need additional support. At least Jennifer had never noticed Sally wear a bra, even when she only sported a T-shirt. 
 
    Jennifer, on the other hand, had full bodied breasts which had developed early and caused her to have to start wearing a bra long before most of the girls in her class. They had almost been too large for her to make the cheerleader squad in high school. 
 
    Mrs. Johnston, the faculty advisor, had felt that Jennifer stood out too much from the other less endowed girls and caused too much of a distraction when she wore the short and tight cheerleader outfits. It took a petition of over a hundred signatures, almost all belonging to boys, to make the principal overrule Mrs. Johnston. The petition said it was a matter of upholding Jennifer's rights, but no one really believed it was anything other then a lot of horny young men's desire to see Jenn doing splits in the red and white cheerleader's uniform. 
 
    "So how was your night?" Jennifer asked, always interested in the interesting life Sally led. 
 
    As the young Asian woman told the tale of the injuries to some police and firemen battling a four-alarm over by the edge of town, Jennifer thought about how much she liked having Sally around. 
 
    Despite the difference in their age and backgrounds, the two women had found enough in common to become friends. Jennifer had been amazed to discover that Sally had gotten married even younger than she had. At 17, her family had pressured her into marriage with an older man. The union had lasted less than 2 years and Sally had found herself divorced at 19. 
 
    Her family, being very old world, had never forgiven her for what they perceived as an insult to their family honor. Sally hadn't told her exactly why she'd left her husband but it was obvious from the way she talked about their brief marriage that she had never loved him from the start. In Jennifer's case, at least she could say that at least in the early years, her case had been different. 
 
    So at 19, disowned by her family, Sally had stopped using the name her family had given her, Yee Sau-ling, and had gone back to school for her nursing degree. Totally immersing herself in her goal, she had crammed a normal course of study into less than 3 years. 
 
    Currently, she worked at Metropolitan Hospital only a few blocks away. She had been overjoyed to find an apartment so close that she could walk back and forth to work. 
 
    As Sally finished her story, Jennifer remembered something she wanted to ask her younger friend. 
 
    "We're having a barbecue Sunday night." Jennifer said. "I was wondering if you could come?" 
 
    "Well, I'll have to check my schedule." Sally replied. "I'm on call this weekend." 
 
    "I hope you can." Jennifer said. "Jack's cousin Michael is coming over and I really think you'd like him. He's a paramedic so you should have something in common already." 
 
    Sally didn't immediately respond but the look on her face told Jennifer that she wasn't exactly excited by the prospect of meeting Jennifer's relative. 
 
    "Jenn..I..." she began. 
 
    "No, you don't have to say it." Jennifer cut her off. "I guess I should have asked you first." 
 
    "Well...it might've been a good idea." Sally replied. 
 
    "It never occurred to me that you might not be interested." Jenn continued. "I should've considered the idea that you might not want to date non-Asian men. I mean the fact that I've never even heard you mention one should've been a clue." 
 
    Sally seemed to be considering something for a few moments as her eyes took on a far-away stare. It lasted only a few brief seconds but when her attention returned it was clear that she had something to say. 
 
    "Jenn, I need to tell you something." she began. "I really wasn't planning on bringing this up but I once made myself a promise not to lie to myself or other people for that matter." 
 
    "I'm all ears." Jennifer laughed. 
 
    "It's not that I don't date non-Asian men." Sally said in a calm, even tone. "I don't date men, period." 
 
    "Sally, I know you had a bad marriage." Jennifer quickly replied. "But that's no reason to shut yourself out from relationships. I'm sure that there are plenty of men that..." 
 
    "You don't understand." Sally cut her off. "I don't have relationships with men. Jennifer, I'm a lesbian." 
 
    For the first time since she'd met Sally, Jennifer was speechless. 
 
    "I really hadn't planned on telling you that." Sally went on. "But I think if I didn't, you'd be going out of your way to match me up with every unmarried Chinese man in town." 
 
    "I never would've guessed." Jennifer finally said. "I mean, I don't know what to say. Are you sure?" 
 
    "Yes, I'm sure." Sally grinned. "This isn't something that I just decided you know. I've known it since I was 13 years old. It soon became obvious to my parents as well. That's why they were so quick to marry me off. I lived a lie every night for two years until I couldn't do it anymore. That's when I promised myself that I'd never lie to myself again - whatever the cost. I don't wear a sign around my neck, but I don't try to hide it either." 
 
    "I can't imagine having that much courage." Jennifer said, a touch of admiration in her voice. "To walk away from everything in your life and start over." 
 
    "It wasn't easy." Sally admitted. "But every new life begins with a single step, eventually the steps become easier as you build on your life a little at a time." 
 
    A silent pause hung in the air. It took Jennifer a long minute to understand what Sally had told her. 
 
    "I hope this won't make a difference in our friendship." Sally said, breaking the silence. 
 
    "A difference?" Jennifer repeated. 
 
    "Well, some women have a hard time dealing with lesbianism." Sally went on. "They tend to ignore every other thing about you and just assign some stereotype image." 
 
    "What kind of image?" Jennifer asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    "Well that you spend your days trying to seduce lonely housewives away from their husbands." Sally explained. "Or when you're not doing that, you're trying to recruit your daughters into some secret society." 
 
    "Well are you?" Jenn asked in mock seriousness. 
 
    "When I was a lot younger, I wished there was some kind of secret society." Sally said. "Somewhere I could go to talk to someone. You have no idea what it's like to grow up a lesbian teen, and a Chinese lesbian teen on top of that. Imagine having your own parents look down on you as some kind of abomination." 
 
    Jennifer thought for a moment of her own parents reaction when she had told them she was pregnant. Her father had been angry enough that night to call her a slut. But in the end they had calmed down and there had been socially acceptable solutions to her predicament. Marriage that early in her life might not be ideal, but at least Jack had a future with his father's company and it would give the baby a name. In fact, since both her mother and mother-in-law were quick to spread the story that Chris was premature, few people knew she had walked down the aisle pregnant. 
 
    "No, I can't imagine what it must've been like." Jennifer responded. "But you don't have to worry about our friendship. This isn't going to affect it." 
 
    "Are you sure?" Sally asked again. 
 
    "I'm positive." Jennifer repeated. "I don't believe in judging someone based on who they share their bed with. After all, look who sleeps on the other side of my bed." she laughingly added. 
 
    "I've always thought Mr. Sutherland was a nice guy." Sally noted. 
 
    "Oh he is, I'm only kidding." Jennifer replied. "But while we're on the subject, I don't think this is the kind of thing you should mention to him. I hope you're okay with that because I'm really not sure what kind of reaction he would have." 
 
    "It's okay." Sally agreed. "As hard as the subject is for some women to come to grips with, it's even harder for an even greater number of men." 
 
    "Good." Jennifer said, letting out a deep breath. 
 
    "I'd really better get started on those errands." Sally noted as she looked at her watch and began to rise from her seat. 
 
    "Please try and come to the barbecue." Sally said. "I'm sure you'll have a good time anyway." 
 
    "I'll try." Sally said as she stepped off the porch and waved good-bye. 
 
    Sally did come to the barbecue and she had a great time. In fact everyone had a lot of fun. One thing bothered Jennifer though. When the two women were changing into their swim suit, she suddenly felt very self conscious being nude next to Sally. It wasn't that Sally did anything different. In fact, she barely glanced in the older woman's direction. Jennifer just couldn't get the thought out of her mind that exposing herself to Sally was just like letting any of the men outside see her naked. 
 
    It was a stupid idea of course, she thought. After all, she was over ten years older than Sally and while she looked good for her age, she definitely didn't have the same body she had back in high school. 
 
    That night, long after all the guests had gone home, Jennifer found herself standing nude in front of the bathroom mirror and taking stock of herself. Her hair was still the rich brown color it had been since she was a child, no sign of even a single gray strand. A few lines showed in her face, but there were a lot less than many of her contemporaries. She could chalk that one up to good genes, both her mother and grandmother had aged gracefully as they liked to say. 
 
    The large 36C bust that had been so popular back in high school had suffered some of the effects of age and gravity, but serious attention to her physical well-being over the years had helped reduce the negatives there as well. Her small pink nipples were still immediately noticeable, popping to attention as the cool evening air hit them. Absentmindedly, Jennifer ran her middle fingers over each of them. 
 
    From the brief glance she had taken before she felt a little foolish, Jennifer remembered that Sally had small very dark brown nipples. She idly wondered if the younger woman's nubs were as sensitive. 
 
    Jennifer's stomach showed she should get back to the gym, a long lazy summer had let a few pounds collect there. It wasn't obvious as the bulge that was wrapped around Jack's belly, but even a few too many pounds on a woman stood out. 
 
    Her hand slid down to the hairy bush between her legs and gently stroked the center of it. Once upon a time she used to trim her hair regularly, but it had been so long since Jack had noticed she no longer went to the trouble. Oh, they still had sex now and then, but it had been reduced to the occasional wham, bam and thank you ma'am. Long gone were the days when they went at it all night, and if they boys were away, into the next day as well. 
 
    The next week passed quickly for Jennifer and she only saw Sally for a few minutes on Friday. Even so, the young Asian woman was never far from her thoughts. She just couldn't get the idea that she was a lesbian out of her mind. What was it like she kept asking herself, making love to another woman? What would it be like to even just kiss one? Of course she'd kissed other women over the years, relatives, girlfriends and such, but they were always safe sexless kisses. How different would it be if backed by passion? 
 
    One quiet afternoon, she actually dug out one of those old porno tapes that Jack kept in the basement and watched it. It had been over ten years since she'd watched one of them with him and she tossed aside boxes until she found the one she remembered. She fast forwarded past all the male and female scenes until she got to images of girl on girl sex. She must've watched that five minute segment a half dozen times. By the last time she watched it the young Chinese woman in the film had metamorphosed into Sally's twin. It was quickly becoming an obsession. 
 
    Saturday was the busiest day of the week and Jennifer thought it would never end. About ten o'clock, she crawled into bed and fell asleep. About midnight, she woke out of a listless slumber. Something was nagging at the back of her mind. Then it hit her, she'd forgotten to set the washing machine after she'd put in that last load. Normally she would run it overnight to take advantage of the lower electrical rates. She knew that it would keep her awake the rest of the night if she didn't go down and run it now. It was a silly thing really, but that was the kind of person she was. 
 
    Slipping out of bed as quietly as she could, Jennifer was careful not to wake Jack. Listening to his heavy breathing for a moment, she doubted that he would've woke if she jumped up and down on the floor. 
 
    Down the back stairs she went, carefully opening the door to the laundry room. It took less than a minute to set the machine and she was about to start back up the stairs when she heard a soft bang from the front of the basement. The bang repeated itself a moment later, this time loud enough for Jennifer to identify it as coming from Sally's basement apartment. 
 
    Not sure what to make of the noise, Jennifer stepped back from the stairs and tip toed instead into the small storage room that was situated between the laundry room and the basement apartment. Once inside the tiny room, Jennifer could hear voices from Sally's apartment. Curiosity overwhelmed her and she pressed her ear against the wall to hear more. 
 
    It was hard to make out exactly what was being said through the sheetrock, but it was very obvious that Sally had company in her room. Based on her recent revelations, it didn't take a second for Jennifer to realize that it was another woman. 
 
    "They're making love." Jennifer said to herself as she pressed harder against the wall in order to hear more. "This is exciting." she added as she realized that her heart was beating at a much quicker pace. 
 
    Jennifer regretted Jack having done such a good job with the wall insulation as she could only hear parts of what was going on just a few feet away. One thing that she had been able to make out was that the other woman's name was Amber. 
 
    "God, I wish I could see what was going on." Jennifer thought as she squeezed her breasts through her nightgown. "I can't remember the last time I was this excited." 
 
    Then it came to her in a sudden memory. A few years back, her youngest had drilled a hole in the wall in order to spy on his older brother. She had found it by accident one day and really thought it was rather silly. That was until she had looked through it one afternoon when she had come home unexpectedly and saw Chris standing naked in the center of the room. It came as quite a shock to her. Her oldest son had grown into a handsome 6 footer with blue/green eyes and short blonde hair. 
 
    His nakedness wasn't as startling as the fact that his girlfriend, Joyce, was on her knees in front of him, equally naked - her mouth wrapped around his cock. Intellectually, Jennifer knew she should've immediately turned away from the image but the eroticism of it held her at the peephole. 
 
    Joyce was a pretty enough girl, but rather skinny Jennifer had always thought. She had small breasts, no more than a B-cup, which always made her wonder why Chris dated her. In the past all of his girlfriends had been rather well endowed. As she watched her son's hardness slide back and forth between her lips, she no longer had to wonder why. 
 
    Never having double-dated back in high school, Jennifer had never actually seen another woman give head. From what she could see now, Joyce was a first class cocksucker. In a way, she envied her. Back in high school Jennifer had always found the idea of actually taking a guys cock in her mouth a little repulsive. But then again, there was a popular saying among many of the girls - "No one ever got pregnant giving head." How many times over the years had she wished she'd followed that advice. 
 
    She watched fascinated as Chris's young manhood exploded into the 18 year old girl's mouth, sending droplets of shiny white cum dripping down her chin. Joyce continued to run her tongue up and down his now milky coated cock, wiping it clean. 
 
    The entire spectacle had only lasted a few minutes but the memory had lasted years. She had spackled over the hole the very next day, both to preserve her son's privacy and to remove her own temptation. 
 
    "The hole was right about here." Jennifer said to herself as she ran her finger across the wall in the dark. 
 
    A smile filled her face as she discovered to her delight that she lacked her husband's home repair skills. Most of the spackle had dried into a fine powder, the rest was easily chipped away with her nails. A few moments later she had fully exposed the small hole. 
 
    In hindsight, the image of herself, a full grown woman, sitting in the dark and spying on her tenant might seem ludicrous. But such was the fire that spread from between her legs that she never gave the idea of how embarrassing it would look if caught a moment's thought. 
 
    Thankfully, Sally appeared to be one of those people who liked to make love with the lights on and it was very easy to see into the brightly lit room. In fact, the spy hole was situated almost exactly across from the Asian woman's bed, giving Jennifer a perfect view. 
 
    And what a view it was. Facing Jennifer was a young woman in her late 20's with short blond hair and green eyes. As she was on all fours, it was hard to guess her height but Jennifer thought she was about as tall as she was. The young woman was wearing the remains of a green teddy. 
 
    Kneeling behind her, Sally was dressed in a very attractive and sexy white nightgown. Her breasts were fully exposed, giving Jennifer the clear view of her dark nipples she had been denied during their party last week. Sally had her hands wrapped around Amber's large breasts, playing with them as she pressed her pelvis against the woman beneath her again and again. 
 
    Between Sally's legs, almost hidden from view was something Jennifer had never seen before - not even in Jack's porno films. Of course she knew what a strap-on dildo was even without having seen one. It was all but buried in Amber's pussy as Sally pushed and pulled it in and out. 
 
    "Oh baby, do it! Do it to me good!" Jennifer heard Amber cry out as she arched her head back. The sound now carried a lot better though the tiny hole. "Fill my pussy with your cock!" 
 
    In response, Sally drove forward with a powerful thrust, at the same time pulling Amber's face to her own, pressing their lips together. 
 
    "Oh yessss!" Amber purred. 
 
    This was too much for Jennifer. She slipped her hand down into her own panties and found her mound so very wet. Never taking her eyes off the two women in front of her, she began to play with her clit. 
 
    Ever since she was a teenager, Jennifer has masturbated almost daily. She remembered all the silly names people called it. Flicking the switch, beating the bush and caressing the kitty were her favorites. Yet in all those years, she couldn't remember her finger dancing to have been this pleasurable. 
 
    Faster and faster Jennifer moved her fingers, keeping time with the thrusts of Sally's dildo. In her imagination she could put herself in Amber's place, enjoying the hardness of the artificial cock. 
 
    Normally, Jennifer liked to close her eyes and drift in the pleasures of masturbation, but not this time. The spectacle before her was just too exciting. 
 
    Sliding her free hand beneath the soft material of her nightgown, Jennifer took each breast in hand and rubbed them vigorously. The motion of her fingers felt good to her and always added to the rising tide between her legs. Playing her nimble fingers over her nipples, she quickly brought them to a full hardness. 
 
    She ran her tongue across her lips as she pressed her face against the wall, her eye never wavering from her vantage point. Her entire body felt warm as she pushed two fingers up within herself, imagining them to be Sally's strap-on. It'd been months since she'd been this worked up. 
 
    Faster and faster she worked her fingers, matching her penetrations with the gasps of Amber's breaths. The older woman was no longer worried about making any noise - not that the two lovers would've heard her if she screamed. 
 
    "Oh God, I'm going to cum!" Amber called out as Sally once more planted her toy between her slender legs. "It feels so good." 
 
    "No, not yet!" Sally called out as she grabbed the base of her "cock" and pulled it out of the blonde's pussy. "Not yet!" 
 
    As fast as she could, Sally rolled Amber over and replaced her "cock" with her mouth. She drove her tongue up inside her lover, covering it with the sweet juices her efforts had brought forth. Her long slender fingers pressed against Amber's ass as she pulled her crotch tight against her face. 
 
    It began as a flicker. Then a touch. Finally a long loving caress. She could feel Amber's body react to each stroke as she ran her tongue across her clit over and over. 
 
    Amber began to buckle and spasm as Sally increased the intensity of her tongue's attack. She slid her free hand down between her own legs and slid first one, then two and finally three fingers within herself. She quickly matched the tempo of her fingers to that of her tongue. 
 
    Sweat ran down the blonde's body as she shook with each new ecstatic jolt. She could feel the rising crest within her and knew that her orgasm was oh so very near. 
 
    Sally darted her tongue in and out of Amber's tunnel of love, causing the waves of pleasure cascading up and down the younger girl's body to double. The harder Sally moved her tongue, the faster the waves repeated. 
 
    Faster and faster the waves washed over Amber, each bringing her closer to an explosion. Tears ran down her cheeks as she tried to delay the fire within her so that she could enjoy each second. 
 
    With a yell, Amber climaxed loud enough that it caused Jennifer to momentarily jump back from her spy hole. Amber's small body shook for endless seconds as she took in every aspect of her rapture. 
 
    Sally followed with her own orgasm seconds later as her fingers covered her wetness. A much softer cry was on her lips. 
 
    Almost in time with Sally, Jennifer also climaxed with an intensity that she hadn't enjoyed in oh so very long. Her body trembled as her mouth formed a silent O. Her legs and arms grew weak and repeated waves of delight rippled up and down her near naked form. 
 
    For long moments after her bodyquake had ceased she just drifted there, listening to the rapid beating of her heart. She always loved to savor the first moments after an orgasm. One of the sad truths of her life these days was that the orgasms she enjoyed by her own hand were much more enjoyable than those produced by her husband. This climax in particular, had been quite memorable to say the least. 
 
    Twenty long minutes passed as Jennifer sat there in the dark room, waiting until the lights went out in Sally's apartment. She couldn't believe what she'd done. Yet at the same time she was so glad she'd done it. Never in her life could she have imagined that it could be so exciting to watch two people make love - and two women at that. What was it that they called someone like that, oh yes - a voyeur. 
 
    Quietly as she could she made her way back up to her own bedroom. Jack was still dead to the world as she crawled back into their bed. Despite her recent climax, Jennifer was still horny and reached under the thin sheet and stroked Jack's cock. It didn't take long to bring it to a familiar hardness. Despite this she couldn't seem to get him interested. 
 
    "Come on Jack." she whispered as she ducked under the sheet and slipped the head of his cock into her mouth. 
 
    "If this doesn't wake the dead, nothing will." she thought as she ran her tongue along the underside of his balls. 
 
    "Mmmmmmmm." Jack finally stirred as the pleasant feeling finally woke him up. 
 
    "Hi honey." Jennifer purred as she let his cock slip from her mouth and climbed on top of him. "I am so, so horny." she said in her sexiest voice. 
 
    Before Jack could respond, Jennifer had guided his cock to the entrance of her moist mound and was pressing hard against it. 
 
    "Fuck me baby!" Jennifer said as she felt his hardness fill her. "Fuck me hard!" 
 
    Jennifer began to move up and down on his cock, enjoying the sensations that grew in intensity with each motion. Bracing her hand against the sides of the bed, Jennifer rose and dropped with an ever increasing frequency. Faster and faster, she pumped, creating a suction that was drawing the life out of his cock. 
 
    "Oh Yes...Jennifer!.." Jack called out as he matched her familiar motions. 
 
    At the rate she was moving, Jennifer knew that he would cum quickly. Even as a young man, Jack had little self control. A few minutes later she felt his body tensing. Lifting herself higher so that his cock nearly fell out of her, she drove herself down on it with a fury. Up again she raised and then down with the same abandon. Twice more was all it took as she felt the first hot burst erupt inside her. 
 
    Finally it was done and her hot, sweat covered body collapsed upon his. Too exhausted to even lift herself, she just laid there, his cock still within her. Eventually it began to shrink to its pre-aroused state and slipped from within her... 
 
    Drained, Jack quickly fell back asleep, leaving Jennifer to ponder what she had done. It'd been years since they'd fucked in the middle of the night. In fact it'd been months since they'd fucked at all. 
 
    It had been sex, pure and simple. Jack had been nothing more than a warm blooded dildo used for her pleasure. Truth be told, Jennifer knew she would have traded it in a moment for the lifeless hard rubber one that Sally had worn, as long as the young Asian woman was attached to the other end of it... 
 
    It was that thought that filled Jennifer's mind as she finally drifted off to sleep. 
 
    The next Friday morning came quickly and with it Sally and Jennifer's morning coffee. It was hard for Jennifer to keep her mind on the more mundane topics of discussion. All she could see when she looked at Sally was the image of her half naked, screwing the life out of that blonde woman. Four times that week, Jennifer had masturbated to that memory and each climax had been as rewarding as the original. 
 
    "Do you have any plans for tomorrow night?" Jennifer asked as casually as she could, trying not to sound too interested in the answer. 
 
    "Why yes, I was planning to go out with a friend." Sally replied as she sipped her coffee. "Why?" 
 
    "Oh no reason, I just thought if you had no plans we might watch a movie on cable or something." Jennifer explained. "No big deal, maybe another night." 
 
    "Sure, why not." Sally said. 
 
    The moment Sally said she was going out, Jennifer knew that it would be with that blonde again. Silently she hoped they would find their way once again back to Sally's apartment, because if they did, she knew she would be there also. The temptation was too hard to resist. 
 
    During the week, Sally had left the keys to the basement apartment with Jennifer because the exterminator was coming by. The older woman had taken the opportunity to check on the peep hole from the other side. To her relief, it was practically invisible. The hole was part of a small piece of chipped wallboard where a wall light had been installed. When the wall light was on, you couldn't look directly at the hole from Sally's side. Jennifer had eliminated the possibility of light from the utility room sided by covering that hole with a small piece of tape. 
 
    Jennifer stared at the ceiling as she waited for the clock to reach twelve. She assumed that Sally would be home at the same time as last week. The brunette was too excited to sleep and she ignored Jack's snoring as she ran her finger up and down the slit in her mound. Finally she couldn't wait any longer and got up. Following the same pattern as last week, she made her way to the utility room. 
 
    Carefully she removed the tape and saw that the basement apartment was still dark. A small frown of disappointment filled her face. Did they go somewhere else? Perhaps the blonde's home? 
 
    "I'm here, might as well give it a little time." Jennifer thought to herself as she got comfortable. 
 
    She'd fixed up that corner of the utility room earlier in the week, making a little platform out of some heavy wooden boxes and topping it with one of the boy's old bean bag chairs. It gave her a comfortable place to sit. 
 
    It was almost too comfortable as once she'd sat there a while, Jennifer fell asleep. It was only the sound of voices through the wall that woke her up. Sally was finally home. 
 
    Excitedly, Jennifer pressed her eye against her spy hole. Yes, it was Sally, and she was in much the same state of undress that she'd been the week before. The Chinese woman was kneeling on the bed, straddling another woman whose face was pressed between Sally's legs. It was obvious from the look of contentment on her face and the soft moans from Sally's lips that the partially obscured woman had her tongue up and within Sally's pussy. 
 
    "This is so exciting." Jennifer thought as she slowly caressed her own pussy, imagining the feel of a willing tongue on it. "Come on Amber." she silently added. "Do it to us!" 
 
    It wasn't until both Sally and Jennifer had their first mini-climax that the woman beneath Sally climbed out from under her lower and Jennifer got a good look at her face. 
 
    "That's not Amber." Jennifer started to exclaim out loud, catching herself only at the last moment. 
 
    Sure enough, the woman in Sally's bed wasn't the same blonde that had been there a week before. She was just as blonde but her hair was long, stretching down to her waist. The light was bright enough for Jennifer to see that unlike Amber, this new love had blue eyes. Finally, it was obvious that this blonde was in her mid-thirties. Listening carefully, Jennifer heard Sally call out her name. It was Susan. 
 
    The night ended much as it had the week before, with Jennifer sharing Sally and Susan's climax. The only change was that when she went back upstairs, Jennifer was more willing to stop at the bathroom and satisfy herself with her vibrator rather than try to repeat last weeks late night fuck with Jack. The final result was the same with fewer problems. Seven days quickly passed and during them Jennifer's thoughts turned many times to the question of who she would find with Sally when she looked though the hole on Saturday night. At least once a day she masturbated to the images of the last two weekends and the anticipation of what was to come. She no longer cared that Jack had started working later than he normally did and that she slept alone more and more. It just gave her more time to think of Sally. 
 
    "Oh Sally, tes seins sont si magnifiques. J'adore les sucer." said the small long haired brunette who was sucking eagerly at Sally's breasts. 
 
    "C'est l'attention de ta langue merveilleusee Marie-Josee, qui fait ressortir leur veritable beaute." Sally replied as she gently stroked the side of her lover's face. 
 
    From her hidden view, Sally could easily hear the words of love but her own limited high school French was two decades behind her. The most she could make out was that the girl's name was Marie. She was a small woman, 25 years old and only 4'11" in height. What she lacked in stature she more than made up in passion. 
 
    As she had the two weeks before, Jennifer shared in that passion. 
 
    "Who will it be tonight?" Jennifer thought as she made herself comfortable in the beanbag chair. "The suspense is killing me." 
 
    She didn't have long to wait, and the answer wasn't who but how many. Sally was laying across the bed, her head nestled between the ample breasts of a plump, dark skinned Philippine woman. Jennifer guessed she must've weighed about 160 lbs., but was nevertheless an extremely sexy woman. Her breasts were at least 44D and rested on each side of Sally's head. 
 
    Across both women's feet lay another Asian woman in her early 20's. As pale skinned as the first was dark, she had small rounded breasts and a tiny black patch between her legs. In her hand she held a small white vibrator, which at the moment was half buried in Sally's pussy. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Jennifer gasped as she took in the appearance of the blonde propped against the headboard of the large bed, her wet pussy growing wetter under the gentle caress of Sally's tongue. "She's adorable." added the 38 year old as she admired the small firm breasts that bounced up and down as the girl met each stroke of Sally's tongue with a thrust of her own. 
 
    The girl was 5'3" with a very youthful face. All the girl was wearing was a bright red bra, pulled down to expose her mounds. The matching panties were somewhere on the floor. Her skin was tanned from head to toe, evidence that she liked to sunbath nude. 
 
    The girl had a familiar look to her. Jennifer knew she had never met her before, but there was something about her. Then it came to her. The girl was almost a dead ringer for an actress that had appeared on a sitcom when Jennifer was younger. The Bradley Group or something like that. She couldn't remember the actress' name but she remembered that all the teenage boys in the neighborhood had been hot for her. Jennifer remembered overhearing her older brother tell one of his friends that she was the girl they most wanted to fuck. 
 
    The girl was obviously not that actress, or even a teenager, but the resemblance was exciting to Jennifer, even more so as she buried three fingers within her cunt, frantically rubbing her clit.  
 
    Five weeks, six different lovers - it was too much for Jennifer to fully absorb. Her whole world now seemed to revolve around that small utility room and the visions of delight just beyond it. That she was invading the privacy of others no longer came into play. All she knew was that nothing in her life had caused such a reaction within her. In her dreams, she became the women in Sally's bed - the object of her considerable lust. 
 
    The following week, Sally had a small cold and decided to stay home alone over the weekend. Jennifer couldn't believe the deep sense of disappointment she had felt over that. The Saturday nights they unknowingly shared were becoming an all consuming obsession. 
 
    Jennifer's face paled at the sight that greeted her eyes a short week later. She had heard about such things but neither understood them or ever thought she would. Sally was face down on her bed, her hands and arms tightly bound together by thin white cord. A small black gag filled her mouth, the center of which held a tiny red ball. Her legs were spread wide apart, chained to a thin wooden pole that kept them that way. 
 
    "Take it bitch!" the salt and pepper haired woman said as she held on to the strap on cock between her legs and pressed it against the gap between Sally's cheeks. "You know you want it." 
 
    Dressed in a leather outfit that left her large breasts hanging free, the 50 year old woman pushed harder until the head of her rubber cock began to disappear into Sally's wet pussy. The Chinese woman bucked up and down as her captor pushed inch after inch inside of her. 
 
    "Oh baby, you know you love it" Rose Marie said as she slid the full length into her helpless captive. 
 
    The gag muffled Sally's voice, but the look in her eyes told volumes. Yes, she did love it. 
 
    Sally's love of toys was never more evident a week later when she shared her bed with a 25 year old athletic blonde with fire-gold hair named Kelly. A long hard double-ended dildo connected the two woman as they rocked each other to orgasm after orgasm. In Jennifer's sizzling dreams that night, she was the woman on the other side of that artificial cock. 
 
    Melissa was the next woman's name. She had long waist length hair that was a sort of blonde/brunette cross and a delightful 35C bust. Their lovemaking that night was somewhat more conventional but inspiring none the less. 
 
    Finally there was Teresa, a tall full figured blonde who showed that given the mood, Sally could be dominant as well as submissive. 
 
    In the two months since Jennifer's nocturnal voyeurism had begun, she had undergone some major changes in her thinking. There was a time that she would've thought of any woman who had so many different lovers as a slut, pure and simple. Now it just seemed to her that Sally was just living an adventurous sex life. What really amazed her was the way that Sally could keep the different aspects of her life apart. 
 
    For most of the week she was in every aspect a pillar of the community. A tireless and dedicated nurse who not only put in long hours at the hospital but also spent part of her day off at the free clinic downtown. Then come Saturday night it was as if she only had to throw a switch and be transformed into a dynamo of lesbian lust. 
 
    "Excuse me, does Sally Yee live here?" said a strong feminine voice from behind Jennifer as she worked in the garden. 
 
    Jennifer looked up from her work to see a tall black woman standing on the other side of the bushes. At least 5'9", she had very dark skin which formed a perfect contrast with exquisitely styled white hair. The woman, who introduced herself as Dr. Cheryl Barrret, had one of the prettiest faces that Jennifer had ever seen on any woman and was also blessed with a body just as perfect. If she hadn't introduced herself as a doctor, Jennifer would've put her occupation as a model. 
 
    "Yes, Sally lives here." Jennifer replied as she wiped her hands on the wet washrag she always kept around when she did yard work. "But I'm afraid that she's not home yet." 
 
    "Oh, that's too bad." Cheryl said as she glanced at her watch. "I was hoping to catch her before I had to go to work." 
 
    "Well she should be home in about a half hour." Jennifer offered as she glanced at her own watch. "You're welcome to wait if you want. Can I offer you some lemonade or something?" 
 
    "That sounds fine, thank you." Cheryl said with a smile. "As long as I'm not keeping you from anything." 
 
    "Not at all," Jennifer said as she opened the door to the kitchen. "I was just about to knock off anyway. Make yourself comfortable." 
 
    Through the large kitchen window, Jennifer watched as the well dressed woman took a seat on the porch. A tall, cold drink in each hand, she quickly joined her. 
 
    "Do you also work at Metropolitan?" Jennifer asked as she watched the woman take a sip of the drink. 
 
    "No, I have a private practice." the 37 year old replied. "But I do have rights at the hospital. This is excellent lemonade by the way." 
 
    "Thanks." Jennifer said. "It's a recipe my Grandmother taught me." 
 
    As they each took another taste, Jennifer couldn't help but wonder if Cheryl would be the woman she saw when she looked through her peephole tomorrow night. A large part of her hoped it was. The woman was beautiful, there was no concealing that. Not even the stylish but conservative white blouse and matching blue jacket and skirt could hide the ample endowments beneath them. 
 
    Jennifer had never seen a naked black woman. There had been no black girls in her classes back in school and Jack's taste in adult entertainment didn't run in that direction. She wondered what Cheryl's nipples looked like, if they were large or small. Or even if they were darker than the rest of her skin. Hopefully, she would have the chance to find out. 
 
    That was something else new that Jennifer had discovered about herself in the last ten weeks. The 38 year old couldn't look at a woman anymore, even her oldest and closest friends, without imagining what they looked like naked. 
 
    The two women chatted about innocuous subjects and twenty minutes passed quickly. Out of the corner of her eye, Jennifer spotted Sally coming down the street. 
 
    "Here she is now." she remarked as she stood up and waved to get the Asian woman's attention. "Sally, back here." she called out. 
 
    Smiling, Sally followed the stone walk to the patio. The smile changed to a startled look when she spotted Cheryl. 
 
    "Cheryl!" she said, the surprise in her voice evident. 
 
    "I'm sorry to stop by unannounced." the tall woman said as she rose to her feet. "But I really didn't want to just leave a message on your answering machine." 
 
    "Is something wrong?" Sally asked, the surprise in her voice quickly changing to concern. 
 
    "No, nothing like that." Cheryl answered quickly. "Actually, it's good news. I've been offered a chance to take part in a two week seminar with Dr. Simon Nickols. One of the other participants had to bow out at the last minute." 
 
    "That's great." Sally said, her face lighting up. 
 
    Jennifer had no idea who this Dr. Nickols was, but it was obvious from Sally's reaction that he was someone important. 
 
    "The problem is that I have to be in San Francisco by tomorrow. My flight leaves in about three hours." 
 
    "So what's the problem, get on the plane." Sally said. 
 
    "Tomorrow night...remember?" Cheryl said. "The ..." 
 
    She stopped in mid-sentence as she remembered Jennifer was there with them. 
 
    "It's okay," Sally said, guessing the reason for Cheryl's sudden pause. "Jennifer knows I'm a lesbian." 
 
    "Oh," the dark skinned woman said, looking at Jennifer for a moment and then turning her attention back to Sally. "Tomorrow night is the dance." 
 
    Her emphasis on 'the dance' told Jennifer that this was no ordinary function. Quietly she stood there, hoping to hear more. 
 
    "Don't worry about that." Sally replied. "You just get on that plane." 
 
    "I'm really sorry, I know how much you were looking forward to it." Cheryl said in her most apologetic tone. "It's too late for you to ask anyone else and ..." 
 
    "Don't think another minute about that." Sally said as she pressed a long slender finger to Cheryl's bright red lips. "You just go and have a great time." 
 
    "You're sure?" Cheryl said. 
 
    "Go!" Sally said in a forceful yet caring tone. 
 
    She planted a quick kiss on Cheryl's cheek and whispered something in her ear. Without another word, the tall blue suited woman turned and walked to her car. 
 
    As soon as she was out of sight, the look of support on Sally's face faded and Jennifer could see the slightest look of disappointment in its place. 
 
    "I guess this dance was pretty important." Jennifer said. "And I'm assuming Cheryl was your date for the evening." 
 
    "Yes to both." Sally answered. "The dance is sponsored by the Sean McMurphy Memorial Fund. It's one of the biggest events of the year in our circle of friends." 
 
    "And I guess it goes without saying that it's a couples only event and all your friends are already matched up." Jennifer added. 
 
    Sally's expression signaled agreement. 
 
    "So I guess you'll have to find a new date by tomorrow night." 
 
    "That's easier said than done." Sally sighed, the measure of disappointment very evident. 
 
    "Oh, I don't know." Jennifer countered. "I really don't have any plans for the weekend." 
 
    "What?" Sally said a little surprised. 
 
    "I said, I'm free for the weekend." Jennifer repeated. "And it's been ages since I've gone dancing. I'd love to go with you. Unless of course I'm not the type of woman that you'd like to be seen with?" 
 
    "Oh no, of course not." Sally said. "It's just that I never considered the idea that you'd want to go. I mean, its just a dance and all, but I think most straight women would be afraid of being labeled 'lesbian by association.' Of course it's being held out in Tompkins County so there's little chance of anyone you know seeing you here." 
 
    Jennifer's proposal that she go with Sally had been so spur of the moment, she'd never considered the idea that someone she knew might see her at such an event. If she had considered that idea, she might not have made the suggestion. The knowledge that the dance was being held in a town almost a hundred miles away saved the brunette the embarrassment of trying to back out of her rash idea. 
 
    "I'd love for you to come with me." Sally said with a bright smile. "But don't you think Jack would have a problem with it. I mean, he doesn't even know about me and from what I've observed, he's not the most liberal person I've ever met." 
 
    "Oh don't worry about Jack." Jennifer said as the idea of attending the dance with Sally began to become more and more attractive. "What he doesn't know won't hurt him. Besides, he's going to be away on a business trip this weekend." 
 
    What Jennifer didn't mention was that going along with Jack on his business trip was his 22 year old secretary. Over the last few months, she had become sure that she was taking a most particular form of dictation from her husband. She'd met Karen a few times and it was obvious that the big breasted blonde was hired more for her measurements than her intellect. Sometimes, stereotypes did prove true. 
 
    "I guess it would be all right then." Sally concluded. "As long as you're sure that you won't feel too uncomfortable going to a dance where there are only other women to dance with." 
 
    "Hey, it'll be just like back in high school." Jennifer laughed. Of course, back in high school it was only the boys trying to get in her pants. 
 
    Saturday morning, Jennifer practically threw Jack out of the house and sent him on his way. By the time he was out of the shower, she'd had his overnight bag waiting by the door and breakfast waiting in the kitchen. 
 
    Over a quick meal of pancakes and sausages, Jennifer casually mentioned that she was going to a medical association dinner with Sally that night. She said that the doctor that was originally going with Sally had be called away and that as long as the seat was already paid for, it was a crime to let it go to waste. So if Jack called that night, she would be out. 
 
    "After all, since you and Karen will be wrapped up in business meetings all weekend, there's no need for me to sit home alone." Jennifer said as she cleared the dishes. 
 
    A guilty look flashed across Jack's face that only helped confirm Jennifer's suspicions. The mention that Karen was going with him on the overnight trip upset Jack enough for him to simply accept Jennifer's plans at face value and to hope she didn't dwell too much on her presence. 
 
    Jennifer spent a good part of the afternoon at her favorite beauty salon getting her hair done. In retrospect, she wished she'd gone to one on the other side of town. The beautician who was cutting her hair was a friend of a friend and much too nosy to suit Jennifer's taste. When asked what kind of event she needed her hair done up for, Jennifer had said a dinner dance and expected to leave it at that. Instead, the girl then proceeded to ask a hundred questions that simply were none of her business. Still, the inquisition had been worth it, her hair looked incredible. She hoped Sally appreciated it. 
 
    After a small lunch while she was still downtown, Jennifer returned home to get ready for the evening. Prudence called for a warm bath in place of the shower Jennifer usually enjoyed. After all, it would be pretty silly to spend so much money on her hair only to stick it under a showerhead. Running the water until it was a comfortable temperature, Jennifer took care of more practical toiletries while she waited. 
 
    Five minutes later, Jennifer eased herself into the oversized tub. The heat of the water felt good as it penetrated her body. She should take the time to do this more often, she told herself. The tub was wide and long enough that she could stretch her whole body out. 
 
    After a few minutes of just soaking and enjoying the warmth, Jennifer began to wash with a large bar of perfumed soap. The hot water felt good as it splashed across her breasts. She ran her soapy fingers across her large mounds, playing with her nipples. A familiar tingle brought a smile to her face. 
 
    Closing her bright green eyes, Jennifer imagined that she wasn't alone in the tub. It was something that she often fantasized. The only change this time was that it was Sally's image that filled her mind instead of some nameless, faceless lover. 
 
    Jennifer slid the bar of soap down between her legs and began rubbing the wet mound. Somehow, the image of an actual person in her mind made her familiar practice that much more enjoyable. Letting the pink bar float free, she slipped a finger inside herself, uttering a soft moan as she did. A second finger followed, and then a third. Soon she was furiously pumping them in and out. While the warm water and her fingers caressed her love canal, her thumb played against her clit. A familiarity with her own body dating back to when she was twelve brought her quickly to the edge of bliss. 
 
    The 38 year old leaned back against the soft plastic cushion built against the head of the tub, her eyes still tightly closed, lost in the moment. All that existed at that moment was the warmth of the water, the pleasure between her legs, and the image of her lover in her mind - a mixture of fantasy and reality. 
 
    It wasn't long before Jennifer's body began to trembled as her orgasm was upon her. Her mouth formed a silent O as her legs and arms grew weak and repeated waves of delight rippled up and down her naked form. 
 
    For long moments she just drifted there, even after her bodyquake had ceased. She just listened to the twin sounds of her heartbeat and the gentle flow of the water as it bounced off her. Those first moments after an orgasm were meant to be relished, something Jack had never come to understand in the twenty-odd years they'd been together. Usually, the moment he had climaxed, he was up and out of her and on his way to sleep. Of course in this instance, Jack was ever so far from her thoughts. 
 
    Eventually, the water and Jennifer's fires began to cool and she lifted herself out of the tub. Dripping water, she stepped up and out of the tub and onto the carpeted floor. She retrieved a large bath towel from the wall bar and began to dry herself. 
 
    Enjoying the sensation of the soft cloth against her nipples. Jennifer stopped for a moment and took a long look at herself in the bathroom's full length mirror. 
 
    "Not bad Jenn, not bad at all." the brunette mused to herself. "Jack really should take a good look at what he's tossing away." 
 
    If she was totally honest, Jennifer would admit to herself that yes, Karen did have a much hotter body that she did. Yes, her breasts were both bigger and firmer and her ass and legs lacked the extras, small as they might be, the years had put on Jennifer. Yet the one area where Jennifer had it all over her younger rival was that Jennifer's body came with a brain - and that was the ultimate sexual organ. If Jack didn't appreciate what he had and was willing to toss it all away, well screw him. Better yet, let Karen take care of that little chore. They were long past the staying together for the kids sake stage. It was time that Jennifer saw what else life had to offer. 
 
    "Jennifer?" Sally called out as she knocked on the open door and stepped into the living room. "Jennifer, are you ready?" she called out a second time. 
 
    "Be right down." came a voice from up the stairs in the direction of the bedroom. "Make yourself comfortable." 
 
    Taking a seat on the couch, Sally was careful to adjust her dress. The black gown had cost her more than any dress she had ever owned. Low cut in the front, putting her milky white breasts on display in the most tasteful way possible, it had an equally plunging back which made it fortunate that she almost never wore a bra. Only a thin half support held her bosom in check. 
 
    A string of perfect white pearls hung around her neck, a gift left to her from her late grandmother. Her family had been furious when they discovered that the priceless family heirloom had been left to their disowned daughter. Grandmother Hsu had been the only one in her family not to disown her. After surviving a civil war, interrupted temporarily by a world war and then fleeing to a strange new land where she had to start a new life, Hsu Chi-wang was not about to also lose her favorite granddaughter as she had lost so much in her life. She may not have understood the forces that drove Sau-ling to make the decisions she had, but she loved her enough to respect them. 
 
    For the twentieth time, Sally checked her reflection in the large mirror hanging over the fireplace. Tonight was so very important and she wanted to look perfect. Like Jennifer, she had spent part of the afternoon getting her hair done, although with a more cooperative hairstylist. Her long silken black hair had been weaved into an elaborate hairstyle. She wore only the barest traces of makeup, just enough to highlight her natural beauty. A pair of small pearl earrings that she had bought for herself when she graduated nursing school completed her accessories. 
 
    Again satisfied with her appearance, Sally reminded herself how lucky she was to have a friend like Jennifer Sutherland. She would've died if she had to cancel going to tonight's event. After the dinner dance tonight she would officially be one of "The Sisterhood." 
 
    An organization older than she was, it was sort of like a sorority for lesbians and bisexual women. A sisterhood where you could turn to for help in any number of areas from emotional to financial to professional. Cheryl had proposed her for membership a year ago and if she didn't attend the dinner tonight, it would be a year before there was another one. 
 
    "Ready." Jennifer said as she walked into the room. 
 
    So wrapped up in her thoughts, Sally didn't hear Jennifer come down the stars. Now that she had her attention, it hit her like a sledgehammer. 
 
    "Oh my lord!" Sally exclaimed as she turned and watched Jennifer enter the room. 
 
    Jennifer stood in the center of the double doorway wearing an emerald jade evening dress that matched her eyes. Not as low cut as Sally's, it was covered in back by a pair of cris-crossing straps. The bottom of the gown stretched almost to the floor but was slit up the sides allowing both ease of moment as well as a view of the long legs beneath it. Around her neck, Jennifer wore a gold herringbone chain which drew attention to the valley of her breasts. Twin diamonds in a gold setting hung from each of her earlobes, sparking from the overhead lights. 
 
    "Too much?" Jennifer asked. 
 
    "Oh no, not at all." Sally replied, regaining her power of speech. "It's just that I've never seen you like this. The effect is, to say the least, breathtaking." 
 
    "Why thank you." Jennifer smiled, exposing pearl white teeth beneath her soft red lips. "But it is getting late and it's a long drive. Shouldn't we get going?" 
 
    "You're right." Sally said as she picked up the night wrap she had draped across the couch. 
 
    Jennifer breathed a sigh of relief as she took her own wrap from out of the closet. Sally had said that the dinner was formal but she was afraid that she had gone overboard. It had been fun getting all dressed up, a chance to put herself on display. The last two times she and Jack had been out, it had been to functions where a simple dress or a pants suit were more in order. She hadn't worn this gown in years and was happily surprised when she took it out last night and found it still fit. 
 
    The drive out to Tompkins County took just under two hours. The actual dinner-dance was being held outside of town in what appeared to be from the outside a Victorian mansion that had seen better years. On the way over, Sally had explained to Jennifer about the Sisterhood. Partly to let her know exactly what she was getting into and partly to give her one last chance to back out. 
 
    "Is there some kind of ceremony?" Jennifer had asked, visions of some kind of lesbian orgy vivid in her mind. 
 
    "Not really." Sally said. "At least not much of one. Just attending the event is ceremony enough. When you sit down, you find a small red velvet box with a gold pin at your table setting. After the welcome, your date pins you and you are a member. It's rather simple, but I think that its beauty is in that simplicity." 
 
    Jennifer's initial conclusion about the dilapidated condition of the old house proved to be oh so totally wrong. From the outside, yes it did look like an old house which stood alone on a dozen acres. The type of building that fills many a teen fright film. Once inside however, you stepped into another age. 
 
    The walls of every room were warm and colorful. Paintings of a variety of women filled the halls, brightly illuminated by the light of crystal chandeliers. A long corridor led to what must've once originally been a ballroom. It had been restored to its original 19th century splendor. 
 
    At the entranceway stood a dozen young women dressed in white. They were busy checking names on a master list and directing people to seating assignments. 
 
    "This is amazing." Jennifer whispered to Sally. "I've never seen a place like this." 
 
    "This is nothing." Sally answered almost inaudibly. "Cheryl told me that they have some sort of resort in the Caribbean where they have an even more spectacular place." 
 
    Their quiet conversation was cut short as they reached the long check-in table and a tall cute blonde took Sally's name. Noting the gold check next to Sally's name, the blonde's smile grew even brighter as she welcomed the two women yet again and offered her congratulations. She then directed them to a table on the far right of the room. 
 
    At the table, there were small placards with seating assignments. Thankfully, theirs simply said Sally Yee and guest. Jennifer worried for a moment that her's might have Cheryl's name on it. Next to the plate in front of Sally's chair was a small red velvet box, the only one on the table. Glancing around her, Jennifer saw a few other table with the single red box. Evidently they had scattered any new inductees among older members. A good practice she thought. 
 
    "Would either of you ladies like a drink?" one of the white garbed young women asked as she pulled out the two chairs for them to sit. 
 
    "Yes, thank you." Sally said as she moved to their seat. "Jennifer?" she asked, turning to her friend. 
 
    The blonde attendant wrote down both Jennifer's and Sally's orders on a small notepad she wore around her neck. A few minutes later, a third girl appeared with the drinks. Jennifer hadn't gotten service this good in five star restaurants. 
 
    "Thank you." Jennifer said as she took her drink. 
 
    It was then that she noted that all of the serving girls were long haired blondes. It made for a nice effect. 
 
    "It's nice to see you again, Sally." the waitress said as she placed the drink in front of the Asian woman. 
 
    That was when it hit Jennifer. 
 
    "Oh God!" she exclaimed in her mind. "That's the girl from Sally's room." 
 
    Sure enough it was, the one that Jennifer had thought so resembled the teenager from that old sitcom. Up close like this, it was obvious that she was indeed of legal age. 
 
    'It's nice to see you too, Maureen." Sally said, returning the girl's smile. 
 
    "Is there something wrong?" Sally asked as she noticed the momentary discomfort on her guest's face. 
 
    "No, everything's fine." Jennifer quickly answered. "I'm just trying to take everything in. This is all very exciting." 
 
    Larger groups of women began to fill the room and it wasn't long before most of the tables were filled - theirs included. The other four couples at their table were a varied combination of ages and races. All of them were very pleasant and welcomed the two of them to the dinner. 
 
    Jennifer noted that everyone seemed to be waiting for something before starting dinner. A glance in Sally's direction invoked the response that they were waiting for their hostess. 
 
    A few minutes later, the clock chimed eight and a tall white haired woman strode in through the huge double doors. Jennifer thought she was in her mid-fifties and was stunned to learn that she had just passed her 70th birthday. Her dress was simple yet elegant. Her only adornment was round gold rimmed glasses. 
 
    Walking side-by-side with the woman were two young women in the same simple white outfits the blondes had worn. Only in this case, both of the new arrivals were brunettes. 
 
    In answer to her unspoken question, one of the older members identified the woman as Miss Scarlett McMurphy - the founder of the Sisterhood and its leader since the mid 1950's. 
 
    "Ladies." Scarlett said as she reached her own place at her table, which was identical to every other table. "I'd like to welcome all of my sisters, both old and new." 
 
    Bursts of applause erupted from every table, testament to the esteem in which the older woman was held by all. 
 
    "I raise this glass in welcome to our newest sisters." Scarlett said in a surprisingly strong voice as she lifted a glass of white wine off the table. "May they be acolytes no longer and instead be counted among us as true Sisters." 
 
    With that, the attention of all the members turned to the acolytes seated at their tables. With renewed enthusiasm they applauded as each remembered their own induction. Jennifer was unsure how to react until she saw a few of the women pick up the small red boxes and open them. Remembering what Sally had told her in the car on the trip up here about the initiation ceremony, she likewise followed suit. 
 
    Inside the velvet box was a small gold rose. It was a simple design, its significance far outweighing its worth. Sally had stood up by this point, beaming at her moment of fame. Imitating the women she saw at the other tables, Jennifer took the gold pin and attached it to Sally's gown. That simple act was followed by an even more thunderous applause. 
 
    Retaking their seats, the women heard Scarlett complete the simple ceremony with an invocation that they should always be as they are now - friends and equals. 
 
    No sooner had Scarlett retaken her seat when two dozen of the white clad blondes appeared, each bearing plates with what was to prove to be a most appetizing dinner. 
 
    Near the end of dinner, another face familiar to Jennifer came up to the table and embraced Sally. The two woman exchanged friendly kisses and hugs. 
 
    "Oh Sally mon amour, je suis si heureuse pour toi. Maintenant que nous sommes soeurs tu dois venir me rendre visite a Montreal." the young woman said as she hugged Sally once more. 
 
    "Je le ferai, ma cherie. Peut-etre cet ete." Sally answered as she kissed Maria again on her cheek. 
 
    Suddenly, Jennifer felt like the proverbial fifth wheel. Then almost as if Sally could read her mind she turned to her and smiled. 
 
    "Would you like to dance?" Sally suddenly asked Jennifer as Marie went on to speak with someone else. 
 
    "I'd love to." Jennifer replied. 
 
    Once out on the dance floor, Jennifer became all too aware of the nearness of Sally's body to her own. Glancing down, she could see down the valley of her breasts in the revealing dress and she experienced a rapid flush. It wasn't the first time she'd danced with another woman but it was the first time she'd been sexually excited by doing so. She could feel the warmth of Sally's skin beneath her hand and the gentle touch of her cheek against her own. 
 
    "I do want to thank you again for coming here with me." Sally whispered. "This means so much to me." 
 
    "I'm glad." Jennifer replied. "I'm having a wonderful time. I'm glad I came along." 
 
    "You're as good a dancer as you are a friend." Sally complemented. 
 
    "That goes both ways." was Jenn's answer. 
 
    The slow song went on as the two women swayed across the dance floor in each other grasp. It felt so right and natural, and best of all, in this company no one would give them a second glance except in admiration. 
 
    "You smell so nice." Sally said as the sweet aroma of Jennifer's perfume filled her. "I've always loved that scent." 
 
    "I'll have to get you some." Jennifer suggested. 
 
    The music ended and with it the dance. Jennifer and Sally slowly, hesitantly broke their embrace. They stood there, inches apart until Jennifer impulsively kissed Sally. 
 
    The brief touch of her lips against Jennifer's took Sally by surprise. It was as pleasing as it was unexpected. 
 
    "That's just my little congratulations as well." said Jennifer in hindsight. 
 
    "Can I cut in?" a tall redhead said as the music began to start up again and she held out her hand to Sally. 
 
    "It's okay, I'll just wait back at the table." Jennifer said as she began to step away from Sally. 
 
    "Nonsense," the redhead said. "We'll just switch partners." she added as she motioned to the older woman she'd been dancing with. 
 
    Before Jennifer could comment, the redhead's previous dance partner had taken her in hand and led her to another section of the dance floor. The dance was another slow one and as she put her arms around Jennifer she asked if she should lead. 
 
    "Please do." Jennifer replied, thinking what the hell, she might as well enjoy the night as much as she could. And she was enjoying herself. 
 
    "So where has Sally been hiding you." the black and gray haired woman said as they moved across the floor. 
 
    "Oh we're just friends." Jennifer answered. "I'm not...I mean..." 
 
    "It's all right, I understand." the 50 year woman said with a smile. "But I can't shake the feeling that we've met somewhere before." 
 
    "Oh I'm sure we haven't." Jennifer insisted. 
 
    "I guess you're right." she agreed. "I know I would've remembered a pretty woman such as yourself. My name's Rose by the way." 
 
    "It's nice to meet you Rose." Jennifer smiled, enjoying both the dance and the sudden memory of the orgasm she had enjoyed as she watched Rose Marie fuck her friend. 
 
    As wonderful as the night had been, it had to end eventually. It was long after one in the morning when the party finally started to break up. Everyone was saying their farewells among a bevy of kisses and hugs. 
 
    "Are you ready?" Sally asked Jennifer as she waved good-bye to a woman across the room. 
 
    "Yes. I can't remember the last time I felt so exhausted and so exhilarated at the same time." Jennifer replied. "I had so much fun." 
 
    "No wonder you're wiped out." Sally laughed. "You must've danced with almost every woman in the place. Everyone kept asking who you were. A few even asked me for your phone number." 
 
    "You didn't?" Jennifer asked in mock horror. 
 
    "No, I just said you were unavailable." Sally grinned. 
 
    "Good." was Jennifer's reply in mock relief. "I really hadn't planned on dancing so much, but once I got started I couldn't stop." 
 
    "Well as long as you had fun." Sally said. "We'd better get to the motel, it's really late " 
 
    "That was a good idea you had, renting a room so we wouldn't have to drive all the way home." Jennifer said. "I think I'd fall asleep behind the wheel." 
 
    "We definitely wouldn't want that." Sally said. 
 
    The Oakdale Heights Motel was only a quarter mile down the road and they were there in ten minutes. If the desk clerk thought it strange that two women in evening wear had reserved a room for the night he gave it no mention. All he cared was that they had paid in advance for the room for the whole night which was a lot more than most of his customers did. They were more interested in the hourly rate, or in the case of many of the teenagers - the half hour rate. 
 
    "Well it's not much, but it's a soft bed and running water." Sally said as she stepped into the room. 
 
    "You can have the running water, I'll take the soft bed." Jennifer said as she followed Sally into the room. 
 
    "All right, I'll wash up first." Sally said as she took her overnight bag and stepped into the very small bathroom. 
 
    Sally exited the bathroom ten minutes later wearing a short blue teddy and nothing else. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin material and the bottom of the small outfit barely extended below her exposed pussy. 
 
    "All yours." she said as she tossed her bag on the floor alongside the bed. "You have any preference?" she asked, indicating the twin beds. 
 
    "No, I'll take whatever's left." Jennifer called out from the bathroom. 
 
    Cleaning up took only a few minutes and the splash of water against her face helped clear Jennifer's head. It was a good thing that Sally did the driving over here because Jennifer was sure she'd had too much to drink. It wasn't as if she was drunk or anything but better to not take any chances. 
 
    Reaching into her bag, she pulled out a cotton nightshirt that she had packed. She held it up in front of her in the mirror and looked at her reflection. 
 
    "Now that's boring." she said to herself. "But thankfully I packed more than one." 
 
    With that she pulled out a sheer pink chemise and matching coat. It was an old habit that she'd developed over the years. She'd always carry something plain in her overnight bag which gave Jack a non-verbal message that she wasn't in the mood. If she ever came into a bedroom with full pajamas he might as well grab his pillow and head for the couch. There had been a lot of those pajama nights over the last year. 
 
    Wrapping the coat around her, she exited the bathroom and walked across the room to the bed on the far right. She took off the coat, which was after all mainly worn for effect and stood highlighted in front of the night table lamp. The chemise was even sheerer than Sally's teddy and as she stood sideways, her ample breasts were clearly visible. 
 
    "Goodnight." she said as she crawled into the bed. 
 
    "Goodnight Jennifer." Sally said as she watched her friend in the light. 
 
    "Shit!" Jennifer suddenly called out as she jumped up in bed. 
 
    "What's wrong?" Sally called out as she also jumped up. 
 
    "The damn bed's broken." Jennifer called out. "One of the springs is sticking out of the mattress." 
 
    Pulling back the sheets, Jennifer exposed the broken spring. It was sticking a good inch out of the mattress. 
 
    "Well I can't sleep here." Jennifer noted. 
 
    "I'll call the front office, maybe they have some kind of roll-away bed or something." Sally suggested. 
 
    "Forget that, I've slept on one of those things once - never again." Jennifer answered. 
 
    "Well, these beds are pretty large, you're welcome to share mine." Sally finally offered. 
 
    A quick look of concern flashed across Jennifer's face as she considered the idea. A look that didn't go unnoticed by Sally. 
 
    "If that's a problem, I'd be happy to take the roll-out and give you this bed." she added. 
 
    "No, it's not a problem." Jennifer finally smiled. "Not a problem at all. If I can put up with Jack's snoring I can put up with anyone." 
 
    Sally shifted over and made room for her friend on the left side of the bed. It wasn't long before both women were fast asleep. A sleep that was calm for Sally but troubled for Jennifer. 
 
    It wasn't that Jennifer didn't trust Sally that caused her to pause before sharing a bed, it was that she really didn't trust herself. Weeks of imagining that she was Sally's lover had taken their toll on her self-control. And tonight, as they danced together, everyone who watched them assumed that they were indeed lovers. 
 
    The erotic dreams of the past two months returned with what sleep Jennifer got. If anything they were now more intense as she now had bits of personality to match up to the faces that before had only been sexual images. She imaged herself licking away at Maureen's pussy while Marie performed a similar service on Jennifer's. While Marie licked at her clit, Rose Marie and her artificial manhood were assaulting the rest of Jenn's pussy. The Philippine and Japanese women who she didn't see at the dance also returned - each lovingly caressing one of her breasts. Finally out of the corner of her eye, she could see Sally. Totally nude, she was sitting at the feet of Scarlett McMurphy, who is turn was idly playing with Sally's breasts as she watched Jennifer and all her lovers. 
 
    "Oh my!" Jennifer said to herself as she snapped awake, her body covered in a film of sweat. "That was the most intense dream I've ever had." 
 
    But the half naked body pressed against her wasn't a dream. The small teddy Sally wore had been pushed up during the night, exposing her pussy to the night air. The illumination from the night light they'd left on was more than enough to give Jennifer a clear view. She had seen Sally nude so many times these last two months, but the feelings racing through her had never been this intense before. Her heart was racing and she wondered what it would be like to just touch her. Fate had thrown them together in a way that could make it possible. She would never get another chance like this. 
 
    "If I nudge up against her, I can always act like I'm doing it in my sleep." she thought. 
 
    Rolling over, Jennifer draped her arm around Sally's sleeping form, just like she had done a thousand nights with Jack. She shifted and hugged her body up against Sally. A smile filled her face as she felt the warmth of Sally's back through the thin material that covered her own breasts. 
 
    "This feel so nice." Jennifer thought again as she extended her left arm and hand along Sally's side, bringing it to a rest on her exposed stomach. 
 
    Taking a deep silent breath, Jennifer glided them upward under Sally's teddy until her fingers reached the underside of her left mound. The Asian woman's skin was so warm and soft to the touch. Hesitantly, listening for any sign of her wakening, Jennifer cupped the breast and softly squeezed. 
 
    "Oh!" Jennifer moaned wordlessly as the supple flesh gave way under the slightest pressure. 
 
    Carefully she began to massage Sally's mound, her fingers caressing the dark nipple. Feeling the nipple grow hard and erect under her touch, Jennifer became bolder. 
 
    Her eyes tightly closed, both to mimic sleep and to allow her to enjoy every tactile sensation without distraction, Jennifer reluctantly released Sally's breast and lowered her hand until it came to a rest on Sally's leg. The older woman had to suppress another sigh as her fingers made contact with the tightly trimmed hair between her smooth legs, concentrating instead on guiding it to the deep valley in the center of it. Electric sparks seemed to shoot up her fingers and through her arm as they brushed across Sally's clit. Carefully she brought them back across the tiny nub a second and third time. The only reaction from a still sleeping Sally was a soft murmur which Jennifer was more than willing to take as a sign of encouragement. 
 
    "Guess it's time to go for broke." Jennifer thought as her finger pressed against the center of Sally's pussy and parted the sensitive lips. 
 
    With a boldness she didn't have minutes before, Jennifer quickly located Sally's clit and began to rub against it. It only took a few minutes for her finger to become covered with Sally's juices and a quiet moan issued from the sleeping woman's lips. 
 
    A sudden louder moan caused a cold panic to flash through Jennifer's body, draining instantly the warmth she had been enjoying. Sure that Sally was waking up, she began to withdraw her finger. 
 
    Her slender fingers froze and became as cold as ice as she felt Sally's hand close on her's, restricting her movement. 
 
    "Don't stop." Sally whispered without turning her head. 
 
    "What?" Jennifer gasped. 
 
    "I said don't stop." Sally repeated, this time turning to face the other woman. "It feels so good." 
 
    "Sally I was just...I mean..." Jennifer stuttered. 
 
    "You were just doing what felt good." Sally said, a smile evident in the dim light. "You don't have to stop. I want you to go on." 
 
    Jennifer looked into Sally's eyes and saw an understanding that she had never seen in Jack's eyes. Her most secret fantasy was within her grasp. All she had to do was reach out and take it. 
 
    "Is it okay if I kiss you?" she asked. 
 
    "If you don't...I'll kiss you." Sally grinned. 
 
    Leaning over, Jennifer pressed her lips against Sally's, an act she had fantasized about endlessly since that morning Sally had shared her secret with her. Their first kiss was brief, just the barest touch of soft flesh against flesh, the type of kiss you would give a sister. Jennifer took a moment to savor the sensation, then kissed Sally again. This time it was the kiss of a lover - long and deep. She felt Sally's mouth open, allowing her tongue easy access. Their tongues met and began to dart in and out of each other's mouths. 
 
    The soft wetness of their touch sent a spark of excitement though the older woman. Closing her eyes, she felt the caress of the younger woman's tongue as it explored the inner reaches of her mouth. 
 
    For long minutes the two exchanged tongues, striving to drive them deeper with each new kiss, tasting the sweetness of each other. Sally then broke away and began to trail kisses down Jennifer's neck, up behind her ears, then down to her shoulders. Jennifer arched her head back to give Sally greater access, closing her eyes and savoring the gentle stroke of the younger woman's tongue. 
 
    "Do you want to go on?" Sally whispered into Jennifer's ear as she kissed it as well. 
 
    "Oh yes!" Jennifer gushed without hesitation. "I want to love you. I've never wanted to love someone so much that it hurt." 
 
    Sally's reply was a warm smile and the placement of Jennifer's hand on her now exposed breast. 
 
    The unspoken invitation broke down the last of Jennifer's inhibitions. She bought her mouth down to Sally's breast and kissed it softly. Again and again she kissed it until she had covered every inch of the warm flesh. Then her attention turned to the hard dark nipple, running the tip of her tongue over it and around the equally dark circle. She repeated this a few more times before taking it into her eager mouth. 
 
    "Mmmm" Jennifer moaned, a sentiment shared by Sally as she leaned back and enjoyed the attention. 
 
    Jennifer was ecstatic to discover that the feel of another woman's breast in her mouth was all that she'd imagined it would be. For long minutes she continued to feast on that mound of delight, then moved over to its twin. Whichever breast was denied the warm embrace of her mouth was rewarded with the soft touch of her hand. She continued to alternate between the two, feeling the nipples grow even harder with each sucking. 
 
    As she laid back and enjoyed the attention given her breasts, Sally had reached down between Jennifer's own legs and traced the outline of her womanhood. Jennifer sighed loudly as she felt Sally's fingers enter her. The first time anyone other than Jack had ever touched her there. A touch that was so different, so gentle and at the same time so familiar. It was almost as if it was her own hand, privy to all the secret places within her. 
 
    With each passionate breath, Sally slid her fingers in and out, coating them with a steady supply of lubricant. Jennifer meanwhile was still feasting on those beautiful mounds, trying to take more of them into her mouth with each attempt. 
 
    Following Sally's lead, Jennifer also reached down and began to caress the younger woman's pussy, taking up the task she had abandoned what seemed hours before. She quickly found the spot she had left off at and the two woman began to enjoy the ministrations of each others hands. 
 
    Now it was Sally's turn to enjoy the fruits of Jennifer's bounty. With her free hand she exposed the older woman's ample endowments and brought them within reach of her more experienced tongue. The combination of her skillful fingers and tongue was enough to send delightful spasms throughout Jennifer's body, expanding ripples with grew with each passing moment. 
 
    "Oh Yes, Oh Yes!" Jennifer called out as the convulsions of her body quickly grew to an intensity that foretold an orgasm. 
 
    Feeling her body tensing, Sally redoubled her efforts and drove Jennifer over the edge. As she felt her vaginal muscles lock around her fingers, she bit down on the nipple in her mouth - sending an intoxicating mixture of pain/pleasure rippling across Jennifer's quaking breast. 
 
    "Oh Shit, Sally!" she screamed loud enough to be heard in the next room. "Fuck me, fuck me so hard!" 
 
    With that, Sally let Jennifer's breast fall from her lips and while still pumping her fingers in and out as fast as she could, threw her entire body on top of her. Sally's mouth pressed against Jennifer's, muffling her cries. 
 
    It wasn't until she felt Jennifer's body go limp beneath her that she released her grip. Kissing Jennifer again, this time soft and tenderly, Sally whispered comforting words of love. 
 
    "That was so incredible." Jennifer finally said as she regained her breath. 
 
    Sally grinned as she stroked the hair on Jennifer's sweat stained brow. "Now that we're broken the ice, so to speak, are you ready to see how good it can really be?" she asked. 
 
    Jennifer's eyes opened wide in astonishment. "You mean it gets better?" she asked in disbelief. 
 
    "Rest up a few minutes, and we'll see how much better it can get." Sally replied as she ran her fingers down between the valley between Jennifer's breasts. 
 
    "Oh yes...yes!!" Jennifer screamed as Sally's nimble tongue once more stretched up and caressed her clit. 
 
    Sally was laying between Jennifer's legs, her hands pressing tightly against the older woman's ass, her face pressed hard against her bushy wet mound. Jennifer couldn't believe what she'd been missing all these years. On those rare occasions that Jack had performed cunnilingus on her, it had been a lackluster event - not much better than masturbation. Sally, on the other hand, attacked the core of her sexuality with a vengeance, sparking fires within Jennifer that she had long thought gone forever. 
 
    "More, more!" she called out as she shifted position to give her lover even better access. 
 
    The sweet perfume of Jennifer's pussy was intoxicating to Sally. More so by the knowledge that she was savoring an ambrosia she knew no other woman had ever partaken of. She was determined to give her friend a climax she would remember to her dying day. 
 
    Faster and faster her tongue twirled around Jennifer's excited clit, alternating between soft strokes and hard licks. Each caress brought a tasty treat into her mouth, a harbinger of the feast yet to come. 
 
    As much as she wanted to just lean back against the headboard and enjoy Sally's skillful attentions, Jennifer was more interested in being an active participant. She shifted her body and laid out across Sally in a classic sixty-nine position. She lowered her face between Sally's legs and planted a soft kiss on the center of her mound. Then with as much tenderness as she could muster, she used a free hand to part the twin walls that hid Sally's priceless pearl. 
 
    She took a moment to savor the aroma, the first time she had been close enough to appreciate the scent of another woman 
 
    "I could really get used to this." Jennifer thought as she tried to mimic the expert attention her own pussy was getting. 
 
    As Sally continued to lick away, Jennifer reached down and began to probe Sally's own mound with her fingers. She wasn't surprised to find it already very wet. Lubricating her fingers with the wetness, she slid them inside. Sally responded to this entry with a gentle, playful nibble on Jennifer's clit, sending a sudden jolt up from her crotch. A second finger followed the first, then a third. In no time at all, Jennifer had all three fingers buried in Sally up past the second knuckle. Like a tiny cock, she pumped them in and out, keeping time with the movement of Sally's tongue. 
 
    After a little while, Jennifer moved to replace her fingers with her mouth. Eager for her first taste of another woman, she buried her face between Sally's legs. A fire fueled by anticipation raged within her. Slowly, sensually, wanting to treasure this moment, Jennifer slid her tongue within Sally's pearl and took her first taste of womanhood. 
 
    Swallowing her first taste of another woman, Jennifer was pleased to find it different than her own which she had tasted on numerous occasions. It made her realize that each woman was different and special. After a few minutes, her anticipation but not her fire cooled and the brunette steadied into a relaxed rhythm. An action rewarded by soft moans from Sally. It felt so good to be able to take her time now, to stretch each pleasing moment to as long as she could make it last. 
 
    Between her legs she could feel Sally's more experienced tongue guiding her to yet another eruption. She began to gyrate her pelvis, trying to keep time with the thrusts of Sally's tongue. The world didn't exist beyond the four walls of this cheap motel. All that mattered was the woman beneath her and the approaching climax she knew they both would share. 
 
    Jennifer's heart was again racing and her body trembled as they rocked back and forth on the bed. She could a feel a similar tremor in Sally's naked form beneath her. Both bodies were covered with sweat as they raced with desire. Sally pressed even harder against Jennifer's cunt, driving her tongue just a little deeper. Inspired by the result that had on her own body, Jennifer followed suite. 
 
    In the course of their relationship, Jennifer and Jack must've made love a thousand times over. Yet except for their early days, she had never approached the blissful plateau she now enjoyed. 
 
    Faster and faster waves of rapture swept across her body like the surf crashing against the shore. Her body began to quake involuntarily and for a moment a fear that she was having a seizure flashed across her mind. But when Sally's body, pressed tight against hers, began to oscillate as well, a reassuring calm filled her mind. She surrendered to the forces taking control of her body as each quiver and quake evoked a sense of nirvana. 
 
    It was impossible for her to tell how long her orgasm had lasted or when exactly it had ended. She hesitantly opened her eyes to find Sally's smiling face laying inches from her own. The look on the Asian woman's face was one of total contentment. The thought that Jennifer's actions had put it there made her feel even better. 
 
    Without a word, Sally gently kissed Jennifer's lips, letting her tongue make the briefest of contacts with Jennifer's. A second and third kiss followed, first on one cheek, then the other. Only then did she speak. 
 
    "I hope that was everything you expected it to be," she said in a soft, gentle tone. 
 
    "No, it wasn't." Jennifer said as a look of disappointment flashed across Sally's face. "Never in my wildest dreams could I have I imagined anything that fantastic." she playfully added. 
 
    "So where do we go from here?" Sally asked, the look of serenity returning to her face. 
 
    "I'm not sure." Jennifer said. "I really don't know what's going to happen between Jack and I but I do know I may want to try this again." 
 
    "Well even if you don't, I'm still your friend." Sally replied. "And I'll always be just a floor away if you need me." 
 
    "I appreciate that." Jennifer answered. 
 
    "And if you do feel the need to visit me one night, perhaps you'll get to see what it feels like to be on the other side of the peephole in the wall." 
 
    Now it was Jennifer's turn to look shocked. 
 
    "You knew?" she gasped. "For how long?" 
 
    "Since that first night with Amber." Sally replied. 
 
    "But how? Why didn't you say anything?" Jennifer asked. 
 
    "You made way too much noise that first night." Sally explained. "So after Amber fell asleep, I went into the storage room and found the hole. It was easy since I had put my light back on and the other room was dark. At first I thought it might have been Jack, and I was ready to move out the next morning. Then I realized it had been you." 
 
    "How did you know it was me?" Sally asked, a little confused. 
 
    "Remember how I told you that I always loved the perfume you wear. Well there was still just enough of a scent in that room to tell me that it was you who had been watching us." 
 
    "But why didn't you just cover up the hole?" Jennifer added. 
 
    "Because I wanted to see if you were going to keep coming back. That's why I kept bringing women home with me; normally I don't. Because it was exciting knowing that you were watching, knowing that you were playing with yourself as you watched my lovers and me." 
 
    Jennifer suddenly understood. 
 
    "And most of all, I think there was a part of me that was hoping that it might lead to this. I know I said I wouldn't seduce anyone's daughters, and that was true. But I lied when I said that also included lonely housewives. At least not if they found their way into my bed on their own." 
 
    "Well I am both shocked and upset." Jennifer said in an angry voice. 
 
    "I'm ...I'm sorry." Sally said as she pulled away slightly. "I never thought you'd react like this." 
 
    "Well there's no excuse for what you did." Jennifer continued. "Turning me on week after week, and then luring me up here knowing that I'd be unable to resist your charms." 
 
    Sally didn't know what to say. She never imagined this reaction. 
 
    "You went to all that trouble..." Jennifer angrily concluded. "...and you never bothered to pack one of those strap-ons in your bag!" she added in a much calmer, playful tone. 
 
    "What?" Sally said, disbelieving what Jennifer had just said. 
 
    "I don't know about you, my precious love, but this is one woman who is in need of a serious fuck." Jennifer said. "And while I'm at it, I guess I really should apologize for spying on you all this time." 
 
    With that she closed the distance Sally had pulled away and this time she initiated the long and meaningful kiss. Both woman knew that when they got home tomorrow morning, that was a lapse that they would quickly correct. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 13 
 
    The sounds of traditional Christmas music, intermixed with more conventional party fare, filled the air as the employee Christmas party at Hanson Brothers Auto Mall entered its fourth and final hour. As company parties went, this one was better than most, despite the fact that it was taking place in the temporarily emptied showroom, as opposed to one of the restaurants or rental halls that most other companies in town booked for the occasion. 
 
    Hanson Brothers was a fairly good-sized business, consisting at one time of four different dealerships. It had been in operation in one form or another since just after the Second World War, having been founded by the father and uncle of the current owner. With the changes in the economy over the last few years, Hanson Brothers had to downsize a little, closing one of its franchises. Still, George Hanson was determined that the fifty-nine people that worked for him would still feel appreciated at Christmas. 
 
    If anyone minded the change of locale, no one was heard to complain about it. After all, the food was great, the drinks free and plentiful, and for the most part, the companionship quite enjoyable. All these things passed through Tracy Smith's thoughts as she stood in a far corner, next to an already depleted buffet table, and nursed the eggnog she had been drinking. After almost two hours of non-stop dancing, the twenty-four year old redhead was content to watch others fill the makeshift dance floor. 
 
    Originally, since she had only been with the company for a few months, Tracy had planned to skip the year-end celebration. The receptionist had changed her mind at the last minute, partially due to some old fashion begging and pleading from a few of her male co-workers. Since the male to female ratio at Hanson Brothers was over two to one, they needed every girl they could get at the party. In the end, she was glad they convinced her since she had done more bonding with her fellows in the last three hours than in the last three months. 
 
    Some of that had been due, understandably, to the not inconsiderable amounts of free booze that had been indulged in by the partygoers. Libations on that scale tended to break down most barriers. Some of them, perhaps a little too much, she thought as she reminded herself of the three cases of roving hands that she'd encountered on the dance floor. In two of those, a simple relocation of the wandering hand had proved sufficient. 
 
    Why was it, she asked herself as she brushed back her short hair, did some guys just assume that being willing to dance with them also entitled them to other liberties as well. Still, it had been a distinct minority of the number she'd been with so maybe it was best to just chalk it up to the overly festive atmosphere. 
 
    It wasn't that she was a prude, far from it. Tracy thoroughly enjoyed the touch of a man in many an intimate place. She just liked to be able to control the who and the when. 
 
    In keeping with her desire to stay in control of things, the woman in the green party dress had stopped drinking alcoholic beverages halfway through the party in order to give her body plenty of time to burn away any detrimental effects. Back in her college days, she had learned the hard way that she didn't make great decisions under the influence. Thankfully, it had been a very long time since she'd woken up in a strange bed and she wanted to keep it that way. 
 
    "Merry Christmas, Tracy," the obviously inebriated man in the Santa Claus suit said to the younger redhead as he suddenly appeared in front of her and moved to give her an affectionate hug. 
 
    "Merry Christmas, Mr. Hanson," Tracy said as she returned his hug in such a way as to restrict the movement of his hands. She had heard from one of the saleswomen that while a nice man when sober, the sixty-something store owner wasn't above copping a feel when he was in his cups. Three times in one night had already been quite enough. 
 
    "Please, how many times have I asked you young people to call me, George," the white haired man said with a smile. "You make me sound so old with that Mister Hanson nonsense." 
 
    "Merry Christmas, George." 
 
    "Now that wasn't so hard, was it?" George said as he pulled his hands back and gave her an even friendlier smile. 
 
    It seemed that the information that had been imparted to her earlier had been in error. Santa was quite satisfied with a kind word, a brief embrace and a chaste kiss on the cheek before he moved on to the next partygoer. Tracy was glad he hadn't copped a feel because she really liked the auto mall owner. When she had lost her job at Datatech when the company folded, he had been only too glad to hire her as a receptionist even though she was vastly overqualified for the position and would undoubtedly leave the moment something better came along. What was more, he came right out and told that to her, saying that if she found something better he expected her to grab it. After all, she'd be foolish to waste all that education she worked so had to get. 
 
    Turning back to her view of the dwindling crowd of dancers, Tracy almost wished someone had made a serious pass at her tonight. Not Mr. Hanson of course, but there were a number of cute, unattached guys that worked in various departments. Unfortunately, most of those that weren't married seemed to have brought dates of their own or else were already matched up with other women from the dealerships. 
 
    Up until a little over two weeks ago, Tracy imagined she would be going to the party with Tom Jackson, her boyfriend of the last nine and a half months. That was of course before her former associate at Datatech had proven himself what her little sister, Karen, liked to call a VC boyfriend. The sort that you meet just after Valentine's Day and breaks it off just before Christmas, thereby avoiding the two biggest gift days of the year. Tracy really didn't think that was the case with Tom, but it did seem awfully coincidental. Especially since she had spent the night before his coming to the revelation that they just weren't right for each other by screwing what little brains he obviously had out. 
 
    But that was the past, and if there was one thing she had learned for sure in her short life, it was that there was nothing that you could do about things that had already happened. If she had to spend the holidays alone, well there was always her little battery-powered friend that she kept in a locked drawer of her night table. It was a wonderful age to live in, she told herself, when you could replace a lousy boyfriend with a simple piece of technology. 
 
    "Oh Jesus, just what I need!" Tracy suddenly thought as her focus shifted from modern wonders to Neanderthals when she spotted Michael "Monk" Webber coming toward her with a smug look on his face. 
 
    The office rumor mill hadn't gotten wind of her break up with Tommy more than a few hours before Monk had first tried to hit on her. She'd lost track of how many times she tried to make it perfectly clear to the former high school jock that she just wasn't interested. Monk had been an all county fullback who had several colleges' offering scholarships until an injury during senior year had ended his running days. He had taken a job at Hansons, arranged in part by his father who had once worked there while he went to the local college, in the hope that the former athlete would follow in his footsteps. 
 
    Instead, the six foot one blond had tossed aside any idea of higher education and demonstrated an inborn talent as an auto mechanic. In that at least he had succeeded, now holding a position as one of two assistant mechanics. Unfortunately, in other areas of his life, specifically his relationships with women, old number thirty-one still saw himself as the star around which cheerleaders and other adoring fans just swooned. Which was not a bad way to see yourself at seventeen, but not at twenty-nine when your glory days were a decade behind you. 
 
    It had been Monk, who after cutting in on her dance with another employee, that Tracy had earlier had to use more than a suggestion to avoid an unwanted touch. Even then, he didn't take the hint and she wondered if his head was as thick as the muscles he still cultivated three nights a week at the local gym. The song ended right after that and she quickly put distance between them. 
 
    "Hey Tracy, baby," Monk grinned as he moved up to her, "I was hoping that I'd find you here." 
 
    His comment didn't make sense to the smaller woman in the little thought she gave to it. Tracy's more immediate concern was how to finally drum into his thick skull that she just wasn't interested. She wondered if a swift kick in the balls would really be out of place in this season of peace on earth and goodwill towards men. 
 
    Thankfully it never came to that as a woman dressed in black slacks a white top and a matching black jacket stepped in-between Tracy and her tormentor. Despite being a full head shorter than the former football player, as well as less than half his weight, the thirty-one year old Hispanic woman stopped him literally in his tracks. 
 
    "I was here first, big boy," she said in a strong, but still feminine tone. "You'll just have to wait your turn." 
 
    The new arrival was Nina Castro, who was without question, the top saleswoman in any of the dealerships. Like Monk, she had been a local star during her high school days, in her case, winning several state track competitions. Also like Monk, an injury had prevented her from getting the scholarship she deserved. Unlike the mechanic, she had still managed to finish college and get her degree, even if it took her twice the normal time since she was also holding down a full time job. She had her sights set on nothing less than taking over as general manager when Mr. Hanson retired. 
 
    "Or maybe you and I could ... well you know," she added, totally confusing Tracy who had no idea what was going on. "After all, it is a tradition." 
 
    Monk never said a word in response, but the look on his face was one Tracy would long remember. It was one that she had never seem him exhibit before. He was actually afraid of Nina. In one quick motion, he turned and went back the way he came. 
 
    "Would somebody tell me what the hell that was all about?" Tracy said after a moments pause. 
 
    "You don't know where you're standing, do you?" Nina laughed. 
 
    Before Tracy could reply, Nina pointed to a spot over the younger woman's head. Tilting her head back, the redhead saw what was hanging there and now understood. 
 
    "Oh shit!" she said as she recognized the large twig of mistletoe. 
 
    "Well I don't think he'll be bothering you for at least the rest of the party," Nina said. 
 
    "I guess I owe you one." 
 
    "Think nothing of it," Nina replied. 
 
    "No, I really mean it," Tracy repeated, "I was thinking that I was going to have to kick him where it would hurt the most to get my message across." 
 
    "Well that certainly would've reached the head he usually thinks with," Nina laughed. 
 
    Tracy laughed as well, thinking it funny. At the same time, she remembered Monk's reaction to Nina and wondered what that had been all about. 
 
    "Why was he so afraid of you?" she asked, thinking that maybe Nina might actually tell her. 
 
    "It's been a great night, let's not ruin it by going there," Nina said. 
 
    "Please, I'd really like to know," Tracy went on. "Who knows, maybe I could use it to keep him away from me for good." 
 
    "I don't think so," the olive skinned woman said with a smile. 
 
    "Oh come on, tell me," Tracy implored, her curiosity now fully piqued. 
 
    "He's afraid that I might be contagious," Nina finally said. 
 
    "I don't understand." 
 
    "Monk is a first class homophobe, and I'm a first class homosexual." 
 
    "You're gay?" 
 
    "You've been here four months and no one told you?" Nina said in surprise. "That's got to be a new record. I thought for sure that some narrow minded biddy or other would've warned you by now about staying away from the butch dyke saleslady." 
 
    Tracy was about to say no, but then remembered something Carol Gates had told her about Nina after she had been there a month. It hadn't made much sense at the time, seeing as the fifty-two year old beat around the bush rather than coming right out and saying what she meant. It hadn't taken long for Tracy to decide that Carol was the local gossip queen and to disregard most of what she said about people. In fact, it had been Carol who had warned her about Mr. Hanson's traveling hands after he'd had a few. 
 
    "If they did, I don't really remember it," Tracy said instead. 
 
    "And here I've gone and outed myself for nothing," Nina said in mock exasperation. "What a dummy I am. Here I have you under the mistletoe and I blow my chance on trying to get a Christmas kiss out of you." 
 
    "You'd want to kiss me?" Tracy said, trying to ask the question light heartedly. 
 
    "That's a silly question," Nina laughed as a broad smile filled her face. "Who wouldn't want to kiss a beautiful girl like you. I'll give Monk credit for one thing, asshole that he might be, he does have good taste." 
 
    Tracy was sure that, if she could see herself through Nina's eyes at that moment, she would see herself blushing. If the woman in front of her had referred to her as pretty, she could've accepted that with no problem. People had said that to her most of her life. Beautiful, however, was not a term she often heard. 
 
    Looking at the taller woman through her own eyes, Tracy felt hard pressed to come up with a single word to describe her. If she was a man, handsome might apply, but somehow it didn't really seem right. Nina had dark, curly black hair that was cut even shorter than Tracy's. A well defined athletic build was clearly evident beneath her outfit, but no one was going to mistake her for a man, at least not once they got a look at the more than impressive bust straining against her blouse. The receptionist felt a twinge of envy when she thought of her small mounds. 
 
    "Have I shocked or scared you?" Nina asked. 
 
    "Not at all," Tracy replied, realizing that she had zoned out for a moment, "why would you think that?" 
 
    "Well, some people feel a little uncomfortable around gay women," Nina explained, "and the way you looked for a second, I thought that maybe you were trying to think of a way to graciously end this conversation." 
 
    "Not at all," Tracy insisted, thinking that Carol Gates and a few of the other female employees would undoubtedly fall into the category Nina mentioned. "In fact, I was thinking pretty much the opposite. That a kiss might be interesting at that, seeing that it is a holiday tradition and all." 
 
    "Oh really," Nina grinned. "Is that what I am to you now, interesting?" 
 
    "I didn't mean it like that," Tracy quickly interjected. "I just thought that ..." 
 
    The redhead didn't have the chance to finish her sentence as Nina, after taking a quick glance over her shoulder to make sure that no one else was nearby, learned forward and took her Christmas kiss. 
 
    The press of the older woman's lips against her own certainly took Tracy by surprise, but it was a very pleasant encounter nonetheless. Over the years, she had shared kisses with a few girlfriends, but they had always been the sort of quick pecks that you'd share with a relative. This was the first time she had ever had another woman kiss her back. 
 
    Brief as it was, the warmth and softness of Nina's touch stayed with the twenty-four year old after their lips parted. Tracy couldn't really be sure, but for just a heartbeat, she thought she felt the other woman's tongue brushing against her own. 
 
    "Curiosity satisfied?" Nina asked as she took a long step backward, putting a respectable distance between the two of them should anyone now glance in their direction. 
 
    "I don't really know what to say," Tracy said, her lips still tingling. 
 
    "Well you could say it didn't suck," Nina smiled. 
 
    "It definitely didn't suck," she said. "In fact, I think it was really nice, you're a great kisser." 
 
    "I'd be careful how you toss those compliments around, little girl," Nina replied, reverting now to mock seriousness. "Otherwise I might be tempted to take advantage of all the alcohol you've undoubtedly been consuming all night and take even more advantage of you." 
 
    "I'll have you know that I haven't had a drink in over two hours, and am in full command of my facilities," Tracy replied, her tone projecting the thought that she didn't feel taken advantage of in the least. 
 
    "Was that the first time you've ever kissed another woman?" Nina now asked, wondering if this was just idle banter between them or perhaps something more. 
 
    "If you're talking about a real kiss, yes." 
 
    "Not even when you where in high school with your girlfriends, or in college?" 
 
    "Not a one," Tracy grinned. "You're my first." 
 
    "Then I guess I should feel honored." 
 
    "You certainly should." 
 
    Both of them were now smiling at their playful exchange. Nina was impressed that Tracy could give as good as she got. So few women seemed to be able to do that around here. Most just gave her a wide berth, not wanting to socialize with the dyke, but at the same time, not wanting to piss off the top money earner Hanson had. 
 
    "But you have had boyfriends?" Nina asked. 
 
    "Yes I have," Tracy replied, "how about you?" 
 
    "No boyfriends, at least not since I was seventeen." 
 
    "No," Tracy clarified, "I meant do you have a girlfriend?" 
 
    "We sort of went our separate ways over the summer," Nina said, "then again, I understand that you and your boyfriend split up a few weeks back too." 
 
    "How did you know that?" Tracy started to ask, then answered her own question. "Oh yeah, interoffice mail has nothing on the rumor mill." 
 
    "That and the fact that you have the look of a woman who hasn't been laid in awhile." Nina added. 
 
    Tracy paused for a second, wondering if there really was such a look or was Nina just playing with her. 
 
    "You know, I only live about ten minutes from here," Nina unexpectedly said, again changing the subject. 
 
    "Your point being?" 
 
    "Well, seeing as being direct as worked pretty well so far, I might as well go right ahead and see where it leads," the dark haired woman said as she took a half step closer and lowered her voice. "As I see it, you have two choices right now, no make that probably three." 
 
    "And what might those be?" Tracy asked, curious about what Nina thought those choices were. 
 
    "Well, first of all, you could go back to the party," Nina began. "It's beginning to wind down but there are still a few not too bad prospects that haven't passed out or been snatched up by someone else. I'm sure you might be able to find someone to take care of the deficiency that I mentioned a minute ago." 
 
    "Go on," Tracy said, not wanting to comment further until Nina was finished. 
 
    "Or you could go home and take out that little plastic vibrator that you have hidden somewhere in your bedroom and take care of some of your needs yourself." 
 
    "What makes you think that I own anything like that?" Tracy asked, unable to keep to the decision she'd made a moment before. 
 
    "Honey, I haven't met a woman yet who doesn't own at least one toy for those empty nights," Nina chuckled. "I myself have three. I think the only women who don't have one are either in an old age home or a convent, and I sometimes wonder about those Nuns." 
 
    "You said there were three possibilities," Tracy reminded Nina after the Hispanic woman paused for a few seconds. 
 
    "Oh yes, so I did," she smiled as she moved even closer and lowered her voice again. "Well, if you're really feeling a little adventurous, you can come back to my place where I can practically guarantee you that before you could even find someone out there to pick up, I'd have given you the first of what could be a night full of orgasms, each of them better than the last." 
 
    There, it was now out in the open, Tracy thought. She had just been propositioned by another woman, and rather blatantly at that. What had started as just a little sexual interplay had quickly progressed to an invitation to engage in what the redhead was sure most of her friends would view as an immoral act. The respectable thing to do, keeping with the idea that she really didn't want to alienate Nina who seemed a nice person in all other aspects, was to simply say thank you, but no thanks. Instead, Tracy answered in a way that would no doubt have shocked her friends and coworkers had they heard it. 
 
    "Let me get my coat and I'll meet you outside," she simply said. 
 
    Picking up her heavy winter coat and scarf from the break room were they had been stored, Tracy quickly made what good-byes needed to be made. A sense of excitement filled her heart as she graciously turned down a few offers of a drive home, assuring those who asked that she already had one. Thankfully, no one thought to ask with whom. 
 
    Stepping out into the employee parking lot, she quickly located the large SUV that she knew Nina drove. It was one of the perks of being top salesperson that the black haired woman was able to lease the expensive vehicle at cost. 
 
    "I hope Nina doesn't take too long," Tracy said to herself as she bundled up against the cold night air. 
 
    About five minutes passed, during which the receptionist said goodnight to a few more partygoers who passed her on the way to their own cars. With a smile, she turned down another offer of a ride home. 
 
    Finally Nina came out the glass doors, but to Tracy's surprise, she wasn't alone. With her were Danny Logan and Jim Banks, both of which had made the most of the open bar and were walking a little unsteady. 
 
    "I hope you don't mind if we drop off these two first before I drop you off," Nina said as she pulled out her keychain and disengaged the alarm on her truck. 
 
    "No, not at all," Tracy replied, not sure what else to say. 
 
    Those where the last words they exchanged as all four climbed into the SUV, Tracy and Nina in the front and the two men in the back. 
 
    "Anyone who feels ill had better let me know beforehand," Nina said over her shoulder before putting the truck in gear, "otherwise they're going to be paying to have the entire inside of my baby cleaned and detailed." 
 
    Both men promised that they would and settled back into the comfortable seats. It took fifteen minutes to reach Danny's house and then ten more for Jim's apartment. It wasn't until the latter disappeared into his lobby that Tracy turned to Nina with a quizzical look on her face. 
 
    "It occurred to me that no matter how we did it, someone was sure to see the two of us leave together, especially since so many people were beginning to leave," Nina explained as they pulled away. "It doesn't take much to have the gossip queen's tongues a wagging and I assume you'd rather not have to deal with that." 
 
    Tracy nodded her head, thinking she hadn't considered that. 
 
    "This way," Nina went on, "if anyone saw us, you were just one of several co-workers that I was giving a lift to. I've done it before at the Christmas parties since I don't drink." 
 
    "For a minute I really thought you were actually taking me home," Tracy laughed, "after all, I only live a few blocks from here." 
 
    "That was the beauty of picking those two," Nina concluded. "It makes sense to have dropped you off last." 
 
    "Something tells me you've done this before," Tracy grinned. 
 
    "A lady never tells," Nina grinned back, "but then again, I've never really been accused of being a lady." 
 
    "Oh you're awful." 
 
    "Changing your mind?" Nina asked as they stopped at a light. 
 
    "Not at all." 
 
    "Well in that case." 
 
    This time, Tracy saw the kiss coming and was ready for it, at least she thought she was. 
 
    Nina pulled Tracy's face toward hers, covering her mouth with her own. Her tongue darted into the redhead's mouth as she kissed her long and hard, as if to draw out Tracy's own passions. The younger woman responded with a low moan as she felt a warm hand slip between the folds of her coat and cup her breast, the fingers of which pressed against her nipple causing it to grow hard. 
 
    The electric sensations that rushed through Tracy as they continued to kiss seemed to concentrate between her legs, bringing forth a warmth and wetness in that most sensitive of areas. Nina brought her free hand down to it and, after pulling up the green dress, placed it against the damp panties. 
 
    "Oh yessss!" Tracy gasped at her touch, not being able to remember the last time she had such an almost instant arousal. 
 
    Nina slipped her fingers under the waistband of Tracy's underwear and rubbed the tips of them against her clit. Whatever the fires that had filled Tracy, that simple caress was almost enough to double them. The small part of her mind that wasn't being consumed with lust had to consider the idea that Nina intended to finger-fuck her right there in the middle of the deserted intersection. 
 
    Then, just as suddenly, the traffic light above turned green and Nina returned both her hands to the wheel. She smiled at Tracy and gave her a little shrug of her shoulders. 
 
    "I just wanted to give you a little taste, that's all," she said as she stepped on the gas and headed down the boulevard. 
 
    "A little taste," Tracy thought as she regained her composure and straightened out her dress. "God almighty, the last three guys I slept with couldn't even kiss like that." 
 
    From that moment on, the streets between where they were and Nina's apartment couldn't pass by fast enough in her opinion. 
 
    It was just past midnight when they reached their destination, which turned out to be the converted basement of a two family house. A small flight of stairs in the driveway led down to a side entrance and the older woman opened the door and let Tracy enter first. 
 
    "It's not much, but it's home," Nina said as she followed the redhead inside, "and I've never really needed all that much to begin with." 
 
    The apartment consisted of one large room that doubled as both a living room and bedroom, with a small kitchenette along the wall. A single door on the far side led to a small bathroom and shower. There were more than a few unopened cardboard boxes, with magic marker identifications, scattered around the room. Evidently, Nina hadn't lived here long and Tracy could only assume that the move to here had come after the break up she had earlier mentioned. 
 
    "It's nice," Tracy said as she took off her coat and looked for a place to hang it. 
 
    "Liar," Nina laughed as she took Tracy's coat and hung it, along with hers on a small wall hook. 
 
    "No, I mean it," the shorter woman said, thinking that anything was better than having to move back into your parent's house as she had. 
 
    After hanging the coats, Nina moved to a small bookcase stereo on a nearby shelf and turned it on, filling the air with soft music. She explained that her landlord, who lived above, was away for the week so that didn't have to worry about any noise. 
 
    "Would you like to dance?" Nina asked as she moved back across the room and reached out her hand to her guest. 
 
    "I'd love to," Tracy replied as if she hadn't spent most of the night doing just that. 
 
    The press of Nina's body against hers as the Hispanic woman drew her close was enough to once more send Tracy's heart racing. Of course it wasn't the first time she had danced with another girl, she'd been doing that since grade school. But never before has she done so and felt what she now did. To look into another woman's eyes and feel desire was a totally new experience, to say nothing of glancing down her blouse and feeling a sense of wanting. 
 
    Yet at the same time, Tracy felt a unusual sensation of inconsistency as well. The arms wrapped around her felt as strong as any man's, yet at the same time, soft as any woman's. In those times that she had considered the idea of sex with another girl, she always thought there would be some kind of clearly defined difference between that and sex with a man. Now she wasn't so sure. She wasn't thinking of Nina as another woman, someone who shared the same biological characteristics. The labels lesbian or bisexual as might be applied to the two of them didn't even seem to have the meaning they might once have had. All that was real was that they were two people who made each other feel good. 
 
    "Can I ask you a question?" Nina said as they moved slowly across the clear center of her apartment. 
 
    "Sure," Tracy answered, enjoying the warmth of her body. 
 
    "Why did you say yes when I invited you here?" 
 
    "Is it important?" Tracy asked in turn. 
 
    "Not really, I was just curious, that's all." 
 
    "Why do you think I said yes?" 
 
    "I'm not really sure," Nina answered as she held the woman in her arms even tighter. "If I wanted to hazard a guess, I would say it was just curiosity or maybe a long held fantasy." 
 
    "If that was the case," Tracy said as she pressed her head against Nina's breasts, "would it be a problem?" 
 
    "No, not really," the dark haired woman replied, running her hand across the exposed flesh of Tracy's back. "I'm not one of those women who has to be in love with someone in order to sleep with them, or else needs to make something into more than it really is. Like I said, I was just curious, that's all." 
 
    "Well let's just say that I'm here and leave it at that," Tracy said as she tilted her head upward to kiss her would be lover again. 
 
    "It works for me," Nina said in the moment before their lips met. After that, no more words were needed. 
 
    Their kiss this time was gentle at first, with an enticing sweetness between them. Nina opened her mouth and felt Tracy's tongue sliding against her own, letting the inexperienced lover take the lead for a moment. A deep moan issued from the dark woman's lips as she felt both of Tracy's hands groping her fabric-covered mounds. The touch was awkward, like that of a teenage boy, but also nice in a way. All in all, she didn't mind, there was plenty of time to show her how to do it right. 
 
    They shared a second kiss, longer and deeper than the first and in the midst of it, control shifted to Nina. Her hands ran up Tracy's bare arms and across her shoulders. The titillating touch caused the pale skinned redhead to shiver in excitement. 
 
    Nina continued onward, running her fingers through the short mop of red hair and down her back. Their eyes met for a moment as they exchanged a silent look. Tracy leaned forward and their lips brushed against each other once more. More a graze than a kiss, it was a acknowledgment that she wanted Nina to take her totally. 
 
    Tracy pulled back from the caress, only to be stopped by Nina as she pulled her back to her waiting lips. This time the kiss was fiery, filled with passion. Their tongues passed back and forth, sharing the reservoirs of desire building within each of their bodies. Moans and quiet whimpers echoed against the soft music around them as their bodies pressed so hard against each other as to be almost one. 
 
    Through the thin green dress, Nina could feel Tracy's hardened nipples as the slim girl hadn't bothered to wear a bra under her outfit. Nina brought one hand up along the redhead's right side, stroking the soft curve of her small rounded breast, then slid it across her chest to cup it in its entirety. 
 
    "Oh yesss!" Tracy whispered with eager breath. 
 
    "Feels good baby, doesn't it?" Nina whispered into Tracy's ear as she licked the outer edge of it. "Just remember what it felt like when you do the same for me." 
 
    The lesson taught, Nina glided her hand back across Tracy's bust and around to the zipper on the back of her dress. With an infinite slowness, she pulled it down, exposing the light skinned flesh beneath it, one inch at a time. 
 
    Finally, she reached a point where the once tight dress lost all cohesion and it collapsed of its own accord, falling to the floor around Tracy's ankles, leaving her in only the simple white panties she had wore beneath it. Nina's eyes dropped to the bright pink nipples standing at attention in the center of the younger woman's mounds, her look that of unabashed appreciation. 
 
    "You are beautiful!" Nina said, repeating her earlier assessment, taking in all of the younger woman's petite form. 
 
    "No I'm not," Tracy protested. "I'm too skinny and my breasts are too small." 
 
    "Honey, you've got to stop seeing yourself through other people's eyes," Nina said, "and appreciate the beauty that nature's given you." 
 
    As if to underscore her words, Nina lowered her mouth to one of those pink circles and closed her lips around it. An action that once more sent a moan from Tracy. Sliding her hand under the breast in her mouth, Nina cupped it gently while her other hand caressed its twin. 
 
    Tracy's moans grew ever louder, coming from deep within her, as Nina moved to her other breast, bringing to it the same delights. The dark haired woman dropped to her knees as she sucked first gently, and then harder at her prize, using her other hand to tweak the second nipple at the same time. Then she reversed her attentions once more. 
 
    After having her fill of Tracy's sweet globes, Nina moved on to the main course. She released her hold and moved her hands down to the top of those simple white panties. A broad smile filled her face as she saw that they were no longer exactly white, seeing as there was a large damp stain on the lower part of them. 
 
    Nina's fingers moved just as slowly as before as she moved the panties down Tracy's legs, unveiling the tightly trimmed red bush beneath. Impulsively, she leaned forward and kissed the center of it, savoring the tangy taste now on her lips. 
 
    Nina kissed her sex again, only this time the older woman reached out with both hands and spread her legs apart. Then she brought back one hand and parted the folds of her sex as well, rubbing two fingers lightly over it until Tracy's excited clitoris came into view. 
 
    Tracy let out a deep breath as she felt Nina take her in her mouth, her tongue caressing the center of her being. Her hands closed around the top of Nina's head, leaning against her for support. She closed her eyes as Nina reached out with her tongue, penetrating deep inside her, brushing against her sugar walls. The dark haired woman set a fast and furious pace, even as her thumb moved to rub Tracy's clit in concert. Soft movements that were quickly translated to waves of rapture that washed across her body. 
 
    "Mother of God!" Tracy called out as a particularly powerful surge ripped through her. 
 
    A rush that was repeated more and more with each tick of the clock on the wall as Nina continued her thrusts. Each of which was met by a verbal and physical reaction from Tracy. 
 
    The twenty-four year old's moans and exclamations were like the sweetest symphony to Nina's ears, prompting her to put even more effort into her task. 
 
    An effort that proved to be unnecessary as Nina felt Tracy's body grow stiff a few moments later, just as she took her tiny nub between her lips one last time. 
 
    "Ooooooo..." was all the redhead managed to gasp as her body began to spasm, cutting off any attempt at coherent speech. 
 
    Not that either woman looking for creative conversation at that moment. Nina pressed her hands hard against the cheeks of Tracy's ass, pressing her womanhood tight against her face. At the same time, she reached in as far as she could with her tongue, savoring the explosion between the receptionist's legs. 
 
    "Mmmmmmm," Nina managed to add to the resonance of Tracy's orgasm, drinking deep of the honeyed nectar that filled her mouth. 
 
    "Ooooooo," Tracy said in a much softer tone as she felt the last of her release pass, leaving both a warm afterglow and a wobbly feeling in her legs. 
 
    Nina lifted herself from between Tracy's legs, rising back to her full height. She took the redhead in her arms and kissed her gently, sharing the fruits of her climax as she gently stroked her hair. 
 
    "That was ... really ... something ..." Tracy managed to say once she regained her balance. 
 
    Nina smiled her agreement, then glanced past Tracy at the clock on the wall. 
 
    "And only an hour later than I promised," she said with a grin, her voice filled with the promise of more to come. 
 
    It was a promise that was not lost on Tracy. 
 
    "Now it's my turn," Nina said as she took Tracy's hand and led her toward the bed. 
 
    She sat Tracy down on the edge of the small captain's bed and took a step back. She slid off her jacket and tossed it off to the side, coming to rest on a nearby chair. Her hands went to the bottom of her white blouse and with began to work the buttons from bottom to top. Tracy's eyes opened wide as more and more olive hued flesh became visible, a reaction that surprised her greatly. After all, this would hardly be the first woman she'd seen naked in her life. 
 
    She drew a deep breath as the blouse followed Nina's jacket, revealing two large mounds held in check by a transparent bra that looked much too fragile to hold such bounty in check. 
 
    Nina reached for the metal clasp between her cups, slipping it free and then releasing it. The effect was instantaneous as her breasts burst free, bouncing in the air only a dozen inches from Tracy's face. Large dark areola the size of the palm of the smaller woman's hand dominated the globes, in the center of which stood erect nipples the size of her pinkie tip. 
 
    Tracy's mouth opened wide in astonishment as well as she took a second look. She had never seen anything like Nina's body. Neither totally feminine or masculine, it seems to combine the best of both. It was the most beautiful form the redhead had ever seen and she wished she could just sit there and admire it. 
 
    But that was time that Nina wasn't about to give her. Taking advantage of her stunned reaction, Nina closed the small distance between them and slipped the tip of her right breast between the younger woman's lips. 
 
    "Mmmmm," Nina purred as she felt Tracy's lips instinctively close around her nipple, her tongue already massaging the rigid stub. 
 
    Next to wondering what it might be like to kiss another woman, Tracy's biggest curiosity had been how it would feel to suck on her breasts. She had played with the nipples of male lovers, caressing them with her tongue, but it really wasn't the same. Her hands came up and she squeezed the soft flesh in front of her, rubbing her fingers across it, marveling at their warmth. 
 
    "Oh yeah, baby," Nina said as she ran her finger through Tracy's hair, applying pressure to the back of her head and pressing her nipple deeper into her willing mouth. "Suck those tits, show me how much you love them." 
 
    And love them Tracy certainly did. Drawing Nina's nipple as far inside her mouth as she could, she tickled it over and over with her wet tongue, alternating gentle strokes with tiny bites. A rotation that greatly pleased the endowed woman in her arms. 
 
    After a while, she extended her ministrations to Nina's other mound, giving it the same loving care. Now she understood why men loved women with large breasts so much. Playing with them was such a rush. 
 
    Tracy bounced from one mound to the other, as if trying to decide which she liked the best, but at the same time making sure neither breast was denied attention. She would nibble on one and grope the other, keeping up a constant level of pleasure in both. 
 
    Nina gave her new lover all the time she wanted to play with her mounds, remembering her own excitement the first time she had touched another woman in that way. It was a memory that added to her enjoyment. 
 
    Still using one hand and her mouth to play with Nina's mounds, Tracy moved her other hand down to the older woman's waist, trying to undo the belt that held up her slacks. It was hard for her to work it with one hand so Nina reached down and undid it for her. Freed of that obstacle, the redhead quickly went to work on the zipper, pulling it all the way down in one quick stroke. 
 
    Finding it impossible to go any further and still play with Nina's breasts, Tracy reluctantly let them fall free. She was sure, however, that she would have another chance at them before the night was over. 
 
    Now with both hands to work with, she gripped the edges of Nina's slacks and pulled them down, pausing only long enough for Nina to step out of them and her slip off shoes. A equally quick motion pulled down Nina's panties as well and a quick kick sent them in the same direction as the pants. 
 
    Nina's mound was covered with a thick mat of black, curly hair. It was more hair than Tracy had ever seen on another woman, not that she'd really had the opportunity to take a close look at that many women. Spread out across her pelvic region in a wild and natural state, she found it strangely erotic. 
 
    Tracy reached out with her fingers and lightly brushed the wiry hair, surprised at how wet it was. She was close enough to be filled with the scent of Nina's arousal. A pleasant, musky smell that made her want to taste the older woman even more. 
 
    With an excited, yet hesitant touch, Tracy moved her fingers along the deep furrow between Nina's legs, then slid two of them inside. A motion that caused Nina to give a satisfying groan in response. 
 
    "Yes . . . yes," Nina groaned. "Touch me right there." 
 
    Tracy did just that, walking her fingers up and down Nina's wet flesh until Nina was even wetter with anticipation. Then she slid first one, then two fingers into her depths, moving them back and forth in quick succession, playing with Nina like she knew she herself liked to be played with. 
 
    "Yes, just like that," Nina panted in way of encouragement, words mixed with deep, resounding moans. 
 
    Tracy's pace soon became frantic, pumping in and out of Nina with determined intensity. As she did, she could feel the walls of Nina's womanhood pressing against her fingers, the number of which had grown to four. 
 
    Along with those fingers buried deep, Tracy moved her thumb to caress the hard center of Nina's sex, causing Nina to buck wildly with the added pleasure. The unspoken message was that she wanted more, and the neophyte lover was only too willing to give it. She pressed her hand even deeper, until Nina began to shudder from the intensity of her touch. And still, it wasn't enough. 
 
    "Suck me!" Nina cried out, "I want you to fuck me with your tongue!" 
 
    Tracy had been thinking exactly the same thought. She couldn't wait to taste the juices that covered her hand. She pulled back her fingers and was about to replace them with her mouth, but was stopped by Nina. 
 
    "No, not like that," Nina said as she stopped her with out outstretched hand, "lay on the bed, I'll get on top of you." 
 
    Giving in to the voice of experience, Tracy did as she was told. No sooner was she on her back than Nina climbed onto the bed and swung a muscular leg over her body. Just as quickly, she moved up towards the headboard until her moist sex was only inches above Tracy's face. 
 
    "Tell me how much you want me," Nina said as she held herself just out of Tracy's reach. 
 
    "I want you," Tracy said in a desperate voice, "I want you so bad it hurts." 
 
    Satisfied with the answer, Nina braced herself against the headboard with her hands and lowered herself onto Tracy. The younger woman wasted no time in assaulting the sex pressed against her mouth with all of her enthusiasm. Her tongue moved back and forth, covering every inch of exposed pinkness. 
 
    Her heart was racing yet again as the overwhelming taste of Nina's womanhood filled her. Her lips found the exposed clit, kissing it at first, then closing around it with determination. Every touch, every caress, sent joyous spikes into Nina and Tracy's tongue continued to burrow deep within. 
 
    And still, despite Tracy's resolve, Nina knew it wasn't going to be enough. Pleasing as her efforts were, and there was nothing wrong in what she was doing, she was just too inexperienced to close that last hurdle between the plateau they had reached and that on which lay much sought after bliss. At least not without a little help. 
 
    "I have an idea that I think you'll like," Nina said as she lifted herself off of the woman beneath her, her tone giving no clue that her efforts had been anything but satisfactory. 
 
    Before Tracy could agree or raise an objection, Nina had rolled over to the side of the bed and pulled open one of the drawers below. She reached inside it and pulled out something that Tracy couldn't quite see at first. In wasn't until she heard a soft buzzing in the air that she realized what the older woman now held. 
 
    "Oh my," Tracy said as she looked at the long, at least eighteen inch, black wand. As long as a Policeman's baton, it put the little six-inch toy she kept so well hidden at home to shame. 
 
    "Just lay back and relax," Nina said, "you're going to love this." 
 
    Intrigued, Tracy stretched out on the bed and Nina reached out with the tip of the huge vibrator and placed it between the prone woman's small breasts. She could immediately feel the gentle vibrations passing through her flesh and thought that aside from its size, it really wasn't much different than hers after all. 
 
    "It has three power settings," Nina said, almost as if she was a saleswoman for the product, moving the wand back and forth across Tracy's breasts, stopping at her pink nipples and massaging each of them for a few seconds. "Low, which is what it's on now, medium which is what most people tend to use, plus high, which I personally like to refer to as Oh My God!" 
 
    As Tracy digested that description, Nina pushed the switch to the middle setting. A louder hum filled the air as the Hispanic woman guided the tip across Tracy's stomach and down between her legs. 
 
    "Ooooo," Tracy gasped as the vibrating head came to rest against her sex. 
 
    Nina let it rest there for a while, moving it up and down ever so slowly while she leaned forward and kissed Tracy, first on her lips, then on each breast. Then she placed her body on top of Tracy's, their breasts rubbing against each other, nipple to nipple. The wand was now wedged between both of their legs, held in place by her weight. 
 
    "Now, isn't this better," she said as nuzzled her cheek against Tracy's and kissed her neck. 
 
    "Oh yes," Tracy replied, "this is wonderful." 
 
    Both of them began to rock and grind their bodies against the other, keeping time to both the music and each new cascading wave erupting from between their legs. Flesh rubbed against flesh, covered in sweaty desire as it neared a fevered pitch. Billows tore though them until they teetered on the edge. 
 
    Sensations that continued to increase with each passing heartbeat, until they were almost one in their passions. More beads of sweat covered their backs and breaths shortened. Already they were in a warm, comfortable place that both would've been happy to remain. Well at least one of them. 
 
    Not saying a word, Nina surreptitiously slipped her hand back down between them and flipped the wand to its highest setting. Then she grabbed Tracy and held her even tighter. 
 
    It didn't take a handful of breaths for Tracy to realize what had happened, or why Nina had referred to level three as she had. Like a match to a pool of gasoline, both of their clits exploded in orgasmic fury, sending them hurdling over the cliff and into the abyss. 
 
    It was a climax that seemed to travel back and forth between each of their bodies, increasing in intensity with each passage. It lasted both forever and only a few seconds, finally reducing in scope until only the memory remained. A memory that would not be quick in fading. Even after Nina had shut the vibrator totally off, Tracy was sure she could still feel its resonance deep inside her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The clock on the wall now stood at half past two. They had been at it for nearly two hours, something Tracy found incredible. No lovemaking session with a guy had lasted half this long. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so wonderfully tired. Holding Nina tight against her, she closed her eyes and relived the memories of their journey, wanting to hold onto them as long as she could. 
 
    "Ready for round three, love?" Nina asked as she kissed the redhead's hand, slipping her fingers into her mouth and licking off the dried orgasmic residue that had covered them earlier. 
 
    "Round three?" Tracy said in disbelief. 
 
    "Did you think I was kidding before at the party?' 
 
    "No, but I ... " 
 
    "Of course if you're too tired we could..." 
 
    "No, I'm not too tired," Tracy quickly answered, wondering where this woman, who was almost ten years older than her, found the strength. 
 
    "Great!" Nina called out as she hopped up out of the bed in a burst of energy. 
 
    Dropping down beside the bed, Nina again opened the drawer in the base of the bed. Tracy was almost afraid what she would produce from it next. Afraid, yet intrigued at the same time. 
 
    "Since you also like guys," Nina said as she started standing up again, "I thought you might like to give this a go. I'm not much for being on the receiving end, but I do like wearing it." 
 
    As soon as she heard Nina's words, Tracy had a good idea of what she was talking about. She had never actually seen one before, except maybe in pictures on a few websites she had explored out of curiosity. Yet, if the baton they had just used gave her pause, the large rubber toy in Nina's hand almost made her head for the door. 
 
    It had to be at least ten inches long, and thicker than any man Tracy had known in the biblical sense. She could almost close her eyes and imagine it was the real thing, seeing that it was so lifelike, right down to the veins along the shaft and the balls hanging below. Around the base was a leather harness, complete with long straps that you could tie around your legs and waist. 
 
    "What do you think?" Nina asked, holding the artificial cock up higher so that Tracy could get a better view. 
 
    "What do I think?" Tracy thought, "I think I went to the party tonight with the idea that maybe I'd dance a little and have a good time. That I might even wind up blowing one of the guys, if not letting him get between my legs, if it really felt right. Instead I've gone to bed with a woman, had two of the best orgasms of my life, and now she wants to fuck me. What do I think?" 
 
    "Tracy?" Nina asked after a few moments, reminding her lover for the night that she was still waiting for an answer. 
 
    Five seconds passed, then ten, and still no words came from her mouth. 
 
    "Tracy???" 
 
    "Fuck me, fuck me harder," Tracy cried out as the woman behind her slammed her strap on cock deep into her once again. "God in heaven, I need it so bad and it feels so, so good!" 
 
    Nina had been fucking Tracy for almost a half hour now, bringing her to the brink of a climax and then backing off. Only to then start over once more from the beginning. It was a pattern that was driving the younger woman mad with lust - and she was loving it. 
 
    Nina moved her hands up and down Tracy's body as she continued to fuck her with increasing ferocity. Her fingers closed tight against the redhead's small breasts, squeezing them and playing with the nipples. Nina always got off being in control, and there was no time she was more in control than when she was fucking another woman. 
 
    Totally drenched in the combined sweat of their third bout of lovemaking, Tracy moaned like an animal as she clutched the sheet beneath even harder in her tightly balled hands. Never in the seven years she'd been sexually active had she ever experienced anything like what she was feeling now. If this was her last night on Earth, she would only have one wish - that she reached orgasm before she died. 
 
    Already, Nina had taken her further than she had imagined possible, and if she would just go on a little longer, Tracy knew heaven was hers. She was so close she could taste it. 
 
    Nina pushed Tracy's head and shoulders down against the mattress, giving her even greater leverage. The friction of her strap on against her own sex was enough to drive her into pre-orgasmic fits as well. Pulling out of her lover at the verge of orgasm grew harder each time, but still she knew she had to do it at least once more. 
 
    "Noooo!" Tarcy's mind screamed as she felt the pressure within her fade as Nina withdrew again. How could she do it when she was so nearly there. 
 
    It was a complaint that she dared not give voice to, for fear that Nina might stop for good, not just long enough for her to cool down and have to start up that steep hill to nirvana again. 
 
    This time however, the pause only lasted seconds. Just long enough for Nina to turn Tracy over onto her back and press deep inside her once more. The realization that they were going to reach that mountaintop this time brought an almost indescribable joy to the young redhead. 
 
    Tracy screamed in ecstasy as Nina drove her inorganic manhood deep within her, burying its full length. Their bodies became once again one, their burning flesh glowing with passion. 
 
    Face to face, their lips met, their tongues intertwined even as their bodies quaked in anticipation of a heart-stopping explosion. 
 
    With her last vestiges of strength, fueled by the blind desires of lust, Nina continued to pump away. She knew she couldn't keep it going much longer, but also knew she didn't need much more. 
 
    Tracy sensed the same thing as she wrapped her legs around Nina's waist, as if she feared she would play a cruel joke on her and once again take her joy away at the last moment. This was not to be, because not even Nina had the strength to deny herself what she knew was about to come. 
 
    "Fuck me!" Tracy screamed at the top of her lungs, loud enough to have awaken the people on the first floor had they been home. Even if she had been in her own basement room, in her parent's house, she wouldn't have cared. 
 
    One deep, final thrust and they were there. The violent eruption that had been building was unleashed and nothing could contain it. Their bodies shook uncontrollably as the fires consumed them. 
 
    They had no words to describe what they felt, not even to each other. All they knew was that it was good. So very good. 
 
    They also knew, there would be no fourth attempt. Like a forest fire that had all the air sucked out of it by an explosion, all of their passions had been extinguished in one soul shattering moment. 
 
    Tracy slept the sleep of the dead all day Sunday. When she finally crawled out of bed around dinnertime, she didn't even remember how she got home or what state she had been when she got there. Hopefully, it was in a respectable enough state that her parents didn't ask too many questions about where she had been. 
 
    Wrapping herself in her robe, she headed upstairs where her family was just finishing dinner. 
 
    "Well look who finally decided to join us," Karen Smith said as she noticed her older sister appear in the doorway that led up from the basement . 
 
    "You must've had a really good time last night," her father said, causing Tracy to carefully listen to his tone for signs of disapproval. 
 
    Hearing none, the twenty-four breathed a silent sigh of relief. Evidently, she had made it home in a presentable form. 
 
    "Would you like me to make you something to eat, dear?" her mother, Donna asked. 
 
    "No thank you, Mom," Tracy said, "I think what I'd really like to do is just go back to bed. I'm still pretty beat." 
 
    "Okay, dear," her mother replied with an understanding grin. 
 
    "Oh Tracy," Brian Smith said as she began to turn, causing her to stop in mid-motion and turn back around. 
 
    "Yes, Dad?" 
 
    "I understand that last night was a special occasion, so I'm not going to say anything about your staying out all night," he said, this time a seriousness in his voice. "But I don't expect you to be making a habit of it. Not while you're still living under my roof." 
 
    "Don't worry, Dad," I don't think I could ever have another night like last night if I tried." 
 
    With that, she headed back down to her room, to still much needed sleep and thoughts filled with the magic of mistletoe, and a night when she'd had her Christmas stocking truly stuffed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 14 
 
    If you don't need me for anything else," the blond young man said as he picked up the small pile of folders off his boss's desk. "I'll put these away and take off." 
 
    "Of course Tim," Jacqueline Kirby smiled. "Enjoy the weekend." 
 
    As the 22-year-old assistant closed the door behind him, Jacqueline leaned back in her chair and pulled a magazine out from the top drawer of her desk. It was the latest issue of "The Adventures of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl", a book she'd looked forward all day to kicking back and reading. 
 
    At 26, Jacqueline had been reading comics for over 20 years. Not surprising since her Uncle, Michael Kirby, had founded Creative Comics in the mid 1960's. Since then, the company had enjoyed moderate success, but never came close to challenging the industry leaders. Not until four years ago that was. 
 
    Fresh out of college, Jacqueline or Jackie as her family called her, had gone to work for Creative. It seemed the natural thing to do at the time. After all, she'd been working there part time since she was 16 and had learned the business from the ground up. 
 
    Then, four months after she'd started, Mike Kirby had a major heart attack and decided to retire. As the majority stockholder, it was his decision that Jackie replace him. He'd worked too long and hard to hand 'his' company over to someone outside the family. 
 
    For the first year, Jackie made few real changes. After all, some of the people now working for her had been in the business when she was in kindergarten and didn't readily appreciate interference from a 21-year-old who inherited the job. 
 
    All that changed, however, the day Joanna Simon showed up in the outer office. Jackie remembered that day well. 
 
    In her ten years as the receptionist for Creative, Karen Wilson had seen too many young men and women like Joanna to take her too seriously. A portfolio under her arm, the 17-year-old had patiently waited all day for a chance to "show her stuff". Dozens of hopefuls showed up every year, especially towards the end of school. They made the rounds of the major comic companies, and then tried the smaller ones. Each was convinced that they held in their case the next Superman or X-Men. 
 
    One of the few changes Jackie had made when she took over was that these aspiring artists and writers not be given the bums rush that too many companies gave them. Even if their ideas were worthless, what could it hurt to take a few minutes to look them over and offer some advice. After all, these were the people who brought your product. Also, one day you might actually strike pay dirt. You never know, she always reminded them. 
 
    The problem was that Joanna, or Jo as she liked to sign her work, had come by on the worst possible of days. A good part of the office had come down with some sort of virus and everyone who was left was scrambling to take up the slack against a rapidly approaching deadline. 
 
    Karen had suggested that she come back another day, but Jo insisted she would wait. She had used almost all of her savings for the bus trip to New York City and was sleeping on her cousin's couch. She couldn't afford to come back next week. 
 
    So she'd sat quietly in her chair, watching people rush in and out of the Editor In Chief's office. Mid-morning soon gave way to afternoon and then it wasn't long before the clock on the wall neared six. Karen began to pack up her things for the railroad ride home and then remembered the young girl. 
 
    "I'm afraid you're not going to be able to wait any longer," Karen said with as much sympathy as possible. "Maybe you could come back Monday when it's not so hectic?" 
 
    The look of disaster on the young girl's face touched a soft spot in the older woman's heart. She looked again at the wall clock and thought she could always catch the 07:10 train home. 
 
    "Wait one more minute," she said. "I'm not promising anything, but I'll try." 
 
    Instantly, Jo's face lit up with a thankful smile. 
 
    Stepping into the inner office, Karen explained the situation to Jackie. How everyone was so busy today that she hadn't even been able to get the young girl ten minutes with any of the editors. She hated bringing the matter to Jackie but hated even more telling the girl to come back Monday. Especially if she did, only to be told that her work really wasn't as good as she thought it was. 
 
    "Well we can't have that, can we?" Jackie said as she signed her name to the last of the pile of papers on her desk. "Give me five minutes to clean up and I'll see her myself." 
 
    "Thank you, Ms. Kirby." The 46-year-old said. Karen had never been able to get used to calling her boss by her first name. Even though she had two daughters older than Jackie was. 
 
    Truth be told, Jackie was dead tired. Getting everything out before the 5 o'clock deadline had been a real struggle. Still, she agreed with Karen, they couldn't simply send the girl away. The thought that if her last name hadn't been Kirby, she wouldn't get past the front door was never far from Jackie's mind. 
 
    The five foot seven brunette took three of those five minutes to use the small private bathroom. It was one of the few luxuries that her Uncle had allowed himself. Running her hand through her long shoulder length hair and then across her neck, Jackie thought that running this place was a lot harder than Uncle Mike had made it look. Competition was fierce and some of their major titles were beginning to lose some of their popularity - with the resulting drop in sales. 
 
    At times it seemed like the job required a 20-hour workday. She was an attractive woman she reminded herself as she looked into the mirror. When was the last time she'd gone out on a date? Probably just a month less than the last time she'd been laid she answered herself. 
 
    "Hi, I'm Jacqueline Kirby," Jackie said with a smile as she reached out and shook Joanna's hand. "Why don't you have a seat and we'll take a look at what you've got." she added as she guided the younger girl to the conference table. 
 
    Joanna was a half-foot shorter than Jackie with short strawberry blond hair. She still carried some of the baby fat of her early teens as well as braces that showed when she smiled. She was dressed in what Jackie guessed was her very best dress. 
 
    "Joanna Simon," the young girl said. "My friends call me Jo." 
 
    Her nervousness evident, Jo sat down and emptied her portfolio out onto the table. Jackie had to hide a smile at the girl's awkwardness. In many ways in was like looking at a reflection of herself only a few years ago. 
 
    "Can I get you something to drink?" Jackie asked, trying to put her at ease. "Some tea, or maybe a Coke?" 
 
    "A Coke would be nice," Jo stammered, remembering that she hadn't eaten since breakfast. 
 
    Jackie produced two cans of Coke from the small refrigerator behind her desk and placed one in front of Jo. She also laid out some of the leftovers from lunch. Taking a sip of her own soda, she told Jo to help herself as she sat down and began to spread out the storyboards on the table. She really hoped the girl had enough talent that she could let her leave with some words of encouragement. 
 
    "Hmm," Jackie murmured as she looked at a few of the drawings. "Most of these are pretty good." 
 
    "You really think so?" Jo asked, her eyes lighting up. 
 
    "Yes I do," Jackie answered, surprised at the level of professionalism in Jo's work. The girl had definite talent - that was sure. If it wasn't for the fact that she might be faced with laying off staff in a few months if sales didn't improve, she might consider hiring Jo as a staff artist. She was certainly better than some of those she inherited from her Uncle. 
 
    "You are talented," Jackie repeated. "Didn't they tell you that when you went to any of the other comic companies?" 
 
    "Oh I haven't gone to any other companies," Jo replied with a new confidence in her voice. "I wanted to come here first." 
 
    "Why here?" Jackie asked out of curiosity. Usually the kids hit the big companies first. 
 
    "I grew up reading Creative Comics," Jo grinned. "I used to dream about writing and drawing my own and having them appear under the CC Logo." 
 
    "I guess we should be honored." Jackie smiled back. In her mind she was trying to think of the best way to let this talented girl down. "We're pretty well staffed here right now," Jackie lied as she looked at a few more drawings. "You might want to try some of the other companies and. . ." 
 
    Jackie paused in mid-sentence as she opened a thick sketchbook. Laid out throughout it was the equivalent of at least a half dozen completed issues of a comic. The title on the front page was "The Adventures of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl." 
 
    "What's this?" Jackie asked. 
 
    "That's just a strip that I created for fun." Jo said. "I forgot it was in there." She added a little embarrassed. 
 
    "I think this is very good." Jackie said as she flipped through the pages. "Very good indeed." 
 
    "It is?" Jo asked in surprise. 
 
    Jackie was indeed impressed. Every aspect of creation was there. Pencils, inks, coloring, lettering - all of it done professionally. 
 
    "How long does it take you to do a page?" Jackie asked. 
 
    "You mean doing everything?" Jo asked, to be answered by a nod of Jackie's head. 
 
    Her answer made up Jackie's mind. Even if it meant firing some of the useless jerks her Uncle had kept on staff, she was going to hire Jo Simon. 
 
    "Well I couldn't offer you a lot, at least at first." Jackie smiled. "But what would you think of this as a starting salary." She asked as she wrote down a figure on a blank piece of paper. 
 
    "Oh yes!" Jo gushed as she looked at the figure on the paper. It was more money that she was earning in Taylor's Dry Goods back home. 
 
    "It's really not a lot," Jackie admitted. "Especially if you plan to live here in the city. But you would gain a lot of experience and hopefully in time I'd be able to increase it." 
 
    "I'll take it." Jo said. "When can I start.?" 
 
    She was eager all right, Jackie thought, almost as eager as Jackie herself was a few years back. 
 
    "How bout you come in Monday morning and we'll get you settled in." Jackie said. "I'll see what department I think you should start out in." 
 
    "Oh thank you, Ms. Kirby." Joanna said, her voice filled with the excitement of a dream come true. 
 
    "Do you mind if I keep this for the weekend?" Jackie asked as she held the homemade comic. "I'd like to read it and see if you're as good a writer you are an artist." 
 
    "Okay," Jo said a little hesitantly. It was obvious that she didn't really want Jackie to read the story but wasn't about to risk her new job. 
 
    "Fine, then I'll see you early Monday morning." Jackie said as she escorted her new employee out the door. 
 
    That had been four years ago. Over that weekend, after reading "The Adventures of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl" a dozen times, Jackie changed her mind about where she would put Jo. 
 
    Rather than make her an apprentice to one of the more experienced authors or artists, Jackie had decided to let her take on her own title. In fact, she had decided to publish the Adventures of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl. 
 
    That decision had been met with some derision from her staff. That she was out of her mind was one of the louder comments from the 'old hands'. That she was throwing away money the company could ill afford was another. The bottom line, however, was that it was her decision. One of the senior editors went so far as to call Mike Kirby and tell him what his crazy niece was doing to his company. 
 
    Mike Kirby had called his niece five minutes later and asked her one question. Did she really believe in this book? Then he wished her luck. 
 
    When the first issue of The Adventures of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl appeared on the stands, it was an instant sellout. For the first time in the history of Creative Comics, a book went into a second and then a third printing. With it came a storm of controversy, which only increased sales. People either loved or hated the book. There seemed to be no middle ground. 
 
    At first look, the series seemed to be an unlikely success - having almost none of the elements of any of the current popular titles. In an industry where publishers seemed to find hot concepts such as mutant superheroes and then work it to death, it seemed too risky to go out on a limb on something new and different. 
 
    First of all, the series was set in the late 1940's, a time few comic readers were familiar with. At first glance, the two main characters followed an old familiar formula. Ultra Woman was the secret identity of a policewoman who had tired of being delegated to traditional 1940's female roles. Mega Girl was a teenage girl she had saved from the streets. Neither had any special powers, relying instead on training and an assortment of gadgets. 
 
    The stories were pretty basic too, although they seemed to carry an underlining sexuality that you no longer found in Batman and Robin - the series they were most often compared to. In fact, just like the early years of Batman and Robin, there were complains from certain quarters that the underlining sexuality of the series was one of homosexuality. Or more appropriately in this case - lesbianism. 
 
    That accusation had made Jackie laugh. Aside from a single clothes-changing scene where you saw the two heroines in bra and panties, there wasn't a single slightly erotic scene in the book. In fact, unlike many of the costumes wore by present day heroines, Ultra Woman and Mega Girls were almost comical in the amount of clothing they wore. 
 
    No more amply endowed than Jackie or a vast majority of the women in the office; Ultra Woman hid it under a full double-breasted red tunic that resembled the police uniforms of that day. Mega Girl wore a simple long sleeve white pullover blouse with red trim and cape. The skirts both of them wore would do a catholic schoolgirl proud. 
 
    Of course the bad guy, or girl in this case, wore something a lot more daring. Yet even that was more than most girls wore on any public beach. 
 
    A year after the first issue hit the stands, Jackie was able to walk into the office with a pride in her decision. Each issue outsold the last and it wasn't long before the series went from a bi-monthly book to monthly and then just last week to a twice-monthly publication. 
 
    Today, Ultra Woman and Mega Girl topped the lists of favorite books. It was another source of self-satisfaction that four other Creative Comic series held places in the top ten. Of these, two were also Simon and Kirby productions. 
 
    With success came additional revenue in the form of Ultra Woman games, dolls and even lunch boxes. The final nail in the coffin in all those naysayers would come next month with the release of the live action film "The Adventures Of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl" in theaters across the country. 
 
    "Jackie, you have a minute?" said the voice from behind the tall brunette as she reached out to open her office door. 
 
    "Of course Jo," Jackie smiled as she turned and saw the bright face of her protege and partner "Just give me a few minutes to get organized and come right on in." 
 
    The confident young woman who stepped into Jackie's office five minutes later bore little resemblance to the nervous girl of a few years before. Jo Simon had lost the last of that baby fat as well as the braces. At 21 she still looked 17 but had lost all of her youthful awkwardness. 
 
    The nature of their relationship had changed over the years as well. The energy that Jo brought to Creative transformed the company. She proved a quick learner and took on more and more responsibility. Many of the old guard, irritated at having to work for Jackie in the first place, became positively livid at now having some kid give them orders. Many quit, to be replaced by much needed new blood. 
 
    The personal relationship between the two women changed as well. The sister like bond that formed almost immediately grew and grew as the 5-year difference in their ages lessened with each passing year. At times, it now even seemed like Jo was the more mature of the two. 
 
    "What's up?" Jackie asked as she poured a cup of coffee for both of them. 
 
    "I was wondering if you had any plans for the weekend?" Jo replied. 
 
    "Just a good book and a bottle of wine," Jackie laughed. "Why?" 
 
    "Comic-Con is this weekend, down in D.C." Jo said. "I was thinking it would be fun if we went." 
 
    "I wasn't aware that we'd been invited to be on any of the panels this year." Jackie said. 
 
    "We weren't," Jo said. "I don't mean going as guests. I meant going as fans and really having some fun." 
 
    "Oh." Jackie simply said. 
 
    She knew what Jo was getting at. When she first started at Creative, they went to all the Conventions. It was a lot of fun, mixing with the fans and basically being a little crazy for a day or two. Unfortunately the price of success had put an end to those days. 
 
    It wasn't like the two of them were known to people they passed on the street. The fans, however were a different story. They'd appeared in many of the trade magazines and had appeared in countless discussion panels. When they'd tried to simply walk around after a panel last year they had to be rescued by security from adoring fans. This year, with the movie coming out, it would only be worse. 
 
    "You know what happened last year." Jackie reminded her friend. 
 
    "I know," she replied. "And I've got that all figured out." 
 
    "Do tell." Jackie smiled. 
 
    "We don't go as ourselves," Jo suggested. "We go as someone else." 
 
    "Such as...?" an intrigued Jackie asked. 
 
    "Well a lot of people go to the Cons in costumes," Jo said. "As characters, so to speak." 
 
    "Costumes, characters..." Jackie repeated, guessing where this was going. "Any particular characters you have in mind?" 
 
    "Well you do have those costumes the studio sent over in your closet?" Jo said in a suggestive tone. 
 
    Sitting in the office closet were two costumes for Ultra Woman and Mega Girl. They had been sent over from the movie studio to be used in a publicity campaign. When the film opened, Creative would hire two actresses to play the parts and appear at various theaters. It was an old gimmick but the fans loved it. 
 
    At first thought, Jackie considered the idea of dressing up in a costume and going to the Con pretty ridiculous. After all, she was the head of a rising company and that wasn't the type of thing CEO's of companies did. Then she thought about how that was exactly the type of thing a younger Jackie Kirby would have done and how much fun she would've had doing it. 
 
    More importantly, she could see in Jo's eyes how important it seemed to be for her. It had been a rough year for her friend. The loss of her mother after a long illness had been followed two months later by Jo's sudden break-up with her boyfriend. That had taken Jackie by surprise as much as everyone else. She would've bet anything that Jo and Bill Thomas were going to announce their engagement at the office Christmas party. Instead, Jo had showed up alone and said that it was all over and that she didn't want to discuss it. To this day she hadn't mentioned it again. 
 
    "What the hell," Jackie laughed. "It's crazy enough to be fun. Okay, we'll go." 
 
    "Great!" Jo exclaimed. "I already got us two tickets on the Washington Shuttle flight tonight and a room at the hotel." 
 
    "Pretty sure of yourself, aren't you." Jackie said. 
 
    "Well we know who you have to blame for that." Jo smiled. "The flight leaves at 09:00 so you should plan to be at LaGuardia by 08:00." 
 
    "Aren't we leaving together?" Jackie asked. 
 
    "I promised Doctor Giordano that I'd stop by the children's ward and do some sketches for the kids." Jo explained. "So I'll meet you at the terminal." 
 
    The excitement on her friends face told Jackie she'd made the right decision. It would be an interesting weekend and probably a lot of fun as well. 
 
    "But if we're going to fly out of here tonight," Jackie thought to herself as the assistant Editor In Chief left. "I'd better get cracking on this paperwork. 
 
    The day passed quickly but the pile of papers on Jackie's desk didn't seem to shrink any. She considered asking Jo to stay a while and help but then discarded the idea. A few personal drawings for the kids at City Hospital were more important than anything she was doing right now. Whatever she didn't finish tonight could wait until Monday. She'd work until the last minute and then just leave it all. 
 
    The clock read 06:40 when Jackie finally pushed the last pile of folders into her side drawer. Enough was enough. She had sent the last of the office staff home an hour ago, not wanting to keep them for trivial stuff. There was enough of that during crunch time. 
 
    Jackie rubbed the ridge of her nose. Right behind it was a slowly growing headache. Too much paperwork. She'd have to have Tim make another appointment with the optometrist and get her eyes checked again. She'd been told to take it a little easier on her last visit, but of course she hadn't. 
 
    "I need some aspirin." Jackie thought. The last thing she wanted to do was get on an airplane with a headache. 
 
    A quick search of her desk produced only an empty bottle. A further search of Tim's desk in the outer office likewise came up empty. She recalled Tim mentioning that she'd wiped out the bottle of Tylenol he usually kept in his desk and he'd pick up more when he went shopping over the weekend. 
 
    "Well I know Jo keeps all kinds of emergency supplies in her desk." Jackie thought. "She even came up with a needle and thread the other day when one of the guys split his pants. Of course she just handed it to him and told him to fix it himself." 
 
    "Let's see," Jackie said as she opened the large top drawer of Jo's combination desk and drawing table. "Batteries, pencils, oh here we are, extra strength Tylenol." 
 
    Downing the two gel caps with a glass of water from the cooler, Jackie noticed that Jo's bottom drawer was slightly open. That was unusual in that she was somewhat fanatical about locking up her storage drawers. Not that she thought anyone was going to steal anything, it was just that she hated anyone seeing works in progress. 
 
    "I guess she was in such a hurry to get to the hospital she forgot." Jackie said as she reached down to close the drawer. 
 
    After two tries it was obvious that something inside was jamming the drawer open. Jackie pulled the drawer all the way out and began to empty it to find the obstruction. 
 
    At the bottom of the drawer, Jackie came across a thick manila folder filled with so many drawings that it had to be held together with a couple of thick rubber bands. Curiosity got the better of her and she pulled off the bands and opened the folder on the large drawing table. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Jackie exclaimed to the empty room as she spread out a half dozen of the drawings she'd found. 
 
    The pictures were all of characters from the Ultra Woman comics, but not the type you'd ever find on the newsstands. She picked up the closest sketch, it was one of Mega Girl being held captive by their arch-enemy - the Black Cat. In this case, however, Mega Girl was stripped to the waist and had her face pressed between the legs of an equally semi-naked Black Cat. It was so detailed that you could even see the dark hairs of the Cat's pussy. 
 
    It suddenly occurred to Jackie that the picture was also familiar. She'd seen it a year ago when one of the editors had downloaded a half dozen erotic fan drawings off the Internet. He had attached them to a memorandum suggesting that they follow the lead of some of the larger companies and try to sue the artists for copyright infringement. 
 
    Jackie had tossed the memo into the trash. She looked at the pictures in the same light as fan-fiction. The artists weren't selling them, they were posting them to share with other fans. If anything, Jackie had said at the time, they should think about trying to hire a few of the amateur artists - some of the pictures had been quite good. In one case at least, the Editor In Chief now knew why. 
 
    The next picture showed the same two characters. Only this time, Mega Girl had on her full costume and was down on all fours, her skirt pushed up over her back - exposing her pussy. Buried deep inside it was a large strap on dildo, worn again by a semi-nude Black Cat. The look on Mega Girl's face was pure delight. 
 
    Ultra Woman appeared in the next three images. Twice with her younger sidekick in various stages of undress and then once by herself with her fingers buried deep within her pussy. 
 
    "Hmm, its a pity we can't publish these," Jackie laughed to herself. "Might give some of those self-righteous assholes who complained about the book a few heart attacks." 
 
    Totally captivated, Jackie began to go through the rest of the pile. She found two more images she recognized from the Internet. It wasn't until she looked at about twenty-five more of the drawings that Jackie abruptly realized that there was something conspicuously absent from the collection. There were no men in any of them. 
 
    There was no shortage of male characters in the Ultra Woman series. In fact, at least half of those original Internet pictures that had been sent to her last year had been of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl being fucked or giving blow jobs to those characters. Of course none of those images had the quality of those she now knew had been drawn by Jo. 
 
    "Is Jo into women?" Jackie asked herself as she looked at another dozen images. "Is that why she broke it off with Bill Thomas?" 
 
    The surprise Jackie felt when she first found the drawings was nothing compared to that she felt when she unwrapped the last bunch. More detailed than any of the others, these had been both inked and colored. All of the pictures were of Ultra Woman and Mega Girl, either nude or semi-nude and mute testaments to a lesbian relationship between the two. What was different from the previous drawings were the features of the two comic characters. 
 
    That long ago day when Jackie had first read Jo's home made version of Ultra Woman, she's noticed a certain semblance between the depiction of Mega Girl and the real life Joanna Simon. It was a likeness that had increased as Jo lost some of that baby fat and paid more attention to how she looked. It had also come to Jackie's attention that the version of Ultra Woman that appeared in the first 'real' issue differed slightly from that of the 'homemade' one. 
 
    The new Ultra Woman bore a passing resemblance to Jackie herself. At the time, Jackie took it as a sort of thank you for the chance she'd given Jo. Remembering her Uncle once telling her that the original Captain Marvel in the 1940's had been made to look like the actor Fred McMurray, Jackie took it as a form of flattery. After all, it was only a passing resemblance, one that wasn't even that apparent to some people who worked there. 
 
    These pictures, however, gave no doubt. The Ultra Woman and Mega Girl captured in numerous sexual acts were clearly Jacqueline Kirby and Joanna Simon. The depictions were as detailed as photographs, Jackie noted, even down to the small scar she had on her left breast from a childhood accident. In fact there was even a picture of Mega Girl (Jo) kissing Ultra Woman - (Jackie) on that scar. 
 
    Jackie sat there for long minutes, not knowing what exactly to make of her discovery. As much as she wished she'd never found it, she knew she couldn't simply put it all back and pretend it didn't exist. She had to do something - but what? 
 
    The beeping of her watch alarm broke her train of thought. Knowing her tendency to loose track of time when she was working late, she'd set it to remind her when to leave for the airport. By now the car service she's called earlier would be waiting downstairs. 
 
    Quickly she replaced all the material she'd taken out of the bottom drawer in the same order in which she'd removed it. Jackie let out a sigh of relief when the drawer slid shut smoothly and she pushed in the lock. 
 
    Everything she needed for the weekend trip had been packing hours earlier and was waiting by the outer doors. Jackie just had to grab the case and the garment bag with the costumes and be on her way. As she watched the floors pass by on the elevator display, she again wondered what she should do about her discovery. 
 
    "I was beginning to worry you weren't going to make it." Jo said as Jackie stepped out of the car at the entrance to the shuttle terminal. 
 
    "I lost track of time." Jackie apologized as she paid the driver both the fair and a generous tip. He had gotten her to the airport in near record time, making up for her late start. A quick glance at her watch told her she was still a half hour late. 
 
    "We'd better run for it if we're going to make that flight," Jackie said as she picked up her bags. "What gate are we at?" 
 
    "No need to run, we've got plenty of time," Jo said as she picked up her own bag. "We're on the 09:30 shuttle." 
 
    "You said we were on the 09:00 flight." Jackie said. 
 
    "And if I said we were on the 09:30 you'd still be at the office." Jo smiled. "I know you too well." 
 
    "But how well do I know you?" Jackie thought as she followed her friend into the terminal. "Obviously not as well as I thought I did." 
 
    Jackie closed her eyes on the short flight to Washington. Jo didn't seem to mind and it gave her another chance to think about what she perceived as a change in their relationship. 
 
    That Jo might be a lesbian, or at least bisexual she corrected herself as she added the failed romance with Bill Thomas, didn't bother her. She had no problem with gay people. While she'd never actually had a relationship with another woman, she'd had a good friend who came out to her a few years back. 
 
    Susan Wong and she had been friends since they were in the junior year of high school. Along with Debbie Mazowiecki they'd been a female version of the Three Musketeers. When Susan revealed that she was a lesbian, it didn't shock her as much as the fact that she further confessed that she and Debbie had been imitate a few times over the years. The fact that she hadn't realized it shocked Jackie, not that they'd been intimate but that she hadn't realized the special connection between the two. She then understand why Debbie's decision to move to the west coast after college had hurt Susan so much harder than it had her. 
 
    Mentally she made a note to give Susan a call when she could. They hadn't talked in a few months. The last time they'd chatted, Susan had moved in with a new love. It was a pity she couldn't talk to her now, Jackie mused, her advice might be helpful. 
 
    No, the idea that Jo might be into women didn't bother her she decided. That part of the equation was easily settled. The hard part to consider now was the idea that if that were true - was she in love with Jackie? If so, how did she really feel about Jo? 
 
    After a quick cab ride to downtown Washington, Jo had another surprise for Jackie. She had called the people running the convention earlier in the day and told them that Creative was sending down a pair of actresses to play Ultra Woman and Mega Girl for the weekend. The organizers had been overjoyed at the news having had two of their 'stars' cancel at the last minute. They quickly arranged for the 'actresses' to appear as the finale to the Saturday afternoon panel groups. 
 
    At first, Jackie felt a little silly dressing up in the Ultra Woman costume Saturday morning. Jo on the other hand was full of enthusiasm. She couldn't wait to get downstairs and mix with the throngs of fans who had already filled the various exhibit rooms. 
 
    "Oh well," Jackie though as she adjusted the Ultra Woman mask on her face and combed back her hair. "At least no one's going to know it's me in this get-up." 
 
    "Time for action, Ultra Woman." Jo said as she tossed back her cape and assumed a heroic stance. 
 
    "Lead on, Mega Girl." Jackie laughed back, promise herself that she would make the best of it and have some fun. 
 
    With a sweep of her own cape, she followed the red and white crimefighter out the door. 
 
    It didn't take long for Jackie to genuinely find herself having a good time. It'd been a long time since she'd been to a Convention and been able to see it all from the perspective of the fans. There were so many people in costume that they drew few stares and even fewer comments. What few they got were usually restricted to 'nice costumes.' She found herself having so much fun that her concerns about Jo faded from her mind. 
 
    When Ultra Woman and Mega Girl appeared on the panel, the Convention organizers were horrified when the photo op turned into a question and answer session. Comic fans could be a funny bunch. If the 'actresses' couldn't answer questions about the characters they were playing, the fans would be more than insulted. One of the organizers remembered an incident a few years before when a costumed character proved so ignorant of his assumed identity that a near riot almost resulted. 
 
    Their worry turned to joy as Ultra Woman and Mega Girl fielded every question that was tossed at them. Even obscure references, the type that die-hard fans always seemed to come up with, proved no problem for the two masked marvels. The fans loved it. It was as if they really were the characters come to life. 
 
    Up on stage, Jackie and Jo were having the time of their life. It had become a kind of game between the two of them as they alternated answering questions, seeing who could come up with the best answers. It was a connection with the fans they had too long missed. 
 
    "I have a question for Mega Girl." the teenage girl said as she stepped up to the microphone, replacing the older man who had asked a question about the Black Cat. 
 
    Jackie could tell the girl was very nervous and smiled at her. 
 
    "Everyone knows that Ultra Woman has a crush on Sergeant Murphy in her civilian identify as Susan Warrington," the girl asked Jo as she took a deep breath. "What I want to know is ... doesn't Mega Girl love anyone? It seems such a shame that she's always alone." 
 
    Even from a few feet away, Jackie could hear Jo exhale loudly. She turned her head just enough to see a small look of panic on her friend's face. It lasted just a moment, then she seemed in control once more. 
 
    "Well of course, everyone wants to have somebody that they can love," Jo began, a slight hesitation in her voice. "And I assure you that Mega Girl is no different. In fact there is someone that I love, but at this point I'd rather not say who it is." 
 
    The fact that Jo answered the question in the first person wasn't lost on Jackie. Jo was answering for herself as much as Mega Girl. 
 
    "Will we ever find out who you love?" the girl at the microphone asked. 
 
    "I guess we'll all have to keep reading and see." Jo replied with a grin, her expression quickly changing from serious to jovial. 
 
    The next half dozen questions were easily enough answered and the master of ceremonies reluctantly drew the Q and A to a close. Much to the loud groans of still waiting fans. As they left the stage, the Terrific Two got a standing ovation. Jackie almost hated to leave. It had been an incredible high. 
 
    Two security guards quickly guided them to a house elevator and up to their room. The door barely closed behind them when Jackie made a sudden decision. She was going to ask Jo. 
 
    "I was surprised at the answer you gave that girl," Jackie said as she lifted the face mask over her head. "The one who asked about Mega Girl having a secret love. I don't remember ever discussing an idea like that." 
 
    "It's something that I've been thinking about for a long, long time." Jo replied. "Almost, I guess, from the beginning." 
 
    "And am I suppose to guess who this secret love is?" Jackie said, stepping a little closer. 
 
    "I think you already know." Jo said. 
 
    "And if I do?" came the reply. 
 
    "I guess I'm wondering what you want to do about it?" Jo said. 
 
    Jackie seemed loss in thought for a few moments, then reached out and lifted the small mask off Joanna's face. She dropped it to the floor and placed her gloved fingers on each side of Jo's now exposed face. 
 
    "I guess, I should do something like this." Jackie said as she bent forward and kissed Jo on her lips. 
 
    It took Jo a moment to realize what was happening, but only a moment. She threw her arms around Jackie and responded to the kiss with all the passion she felt inside herself. As she knew they would be, she found Jackie's soft lips warm, inviting, and oh so responsive. It was a forbidden dream become reality, one that she had wanted for so long. 
 
    "Oh God, Jackie," she said with tears in her eyes as they broke the kiss. "You don't know how long I've wanted you to do that." 
 
    Wiping away some of the wetness on the shorter woman's cheek, Jackie smiled. Until just a minute ago, she couldn't have imagined her kissing another woman the way she had just done. 
 
    "Jo, I've never done anything like that before." she said as she pulled off her red gloves to caress Jo's face with her bare hands. "And part of me still can't believe I did it." 
 
    That was the honest truth. Back when Susan Wong had first come out to her, Jackie had wondered for a while what it might be like having sex with another woman. The question didn't stay with her long because she couldn't imagine herself ever being sexually involved with someone without there being an emotional attachment as well. Something she didn't think likely to happen. At least until this moment. 
 
    "I hope you meant it." Jo said as she finally finished crying. 
 
    "I meant it," Jackie replied as she traced the outline of Jo's lips with her outstretched finger. "I don't think I've ever meant a kiss more." 
 
    "And is there going to be anything more than a kiss?" Jo asked. 
 
    "I'm totally in the dark here," Jackie said as she smiled. "You're going to have to help me along." 
 
    "Jackie, I've never done it with a woman before either." Jo confessed. "I just know it wasn't right with Bill - that I didn't feel quite complete." 
 
    "Well, I guess it's too late for us to send out for an instruction manual?" Jackie laughed as she took Jo in her arms. 
 
    "I'm sure we'll figure it out." Jo giggled as she returned Jackie's embrace and buried her head against the taller woman's red covered breast. 
 
    Jackie took Jo's hand and led her into the bedroom. It was your typical hotel fare, two double beds and the mass-produced painting hanging overhead. Not exactly a romantic love nest, but she quickly reminded herself it was the company, not the location that mattered. 
 
    Seating Jo on the bottom edge of the bed, Jackie reached up and started to undo her Ultra Woman costume. She had just undone the first of the six golden buttons on her tunic when Jo reached up and stopped her. 
 
    "Please," she said. "Let me." 
 
    Jackie paused and saw the look of desire in her friend's eyes. 
 
    "Of course." Jackie smiled. 
 
    Jo stood up and kissed Jackie. It was a brief, light kiss. Just enough to say thank you. Then her smaller hands reached for the clip that held together the edges of Ultra Woman's cape and undid it, sending the white cloak to the carpeted floor. 
 
    "I think I've been in love with you since that first day in your office." Jo said as she undid two more of the red tunic's buttons. "I've thought about this day so often that it almost doesn't seem real. I'm afraid that any moment I'm going to wake up and discover that it's just another dream." 
 
    "Trust me, " Jackie said as she felt the folds of her tunic fall open. "This is no dream." 
 
    In response, Jo kissed the top of Jackie's now exposed breasts, placing her left hand against the simple white bra that held them in place. The action sent a warmth across Jackie's chest. 
 
    "You have such beautiful breasts," Jo said as she felt the nipples harden through the thin material. "I wish I had breasts like yours." 
 
    "At the moment, I think you do." Jackie laughed as she felt Jo's hand slip beneath the white material and make contact with the warm flesh beneath. "Oh yes." she gasped as she felt Jo's fingertips brush against her nipple. 
 
    With her free hand, Jo undid the center clasp that held the bra in place and popped it open. Once free, it fell down to Jackie's waist, exposing the pale mounds and the soft hand cupping one of them. 
 
    Jackie loved the beach but lacked the nerve to sunbathe topless. As a result, the outline of her bathing suit was clearly defined by the area it had covered. Just off the center of the pale white breasts sat wide areola capped by long thick nipples - the rich pinkness of which attracted Jo like a moth to a flame. 
 
    The younger girl reached out with her tongue and licked the hard tip in the center. Then she traced the outline of the pink circle, enjoying the reality of what she had only done in late night dreams. Leaning closer, she guided Jackie's breast to her mouth, until the dark pinkness vanished between her lips. 
 
    "Mmmm" Jackie purred as Jo switched her attention to her other breast and duplicated her efforts. 
 
    Using both her hands and mouth, Joanna continued to fill Jackie with delight. Hungrily, she sucked at each nipple, covering the soft skin around them with her saliva, leaving wet trails across the pale mounds. 
 
    This oral ballet went on for what seemed to Jackie to be an hour, but in reality was only bout a quarter of that. Eventually Jo let the objects of her desire slip from her mouth and against pressed her lips again Jackie's own. 
 
    Her appetite for the woman in her arms now ravenous, Jo's kisses filled with fire. Her tongue glided into Jackie's mouth, finding a passion that was quickly building to match her own. 
 
    Jackie took hold of the edges of the red trimmed blouse of the Mega Girl costume and pulled it up and over her head, where it also dropped to the floor - cape and all. She also took a few moments to rid herself of the remnants of her own costume top. 
 
    Jo's bra locked in the back, but opened just as quickly. Unlike the rounded contours of Jackie's mounds, Jo's breasts were conic in shape. The areolas of which stuck out like the tops of salt and pepper shakers. Jackie had once seen a girl with similar breasts back in high school and remembered other girls referring to them as 'puffies'. Whatever they called them, she found them as inviting as Jo had found hers. 
 
    It was also readily apparent by the even all over tan that Jo didn't share Jackie's reluctance to taking off her suit at the beach. 
 
    As part of her lovemaking technique, Jackie often caressed the nipples of male lovers, going so far as to ply them with her tongue. Now she quickly discovered it was much more fun doing it with another girl. 
 
    "Oh Jackie!" Jo gasped as she felt Jackie's tongue play across her breasts. She took hold of the back of the brunette's head and held her fast against her mounds, running her fingers through the long locks as she did. "I want you to love me so much." 
 
    "And I want to love you," Jackie replied as she again kissed Jo passionately, not realizing until this moment just how true that statement was. 
 
    Both women held each other tightly, exchanging kisses and rubbing their breasts against each other. Their eager hands explored each other's topless bodies - covering them with both a gentle touch and soft caress. 
 
    "I guess I should tell you that I found your drawings." Jackie said as she paused to catch her breath. "It was an accident. I was looking for something for a headache." 
 
    Jo froze for a moment, a look of worry on her face. 
 
    "What did you think of them?" Jo asked, a touch of concern in her tone. 
 
    "Well I guess I should be thankful for them," Jackie said as she kissed the top of Jo's head. "Because if it wasn't for me finding them, we wouldn't be here right now - doing what we're doing." 
 
    The concern on Jo's face turned to delight. 
 
    "I have only one question though," Jackie asked, brushing away a loose string of hair from Jo's face. "Who are you really in love with? Is it me? Or is it Ultra Woman?" 
 
    "You are Ultra Woman," Jo responded with a soft kiss. "Without you she would've just been some old drawings in a notebook. I think that concentrating my sexual attraction on Ultra Woman was a safe way of dealing with it. A way to keep fantasy and reality separate enough that I could deal with you in the real world." 
 
    "And now...?" Jackie asked. 
 
    "And now I just want you to hold me tight," Jo beamed. "I want you to take me and be my love. Today, tomorrow, and forever." 
 
    There were no more words to be said, both women were sure of that. The world beyond these four walls no longer existed, only the beating of each other's hearts. 
 
    Jackie undid the clips holding the Mega Girl skirt and let it slide to the floor. Jo lifted her feet and kicked it away. Her panties and boots followed suit. 
 
    Guided by Jackie's hands, Jo climbed onto the closest bed. The taller woman crawled right behind her. Leaning over her, Jackie kissed Jo's belly button. Then she kissed her way downward, quickly reaching the edge of the thick patch of strawberry blond hair. She shifted position to glide in between Jo's outstretched legs. 
 
    An aroma of arousal filled her nostrils as Jackie kissed the damp patch. She'd never imaged she could be so turned on by the scent of a woman. Her tongue reached out and traced a line along the center of Jo's wetness, giving Jackie her first taste of another woman. She closed her eyes for a moment to savor the experience. It made her feel just a little lightheaded. Much later in retrospect, she would decide it had come easier than the first time she'd tried to take a man into her mouth. 
 
    "Oh yes, Jackie," Jo said as her body jumped at the touch. "I've always imaged it would feel this wonderful." 
 
    Encouraged, Jackie moved her pulsating mouth closer and sought out Jo's clit. Like she joked before, she had no experience to guide her, but her imagination would surely serve. What amazed her most was how natural it all seemed. 
 
    Jackie reached out and parted the wet lips with her fingers, moving her tongue between them, driving it deep inside. Holding the folds with the outstretched fingers of one hand, the brunette gently slid the index finger of her other hand inside Jo's pussy. 
 
    Quickly covered by a thick coating of lubricating juices, her finger effortlessly slid inside. Slowly, Jackie pushed her finger in as far as it would go, then eased it back. She repeated the motions again and again, moving faster and faster as she went. 
 
    Alternating between her finger and her tongue, Jackie delighted Jo more with each stroke. A rhythm quickly developed as Jo reached down and held her friend's head between her legs, then lurched forward with each movement of her lover's tongue. 
 
    "Oh yes, Jackie," Jo moaned as she squirmed on the bed. "Fuck me with your tongue!" 
 
    It surprised Jackie to hear Jo use the F-word, it was the first time she had ever heard it spill from her lips. But then again, she couldn't think of any place it would be more appropriate. 
 
    Spurred onward, both by Jo's verbal and physical encouragement's, Jackie thrust her tongue deep inside the younger woman's love canal. The analytical side of her mind wondered why so many men were hesitant to go down on a woman when she was finding it so much fun. 
 
    "Oh God, Yes!" Jo shouted as Jackie's darting tongue found just the right spot. 
 
    Jackie took her cue from Jo's cries and centered her attentions on that mark. 
 
    Jo thrusted her pelvis forward, trying to drive Jackie deeper within her. More than happy to accommodate her desire, the older woman began a series of furious motions with her darting tongue. The light haired woman moaned loudly as Jackie gripped her ass cheeks and pressed her face hard against her wetness, sucking hungrily. 
 
    Jo began to gyrate faster as she felt herself nearing climax. Jackie could feel the changes in Jo's body and tried to drive her tongue even deeper within her lover, increasing the speed of her caress. 
 
    Jackie was taken by surprise when Jo suddenly tensed up and pulled her head tight against her pussy, holding her in place with both her hands and legs. Her body quaked and sweat ran down her breasts as her vaginal muscles contracted around the instruments of her pleasure. Then like a wave breaking against the shoals, Jo orgasmed with a frightening intensity. 
 
    Instinctively Jackie opened her mouth to call out, only to have her words cut out by a sudden eruption of feminine nectar. Held close as she was, her face was soon covered with the warm honey as Joanne trashed about in ecstasy. It had been a long time since she'd had a sexual release other than masturbation. It was her first orgasm at the touch of another woman - and it had been explosive. 
 
    "I have to be dead," Jo said as she opened her eyes and stared at the blank whiteness of the ceiling above. "Cause I can't image anything in life being better than that." She laughed. 
 
    "I guess that's a compliment." Jackie replied as she climbed up alongside Jo. "At least I'm going to take it as one." she smiled. 
 
    "And now it's my turn to do that for you." Jo gushed, the excitement in her voice causing her words to race. 
 
    Jo took Jackie's face in her hands and kissed her long and hard. She could taste small residues of her orgasm as she licked the corners of the brunette's soft lips. It was a flavor she was familiar with, having sampled her own juices over the years. How much more exciting it was, she thought, to taste them on the lips of a lover. 
 
    Words couldn't express how fantastic her orgasm at Jackie's tongue and fingers had been. Bill hadn't had that phobia that she heard a lot of guys had, about going down on a woman. But even so, he usually only did it long enough to get her wet enough for penetration. Not that the orgasms she'd gotten from intercourse hadn't been good, she was honest enough to admit they had been. But the one she'd just experienced had been really great. 
 
    Now she was determined to give Jackie the same. 
 
    Jo stretched Jackie out on the bed, letting her eyes run across her naked body from head to toe. It had to be, she thought, the most beautiful sight she had ever seen. 
 
    "I feel like a kid who got locked overnight in the candy store," Jo laughed. "Everything looks so good I don't know where to start." 
 
    "You make me feel like I should cover my body with chocolate syrup." Jackie laughed back. 
 
    "Well, I could call room service," Jo grinned as she crawled back onto the bed. "But I've got a better idea..." 
 
    Taking hold of each of Jackie's long legs, Jo spread them apart and slid between them. Both of her hands glided along the soft flesh of Jackie's thighs until they came together at the damp, hairy mound between them. Her left thumb rubbed along the center, briefly parting the pink folds beneath the dark patch. 
 
    Then, with a wide smile, Jo brought her face close enough to replace her thumb with her lips. The first kiss was soft, and ever so brief. At the same time, it was endless - the fulfillment of a thousand dreams. 
 
    Joanna thought back to the first moment she became aware of her interest in other girls. It was back in junior high school, when most of her girlfriends had begun discussing boys. They'd talked about their cute smiles, how nice some of their bodies looked - which boys had the best muscles. On a few late nights, there had even been some interesting speculation about who might have the biggest cocks. 
 
    It was on one of those nights that Jo realized that she was more interested in the gentle curves of her friends developing bodies, the emerging bosoms they all secretly compared. The gentle softness of their lips. It was a secret she had kept to herself - until today. 
 
    As much as she wanted the touch of some of those girlfriends, it was nothing compared to the secret fires that Jackie had ignited within her. Fires that now filled her young body like a raging bonfire. 
 
    With skill practiced in innumerable daydreams, Jo reached out with her tongue and parted the way to Jackie's clit. Up and down it glided, sending ripples spreading out from Jackie's sexual core - increasing with intensity with each passage. 
 
    Soft moans issued from Jackie's lips, manifestations of the joy Jo had brought her. The sound filled the younger woman's ears, matched by the pounding of her own heart. 
 
    "Oh yes, that's the spot," Jackie purred as she felt Jo's tongue send a jolt of rapture through her supine form. 
 
    Jackie truly loved having her pussy licked, it was a talent she highly prized in a lover. Joanne didn't quite possess the skill others who found themselves between Jackie's legs might have had, but she did have enthusiasm. And right now that was more than enough. 
 
    Jackie laid back, eyes closed and waded in the waves washing across her. Her pussy throbbed with excitement as Jo's tongue drew more and more sweet nectar. She buried her face between Jackie's thighs, causing the brunette to erupt again in a burst of sweet honey. 
 
    "Mmmmm" Jo moaned as she sucked the fruit of her labors into her mouth. 
 
    Jackie was now lost to the world as succeeding torrids of ecstasy raced through her. She gripped the sheets beneath her tightly as her body shook twice more. Finally she could take no more, feeling both exhausted and satisfied. All resistance faded from her body as she gave way to the thunder crashing within. 
 
    Jo lay there for long moments, cradled between the softness of Jackie's legs. The warmth of contentment filling both her face and heart. Nothing in her life had ever felt so right. Happy seemed such an inadequate word just now. But then again, right now she didn't need words. 
 
    Words also seemed to fail Jackie as she reached down and gently stroked Joanna's hair. If she could read minds, as one of Creative's more successful characters could, she'd find that her thoughts mirrored Joanna's. The lovemaking she's just shared was as close to perfect as she could imagine. And deep inside, she knew that it could only get better. She wondered what Jo's opinion was on the use of toys. 
 
    The sudden ringing of the phone interrupted both their thoughts. Jo rolled over and off Jackie in order to let her sit up to answer it. Swinging her legs over the side of the bed, Jackie picked up the phone and began talking. 
 
    Jo ignored the short conversation, preferring instead to run her fingers up and down Jackie's back. Planting a kiss at the base of her neck as she did. 
 
    "How bout that," Jackie said as she hung up the receiver and turned back to her lover. "It seems we were such a big hit this afternoon that they'd like us to headline the costume call tonight. I told them that we would. I hope that's okay with you?" 
 
    Oh yes, of course," Jo smiled as she extended the line of her fingers path until they crossed Jackie's breasts as well. "That's was the second most fun I had today." she added with a grin. 
 
    "Well," Jackie said as she took Jo's hand in hers and kissed it. "I guess we should make some kind of attempt to clean ourselves up. They want us downstairs by five thirty. I want to make a few calls back to New York so why don't you hop in the shower first." 
 
    Jo looked a little reluctant to let go of Jackie. Now that they'd shattered the barrier between them, she didn't want to leave her side for even a moment. Then reality reimposed itself and she realized how silly that was. She kissed Jackie softly and then headed for the bathroom. 
 
    Jackie waited until she heard the sound of the shower running before she got up from the bed and quietly walked over to the bathroom door. Just as silently she opened in, catching sight of Jo thought the opaque shower curtain. She lied when she said that the organizers wanted them downstairs by five thirty. Actually they wanted them at seven. A little turnabout was fair play after all. 
 
    She stood there a few moments watching the outlined form of Joanna's back through the curtain. The image brought renewed warmth to her breast. 
 
    "I guess this is a job for Ultra Woman!" she said silently to herself as she pulled open the curtain and stepped inside. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 15 
 
    Sharon Byrnes hummed an old 60's tune as she walked the streets of Greenwich Village. Never mind that the song had been recorded two years before she'd been born, it always made the 27 year old feel good. And today was definitely a day for feeling good. 
 
    She had been hired by a large local clothing manufacturer to set up a new computerized inventory system. Her contract with the firm had called for her to have the system up and running in four weeks. Instead, she had finished it in three, making the fourth week's salary a bonus. 
 
    Walking down the street, the tall brunette drew the glances of several male passerby's. She gave them no notice. She was far too interested in the warmth of the sun on her face and the feel of spring in the air. It felt so good to be able to shed that heavy winter coat and finally walk the streets in just a light blouse and skirt. 
 
    So fine was the weather and with it her mood, Sharon had canceled her late afternoon appointment and spent the last few hours exploring the local stores. It'd been a long time since she had visited this part of lower Manhattan, but she always remembered it as a place where you could find something totally new with the turn of a corner. 
 
    So it was that a small sign on a walk down storefront caught her attention. It simply said "Violet Rose." 
 
    Unlike most of the shops along the way, no wares filled the windows. Instead, the whole window display consisted of a single violet rose laying on a white silk pillow. 
 
    Intrigued, Sharon started down the steps. She was surprised to find the door locked. Perhaps the store hadn't opened yet. She was about to retrace her steps back up to the street when a buzzer sounded and the door opened with an audible click. 
 
    Stepping inside the small foyer, Sharon noted a small video camera hanging from the ceiling. She had seen similar security setups in jewelry stores. Wondering what kind of store this could be, she opened the second door. 
 
    Once inside, Sharon saw a long u-shaped glass display cases that ran alongside the interior of the store. It reinforced the idea that this had once been a jewelry store. But the items in those cases as well as on the walls caused her to take a step back. Filling every case was the most extensive collection of sexual paraphernalia she had ever seen. Some of the wares were familiar to her, having seen them in mail order catalogues. Others were so strange to her that she couldn't even begin to imagine what they were used for. 
 
    Her blue eyes ran across the collection of leather goods, oils and lotions. Then across to the wall behind it and its large display of S & M gear. Still standing at the entrance, Sharon was trying to decide if she wanted to stay or leave. Then she saw the rather large selection of vibrators and dildos in the far display case. 
 
    "What the hell." she thought to herself. "I could use a new toy." she added, feeling just a little naughty. 
 
    Running her fingers across the display case as she crossed the room, Sharon smiled as she crossed over an assortment of handcuffs and other restraints. That was just a little too kinky for her tastes. 
 
    "Can I help you?" A voice from behind Sharon said. 
 
    The tall young woman jumped at the sound of his voice. She hadn't noticed the salesman before. 
 
    "Oh, you startled me." Sharon said as she turned. 
 
    The salesman smiled. He was incredible, Sharon thought. Muscular, over six foot tall, with curly blonde hair. He couldn't be more than 20 years old. Clad in a form fitting T-shirt that emphasized every muscle, the young man sent a quiver between her loins. 
 
    "Well, I'm looking for... I mean I was interested in..." Sharon began, suddenly feeling embarrassed. 
 
    Seeing her face turn red, the young man smiled even broader. It was a common occurrence in the store. People were really funny sometimes. 
 
    "Were you looking for a vibrator or a dildo?" He asked. 
 
    "Well, I'm not sure." came Sharon's response. "To be honest, I really came across your store by accident." 
 
    "Then maybe you should look around a little and let me know if you find something you like. My names Mark by the way." he replied before turning and walking away. 
 
    Sharon couldn't help but lean over the counter and admire his ass as he walked away. He had a really great ass. 
 
    Sharon spent the next twenty minutes exploring the various cases and displays. If nothing else, she was getting an education in erotica. At the same time, she was getting up her courage to perhaps ask that hunk behind the counter out for a drink. It wouldn't be the first time she'd pick up a guy, but this had to be the most unusual place she'd ever considered it. 
 
    Sharon was about to walk over and strike up another conversation when she noticed him buzzing another customer in. 
 
    It was another woman. About 5'5" and 160 lbs, the woman looked to be in her early 20's. She had a stocky build but her weight was so evenly distributed that Sharon wouldn't have described her as fat. Her face was rather boyish and she wore no makeup. Short black curly hair added to that image. Despite the fact that she had tremendous breasts, clearly visible through the plain white T-shirt, she didn't wear a bra. 
 
    With great familiarity, the woman walked across the store and behind the counter. The salesman smiled at her, obviously happy to see her. 
 
    "Could they be lovers?" Sharon thought as she looked at the mismatched pair. She'd seen stranger couples in her life. 
 
    A feeling of reassurance filled her when Mark kissed the new arrival on the cheek instead of her lips. Friends yes, lovers no. 
 
    The two spoke for a few moments as the woman glanced in Sharon's direction. The long haired woman quickly looked away, pretending to examine the selection of anal probes in the case next to her. 
 
    Then Mark left the new arrival and disappeared into the back room. Sharon watched out of the corner of her eye as the woman walked over behind the counter and stopped opposite her. 
 
    "Mark thought you might be a little more comfortable if I helped you." she said in a soft melodious voice that really didn't seem to go with her appearance. 
 
    "I think that would be better." Sharon smiled. 
 
    "Now what can I interest you in today." the saleswoman continued. 
 
    "Well, I was thinking I'd like a new toy." Sharon mused. "Actually, this is a spur of the moment thing. I only found your store by accident." 
 
    "We are a little out of the way." the short haired girl said as she and Sharon strolled back to the dildo and vibrator section. "And most of our advertising is done sort of word of mouth 
 
    "It is a nice shop." Sharon said for lack of anything else to say. 
 
    "Well I like it." came the response. 
 
    Ok babe, I'm out of here." called out Mark as he emerged from the back room. "I'm going to meet Peter at the gym." 
 
    Ok dear, have fun." the salesgirl called out as Mark quickly crossed the shop and out the door. 
 
    "That is one good looking guy." Sharon commented, not even realizing she'd said it out loud. 
 
    "That he is," the woman behind the counter agreed. "But I'm afraid you'd be in the wrong ballpark with that one." 
 
    Sharon looked a little confused. 
 
    "He's gay." she clarified. 
 
    "You're kidding." Sharon said. 
 
    "Ok, I'm kidding. He's not gay - only his boyfriend is." was the reply with a smile. 
 
    Sharon cursed her luck and really didn't hear what the salesgirl said next. 
 
    "So what's your pleasure this afternoon." she repeated. "I think he just walked out that door." 
 
    Sharon said under her breath. Then she replied in a louder tone. "I'm still really not sure, maybe you can suggest something." 
 
    "Certainly." came a cheery reply. "Can I interest you in a vibrator?" 
 
    "Hmmm." Sharon murmured as she looked down at the samples. "I actually have one of those, and all of these seem to look pretty much like it. Unless you've got something a little more powerful. You know, something that Black and Decker might make, a super-vibrator with four D-cells." 
 
    "No, I'm afraid they haven't gotten around to that yet." she replied laughingly. "It's a pity though. I'm sure they're missing an untapped market. I know I'd buy one." 
 
    Sharon laughed. "Well I guess a dildo then, I don't have one of those." 
 
    "Ok, lets see what we can do then." said the salesgirl as she brought a tray of samples out and put them on the counter. "We pride ourselves on our selection." 
 
    The woman's demeanor impressed Sharon. Regardless of her occupation, she took her work seriously. 
 
    "Have you been doing this long?" Sharon asked as she picked up a small dildo and examined it. "Been a salesgirl I mean?" 
 
    "Oh I'm not part of the hired help like Mark." she grinned. "I own this place." 
 
    "Really?" a surprised Sharon asked. 
 
    "Yes, really. My names Violet Carey. Violet Rose to my friends." 
 
    "Nice to meet you, Violet Rose." Sharon said as she extended her hand, to be met by a firm handshake. "Sharon Byrnes." 
 
    Somehow, she had thought that some businessman who hid his name behind a screen of dummy corporations would own a store like this. Someone who wanted the profits but didn't want his name associated with this type of enterprise. 
 
    "So now that we've been introduced, what say we get down to business." Violet said. "Would this be for personal use or where you planning to use it on someone else. If so would that be vaginal or anal use." 
 
    "I'm afraid I don't understand." Sharon said. 
 
    "Well its quite simple actually." Violet explained. "Would you be using this on a man, say your husband or boyfriend?" 
 
    "Oh, no chance of that, I'm afraid." Sharon answered. "Both categories are pretty empty these days." 
 
    "I see. I asked because that would give me an indication as to size." Violet said. "Do you have any preference as to color. Quite a few woman seem to like this model. " she said as she held up a large black hued rubber phallic. "Although I'd bet none of their lovers ever see it." 
 
    "I've never had an interest in that direction." Sharon said as she admired the craftsmanship and detail that had gone into the product. It even had tiny veins on the sides. 
 
    "It was just a thought." Violet said as she put down the dark rubber cock and picked up another to show Sharon. 
 
    The two woman chatted as they went. Sharon found it amusing to be buying a sex-toy in a store like this. Violet acted like she was selling a scarf in Macy's. After examining a few more models, Sharon asked if Violet had a personal preference. 
 
    "Sure," Violet said with a broad grin. "Wait a second, it's behind the other counter." 
 
    Violet returned a few seconds later, holding a rather large piece of rubber. She dropped in on the counter. Sharon was taken aback by its size, it had to be at least 10 inches long and thicker than any she had seen so far. It was also a strap-on. 
 
    "I think that's a little too big." Sharon said as she ran her gaze up and down it's length. It was as detailed as the smaller black one she had admired earlier. "I'd never be able to handle anything that big." she admitted. 
 
    "Oh you'd be surprised at what you can handle." Violet said as she ran her fingers across the dildo. "As long as the right person is on the other end of it." 
 
    Sharon looked deep into Violet's enveloping smile. She'd have had to have be pretty stupid not to have noticed that Violet was as gay as she said Mark had been. And that she had been coming on to her since she'd come into the store. 
 
    Not that Sharon felt awkward in being hit on by another woman. Back in her college days, she'd experimented a little with girl-sex. After that, she'd had a brief lesbian romp with a girlfriend following her divorce. But those had all been with girls that she would've described as feminine. This was the first time she'd drawn the attention of a butch. An attention that she found herself enjoying. 
 
    "It does sound interesting." Sharon said. "But since I don't live in the city, I'd hate to buy something that I'd have to come all the way back to the city to return. That is if you can return such things." 
 
    "Well there's an easy way around that." Violet said beaming. 
 
    "And that would be?" 
 
    "I'd be happy to give you a demonstration." 
 
    Sharon's face now also beamed. 
 
    Violet led Sharon to the back room. Surprisingly, instead of the storeroom she expected, Sharon found a small one room apartment. It had a couch, television, refrigerator and microwave. All the comforts of home. 
 
    "Do you live here?" Sharon asked as she looked around. 
 
    "No," Violet said as she pulled the blinds, flooding the room with sunlight. "It's just a place to crash when someone needs it." 
 
    "Pretty nice, I..." 
 
    Sharon was cut off in mid-sentence as Violet abruptly grabbed her and pulled her against her large breasts. Any cry she might've wanted to make was cut off by the crush of Violet's lips against her own. 
 
    The kiss was forceful, aggressive, more like that of man than a woman. Yet at the same time, it was exciting and intoxicating. It had been a very long time since Sharon had wanted to be taken forcefully by someone. Violet had connected with a primitive desire that was usually buried deep inside. 
 
    Continuing their exchange of lust filled kisses, Violet slid her hand beneath Sharon's blouse and fondled her smaller breasts. With practiced ease, she undid the front clip of her bra, letting her round globes fall free. 
 
    Sharon moaned softly as strong fingers played with her nipples. Violet's touch was a combination of both rough and gentle. Almost immediately, both nipples were rock hard. 
 
    Pulling against the yellow blouse, Violet ripped it open, sending several buttons popping to the floor. Sharon didn't have time to worry about how she was going to repair the damage to her outfit. Grabbing one of her now free hanging mounds, Violet lifted it to her eager mouth. 
 
    "Oh God, yes." Sharon sighed as she felt the alternating pain and delight of Violet's teeth and tongue working on her sensitive tips. 
 
    "Oh, baby, we're just getting started." Violet laughed as she turned her attention to the other breast. 
 
    Sharon ran her hand through Violet's short curls as she held her head tight against her breast. Not that the younger woman needed any encouragement. She found the feel of the short hair enticing. 
 
    Not were Violet's much larger mounds to be ignored. Already covered with sweat, her large thick nipples pressed out against her thin shirt. Sharon reached out with her one free hand and took hold of as much of one as she could. 
 
    Even through the material, Sharon could feel the warmth of Violet's skin. She couldn't wait to get past that thin cotton barrier. 
 
    She didn't have long to wait. Violet released her hold on the older woman and took a long step back. Grabbing the bottom edges of her shirt, she pulled it up and over her head. Her gigantic orbs bounced heavily as they fell back into place. 
 
    Freed of what little restraint her shirt had offered, Violets breasts were larger than Sharon had guessed. Her nipples were almost a quarter inch in length and the dark pink circles around them measured nearly three inches wide. Sharon's eyes riveted on a small violet rose tattooed on her left breast. 
 
    Violet took a heavy breast in each hand and lifted each in turn to her mouth. Her nimble tongue reached out and tickled the tips, then she took each rose petal into her mouth, whole. 
 
    Sharon was getting incredibly turned on by Violet's exhibition. Her hands slid down across her now exposed breasts and stomach. Then she lifted her blue skirt and reached for the already wet mound beneath it. Thankfully, she rarely wore panties. 
 
    A familiar feeling filled her as she felt her fingers glide inside her. It'd been a long time since she'd found herself this wet before anyone had even touched her sex. She played with herself for a few minutes, her eyes never leaving the sign of Violet suckling herself. Finally, Violet left her breast slip from her mouth and lifted both of them outward. Inviting Sharon to partake of their delight. 
 
    Never one to let an invitation grow cold, Sharon reached forward and cradled Violet's left breast, planting her first kiss right on her tattoo. A second kiss quickly followed, then a third, fourth and fifth. She quickly worked her way across the soft flesh until she felt the large nipple slip into her waiting mouth. 
 
    Violet sighed as she felt Sharon's tongue make contact. She'd had her pegged right from the moment she first seen her. Like a child with a favorite piece of candy, Sharon rolled her wet tongue around and around the dark pink circle, sending tiny jolts of rapture up and across Violet's ample bosom. 
 
    "God, I'd forgotten how good this could feel." Sharon thought to herself as she shifted her attention to Violet's other globe and began to feast on that. 
 
    Even as the younger woman delightfully moaned in response to Sharon's efforts, Violet slid her hand down between the brunette's legs. The carefully trimmed bush she found there was already wet. Instinctively, she slid two fingers in between her lips and began to pump them in and out. 
 
    As Violet's fingers began to move in and out, faster and faster, the taller woman was unable to keep up her mammary ministrations. She released her mouths grip on Violet's nipple and let it fall free. 
 
    Violet eased her back onto the couch and spread her legs wide. In a quick motion, Violet's mouth replaced her fingers. She only paused long enough to lick the tasty juices off her fingers. 
 
    A few minutes under the tutelage of Violet's talented tongue was enough to bring Sharon almost to the edge. It'd been such a long time since she'd felt this good. 
 
    "Oh God!" she yelled out as she felt Violet's warm tongue reach up inside her once more. "Don't stop! What ever you do, don't stop!" 
 
    Yet only a few minutes later, Violet did stop. It took a few moments for Sharon to realize it. Her eyes opened wide and sought out her lover. She found her a second later. Violet was now totally nude and was in the process of adjusting the strap on the strap-on she had shown Sharon earlier. Hanging down between her legs, it looked even larger than before. Strapped tight, a small nub at the base of the rubber cock extended into her own pussy, rubbing against her clit. 
 
    "Now the real fun begins." Violet smiled. 
 
    A sudden feeling of apprehension filled Sharon at the thought of being penetrating by that monster. It was bigger than any man she had known. She opened her mouth to say something but something held her back. Sharon remained mute as Violet reached out and pulled her up off the couch. 
 
    "Over the edge!" She ordered in an authoritative tone as she bent Sharon over the arm of the couch. 
 
    From a tube in her hand, Violet smeared a large amount of clear lubricant over the cockhead of her dildo. Then she pushed her slippery fingers down between Sharon's legs and up into her already lubricated pussy. She pushed all five fingers in, stretching the opening. 
 
    "Oooo" moaned Sharon as she felt the initial intrusion. 
 
    Violet pressed her naked body up against the back of Sharon's own. She lifted her hanging cock and positioned the head against the now saturated tunnel. 
 
    "Spread those beautiful legs, honey." Violet whispered into Sharon'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 Sharon's pussy before taking a firm grip and pushing it within her. 
 
    "Aaaaa!" Sharon yelled as she felt herself being penetrated . "Relax." Violet said as she eased the dildo out a little, before pushing it back in twice the depth of her first attempt. 
 
    Violet reach around and rubbed her fingers against Sharon's clit. Doggy style was her favorite position, it gave her such a feeling of superiority. Her frantic motions against the small nub at the top of Sharon's cunt helped distract her from the pain as Violet began to thrust deeper within her with an ever increased frequency. 
 
    Gradually, the pain lessened and gave way to an increasing pleasure. Even through the artificial cock, Violet could feel the walls of Sharon's cunt grabbing hold of her as she thrusted inside her one more time. 
 
    "You love this, don't you?" Violet asked between thrusts as she grabbed both of the taller woman's hips and pulled her ass hard against her. 
 
    "Oh yes," Sharon panted as she began to match Violet's rhythm and draw the dildo deeper inside her. 
 
    Violet slid her hands up and down Sharon'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 Sharon against her time after time. Violet always got off fucking other women in this way. All of that sensitive lover crap might've been ok for others, but she loved to be in control. 
 
    As short a time ago as this morning, Sharon would've never entertained the suggestion that she would let someone use her like this. Like just a pussy that was there for someone's pleasure. Yet that was exactly how she was letting Violet use her. And to Sharon's astonishment, that understanding was turning her on in such a way that she couldn't explain. 
 
    Violet pushed Sharon's head and shoulders down across the arm of the couch, 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. 
 
    Words between them were no longer possible, the best they could manage were animalistic grunts. Yet even those were being constantly interrupted by frantic gasps for breath. 
 
    Totally lost in the fury of her passion, Violet grabbed Sharon's long hair and pulled her head back. With a fierce fire in her dark eyes, Violet pressed her lips hard against the helpless girl beneath her. The taste of their tongues as they intertwined was enough to push her to within an inch of the abyss. 
 
    "Deeper." Sharon gasped as Violet's tongue slid out of her mouth. 
 
    Try as she could, it would've been physically impossible for Violet to get any more inside Sharon. At least in the position they were in. 
 
    "On the floor!" Violet commanded as she pulled the dildo all the way out. "On your back!" 
 
    Not even giving Sharon time to comply, the younger woman pushed her onto her back. She followed her a moment later and rammed the large rubber cock between her outstretched legs. 
 
    Sharon screamed in ecstasy as Violet drove the dildo it's full length within her. Violet's massive mounds pressed hard against Sharon's smaller globes, causing an electric tingling as their nipples touched. 
 
    Burying her temporary manhood deep inside her new lover, Violet's body quaked in anticipation of the explosion she knew was imminent. Beneath her, Sharon was lost in a similar state. 
 
    Continuing to pump away with all of her strength, Violet was taken by surprise when Sharon 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!" Sharon screamed at the top of her lungs. A cry so loud that for a moment Violet wondered it she could be heard out on the street. 
 
    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 bodyquake that ripped through each of them. 
 
    Sharon drove her nails deep into Violet's back as an orgasmic paralysis gripped her. Violet 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. Sharon was still aware of the massive cock-toy still filling ever 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. 
 
    Violet was simply too exhausted to even pull her strap on from within Sharon. Instead she simply stoked her now cool skin and planted a gentle kiss on her lips. The fires of aggression had cooled within her, and now all she wanted to do was rest. 
 
    The late afternoon sun had already slipped beneath the tall buildings when Sharon emerged from the small shop. Thankfully the small apartment in back had been equipped with a hand held shower. She would've really hated to have had to make the long trip home with the unmistakable odor of sex clinging to her. 
 
    Over the next two hours, as she rode first the subway and them the Long Island Railroad, Sharon gave little notice to the multitude of people around her. Instead her thoughts were focused on the narrow ten inch package she clutched to her breast. That and the promise that if she ever needed another demonstration of it's use, she merely had to ask. 
 
    With that idea, her smile grew ever brighter. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 16 
 
    "Here you go," Ellie Travis said to the well dressed woman on the other side of the glass counter as she handed her the small store bag continuing her purchase, "and thank you for shopping here at R.J. Nickels." 
 
      
 
    Ellie always felt a little silly saying that after every sale, but knew all too well that some supervisors were eager to write you up for not doing so. As her customer walked away from the counter, the short haired brunette took a moment to check her hair and makeup in one of the oversized mirrors. As she did so, she once again thought it incredible how some women were willing to buy a product, just because it had some celebrity's name on it. In the twenty-five year old's opinion, the cosmetics that woman had just purchased really weren't any better than the ones Ellie bought for herself at her local drug store at less than half the price. 
 
      
 
    Still, if some women weren't willing to spend a small fortune every week on overpriced cosmetics, Ellie knew she would soon be out of a job. Working the counter at the block long, midtown department store might not have been the greatest of jobs, but it was a job nevertheless. One that paid the bills and gave her enough flexibility to take some college courses designed to help her get a better position down the line. Plus, the job did come with some perks, including a generous employee discount, and while Ellie wasn't willing to buy her cosmetics here, discount or not, she did make use of it for clothes whenever she could. Despite having lived in Manhattan all of her life, there was no way she could dress the part, at least the image that television and movies projected, without it. 
 
      
 
    Glancing down the length of her counter, Ellie didn't see anyone else that needed help, so it gave her time to reflect on the state of her life. She would've been further along in her goals, she knew, if only she'd paid more attention back in high school, or even had a definite plan what to do afterwards. Unfortunately, if it wasn't part of her social life back then, few things merited her attention. Thankfully, those days were behind her now and while she still valued an active social life she tried to keep it in proper perspective. 
 
      
 
    The job, such as it was, was one thing she had going for her; having gone back to school was another. If she had to pick a third, Ellie would undoubtedly choose the nice two bedroom apartment that she lived in just a short walk from Greenwich Village. That she shared the apartment with three other roommates was something she usually failed to mention when she told people about it. 
 
      
 
    Sharing the five room apartment called for some compromises, she knew, the most interesting of which was when one of the girls had an overnight guest. Normally, Ellie shared one bedroom with Carol Murphy, and her other two roommates, Bridget Kelly and Alice Moore the other. If one of the girls was planning to have an overnight guest, three of them would use the larger of the two bedrooms, turning the smaller one over to the roommate with the guest. It was far from a perfect arrangement, since you really didn't always know beforehand if you were going to have an overnight guest. 
 
      
 
    Up until about a month and a half ago, Ellie didn't have to worry about any of that, because she'd had a steady boyfriend in David Graham, who worked in the store's delivery department. They'd met at a company function the summer before and it had been love at first sight. Okay, maybe lust at first sight, but love at eventually found its way in there as well. Or at least what she liked to think of as love. 
 
      
 
    Three inches taller than her own five six, David, who was also two years older, had the kind of body you normally associated with a professional athlete. Not surprising seeing, he'd been a high school jock who made the all city team his senior year. But high school and college football were two different things, and he dropped out of college after his freshman year when he was cut from the team. 
 
      
 
    And while he wasn't the brightest bulb in the box, Ellie had never gone for the intellectual type anyway. The twenty-seven year old blond was smart enough, funny and totally awesome in bed. In hindsight, Ellie sometimes though that it was because he was such a great fuck that it blinded her to other things that she might have otherwise noticed. 
 
      
 
    During the last month of their relationship, the subject of Ellie moving in with David began to occasionally come up. Usually just after they'd finished an exhausting romp in his bed. David would be all for the idea post coitus, but then his enthusiasm would usually fade come the dawn. Ellie didn't press the issue because, given the number of nights she slept at his West Side apartment, they were practically living together already. Eventually, she reasoned, he would come to realize it and make it official. 
 
      
 
    What Ellie never understood, however, was that David didn't see it quite the same way. In fact, his whole take on their relationship turned out to be quite different than hers, quite different indeed. It wasn't until the day of the electrical fire at the store that Ellie discovered how dissimilar their views actually were. 
 
      
 
    The fire had started in a storage closet a little after lunch and while there was no major damage or injury, the store had to be evacuated and the lingering odor afterwards precluded customers returning. When the decision was made just to close up for the rest of the day, it hadn't taken Ellie five minutes to close up her counter and head for the door. 
 
      
 
    A few of the other girls decided to make the most of the free afternoon and head over to Times Square, but Ellie had other plans. David had called in sick that morning and although he said he was feeling much better when she'd talked to him during lunch, she'd promised to stop by after work to be sure. 
 
      
 
    She'd had her cell phone in hand to call him, to let him know she would be early, but then decided to surprise him instead. She'd stop at the deli on the corner by his apartment and pick him up some soup in case he was still feeling poorly. If the opposite proved true, Ellie mused, well then, a nooner wasn't out of the question. 
 
      
 
    Soup in hand, Ellie used the key David had given her to let herself into the large apartment. Almost twice the size of the one she shared with her roommates, the rent controlled apartment still had his grandmother's name on the lease, which explained how a simple delivery man could afford to live there. 
 
      
 
    When she didn't find David in the kitchen or living room, Ellie left the soup on the kitchen counter and headed down the long hallway towards the bedroom, slipping off her loafers as not to wake him if he turned out to be asleep. If he was, she'd already decided to crawl into bed with him, if only to help keep him warm. 
 
      
 
    The door turned out to be slightly ajar and, silently peeking in, Ellie realized that she could've been wearing combat boots and it wouldn't have made a bit of difference. David was in bed alright, but not only was he wide awake, he wasn't alone. 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, baby," she heard David say, his voice just loud enough to carry to the door, "your fucking ass is so tight!" 
 
      
 
    "That's because your fucking cock is so big!" came the reply from a dark haired woman, who, like David, was facing away from the door, her features hidden. 
 
      
 
    Ellie didn't need to see her face, however, to recognize the heavily accented voice of Lola Sanchez, one of the floor supervisors at the store. Ten years older and thirty pounds heavier than Ellie, the twice divorced Latina had a reputation as something of a slut. Never one to give much credence to store gossip, Ellie had never fully believed it until now. 
 
      
 
    Without a word, Ellie had silently exited the apartment, but not before leaving her key atop a hastily written note on the coffee table in the living room. The note had simply said, "It's over." The two of them had not spoken since. In fact, David never even tried to call her to try and explain - not that there was any explanation that would've mattered. 
 
      
 
    "Well, it could've been worse," Ellie's best friend from the store, Carmen Silva, told her a few nights later as the two of them commiserated in a midtown bar after work. 
 
      
 
    "How could it have been worse?" a slightly inebriated Ellie had asked. 
 
      
 
    "David could've been the one with the cock up his ass," the thirty-nine year old Puerto Rican woman laughed. 
 
      
 
    Although she had laughed at the joke, Ellie had thought, if that had been the case, she might not have felt as bad as she did. Oh, she wouldn't have been happy by any means, but at least she might have understood the reason more. In all the times she and David had gone to bed, he'd never even suggested that he'd wanted to fuck her ass. It wasn't something that Ellie had done before, but that didn't mean she wouldn't have been willing to try. After all, considering the things they had tried, David knew she was far from a sexual prude. 
 
      
 
    David must've told some story to his co-workers, because it didn't take long for the word to get out that the two of them were no longer a couple. Ellie never bothered to try and find out what he'd said, but it couldn't have been detrimental, because soon after, a number of single and some not so single men began to drop by her counter with invitations that ranged from lunch to drinks after work. 
 
      
 
    All of which Ellie had turned down as nicely as she could. Some she told that she needed some time to herself, others that she wanted to just concentrate on school for a while. Some, she just simply said no to. Eventually, she got the message across and the invitations stopped. At least for a while. 
 
      
 
    What she couldn't tell anyone, not even Carmen with whom she shared almost every confidence, was that something had changed in her life. Something she hadn't been willing to share up to this point. In fact, up until the week before, Ellie wasn't even sure how she felt about it. The only aspect of it all that she had been sure about was that it wouldn't have happened if she and David hadn't imploded, and that there was no doubt that she was venturing into unexplored territory. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had all started only a few days before she walked in on David and Lola. With a two hour gap in between her Tuesday evening classes, Ellie had been enjoying a cup of coffee at her favorite shop down by Washington Square. Her enjoyment of the drink, however, was being offset by her difficulty in understanding the novel her English professor had assigned for the first exam, then only a week away. 
 
      
 
    Closing the book, having read the preceding chapter for the third time, Ellie still couldn't understand how the characters in the novel related to the questions the professor had brought up in class. Several times during her last reading, she had stopped and referenced her class notes, but found they didn't make it any clearer. It was becoming so frustrating that she was beginning to wonder if she might not be better off dropping the class altogether. 
 
      
 
    Absorbed with her dilemma, Ellie didn't notice that someone had sat down at the small table barely half a foot away from her own. It wasn't until the woman said something that she finally looked up and realized that she was there. 
 
      
 
    Her name, Ellie would learn, was Audrey Foster. Ten years her senior, although if she'd had to guess, the younger woman would've thought the difference no more than half that, she was wearing a pair of casual black slacks with a yellow top. Audrey also had curly, reddish brown hair that was cut in a style not much longer than Ellie's. 
 
      
 
    "Excuse me?" Ellie said, not having quite made out what it was that the other woman had said, but assuming that perhaps she needed something on her table. 
 
      
 
    "I said, I'm sorry to see that the professors at Eastside are still torturing students with that book," Audrey repeated. "That is where you're going, isn't it, Eastside Community?" 
 
      
 
    "Why yes," Ellie replied. "How did you know?" 
 
      
 
    "I had to read that novel during my first year there; I think every freshman does," Audrey replied. "Somehow, I doubt it's gotten any better with age, mine or the book's," she laughed. 
 
      
 
    "I'm pretty sure you're right," Ellie agreed with a smile, offering her hand as she introduced herself. 
 
      
 
    "Audrey Foster," the older woman said as she extended her own hand. "I think having to read that book helped inspire me to become a teacher, if only to save future students from having to suffer through it." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, can I transfer to your class?" Ellie asked with a laugh. 
 
      
 
    "You'd be more than welcome," Audrey said, "but I think you might feel a bit out of place. I teach over at West Side Elementary and most of my students are just hitting puberty." 
 
      
 
    "Considering some of the guys in my class now, it might not be so different," Ellie offered, recalling some of the lame come-ons she had been subjected to, in the first two weeks of class. 
 
      
 
    Audrey laughed at the remark, commenting that some men never outgrow that stage of life. 
 
      
 
    "Did you ever figure the book out?" Ellie asked. "I ask because I'm so totally lost that I don't even know where to start." 
 
      
 
    "Did your professor give you a list of questions you were expected to answer?" Audrey asked, leaning a bit closer to look at the notes on Ellie's table but not seeing any such list. 
 
      
 
    Ellie nodded in the affirmative. 
 
      
 
    "Well, let me take a look at it and maybe I can help a little," Audrey replied, "at least enough to get you on the right track." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I didn't mean I expected you to help," Ellie quickly said. "I was just looking for hope that it could be done." 
 
      
 
    "Be that as it may, I'd be more than happy to see if I can help," Audrey smiled. "Like I said, saving people from that book was one of the reasons I became a teacher in the first place." 
 
      
 
    Not about to look a gift horse in the mouth, especially one that applied to a problem that only a few minutes ago seemed insurmountable, Ellie quickly accepted the offer before Audrey could change her mind. Reaching into her notebook, she pulled out the list of questions and handed them to the older woman. 
 
      
 
    Question by question, Audrey took the time to explain just what each one meant, which turned out not to be always be what Ellie had thought it did, and how it related to the novel. By the time they reached the bottom of the list, Ellie had a whole new take on the reading matter and was certain she wasn't going to have any problems with the exam. It also wasn't until they'd gotten to the last question that the younger woman realized that she had taken up more than an hour of the teacher's time. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my goodness, I can't believe I held you up this long," Ellie said as she looked up at the clock on the wall. 
 
      
 
    "It was my pleasure," Audrey said, helping Ellie gather up her class materials. "I enjoyed teaching someone who was actually paying attention for a change." 
 
      
 
    "Well, it was definitely appreciated, believe me," Ellie said as she stuffed her notes back into her carry bag. "I wish I had the time to at least buy you dinner or something, to show how much I appreciate it, but I have another class in about twenty minutes." 
 
      
 
    "You don't have to buy me anything," Audrey said as she reached into her own bag and produced a business card, quickly writing something across it, "but I would really like to hear how you make out on the exam." 
 
      
 
    As she took the card, Ellie saw Audrey had added her personal cell phone number to the pre-printed address and phone number of the school. She promised that she would let Audrey know and dropped the card into her bag. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my, isn't that lovely," Audrey said as she suddenly noticed the small cameo pendant that Ellie wore around her neck, a white ceramic face on a green and gold-trimmed background. "It's the goddess Diana, isn't it?" she asked as she reached out and held it in her hand for a moment. 
 
      
 
    "Actually it is," Ellie replied, adding that it had been a gift from her grandmother and that no one had ever identified it before. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Ellie found herself looking right into Audrey's green eyes and saw something she really couldn't define. At least not coming from another woman. The feeling only lasted a heartbeat, but it was enough to make her feel a bit out of sorts. 
 
      
 
    "I...I really have to go," Ellie said as she picked up her bag and started to rise out of her chair. 
 
      
 
    "Remember to call and let me know how you make out with the exam, I'd really like to know." Audrey said, the smile on her face following Ellie as she headed for the exit. 
 
      
 
    Ellie returned an awkward smile of her own as she again thanked Audrey for her help. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Three weeks after her break-up with David, Ellie had been emptying her bag and found Audrey's card. She had gotten her exam back a week and a half before and had done much better than she had ever expected, scoring the third highest grade in the class. Because she had done so well, she now felt a bit guilty about not having called the teacher to thank her for the help. 
 
      
 
    "Well, better late than never," Ellie considered as she picked up her cell and started to dial the handwritten number. 
 
      
 
    The number rang a few times and Ellie hoped it would go to voice mail in another ring or two. Then she could just leave a message and appease her conscience. When, on the second to last ring before that, a live voice came on the line, Ellie was momentarily at a loss what to say. 
 
      
 
    "Hello?" Audrey said, pausing afterward as if she awaiting a response. "Hello? Is there someone there?" she repeated when none came. 
 
      
 
    "Hi Audrey, this is Ellie," the brunette finally said, wondering why she felt so nervous; after all, it was only a phone call. "I don't know if you remember me, but we met at the coffee shop off Washington Square a few weeks ago. You helped me with a book I was reading for class." 
 
      
 
    "Of course, I remember you, Ellie," Audrey said, the smile on her face evident in her voice. "I had been wondering how you made out on that exam. It's been so long that I'd figured you'd forgotten about me." 
 
      
 
    "Not at all," Ellie lied, not wanting to say she'd had a few more urgent things on her mind of late. "I only got the exam back a few days ago. You know how some professors are." 
 
      
 
    "All too well," Audrey said, "but don't keep me in suspense. How did you do?" 
 
      
 
    When Ellie told her, Audrey said that she couldn't help but be impressed. 
 
      
 
    "I don't think I would've gotten half that if you hadn't helped me that afternoon," Ellie heard herself say. 
 
      
 
    "Don't sell yourself short, Ellie," Audrey said in reply. "I just gave you a little nudge in the right direction; you did the rest on your own." 
 
      
 
    "Even so, I still owe you a lot," Ellie offered. 
 
      
 
    "Well, you did offer me dinner, as I recall," Audrey replied, "but I'll settle for a drink and a little adult conversation." 
 
      
 
    "A drink?" Ellie repeated. 
 
      
 
    "And a little adult conversation," Audrey also repeated. "You have no idea how hard that is when you spend most of your day with a bunch of teenagers who treat conversational English as almost a foreign language." 
 
      
 
    Audrey paused for a second, then, before Ellie could give a yes or no answer, asked if she knew a restaurant that was only a few blocks from the coffee shop where they'd first met. 
 
      
 
    "It's more of a little bar n' grill really, but a very nice place," Audrey clarified as she rattled off the address. "What would you say to Friday night about six?" 
 
      
 
    Ellie considered for a moment that, if Audrey had once been a student at Eastside, then she knew that they didn't have classes on Friday nights, which was probably why she picked it. Still, if she really didn't want to go, she could always say she already had plans - it was Friday night after all. 
 
      
 
    She was about to do just that, when the memory of that shared look back at the coffee shop flashed into her head. Both the memory and how it had made her feel. Without immediately realizing she had done it, Ellie said that Friday at six would be fine. 
 
    By the time six o'clock on Friday rolled around, Ellie already had two drinks inside of her, having gotten to the bar a bit after five. She'd wanted to check the place out and was glad to find that it was exactly as advertised. So much so that it made her feel a bit ridiculous to have even thought that it might have been something else. 
 
    It had been that look, that silly, stupid look that she couldn't get out of her head. The one that so reminded her of the first time she had looked into David's eyes and saw him looking back at her with an intensity that made her quiver. 
 
    Why, Ellie asked herself more than once, was she making the assumption that that look, and the feeling it generated, meant the same thing now? It was even a leap to think that Audrey was into other women. After all, Ellie had never had any sense of what some people referred to as "gaydar." Back in high school, there had been one girl Ellie had been sure was a lesbian, who turned out to be as straight as they come, and another that she would never have suspected as playing for the home team. And if she was actually right in all of her assumptions, then what was she doing here? It was all so confusing. 
 
    If any answer was forthcoming, Ellie didn't have the time to wait for it, because as she turned her head she saw Audrey coming in the door. She waved to get her attention and, as the teacher worked her way through the crowd, the salesgirl quickly finished what was left of her beer. 
 
    "I didn't think this place would be so packed this early," Audrey said as she squeezed into the space next to Ellie at the bar. "Normally it doesn't get crowded until about eight, but I passed their competition a block back and it was closed for some kind of renovations. Good for the owners of this place I guess, maybe not so good for us." 
 
    "It'll be fine," Ellie assured her, now feeling a little more relaxed by the drinks she'd already had. 
 
    A bartender appeared in front of them and Audrey ordered her favorite beer, adding that he should bring Ellie another of whatever it was that she had been drinking. 
 
    "I thought I was supposed to be the one thanking you," Ellie said as the bartender went off to get the drinks. 
 
    "You can get the next round," Audrey said as she pointed out that one of the small tables against the wall had just been vacated. "Grab that table if you can, I'll be right behind you with the drinks." 
 
    Ellie barely made it to the table ahead of two guys who had also spotted it. For a moment, it looked like they might have wanted to join her but, as Audrey showed up with the drinks, a cold look from her sent the two of them off in the other direction. 
 
    "So tell me about yourself, Ellie," Audrey said as she took a sip of her beer and judged it satisfactory. "I didn't get a chance to learn that much that day at the coffee shop." 
 
    Ellie thought about it for a second, then began the same mini-biography she normally gave people at the store or school. Nothing too personal, but enough to give a sense of who she was. Not giving it a great deal of importance, Ellie mentioned that she had just broken up with the guy she'd been dating. 
 
    "He must've been a real idiot," Audrey said as she took another long sip of her drink. 
 
    "What makes you say that?" Ellie asked, surprised at her assumption. 
 
    "Because anyone that let a girl as pretty as you go has to be an idiot," Audrey smiled. 
 
    Audrey asked a few questions about the things Ellie had shared so far, thankfully none of them about David. Then she began to offer some details about her own life. In the middle of her narrative, a waitress came up to the table and the redhead paused just long enough to order another round for both of them. 
 
    "I thought that was supposed to be my round," Ellie said as the waitress moved off. 
 
    "Totally slipped my mind," Audrey smiled as she slid right back into her story. "You can get the next one if you want to." 
 
    It occurred to Ellie that if, in an identical situation, a guy had said that, she would suspect that he was trying to get her a bit drunk. After all, with the drink she'd had had in hand when Audrey had shown up, not to mention the one before that, she was already past her normal limit. Why then, she asked herself, didn't it bother her now? Was it because she wanted to be a little less inhibited than she normally would be? 
 
    Her mind wandering for a few moments, Ellie was only half listening when Audrey mentioned that she had been in a long term relationship but it had also ended a few months before. Because of her distraction, Ellie had almost missed it when, in referring to her ex, Audrey had definitely use the female pronoun. That answered one of the two questions she had been asking herself. Of course, that just made her wonder all the more about the other. Were the two of them on a date? 
 
    When the waitress returned, Ellie suggested that they order some snacks to go with the round that was just delivered. Audrey thought that a great idea and said she had only hesitated in suggesting it herself because she wasn't sure how long Ellie planned to stay. Saying that she was in no hurry to go, Ellie then offered the thought that they should order burger plates or something more substantial than chicken wings. A full stomach, she reasoned, would go a long way in countering the beers she'd drunk much too close together. 
 
    At one hour gave way to two, Ellie decided that if this was a date, and she still wasn't sure if it was or not, it had been one of the nicest first dates she had ever been on. The conversation had been both lively and interesting, and there was no feeling of pressure at all. When it finally came time to say their goodnights, Ellie had felt a genuine sense of disappointment. 
 
    Audrey lived only a few blocks from the bar, and it turned out that the bus Ellie needed to take the few miles to her own place had a stop just across the street from there. The two women continued their conversation as they walked, smiling and laughing almost all the way. When they reached the bus stop, Audrey mentioned that a friend was having an exhibition of her photographs in the village next week and that she had an extra ticket. Would Ellie like to go? 
 
    Ellie said she would love to but before she said yes, she needed to know something. Audrey replied that she could ask anything she wanted.. 
 
    "Would that be a date?" Ellie asked. 
 
    Audrey smiled for a moment, then said, "Sweetheart, it can be anything that you want it to be, or feel comfortable with it being." 
 
    Then, with the bus just coming into view about a half block off, Audrey leaned over and kissed Ellie on her cheek, promising to text her all the details about the show. 
 
    Sitting on the bus and giving a last wave goodbye as the bus pulled into traffic and Audrey disappeared from view, it suddenly occurred to Ellie that her question hadn't been answered at all. 
 
      
 
    The information about the exhibit was waiting for Ellie when she checked her messages the following day after work. Evidently the show was a dress up affair and Audrey wanted to give her plenty of time to make sure she had an appropriate outfit to wear. For not the first time, Ellie was grateful for the store's employee's discount. 
 
    Audrey had also said in the message that she'd really enjoyed spending the previous evening with Ellie and looked forward to going to the exhibition with her. At the end, she had signed the short note with a smiley face. 
 
    Ellie had stared at that emoticon for a long time, wondering how much meaning she should apply to it. Was this all a game, or was it something she should take seriously? Finally she decided that she should just go with the flow, as her little sister was always telling her, and just enjoy it for whatever it was. 
 
    That didn't mean that she was about to tell anyone, including Carmen, that she was going on a date with a woman. Or at least what she was now going to assume was a date. The funny thing was, the more she thought about it, the more she appreciated the fact that Audrey had continued to leave it vague. As she'd noted before, this was definitely unexplored territory, and it was nice to have some wiggle room if she decided it wasn't somewhere she wanted to go. 
 
    The next day, Carmen was more than happy to give up her own lunch break to help Ellie shop. The older Hispanic woman had known the salesgirls up on the sixth floor a lot longer than Ellie had, and it didn't take much convincing to get them to make sure that every possible reduction was taken off her outfit, even before the standard employee deduction kicked in. Without her efforts, the dress they finally decided on would've cost almost half a week's salary. 
 
    "That dress is impresionante," Carmen said as she watched Ellie admire it in the full length mirror, "and I'm so glad that you're getting back on the horse and moving on." 
 
    Ellie shot a look back over her shoulder towards Carmen, then back to the two salesgirls who had been helping them, looking to see if they'd reacted to what she'd said. Even of they had heard her, it was doubtful that they knew that know that "getting on the horse" was Carmen's favorite way of referring to "fucking a guy, just for the sake of fucking him." It was an expression she claimed she had learned from her grandmother. 
 
    "No one said I was getting back on any horse," Ellie said in an almost whisper. "I'm just going to a photo exhibition with a friend." 
 
    "You're not still hung up on that asshole, David, are you?" Carmen asked in an equally low tone, the possibility suddenly popping into her head. 
 
    "No, no, I'm not," Elle said as she turned her attention back to the image in the mirror. 
 
    The funny thing was, she really was over David, and had been for weeks. She never would've thought it possible before she had walked in on him and Lola, but whatever they'd had together had been wiped clean in an instant, like one of those drawing pads she'd had as a kid. The kind where no matter how much effort you put into a picture, it would all vanish in an instant when you pulled up the plastic covering. 
 
    "Is he at least cute?" she heard Carmen ask. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "This friend, the one you're going to this art show with," Carmen expanded. "Is he at least cute?" 
 
    Ellie paused for a moment, a picture of Audrey forming in her mind. "Yes," she said as she concentrated on the image, "quite cute indeed." 
 
    As she took one last look at the dress before heading back into the changing room to take it off, one final thought came to Ellie. "Now that I think about it, if this isn't a 'fuck me' dress, I don't know what is." 
 
      
 
    Adjacent to the sixth floor changing room was a second room not open to the public. It contained lockers, a few showers and a row of makeup vanities. A holdover from the days when the store used to hold fashion shows, it was a boon to girls going out after work, especially those who lived in the outer boroughs. It gave them a place to clean up and change in comfort rather than having to make do in the ladies bathroom, or head all the way home first. 
 
    On the night of the exhibit, Ellie was just about to head up and take advantage of the model's room when she got a last minute text from Audrey. Once she saw "I'm sorry" in the first line of the message, Ellie was afraid that Audrey was cancelling for some reason and that thought made her feel sadder than she ever imagined it might. 
 
    To her relief, the apology was because Audrey was going to be unavoidably delayed at school and therefore might also be late for the opening. Would Ellie mind terribly, she asked, if she met her at the gallery rather than where they had originally planned? Her name was on the guest list, rather than just being a "plus one" so she wouldn't have any trouble getting into the private event. 
 
    Quickly texting back that she wouldn't mind at all, Ellie's smile grew even brighter when she read Audrey's response, "Thanks, you're a love." 
 
      
 
    Both the photo exhibition and the gallery it was being held at turned out to be a lot more high class than Ellie had originally imagined, and she was glad for the outfit she was wearing. Basic black, with a neckline just deep enough to show off her breasts, it also dropped two thirds of the way down her back, with her bare skin visible through a fine mesh. She'd also had her hair done during lunch at the store's salon and one of the other counter girls had helped her with her makeup. Ellie couldn't remember the last time she'd gotten this dressed up to go somewhere, but it certainly hadn't been for any place David had taken her. 
 
    Sipping a flute of champagne, Ellie found herself spending almost as much time looking at the other attendees as she did the photographs on display. The tuxedos most of the men wore were hardly the rent-a-tux that she normally saw at weddings and such, and, as nice as her outfit was, it was on the low end of the scale when compared to what most of the other women were wearing. Ellie was sure that few of them had to consider where else they might wear their outfit as to justify their cost. 
 
    There were even a few famous faces in the crowd, and Ellie had to remind herself not to stare too long at any of them, hard as that turned out to be. At one point, she found herself practically speechless when the star of one of television's top rated shows asked her opinion of a photograph that both had been admiring. It was a nude of a woman about Ellie's age that was both tasteful and highly erotic at the same time. A description that might be considered contradictory, but one that was the only way she could describe it. The expression that the television star had used in describing the image turned out to be one that could never be used on his network show. 
 
    Moving upstairs to the second floor of the gallery, where other photographers' work was also on display, Ellie noted again how much more diverse the crowd around her was, at least as compared to those at the sort of gatherings she normally attended. Age and ethnic backgrounds were only the beginning, followed right behind by the number of intergenerational pairings she observed. Of those, in at least one out of three the senior partner had been a woman rather than a man. She even came across three same-sex matches, one with two men and the rest women, with one of them falling among the intergenerational as well. It was certainly a long way from the Saturday night parties at her father's Knights of Columbus post back in the old neighborhood. 
 
    "Wonderful, I finally found you," Ellie heard a familiar voice say behind her. "I've been searching for the last fifteen minutes." 
 
    Ellie turned to find Audrey standing behind her, her short reddish-brown hair in an elaborate styling and wearing a sleeveless white dress with a blue sash across her waist. Not exactly what one thought of when one pictured a grade school teacher, was Ellie's first thought. Then again, she reminded herself, she doubted that few of her customers at the cosmetics counter would recognize her in this setting either. 
 
    "God, don't you look stunning," Audrey said once she got a good look at her guest. 
 
    "I was just thinking the same thing about you," Ellie admitted, hopping she hadn't stared at the older woman too long. 
 
    Audrey leaned close and gave Ellie a friendly kiss on the cheek, coupled with a quick hug. At the same time, she apologized for being late and asked Ellie if she had been enjoying herself. 
 
    "Very much so," Ellie replied. "Everything, everybody, is just so interesting." 
 
    "I'm glad," Audrey said as she reached out to a passing tray and picked up a pair of champagne flutes for the two of them. "I was really hoping you would like it." 
 
    With a gentle touch against Ellie's bare arm, Audrey led the younger woman back along many of the exhibits she had already seen as they worked their way back down to the main floor. This time however, Ellie was treated to a fascinating narration about the background of many of the photographs, both those of Audrey's friend as well as those that had been on the second floor. 
 
    A few people recognized and came up to say hello to Audrey, and then were in turn introduced to Ellie. After the third or fourth time, she began to get the impression that she was being shown off as much as any of the exhibits on the walls. Normally, Ellie hated having that done; but strangely, tonight she didn't seem to mind. 
 
    "This is all just so amazing," Ellie said to Audrey after the woman they had been talking to excused themselves to say hello to someone else. "Do you get to attend things like this often?" 
 
    "Now and then," Audrey said, "Often enough to no longer be in awe of it all, but not so often as to treat it as commonplace." 
 
    They were just moving out of one of the tiny alcoves that divided the large display area when Ellie heard someone call out Audrey's name. She turned her head in the direction of the voice and saw a woman in her mid-forties moving toward them. With short hair a light brown, Ellie immediately recognized her as the senior half of one of the lesbian couples she had spotted earlier. 
 
    "Audrey, darling," the woman said as she came to a stop in front of the two of them, "I'm so glad that you were able to come. When I didn't see you earlier I was worried that you hadn't been able to make it." 
 
    The two women exchanged a friendly kiss on the cheek and a brief hug, after which Audrey introduced the woman as Dorothy Malone, the photographer whose work everyone had come to see. 
 
    "Dorothy, this is my friend, Ellie Travis," Audrey said. 
 
    "My, aren't you the prettiest thing," Dorothy said as she took Ellie's hand between the two of hers. "I hope you're having a good time." 
 
    "We're having a great time," Audrey answered for the two of them. "It looks like the show is a great success." 
 
    "Who'd have ever thought it back when we were living in that little room over in Tribeca?" Dorothy laughed. "I know I didn't." 
 
    "I think your work is spectacular," Ellie said, wondering as she said so why Dorothy went out of her way to point out that the two of them once lived together. Did she think Audrey hadn't volunteered the information that she liked girls? 
 
    "Why, thank you," Dorothy replied, turning her attention to the younger woman and giving her a look that could easily be described as predatory, suggested as she did so that perhaps Ellie might like to pose for her sometime. 
 
    "I don't know," Ellie said, surprised by the suggestion. "I've never thought of myself as a model." 
 
    "None of my subjects ever are, my dear," Dorothy offered, "and if you did pose, then I'd have a matched set." 
 
    The look on Ellie's face said she didn't understand the comment. 
 
    "Both you and my darling Audrey," Dorothy explained. "Didn't she ever tell you that she was once one of my favorite subjects? In fact, my favorite shot of her is the jewel of the exhibit." She paused for a second as she looked around at the photo lined display walls before adding, "In fact, it's right over there." 
 
    Ellie turned in the direction Dorothy indicated and let out a light gasp of surprise. The photograph in question had been the nude she had been admiring with the television star. 
 
    "Dorothy, Robert Burton is looking for you," a young, long haired blonde woman, who seemed to have suddenly appeared out of nowhere, said. 
 
    It only took a moment for Ellie to realize that of course the woman hadn't really appeared out of nowhere, but rather had walked up to the three of them while she had been distracted, looking back at the photograph on the nearby wall. Once she looked at the blonde, she recognized her as the woman who had been with Dorothy earlier in the evening. What was also now apparent, now that she saw her close up, was that the girl was even younger than she was. 
 
    "May I introduce my lovely Cassandra?" Dorothy said as she took the girl's hand in her own and brought it up to her lips. "Both my muse and taskmaster, who makes sure that I'm in the right place at the right time. And in this case, I was supposed to meet Robert, who is the owner of the gallery, some fifteen minutes ago. So, if you both will excuse me..." 
 
    Ellie waited until their host was out of earshot, then asked Audrey how long the she and Dorothy had been roommates. 
 
    "We were together almost four years," Audrey replied, her choice of words answering the question Ellie really wanted to ask, "but that was about ten years ago." 
 
    "It's nice that the two of you are still friends," Ellie said, her mind quickly doing the math as she realized that, back then, Audrey had just about been her age and Dorothy would've been close to the age Audrey was now. What she decided not to think about was that she herself had been only fifteen at the time. 
 
    "Being friends was never the problem," Audrey said, not elaborating on the reason they had broken up. 
 
    Ellie heard what Audrey said, but now found her mind more occupied by what Audrey had done during the brief exchange with Cassandra. As she had introducing Ellie, Audrey had placed her outstretched hand against her thinly covered back, in a way that could only be described as possessive. The touch of her palm against Ellie's flesh had been electric, and not something the younger woman would soon forget. She was also fairly certain that Audrey hadn't even been consciously aware that she was doing it at the time. 
 
    They spent a while longer at the exhibit, during which time Ellie made sure to get another, much longer look at the photograph that she now knew to be Audrey's. With the subject now identified, it was a lot easier to recognize the face that had already become so familiar. 
 
    Audrey insisted that they share a cab ride home as neither of them was dressed for mass transit. When they got to Ellie's building, Audrey asked if it would be okay if she walked her to the door. If not, she would understand. 
 
    Ellie didn't even take a moment to think about it before saying of course she could. Once they were in the foyer, Audrey again asked her if she'd had a good time. 
 
    "I had the best time," Ellie replied. "I really mean that." 
 
    "Then do you think you might like to go out again next week?" Audrey asked, her face close enough to Ellie's that she could see that familiar look in her eyes. "But before you answer, I want to answer your question from last week. This time, I don't want there to be any doubt that I'm asking you out on a date. So if you want to think about it a little I - " 
 
    Audrey didn't get the chance to finish because at that moment Ellie threw her arms around her and, pulling her body against hers, kissed her right on the mouth. It was not a kiss that could be mistaken as one that might be given to a sister or a close friend. 
 
    "I take it," Audrey said breathlessly once Ellie was done, "that would be a yes." 
 
      
 
    That had been seven days ago, and as Ellie glanced at her watch she saw that her work day would be over in just under an hour. Three hours after that, Audrey would be picking her up so they could go out to dinner. 
 
    "I can't remember the last time a week has been so long," Ellie thought to herself as she put away the samples that her last customer had tried. "Every day seems to have taken forever to go by." 
 
    Filled with excitement after the kiss she and Audrey had shared, Ellie had suggested that they go out the next day instead of the following Friday. After all, they still had the weekend before them. Unfortunately, Audrey said she had a family function to attend upstate, and while she would love for Ellie to come with her another time, it wasn't what she envisioned as a real "first date." Thinking about it a bit, Ellie had to agree and reluctantly said she would wait until Friday. The idea of blowing off school one night before that did occur to her, but died stillborn as she realized that would be the last thing a teacher would be happy with. 
 
    Also, in her exhilaration, Ellie had forgotten that she'd promised Carmen that she would have dinner with "la familia" on Saturday night. She could've backed out of it, of course, but not without a really good excuse. But then she would've felt guilty about having lied to Carmen. 
 
    When she'd showed up for dinner the next night, just a bit late because she misjudged how long it would take to stop at the liquor store to pick up a bottle of wine, Ellie discovered why Carmen had been so insistent that she come to dinner. When the older woman led her into the dining room, Ellie was surprised to find that, in addition to her husband, Juan, and her two sons, Juan Jr. and Martin, there was a rather handsome young man sitting next to the chair Ellie normally sat in when she visited. 
 
    As the oldest boy got up to make room for Ellie to pass, Carmen quickly introduced the young man as Wayne Richardson, their new neighbor, who was a recent transferee from his company's Boston office. As she took her seat, Ellie considered the odds of Carmen having invited both her and Wayne to dinner on the same night being only a coincidence to be roughly equal to those of the sun not coming up tomorrow morning. 
 
    Still, it wasn't his fault, and Ellie was sure to be as nice as she could be to him, even as she was just a bit embarrassed by the way Carmen was praising her charms. When it came time to clear the table and bring in coffee and dessert, their hostess was quick to suggest that Ellie help her in the kitchen. 
 
    In keeping with the manners that had been drummed into them since they could walk, the boys both offered to clear the table instead, only to be quickly told by their father to sit down and let the women take care of it. From past experience, Ellie knew that a statement like that would've normally gotten Juan a quick slap across the back of his head from his wife. 
 
    "So, what do you think of him?" Carmen said as she hit the on switch on the coffee machine, which was all that needed to be done, since the cakes were already laid out on the serving tray. 
 
    "He's nice," was all Ellie said. 
 
    "He's nice," Carmen said, "as in he's just nice, or he's nice, as in you'd like to find out just how nice." 
 
    "He's nice; there's not much more that I can say," Ellie replied. 
 
    "It's that prick David, isn't it?" Carmen said after a momentary pause, just a touch of anger in her tone. "I saw him skirting around your counter during the week. I told you he's yesterday's garbage." 
 
    "It's not David," Ellie answered, as she recalled that she was as surprised as anyone else when her ex-lover had unexpectedly shown up on the sales floor twice in the last few days. 
 
    "Then what's the problem?" Carmen asked. "Wayne is a good guy, and I'm not saying you have to start looking for china patterns, but it wouldn't hurt for you to have a little fun again. Sweetheart, no one should be alone when they don't have to be." 
 
    "Maybe I'm not as alone as you think I am," Ellie said with hesitation and a low voice that was almost hard for Carmen to hear. 
 
    "Are you seeing someone that I don't know about?" Carmen asked, her voice reflecting a mix of curiosity and slight resentment that her friend hadn't cared to confide in her. 
 
    "It's complicated," Ellie said, "quite complicated." 
 
    Carmen stared at her for a minute, and then told her to wait there in the kitchen and she would be right back. Ellie used the time it took for Carmen to bring the coffee and cake into the dining room to try and compose what she wanted to say. She was no closer to an answer when the older woman returned. 
 
    "I put the ball game on in the living room," Carmen announced. "The four of them will be occupied for at least the last few innings." 
 
    "Carmen, I don't know how to tell you this," Ellie said, the hesitancy in her voice still there, "and I think the reason is, because once I tell you I'm afraid that you might not be my friend anymore." 
 
    "Honey, that's never going to happen," Carmen insisted as the two of them both sat down at the kitchen table. "Now you just take a deep breath and tell me whatever you need to tell me." 
 
    "I'm seeing a woman," she said, so fast that the words almost ran all together. If she didn't force them out as quick as she could, she was sure she couldn't finish the sentence. 
 
    Carmen sat there in silence for what seemed like a very long time, but, if either of them was watching the second hand on the wall clock, they would've seen that only about twenty seconds had passed. 
 
    "Not exactly what I was expecting to hear," Carmen finally said, "but not the worst thing I might have imagined either." 
 
    Ellie let out an audible sigh of relief. 
 
    "So, do you want to tell me about her?" Carmen asked. 
 
    Tell her she did, starting with how they met at the coffee shop and every little detail after that. The places they'd gone to, the hours they'd spent texting and talking both in person and on the phone. All the while, Carmen just listened and didn't even nod her head. 
 
    "So you and her haven't..." she said when Ellie was done, her tone as neutral as she could make it. 
 
    "No, not yet," Ellie admitted. "In fact, our first real date is next week." 
 
    "What do you mean, your first real date?" Carmen asked. "Unless I've forgotten how to count, that would be your third at the least, fourth if you want to count the coffee shop." 
 
    "But those weren't really dates," Ellie offered. 
 
    "Really, then what where they?" Carmen inquired. 
 
    "They were...I mean, I wasn't sure if they were dates," Ellie explained. 
 
    "And what made them not dates?" Carmen further asked. "What made them different than when you went out with a guy?" 
 
    Ellie opened her mouth to answer, but then hesitated. The only answer that came to mind was that, if she'd been out with a man three or four times, it was pretty much a certainty that she'd at least have sucked his cock already, if not gone to bed with him. And yet all she and Audrey had shared so far was a single kiss. One that was mind blowing enough to have made her toes tingle, but still just a kiss. 
 
    "Honey, you don't have to answer," Carmen finally said, when it was obvious to her that her younger friend really couldn't articulate what it was that was different. "The bottom line is that, if this is what you really want, then I'm happy for you. That being said, can I offer one small bit of advice?" 
 
    "Of course," Ellie quickly answered. 
 
    "I think you were probably right to keep this to yourself up to now," Carmen said. "Well, maybe not the part about keeping it from me, but I can appreciate why you did. Not everyone is going to be as accepting." 
 
    Ellie was overjoyed that Carmen understood. Keeping it from her had been the hardest part of these last few weeks. The only other person whose opinion that mattered to her was her little sister. But Alice was a few thousand miles away on the west coast and not someone she had to deal with on an almost daily basis. 
 
    "Carmen, can I ask you something?" Ellie asked. 
 
    "Always and anything," came her reply. 
 
    "Have you ever..." Ellie said softly, "I mean, have you ever even thought about it?" 
 
    "No, not even once," Carmen replied. "I just love cock too much." 
 
    "Oh," Ellie said, having thought that might have been the reason Carmen had been so understanding. 
 
    "But my little sister, Maria," she laughed, "when we were young, all she ever wanted to do was play spin the bottle with the other girls." Carmen laughed again. "Now she does a lot more than play kissing games with them." 
 
    The image of Carmen's younger sister, who she'd only met once, popped into Ellie's head. With the image came the memory that, before they'd been introduced; she'd thought the twenty-nine old Hispanic woman was a teenage boy. 
 
    "Now let's get back inside, before the boys start wondering where we've gone off to," Carmen said as she started to get up. "Oh, and don't worry about Wayne; you were just at the top of my list. I still have a couple more nice young ladies that I can introduce him to." 
 
      
 
    "Wow, this mystery date of yours must be someone really special," Carol Murphy said as she watched Ellie check her appearance in the mirror that hung on the door of their shared bedroom. 
 
    "What makes you say that?" Ellie asked as she turned first one way, then the other, trying to make a decision about the dress. 
 
    "Because that's the fifth outfit that you've tried on in the last forty minutes," Carol laughed. "I've never seen you try on more than two in the last three years." 
 
    "Yeah, I guess special is the word," Ellie smiled, turning around all the way and asking Carol what she thought of this dress. 
 
    "I liked all five of them," she replied, "enough so that I'm already planning to borrow at least two of them, "but this one, this one is the best." 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Nah, I'm just saying that to get you out of here, because it's my turn to have the apartment to myself for the night," Carol laughed. 
 
    Ellie spun her head back over her shoulder, giving her roommate a mocking glance. 
 
    "Truthfully?" Carol said in a more, but not much more, serious tone. "As good as you look in that dress, I'm almost tempted to call Tony and tell him he can stay home tonight." 
 
    Ellie laughed, but the comment did make her wonder. Had Carol or either of the other girls ever been in her situation? As interesting as some of the secrets that came out during their occasional, alcohol-fueled truth or dare sessions were, that was a subject that had so far never been touched on. But that was a question for another night. Turning back to the mirror, she agreed with Carol - this was the one. 
 
      
 
    Audrey's instructions had been to wear something casual and not too restricting. That had certainly left out the outfit Ellie had worn to the photo exhibit. Nice as it had been, there had been times when she'd thought she'd burst out of it if she took too deep a breath. 
 
    The dress she'd finally decided on was one of the store's best sellers, and actually one she could've afforded even without the discount. Royal blue with short sleeves, it had a neckline low enough to give just a hint of her charms and a hemline that came to an end just above her knees. It was just tight enough to give a firm definition of the body beneath, yet flexible enough for her to have once actually gone bowling wearing it. That had been a now long forgotten boyfriend's idea of a special night. Around her neck she wore her grandmother's cameo, and a pair of her most comfortable black shoes and a matching bag completed the ensemble 
 
    She'd only been waiting outside a few minutes when a taxi cab pulled up along the curb. Before Ellie could lean down to see if this was her ride, the door swung open and Audrey climbed out. 
 
    "You look perfect," was the first thing she said as she moved closer and gave Ellie a perfectly respectable kiss on the cheek. 
 
    Ellie was relieved to see that her outfit complemented the one Audrey was wearing. A pleasant green shade, the material just about matched her eyes. The older woman was a bit more endowed, but the design accentuated more than displayed those attributes. 
 
    "Ready?" Audrey said as she motioned to the waiting open door. 
 
    As Ellie stepped past her, her curiosity got the better of her and she asked where they were going. 
 
    Not to give away too much too soon, Audrey just replied, "Not far," and then, as she climbed in after her asked, "You do like Italian, don't you?" 
 
    As Audrey closed the door behind her, Ellie replied in the affirmative, and, as if that was a signal, the taxi driver turned the cab out into traffic and they moved quickly down the street. 
 
    It turned out to be a short trip, no more than ten minutes, until they came to a stop on a street down on the lower west side. Glancing out the window, Ellie didn't recognize where they were, but then again this wasn't really a part of the city she regularly passed through. 
 
    On the way there, Ellie also hadn't paid much attention to the streets as they passed by, her attention more on the way Audrey was holding her hand and the not so respectable kiss the older woman had given her as soon as the taxi had pulled out into traffic. The kiss, and the fact that the driver didn't react to it in the least, both took Ellie by surprise. It had to have been visible in the rear view mirror. It wasn't until they were exiting the cab that she realize that the cabbie was in fact a middle aged woman, who gave them both a warm smile as she wished them a most enjoyable evening. 
 
      
 
    At first glance, Ellie thought the driver had dropped them off in the middle of nowhere. All the buildings around them looked deserted. It was only when the sound of a door opening and voices to her left drew her attention that she realized that the basement stairs must lead to the restaurant they were headed for. The set-up was sort of like that bar in a television show she had watched growing up, the one set in Boston. As Audrey led her to the stairs, from which another couple was emerging, Ellie now noticed a sign that read "D'Antonios, established 1918." 
 
    Holding her hand, Audrey walked Ellie down the stairs and into the vestibule, pausing for a moments to let their eyes adjust to the dimmer light. Once they did, the twenty-five year old felt like she'd been transported back to the year on the outside sign. The decor around her was a near perfect recreation of what the restaurant must have looked like the day it opened. There where a few practical changes, of course, electric lights instead of gaslight, but even those fixtures had been designed to look like the originals. In fact, the only modern aspect easily identified was the emergency lights over the door that the law required. 
 
    As they waited to be seated, Ellie looked beyond the front counter and saw that each of the opposing walls was lined with small booths, each with a semi-private partitions. Scattered between those rows were a number of small tables for two, each covered with a white tablecloth and illuminated by a glass enclosed candle. Only a few of the tables were occupied, but from her perspective it was impossible to tell if any of the booths were. 
 
    " Buona sera e benvenuto a D'Antonio," a middle aged woman, who looked as if she'd just stepped off a jar of spaghetti sauce, said as she stepped out from behind the counter. 
 
    Much to Ellie's surprise, Audrey answered the woman in Italian, at a pace that far outstripped what little she remembered from her own high school days. The conversation only lasted a few seconds, after which the hostess led them to one of the rear booths, one that afforded the most privacy. 
 
    As soon as they'd been seated, the older woman excused herself to greet another couple who had come in right after them. Ellie's limited language skills were just good enough for her to understand that before leaving she had said that their antipasto would be right out. 
 
    "I hope you don't mind, but I'd called ahead and pre-ordered for the both of us," Audrey said. 
 
    "No, not at all," Ellie said, although she normally hated it when someone did that. Tonight, however, more than one aspect of what she normally did had been tossed aside. 
 
    They made small talk for a few minutes, discussing how their respective weeks had gone, until they were interrupted by the appearance of their waitress. The girl was about Ellie's age, wearing a black skirt and a white peasant blouse. Even in the candlelight it was quite apparent that the well endowed brunette wasn't wearing anything under her top. 
 
    Placing a small dish of assortments in front of them, the waitress then poured a small measure of olive oil into a dish and set that next to a basket of still warm bread. Finally she poured two glasses of white wine before excusing herself. 
 
    "This is all so romantic," Ellie said, marveling how the candlelight reflected in Audrey's eyes. 
 
    "I was hoping you'd like it," Audrey replied. 
 
    "Like it?" Ellie gushed. "I love it." 
 
    They took a few minutes to sample the delicacies that had been set in front of them, with Ellie proclaiming each treat more delightful than the one before it. 
 
    "None of them are more delightful than you," Audrey said as she reached over and took Ellie's hand in hers, prompting the widest of smiles from the younger woman. 
 
    "Audrey, can I ask you a question?" Ellie said as they finished the last of the appetizers. 
 
    "Of course, you can ask me anything," she assured her. 
 
    "What made you think that I would be interested in going out with you in the first place?" she asked. "I mean, I'm so glad that you did, but what was it that made you even think I might be receptive?" 
 
    "You mean, were you giving off some sort of signal that said you might like girls?" Audrey smiled. 
 
    "I guess something like that," Ellie smiled back. 
 
    "An old friend of mine lives by the notion that every woman is only so many drinks away from being a lesbian," Audrey offered, "and the trick is to figure out how many drinks that is." 
 
    She paused to let Ellie consider that. 
 
    "But I've never really believed that." she continued, "although I think a considerable number of women are curious enough to experiment with it, as long as they can later blame it on having had too many drinks." 
 
    Blaming it all on having had too many drinks was an excuse that Ellie had heard girlfriends use all too often in reference to waking up with the wrong person on the other side of the bed. It was an excuse she herself had used on a few occasions, with it having actually been true two or three times. 
 
    "My own theory has always been that in a neutral setting, as opposed to say being in a lesbian bar or club, you never really know who might or might not be interested. So, if you meet someone you find interesting, why not give it a shot and see what happens?" 
 
    "Is that what I was," Ellie asked, "a shot?" 
 
    "More like a hope," Audrey said, again reaching her hand across the table and placing it on top of Ellie's. "I was taken with you the moment I saw you, and once I got to know you I was even more so." 
 
    They were interrupted again by the return of the waitress with their soup and salad, followed a short time later by the main entree. Each course surpassed the one before it and it was only with great reluctance that Ellie left a small portion on her plate, pushing it away lest she give in to the temptation to put away that as well. It was rare for her to eat so much at once, but the food had been that good. In a tone mixed with both satisfaction and regret, she remarked that she'd be paying for that meal all weekend with extra time on the treadmill. 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure there are more fun ways to work off those extra calories than just running in place," Audrey offered, as the waitress appeared once more to inquire if they'd like dessert or coffee. 
 
    "I think we're good," she said to the server, with Ellie nodding her agreement. 
 
    While Audrey waited for the check, Ellie excused herself to use the ladies room. It was only as she worked her way around the scattered tables that she realized what she hadn't noticed earlier. All of the couples at them were made up of women. There wasn't a man in sight. How had she not seen that before? The answer was, of course, that she'd only had eyes for Audrey on their way in. 
 
    Curious to see if the same held true for the other booths, Ellie couldn't resist an unobtrusive glance into the ones she passed. In one of them, the salesgirl had spotted a woman who bore a striking resemblance to the middle-aged anchorwoman of her favorite news show. She couldn't be a hundred percent certain it had indeed been her, but wasn't about to take a more obvious second look. 
 
    On her way back from the bathroom, which was decorated in the same old fashioned style, Ellie was stunned when she saw a woman walking toward her whose identity was unmistakable. After all, she had only met her the week before. The girl the brown haired woman had her arm tightly wrapped around was a mystery, however, but even in the dim light there was no way the diminutive Asian girl could ever be mistaken for "the lovely Cassandra." 
 
    Dorothy walked right by Ellie without a glint of recognition, her attention solely focused on her latest conquest. As they disappeared into the ladies room, Audrey's comment about her ex-lover came back to Ellie. "Being friends was never the problem." 
 
    Their waitress was just handing Audrey her credit card when Ellie got back to the table. In the short time it had taken her to return, she'd decided that what she'd just seen was really none of her business and best forgotten. Certainly it was nothing worth mentioning to Audrey, especially on the slim chance that it might upset their evening. 
 
    "So what's next?" she asked instead. 
 
    "Well, you did say you needed to work off some calories, didn't you?" Audrey said, a touch of the mischievous in her voice. 
 
    "I did say that, didn't I?" Ellie replied, remembering how many of her dates over the years had ended in calorie burning workouts. 
 
    "Well then, I have just the thing," Audrey said as she dropped a generous tip on the table before picking up her bag. 
 
    "Would that be something that I might enjoy?" Ellie further asked, her tone now suggestive and hopeful. 
 
    "I know I always have," Audrey smiled for a very long moment before adding, "I'm going to take you dancing." 
 
      
 
    They exited the restaurant, hand in hand, and were lucky enough to catch a taxi that had just dropped off another fare. The driver was definitely male this time, and despite the temptation the two of them acted with a bit more decorum during the ten minute trip northward. Ellie now paid more attention to the streets passing by and, based on the partial intersection she had heard Audrey give the cabbie, wondered if they might be going to the Chelsea Piers. That thought proved wrong, however, when the taxi abruptly came to a stop just a few blocks short of them. 
 
    Glancing out the window as Audrey paid the driver, Ellie saw a long line of people on the other side of the avenue. Once they were both out of the car, she saw the two story structure out on the old pier that had once been a warehouse, and concluded that was where they were headed. 
 
    Crossing the street, Ellie got a better look at their destination and was suitably impressed. Whereas D'Antonios had been a trip to the distant past, Lilith's Garden, which was what the bright neon lights identified the dance club as, was a journey, if not into the far future, then at least to the day after tomorrow. It took up nearly the last third of the refurbished pier, with glass walls made almost transparent by the interior lights. The line became more identifiable once they approached it and this time Ellie wasn't surprised to find it was entirely made up of women. 
 
    "Look at how far back this line goes," she said to Audrey as they stepped out of the crosswalk and she saw how it looped around the corner, "we'll never get into this place." 
 
    "Trust me," Audrey said with a smile, before turning away to survey the crowd by the entrance, appearing to be looking for someone. 
 
    Ellie did a double take at the phrase, her thoughts jumping back to it being used by one of her best friends back in high school, Cindy Marinelli. The fun loving redhead had convinced Ellie to go with her and a few other girls to what was at the time, Brooklyn's hottest night spot. The line in front of that club hadn't been half as long as the one here and Cindy had been just as certain that they would get in. 
 
    Ignoring the loud and descriptive complaints from people who had been waiting on line for more than an hour, Cindy had led her small entourage to the front of the line where she caught the attention of a large black man standing behind the velvet rope. She whispered something to the man, then told her friends that she would be right back. 
 
    When they emerged a few minutes later, the tall man walked right to the velvet rope and opened it for them to get in. As they passed inside, Ellie noted a satisfied look on his face. 
 
    Later on in the evening, when it was just Cindy and her at the table, Ellie decided to satisfy her curiosity. She asked Cindy how she had convinced that man to let them in. Had she given him money? 
 
    Cindy had just laughed at the suggestion and then, without hesitation, told her that all it took to get them all in had been one of her world class, at least in her mind, blow jobs. Ellie at first thought her friend had been joking, but then realized she was totally serious. It was one thing to meet a guy at a club, hit it off and wind up doing that by the end of the night, but this was something totally different. Even back then, Ellie was far from innocent, but that, to her, had been way over the line. 
 
    That memory quickly fading back into the past, Ellie watched Audrey mimic Cindy's actions and step right up to the VIP entrance, catching the eye of a tall, quite muscular blonde. Dressed in black jeans and boots, the thirty-something woman had a full bust barely restrained by a matching black top. At first she had a look of annoyance when Audrey called out to get her attention, but that quickly turned to recognition and a smile once she got a better look at who was calling her. The blonde exchanged a few words with Audrey that Ellie couldn't make out, then lifted the barrier to let the two women pass. They'd only walked a few feet before Ellie knew that this time her curiosity wasn't going to wait. 
 
    "Okay, I have to ask," Ellie said as they walked the carpeted path between the street and the club's entrance, "how did you do that?" 
 
    "It wasn't hard," Audrey smiled as she handed Ellie one of the VIP passes that the gatekeeper had slipped into her hand before opening the barrier. "Jennifer," she started, giving a name to the tall woman, "just happens to have a nephew in my third period class. It sure as hell beats bringing in an apple in for the teacher, don't you think?." 
 
    With the "A List" badges now around their necks, Audrey and Ellie were spared the prospect of squeezing their way onto the overcrowded dance floor in front of them and were instead able to glide past the two equally imposing women that guarded the staircase leading up to the second floor VIP area. Once at the top, they saw that the upper level was a smaller version of the floor below, but occupied by only about a third the number of women. 
 
    "So what would you like to do first," Audrey asked over the din of the music, "have another drink or try out the dance floor?" 
 
    Still feeling a buzz from the wine they'd had at dinner, Ellie didn't really need to think about it. She took Audrey's hand and led her out onto the dance floor. For a brief moment, as they started to move to the music, Ellie worried that the older woman might not be able to keep up with her. It didn't take long for her to realize that it was the reverse that she should actually be worried about. Audrey moved with the dexterity of a woman half her age, and with a vitality that caused Ellie to give pause. 
 
    They danced the entire set of songs, covering a playlist that reflected the multi- generational scope of the participants. Glancing around them as she moved, Ellie noted that there were just as many women older than either of them as there were younger on the dance floor. One or two even seemed familiar, but moved out of view too quickly for her to be sure. The last dance was a slow one older than either of them, and that was the one Ellie enjoyed most, mainly because during it Audrey held her tight against her, close enough for her to feel both their hearts beating. 
 
    When the music finally ended, they left the dance floor to catch their breath and have a drink to cool off with. Audrey ordered a tall mixed drink that sounded so refreshing, Ellie said she'd have the same when the bartender looked at her. 
 
    "This place is really amazing," Ellie said as both drinks quickly appeared and she took a taste of hers, giving it a soft purr of approval. 
 
    "It does have its advantages," Audrey replied as she sampled her own drink with similar result. 
 
    "Are all the women here..." Ellie started to ask, but then paused, thinking it might be an inappropriate question. 
 
    Audrey evidently didn't think so and answered without hesitation. 
 
    "Not as many as you might think," she replied, pausing long enough to take a much longer taste of the multicolored concoction. "A lot of the women here are as straight as can be. They come here with their girlfriends to enjoy a night out without a lot of guys trying to hit on them. Then there are others who might be just a bit curious and come here to explore that curiosity. It depends on the night sometimes." 
 
    Lifting her own tall glass to her mouth, Ellie looked at the variety of women all around them and wondered which category each of them fell into. 
 
    They talked a bit more as they finished their drinks, then took another turn on the dance floor. As before, they shared a few kisses between songs as well as the occasional touch of each other's hands. As they walked off the floor for the second time, Ellie asked Audrey what was behind the curtain draped doorway that she'd noticed off to the side. While they had been dancing, she'd noticed several couples disappearing behind through it. 
 
    "I was wondering if you had noticed that," Audrey laughed as she took Ellie in hand once more. "It really doesn't have an official name, but some ladies call it the maze, others the parlor. I like to think of it as the privacy zone." 
 
    "Privacy zone?" Ellie asked, her curiosity aroused. "As in a place where you might want to do something that requires a bit of privacy?" 
 
    "Pretty much so," Audrey grinned. 
 
    In some clubs that Ellie had been to, there had indeed been certain areas that a couple could sneak off to, where, while they might not have been as private as you might have liked, no one seemed to pay too much mind to what you were doing. Her curiosity about what might be beyond that curtain was too much to resist. 
 
    "Think we might check it out?" she asked, hoping that the answer would be in the affirmative. 
 
    "Certainly," Audrey said with an eager smile. "If you really want to." she added. 
 
    The look on Ellie's face said she definitely did. 
 
      
 
    As they passed through the curtain and down a long hall, they passed from a world of brightness to one of shadows. Small, low powered recessed lighting dotted the ceiling, and along the walls hung a single strand of rope lighting to guide the way. Following the path, they stepped into an enclave of four foot room dividers; within each sat a plush love seat. Even in the muted lighting it was obvious that all of them were occupied, and it was also quite noticeable, at least in the case of those closest to them, that the intertwined bodies on those sofas were missing various articles of clothing. 
 
    "Okay, I get the parlor part," Ellie whispered as quietly as she could, "but why the maze?" 
 
    Audrey held an index finger to her lips and simply led Ellie through another curtain and then down another corridor. This one, however, only went about a dozen feet before it made a ninety degree turn to the left, then, in the same distance, it changed direction again. 
 
    Silently, Ellie questioningly turned to Audrey, and was answered not with words but a pointed finger to another even smaller curtain along the wall ahead of them. Taking a good look at it in the dimness, Ellie realized that the curtain was covering a small alcove. Now that she knew what she was looking for, she glanced up and down the hallway and noticed two more, one on each side of the corridor. They reminded her, if nothing else, of the confessional booths in her neighborhood church. As they quietly passed the one Audrey had pointed out, Ellie realized that not only was the niche occupied but the sounds behind the curtain were more in tune with the type of things you normally confessed in those booths come Saturday afternoon. 
 
    After two more turns, they came across a recess with the curtain still open. Opportunity and desire, the latter of which had been building within Ellie for the past two weeks, suddenly intersected. Giving in to that longing, Ellie impulsively grabbed Audrey and pulled her into the opening, sliding the curtain closed behind them. 
 
    "I think this one is ours," she softly laughed, a mischievous glint in her eye. 
 
    The cloth panel was barely in place before Ellie's mouth was pressed against Audrey's, her tongue slipping past her lips and seeking out its counterpart. The older woman was quick to respond, the tip of her own tongue also reaching out. Ellie felt Audrey's body press against her own, soft hands pressing against equally soft flesh. No larger than an old style phone booth, the dark enclosure brought to mind the first time Ellie had played seven minutes in heaven at a friend's birthday party. Thinking back, she couldn't remember being as excited with Chris Pike, the most popular boy in her class, as she felt now with Audrey. 
 
    Ellie might have initiated the encounter but it quickly became clear that Audrey was taking control of it. Pressing Ellie against the back wall, she cupped the brunette's left breast even as she tilted her head to kiss her neck. Moving onto her earlobe, she softly asked the younger woman how far she wanted her to go. 
 
    "As far as you can," Ellie whispered back, her eyes tightly closed as she tried to take in all the sensations that Audrey's touch had produced. 
 
    "I hoped you would say something like that," Audrey purred as she brought her lips to Ellie's one more time. 
 
    Ellie felt Audrey's hand slide around her to her back, to grasp the zipper of her dress. As it slid downward, her outfit became loose around her body, allowing the older woman to shift the palm of her hand beneath the material and onto the bare flesh beneath. The dress had come with built in half cups, avoiding the need for a bra. Her fingers closed around the brunette's excited nipple, causing Ellie to let out a soft, satisfying moan. 
 
    With only slight difficulty, mostly due to the fact that she was working in the dark, Audrey managed to work Ellie totally out of the dress, at least down to her waist. Her mouth replaced her hand as eager lips closed around the hard tip. It was becoming increasingly difficult for Ellie to keep her voice low, and as Audrey continued to suck at her breasts, moving back and forth between the two, she found that she no longer cared that there were two other couples not five feet away in each direction. After all, hadn't she once given Jimmy Kirkland a blow job in the front seat of his car while her cousin Patty did the same to her date in the back seat, and never felt the least bit embarrassed about it? 
 
    Even as she continued to feast on Ellie's bounty, Audrey slipped one hand under the hem of the brunette's dress and ran her fingers across the cheeks of her ass, moving upward until she had a grip on the elastic band of her panties. With a powerful tug, she ripped the thin material until the fine cloth came apart in her hand. Then it was just a matter of relaxing her grip and the now useless undergarment fell to the floor. It mattered little to Ellie at that moment that those had been her favorite pair, or how much they had cost. She had worn them for Audrey and right now they were just in the way. 
 
    Fingers extended, Audrey moved her hand up alongside Ellie's legs, caressing her flesh as it moved ever closer to the lightly haired mound between them. With a skill born of countless hours of practice, they found their goal, and the softness of their touch sent a jolt of pleasure racing through Ellie. 
 
    Starting with just a finger, Audrey effortlessly penetrated the barrier to the younger woman's sex, a passage already moist with anticipation. A second finger soon followed, with the third right behind it. In and out they slid, probing further with each thrust. All the while the two women continued to trade kisses long and deep. 
 
    "God, that feels so good," Ellie moaned, tremors of passion reverberating across her body. 
 
    "If you think that feels good," Audrey whispered into her ear, even as she slid her tongue inside it, "then you're really going to love what comes next." 
 
    In one fluid motion, Audrey pulled back just a few inches, then dropped down to her knees. Before Ellie could fully fathom what she was doing, Audrey was down between her legs, having replaced the wonderful touch of her fingers with the even more delightful one of her tongue and mouth. Yet to be accurate, her fingers hadn't really been replaced, just supplemented. They continued to work their magic, even if it was in a lesser capacity. 
 
    Ellie was now beyond words, only able to let out moans that increased in length and volume with every thrust of Audrey's tongue. The fires within her had quickly flared into a bonfire, raging out of control. The sounds of her joy were now clearly evident to anyone within earshot, the proof of which came in a cheer of encouragement from the other side of the curtain, urging Audrey to give her a lick for one who was enjoying the erotic symphony. 
 
    It was a concerto that was reaching its zenith as the forces that had been building within Ellie cried out for release. There had been times when she might have tried to hold back her climax, to prolong her anticipation. But this was not one of them. With a cry that she was sure could be heard out on the dance floor, Ellie exploded with the most powerful orgasm she could remember. 
 
    "Ohhh Goddddd!!!" she screamed as her body rocked, all while Audrey continued her efforts, not stopping until Ellie's body finally stopped quivering. 
 
    "I take it that was good," Audrey said, just after she brought herself back to her full height and kissed Ellie with a passion that reflected the fires that still simmered inside her own body. 
 
    "Good?" Ellie panted. "That was fan-fucking-tastic." 
 
    It was then that the two of them recognized the sound from beyond the curtain as clapping. Evidently their audience had enjoyed the show as well. 
 
    "You think we should go out and take a bow?" Audrey laughed, softly kissing Ellie again. 
 
    "All I want is to try that with you," Ellie said, never wanting to please another person more than she did right now. 
 
    "Feel free," Audrey grinned. 
 
    "I just wish we had a little more room," Ellie mused, not really meaning to say that out loud. 
 
    "Well," Audrey said, stretching out the word to almost three syllables, "there is someplace else we can go." 
 
    "You think we could find one of those couches out there empty?" Ellie asked, thinking that was what her new love was referring to and no longer caring if they were start naked on them with every woman in the place gathered around them. 
 
    "That's not exactly what I had in mind," Audrey said with the broadest smile of the evening. 
 
    Ellie just looked at her, not quite understanding. 
 
    "Remember when I said that this place had its advantages," she explained, giving Ellie a moment to recall the comment. "Well, if I wanted to list them, I think I'd top the list with the fact that it's only six blocks from my apartment. An apartment, I might add, that has a queen sized bed that right now is just sitting there empty." 
 
      
 
    Not having to be asked twice, Ellie set a new place record for putting her clothes back on. The previous one had been the night her parents had come home early back in high school and nearly caught her and a boyfriend in flagrante delicto on the basement couch. This time however, Ellie didn't care about trying to look respectable, much less innocent. As they exited the alcove, she saw a few women loitering in the small hallway, curious as to who had been behind the curtain. Walking past them, the brunette noted an exchanging of silent looks among them, mixed perhaps with just a touch of envy. 
 
    "Maybe we should have taken a bow," Audrey whispered once they had moved far enough down the corridor to be out of earshot. She had noted the looks as well. 
 
    Ellie could only grin in response. 
 
    Back out on the street, Ellie anxiously waited for the traffic light to change so they could cross the wide avenue. Twice she had stepped off the curb, gauging the flow of traffic against the chances of successfully crossing on the red light. Understanding her impatience, Audrey pointed out a trip to the emergency room would really put a damper on the rest of the evening. That finally made Ellie throttle back her engines, but not by much. 
 
    Once across 11th Avenue, the remaining normal sized streets passed quickly behind them and in much less time than it would've taken to hail a cab and maneuver through Friday night traffic, they reached the high rise Audrey called home. The doorman greeted the teacher by name, wishing her a good evening as he opened the door for the two of them. That he didn't blink an eye at the sight of Audrey having a guest at this time of night made Ellie wonder for a moment how often that occurred. It was a question that was just as quickly tossed aside because, no matter who had been there before, she was the one there now. 
 
    Audrey, it turned out, lived on the second floor of the building, so rather than wait for the elevator it was quicker to just dash up the stair, exchanging both a smile and a laugh as they did so. Keys already in hand, Audrey had the door open less than half a minute after they'd reached it. In took even less time for her to turn the two deadbolts once they were inside, finally granting them the privacy they craved. 
 
    Audrey didn't even have time to turn before she felt Ellie's hands on her, one running down her side, the other across the cheeks of her ass. She felt the younger woman's body press against her own, sharing the warmth of her excitement. 
 
    In response, Audrey slowly turned, firmly planting her lips on Ellie's as her own hands made contact as well. Tongues intertwined once more with anticipation of what was to come. 
 
    Continuing to share the tenderness of each other's mouths, they pressed even tighter together, until each could feel the beat of the other's racing heart. Time seemed to stand still, until finally Audrey gently broke their embrace and, taking Ellie by the hand, led her to the soft bed she had suggested earlier. 
 
    Holding both of Ellie's hands in her own, Audrey sat on the bottom edge of her bed and stood the brunette between her outstretched legs. She leaned her head forward, placing it against Ellie's breasts, while her hands ran up and down the back of her legs, cupping the cheeks on her bare ass as she did. 
 
    Ellie ran her own hands across Audrey's shoulders, then to the clasp in the back of the older woman's dress, undoing them with ease. From there her fingers glided across the bare skin to the straps of the teacher's outfit, sliding them downward. 
 
    The strapless bra that held Audrey's bounty in check had a clasp in front, and it took but a breath's length for her to undo that. The no longer tight undergarment fell free, giving Ellie her first look at the delights it had contained. 
 
    Audrey's aureoles, which Ellie had felt but not before seen, were wider and darker than her own quarter sized circles, with nipples that stood out like the erasers on a pencil. She brought the palms of her hands against the underside of Audrey's breasts, marveling at the weight and warmth of the soft flesh. Bringing her head downward, she kissed each one repeatedly, softly closing her lips around each tip as she took it into her mouth. 
 
    Back in high school, on a sleepover at a girlfriend's house, Ellie and three other girls had played a game of truth or dare. The level of daring made much more than what it might have been by the introduction of a bottle of Johnny Walker that their host had snuck out of her parents' liquor cabinet. After a few of the girls had kissed each other, Suzie Cooper had upped the ante by daring Ellie to kiss her breasts. To the amazement of all the girls, Ellie included, she had done so. The memory of what it had been like had been blurred by the alcohol. That was one of the reasons that she had been carefully watching how much she'd had to drink tonight. This was a memory she didn't want to forget. 
 
    "Mmmm, that feels nice," Audrey moaned softly as she felt the wetness of Ellie's mouth on her flesh. "Are you sure you've never done this before?" she jokingly asked. 
 
    "Not that I can remember," Ellie said softly as she let the nipple of Audrey's left breast slip from her mouth. 
 
    Audrey reached up and once more undid the top of Ellie's dress, revealing the treats she had sampled back at the club. Ellie's cryptic reply to her question made her wonder if she had indeed been the first woman to sample them, but only for a moment as, with both hands around Ellie's waist, she brought the brunette low enough so that she could sample them again. It didn't matter to her if she wasn't the first, just that she was the best. 
 
    After a few minutes pleasing Ellie with her mouth around her nipples, Audrey shifted up onto the flat of the mattress, working her way up it's length. Ellie climbed into the bed as well and followed her close behind, closing the small distance between them until their lips met once more. 
 
    Hands and mouth again explored each other's exposed bodies, with exclamations of passion filling the air. Never had Ellie felt this excited to be with anyone, it was as if she was a virgin all over again. If she really thought about it, in a way she was. 
 
    As they continued to explore each other's bodies, each also took every opportunity to expose more of the body that so held their interest. It finally reached a point where they had to stop what they were doing and take off the dresses that were now just bunched around each other's midsections. 
 
    "God, you are beautiful," Ellie said of Audrey as she got her first unrestricted look at her body. 
 
    "I was about to say the same thing about you," Audrey smiled at she took a similar appraisal of Ellie. 
 
    They both laughed for a moment, then fell back into each other's arms, hands and eager mouths picking up right where they'd left off. 
 
    Bodies pressed tightly together, Ellie moved her hand down between Audrey's legs and for the first time in her life touched the sex of another woman. The wetness that greeted her as her fingers gently ran alongside the fold of the lightly haired mound sent a tremendous shudder through her body, one filled with both excitement and anticipation. 
 
    Audrey's hands were likewise busy, covering every inch of Ellie's skin. Tiny ripples of pleasure followed in their wake, adding to the ever increasing fires that were again building in each of them. 
 
    Audrey's hand moved to Ellie's mound, duplicating her actions of earlier in the evening with equal effect. Using the motion of the more experienced woman's fingers as a guide, Ellie began to move hers in a similar manner. Back and forth they gently rocked, their mouths still locked together as each pumped several fingers in and out of the other. 
 
    What had started as small waves of ecstasy, mirrored in both their forms, quickly grew in length and intensity until their motions became almost animalistic. Harder and harder they rubbed against each other, as hot, sweat covered flesh became as one. 
 
    The brief but nevertheless pleasing orgasms that erupted in both of them came close enough together to be seen as one continuous climax. Each of them shared the joy of the other, with a passion that passed back and forth for what seemed like forever. 
 
    The tremors had barely stopped before Audrey was again focusing all of her attention on Ellie's breasts, running her tongue across them and savoring the womanly scents their mutual orgasms had produced. Starting at the tip of Ellie's nipples, Audrey worked her way down across the length of her breasts, onto her stomach to the brunette's thighs. Then she reversed herself and left a trail of kisses all the way back up to her mouth. Through it all, Ellie did what she could to add to Audrey's own pleasure by moving her hands to caress what parts of her body she could. 
 
    Another long session of shared kisses followed, until Ellie again tried to duplicate Audrey's actions and moved back down to her breasts. Soft moans again filled the air as she flicked her tongue across the older woman's hard nipples, taking them deep between her lips and lavishing all the attention on them that she could. 
 
    Back and forth she moved between the large mounds, guided by the sound of Audrey's moans, the shifting tempo of which led her to her most sensitive spots. It amazed her how easy it was for her to pick up on the most subtle of clues, but then she realized that the path that Audrey was leading her down was not all that far from the one she herself liked a lover to follow. 
 
    Three times she worked her way up and down Audrey's body, covering it with licks, touches and kisses both soft and hard. When she reached the previous terminus of her journey once again, Ellie knew she needed to go further. It was important that she chart her own course, not just follow what had been laid out before her. 
 
    Reaching down between Audrey's legs once more, she started to again rub her hand against the damp mound, slipping a solitary finger this time past the folds. She moved that single digit deep inside Audrey, covering it with the fruits of her excitement. Then she carefully removed it, bringing it up to her mouth and placed it inside, her lips closing around it as she licked it clean. 
 
    On several occasions, Ellie had tasted the results of her own orgasms, both on a guy's cock when she had gone down on him after fucking or, on a few occasions, when she had licked her fingers after her own climax. But she had never compared her juices to those of another woman. She found Audrey's to be just different enough to know they weren't her own, but similar to what she had already experienced. Her one worry had been that when she finally did what she now planned to do, it would somehow freak her out. With that small fear now banished, she again shifted position so that she could now taste Audrey's nectar right from the source. 
 
    Audrey didn't need to be told what was on Ellie's mind; she'd seen comparable actions taken by other inexperienced lovers. Once she was sure that Ellie was comfortable with what she had done, Audrey moved her own position on the bed so that she was now totally stretched out on her back. Her legs parted just enough to be taken as an invitation, one that Ellie could either accept or decline. 
 
    Declining had never entered Ellie's mind, even if she thought she might hate it as much as the first time she'd taken a boy in her mouth. Climbing down to the bottom of the bed, Ellie parted Audrey's legs even wider apart, them moved down between them. She kissed the soft flesh around her belly button, even as she ran extended fingers all the way down and let them dance across the excited, eager flesh. 
 
    As she pressed her tongue gently against the small gap in Audrey's mound, Ellie tried for a moment to remember just how the men who has been in a similar position with her had done it. Few had really been good at it, so it wasn't a large number that she had to try and remember. Then, as she used her hand to part the way and slid her tongue into the moist pink canal, she realized that she didn't need to remember how a man had done this. It was more important that she do it as she thought she should. Audrey knew this would be a first for her, and she wouldn't expect it to be perfect. What was important, was just the fact that she wanted to do it, bringing whatever pleasure she was capable of bringing. 
 
    Slowly at first, then with increasing firmness and frequency, Ellie used her tongue and fingers to please Audrey. Her technique was a bit awkward, at least at first, but as she had hoped Audrey seemed quite happy with her efforts. As before, moans of encouragement, varying in length and volume, helped to guide her, until eventually they were no longer needed. Boundless enthusiasm seemed the order of the day, or night if need be, and it wasn't long before Audrey's body was rocking in sync with her attentions. She felt the gentle touch of the older woman's hand against the back of her head, gently guiding her in her effort. 
 
    An effort that began to pay off quite visible dividends as Audrey's body began to once more exhibit the signs of approaching orgasm. Signs that spurred Ellie to even greater efforts, until it would have been clear even to the most inexperienced lover that Audrey was about to climax. 
 
    Ellie buried her face as deep against her sex as was possible, her hands tightly wrapped around her legs. Audrey exploded with a force that took Ellie by surprise as she never imagined that she might be capable of producing such a reaction. Still she stood her ground, continuing her ministrations until long after the quaking in the woman beneath her had ceased. When she finally released her grip and lifted her face back into view, it was totally covered in the sweet, sticky aftermath of Audrey's eruption. 
 
    "Omigod, look at you," Audrey exclaimed as she looked down as Ellie lifted herself between her legs. 
 
    "I guess I must look a sight," Ellie grinned as she climbed back up on the bed alongside Audrey. 
 
    "I don't think you ever looked more beautiful," Audrey smiled, meaning every word, because she had gotten that way in an effort to please her. To emphasize her declaration, she leaned inward and gave her lover the most passionate kiss she was capable of giving. 
 
    After stepping into the bathroom where they could take a washcloth to Ellie's face and clean up the rest of themselves as well, the two women climbed back into the comfort of Audrey's bed. Laying naked in each other's arms, they were now content to just enjoy the warmth of each other's company. 
 
    "So what did you think?" Audrey finally asked after what she considered an appropriate interval. 
 
    "I think that was incredible," Ellie replied, the smile on her face lending truth to her conclusion. 
 
    "Oh, I'm not talking just about the sex," Audrey went on, "but it was incredible, wasn't it. What I meant was, what do you think about you and I?" 
 
    "You and I?" Ellie repeated, if for no other reason than to give herself a bit longer to think about the question. 
 
    "Yes, you and I," Audrey repeated as well. "Do you think we might have a future together, or would we be better off just saying we had a great time these last few weeks and just leave it at that?" 
 
    "I'm not sure," Ellie admitted. "I mean I have thought about it, I've thought about it a great deal." 
 
    "I would hope so," Audrey replied. "If all I wanted with you was a romp in the sack, I'm pretty sure I could've talked you into it that night at the bar. I'm positive I could've done it after the gallery show." 
 
    Ellie didn't reply but without saying so, knew both to be true. In all honesty, a small part of her had been disappointed that Audrey hadn't tried on either occasion. 
 
    "Do you need an answer this moment?" Ellie asked. 
 
    "No, of course not," Audrey replied. "Besides, I really wouldn't trust any answer that came right after you'd had a few orgasms. It tends to cloud up rational thinking." 
 
    Thinking back for a moment about the post coitus discussions she and David had about their future, Ellie immediately agreed. 
 
    "So take your time, well, a few days as least, and think about it," Audrey finally said. "Then let me know what you decide." 
 
    "Okay, I can do that," Ellie assured her. 
 
    With that, she started to lift herself up and tossed her legs over the side of the bed. 
 
    "Where are you going?" Audrey asked, surprised at her action. 
 
    "I thought you said..." 
 
    "I said that you need to decide if you really want a relationship with me," Audrey said. "With another woman, that is. I'm hoping so, because I would really like to have one with you." 
 
    "Oh." 
 
    "What I don't remember saying is that you had to get up and out of here until you did decide," Audrey added. 
 
    "I guess I misunderstood," Ellie admitted. 
 
    "That you did," Audrey smiled. 
 
    "So what do we do until I do decide?" Ellie asked. 
 
    "Again, that's up to you," Audrey answered. 
 
    "Could we have sex again?" Ellie said, with just a touch of hesitation in her voice. 
 
    "I would think the situation demands it," Audrey grinned, "if only to allow you to make a fully informed decision." 
 
    With that she leaned across the bed and kissed Ellie again. 
 
    Ellie was pretty sure she already had her answer as she returned Audrey's kiss, but it wouldn't hurt to be totally sure she told herself. As the two of them dropped back onto the bed, Ellie couldn't wait to again venture again into what was no longer unexplored territory. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 17 
 
    "Damn," Doreen Doyle said under her breath as the sunlight from the open window forced her to open her eyes and greet the new day. 
 
    Rolling over in bed, the 26 year old was immediately reminded of the indecent amount of alcohol she had consumed at last night's teacher's party. Sitting up in the bed, she discovered that her head still hurt a little. Who'd have ever thought that a bunch of teachers could party so hard. Doreen hadn't felt so wasted after a party since her senior year of college. 
 
    Still it had been fun, at least as much as she could remember of it. When she had been selected as a delegate from her home town of Parkerston, Indiana, the brunette had expected to spend four days listening to boring lectures and maybe having a little time for sightseeing. After all, a free trip to San Francisco was worth a little sacrifice. 
 
    What she had found instead was a few quick, quite interesting meetings every day, followed by a nightly party. Every night being a little wilder than the last, with last nights being the grand finale. She wondered if every conference was like this. If the school board knew of it, they'd never foot the bill to send anyone next year. It then occurred to her that was why every teacher who had attended an earlier conference had given her the same advise. "Just go there with an open mind and enjoy yourself." She had thought at the time they were referring to opening her mind to different theories of education. 
 
    Moving to the edge of the bed, Doreen noticed her clothes from last evening scattered across the floor. She must've really been out of it when she dragged herself back to her room. Usually she would at least pile her clothes on a chair or something. She had also been surprised to find she had slept naked, something she didn't even do with her boyfriend back home. Sliding her lower body from beneath the sheets, she was presented with an even greater shock. All of her pubic hair was gone. 
 
    "What the hell did I do last night?" She asked herself as she ran her fingers across the now smooth skin between her thighs. 
 
    Before Doreen could ponder the question too long, the sudden sound of running water from the bathroom made her jump with a start. There was someone in there. Grabbing her glasses from the night table, she took a good look around the room. While the room was almost a mirror image of her own hotel room, there were enough small differences to tell her she was in someone else's room. A quick glance at the other side of the twin bed showed that someone else had slept there. The inescapable conclusion was that she hadn't spent the night alone. 
 
    Rubbing her head, Doreen tried to remember what had happened last night. Now fully awake, pieces of the puzzle fell into place. It wasn't the fact that she'd slept with someone that upset her so. She had, after all, been sexually active since she was 17 and slept with her boyfriend Tim on a regular basis. It was that she couldn't remember who it had been. 
 
    The image of Billy Thompson suddenly filled her mind. The delegate from Seattle had been trying to hit on her since day one. Was he the guy from the other side of the bed. She did remember him trying to buy her a drink last night. 
 
    The sound of running water from the bathroom abruptly stopped. In a few seconds, Doreen would see if it was Billy or not. Hopefully it wasn't someone worse. 
 
    Doreen's eyes nearly popped out of her head and her small mouth dropped open in shock as the bathroom door swung open and a tall form walked into the room. Walking over to Doreen, the blue clothed figure bend over and kissed her. It was a warm touch, but Doreen was too much in shock to respond. As her mystery lover moved away from her, Doreen barely heard herself being asked to lock up behind her as her lover in blue was late for a meeting. 
 
    The hotel room door closed behind her lover before the reality of the situation fully hit Doreen. Her lover had been tall, blonde and gifted with an incredible body. In addition, her lover had been the last person she could ever have imagined coming out of that door. Her name , Doreen remember now, was Evelyn Howard. Doreen had spent the night with another woman. 
 
    "Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!" Doreen thought as she jumped out of the bed. "What did I do last night?" 
 
    Grabbing the various pieces of clothing scattered across the floor, Doreen quickly made for the bathroom and after a quick wash proceeded to dress. As she buttoned up her blouse, she noticed a small razor in the sink, still covered with small brown hairs. 
 
    "Guess that explains were my hair went." She noted as she ran her hand through her long dark hair. 
 
    Exiting the bathroom back to the main room, she carefully opened the outer door and looked into the hall. Thankfully it was empty. Closing and locking the door behind her, she quickly moved to the elevator and hit the up button. 
 
    During the short two floor ride, Doreen felt like every person in the small elevator was staring at her. As if they all knew what she had done. When the doors finally opened on the twelfth floor, she almost ran out them. 
 
    It wasn't until the 26 year old was safely in her room that Doreen was able to relax. Thankfully her assigned roommate was already out for the day, attending some conference or other. The school board back home hadn't been willing to pay for a private room so she had been forced to share accommodations. She'd had little contact with her roommate, only having met her twice. A tough old bitty twice Doreen's age, she'd made no secret of her dislike of the night time parties and was usually already asleep by the time Doreen made it back to the room. 
 
    "I need a shower." Doreen said to herself as she began to strip out of the clothing she had so hurriedly put on only twenty minutes before. 
 
    The hot water felt good against her skin as the fog in her mind began to clear. She began to remember images from the night before and by the time she had toweled dry, was forming a good picture of the events that had led her to Evelyn's bed. 
 
    Wrapping herself in a warm robe, she dropped onto the unused bed and closed her eyes. As her thoughts drifted, the last ten hours began to replay in her mind like a movie. 
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    The noise of the Flamingo Room filled Doreen's ears, thankfully drowning out the sound of Billy Thompson's voice. The grammar school teacher from Seattle had been going on for almost twenty minutes on some subject or other, all the while stealing glances down Doreen's blouse whenever he could. 
 
    Normally, Doreen liked showing off her breasts. They weren't very big, only a 34C, but she worked hard to keep them firm and pert. It was just that Billy Thompson, while sort of cute, was also an incredible bore. Over the last few nights, she tried every way she could think of to let him know she wasn't interested. She'd mentioned her boyfriend back home at least a dozen times, but still he kept coming back. Eventually she was just going to have to tell him to bugger off, something she really hated doing. 
 
    "So I was saying to the Principal..." Billy went on as he took another deep look down Doreen's shirt. 
 
    Doreen had finally had enough. Filled with liquid courage, she opened her mouth to tell Billy off when a tall blonde woman stepped alongside her. There were plenty of empty seats around the bar so it was obvious that she wanted something from one of them. 
 
    "Maybe she had the hots for "Mr. Rogers" here and is going to take him away from me." Doreen thought hopefully. "Maybe she's a long lost girlfriend." 
 
    That hope faded as quickly as the annoyed look on Billy's face appeared. Whoever this woman was, she was no friend of his. 
 
    The blonde in the bright green dress looked at Billy for a moment, then turned to Doreen and smiled. 
 
    "Sweetheart, I've been looking all over for you." The older woman said in a musical tone. "I thought we were going to meet in the Kiki Kiki Room." 
 
    Doreen hesitated for a moment, then quickly replied. 
 
    "Oh my goodness, I'm such a airhead at times. I've been having this fascinating discussion with Billy here, by the way, have you met Billy Thompson from Seattle. I must've lost all track of time. You will forgive me, won't you?" 
 
    Doreen put all she could into the statement, trying to convey the idea that she was indeed supposed to meet this woman. It would've helped greatly if she knew her name. She'd seen her on a couple of discussion panels but really hadn't paid that much attention. 
 
    "Oh course my pet, how could I ever stay angry at my little pearl." 
 
    "I thought you said that you came to the Conference all alone?" Billy said to Doreen. 
 
    "I...I ..err...did." Doreen replied. "But ..." 
 
    "Doreen and I are very old friends." The blonde said as she reached out and took Doreen's hand in hers. "Very close friends..." She added with a special emphasis that couldn't be mistaken. 
 
    "I see...I mean I didn't know..." Billy stammered as his face turned a bright crimson. "I...have to go...excuse me." 
 
    With that he was gone. 
 
    "I hope that's what you wanted." The older woman said as they watched Billy disappear from view. I've seen him following you every night and you looked like you'd just about had enough." 
 
    "Oh yes." Doreen gushed as she smiled at the woman. "I just can't believe you got rid if him in a few minutes. I've done everything but write him a note spelling out that I wasn't interested." 
 
    "Evelyn Howard, from San Diego." The tall blonde said as she reached out and again took Doreen's hand, this time for a firm handshake. 
 
    "Doreen Doyle from Parkerston, Indiana." Doreen replied as she returned Evelyn's firm grip. "My friend's call me Dee Dee." 
 
    "Well the first part I got right away," Evelyn grinned. "You're still wearing your name tag." 
 
    Looking down, Doreen grimaced on seeing the small name plate clipped to her blouse. She quickly removed it. At least that explained how Evelyn had known her name. 
 
    "Well anyway, I'm grateful." Doreen said as she slipped the tag into her pocket. "Can I at least buy you a drink." 
 
    "Certainly," Evelyn replied. "But lets move to a table. Standing at the bar attracts too many guys." 
 
    By the second drink, Doreen and Evelyn were fast on their way to becoming the old friends Evelyn had fictitiously created earlier. Evelyn, Doreen learned, was 39 and the assistant principle at an junior high school back in San Diego. This was her fifth conference and she sat on three of the permanent discussion groups. 
 
    The conversation turned away from education and Doreen talked a lot about her boyfriend, Tim, back home. He was a nice enough guy. A lot of fun, both in and out of bed. But she really wasn't sure she was ready to settle down. This was only her third trip outside of the state, and the other two had been supervised. There was so much to see and do. 
 
    "Well no one is watching over you on this trip." Evelyn said. "And there are a lot more interesting people to meet than that bore from Seattle." 
 
    "Your right," Doreen said as she lifted her glass in a toast. "To so many men and so little time." 
 
    So intent was he on draining her glass that she didn't notice that Evelyn didn't share in the toast. 
 
    "How did you ever come up with that idea to get rid of Thompson. I never would of thought of it." Doreen asked as she put her empty glass on the table and signaled for another. 
 
    "Well, sometimes with people like that, all you have to do is present them with something they just can't deal with." 
 
    "Imagine," Doreen said as the waiter replaced her empty glass with a full one. "Pretending to be a lesbian and that I was your date." 
 
    "Oh I wasn't pretending," Evelyn said calmly. "I am a lesbian." 
 
    Doreen nearly dropped the drink she had lifted halfway to her mouth. 
 
    "It was only my date with you that I was pretending about." 
 
    Doreen slowly placed the glass back on the table, her face still registering surprise. 
 
    "Is that a problem?" Evelyn asked. "I really wasn't trying to pick you up or anything." 
 
    No, of course not." Doreen stammered out. "You just caught me by surprise." 
 
    For the moment, Doreen took a long look at Evelyn. Lesbian. The word had never been part of her vocabulary. Back home in Parkerston she had never even know anyone who had ever met a lesbian. At least no one who had ever admitted to it. Of course there were always those rumors about Sylvia Johnson back in high school, but she had moved away right after graduation. 
 
    Evelyn had said that she hadn't been trying to pick her up, but just the same, Doreen began to wonder if the older woman was attracted to her. While she never considered herself beautiful, she knew that men found her pretty. Was a lesbian attracted in the same way men were? 
 
    A few moments of awkward silence covered the table until Evelyn finally broke it. 
 
    "I can leave if you like, I don't want to make you feel uncomfortable." 
 
    "Oh no, please stay." Doreen responded. "I'm sorry for staring but you really don't fit what I always thought a lesbian would look like." 
 
    Without thinking, Doreen had whispered the word lesbian. Just like she sometimes heard the old women in her family lower their voice when they wanted to say something about someone. Like "they drink you know" or "They had cancer surgery". It was usually something unpleasant. 
 
    "You really don't have to whisper the word, Dee Dee." Evelyn said. "I don't hide the fact that I'm a lesbian. It's not some kind of disease." 
 
    "I'm sorry, I didn't realize I had done it." Doreen apologized. She really felt kind of foolish. After all, she was so far from home, who would ever know she had drinks with a lesbian. 
 
    As the conversation went on, Doreen found herself being captivated by the woman on the other side of the table. More and more she found herself staring at Evelyn's ample breasts, wondering what it would feel like to touch them. It had been a long time since she had such thoughts. Back in her sorority in college, it was rumored that a few of the girls engaged in lesbian practices, but Doreen never found out if that was true. There were a few nights when she saw girls sneaking into one another's rooms, but she had never been invited. Sometimes she wish she had, just out of curiosity. 
 
    Finally, the bartender called last call, and the two women got up to leave. Doreen felt a little unsteady on her feet, a combination of the alcohol and the strange excitement she felt from being with Evelyn. She knew the folks back home would never approve. 
 
    Waiting for the crowds by the elevator to thin out, Doreen continued to stare at Evelyn. In return, the tall blonde seemed to be ignoring her gaze. Finally Doreen concluded that Evelyn might be thinking that she was looking at her as if she was some kind of curiosity and decided to stop. She was curious it was true, but it wasn't fair to treat another person as such. 
 
    As the two women entered the elevator, another man joined them. Doreen noted that Evelyn hit the button for the tenth floor while she hit the twelfth. The stranger had pressed four. 
 
    No sooner as the doors closed on the fourth floor behind the man, when Evelyn stepped over to Doreen and abruptly kissed her. Caught totally off guard, Doreen instinctively opened her mouth to protest, only to have the protest stifled by Evelyn's probing tongue. 
 
    Then as abruptly as it had begun, Evelyn broke the kiss and stepped back. 
 
    "All evening, you've been wondering what that would feel like." Evelyn said as she smiled. "I could see it in the way you kept staring at me. So now you know." 
 
    Doreen was still too taken back to respond. It was been both abrupt and exciting she had to admit. 
 
    Anything she then wanted to say was cut off by the chime of the elevator door's opening on ten. As Evelyn stepped off the elevator, she paused for a moment and turned to Doreen. 
 
    "If you really want to see what it's like, I'm in room 1005." She said as the doors closed behind her. 
 
    While the elevator moved upward, a dozen thoughts ran though Doreen's mind at once. Could she do something like that? Who would ever know? Would she ever get another chance? What would Timmy think? Did she even care? 
 
    The doors opened on twelve and she took one step out, then hesitated. Taking a deep breath, she stepped back in and pressed the button for ten. 
 
    Over ten minutes passed as Doreen stood outside the door to room 1005. What am I doing, she asked herself for the tenth time. The elevator chimed down the hall as she heard a few people getting off on this floor. 
 
    Thankfully, they went in the other direction and entered their own room. She could tell they were drunk and hadn't even noticed her. 
 
    "Can't stand here all night." Doreen said to herself in a low voice. "Either go forward or back." 
 
    Taking a deep breath she finally knocked on the door. Long seconds passed and she thought Evelyn might have already gone to bed. She was thinking of leaving when a voice called from behind the locked door. 
 
    "Who is it?" 
 
    "Doreen..." She managed to stammer out. 
 
    A second later, the door swung open and she stepped inside. 
 
    The room wasn't much different than her own. Same color, same furniture, same boring art on the walls. Her head turned as Evelyn locked the door behind her. 
 
    The tall blonde was now wearing a blue terrycloth robe. Her hair had been unclipped and combed out, hanging loosely around her shoulders. It was also slightly damp, telling Doreen she had just come out of the shower. 
 
    "Did you forget something?" Evelyn asked as she smiled. 
 
    "I was thinking about what you said in the elevator." Doreen said, her eyes fixed on the soft valley between Evelyn's breasts that was visible through the folds of the robe. 
 
    "And...? Evelyn asked. 
 
    "And, I think I'd like to know more." said Doreen somewhat hesitantly. 
 
    "You think...?" Evelyn said in a strong voice. "Either you do or you don't. Now which is it?" 
 
    "I want to learn more." Doreen said, this time with conviction. 
 
    Evelyn smile grew larger. She reached out and ran her fingers down across Doreen's cheek. The school teacher from Indiana found the touch unbelievably erotic. Her long index finger slid down across Doreen's face and caressed her small lips. Evelyn slid her finger into Doreen's mouth and let her suck on it for a few moments. Pleased with the young woman's willingness, Evelyn removed her finger and took a step back. The bright smile grew to it's fullest. 
 
    "I told you in the bar that I was a lesbian." She said as she took the same finger and ran her tongue across it. "What I didn't mention was that I'm also a dominant. Do you understand what that is?" 
 
    Doreen had seen the word in a few books, she wasn't totally ignorant. She nodded a yes. 
 
    "Tell me what you think it is?" Evelyn demanded. 
 
    "I would guess that it's someone who's into Slave and Master situations." Doreen said, proud of her being able to answer. "A person who was a ..." She hesitated a moment as she tried to remember the word. "...Dominatrix." She finally remembered. 
 
    "Very good." Evelyn said. "But there are various levels and situations that go with that." 
 
    Doreen looked confused for a moment, her reading hadn't covered anything like that. 
 
    "I'm not into whip, chains, leather or anything like that." Evelyn laughed softly as she now ran her finger down the deep valley of her 38D's. She could feel Doreen's eyes glued to it's journey. "I just enjoy the feeling of being in total control. Do you think you could handle something like that?" 
 
    Doreen thought about it for a few long seconds, her eyes riveted on the drop of saliva running between Evelyn's mounds until it disappeared beneath the robe. If Evelyn had asked her this a half hour ago in the elevator, Doreen was sure she would've ran as fast as she could. Now after taking the giant steps which had brought her this far she only felt exhilaration instead of fear. 
 
    "Yes I could." She replied in a solid tone. 
 
    "Really now?" Evelyn countered. 
 
    With a flourish, the taller woman turned and walked over to the edge of the bed. She motioned for Doreen to follow. 
 
    Standing at the edge of the bed, Evelyn hiked her left leg up onto the bed. She pulled loose the sash around her waist, allowing the robe to fall open. Doreen took a long hard look at the naked body that had just been unveiled. It certainly wasn't that of a 20 year old, but neither was it that of a woman pushing 40. Her large breasts were still full and only sagged a little. They were capped by silver dollar sized aureole, which in turn were topped by erasure sized nipples - already hard and erect. So enthralled by Evelyn's endowments, the younger woman didn't notice at first something she hadn't seen since junior high school gym. A totally nude pussy. 
 
    A wicked grin on her face, Evelyn reached down and spread her vaginal lips with her hand, drawing Doreen's attention to it's bareness. 
 
    "I want you to lick me!" She commanded. 
 
    Doreen dropped to her knees without a moment's hesitation, so compelling had been the command. She looked up at the tall blonde and saw a pair of piercing blue eyes bearing down upon her. Then she looked forward into the pinkness stretched open in front of her. 
 
    "Last chance to back out..." Doreen said to herself as she dropped her gaze to the floor and removed her glasses. 
 
    Then with less hesitation then she showed the first time she took a boy in her mouth, the 26 year old grammar school teacher reached out with her tongue and stroked the sex of another woman. 
 
    "Mmmmm, this is pretty nice." Doreen thought as she explored the inner reaches of Evelyn's canal. 
 
    The young woman found it pleasantly surprising that she actually liked the taste that now filled her mouth. Prior to this moment she had never sampled the juices of a woman, not even her own. Based on the comments of both her boyfriend Tim and two previous lovers, she had expected it to be somewhat gross. At least that was the excuse they had always given for not doing it for more a few minutes. Just enough to help get her wet before intercourse. 
 
    After giving Doreen ample time to become comfortable with exploring her womanhood, Evelyn took a gentle grip on the back of Doreen's head and helped guide her tongue to the most sensitive spots. 
 
    "Not bad for a novice." Evelyn chuckled as she pressed the brunette's face deep between her legs. 
 
    Doreen took that as praise and increased the motion of her tongue. Her face was now smeared with the sticky juices, but she didn't care. Without even checking, she knew that her own pussy, still covered by her panties, was also wet. 
 
    "I guess you can handle it." Evelyn said as she released her grip on Doreen's head and guided her back to her feet. 
 
    As soon as Doreen stood up, Evelyn pulled her close and kissed her again. This kiss was much more aggressive than the one in the elevator. Evelyn really loved the taste of her pussy on another woman's lips and after running her tongue along the interior of Doreen's now willingly open mouth, she began to lick it off her cheeks. 
 
    "Strip for me." Evelyn whispered in Doreen's ear as she nibbled on the lobe. "Make me hot for your body." 
 
    Doreen took a big step back and reached behind her for the zipper of her dress. She had never stripped for anyone before. Usually the men she'd been with wanted her naked as quickly as possible. She remembered an old adult movie she had seen in a motel she and Tim had once spent a few hours in. Incredibly, he had switched on the television after their lovemaking and watched part of an adult film for the last hour of their stay. Dropping her dress to the floor, she tried to copy the woman she had seen that night. 
 
    Cupping both breasts in her hands, Doreen played with them for a few moments before releasing the front clasp. Then with an exaggerated shimmy, she let the plain white bra fall away from her mounds and drop off her arms. She returned her hands to her breasts, now running her fingers across the nipples. The girl in the film had breasts large enough to pull up within reach of her own tongue, Doreen knew she couldn't duplicate that. Instead she wet the tips of her fingers and rubbed the last remnants of lovejuice from her face, then spread it across her nipples. 
 
    Evelyn had laid back against the headboard and was playing with her own breasts with one hand and sliding two fingers of the other into her pussy. 
 
    "That's right." She purred. "Put on a show." 
 
    Doreen's slip followed the bra to the floor and she stood only covered by a cheap pair of cotton panties. She slid both her hands beneath the waistband and let out a loud sigh. Then thrusting her shoulders back and her chest out with each motion, she began to rub her own clit. 
 
    "Take it off!" Evelyn encouraged from the bed. 
 
    Doreen continued to rub herself, now adding pelvic thrust to her gyrations. Then with as much strength as she could muster, she expanded a previous small tear in the material and ripped her panties off. Now totally exposed was a wild growth of bushy brown hair. 
 
    No sooner had the now torn material hit the floor when Evelyn jumped from the bed and grabbed Doreen's shoulders. With a powerful shove, she tossed the smaller woman onto the bed. Then lifting each of her legs up and outward, she dropped down and buried her head between them. 
 
    "Oh God!" Doreen exclaimed as she felt the wet touch of Evelyn's tongue. It was like a spark of electricity that shot up and throughout her body. The first jolt was followed by a second and a third, until it became a constant wave of delight. Evelyn's skillful use of her tongue instantly showed years of experience. In only a minute she had brought Doreen to a place she had only imagined before. 
 
    The pressure against her sex increased, driving her further and further into a euphoric state. Her breathing quickened as she forced air into her lungs in short gasps. She gripped the sheet beneath her, balling it up in her closed fists. Doreen could feel the crest of an orgasm fast approaching, far faster than she could have ever brought it on herself. 
 
    Rocking the bed she began to lunge her pelvis against Evelyn's face, trying to match the blondes own thrusts. Finally her body began to shake as indescribable pleasure filled her existence. 
 
    "Ooohh Goddd!" She yelled in a high pitched voice. 
 
    Evelyn took a firm grip on Doreen's ass and practically lifted it off the bed. She ran her tongue up and down the hair covered opening as fast as possible, finally sending her new found lover over the edge. 
 
    "YYYeeeesssss!" Doreen now screamed at the top of her lungs, not caring who heard. 
 
    The shout was music to Evelyn's ears. 
 
    A few minutes later, the two woman laid side by side, regaining their strength. A look of bliss covered Doreen's face. She looked into Evelyn's blue eyes and finally spoke. 
 
    "That was the most incredible moment of my life." She said in a quiet little girl tone. "I wish it could've lasted for hours." 
 
    "That was just a warm-up." Evelyn laughed. "We still have a long way to go." 
 
    Doreen's smile grew brighter. 
 
    "But first, why don't we do something about this mess." The older woman said as she ran her hand across Doreen's cum stained pubic hair. 
 
    "Sure, I'll only take me a minute to clean it up." Doreen replied as she started to get up. 
 
    "Actually, I was thinking of cutting it all off." Evelyn interjected. "I don't think there's anything sexier than a woman who's bare." She added as she spread her own legs and let the overhead light shine on her own bare beaver. 
 
    Doreen didn't even stop to think about it. If Evelyn had said they should go downstairs and run through the lobby naked, she would've given the same answer. 
 
    "Ok." She said in that same little girl voice. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Doreen stood in front of the full length bathroom mirror and admired her newly saved cunt. Evelyn had handled the razor with precision and not even a small scratch was visible. On her own, Doreen couldn't even shave her legs without drawing blood. She ran her fingers across the now exposed skin, giggling at it's softness. 
 
    "Mmmm, that's much better." Evelyn said as she embraced Doreen from behind and cupped her small breasts. Playing with her nipples, she kissed first her neck, then pulled her head around and met her lips with her own. 
 
    This time the kiss was soft and gentle, and for the first time, Doreen was able to appreciate the warmth of Evelyn's kiss. A second kiss followed, then a third. All the while, the blonde played with the smaller woman's breasts, bringing her nipples to a stiff attention. 
 
    Evelyn took a seat on the bowl and pulled Doreen to her. Her face now level with the small firm breasts, she kissed each nipple in turn. Just a peck at first, then a little harder. Soon Doreen's entire mound was covered with wet kisses. 
 
    Pulling the brunette tighter in her embrace, the kisses turned to love bites as Evelyn's teeth glided across the soft skin. Then her attention turned to her nipples as first one , then the other disappeared into Evelyn's mouth. 
 
    Doreen had never realized her nipples could be so sensitive, or that the simple act of sucking on them could feel so good. So distracted was she by this new revelation, she jumped when she felt two of her teacher's fingers slide between the folds of her now nude womanhood. 
 
    The faster her fingers slid in and out, the harder Evelyn sucked. In a mixture of pain and pleasure, she brought her junior right back to the excited state she had enjoyed a short while before. 
 
    As if hypnotized, Doreen began to again gyrate in time with the penetration. If Evelyn kept this up, she wouldn't last another ten minutes. 
 
    As Doreen once against approached the edge of an orgasm, Evelyn suddenly stopped. 
 
    Rising from the seat, she put her hands around Doreen's waist and helped her hop up onto the vanity. No sooner as she settle her ass against the cold countertop when Evelyn replaced her fingers and began to again finger-fuck her. 
 
    The advantage of this new position was that Evelyn's large breasts were now face level with Doreen. A fact that the history teacher wasted no time in exploiting. Immediately she lifted the right breast and guided the nipple to her waiting mouth. 
 
    Like a babe at her mother's tit, the 26 year old woman suckled. The rising heat from between her legs just increased her desire to bring Evelyn the same pleasure that she had given her. 
 
    "Oh yes, baby." Evelyn said as she pulled Doreen's lips tighter against her breasts. "You're doing fine. 
 
    Moving to the other breast, Doreen continued to stroke the saliva soaked nipple with her hand. What she lacked in experience she more than made up in enthusiasm. 
 
    "Let's go back to the bed." Evelyn suggested as she pulled her breast away from a reluctant Doreen. 
 
    Back on the bed, Evelyn laid out on her back and invited Doreen to get on top of her. Instead of going face to face, she swung her body around and again offered her moist pussy to Evelyn. 
 
    "I knew you'd be a fast learner." Evelyn quipped before she was silenced by the weight of Doreen's sexuality as she pressed it down against her mouth. 
 
    By the time Doreen had moved her own head down between Evelyn's legs, the blonde was already fast at work with both her tongue and fingers. It only took a few minutes for her to whip Doreen back to a teetering edge. Try as she could, Doreen couldn't keep up with the more experienced woman, but she would give it her best effort all the same. 
 
    With her tongue pressing around and around Doreen's clit, and her fingers now covered with shiny lubricant, Evelyn abruptly switched hands. While her dry fingers soon became as wet as those they replaced, Evelyn ran the wet hand up across the curve of Doreen's ass and pressed the tips against her tightly closed pucker hole. 
 
    First with one finger, then with a second, she pressed forward and gained entry. Once her hole has been stretched enough to hold two fingers, Evelyn applied enough pressure to force them both inside. 
 
    The result on Doreen was immediate and explosive. Her anus had always been incredible sensitive. Once, a long time ago, a former lover had performed analingus on her and she immediately fell in love with the act. Unfortunately, none of her later boyfriends would have anything to do with such a practice. Except for Billy who had once tried to have anal sex with her, but had been such a clod that it hurt too much to even get it inside. 
 
    Now with Evelyn finger-fucking both her pussy and ass, as well as licking her clit, Doreen realized she was on the threshold of the orgasm of her life. She gave up any attempt to try and bring Evelyn off and instead simply shut her eyes and allowed herself to drift on the currents of ecstasy ripping outward from her crotch. 
 
    Finally in such a burst of raw energy that she thought she might be having a seizure, Doreen climaxed as she had never before. For the first time in her life she actually gushed, covering Evelyn's pretty face with the products of her eruptions. 
 
    Evelyn of course was more than happy to accept the gift, continuing to both pump and lick away until she felt the woman on top her began to go limp with exhaustion. 
 
    Evelyn had no intention of disturbing Doreen as she lay drained, her now totally saturated cunt still resting an inch above her mouth. She gently removed her fingers from both holes and with a gentle motion of her tongue, continued to partake of the fruit of her efforts. Evelyn liked nothing better than the taste of a satisfied woman. 
 
    They made love once more that night, with Doreen finally bringing Evelyn to orgasm. After that, they both slept the sleep of the dead until Evelyn's body clock woke her up a scant 15 minutes before her meeting. 
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
    The relentless drone of an unanswered alarm flooded Doreen's consciousness. The flood of the memories that had replaced the alcohol induced haze abruptly stopped as she opened her eyes. 
 
    "Oh my lord," She said to herself as she pulled herself up into a sitting position. "Was that really me last night?" 
 
    It had been, she was forced to admit to herself. It would be easy to blame it on the booze. Simply say she had much too much to drink and had gone way over the edge. But while that lie could come easily enough, it wouldn't be true. 
 
    It had been fun, and yes it had been exciting. Doreen couldn't remember the last time sex had been so exciting. But the thing to do now was admit that it had been both fun and exciting and put it all behind her. 
 
    After all, tomorrow morning it would be back to Parkerston, Indiana, population 4,425. Back to the Eisenhower Elementary School were she was expected to set a moral example to the community and "lesbian" was a word not used in decent company. 
 
    Yes, that was definitely the best thing to do. Just chalk it up as another little adventure that was better left forgotten. 
 
    "Well better see what's on the agenda for today." Doreen said out loud as she walked over to the desk and picked up the brochure her roommate had left. 
 
    Circled on it were discussion groups about various subjects by various well known and really incredibly boring educators. No doubt her roomie would find them fascinating. 
 
    Since the closing ceremony for the conference was scheduled for 4:00 in order to allow many people to head home tonight, there wouldn't even be a party tonight. 
 
    "Well at least I have a morning flight, no rushing to the airport tonight." She said to herself as she looked at the pile of suitcases her roommate had left by the door. 
 
    Her roomie had a 6:00 flight back to New Mexico, but insisted on attending as many discussion groups and lectures as possible. According to her plan, she would attend the final comments and then race like the devil to the airport to catch her flight. 
 
    "Well I wish her luck." Doreen thought. "Because if she misses her flight she'd be stuck her until tomorrow and I'll have to put up with her again." 
 
    Looking at the clock, Doreen remembered that she told Tim she'd call him about this time to confirm what time her flight would get in. That way she could be sure he'd be there to meet her. 
 
    As she reached for the phone she realized that was a really silly thought. Of course he'd be there to meet her. And if she knew Timmy, he'd take her straight to his apartment for a little between the sheets action. After all, he'd been without for five whole days. Unless of course he'd found someone else to keep his toes warm. The image of Bobby Jo (Boom Boom) Kolwowski, the waitress at the sports bar Tim spent so much time at suddenly came to mind. 
 
    For the next half hour she sat on the receiving end of a busy signal. Finally she called the operator and asked her to interrupt, only to be told the phone was off the hook. 
 
    "He knew I'd be calling this morning, where could he be?" She asked herself as she hung up the phone. 
 
    No sooner had she replaced the receiver back on the phone than it abruptly rang. Quickly grabbing it she brought it up to her face. 
 
    "Tim?" She asked, hoping that he had realized that the phone had been off the hook and was now calling her. 
 
    "Who?" The feminine voice from the received asked. "Oh no, sugarpie, it's Evelyn." 
 
    "Oh God!" Doreen thought. Just the sound of her voice sent a tingle between her legs. 
 
    "Yes..." Doreen answered hesitantly. 
 
    "I'm going to be finished with the last panel about two and I was wondering if you'd like to get together for a late lunch? That is if you haven't already made any other plans?" 
 
    "Well, I haven't really." Doreen answered, now aware that the tingling had spread to her nipples. She hesitated for a few moments then asked "Just lunch?" 
 
    "Well, I'll leave that up to you, darling." Evelyn laughed softly. 
 
    Doreen stared at her reflection in the mirror across the room. She had already decided that the best thing to do about last night was simply forget it ever happened. She couldn't, she mustn't do anything to change that. 
 
    "Could you hold on a minute?" She asked. 
 
    "Certainly." 
 
    Lowering the phone, Doreen repeated to herself that she had made the right decision. After all, tomorrow she would be back on her way to her real life. Back to Tim and respectability. Of course there would be some perfectly good explanation as to why he had missed her call. It was only her imagination, her guilty imagination, that put him in the bed of a bimbo. 
 
    "Just say sorry, I can't make it." Doreen said to herself. "She'll understand. And who knows, if she really wants company, I'm sure she'd have no trouble finding it." 
 
    Returning the receiver to her mouth, Doreen opened her mouth to say just that. But instead it came out. 
 
    "I'd love to." 
 
    "Wonderful!" Evelyn exclaimed. "I'll see you about 2:30 then." 
 
    "Fine, I'll be ready." Doreen heard herself say before the phone went click. 
 
    For a long minute she stood there, staring hard at the phone in her hand. How had no turned into yes? What was she thinking? Confused he hung up the phone. 
 
    Just then the phone rang again. Hesitantly she picked it up and said hello. 
 
    "Hi peaches." Said the deep masculine voice on the other end. "I'm glad I caught you." 
 
    "Timmy?" She asked. 
 
    For the next few minutes she listened as her boyfriend explained that he had knocked over his phone when he came in last night after a few too many beers. Figuring that she must've been trying to call and got a busy signal, he'd called her instead. 
 
    "So how's the conference been?" He asked. 
 
    "Very educational." She replied, thinking that was definitely the truth. 
 
    "Well I can't wait for you to get home." He said. "It's been a long and lonely week." 
 
    "Don't worry, I'll be home soon." She said and gave him all the flight information. 
 
    "Great," He replied. "Well I'm going to have to run, babe. I'm playing ball with the guys down at the bar this afternoon." 
 
    "All right, I'll see you tomorrow afternoon then." 
 
    Replacing the phone for a second time, she realized that the tingling between her legs had now given way to a soft wetness. But was it from Evelyn or Timmy? Should she call Evelyn back and cancel? 
 
    Doreen picked up the phone and asked that Evelyn be paged. 
 
    A few minutes later, Evelyn came to the phone. 
 
    "Did you forget something?" She asked. 
 
    "Err...actually...yes I did..." Doreen stammered. 
 
    Silence on the other end indicated Evelyn was waiting for more of a response. 
 
    "I just wanted to say..." Doreen began, stopping to take a long deep breath. 
 
    "I just wanted to say that I wish that you'd call me Dee Dee. All my friends do." 
 
    "Of course, Dee Dee, If it makes you happy." Evelyn beamed, her smile almost visible over the phone. "But I've got to get back. I'll see you later. I'm looking forward to it." 
 
    "So am I." Dee Dee said as she too broke into a wide grin. 
 
    Turning to look at herself once more in the mirror, she said out loud to her reflection. 
 
    "I guess just once more can't really hurt. After all, this conference is supposed to be educational." 
 
    Then her thoughts turned to what she could wear, wondering if she had time to stop at that really cute lingerie boutique she saw over on 4th street. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 18 
 
    Colleen Braddock sat alone at a table on the far end of the hotel's veranda, nursing a drink and watching the setting sun drift below the horizon. The Twenty-six year old had been sitting there waiting for at least half an hour, but she resisted the temptation to check her watch to be sure. She knew that she had come down to the bar at least fifteen minutes early, but not to have done so would've left her with too much of a possibility of not coming at all. 
 
    The cute redhead, draped in a simple but flattering green and black cocktail dress, scanned the room, trying not to make eye contact with anyone while she searched for the person she was waiting for. The drink she was now taking her time with, her second of the evening, had been sent over by a gentleman at the bar. When the waiter had put the glass down in front of her, she had turned in the man's direction and made as much of a noncommittal thank you as she could manage. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, she being a healthy, single woman and he being a reasonably good-looking man, she might've even invited him to join her. But her reason for being here was hardly what she considered ordinary circumstances, so it was with trepidation that she had watched him come over to join her of his own accord. 
 
    It had turned out that, like herself, the man was an employee of Trans- Continental Transport and was in Washington, D.C. for the week long seminar that had concluded on Friday, two days before. He had remembered her from some of the events, which hadn't been hard since she was younger than most of the participants, and wondered if she might like some company. 
 
    Colleen had thanked him for his offer but explained that she was waiting for someone, even offering to pay for her own drink. The man, who introduced himself as Bruce Myerson, declined, saying that the drink had come with no strings, but if her friend failed to show, he still be over at the bar for a little while. Watching him walk back to the seat he'd just vacated, Colleen thought that for a guy in his late thirties, Bruce had a pretty tight ass. The rest of him hadn't been that bad either, she added, an observation that reminded her that it had been more months that she liked to think about since she'd been with a man. But she'd made a commitment, one that if she didn't stick to she was sure she would regret later. Maybe not tomorrow or the day after but she was sure eventually. 
 
    Idly stirring the swizzle stick in her drink, Colleen brushed back her shoulder length hair and considered how she'd wound up here tonight. She had worked for TCT, as it was more commonly known, ever since she'd graduated from college, working her way up the ladder to assistant manager of shipping at the New York office. Considering that her two predecessors had been her senior by at least a decade, Colleen soon grew used to some people thinking that she'd advanced quickly because she had a pretty face. Some of those even entertained the notion that her rapid advancement was the result of her providing a service not recorded on her resume. 
 
    She quickly learned to ignore people who thought that way, secure in the knowledge that there were few, if any, co-workers in her office who shared that belief. Not only did Colleen know her job, proving it on a daily basis, but it was doubtful that her feminine attributes had any effect whatsoever on Jason Parkes, who had been the manager of shipping for over twenty years. The fifty- four year old was, as he often fond of pointing out, queer as the proverbial three dollar bill. Also, even if Colleen had instead been Colin, and of a similar persuasion, Jason had too much personal integrity to promote anyone who didn't do the job to his exacting standards. 
 
    In fact, Jason had so much confidence in Colleen that he felt perfectly comfortable in sending her to the seminar in his place. His lover of many years, Matthew, a prominent artist, had an exhibition of his work during the same week and that took precedence in his eye. It had also been Jason's suggestion that she stay in D.C. over the weekend and have a little fun. He didn't expect her, he'd said, back in the office until Tuesday morning. 
 
    The seminar had turned out to be as interesting as Colleen had hoped it would, although she realized by the end of the first day that she found it so because unlike most of the other attendees she didn't have an overabundance of practice experience. It was also soon apparent that most people only attended just enough events to justify the trip as a genuine business expense. Colleen was probably the only one who tried to attend every single lecture, even to the point of having been the sole attendee at one of them. During which she'd had a delightful discussion with the shipping manager of Los Angeles County, Linda Marshall, who was giving the talk. It had been Linda's suggestion that they leave the large empty conference room behind and instead go to lunch where she would be happy to answer any questions Colleen might have. 
 
    Colleen and the forty-six year old brunette hit it off so well at lunch that they wound up also having dinner together for the next three nights. Linda was everything Colleen was striving to be and her personal insight into the business was illuminating to say the least. Having started off at just about the same age as Colleen, Linda faced many if not more of the difficulties in advancing her career. She explained to the younger woman that she had to decide early on just what was going to be important to her and then go for it. 
 
    Of course, she also added with a grin, it wasn't like she ignored that old adage about all work and no play. While marriage and kids weren't a goal, there had been lovers, including two whom she had lived with at different points in her life. Colleen was surprised at how easily it was to open up to the older woman, sharing aspects of her personal life in a way she couldn't imagine doing with friends her own age. 
 
    It wasn't until Saturday night, after the two of them had come back from a day of sightseeing and went out to a quiet restaurant that Colleen discovered what should've been obvious from the start, that Linda's interest in her company hadn't been entirely platonic. In retrospect, the signs had all been there, but she hadn't recognized them for what they were coming from another woman. Had Linda been a man, Colleen would've recognized them in a minute. 
 
    Thankfully, Linda wasn't offended when Colleen told her she really didn't go that way and she hoped she hadn't given any impression that she did. Linda had smiled and said that if she had, it was no doubt unintentional and there was no reason to worry about it. She herself had been unsure, which was why she had finally brought the subject up with an invitation to spend the night together. After all, nothing ventured, nothing gained. 
 
    When they had finished the meal and were taking the elevator back to their respective rooms, Linda mentioned that like Colleen, she wasn't going home until Monday, having booked a night flight back to Los Angeles. If Colleen had a change of heart before then, well she had her cell phone number. 
 
    Then, just before she exited the elevator, she leaned forward and kissed the younger woman right on the lips. It had been a relatively chaste kiss, but one whose feel lingered long after Colleen exited on her own floor. 
 
    Lying in bed last night, Colleen couldn't fall asleep, her mind too wrapped up in the thought that perhaps she had been too hasty earlier, her decision made without appropriate consideration. True, she had never been with another woman, but that didn't mean that the idea hadn't ever occurred to her. Back in college, she was well aware that there had been girls who'd "sampled the delights" as some liked to call it. In fact, one of her closest friend, Mamie Brown had gone out of the way to describe her own experience to her, in quite intimate detail. Colleen later wondered if Mamie's sharing had been perhaps an invitation to experience it on her own. If it had been, it was one that also hadn't been repeated. 
 
    It was also worth considering, Colleen thought, that after having worked with and enjoying a friendship with both Jason and Matthew, she wasn't put off by the idea of a same sex encounter as she might have been when she was younger. Nor would it being a one-night stand be a hindrance, since it would hardly have been the first one of those she'd ever had. 
 
    And if asked, she certainly would describe Linda as pretty, and not in that "good for her age" sort of way. Her dark hair showed no sign of grey, and her body while slightly over what she might've liked it to be, was certainly well proportioned. Slightly taller than Colleen's five foot six, the West Coast manager also had a bust at least a cup size bigger. In many ways, the brunette was more attractive than many girls the redhead's age, and she meant that in much more than a physical way. There was something that just drew you to her. As if all the inanity of youth had been left behind, leaving only a striking maturity. 
 
    The more Colleen thought about the possibilities, the more she began to regret her snap decision. Even if she later decided it hadn't been for her, who would ever know? After all she was two hundred miles from home. That had been her final thought before giving in to the sleep she had been resisting. 
 
    When she opened her eyes come the morning, her first thought had been to call Linda, apologize once more, and see if they could spend their last day in Washington together. Her heart dropped when Linda, after saying how overjoyed she was to have Colleen call, had to apologize herself as only a half hour before she had made plans to spend the day with friends over in Alexandra. She'd arranged to spend the afternoon catching up with them, and then have an early dinner before going a school play that her friend's daughter was in. She simply couldn't call them back now and cancel. 
 
    Colleen said that of course she understood, all the while cursing herself silently for having let the opportunity again slip through her hands. There was a momentary pause on the phone, after which Colleen's heart rose again as Linda remarked that the play was expected to be over by eight and it was quite possible that she could make it back to the hotel that long after that. If Colleen wanted, they could meet at the bar downstairs, say about eight-thirty, for a drink. 
 
    With as little hesitation as she had shown when saying no only a half day before, Colleen now said yes. 
 
    Finally giving into temptation, Colleen glanced at her watch and saw that Linda was now a half-hour late. She could call her cell phone she knew, but that wasn't something she was sure she wanted to do yet. Better to give her a little more time than to appear over anxious. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Bruce still sitting at the bar, occasionally glancing in her direction. 
 
    That was already an avenue that she'd decided she wouldn't be going down, no matter how late it got. She would've been mortified if Linda showed up late, only to find Colleen already snuggled up to some guy she'd met in the bar. Better to go back to her room alone if, for some reason, Linda never showed at all. A possibly she wasn't yet ready to consider. 
 
    Only a few minutes alter, just as she finally put away the last of Bruce's drink, Colleen looked up to see Linda walking toward her through the crowd. She was dressed in a simple, but elegant black cocktail dress, making Colleen glad that she had decided to dress for the occasion as well. With one eye still on the approaching brunette, Colleen tilted her head just enough to see if Bruce was watching as well, still curious as to whom she'd been waiting for all this time. 
 
    "I hope you haven't been waiting too long," Linda said as she sat down in the empty chair next to Colleen. "By the time I caught a cab back to the hotel, then ran upstairs to shower and change..." 
 
    "I only got here a little while myself," Colleen said, trying to mitigate the lateness as she often did when her companion was worth waiting for. 
 
    "Liar," Linda said with a smile. 
 
    Colleen gave her an "excuse me" look. 
 
    "I glanced into the bar when I got back to the hotel a half hour ago to see if you were here," Linda added. "I was going have one of the waiters slip you a note that I was running behind, but then changed my mind." 
 
    "Why?" Colleen asked. 
 
    "I guess I wanted to see if you considered me worth waiting for," Linda said as she ordered a drink from the waiter who came up to the table, adding that he should bring Colleen another of whatever she'd been drinking. 
 
    "Why wouldn't I wait?" Colleen asked, taken slightly aback by the way Linda almost knew what she'd been thinking. 
 
    "You might have gotten a better offer," Linda smiled after the waiter had headed back to the bar. "Well, maybe not better, but another offer nevertheless." 
 
    "I would never..." Colleen started to say, but was cut off before she could finished her sentence. 
 
    "Then I guess I'm just imagining the guy at the bar who hasn't taken his eyes off you since I sat down," Linda grinned as the waiter returned with their drinks. 
 
    "That's just some guy who ordered me a drink, that's all," Colleen said defensively, "I told him I was waiting for someone." 
 
    "What's his name?" 
 
    "Bruce," Colleen said automatically, "Bruce Myerson." 
 
    "Well, for someone who just ordered you a drink, you seem to know at least a little about him." 
 
    "He came over and introduced himself," Colleen explained. 
 
    "And I bet he also said that if your friend didn't show up, he'd be right over there." 
 
    "Something like that," Colleen admitted. 
 
    "Can't say as I can blame him for that," Linda smiled as she tasted her drink. "If I didn't know you and saw you sitting here all alone in that sexy dress, I'd want to make your acquaintance too." 
 
    Linda paused a long moment to let Colleen realize that contrary to the impression she might have been giving, she wasn't angry. 
 
    "I only mentioned all of this," she said in a much lighter voice, "because I want you to know that if you'd rather go off and get to know Mr. Myerson better, I'm okay with that. I know he's seen me at a few of the seminar workshops, so as far as he's concerned, we're just two associates having a drink. If we leave together, or even if we leave separately and then you follow me, I think he might get a different impression. Possibly even the right one." 
 
    "Given the choice, I'd rather get to know you a little better," Colleen replied without having to think about it. 
 
    "Only a little better?" Linda laughed. 
 
    "Okay, a lot better," she corrected herself, reaching across the table to place her hand on top of Linda's. 
 
    Linda responded by turning her hand upward and closing her fingers around Colleen's. Heartbeats passed as unsaid volumes passed between them. 
 
    "My room or yours?" Colleen finally asked, the strength of her voice saying that was the only question on the table. 
 
    "You're sure?" 
 
    "I'm sure." 
 
    "My room then," Linda smiled. "It has a double bed, among other things." 
 
    As they left the table, no longer physically linked but obviously together, they walked right past Bruce Myerson. As they did, Colleen tried to look straight ahead, but Linda couldn't help but turn in his direction just long enough to give him a glance that said, "Sorry, better luck next time." 
 
    This time, as the elevator doors closed behind them, the kiss that Linda gave Colleen was anything but innocent. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, the corridor leading from the elevator to Linda's room was empty, as the two women raced down the hall, eager to find the privacy a locked door would bring. Linda anxiously swiped her keycard through the electronic lock, stepping inside with Colleen only a half step behind her. The redhead turned to lock the door, even as Linda brought her body closer to press against the back of Colleen's. Strong, yet soft hands closed around her waist as the younger woman turned in those arms. 
 
    Hungry lips met once more as Linda pressed Colleen back against the wall. Eager tongues slipped in and out of each other's mouth as roving hands moved up and down their bodies. Colleen's right hand glided up Linda's leg, lifting her dress to expose the smooth flesh beneath. Linda in turn cupped the redhead's breast, fingers massaging the equally smooth skin beneath the thin material. 
 
    Their attention moved to each other's shoulders, a trail of wet kisses to mark their passage. Then they reversed course and again their mouths met. Neither seemed willing to relinquish their embrace of the other, until Linda paused just long enough to whisper something into Colleen's ear. Then she took the other woman by the hand and led her over to the large double bed. 
 
    Linda sat on the bottom edge of the bed, parting her legs wide enough for Colleen to stand between them. Her hands slid up and down the body before her as Colleen ran hers though Linda's locks, and then down across her bare back. Linda cupped both of the standing woman's breasts, then moved her hands down her back to her legs, sliding them back up to the cheeks of her ass. 
 
    Colleen brought her hands around and took hold of the straps of Linda's dress, moving them across and down the brunette's arms, until the dress fell free down around her waist. The younger woman paused for a moment to look down at the breasts so much like her own, just slightly larger with thick, dark nipples. She brought her hands across them, feeling the warmth of the flesh and the excitement of their hardness. It was the first time she had ever touched another woman in this way and Colleen thought it impossible to find the words to describe it. Fortunately, words weren't needed and the soft sigh from Linda that her simple touch had produced proved more than enough. 
 
    Lind leaned forward and kissed Colleen's breast though her dress. She replied by undoing the straps, letting the outfit drop until the charms beneath were fully exposed. Linda just as quickly repeated her actions, this time on bare flesh. Starting at her belly, she kissed her way up to the rounded mounds above, running her tongue across each until, in turn, she took each hard nipple into her mouth. The wetness of the kisses sent tiny ripples of delight cascading across Colleen, who sighed with an appreciation that echoed Linda's. 
 
    Linda worked her way back up the bed, shifting her bottom just a bit at a time. With each pause, Colleen followed suit so that they were never further apart than they had been at the start. A quick kiss filled each interval, until Linda came to rest at the head of the bed, with Colleen coming to a stop practically on top of her. Then came multiple kisses, long and hard, interlaced with ones brief and soft, as Linda took hold of Colleen face and held it against her own. All the while, an eager Colleen worked to undo the straps that still held the rest of Linda's dress around her body. 
 
    "Let me help you with that," Linda smile as she also reached down. 
 
    Between the two of them, the dress lasted only a few moments more, dropping to the floor beside the bed as Colleen tossed it aside. She paused to look down at the body beneath her, now totally nude as Linda had not bothered with any undergarments at all. The brief observation passed and her mouth again sought out Linda's, her hands moving across the naked body. 
 
    Equally eager, Linda used her hands to tug down on Colleen's dress, now wrapped around her midsection. The redhead shifted position so that she was now on the bottom and with Linda's help, slid the bundled cloth down her legs until it was free. The simple black panties beneath followed with equal ease and both were soon au natural. 
 
    Lying side by side, their bodies interlocked, they kissed and caressed each other's nakedness, exploring the hidden recesses of the other. Extended fingers stroked excited mounds, both above and below their waists, the wetness of the latter attesting to their excitement. 
 
    Linda worked her fingers across the curved flesh of Colleen's ass, even as the younger woman slipped her hands between her elder's legs, fingers dancing first across her dampness and then skillfully inside. A mutual exclamation filled the air, Linda crying out at the pleasure of Colleen's entry, and she with her excitement at the feel of a sex not her own. 
 
    "Yes, just like that," Linda whispered between kisses, "just like you enjoy being touched yourself." 
 
    Their bodies continued to press tighter together, their breasts rubbing against their counterparts with the touch of sensitive tip against sensitive tip adding to the pleasure. Linda's fingers now mirrored Colleen's as they too found their way along the folds of paradise. The effect on the woman in her arms was instantaneous as the levels of delight coursing through her trebled. 
 
    The resounding waves of passion continued to grow in both of them as their bodies began to respond as if they were one. Until finally, a feeling all too familiar to both of them began to take hold and they shared an orgasm that was mutual as it was satisfying. 
 
    Bodies pressed tightly together, they rocked back and forth across the wide bed. Sweat ran down their backs as short, breathless pants spilled from their lips. Each tried to delay their climax until they were sure of the other, a task made ever the more difficult by actions not their own. Neither was in control of her body, and neither wanted to give in until the other had enjoyed all the pleasures she could give. 
 
    Nevertheless, give in someone finally had to do, and it was to their shared credit that neither could tell who it had been. Instead each shared the eruption of the other's body as if it had been her own. 
 
    "Oh God!" Colleen managed to say as her body finally began to stop quaking, "that was amazing, simply amazing. I can't believe how great that felt." 
 
    "I'm glad you feel that way," Linda replied as she pulled Colleen closer to kiss her once more. "I have a few other things I want to show you that I think you'll like even better." 
 
      
 
    Telling Colleen to just lay back and relax, Linda kissed her softly on the lips, then her neck, followed by successive kisses down to the valley between her breasts. She cupped a hand under each soft mound, squeezing them gently as her thumbs rubbed against the pink circles around each nipple. Tilting her head, Linda gave each nipple a kiss, twirling her tongue around and over each, washing away some of the sweat of their shared orgasm. 
 
    Colleen was content to rest her head on the pillow with her eyes closed, thinking how different Linda's approach was from that of most men, at those in her own experience. Not that there had been all that many of them, but most usually viewed foreplay as something to hurtle past as quickly as possible in order to get to the main event. Oh, they liked to play with her breasts well enough, but only one or two had ever taken the time to really treat them with the care they deserved. Moreover, certainly none had paid them the attention Linda now gave. 
 
    Soft, pleasurable moans filled the night as Linda continued to run her tongue in circles around Colleen's tips, alternating their caress with quick, sudden bites. The mix of moderate pain and gentler pleasure provided an intoxicating combination as the dark haired woman divided her attention between each mound, taking care not to ignore the equally sweet area between them. Her hands also massaged the supple flesh, continuing to play with both her mounds and the equally inviting areas around them, taking longer strides down her sides as she did so. 
 
    It didn't take longer for her to again reach the still wet core of Colleen's sex, the fingers of her left hand dancing across it. The sudden tough brought an instant reaction from the younger woman as her body jerked as if an electrical current had raced through it. 
 
    Linda continued her downward passage, leading the way with a bevy of kisses, hard and soft, along with the plying pressures of both hands. As she neared her objective, she took the time to savor the pleasant scent of womanhood drifting upward, an aroma more appealing than the most expensive perfume. As her face came even with the tightly trimmed hair, she kissed the center of the mounds, slipping her tongue out between her lips just enough to taste the sweetness of its nectar. 
 
    A particular excitement filled Linda, one that always did when she knew she was going where no woman had gone before. It filled her with a desire to make sure that everything she did was perfect, so then when this woman thought back to this night, then memory of it would be as fresh as it was now. 
 
    A second kiss followed as Linda parted the folds of Colleen's pussy with outstretched fingers. It only took a brief moment to expose her clit from beneath its hood, gently massaging it with, first the tip of her fingers, then that of her tongue. 
 
    "Sweet mother of God!" Colleen exclaimed as she touched her, falling back on the words taught to her by the Nuns back at Holy Rosary. 
 
    Linda hadn't known that Colleen had been a Catholic school girl, but didn't find it surprising. She'd never met one that didn't take to the naughty like it was second nature. Something to do with all those years of being told that everything about sex was bad; it made you want to make up for lost time. In most cases, alumni of parochial schools tended to be like virgins who held it all in waiting for the wedding night, then unexpectedly found themselves throwing caution to the wind, ring on their finger or not. All it took was that certain someone. 
 
    Her tongue now buried deep, her lips caressing the moist, pink walls, Linda fell into a well practiced rhythm. One that sent frequent and intense ripple of passion flowing outward across Colleen's body. Each wave stronger than the last, it took little time to once more bring her to the precipice of a second orgasm. 
 
    Back and forth her tongue darted as she used her hands to lift Colleen's legs higher and further apart. Her body quivering with the waves passing over her, Colleen reached down and grabbed her legs, holding them in place to allow Linda to devote her full attention to her charms. An attention she made the most of. 
 
    Linda brought her hands back, slipping them now beneath Colleen's ass, lifting her slightly off the bed. Then she grabbed one of the pillows and pressed it beneath her. All the while, never relenting in the constant thrusts of her tongue. 
 
    Hands now totally free, Linda slipped three fingers inside Colleen, adding their motion to the amalgam of myriad delights. Quickly the moved, soon matching the pace of her tongue, driving Colleen closer and closer to the edge. 
 
    "Oh God, Linda, fuck me!" Colleen heard herself cry out, not considering that these were words she could've never imagined ever saying to another woman before tonight. "Fuck me with your fingers and your tongue!" 
 
    And fuck her she did, for three more furious, frantic, minutes until once again her body exploded with uncontrolled abandonment. This time her orgasm lasted longer than the last, nearly twice as long in fact, with an even more protracted recovery. Giving her the most wonderful and exhausting feeling she had ever had. 
 
      
 
    "No regrets?" Linda asked a while later as they laid there in each other's arms, enjoying the warmth of their bodies. 
 
    "Absolutely not," Colleen said without hesitation. 
 
    "I ask because if you do have any, we could stop right here and now," Linda added. 
 
    "Wouldn't that make me just like a guy?" Colleen asked. "You know the old attitude of "I got mine and who the hell cares if you get yours." 
 
    "Honey, first of all, no one could ever mistake you for a guy," Linda laughed as she stroked back Colleen's hair when it had fallen across her face. "And secondly, it's not about anyone getting theirs, it's all about giving pleasure for pleasure's sake." 
 
    "Well, in that case," Colleen said as she pulled Linda close enough to kiss her, "it's going to give me great pleasure to do the same for you." 
 
    Slipping out of Linda's embrace, Colleen moved down the bed until her head was parallel with the treasure between the brunette's legs. A gentle touch of her hands caused a parting of Linda's thighs, giving her a clearer view of the prize. 
 
    Taking a moment to fully appreciate a sight so familiar yet so different, Colleen found herself filled with a momentary hesitation. It wasn't the thought of what she was about to do that gave her pause, rather the idea that she might now be able to do it well. Still, she hadn't gotten to where she was in life by being faint hearted. So, with determination in her heart, the redhead slipped her tongue past the folds of Venus and was rewarded with her first taste of delightful ambrosia. 
 
    Following the golden rule that what feels good to you will generally feel just as good to someone else, Colleen used Linda's technique as a guide, duplicating almost exactly what she had done to her. Almost exactly was the key, however, as neophyte that she was, she was still sensitive enough to the responses of the older woman's body to adjust her attentions in turn. 
 
    Delighting in Linda's reactions, Colleen noted how easily she took to orally satisfying the woman between whose legs she now rested. Certainly there had been more reluctance when she'd first taken a man in that way. But that was then, she reminded herself, and this was now, and she was a grown woman, not an awkward teenager. 
 
    The chorus of soft cries that echoed from Linda's lips was the most satisfying music that Colleen had ever heard. The energetic movement of her fingers and tongue was reflected in the brunette's form as it responded to her thrusts with increasing vigor. 
 
    "Oh yes, baby," Linda said as she rested her hands on the back of Colleen's head, helping her to stay focused on her most sensitive spots. "You're doing fine, real fine." 
 
    Still overly worried about her lack of experience, Colleen was sure that she was just being kind. Because of such, she was almost overwhelmed when the body beneath her suddenly went into convulsions as Linda abruptly climaxed. 
 
    A climax that was as forceful as it was unanticipated, sending a splattering of orgasmic joy across Colleen's face. Yet, not even that eruption was enough to deter her from her task until she was positive that she had brought Linda as much pleasure as was possible. 
 
    "Was that okay?" Colleen asked as she lifted her face from between Linda's legs, the after-effect of orgasm glistening on her skin like a badge of honor. 
 
    "Much more than okay," Linda said as she pulled Colleen up to her and kissed her deeply, running her tongue across her cheeks to wash away the sticky residue. "In fact, for a first time, I'd say that was damn well spectacular." 
 
    "But not exactly memorable," Colleen stated as their lips parted, her belief that she should've done better tempering the praise that Linda had given her. 
 
    "What was memorable was who was with me," Linda answered, wiping a small smudge from Colleen's chin, "but if you are asking if it had a place in my top ten orgasms, well, then I'm afraid the answer would be no." 
 
    "Oh," Colleen said softly. 
 
    "Honey, you can't expect to hit it out of the park your first time at bat," Linda smiled. "I know I didn't, or on my second, third or even fourth." 
 
    "I guess so, but..." 
 
    "Do you know the best thing about not being the best right off?" Linda interrupted. 
 
    Colleen didn't have an answer, so she just looked at Linda and waited for hers. 
 
    "It gives you a reason to practice, practice, practice," she laughed. 
 
    "Well, the prodigal daughter returns," Jason said, looking up from the pile of paperwork on his desk as Colleen walked into the office, "and only three days late. I hope you had a good time down there in D.C., seeing how you left me in the lurch like that." 
 
    "Yes, I'm fine, nice of you to ask, and how did Matthew's exhibition go?" Colleen replied as she dropped her bag on her small desk. 
 
    "It went fine, and don't change the subject," Jason answered in a gruff tone. "You were due back Tuesday morning, this is Friday!" 
 
    "It's not like I didn't call and say I was taking some of my vacation days," Colleen countered, unable to erase the smile from her face. 
 
    "No, you did call," the older man agreed as he lifted up the small post-it note that he'd left by his phone. "I have the message right here, all five words of it that the midnight clerk copied down. Taking vacation days, back Friday." 
 
    "What can I say," Colleen shrugged, "something came up unexpectedly. And while we're on the point, aren't you the one who's always telling me I should learn to relax more?" 
 
    "Ah, so now you're saying it's my own fault," Jason said, the grin on his face belittling his stern tone. "Still, whatever it was that you were doing that was so important, it does seem to have had a positive effect on you," he added in a softer voice. "I don't think I've ever seen you so relaxed since you came to work here." 
 
    "Well, the seminar was both informative and relaxing," Colleen offered, trying unsuccessfully not to grin too much. 
 
    "That's funny, I don't remember them as being all that entertaining," he said, dropping any further attempt at feigning anger at her unexpected absence. "If anything, I always found them somewhat boring and repetitive, going over the same things over and over." 
 
    "Well, you know me, Jason," Colleen replied as she sat down at her desk, eager to tackle her own pile of papers that had accumulated while she'd been gone. "I'm just one of those people who loves to keep at something until they're sure they've got it right." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 19 
 
    "Tami, are you up there?" Cynthia Craig called out as she stood on the third step of the circular spiral staircase. 
 
    The T-shirt clad eighteen-year-old was a member of the high school's library squad. The object of her search, Tamika Ryan, was one of the squad's Lieutenants. 
 
    "Tami," she repeated as she moved up a few steps. "there's someone down here to see you." 
 
    "I'll be down in a minute," came a voice from the second floor storage room. 
 
    The long-haired redhead climbed back down the stairs and turned to face the girl on whose behalf she had been searching for Tami. There was an obvious animosity between the two girls, evident in both the way they looked at each other as well as the inflection in their voices. 
 
    "Tami will be right down," Cynthia said with disdain. 
 
    "Thank you," Laurie Murdock said with insincerity. 
 
    Ignoring the intended slight, Cynthia turned and left Laurie standing alone among the rows of books and periodicals. It was the first time the tall brunette had ever been in this part of the library and simple curiosity led her to check out some of the titles on the shelves. 
 
    The sound of sneakers on metal steps caused Laurie to look up and see Tami coming down the winding staircase. For the tenth time that morning, Laurie tried desperately to think of another way to solve her problem. As she had the previous nine attempts, the eighteen year old came up empty. 
 
    Stepping off the bottom rung, Tami turned and saw Laurie. If she had to pick the last person she ever expected to see in the research section of the library, Laurie Murdock was it. 
 
    "What do you want?" Tami said in a tone that clearly showed she shared Cynthia's opinion of Laurie. 
 
    "I need to talk to you," Laurie said, coming right to the point. "In private." 
 
    Tami's first thought was to tell Laurie to go to hell. Curiosity then got the better of her and she decided to see what the taller girl had to say. 
 
    "We can use the office in the back," Tami said. "It's about as private as you can get around here." 
 
    As the door to the office, which doubled as a lunch room for the squad, closed behind them, Tami jumped up onto the long desk and faced Laurie. It was obvious that the brunette was a girl with a problem. 
 
    "Okay, you have five minutes," Tami said, glancing down at her watch to emphasize the limit of her patience. 
 
    Despite the time limit, Laurie seemed in no hurry to get to the point. Instead, she took long moments to just look at Tami, getting the nerve to ask what she had to ask. 
 
    To an observer, Tami and Laurie were about as opposite as two girls could get. Laurie had long dark brown hair and stood five foot nine. Tami was four inches shorter with very short reddish brown hair. Laurie was also very full bodied with a bust that drew attention the minute she walked into view. Tami on the other hand had a small athletic form with modest, firm breasts. The final physical difference between the two was that Laurie had a tanned Mediterranean complexion while Tami had almost porcelain white skin, the result of her Amerasian heritage. 
 
    As great as they were, the physical differences were minor when compared to the difference in their personalities and lifestyles. Laurie was one of the most, popular girls in school. Possibly the most. Captain of the cheerleader squad with a social calendar that read like a high school who's who, she was the odds on favorite to be crowned Prom Queen. 
 
    Tami on the other hand, kept to herself and a small circle of friends. Academically successful to the point where valedictorian seemed almost a given, she had also earned a reputation for being just a bit strange. 
 
    "I'm in trouble!" Laurie finally said. 
 
    "The rabbit died?" Tami asked, wondering if Laurie would even understand the reference in an age of instant pregnancy tests. 
 
    "Not that kind of trouble," Laurie quickly shot back, an unbidden memory of worrying about just that a few months previously came to mind. 
 
    "Three minutes," Tami said, attempting to bring the conversation to a point. 
 
    "I'm in Mr. McKenzie's American History class," the brunette said. "and I have a research paper due tomorrow. If I don't turn it in, I'm going to fail the class. Mr. McKenzie counts the end term paper as fifty percent of your grade." 
 
    "Laurie," Tami said. "I don't know if you've ever noticed, but I sit four rows behind you in American History. I know that there's a paper due tomorrow. I've had mine done for over a month now, but obviously you haven't finished yours." 
 
    "Actually I haven't even started it," Laurie admitted. 
 
    "You're right," Tami grinned, "you are in trouble. But tragic as that is, what does it have to do with me?" 
 
    "Originally, Mike Russell was helping me with the paper," Laurie went on. 
 
    "In other words, he was writing it for you," Tami interjected. 
 
    "Yes," she admitted. 
 
    "So what happened?" Tami asked, now a little curious. 
 
    "Mike had a computer crash last week and lost both of our reports," she explained. "He's spent the last seven days just rewriting his own." 
 
    "Gee, you'd think someone as bright as that would've learned to back up his data," Tami mused. "But you still haven't explained what any of this has to do with me." 
 
    "Mike said that originally you and I were both writing reports on the New Deal, but that you later changed your mind and wrote about the Japanese Internment instead." 
 
    "Actually, I finished a first draft of the New Deal paper, then changed my mind," Tami explained. "But I still don't know what any of this..." 
 
    "I want to buy your paper so I can turn it in as my own," Laurie said. 
 
    Tami's response was both instantaneous and explosive, her laughter filling the small room. This had to be the funniest thing she'd heard all year. 
 
    "Damn it, I'm serious!" Laurie yelled. 
 
    "I know," Tami said, unable to stop laughing. "That's what makes it so funny." 
 
    "If I don't get a report by tomorrow I'm not going to graduate," Laurie yelled. "And if I don't graduate I don't get to go to Europe this summer." 
 
    "And that would be such a shame," the short haired girl continued to giggle. 
 
    I should've have know better to think that someone like you might help me," Laurie snapped as she started to storm out. 
 
    "Wait a minute," Tami said, finally bringing her laughter under control. "Maybe we can talk about this." 
 
    Laurie stopped and turned back around. 
 
    "Then you'll sell me the paper?" she asked. 
 
    "Let's just say I'm willing to discuss it," Tami replied. Laurie thought about it a few seconds then walked back to the table. After all, what choice did she really have. 
 
    Now it was Tami who sat silent as she composed her thoughts. Laurie kept staring at the large white letters on Tami's pink shirt. Large letters that spelled out BITCH, and smaller ones that read Babe In Total Control of Herself. 
 
    "So as a starting point," Tami said. "How much are you offering for the report? I'll admit it's just a first draft but I think it's at least a B minus paper." 
 
    "I was going to pay Mike twenty dollars." 
 
    "Twenty dollars huh," the Amerasian girl said. "Doesn't seem like much in exchange for helping you graduate. Are you sure there wasn't something else involved?" 
 
    "Like what?" 
 
    "Well, I seem to remember Mike telling me about this girl he was helping with her grades," Tami said, "and what she had promised him in exchanged for his help." 
 
    Laurie let out a deep breath. 
 
    "All right, I did promise him something else," she said. 
 
    "And what would that be?" Tami asked. 
 
    "Do I have to say it?" Laurie asked in return. 
 
    The expression on Tami's face said that she did. 
 
    "Okay, I promised him a blowjob," she admitted. "Are you happy now? What did that accomplish?" 
 
    "Well if nothing else, we've helped establish the value of a term paper in history," Tami smiled. "Or at least a starting value since it stands to reason that a paper would become more valuable the day before it was due. Especially to someone who didn't have one at all." 
 
    "So how much do you want for the paper?" Laurie asked, deciding to cut to the chase. 
 
    Tami, however, was enjoying the game and not about to let it end so soon. 
 
    "You're dating Jerry Simon, aren't you?" Tami abruptly asked, seeming to go off on a tangent. 
 
    "Yes, I am," Laurie said, wondering why Tami had asked. Jerry Simon was the Captain of the football team. 
 
    "Knowing your reputation, I assume you're sleeping with him," Tami went on. "Is he a good fuck?" 
 
    Laurie suddenly figured out where this was all going. With a wide grin, she said. 
 
    "He's a fantastic fuck!" 
 
    "That good huh?" 
 
    Laurie felt on solid ground for the first time since she walked into the library. Tami had something she wanted, and now the brunette knew she had something the Amerasian wanted as well. Tami wasn't an unattractive girl. In fact, Laurie had heard guys refer to her as being very cute. However, those same guys had also made mention of her perceived strangeness as a reason why they wouldn't ask her out. 
 
    It was entirely possible that Tami was still a virgin. Who better to lose her cherry to than the Captain of the football team. Laurie could see herself on the plane to Paris now. 
 
    "Why don't we just lay our cards on the table," Laurie said, feeling very good at having the situation turn into a tradeoff. That was something she could deal with a lot easier than going to someone she normally wouldn't even be seen talking to and asking them for help. 
 
    "Cards on the table huh," Tami smiled. "Okay, since you seem to have this all worked out, why don't you go first." 
 
    Laurie was more than willing. 
 
    "It's pretty obvious that you want something more than money for that term paper," she began. "That something being Jerry on the other side of your bed. I can arrange that. You get laid, and I get my paper." 
 
    Tami had to suppress a smile. This was going along much easier than she could have imagined. 
 
    "Let me see if I understand this correctly," she replied. "In exchange for my unused term paper, you send your boyfriend to my bed and I get to sleep with him. This is what you're saying?" 
 
    "Exactly," Laurie confirmed with a smile. "And believe me, it's an experience that you wouldn't regret. Like I said, he's a fantastic fuck." 
 
    "And you're okay with that?" Tami asked. "Having your boyfriend fuck another girl? Just like that?" 
 
    Laurie shrugged her shoulders in response. 
 
    "He was never that much of a boyfriend anyway," she admitted. "Just a great fuck. It just looked good to be dating the Captain of the football team. I was going to dump him after graduation anyway." 
 
    "And he'd do this for you?" Tami inquired. 
 
    "Of course," Laurie said. "The thick headed jock would do anything I asked him to. And I'm telling you, the head that goes under his helmet isn't the only one that's thick," she added as an incentive. "Do we have a deal?" 
 
    Tami dropped off the table and walked over to the small window, looking down into the courtyard. Laurie thought she was considering the proposition, but then the shorter girl seemed to go off on a tangent again. 
 
    "Do you remember at the start of the school year when some of your friends were spreading little rumors about me?" Tami asked. 
 
    "God, the guys were right," Laurie thought. "She is strange. All of a sudden she's talking about ancient history." 
 
    "Oh I'm sure you weren't one of those spreading those nasty little stories," Tami said as she turned around, a strange expression now on her face. "But I'm sure you heard them." 
 
    "I'm afraid I don't remember," Laurie lied, hoping Tami would get back to their deal. 
 
    "Yes you do," Tami insisted as she took a few steps closer to Laurie. "Think about it a little. How they began to tell some of the other students that I took a little too long in the showers after gym class and how they thought I was taking an unnatural interest in the bodies of the other girls. I'm sure you remember now." 
 
    Laurie did more than remember. She had been one of the girls who had made up the stories. At the time, she had thought it was a pretty funny idea. Laurie swallowed hard as she hoped that little joke didn't backfire on her now. 
 
    "They went so far as to suggest," Tami said when she was just a foot away from Laurie. "That I might have ..." 
 
    She paused for a breath, then added in a stage whisper. 
 
    "Lesbian tendencies." 
 
    "Oh God," Laurie thought as she imagined the deal she thought worked out minutes before now falling apart over some forgotten prank. "She would have to remember that." 
 
    "But you know something," Tami concluded, "I really wasn't that angry with those friends of yours, because for once they got it exactly right." 
 
    "I don't understand," a confused Laurie said. 
 
    "You don't?" Tami smiled. "Well it's actually very simple. If you really want my paper to turn into Mr. McKenzie, you're not going to be able to buy it with Jerry's cock. You're going to have to pay that bill with your own assets." 
 
    As if to illustrate her words, Tami reached up and caressed Laurie's nipples through the material of her blouse. 
 
    "What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Laurie cried out as she felt Tami's hand on her breasts and jumped back. 
 
    "Just checking the merchandise," Tami smirked. "I once heard a nasty rumor that a certain head cheerleader filled her bra with more than nature gave her. It's nice to see that rumor at least was wrong." 
 
    "You're out of your fucking mind if you think I'm going to let your dyke hands touch me," Laurie went on in the same angry voice. 
 
    "Well that's always a possibility," Tami said, the tone of her voice as calm as Laurie's was excited. "But then again, between the two of us, I have nothing to lose." 
 
    "What if I told people about you," Laurie shot back. "Told everyone that you were a dyke and that you tried to make a grab for me." 
 
    "Go right ahead," Tami smiled as she leaned back on the desk. "Who's going to believe you. They'll think it's just another lie you're spreading about someone that everyone knows you don't particularly like." 
 
    Laurie didn't know what to say. Tami was totally right about that. No one in this entire school was going to believe anything she said about Tami Ryan. Not with her track record and the bad blood everyone knew was between them. 
 
    "Look, I'll make it a hundred dollars for the report," the dark haired girl finally said. "That's five times what I originally offered." 
 
    "I aced all the math courses too," Tami replied. "I could've figured that out for myself. But you could make it a thousand and it wouldn't make a bit of difference. I told you the cost of my help, and it's non-negotiable." 
 
    Laurie's face dropped. There were few times in her life when she had to face the fact that money couldn't cure any problem. 
 
    "Of course you could always buy a report off the Internet," Tami suggested. "Then again, I seem to remember two students trying that last year in Mr. McKenzie's class and getting caught. They not only failed his class, they were expelled. Oh they eventually got a diploma from another school, but it's not exactly the type of thing a good college wants to see on your record." 
 
    Laurie knew that story about the bought papers was true. One of the students involved lived two doors away from her. He was planning to go to Northern Tech and wound up at City U instead because of the incident. 
 
    "I have to think about this," she finally said. 
 
    Tami had to try hard not to smile as she saw the first chink in Laurie's armor appear. It was a chink that she was sure would spread quickly as the deadline grew closer. 
 
    "Think about it all you want," Tami said sympathetically. "I realize it's a big decision." 
 
    "What exactly would I have to do?" Laurie asked, a note of defeat in her tone. 
 
    "Don't worry, I wouldn't make you go out with me in public or anything like that," Tami said. "That would be too cruel." 
 
    The Amerasian girl could see the wave of relief sweep over Laurie's face. One more chink in the armor fell away. 
 
    "Basically, you'd spend the night with me in private," Tami went on. "Being my lover in every way. Doing everything you could to make me a happy woman. You can't just lay there and let me play with your boobs and such, you have to be an active, enthusiastic participant. Think of it as an acting performance. You've been in the school plays, I've seen how much you like to act." 
 
    "Wouldn't it be better if we went away for a weekend, maybe after the school year was over?" Laurie suggested. "Wouldn't that be a lot more fun than just one night?" 
 
    "Well if we had a weekend, I might say yes," Tami countered. "But since we don't, I'd have to settle for a night. Tonight in fact since you need the report for tomorrow." 
 
    "You could give me the report now and we could go away later," Laurie said. 
 
    "Like I'm really going to believe that," Tami laughed softly. "Take it or leave it, tonight's the night. My parents are away on business so I have the house all to myself. You have until eight o'clock to make up your mind. At five after, I'm going to throw that extra report into the paper shredder." 
 
    With that, Tami turned and began to walk out of the room. She got to the door and turned back to Laurie. 
 
    "Remember," she said, "that's eight o'clock, not eight ten. And if you do decide to come, wear something hot. I'm sure you have plenty of choices in your closet." 
 
    By the time Laurie followed her out the door, Tami was already back up on the second floor. A now bewildered Laurie quickly flew out of the library, passing Cynthia without a word. 
 
    "So what did Miss Cunt want from you?" Cynthia asked as she stepped off the circular staircase into the second floor storeroom. 
 
    "Nothing important," Tami smiled, still stacking books on the shelves. "She wanted my help with the history report that's due tomorrow." 
 
    "Talk about your nerve," Cynthia said as she handed a few of the books on the pushcart to Tami. "After the way she and her friends have treated you. One of these days I'd love to see her treated the way she treats other people. See how she likes it." 
 
    "You never know," Tami answered as she stacked the last book. "Maybe someday you'll get your wish." 
 
    "Don't I wish," Cynthia said as Tami walked around the pushcart. 
 
    "Oh, by the way," Tami said as she stood next to her. "Something's come up so we're going to have to cancel our study plans for tonight." 
 
    "No problem," Cynthia replied. "In fact, that works out great because Doris Warner asked me if I could help her study for the Chemistry Finals. Tonight would be a perfect time for us to get together." 
 
    "I don't think the chemistry you have in mind for Doris Warner is the kind that comes out of a book," Tami noted. "I've told you before, I don't think she plays that way." 
 
    "I can always dream can't I?" Cynthia laughed, picturing the well proportioned, dark skinned girl. 
 
    Tami smiled. Back in Junior year, the two of them had dated for a while. At first it had gone along pretty well. Then after a few weeks it became obvious that Tami still had a roving eye and found her excitement in a constant variety. Cynthia, on the other hand was forever looking for Ms. Right and the perfect relationship. 
 
    "Hey, if it turns out that I'm wrong, no one is going to be happier for you than me," Tami said as she leaned over and gave Cynthia a soft kiss on her lips. 
 
    "It's too bad we never worked out," Cynthia said as they broke the brief kiss. "But if I can't have you as a lover, I'm glad I still have you as my friend." 
 
    "Me too, babe," Tami said. "Me too." 
 
    Stepping off the bus in front of the townhouse complex where Tami lived, Laurie looked at her watch. The time read seven forty-five. It had taken longer to get over here than she had figured. 
 
    Public Transportation definitely wasn't her thing, but there was no way she could ask anyone to give her a lift without explaining where she was going. Laurie silently cursed the fact that in a fit of anger over a letter from the school about her declining grades in Math and English, her father had taken away the car she had gotten for her sixteenth birthday. His thinking was that such a loss would motivate her to bring those grades back up. It had worked, but he hadn't reinstated car privileges yet. 
 
    All afternoon, she had continued to try to come up with an alternative. At one point, she had considered offering Mr. McKenzie money or something more substantial to try to pass his class. 
 
    As disheartening as the idea of offering to suck off the fifty-four year old teacher was, even more so was the certain belief that he would turn her down. Ian McKenzie had been a bachelor all his life and Laurie had once heard some of the female teachers talking about him, making the comment that the man had absolutely no interest in sex. Laurie couldn't conceive of a life without sex, but if anyone could live without it, it would most likely be someone like old man McKenzie. 
 
    Money was a consideration as well, but she doubted there was enough money in her savings account to buy him off. Besides, if she used all her money, what would she have left for Europe. 
 
    The hand on her watch now read seven fifty, it was now or never. Taking a deep breath, the tall girl walked away from the bus stop and started down the walkway. 
 
    "At least it's a nice house," she thought to herself. 
 
    Nice was an understatement. Tami's parents were both well paid professionals and lived in a luxury complex. There was even a checkpoint at the gates where a security guard checked to see if you belonged in the complex or were expected as a visitor. 
 
    Thankfully, they were predicting rain tonight so no one would question why Laurie was wearing a long raincoat. She'd just die if she had to go up to the guard with only the outfit she had on under her coat. 
 
    It had taken Laurie over an hour that afternoon to decide just what outfit Tami would consider hot enough. Not that she wanted to admit to herself that she was actually going to go through with this. She'd finally decided on a pair of cut off shorts and a much too tight blouse that knotted around her stomach, showing off her bare skin. Keeping in mind the image she wanted to project, she had left her bra and panties behind. 
 
    Walking up to the guard post, she gave her name and whom she was there to visit to the forty-something rent a cop. Maybe it was her imagination, but it seemed to Laurie that he was taking his sweet time looking for her name on his clipboard. It was almost as if he knew what she looked like under the coat. He'd checked her out enough times as he kept looking up from the small pad of papers. Finally, he waved her through the small accessway and into the complex. 
 
    Tami and her parents lived at the end of Dorchester Road, two blocks into the development. Laurie had no trouble finding it and was reaching for the doorbell a few minutes later. Looking up and down the street, she made sure there was no one around to see her. Then she took off her raincoat and draped it over her arm. As her boyfriend often told her, it didn't hurt to show off the goods. 
 
    The door opened wide a moment later, revealing a smiling Tami behind it. She was wearing a Japanese yukata, red with white birds. It was open just enough for Laurie to see she was probably wearing nothing else beneath it. Her short hair was just damp enough to suggest she had just gotten out of a bath or shower. 
 
    Before she could say a word, a wall clock behind Tami chimed the hour. The dark haired girl glanced back over her shoulder to note it was exactly eight. 
 
    "Well I do have to say," Tami said as she turned back to the girl at her doorstep. "that is a hot outfit. You certainly outdid yourself, but then I knew you would." 
 
    The smile on Tami's face irritated Laurie to no end. Even more so was the fact that she hadn't told her to come in yet. Was she waiting until someone saw her standing out on the walk, dressed as she was. 
 
    "May I come in?" Laurie finally asked. 
 
    "Not yet," Tami replied unexpectedly. "I just want to say something first. When you walk through this door, the game begins. I expect you to play according to the rules. You break the rules and our deal is off. Understand?" 
 
    It took a burst of willpower for Laurie not to tell Tami to go fuck herself. How dare she treat her this way. Then she reminded herself that she had a lot riding on this. Of course it never occurred to her that Tami was treating her no differently than she herself had treated so many others. 
 
    "I understand," she smiled, a facade that hid her true feelings. 
 
    "Then come on in lover," Tami smiled, an expression more real. "I'm always happy to see one of my girlfriends." 
 
    As the door closed behind them, Tami took Laurie's raincoat and hung it on a coat tree behind the door. She stepped up close to Laurie and leaned forward to kiss her. It was a brief kiss, almost chaste. The kind Laurie hadn't gotten since the sixth grade. It was just a portent of things to come. 
 
    "Would you like a drink?" Tami asked as she led her guest into a large living room. 
 
    "Definitely," she answered. 
 
    "White wine okay?" Tami asked as she stepped behind a small bar in the corner of the room. "Or would you want something a little stronger?" 
 
    Laurie considered asking for something a lot stronger. Anything to make this night go easier. Then she reconsidered, deciding there was such a thing as being too loose. 
 
    "White wine will be fine." 
 
    As Tami opened a bottle she had taken from the small refrigerator beneath the bar, Laurie noted the large painting hanging on the wall. It depicted a young couple, obviously Mr. and Mrs. Ryan when they were first married. Mr. Ryan was a handsome man, with a carefully trimmed beard and mustache. Mrs. Ryan, the former Miss Tamaguchi, was a very attractive Japanese woman. Both were major participants in community activities and Laurie remembered her mother once saying they had met while Will Ryan had been stationed in Japan. 
 
    Beneath the painting was an 11 by 14 photograph of the couple, showing as they looked today. Mr. Ryan had a strong gray streak in his beard, but was still ruggedly handsome. Yukiko Ryan on the other hand, looked like a woman at least ten years younger than Laurie knew her to be. 
 
    That was something else she remembered her mother saying. How unfair it was that Asian women aged so much better than most American women. Laurie wondered for a moment if Tami would look so good when she was her mother's age. Certainly, Laurie wasn't looking forward to resembling her mother in twenty years time. 
 
    "Here you go," Tami smiled as she handed Laurie her glass of wine. 
 
    Laurie took a quick drink. It was much too fast and she choked a little on it as it went down the wrong pipe. 
 
    "Easy," Tami cautioned. "I wouldn't want you to choke. Although it might be fun giving you mouth to mouth," she added with a grin. 
 
    "So what do we do?" Laurie asked as she got her voice back, having an image in her head of being made to get down on all fours and licking Tami to orgasm. 
 
    "I thought we could loosen up a little with a nice soak in the hot tub," Tami offered. "We just had it put in last month and it's to die for." 
 
    "I didn't bring a suit," Laurie said off the top of her head. 
 
    "Don't be silly," Tami said as she took a sip of her own drink. "It's much more relaxing if you don't wear one." 
 
    Giving in to the inevitable, Laurie followed Tami out through a large sliding door into the yard. She was surprised how large the backyard was. From the outside, it didn't look half as big. 
 
    The hot tub was also quite large, with room for at least six. When you walked out of Tami's house, you stepped onto a wooden deck. The tub was built into the deck so you could sit and just slide into it. Laurie also noticed that between the high custom made fence and thick foliage up against it, the yard was a very private place. 
 
    "There's a little shower over there in the corner where you can rinse off," Tami said as she pointed to the simple showerhead. "I've just gotten out of the bath." 
 
    Laurie handed Tami her still half full glass of wine and stepped over to the shower area. It was a simple thing really, the sort of thing you'd see at a beach. Just enough to rinse off your body. Laurie had taken a shower earlier when she was getting dressed, but it was only good manners to at least rinse off. After all, the hot tub was for relaxation, not washing. 
 
    The tall dark haired girl took off her socks and sneakers laying them on the shelf built into the wall. She undid the knot of her blouse and began to undo the buttons. Reminded that she had nothing on beneath it, Laurie paused when she reached the middle button. She suddenly felt self conscious. 
 
    "This is silly," she thought as she glanced over her shoulder at Tami, wondering if she was watching her undress. "She's seen me shower every week in gym." 
 
    The difference, Laurie then realized, was that in the school showers, no one was looking at her with lust in their eyes. At least no one she was aware of - until now. 
 
    Off came the white blouse, exposing her large breasts to the night air. Laurie was surprised to find her nipples taut and erect. As if she was excited by what was happening. Her shorts followed her blouse, finding a place next to her sneakers on the shelf. Stepping under the showerhead, she was sure that Tami must be staring at her by now. 
 
    To her surprise, Tami wasn't even looking in her direction. Instead, she was adjusting the water temperature of the tub. It turned out to be Laurie doing the staring as she watched Tami carefully take off her yukata and slip naked into the tub. 
 
    Shutting off the water, Laurie walked to the edge of the hot tub. Only then did Tami look up and take in her nudity. Sipping her wine, she smiled and simply said, "Won't you join me?" 
 
    Laurie dropped down and eased herself into the warm water. She had to admit, it felt very good as the heat of the tub was transmitted to her body. Stretching out her legs, the brunette slid over to the far side of the tub opposite Tami. 
 
    "This isn't too bad," Laurie thought to herself as she reached over and picked up her own wine glass and took a long drink from it. 
 
    The two teenagers sat there for a few minutes, enjoying both the warmth of the water against their skin and the wine inside of them. Laurie could feel Tami's eyes on her and had to admit a certain curiosity about the body of the girl across from her as well. 
 
    Not that she or any of her friends would ever admit it, they always checked out the bodies of other girls in their classes. Or more precisely, those girls they considered competition. 
 
    Competition being defined by them as girls with hot enough bodies to steal their boyfriends. With her smaller frame and androgynous looks, Tami had never been considered one of them. Looking at her now, Laurie considered that their definition of a hot body might have to be redefined. 
 
    Laurie herself easily fell into the old definition. Her large breasts and tight ass capped a figure that drew men like honey. Those few fortunate enough, at least in her opinion, to see her as naked she was now, found large bright pink nipples and a heavy thick pubic bush. 
 
    Tami, on the other hand, had diminutive, compact breasts with dark, equally small nipples. Her lean athletic body was sexy in a way Laurie hadn't considered before. Between the smaller girl's legs was the skimpiest of reddish brown triangles. In fact, aside from her short boyish hair, the Amerasian was almost hairless. 
 
    "Comfortable?" Tami asked as she put her glass down on the wooden deck. 
 
    "Oh yes," Laurie said, surprised at how comfortable she felt, given the circumstances. "You were so right when you said this hot tub was to die for." 
 
    "I'm so glad you're comfortable," Tami smiled with anticipation as she moved across the wide tub and took Laurie's glass from her hand, laying it down near hers. "Cause now it's time to play." 
 
    Without warning, Tami grabbed Laurie and kissed her. The sudden press of her lips against Laurie's mouth was unexpected, but far from unpleasant. With girls kissing girls all over the television screen the last few years, Laurie sometimes wondered what it might be like. 
 
    She found herself kissing Tami back, parting her lips to admit the Amerasian's darting tongue as strong arms embraced her. The tips of her nipples tingled with excitement as Tami pressed her wet body hard against her. 
 
    The kiss seemed endless, filled with a warmth and fiery passion that few of her boyfriends, and there had been many over the years since she'd started dating in her early teens, could have matched. Repeatedly Tami's mouth sought out Laurie's, and it wasn't long before the reverse began to become true as well. 
 
    "This is nice," Laurie admitted to herself as their lips met once more. 
 
    Tami didn't give Laurie a chance to rest, turning her attention to the brunette's large breasts. Wet kisses covered equally wet flesh as Tami's hands cupped each mound, squeezing the soft flesh and massaging Laurie's thick nipples. 
 
    "Oooooo," Laurie cried at the smaller girl's touch. 
 
    An eager mouth closed on the large nipple of her left mound, replacing Tami's hand. A deft tongue playing across the pink flesh like a skilled artist's tool, producing a range of sensations that made Laurie want to melt. 
 
    Laurie had first let a boy reach under her blouse when she was thirteen years old. Since then, her well endowed bust had been the constant goal of every guy she'd dated. What had also become almost a constant was that few guys knew exactly what to do when they'd achieved that goal. It didn't take Laurie long to decide that Tami knew exactly what to do. 
 
    Tami's free hand disappeared beneath the water, coming to rest between Laurie's legs. In no time at all, Laurie was on the receiving end of pleasure from that avenue as well. 
 
    "Feels nice, doesn't it, Sugar?" Tami said as she came up for air, her talented fingers continuing their ministrations. 
 
    "Oh yes," Laurie panted, her breaths coming in short gasps as waves of delight echoed through her body. 
 
    "That's great," Tami grinned, "cause now it's your turn to make me feel good, lover." 
 
    Breaking all contact with Laurie, Tami lifted herself out of the hot tub. Her wet ass landed on the wood deck with a resounding splat as she spun herself around at the last moment. A smile of anticipation filled her face as she moved a little closer to the edge of the tub and spread her legs wide. The invitation she presented was impossible to misunderstand. 
 
    "I guess it's time to pay for that report," Laurie thought as she moved closer to the pearl between Tami's legs. 
 
    She reached out with her hand, gently stroking the almost hairless mound with her fingers. Twenty four hours ago, she couldn't have imagined herself about to put her mouth on another girl's pussy. You might as well have told her she was going to spread her own legs for that dorky kid that lived next store. The one who was always trying to get a look at her boobs. Yet, now that she found herself in that unimaginable position, she found it strangely exciting. 
 
    She might never have gotten here on her own, she told herself as her fingers slid up and down Tami's pussy, but as long as she was here, why not make the most of it. 
 
    Lesbianism was a topic that was never discussed among her friends, unless it was to make a joke about it. Yet at the same time, it was a subject that generated a great deal of curiosity. She remembered a few months ago when they had that lesbian movie on cable. The one with all the big name actresses. There was a lot of talk among her friends about what a piece of trash it was and how could they put something like that on TV. 
 
    How could those women who starred in it, at least the straight ones, get naked and roll in the sheets with another woman for everyone to see. The funniest thing about the film, Laurie now thought, was that despite all of the negative comments and objections, not one of her friends had not watched it. 
 
    "It could be worse," Laurie said to herself as she leaned forward to replace her fingers with her lips, "it could be old man McKenzie's cock." 
 
    With a burning curiosity, Laurie pressed her lips against Tami's sex, gently slipping her tongue between her lips as she did. She was immediately taken by the sweetness of Tami's natural juices. Her heart beat with excitement as she moved her tongue back and forth. 
 
    Her thoughts flashed back to when she was just beginning to get into sex with guys and the advice her older sister had given her in preparation for her first blowjob. Just close your eyes and do it, she had said. Don't take the time to think about it at all. Before you know it, it will seem like the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    Thinking that the advice held equally true in this circumstance as well, Laurie threw herself into it. She knew what felt good on her own body, so it had to hold true for Tami as well. She slid an already lubricated finger deep into the lightly haired folds, gliding it back and forth as she followed the motion with the movements of her tongue. 
 
    Just as it had happened the first time she'd taken Bobby Winger's cock into her mouth, Laurie concentrated on what she was doing without thinking about what she was doing. Her tongue and fingers slid in and out of the girl sitting above her, quickly producing a reaction from her efforts. 
 
    "Oh that's nice," Tami said as she arched back to give Laurie better access to her charms. "Very nice indeed. Are you sure you haven't done this before?" she laughed. 
 
    The dark haired brunette didn't really hear the comment or the laughter, concentrating her attention instead on developing a technique as she went. As it had the first time she'd gone down on a guy, the reality of what she was doing finally caught up with her. 
 
    There was no denying it, even to herself. Laurie Murdock, Queen of the in crowd herself, was deeply involved in a lesbian act. The real shocker, was that she was really beginning to get into it. 
 
    Pressing her face harder against Tami's pussy, Laurie finally found her rhythm. Her tongue flew back and forth, up and down. She quickly discovered the small nub that was the shorter girl's clitoris and took every opportunity to caress it. The result of which produced increasing encouragements from Tami. 
 
    As hard as Laurie was trying and as nice as it felt, it was obvious to Tami that it was still an amateurish attempt and wouldn't likely lead to an orgasm. And in all honesty, she really didn't care. 
 
    The excitement of just having Laurie between her legs was more than enough for her. Besides, there was more on the itinerary for this evening that she knew would get the both of them off soon enough. 
 
    "That's it baby," Tami said as she vibrated her body in response to Laurie's actions, "suck my pussy. Use that tongue, it feels so, so good." 
 
    Laurie Murdock, pussy licker. If her friends could only see her now, Laurie thought. Then she added, what the hell, I've done this much, might as well go for it all. 
 
    Laurie lifted herself up out of the water and brought her attentions to Tami's smaller breasts. Her lips closed on the small dark brown nipples, her tongue moving with the fires of undimmed desire. She sucked hard on the small tips, treating each as she knew she liked her own nipples sucked. Holding it between her teeth, she softly bit it as well. 
 
    "Oh yes," a surprised Tami called out, demonstrating that she had something else in common with Laurie after all. "Oh baby, yes, suck my tits!" 
 
    Laurie pressed her face between the small globes, covering the wet flesh with hot kisses. Her hands squeezed the rounded flesh, guiding it to her mouth again and again. 
 
    Tami was overjoyed at how much Laurie was really getting into what was happening. She'd long believed you could take the straightest of girls and once you got her going, she'd become the biggest lesbian slut around. At least for the moment. By tomorrow, she would undoubtedly be denying, even to herself, that anything had passed between them. If that was to be the case, then so be it, Tami thought. She would settle for the here and now. 
 
    They engaged in another round of hot kisses, even more passionate than the first. With both of them out of the water, Tami laid Laurie out on the hard wood deck and lifted her tanned legs far apart. 
 
    Without hesitation, she dove between those legs and began to teach Laurie what pussy licking was really all about. In no time at all, she convinced the taller girl that every guy who had been there before Tami knew absolutely nothing about pleasing a woman. 
 
    "Omigod!" Laurie called out as she felt waves of passion washing over her body faster than she could've imagined possible. 
 
    Tami's tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, her fingers moving with the deft motions of a surgeon. Never in her life had she felt this good. Never had she wanted to come so much. 
 
    Her surroundings faded from her view as all she became aware of was the ecstasy coming from between her legs. Laurie no longer cared about her friends finding out, about the research paper, or the trip to Europe. All she cared about was having an orgasm. 
 
    With the racing of her heart, and the thundering of her breaths, it took a few seconds for Laurie to realize that Tami was no longer between her legs. That the wonderful ripples cascading through her sweat covered body were beginning to subside. In a panic, she opened her eyes and practically jumped up to a sitting position. 
 
    "What's wrong?" she asked a now standing Tami. 
 
    "Nothing's wrong," Tami said as she walked over to where Laurie had left her clothing and picked the bundle up. "We're done." 
 
    "Done?" Laurie repeated in disbelief. 
 
    "Yes, done," Tami repeated as well. "You've fulfilled your end of the bargain. The research paper is yours. You'll find it on the small table by the front door." 
 
    "But I haven't ... I mean we're not ..." Laurie stammered. 
 
    "You mean you haven't come yet?" Tami said, finishing Laurie's sentence. "Who said that was part of the deal?" 
 
    "God, what a bitch!" Laurie thought to herself. 
 
    Then a moment later reversed herself when she realized that Tami was acting in exactly the way she had acted herself so many times. In fact, Laurie had done a lot worse. How many guys had she gotten all worked up, only to send them home to jerk off in their bathrooms? 
 
    "Of course," Tami smiled after a long pause, "if you'd like to finish what we started, well I'm open to that idea as well." 
 
    Laurie was surprised at how much excitement hearing that from Tami generated within herself. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been this hot and horny. 
 
    "But of course if we did that, you couldn't say to yourself tomorrow that you did it all for the term paper," Tami said as she walked around the deck, her nude and sweaty form glistening in the mixture of moonlight and the small garden lamps. "You'd have to admit, if only to yourself, that you went to bed with another woman because it was what you wanted to do. No one forced you. It would have to be that you wanted to stay and be with me." 
 
    That caused Laurie to hesitate a little. She hadn't really considered that. Even if none of her friends ever knew what happened tonight, she always would. Up to now, it would be easy enough to put it all down as something she had to do to get something she really needed. There had been enough guys over the years that she'd fucked for no other reason than to get something. Now there was no way she could use that justification. 
 
    "So what's it going to be, sweetcheeks," Tami asked as she stopped a few feet in front of a still sitting Laurie. "It's beginning to get a little cold out here. What's it going to be, go or stay?" 
 
    Laurie took a long deep breath as she looked up at Tami's naked body. She never wanted anything, or anyone so much. Opening her mouth slowly, she said, "Stay." 
 
    Tami didn't say a word. Instead, she dropped the pile of clothes and closed the few steps that separated her from Laurie, holding out her hand as she moved. Laurie took it hand and rose to her feet. Their lips met and their arms closed tight around each other. They stood there silently for long moments, sharing the heat of their bodies. 
 
    Still not saying a word, Tami led Laurie, who now had picked up the bundle of clothes, back into the house and down the hall to her bedroom. Tami's bedroom wasn't much different than Laurie's own. Which meant that it didn't have the walls covered with lesbian power posters that she might have previously expected. 
 
    Kissing Laurie again, Tami eased her onto the large king size bed that dominated the room. She lay on top of her and pressed their bodies together, the tips of their breasts touching and growing hard once more. 
 
    Tami slid her leg between Laurie's, rubbing it against her still wet pussy. The hard, pleasing pressure brought a quiet moan from the girl on the bottom. 
 
    "You have such a hot body," Tami said as she rubbed her fingers across Laurie's breasts. "It didn't matter to me that you were such a teasing, selfish bitch. I can't tell you how many nights I laid in this bed and dreamed you were here with me. How many times I brought myself to orgasm and imagined it was you here with me. That it was you I was making love to." 
 
    It had been a long time since a lover had spoken to Laurie in such a way. Each word, each touch, caused her temperature to rise just a little bit more. 
 
    "You're still so wet," Tami said as she slid her hand down Laurie's body, stopping between her legs. 
 
    "I'm wet for you," Laurie replied. 
 
    "You like the feel of a man inside you, don't you?" Tami asked as she changed the subject yet again, sliding a finger inside of Laurie and rubbing her gently. 
 
    "Yes, I do," she admitted as her body reacted to Tami's touch. 
 
    "Is it better than how it feels when I'm inside of you?" 
 
    "Not better, just different," Laurie said in a rare display of diplomacy. 
 
    "But you miss being penetrated, don't you?" Tami went on, her fingers still working their magic. 
 
    "Yes," Laurie had to admit. 
 
    "Good," Tami beamed. 
 
    Unsure what she meant by that, Laurie was surprised as Tami removed her hand and rolled over on the bed. From over her shoulder, she could tell the short haired girl was reaching into the bottom drawer of her night table. 
 
    "Oh shit!" Laurie cried out as Tami rolled back over with the object of her search in her right hand. "Where did you get something like that?" 
 
    "Mail order," Tami laughed as she held her hand up to give Laurie a better look. 
 
    Laurie's eyes opened wide. She had never seen anything like that in her life. Made of some kind of rubber, it looked just like a guy's cock. In fact, it looked a lot more impressive than some of the guys she'd been with. At the base of the make believe cock were a series of straps, making it obvious that it was meant to be worn. 
 
    "Well, what do you think?" Tami asked with a twinkle in her eye. "You think this is something you might want to try?" 
 
    Laurie looked hard at the toy in Tami's hand. At home, buried under a pile of books in her own night table, Laurie had a small plastic vibrator. The artificial manhood in front of her went far beyond that. Just the sight of it produced a longing between her legs that was impossible to ignore. 
 
    "Oh yes," Laurie automatically answered, her responses now being totally controlled by her urges. "definitely yes." 
 
    "I hoped you'd say that," Tami said as she eased back off the bed and started to strap on the do it yourself manhood. 
 
    With the 'cock' now hanging between her legs, Laurie had to say that Tami now looked more like a teenage boy than ever. A boy that she badly wanted inside of her. 
 
    Tami climbed back on the bed and stood over Laurie. She held the playcock in her hand and brought it to Laurie's face. 
 
    "Suck me off," Tami said. 
 
    "What?" Laurie replied. 
 
    "Don't you suck off your boyfriends?" Tami answered. "Well now I'm your boyfriend." 
 
    Feeling just a little silly about it since the cock was rubber not flesh and blood, but willing to play along, Laurie took hold of Tami's 'cock' and guided it into her mouth. 
 
    Back and forth she moved it, deep inside of her mouth. She began to act as if it was real, running her tongue up and down its length and under the head at the top. If there were an official ranking among the girls of the senior class, Laurie would've finished in the top ten of cocksuckers. She soon found herself actually getting a charge out of 'blowing' Tami. 
 
    Although she couldn't feel the warm wetness of Laurie's mouth on her strap on manhood, Tami was also getting a thrill out of watching her lover. If she was a guy, perish that thought, she was sure she would be begging for more by this point. 
 
    Watching Laurie swallow her whole once more, Tami had to admire her skill. Seeing her work on a cock like she did, the boy/girl decided that with the right teacher, Laurie might be able to develop into a first class cunt-licker as well. That however, was a thought for another day. 
 
    "I can see why the guys love you so much," Tami said as she let Laurie get in a few last licks. "Let's see what else they love about you." 
 
    Tami removed her 'cock' from Laurie's mouth and motioned for the girl to assume that position she knew so well. Tami climbed between her legs once more and brought her 'cock' up against the entrance of Laurie's pussy. 
 
    Holding her hardness tightly in her hand, Tami ran the head of it up and down Laurie's pussy, coating the tip with her juices. She pressed it inward, just enough to part the walls separating it from her womanhood. 
 
    "Are you sure you want this?" she asked as she hesitated for a moment. 
 
    "Oh yes," Laurie said as she put her own hand on Tami's 'cock' in an attempt to draw it inside of her. "I want you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me!" she added with urgency. 
 
    Tami applied more pressure and sent her temporary maleness deep inside of Laurie. She eased it back out again carefully, then inward once more. Twice more she did it slowly, allowing Laurie to become accustomed to its dimensions. 
 
    "Fuck me!" Laurie called out. "All the way. Give it to me!" 
 
    Needing no further encouragement, Tami grabbed both of Laurie's legs and drove deep inside of her. As fast as she could, she repeated the action again and again, driving it with more force each time. 
 
    "Oh yeah, that's it," Laurie cried out as she grabbed Tami's ass to hold her deep inside of her. 
 
    They quickly fell into a cadence, their bodies gyrating back and forth in unison. Tami's thrusts were quickly becoming almost savage in nature, but still Laurie called out for more. 
 
    "Harder, faster!" she cried as her fingernails dug into the flesh of Tami's ass. 
 
    It was almost more than Tami could give. Although she no more felt the embracing pressure of Laurie's cunt against her 'cock' then she had the her mouth, Tami was still being drawn into a pre-orgasmic frenzy of her own as the base of her strap on rubbed against her pussy. When it seemed she had no more to give, she reached down and found exactly what the both of them needed. 
 
    "Yes, Oh God, yes!" Laurie yelled out as she felt the waves of her orgasm about to be released. 
 
    Tami knew her own climax was just as imminent, as she dropped down on Laurie's body and kissed her with a primitive lust. The energies reverberating within both their bodies were too far along to be stopped now. With a shattering surge of passion, the walls of their dams shattered under the torrent behind them. 
 
    "Fuck!" Laurie cried out as the most mind shattering climax of her life grabbed hold of her. 
 
    For a moment, she feared she was having a seizure. Never before had she lost such total control of her body. But it was such a beautiful loss of control. 
 
    Tami's orgasm was nowhere near as powerful as Laurie's, but it was still satisfying on a number of levels. The Amerasian preferred the quiet enjoyment of a climax, but was sure that Laurie wouldn't have noticed if she'd been screaming her head off. 
 
    They lay there for a while, Tami still buried deep inside of her. She nestled her head between Laurie's breasts, kissing the warm, damp flesh. It was almost a half hour before they undid themselves from their entanglement. 
 
    "Feel free to use the shower," Tami said to Laurie as she undid the straps of her manhood, returning herself to her feminine norm. "It's right down the hall." 
 
    "No, I think I'll wait until I get home," Laurie said as she was pulling her shorts back over her now cooled flesh. "It's getting pretty late." 
 
    "Suit yourself," Tami said as she brought her toy close enough to savor the scent of Laurie's orgasm that still clung to it. 
 
    With Laurie still in the room, she resisted the urge to lick it clean. She would save that as a treat for later. 
 
    Laurie was already putting her blouse back on in a rush to get going. Tami wasn't the least bit surprised. She'd seen this before. Already a sense of guilt and panic was beginning to set in. Laurie couldn't wait until she could leave the scene of the crime, so to speak. 
 
    "Okay, I think I have everything," Laurie said as she checked her appearance. 
 
    Tami had to keep from smirking. No matter how she tried to hide it, Laurie looked like a girl who had just been fucked royally. 
 
    Putting the toy down on the night table, a still naked Tami walked Laurie to the door. When they reached the hall leading to the entranceway, she pressed her naked body against her and kissed her guest goodbye. Both of their bodies still reeked of their coupling. It was a sweet perfume that Tami would long remember. To her surprise, Laurie responded to the kiss. Already the guilt was fading. So much the better. 
 
    "Don't forget the report," Tami said as she let Laurie walk the last few feet to the door alone. Adventurous as she sometimes was, Tami wasn't about to chance letting the neighbors see her naked. 
 
    Tami watched as Laurie put her raincoat back on and then picked up the report. Her back was now to Tami, but it looked like she was flipping through the paper or something. As if she thought Tami would give her a pile of blank pages or something. Then it looked like Laurie put something back on the table, but again from where she was standing, Tami couldn't be sure. 
 
    Laurie paused one last time at the open door and smiled back at Tami. Then she was gone. 
 
    Tami watched from behind a concealing curtain as Laurie got onto the bus that would drop her off just a few doors from her own home. She wondered what the people on the bus, or her parents, would make of her appearance. Oh well, she was sure it wouldn't have been the first time Laurie had come home late at night looking like that. 
 
    Stepping into the shower to clean off the after effects of their wild night, Tami let her mind wander as the cleansing water danced over her. 
 
    "I'm going to have to do something really nice for Mike Russell," she thought as she washed between her legs. "Not many guys would've trashed their chance with Laurie like he did. Especially giving up what she'd promised. I'll have to find a way to make it up to him." 
 
    Mike was Tami's best male friend, something that Laurie really had no way of knowing of course. He told her everything, and not out of a desire to get in her pants either. She had told him of her preference back in Junior High. It hadn't affected their friendship in the least. 
 
    From the day Mike had mentioned he was writing Laurie's paper, Tami had been planning this evening. The real joke of it was that the paper Laurie walked out of here with was actually the one Mike had written for her. As if someone as computer literate as Mike wouldn't have backups. 
 
    She thought about what to do for her friend for a minute or two, then the obvious came to her. Karen Liu owed her big time for past favors. She'd fix up Karen and Mike. She was sure Karen would at least make up the blowjob he missed. Hell, knowing Karen, he'd probably get to fuck her as well. 
 
    Wrapping a towel around her as she stepped fresh and clean out of the shower, Tami remembered that she thought Laurie had left something when she picked up the report. Curious, she quickly went to the front door. 
 
    Sure enough, in place of the history paper was one of Laurie's personal calling cards. They'd become quite popular at school the last two years. This one contained Laurie's address and private phone number. Turning the card over, Tami saw a hastily scribbled message. 
 
    "Please call me." 
 
    Under the note, Laurie had signed her name and a small heart. 
 
    Tami held the card for what seemed like an eternity. Knowing Laurie, she doubted many guys had been left such a personal touch on the cards they were given. Or that she even left many cards behind at all. 
 
    A broad sense of satisfaction filled her as Cynthia's words from this afternoon came back to her. 
 
    "After the way she and her friends have treated you. One of these days I'd love to see her treated the way she treats other people. See how she likes it." 
 
    "Like I said, Cynthia," Tami said to the empty air as she dropped the scraps into a small metal wastebasket next to the table, "sometimes you get your wish." 
 
    As she walked back through the house, Tami wondered how Cynthia had made out with Doris Warner. Was there anything she could do about that? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 20 
 
    "Are you having a good time?" the young actress whose name escaped Jane at the moment asked. 
 
    "Oh I'm having a really wonderful time," Jane replied with a broad smile. 
 
    "I guess something like this is really old hat to you," the actress went on as she gestured to the large crowd that filled the even larger garden where the party was being held. "You must've attended hundreds of parties like this before. This is my first." she gushed. 
 
    Jane just continued to smile. Truth be told, this was the first party like this she had ever attended as well. Even in her heyday in Hollywood, she had never been invited to an A-List party. Especially not one in a setting like that around her. 
 
    The large twenty-six-room mansion on the seacoast had been built by one of the great actors of the nineteen twenties, one of those people who had practically created the movie industry. Its current owner and their host for the weekend, was one of the new boy wonders of Hollywood. With six blockbusters and two Academy Awards behind him, the studio just couldn't say no to him when he'd come to them with the idea for the project he was now celebrating the completion of. 
 
    "Mara, Queen of the Jungle" was a multi-million dollar remake of a early nineteen eighties television show that Jason Flynn had been fixated on since his teen years. A sort of female version of the classic Tarzan story, it had been the thirty-six year old's lifelong dream to remake it in his image and he was now in a position to do just that. 
 
    Back when the show had been on television, it had definitely been low budget. It lasted only a few seasons, despite achieving almost cult-like status, especially among teen-age boys and was soon consigned to what was expected to be the oblivion of cancellation. 
 
    But then, like a few other shows of the era, it went into syndication and became a greater hit than it had ever been when it was first run. Even today, the seventy-two episodes could be found running on one cable station or another. 
 
    So, with an abundance of old television shows being made into big budget films, the studio was willing to green light the project and make Jason happy. Even if the film was a bomb, they reasoned, enough ticket buyers would go to see it based on Flynn's reputation for them to at least break even. At worst, if the film tanked, it would take the maverick producer/director down a peg or two and make him easier to deal with. 
 
    But the studio bosses greatly underestimated Jason and the lengths he was willing to go to insure his dream picture would indeed be a hit. This was a film he'd been thinking about for half his life and he already had a long list of things to do and people to see to make that happen. At the top of that list had been Jane Parker, who had retired from the motion picture business over a decade before. As soon as he got the commitment from the studio, he sought out the former actress and offered her a role he created especially for her. 
 
    To anyone who had loved the show of course, and their numbers had been legion, his action was both predictable and made perfect sense. Jane Parker had been the original Mara. In the new version, the now forty-six year old would play an explorer who discovers the Jungle Girl and brings her back to civilization. 
 
    When first approached with the offer, Jane had been a little reluctant at first to take on the role. But she had agreed to see Jason later in the month when he was on the East Coast where she'd relocated. It had been years since she'd set foot in front of a camera and she liked the idea of her fans remembering her as she had been, not as she was now. 
 
    Having spent more than half of her life in Hollywood, where looks were everything, Jane was oftentimes much too critical of herself. The reality was, which others could see even if she couldn't, that a dozen or so extra pounds and a few age lines had done little to lessen her beauty. In fact, many people thought she was more attractive as a mature woman, standing out among her peers in a way she never did back when she was just one of a thousand pretty girls in a bikini making the rounds and looking for their big break. 
 
    After Queen of the Jungle went off the air, Jane had appeared in a number of roles in the years that followed. True, most had been B or made for television movies with few starring roles, but at least she'd been a working actress for most of her career, something few of her contemporaries could say. 
 
    When she made the decision to quit the business before it quit on her, she also made the decision not to capitalize on her one great role. Oh she would answer the occasional fan mail that managed to come her way, but she refused to appear at any of the science fiction and fantasy conventions that sent her invitations. She didn't want to become some old lady trying to remember her glory days. 
 
    It was only recently that some friends had finally convinced her to attend one of those gatherings and she was overwhelmed to finally realize that she had been the only one who saw herself that way. She hadn't even been a guest at the convention, but someone had recognized her and word quickly spread. In no time at all, close to a thousand fans had abandoned the stars of current shows on the ballroom dais to gather around her in an empty room and engage in an impromptu question and answer session. 
 
    So when Jason came to see her in person, he found her in a much more receptive mood than she might've been only a few weeks before. Still, she only accepted the role when she was sure it was going to be a real part, and not just some quick cameo that might wind up on the cutting room floor. 
 
    His proven talent aside, Jane found Jason to be pretty much an adult version of the geeky teenage boys who had drooled over her when the show was on the air. In their chats over a two day period, he'd even let it slip that he'd had his share of fantasies about her character while growing up and had gone so far as to buy one of her original costumes at an auction to put on display in his new house. Jane also got the impression that even though she was a decade his senior, the filmmaker would be overjoyed to live out some of those fantasies even now. 
 
    If that was the case, Jane thought, then Jason was going to be greatly disappointed. It was true, she'd slept with the executive producer to get the role of Mara in the first place, and in the later part of her career, a few blow jobs might've helped pave the way to an audition or two, but those days were far behind her. Not knowing the reason for the little smile on the corner of her mouth, Jason droned on about his plans for the new rendition of Mara. No longer really listening, Jane found herself remembering how she'd gotten involved in the original version. 
 
    The producers of the original Queen of the Jungle had been looking for a fresh new face for their Jungle Girl and invited the talent agencies to send around some of their unknowns to read for the part. Jane knew going in there that she had little more going for her than a few small guest star roles, a couple of commercials and a resume that held little more than a minor national beauty title and a 38-26-38 figure. The funny thing was that in the end, it all pretty much came down to her being able to fill the costume. 
 
    The problem was, Jane remembered, there was another, younger actress, Juliet Newman, also fit the costume. And, despite only being in Hollywood a few years, Juliet had nearly twice Jane's experience. If it had been up to the studio, Juliet would've won the leading role. 
 
    But the decision wasn't up to the studio, however, and Jane got a first hand lesson in how things were sometimes still done in the business, at least on this level. Rebecca Simon, who had spent the better part of two decades establishing herself as a power to be reckoned with, had signed on as executive producer as a favor to an old friend. After climbing her way to the top over every obstacle they could put in front of her, the fifty-nine year old felt entitled to the perks that came with it. 
 
    That Rebecca was as gay as they came was no secret, or the fact that the quickest way to a role in one of her productions was through her bed. Juliet, who despite having already done her share of auditioning on her back, including securing a top agent by letting him fuck her ass, inexplicably decided that such things were now beneath her. If they really wanted her for the part, and in her mind they'd be foolish not to, then it was going to be on her terms. 
 
    "Who does that fat old dyke think she is that I'm going to crawl down between her legs and get her off?" Juliet had been heard to say within earshot of several people who had been more than happy to repeat it for the producer. 
 
    Rebecca, who stood five foot one, weighed in at almost two hundred pounds and couldn't be described as attractive by even her closest friends, was understandably upset when she'd heard the comment. While the description might indeed be accurate, it had been a good many years since anyone had dared voice it. Especially not someone as, despite her high opinion of herself, easily replaceable as Juliet. 
 
    The chance for the role was quickly offered to Jane, who it turned out, had no problem with crawling into the older woman's bed. While it had been her first time with a woman, the twenty-two year old didn't view rumpling the sheets with Rebecca any differently than with a man under the same circumstances. Looking back even now, Jane remembered the orgasm the very talented woman had given her as being quite memorable indeed. 
 
    The experience hadn't been repeated, at least not with Rebecca, who it seemed had a distinct preference for Sapphic virgins, and Jane was on her way. It was such a small price to pay for the rewards that followed, she always thought. As for Juliet, it was only a few years ago that Jane learned from a friend that despite a later willingness to go that extra yard for a role, her career had pretty much never gone anywhere. She did however gain some fame as the mother of a rising young star who had his own hit TV show. 
 
    "Oh my goodness, isn't that Cynthia Thomas?" the young actress who Jane finally remembered was named Debbie Ford gushed as she spotted the legend on the other side of the buffet table. Her excited voice snapping Jane back to the present. 
 
    Jane looked in that direction and nodded that indeed it was. Now in her late sixties, the star of stage and screen was attended by a young man four decades her junior. May/December romances were hardly unusual in Hollywood with the women now catching up to the men. But unlike, say in the case of Kate Douglas who Jane had seen at the party earlier, Cynthia's companion was hardly the boy-toy of the week. As Jane understood it, the young man with Cynthia had been her inseparable companion for almost ten years. 
 
    Yes things certainly had changed in Hollywood since she'd left, Jane reminded herself. Two actresses, stars of a hit show about a group of friends in New York that had just gone off the air after a ten year run, had even shown up with each other as an escort, making little effort to discourage the suggestion that they were more than just friends. 
 
    There had been a few other stars that Jane recognized from her actress days, but few that remembered her. In most cases, that was understandable as she'd barely knew them then. But in one case at least, the lapse seemed intentional. 
 
    Barbara Seward was now an Academy Award winner and had her choice of film roles to pick from. Still, Jane found it hard to believe that she had so easily forgotten co-starring with her in The Lost Legion, one of those B movies that had been the staple of both their careers a decade and a half ago. Especially since the two of them shared a trailer and Jane knew first hand how Babs had worked her way through a number of the young students who had been hired as extras on the film. 
 
    Far away from the comforts of civilization, there hadn't been much else to do on those long desert nights but play cards, get drunk, or fuck. Jane had hardly been an angel out on location either, but at least she hadn't been running up a scorecard. 
 
    Unwilling to take her snub graciously, Jane again engaged Barbara in conversation, this time while she was surrounded by adoring fans. Using the excuse of introducing her to Debbie, Jane again reminded her of their prior collaboration, this time not accepting the brush off "you must be mistaken" comment that Barbara had given before. 
 
    A look of abject horror appeared on Barbara's face as Jane alluded to those late night entertainments and for a moment the Academy Award winner feared the details were about to follow. Then Jane laughed, said that those were fun times and then just took hold of Debbie and walked away. She'd made her point and was satisfied with that. 
 
    As she picked up another drink from a passing waiter, Jane wondered if Barbara's admirers would've found it shocking that the star used to enjoy, and perhaps still did, taking on teenage boys, sometimes two or three at a time. 
 
    After thinking about it a minute, Jane decided probably not. This was Hollywood after all, and as long as the money kept rolling in, little was shocking. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Jane noticed the crowd had begun to gravitate to the far end of the clearing where Jason was giving a familiar speech about the film and how it was a dream come true. Having heard it all before, and not being among the many who needed to stay on the boy wonder's good side in the hope of future roles, Jane decided to take the opportunity to explore the old mansion. She'd always been interested in Hollywood history and this old building held enough of it to totally fascinate her. 
 
    It wasn't like she was trespassing she told herself. After all, she and a few others on the film had been invited to spend the weekend. Jason himself had told her to look around when she had a chance and now seemed as good a time as any. Leaving Debbie to go and listen to the speech, Jane walked into the house through two large double patio doors. 
 
      
 
    Looking around the eighty-year-old mansion, Jane couldn't help but be impressed. People certainly had a lot more style back when it had been built, at least those who worked in Hollywood. Rather than just demand the biggest and best, the original owner had the house built to reflect his personality and, in an action that increased his standing in her eyes, Jason had sought to accent those original designs with his additions rather than obscure them. Too often newly rich stars had tried to show how much style they had by buying classic houses, then gutted them to the walls, to be rebuilt in their own plebeian image. 
 
    Walking from room to room, Jane found the little extras she expected a man like Jason to have. The audio-visual extravaganza with the latest in stereos and high definition television, complete with satellite hook-ups. The game room with a video arcade that looked more like mission control than anything you'd find in the best amusement parks. There was a full sized Olympic pool in the basement, put in by the original owner, which had also been restored to pristine condition. 
 
    Off to the side of the pool was what Jane knew was a party room of another type, complete with large plush sofas, a bar and adjustable lighting. Even today, the stories of those old time parties, one might even call them orgies, were legendary. Who exactly had taken part in them were secrets that for the most part had been carried to the grave. The whispered lists of suspects had included some of the biggest stars of the screen in the thirties right up to the nineteen fifties. Jane idly wondered if Jason used the room for the same thing or had merely restored it to its former glory as a homage to what once was. 
 
    Moving back to the higher floors, Jane found most of the rooms to be more conventional, most not much different than her own modest home except for their sheer number. She didn't feel envious or anything like that, she had long ago made peace with what her life had been and the third tier level of stardom she'd achieved. 
 
    She'd had her fun, sowed her wild oats as they say. A few affairs and one-night stands, plus a marriage that turned out to be a major mistake and had quickly ended in divorce. It hadn't taken long for her to find that Edgar Rice, who at first seemed every girl's dream, was more in love with the cards and horses than any woman. She really never fell in love until she was away from Hollywood and despite losing her second husband in a car accident two years ago, she wouldn't have traded their time together for an Oscar. Johnny had left her with a son, Clayton, who meant everything in the world to her. 
 
    Reaching the top floor, Jane discovered a large room that took up half the landing. Filled with oversized windows, she surmised that at one time it had been intended to be a solarium. Now it served as what Jason probably thought of as his own private museum. Scattered across the floor were dozens of glass cases filled with movie memorabilia. The movies and television shows the artifacts represented ranged from the well known to the obscure, many of them going back to the early days of film and TV. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Jane blurted out loud as she spotted a case at the far end of the room in a central place of honor. "He really did buy one of those damn costumes." 
 
    Moving over to the display to get a better look, Jane was captivated by an outfit she hadn't seen in twenty years. Made of a soft brown material designed to simulate lion fur, the costume, if you could really call it that, had less material than most of the bikinis of its time. The network censors had rejected the original and each succeeding version had literally grown inch by inch until they finally, if reluctantly gave their approval. As it was, there had been more than a few what they now called wardrobe malfunctions on the set, the films of which, Jane was thankful, were long ago destroyed. Today, pictures like that would most likely find their way onto the Internet within hours. 
 
    The costume was worn by a mannequin of which Jane had no doubt, probably had the same dimensions as she had back then. The features of the facsimile bore a certain resemblance to her, right down to the long red hair she had in her twenties. It was almost like looking through a reflection into the past, she thought as she walked around the case and compared the body she once had to the one she looked at in the mirror this morning. 
 
    "Still not too bad," she mused as she looked down her back at an ass that was only slightly bigger than the mannequin's. Despite their size, her boobs had held up pretty well too she told herself, making those daily workout sessions worth the while. 
 
    "I wonder if it would still fit," she contemplated as the temptation to find out just that filled her. 
 
    Thankfully that idea faded as she remembered how easily those outfits seemed to rip. So much so that they had to have four always on hand. All in all, seven were made during the series with three of them ruined beyond repair. It wouldn't do to damage what had undoubtedly cost Jason a large amount of money to whatever collector had previously owned it. 
 
    "I wonder which one this is?" Jane asked herself as she took a closer and longer look at it. The close examination answered her own question. 
 
    "I don't believe it," she said as she suddenly realized what set this version of the costume apart from any of the others. "It has to be," she went on, "I can see where I tore it and Julio had to sew it back together." 
 
    She wondered if Jason knew the history of this particular costume, but then again how could he? Only she, Julio, who was the wardrobe seamstress, and one other person knew how it had gotten torn. It was unlikely that either of them had told anyone else. 
 
    "I wonder how Jason would react if I told him that this was the costume that I wore the night I fucked 'Big Bill' Watson in my dressing room," Jane grinned as she thought back to that night after a long day of shooting the second season finale. 
 
    Twenty years older and black as the night, the veteran actor had been a guest star on the episode. He had agreed to play the part of Chief Bokari of the hidden T'Lara tribe because his son by his third ex-wife was a big fan of the show. 
 
    It wasn't until he was out of costume that Jane really understood why people called him 'Big Bill' and it wasn't because of his six foot two height. Previous to that night, Jane had never believed that myth about black men and size, but she quickly learned that even myths sometimes have a basis in truth. If he hadn't become a serious actor, Bill Watson could have given Johnny Holmes a run for his money in the porn industry. 
 
    The episode had turned out to be one of the fan's favorites and hers as well, but understandably not for the same reason. The late night encounter had left her sore for the last two days of shooting and few members of the cast or crew weren't able to guess the reason why. Thankfully, no one ever said anything about it but there had been a number of playful smiles from both men and women on the set. 
 
    "Why don't you try it on?" a familiar voice unexpectedly said from behind Jane. "I bet it still fits." 
 
    Jane turned around quickly and found Dawn Russell, the twenty-three year old star of Mara, Queen of the Jungle, standing less than ten feet away. When she had first heard someone behind her, the older woman had been filled with a sudden dread that it had been Jason and he had taken her interest in her old costume as an indication that she might have changed her mind about making his fantasies come true. 
 
    "I don't think it would stand up to my trying it on," Jane said, a touch of relief in her voice that it hadn't been Jason, "I've put on a few pounds since then and it was fragile enough back in the day." 
 
    "Nonsense," Dawn said as she moved closer and took her own look at the costume in the case. "I'd bet that you still look better in that get up than I do in mine." 
 
    That sentiment made Jane think of something she'd noticed the first day on the set, at least the first day Dawn had appeared in the Mara costume. Despite the two-decade difference and the current easier going attitude about nudity, or at least semi-nudity, Dawn's version of the costume had twice as much material as her own had . There weren't going to be any costume malfunctions on this film. 
 
    Then again, Dawn was hardly an unknown actress getting her first big break as Jane had been. Since the age of ten, Dawn had practically grown up on television. First as one of the children on a family oriented sitcom, then as a teen as part of an ensemble cast on a musical variety show. Finally, as a nineteen year old with her own show that ended last year after a three year run. 
 
    In that time, Dawn had developed a reputation as being a sort of virginal all American princess. So much so that one columnist had gone so far as to label her a 90's version of Annette Funicello. Making a public declaration that you wouldn't have sex with a man until your wedding night had become the in thing to do among teen stars, and Dawn had been no exception. But what was exceptional was that in her case she actually seemed to mean it. Unlike her peers, no hint of scandal had ever been connected with her or her relationship with Ronnie Cunningham, the boy she'd met on that variety show and had dated on and off in the years since. 
 
    When Jane first learned that Dawn had been signed to star in the film, she wasn't sure how she was going to get along with the younger actress. For all she knew, the girl might even be one of those bible thumpers that look at anyone who has a little fun as being on the express elevator to hell. 
 
    So when Dawn showed up at a small, casual get-together that Jason arranged to acquaint the principals with each other, Jane almost burst out laughing when the new Mara walked up and introduced herself. It wasn't so much anything Dawn did or said as much as what she was wearing. 
 
    With long blonde haired tied in a ponytail and deeply tanned skin, Miss Goodness-And-Everything-Wholesome was decked out in low cut jeans and a light blue tank top that while not exactly see through, was form fitting enough to show that she wasn't wearing a bra and that it didn't have to be translucent to display exactly what it supposed to be covering. Additionally, the almost blouse bore the legend "Good girls are just bad girls who haven't been caught." 
 
    In no time at all, despite the difference in their ages, the two of them became friends. At least friends enough to have no problem working together. Despite her star status, Dawn never looked down at Jane, who many others looked at as a has been, if not a never was. Still, there was something in the way the younger actress looked at her at times that Jane could never quite put her finger on. But she finally decided it was only her imagination playing tricks on her. 
 
    "I was looking for Heather, have you seen her?" Dawn asked Jane as if to explain what she was doing here. 
 
    Heather Cox was one of the co-stars of the film. Three years older than Dawn, the dark skinned actress played Mara's best friend and the daughter of Chief Bokari. Having paid her dues in the soaps and a few guest shots on network shows, she had graduated to big screen after Jason had seen her in one of the latter roles. A chance that she had taken to heart and worked harder than any two people to give the best performance possible. She had also, Jane recalled, become close friends with Dawn, which was understandable seeing they were of the same age. 
 
    "I'm afraid I haven't seen her," Jane replied, "maybe she's listening to Jason's 'I had a vision' speech." 
 
    "If that's the case then I feel sorry for her," Dawn laughed, "I've heard that one too many times." 
 
    "I guess attendance is sort of mandatory if you want to stay in his good graces," Jane replied in kind. 
 
    "Fortunately, you and I don't have that problem," Dawn pointed out. "In our cases, he needed us more then we needed him." 
 
    "That much is probably true," Jane agreed. 
 
    "So what do you think of the way the film turned out?" Dawn asked as she circled the display case containing the original Mara costume. "Do you think that the fans are going to accept me as Mara?" 
 
    "How could they not," Jane said. "You're a terrific actress." 
 
    "So were you. After all, you created the role." 
 
    "I don't see how you can compare the two versions," Jane said in surprise. "You're a real actress, I was just some beauty queen who got lucky. Would you believe the only reason I was even considered for the role was that I had the boobs to fit into the costume." 
 
    Dawn's face filled with a funny look and Jane thought for a moment that maybe she'd been offended by what she'd said. Or at least how she'd said it. Quickly, she offered an apology. 
 
    "I happen to think that you have great tits," Dawn countered unexpectedly, brushing aside the apology. "And at least they're real, unlike ninety percent of the other actresses in this town. I wish mine were half as nice as yours." 
 
    Jane was taken back by what Dawn said. First that she had said it in the first place, and then what she had said. Thinking back to that Annette Funicello analogy, the younger actress was hardly lacking in that department. 
 
    "Shocked that I referred to your breasts as tits?" Dawn laughed after Jane had been silent for a few seconds. "Don't be. In fact, I've been know to say things like 'fuck' and 'shit' when the mood arises, but not of course in the hearing of some nosy reporters or paparazzi. Don't believe all the PR bull that my agent puts out. I'm far from the angel that they sometimes like to portray me as." 
 
    "I never really thought all of that was true," Jane confessed, wondering not for the first time what was true and what wasn't. 
 
    "When you get to be the big star there are always people around you making sure you don't do anything to upset the apple cart," Dawn lamented, "or more accurately, the gravy train. God forbid I should do something that doesn't fit in with my 'I'll wear virginal white on my wedding day' image. You know that scene in the movie where I take a shower in the waterfall?" 
 
    Jane nodded that she remembered. 
 
    "At first they insisted that I used a body double but I refused," she explained. "Then they made sure that I was only shot from the back and the camera image ended above the crack of my ass. Finally, because I turned around so that people could see that it was me and not some body double, those assholes went over every frame of the scene with a magnifying glass to make sure that there wasn't any part of my nipple showing. Is that fucked up or what?" 
 
    Jane had to agree it was. In a way, having only been a B movie actress at best didn't seem so bad after all. At least she never had anyone telling her what she could or couldn't do. 
 
    "I wish they had let me wear the same costume that you did," Dawn said as she changed the subject back to the display case. "What's the point of working out everyday to have a kickass body if you can't show it off." 
 
    Jane had to also agree with her there. Back when she wore the costume, she used to get an almost perverse pleasure knowing everyone was looking at her in it when she walked across the set. 
 
    "You think that the boy wonder sits in here and imagines you wearing that costume?" Dawn asked. 
 
    "I think it's a pretty strong possibility," Jane offered as she recalled his mentioning of the fantasies he'd had about Mara. 
 
    "I bet you he sits here and jerks off while he looks at it," Dawn unexpectedly added. 
 
    "That's not an image that I think I want to entertain," the older actress laughed, thinking at the same time that it was probably true. 
 
    "Well I guess you can't blame him, he really is just a little kid who never grew up, most of the really good directors are," Dawn pointed out, "and after all, you and that costume got a lot of boys through puberty." 
 
    "I guess so," Jane said, not wanting to really admit that having millions of teenage fans over the years jerk off to her image had been a secret turn-on. 
 
    "But you know, it wasn't only the boys who had fantasies about you," Dawn said as she moved even closer to Jane. 
 
    "Excuse me," Jane said, sure that she'd heard Dawn wrong. 
 
    "You know, I really wasn't all that interested in making this movie until Jason told me that you'd agreed to do it as well," Dawn went on as she moved close enough to reach out and run her fingers down Jane's arm. "If he was your biggest fan, then I think I might've been a close second, or at least in the top ten." 
 
    "I'm not sure exactly how I should respond to that," Jane replied, trying hard to ignore the tactile sensation of Dawn's fingers against her skin and doing a lousy job of it. 
 
    "Well I hope one of the options going through your mind isn't running from the room in disgust," Dawn said as she reached out with her other hand, a sense of vulnerability in her voice. 
 
    "That," Jane answered after taking a deep breath, " could never be a consideration, much less an option." 
 
    "Good," Dawn smiled as she leaned in closer to Jane, "I was a little worried for a moment that you might not be interested. This isn't a side of myself that I open up to many people." 
 
    "It's just that it's been so long since I..." Jane said as her thoughts flashed back over a decade to the last time she'd been this close to another woman, "and I'm so much older than you." 
 
    "Does that really make a difference?" the blonde haired girl said, cutting her off. 
 
    "No, I guess it doesn't make any difference at all," Jane smiled. 
 
    Dawn closed the last few inches between them, her lips brushing against Jane's. When they made contact a second time, the kiss was as soft and sweet as any Jane could remember. A third and fourth were even more desirable as Dawn brought her hands behind Jane's head and pulled them even closer together. Their bodies pressed against each other, their nipples growing hard. Jane felt a long absent wave of wetness between her legs, one that, based on her own reaction, was mirrored in her younger counterpart. 
 
    It almost seemed like a dream, as if it was happening to someone else and Jane was just an observer. When Dawn suggested that they take it to her bedroom where they could have some privacy, the older redhead heard a voice that sounded just like hers saying yes. 
 
      
 
    "What the hell am I doing?" Jane asked herself as she followed Dawn down the narrow wrought iron circular staircase to the floor below where both of their guest rooms were. 
 
    It had been well over ten years since she'd been with another woman, much less one practically half her age. In fact, she hadn't even been with another man since Johnny died. It was one thing to reminisce about the naughty old days, she told herself, it was quite another to relive them. Yet, only a few short minutes before, she had been playing tonsil hockey with the young woman in front of her and without any hesitation, had agreed to go back to her room. 
 
    "I'm a member of the Chamber of Commerce and the PTA for Christ's sake," Jane thought as Dawn looked back at her and smiled warmly. "What would Clayton think if he could see his mother now?" 
 
    "I'd say go for it, Mom," the voice of her teenage son seemed to say in her mind. "Look at her, how could you even think of saying no?" 
 
    Clayton had indeed been quite taken with Dawn when he had flown out to the set with his grandmother during filming. Even before his father had died, mother and son had been as close as could be. They had few secrets from each other and he constantly urged her to go out and have some fun. That, both he and her mother-in-law insisted, is what Johnny would've wanted. If this was the sort of fun they envisioned was another matter. 
 
    "Well here we are," Dawn said as they reached the main guest bedroom down the hall from Jane's. 
 
    Dawn opened the door and stepped inside, turning on the light to her left. She took another step, then paused, realizing that Jane was still standing outside. 
 
    "Is something wrong?" Dawn asked as she saw the look of indecision on the older woman's face. 
 
    "No, nothing's wrong," Jane replied as her look turned to one of reassurance and she silently told herself she was being silly. She was, after all, a single woman free to be with whoever she wanted. 
 
    As she followed Dawn into the room and closed the door behind her, Jane could almost hear Clayton yelling out "all right!" Then she put any thoughts of him and the world outside far from her mind. 
 
    "I've been thinking about this since the first day I met you," Dawn said as she tossed her arms around Jane's neck and gently kissed her. 
 
    Jane returned the kiss, her tongue brushing against the younger actress's lips and any sense of hesitation began to slip behind her. A second kiss followed and this time Dawn opened her mouth to pull her inside. 
 
    "Would you like something to drink?" Dawn asked as they broke their embrace. 
 
    "No, I'm fine," Jane said, thinking of the number of drinks she'd had out in the garden. 
 
    "I was hoping that you would say yes," Dawn replied, a small look of disappointment on her face. "They make sure I don't drink at public functions because I tend to get very flirtatious when I do, and I hate to drink alone." 
 
    "In that case I'll have whatever you're having," Jane said, changing her mind. 
 
    "Great," Dawn grinned as she disappeared below a small cabinet that quickly revealed itself to be a refrigerated bar, "I think there's still a bottle of white left, yes here it is," she added as she came up with the chilled bottle of wine. 
 
    Pouring the two of them a glass, Dawn handed Jane one of them and raised her glass to make a toast. 
 
    "What shall we drink to?" she asked. 
 
    "How about the end of a great movie?" Jane suggested. 
 
    "Nah, there was more than enough of that outside," Dawn replied as she tried to think of something more appropriate. "How about we drink to beautiful women?" 
 
    "To beautiful women then," Jane agreed as she raised her own glass, "in whose company you certainly belong." 
 
    "No more than you do," Dawn offered as she took a large sip of her wine. 
 
    Jane followed suit but the expression on her face said that she didn't totally agree with the statement. Dawn took note of it at once and wasn't going to let it pass without comment. 
 
    "Do you know why women are so beautiful?" she asked after taking a second sip, "It's because they, like this wine, grow more attractive with time. Whereas men for the most part only grow older." 
 
    "So do you prefer a more vintage wine?" Jane asked out of curiosity as she took more of her drink. 
 
    "I wouldn't say it's a preference really," Dawn said as she finished her own and put in down, "as much as just an appreciation of all the variety different vintages might offer." 
 
    As she spoke, Dawn had brought her hands to the top button of her blouse and began to undo it and those beneath it. The expanse that had already provided an ample view of her not unimpressive chest grew ever wider as Jane found her eyes fixed on the sight. 
 
    Unlike many stars of her generation, Dawn had never appeared or been photographed nude. Her shower scene in "Mara" would be the most revealing that she'd ever done. Various tabloids and men's magazines had offered large sums for even a nipple slip or an embarrassing upskirt photo, but all anyone could ever come up with were the obvious fakes that circulated around the Internet. It was one of Dawn's little secrets that she collected all of those fakes and had even once doctored a photograph of herself with "fake tits" and posted it online. It was so obviously a fake that most people just laughed at it. Dawn had the biggest laugh of all because she'd used another photo of her own breasts to make the composite. So in a way, it really was a genuine nude of her but no one realized it. 
 
    Dawn's orange skirt followed her white blouse and her matching shoes a moment later. Standing in the center of the room in only a lacy bra that looked too fragile to contain the bust within and a even skimpier white thong, the actress turned to the right and then left to give Jane a full look at her body. It was a sight that half a million young and not so young fans would've given most anything to see. 
 
    A sight that grew even more spectacular as Dawn undid the clasp of her bra and slid it down her arms, letting it drop to the floor next to her other clothes. Jane felt no better than one of those teenage boys who used to ogle her, starring at the dark, erect nipples that capped the most beautiful breasts she had ever seen. And in two and a half decades in the business, she'd seen more sets of boobs than she could count. 
 
    "I take back what I said about you being beautiful," Jane said, "you're ... you're ... I can't even think of a word to describe how spectacular you are." 
 
    Dawn's only response to the praise was a small smile at the corner of her mouth. Instead, she sat on the edge of the large four-post bed and motioned for Jane to also get comfortable. 
 
    "I want to see you too," she offered, her voice containing almost the same sense of excitement that one of those teenage fans might've held. 
 
    Even having come to terms with the idea that she was still an attractive woman, Jane knew full well that she could never compare to the younger woman. Not even when she'd worn that costume in the trophy room upstairs. Then, after a few moments hesitation, she reached behind her and unzipped the flowered sundress she'd worn to the party. She hoped Dawn wouldn't be too disappointed. 
 
    It had been a long time since she'd stripped for someone else's pleasure and Jane knew she was going much too fast. Still, Dawn didn't seem to mind. In no time at all, Jane was down to just her panties, which was as far from Dawn's thong as you could get, having come from a local department store back home. Mimicking the younger actress's motions from before, Jane turned to each side to give Dawn a good look. 
 
    "I think if Jason ever saw you like this, he'd have a heart attack on the spot," Dawn smiled as she jumped off the bed and stepped over to Jane. "You ... are a goddess!" 
 
    Jane didn't believe that for a moment, but still it was nice to hear someone say something like that. 
 
    Dawn took Jane by the hand and started to lead her back to the bed. She took two steps and paused, turning back to the older woman. 
 
    "Are you nervous?" she asked, having felt the subtle tremble in her hand. 
 
    "A little I guess," Jane admitted, not wanting to admit how awed she was by the younger actress. "It had been a very long time since I've done anything like this." 
 
    "Would you rather we didn't?" Dawn asked, her tone saying that while she would've been disappointed she also would've understood. 
 
    "No, I'm just afraid that I might not remember how or ..." Jane started to say but was cut off by the press of Dawn's finger against her lips. 
 
    "You just relax and let me take care of everything," Dawn said as she guided Jane onto the bed. "If you want to stop at any time, just say so. If not, just enjoy it." 
 
    Sitting on the side of the bed, Dawn ran her hand along Jane's legs, rubbing the smooth skin to put her even more at ease. Her other hand took hold of Jane's, lifting it to her own breast and inviting the older woman to feel its softness. 
 
    A softness that instantly put to rest any of the rumors that had been circulating for years about Dawn having had a boob job. Jane ran her fingers across the supple flesh, playing with the thick nipple, squeezing it between her fingers. 
 
    Leaning in to kiss her, Dawn slipped her hand down between Jane's legs, lightly stroking the cloth-covered mound between them. Her tongue sought out Jane's, even as her fingers danced across her already moist panties. 
 
    After a few minutes of caressing and kissing, Jane felt a lot more comfortable. Shifting her body, she replaced the hand on Dawn's breast with her mouth, wasting no time in closing her lips around the areola and running her tongue against her nipple. 
 
    "Mmmm," Dawn purred, thinking that it might indeed have been some time since Jane had been with a woman but it certainly was all coming back to her. 
 
    Jane was thinking much the same thing as she savored the sweet flesh in her mouth. She had almost forgotten how exciting it could be with another woman, but it was indeed coming back to her with a vengeance. It wasn't that she hadn't had a satisfying sex life with Johnny, the man was practically a jungle savage in his own right in the bedroom. Sex with a woman was different, in a way that only those who had partaken in it could ever really understand. 
 
    Dawn was doubly pleased, both with the soothing waves of delight that Jane was sending through her as she moved from breast to breast, and with the fact that she had obviously put behind her the last of her hesitations. With that concern out of the way, she could now concentrate on having real fun. 
 
    She slipped her hand down past the waistband of Jane's panties and found the thick bush that covered her womanhood. Working her fingers through the tangle, she found the prize beneath and pressed first one, then two fingers deep inside the redhead. 
 
    "Ooooooo," Jane moaned into Dawn's breasts as she felt the tips of her fingers caress her sugar walls. 
 
    With her free hand, Dawn took hold of the back of Jane's head and pressed it deeper into the valley between her breasts. A soft patch of skin that Jane continued to cover with her kisses. 
 
    Then, with her fingers still inside Jane, Dawn rolled the larger woman onto her back and lowered her head level with the redhead's breasts. With a technique that showed she'd had more than her share of practice, Dawn brought Jane her own version of the delights she had given her. 
 
    Now fully aroused and just as eager to return as good as she got, Jane slipped her own hand into Dawn's thong and into her deep passage. Skillful fingers traveled a familiar, if abstract, path, sending cries of satisfaction spilling from Dawn's lips. Lips that were soon pressed again Jane's once more as her attention shifted from her wonderful mounds to her even more wonderful mouth. 
 
    The motions of their hands equaled that of their tongues, each darting in and out of the other. Passions burned hot as both women climbed the mountain to a much sought after summit. Their bodies rocked back and forth on the bed, sweat running down their backs and forming a thin film over the rest of their bodies. It quickly became raw, animalistic, and oh so much fun. 
 
    "I ... I ... " Jane stammered between kisses, and Dawn paused just long enough to agree. 
 
    It was hard to tell who reached the summit first, but each planted their flag with incendiary vigor. Their cries of orgasm were lost in the depths of each other's mouth even as the thunderous ripples of their dual climax ravaged their quaking forms. 
 
      
 
    "That, was totally awesome," Dawn said as she rolled onto her back and lay next to Jane. 
 
    "Yes, it was," Jane agreed as she tried to catch her breath. 
 
    "You don't regret what happened, do you?" Dawn asked, smiling at the look of bliss that filled her lover's face. 
 
    "Not at all," Jane smiled as well. "I really had forgotten how intense that could be." 
 
    "Tired?" Dawn asked, hopeful that she heard the answer she wanted to hear. 
 
    "I probably should be," Jane replied as she sat up in the bed, "but I'm not. In fact, I feel exhilarated." 
 
    "That's great, cause so do I," Dawn said excitedly as she also sat up. 
 
    It took a second for Jane to realize what she meant, then another to frame a reply. 
 
    "Are you sure we shouldn't get back to the party," Jane said hesitantly, "someone might be looking for us." 
 
    "Screw the party," Dawn laughed, "although I'd much rather fuck you. Besides, if I know Jason, he's probably still going on about how Mara has been his great dream and all those lemmings out there are too afraid to leave before he's done on the chance that he might see them go." 
 
    "I guess," Jane said noncommittally. 
 
    "Unless you'd rather we stop," Dawn said, shifting gears as she took the older woman's hesitation as a possible desire to do just that. 
 
    "No, I very much want to go on," Jane assured her, "I was just worried about you, that's all. If someone were to find out it could damage your career. I'd never want to be the cause of that." 
 
    "Honey, don't you ever worry about that," Dawn smiled reassuringly. "I'm not Angela Foster. The studios have too much invested in me with three other movies waiting to be released to let anything like this get out. Even if we did get caught, which we won't. Trust me." 
 
    A few years back, Angela Foster, star of the canceled and best-forgotten television show "Highway Patrol" had showed up at an awards dinner with a heavy set Hispanic woman. Who turned out to be, of all things, part of the actual California Highway Patrol. The story Angela was passing around was that she had brought her to the dinner as a thank you for some professional advice about her role. That hadn't held up too well when later in the evening, the two of them had been found in a state of undress in one of the restrooms. They had been locked in, at the time of their discovery, a very graphic display of Sapphic love. 
 
    "Besides, unless I was in here with some underage groupie, who's going to really care," Dawn added. 
 
    Jane didn't really agree with the younger woman's logic, since even if she was far from underage, this was exactly the kind of thing editors at the trashiest tabloids lived for. Still, her mention of underage groupies made her think of Barbara Seward and her past, and possible still current, proclivity in that area. If the studios kept that under wraps, would this be any different. 
 
    "I'm just being paranoid," Jane finally chided herself. "Here I am having the best time I've had in months and I'm looking for a way to ruin it." 
 
    "I guess I'm just being silly," she said out loud as she banished the worries from her mind. 
 
    "Silly can be fun at times too," Dawn beamed as she climbed on top of Jane, and kissed her deeply. 
 
    A second kiss followed and Dawn began to work her way down Jane's body, stopping at her inviting mounds and taking the time to suck at each of them for a few minutes. A pause that once more brought a broad smile to Jane's face. Then it was once more on to the prize as Dawn reached down and pulled off the older woman's panties, dropping them over the side of the bed. 
 
    "God, you have such a beautiful pussy," Dawn exclaimed as she spread Jane's legs wide to give herself a clearer view. 
 
    The thick red bush, only slightly tinged with age, fascinated the young blonde as she ran her fingers through it. She had never personally seen such a hairy mound and found it quite sexy. The area between her own legs was carefully trimmed, a necessity for some of the costumes she was sometimes called on to wear, to say nothing of the more daring swimsuits she favored. 
 
    Her fingers played with the still damp mound a little more as she leaned up and gave Jane's left breast once last kiss. Then she pulled the older woman's legs even wider, moving down between them as she did. 
 
    Parting the folds of Jane's sex with her outstretched hands, Jane pressed her mouth hard against it, kissing it softly. Her tongue pressed deep inside, savoring the still sweet aftertaste of Jane's earlier orgasm. The gentle touch of Dawn's tongue against her clit sent an erotic shiver through Jane, a teasing taste of the delights to come. 
 
    It didn't take long for that gentle caress to become a fierce thrust as Dawn explored every inch of Jane's womanhood. The soft ripples that lightly washed over her soon gave way to escalating tremors as the young starlet exhibited a not inconsiderable skill at cunnilingus. 
 
    "Oh yes," Jane moaned loudly as she arched back and lifted her legs even higher, her hands taking hold of her breasts and squeezing them hard. "Oh baby, yes, that feels so great!" 
 
    During her marriage, Jane's husband had been one of those men who loved to please a woman orally and spent a considerable amount of their lovemaking time doing just that. Still, with billows of joy washing over her with ever increasing force, Jane was reminded of the saying that only a woman really knew how to give another woman great head. It had been true that first time with the executive producer, and it was even truer now. In some ways, Dawn almost made Rebecca seem like an amateur. 
 
    Faster and faster her tongue moved, making contact with all the right spots. Simultaneously, Dawn used her fingers to their fullest advantage, nearly doubling the pleasures ravishing Jane. In much less time that it had taken before, she was once more on the teetering edge of an orgasm. An edge that Dawn sent her spiraling over as one last good thrust tripped the magic switch, rocking Jane's body with climactic ecstasy. 
 
    "Damn, that was even better than before," Jane said long minutes later as Dawn reached up and slid her hands under Jane's to playfully caress her hard nipples. "I can't remember the last time I came so hard." she added as she lifted her hands away from Dawn's and stroked the top of her head. 
 
    Using a gentle pressure to encourage her, Jane lifted Dawn from between her legs and brought her up far enough to kiss her repeatedly. The taste of her orgasm on the younger woman's lips was intoxicating, filling her with a desire for just one thing. 
 
    "I want to taste you," she whispered between kisses, "I want to fuck you with my tongue." 
 
    Nothing could've made Dawn happier than those words, the essence of a hundred night's fantasies when she'd been a teenager. Dawn and Jane reversed their positions of a few minutes before, this time with Jane between the blonde's legs. 
 
    With tiny clasps on the sides, it took little effort to remove the last barrier to Dawn's sex. Jane looked down with both appreciation and anticipation at a pussy almost totally bare save for a tiny wisp of blonde hair at the top. Then, without any hesitation, she dove right in. 
 
    The last time Jane had gone down on a woman, the woman beneath her had still been in grade school. But as with so many other things this afternoon, it all quickly came back to her. She'd never had the skill that Dawn had exhibited, but she did have an unbridled enthusiasm. 
 
    Enthusiasm that steadily, if slowly, lifted Dawn to a plateau of bliss that was more than pleasing. One that went on for almost a half hour as she drifted in and out of Elysium until finally, she once again reached the zenith and exploded with volcanic eruption. 
 
    Nectar, not lava erupted from this volcano and Jane was rewarded with an ambrosia she hadn't forgotten the sweetness of. Eagerly she drank every drop, savoring every morsel. It was her most exciting moment of a most exciting afternoon. 
 
      
 
    Now finally exhausted, Dawn and Jane spent the rest of the afternoon sleeping naked in each other's arms. Every once and a while, one of them would awaken to stroke and kiss the other, then fall back into the slumber of the contented. For all it mattered right now, the world beyond those walls might not have existed. But exist it did and it was only a matter of time before it intruded into the private world of the new lovers. 
 
    Jane had always been a light sleeper and as she woke, she was certain that they were no longer alone in the room. Shaking her companion awake, she whispered her concern. Never one of faint heart, Dawn jumped up, ready to face whoever might be there. 
 
    "Oh my, what do we have here," the short haired woman in a red tank top and white shorts laughed as she looked at the two naked women on the bed, "the once and future queen having a royal rendezvous?" 
 
    "Damn, Heather, you scared the hell out of me," Dawn said, the relief in her voice quite evident. "I thought for sure it was Jason come looking for us," 
 
    "It almost was," the young actress laughed. "The party's been over for more than an hour and he was becoming quite concerned as to where you and his other guest of honor had gone. Luckily, I volunteered to go look for you." 
 
    Dawn's lack of concern over having been found in such a compromising position made Jane think that her co-star's lesbian tendencies were hardly a surprise to Heather. In fact, she had a sneaking suspicion that the friendship that had formed between the two actresses might have been a lot closer than anyone else suspected. 
 
    "I guess we should get cleaned up and dressed before he comes after you then," Dawn said as she shifted her attention from Heather back to Jane. 
 
    "Oh you don't have to worry about that," Heather grinned as she shifted position to get a better look at Jane in the bed. "He had a sudden emergency to attend to at the studio and said he won't be back until late tonight" 
 
    "Then there's no need for us to rush, is there?" Dawn pondered out loud, leaving Jane to wonder if she was speaking to her or Heather. 
 
    "None that I can see," Heather replied, giving Jane the answer to her question. 
 
    The two younger women shared a look between them, then both turned to Jane. The question was unspoken and didn't need to be. She could see it in both of their eyes. 
 
    Jane's answer was equally unspoken as the brightest of smiles filled the older woman's face and she nodded her head yes. 
 
    "Well then," Heather said as she took hold of the bottom of her tank top, "it seems that one of us is vastly overdressed." 
 
    A quick motion helped alleviate half of that problem as Heather unveiled a pair of dark rounded breasts easily the equal of the other two women. Then, just as quickly, the rest of her clothing followed. 
 
    Heather climbed onto the bed between the two women and softly kissed first Dawn, then Jane. Her hand brushed across the older woman's breasts, then down across her stomach, coming to rest between her legs. Dawn leaned over and put her own hands around the twenty-six year old, kissing her back while her fingers found the tips of her breasts. 
 
    "It's a shame," Jane laughed as the three of them effortlessly drew reach other into their menage a trois, "that Jason couldn't add this little performance into his film. I think we'd definitely be talking a best picture Oscar for sure." 
 
    "Oscar isn't the O word I'm thinking of right now," Dawn laughed as Heather tilted her head back over her shoulder and kissed her, "but I think you're right." 
 
    With that, they all devoted their energies in search of Dawn's O word, finding it several times in the hours to come. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 21 
 
    Nicole rang Fiona's doorbell with genuine trepidation. Her heart was pounding because she was there to have a long time fantasy made real at last. 
 
    She had always, for as many of her twenty-four years as she could remember, harboured a vague bi-curiosity and a carefully hidden urge to be submissive. Her submissive tendencies were real enough, she secretly longed to be disciplined and to be made to do things against her will, but she wasn't so sure about her hankering to go to bed with a woman. Long ago she had figured that if she could be 'forced' to have sex with a woman, then she would get over the shyness and uncertainty that had so far stopped her. Today both of those secret desires were to be satisfied by two lesbian colleagues from her workplace, and she couldn't help being scared of what was to happen. She expected, indeed wanted, to be used and to be hurt, but that didn't stop her feeling frightened, even if it was frightened in good exciting way. 
 
    'Hello Nicole, come in.' 
 
    Fiona opened the door and stepped back for Nicole to enter, but then instead of turning and leading the way as might be expected, she stood still and firmly blocked the way. 
 
    'Have you done as we asked?' 
 
    For a moment Nicole was surprised at the question, but then understanding came and with it the embarrassment of the answer. 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    'Show me.' 
 
    The blood drained from Nicole's face and for a long thirty seconds she just stared at Fiona, dumbfounded and mortified by the request. She had not expected things to begin this quickly, but then she slowly unbuckled her belt, lowering first her jeans and then her panties to just above her knees, showing that her dark curly bush was gone and revealing a newly shaved pussy. 
 
    'Good girl. You can go though now.' Fiona stood aside and indicated for Nicole to lead the way. 
 
    'No! As you are. Geraldine will want to see as well.' 
 
    Nicole had begun to pull her panties back but she stopped instantly at Fiona's rebuke, reddening with embarrassment as she shuffled her way into the lounge to stand before Geraldine with the shaved pubes still on display. 
 
    'You see.' Fiona smiled triumphantly at Geraldine as she sat down. 'I told you she'd do as we ordered, and we'll soon see if she's always as compliant.' 
 
    'And you will be, won't you?' Geraldine asked, looking for confirmation. 
 
    Nicole nodded silent assent, instinctively knowing not to speak. 
 
    'Good. Then you may get undressed.' 
 
    Nicole was surprised once again by the sudden and rather curt instruction. She hadn't expected things to be racing ahead quite this quickly, but being completely undressed would feel more comfortable than in this strange halfway state, and so she slipped her clothes off without demur to stand naked in the middle of the room. She was slightly embarrassed to be the only one undressed, but then that was part of the deal as far as she was concerned. She wanted to be made to feel self-conscious. The two other women were some ten years older than she was, and that leant them a natural authority over her that she was happy to acknowledge. 
 
    In Nicole's eyes the two lesbians were a strange couple, not at all what might be expected. While it was true that the petite Fiona wore her dark hair short, it was in no way a masculine cut, and Geraldine had her blonde locks long and flowing. Today they were both wearing jeans and a top, but at work they commonly wore flattering and feminine attire. Dresses and skirts were the norm and although they made no deliberate attempt to hide either their inclinations or their relationship, nobody would otherwise have guessed. Geraldine's long athletic legs and full breasts were forever objects of desire from her male workmates, few of whom knew how pointless their lust was. 
 
    'Would you like a coffee before we begin?' Fiona asked her. 
 
    'Yes please.' Nicole smiled in some relief at the normally hospitable offer. 
 
    'Good. You'll find the kitchen through there, and bring us one each as well, milk, two sugars.' Fiona pointed at a door to the right and relaxed back in her chair, turning to Geraldine and pointedly ignoring Nicole. 
 
    Once again Nicole stood open mouthed for some moments, stunned by the offhand instruction, but then, with colour burning her cheeks she stepped naked into the kitchen and looked around for the coffee. Fiona and her friend and lover, Geraldine, worked in the same supermarket that she did, and both were normally friendly and welcoming, but even though she knew that the women were adopting the manner deliberately for her fantasy, she still perversely felt hurt to be treated in that way. 
 
    Nicole was a little slower in the kitchen than she might have been, but then she was trying to find things in a strange place, and trying to avoid splashing hot water on unprotected skin. She just hoped that her two mistresses would understand that. 
 
    Suddenly she stood stock still, sugar jar still in her hand, as she realised what she had just admitted to herself. She had just frankly acknowledged Fiona and Geraldine as her mistresses, at least for the day. The realisation made her even more conscious of her vulnerable state of undress and sent a little shiver of anticipation down her spine. 
 
    She had placed the three coffees on a tray and then stood before the door attempting to change her grip in order to free up a hand to turn the handle when she overheard the faint conversation from the lounge. 
 
    'Would you have let her in if she hadn't shown you that she'd shaved?' Geraldine was asking. 
 
    'No.' Came Fiona's firm reply. 'She said her fantasy was to be dominated and disciplined, and to do whatever she was told to. And I figured that if she really meant it then she'd shave her pussy for us and if she didn't then we'd all be wasting our time.' 
 
    Nicole smiled to herself, happy that she had done as requested, even though her newly naked pussy had felt strange inside her panties. Things had got off to a good start, but then so far neither woman had attempted to touch her, and she still wasn't sure how she would cope. 
 
    Forcing her expression into one of subservience she went back into the lounge, placing the tray on the long coffee table in front of the fireplace, before standing up and looking at the two women in turn, waiting for their approval. But they both simply looked back at her with blank expressions and she suddenly understood that they were waiting to be served. Swiftly kneeling down she took the tray and knelt before Fiona, offering the coffees for her selection and then doing the same for Geraldine before replacing the tray on the table and taking the remaining cup. Uncertain of what was required she then stood waiting to be told what to do until Fiona waved a casual hand in the direction of a small foot stool, clearly intending for her to sit down. 
 
    The height of the stool meant that her knees were raised and that made her pussy visible, but rather than trying to hide herself Nicole made sure her knees were just a little apart, rightly guessing that was what was required of her. To be naked and on display when the others present were fully clothed gave her a strange sensation, as if she were already an object instead of a person. It was a feeling she found she liked. 
 
    'Have you given her a safe word?' Geraldine asked Fiona suddenly. 
 
    'No, and we might as well do that now.' Fiona turned to face Nicole. 'We have decided to give you a safe word so that you can feel secure and know that you can stop things at any time. So if things gets too much for you for any reason all you have to do is say 'have mercy'. If you say that phrase then everything will immediately stop. But if you do, then remember that it won't start again and that will be it, so don't use it unless you absolutely need to. Do you understand?' 
 
    'Yes Mistress.' The word came unbidden, making both Fiona and Geraldine smile faintly around their deliberately stern expressions. 
 
    'What do you expect to get out of today?' Geraldine asked Nicole. 
 
    'Red cheeks Mistress.' Nicole giggled at her own answer. The others were hard put not to do the same. 
 
    'Yes, very funny. Now perhaps you'd like to expand on that a little?' 
 
    The answer this time came out as something of a torrent. 'I'm sorry Mistress. But that's the truth. I want the cheeks of my bottom to be red from spanking and I want the cheeks on my face to be red from shame. I want to know what it's like to be aroused by pain, I want to be subjected to anything you want, to be abused and embarrassed, and to be used for your entertainment. I want to know if I can please a woman, and I hope I please you both, Mistress.' 
 
    'I expect you will, as long as you do as you're told. But we'll see, won't we? Now, drink your coffee.' 
 
    'Yes Mistress.' The three women, two dressed and one naked, sat for a short while contemplating what was to come and sipping at their coffees. The time seemed to drag for Nicole, increasing her anticipation and apprehension. 
 
    'You sorted everything out, didn't you?' Geraldine asked suddenly 
 
    'Yes, everything's ready.' 
 
    'Yes, whips, manacles, chains, spankers, restraints, canes, everything.' 
 
    Just for a moment Nicole froze with panic. For a split second she wasn't quite sure if they really were running a kind of checklist or if they were deliberately trying to frighten her. But then common sense prevailed and she realised it must be the latter. She didn't comment; that didn't seem appropriate. 
 
    'We haven't forgotten anything then, have we?' 
 
    'No. But she has.' Fiona looked at Nicole, who couldn't prevent a look of puzzlement. 
 
    'Oh? So what did she forget?' Geraldine was just as confused. 
 
    'Her manners. Is it not customary to offer drinks to guests first?' Fiona asked, and then continued before anyone could answer, directing her remarks directly at Nicole. 'If so, why did I get the first choice of coffees when Geraldine is a guest in my house?' 
 
    Nicole remained silent, desperately trying to think back. 
 
    'For that lapse you will be punished. Kneel on that chair.' Fiona pointed to the easy chair behind Nicole. 'With your knees on the arms and your backside out.' 
 
    Nicole did as she was told, feeing very exposed and vulnerable with her legs parted to kneel on the chair arms and her naked bottom pushed out behind her. She gripped the back of the chair and waited, her heart pounding as she heard the two women walk up behind her. This was it. 
 
    'You know you are to be punished for your bad manners, don't you?' Geraldine asked. 
 
    'Yes Mistress.' 
 
    'And do you consider it reasonable?' 
 
    'Yes Mistress. Very reasonable.' 
 
    'I think it would be better if you added our names. That would show that your manners are improving and there won't be any doubt who you are addressing, don't you agree?' 'Yes Mistress Geraldine.' 
 
    'Good girl. Now stick your backside right out.' 
 
    Nicole did as she was asked, pushing her bottom up and backwards into easy reach, knowing exactly what was to come. 
 
    Fiona reached out and stroked Nicole's bottom, her fingers softly trailing down the cheek. Nicole shuddered from the unexpected touch, her first ever sexually inspired contact with a woman, but then she realised that she didn't mind. 
 
    'You have nice cool skin.' Fiona told her. 'I think it's time to warm it up, don't you?' 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona.' 
 
    'There will be no set number of smacks. It will be clear to us when it is enough.' 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona.' 
 
    Fiona's hand lifted abruptly and came down smartly on the smooth flesh. It wasn't a particularly hard slap, but it made Nicole give a tiny yelp from the suddenness of it. Fiona's hand remained resting on Nicole's skin for a second or two before being raised, and Nicole steeled herself for another slap. But the next smack was to the other side and harder, and this time Nicole cried out and lurched forward from a blow from an unexpected quarter. 
 
    'I guess you didn't know that Mistress Geraldine is left handed.' There was amusement in Fiona's voice. 'Now take up your position again.' 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona. Sorry Mistress Geraldine.' 
 
    Nicole lined herself up again and awaited the next smack, from whichever side it came, her bottom already tingling from the two she had so far received. 
 
    It was Fiona again, and then, as Fiona lifted her hand away, it was Geraldine. And so it went on, slaps alternating from each woman with metronomic precision, each successive blow stinging more than the one before until her bottom seemed to be on fire and she was crying out with each one. 
 
    She was aroused and rapidly getting more so, as if a direct connection had been made to transfer the heat from her bottom directly to her pussy. Each smack was making her just that little bit more turned on, that little bit more stimulated. She was gasping out loud each time, but inside she was smiling. 
 
    Nicole had never been spanked before in the adult sense and it was a new sensation for her. She had longed to try it, but only because the idea had struck a chord for her every time she heard it mentioned, and she had had no real idea what it would feel like, until now. Sure, it hurt, but it generated a new kind of excitement, both sexual and otherwise, along with a sense of satisfaction that she was taking it so well. It gave her a weird fulfilment to be the centre of attention for these two older women. 
 
    The spanking continued, the smacks getting harder and more frequent and her excitement growing - until suddenly they stopped and she could feel two hands just softly stroking and fondling her tingling, burning bottom. The contrast was amazing, sensual and erotic even though she was not yet being intimately touched. But still she froze, wondering what would happen next, believing that this was only an interval of some kind and not understanding that her punishment was over for the moment at least. 
 
    The two hands gently stroked and caressed her hot flesh, circling her buttocks, occasionally dipping between them but taking what seemed forever before one hand finally found its way between her legs and into the wetness that lay there. The sensation of that hand sliding along the slipperiness of her soaking wet pussy was wonderful, especially knowing that it was another woman, one of her own sex, who was doing it. She felt a surge of pride and relief at discovering that she could enjoy a lesbian contact. 
 
    'She's turned on.' Geraldine announced to Fiona, thus identifying the exploring hand. 
 
    'I thought she would be; it's amazing how easily these so-called straight women bend. Is she wet enough to get up inside?' 
 
    The remark stung, as if she had tried to mislead them about her orientation, but then when a finger slipped deep into her vagina, sliding inside without any difficulty at all, it made her gasp in happy surprise. 
 
    'God, yes, dead easy. You try.' 
 
    Nicole found it strange and very exciting to have someone else handing out invitations to play with her, as if she had lost all humanity and become simply an object, a plaything. She felt the other hand glide over the curve of her rump and into her cleft, fingertips passing over her anus as they searched for her entrance, guided there in the end by the presence of Geraldine's finger and sliding in alongside it. 
 
    She gasped aloud at the marvellously erotic sensation of being fingered by two women at the same time, each digit probing her warm wet passage at its own pace and to its own depth, not caring about their effect on Nicole. But now she was more than happy to submit to this kind of careless attention, to let herself be played with in whatever way the two women wanted. All she hoped was that there would be more of it. 
 
    'Yeah, she's sopping.' Fiona agreed. 'It seems a good spanking makes her horny.' 
 
    'I know the feeling.' Geraldine replied, revealing one of her own inclinations. 
 
    For a moment one of the fingers withdrew from her and Nicole felt a brief rush of disappointment before it returned, bringing another wriggling in with it. Now she had three fingers wedged inside her and her cleft felt full of tangled digits, and so she tried to spread herself to give more room. But her knee slipped from the arm of the chair and she tilted to one side, frantically clinging on to the chair back to steady herself while the fingers within her automatically gripped at her pussy spearing her with sudden sharp pain. 
 
    'I'm sorry.' She apologised instinctively as she righted herself. 
 
    'So you should be.' Fiona told her sharply. 'Now stay still until we tell you different.' 
 
    Nicole hooked her toes over the inner sides of the chair arms and let her knees almost slip of the outer edges, effectively clamping herself in place as well as parting her legs just that bit further to allow the fingers within her penetrate just a little deeper. 
 
    'Can you put another one in.' Geraldine invited Fiona, making Nicole take a sharp fearful breath at the prospect. 
 
    In fact it was easier than Nicole had imagined and soon she had four fingers inside her, plunging and wriggling as the two lesbians thrust into her. She was full, stretched full, but it wasn't uncomfortable just overwhelmingly erotic, especially when they both stopped for a few seconds with their fingers deep inside her and pulled her open so that, she hoped unseeingly, they could gaze into the depths of her vagina. She felt the first stirrings, the first indications that she might soon orgasm. She groaned softly at the beautiful thought of their eyes on her most intimate parts, feeling slightly disappointed when they resumed thrusting in and out, now synchronised so that all four fingers pushed into her together. She braced herself against their thrusts and groaned again. 
 
    'Be quiet.' Fiona's voice came sharp and irritated. 
 
    'Sorry, Mistress Fiona.' She replied. 'It's just that I'm so enjoying being used by you.' It was an unexpected truth. 
 
    'It's for our enjoyment, not ours.' 
 
    Fiona slammed her fingers deep into Nicole's pussy as if to emphasise her point and Nicole had to bite her lip to hold back another pleasure sound. 
 
    'Sorry, Mistress Fiona.' 
 
    'It seems you're always sorry. Any more and you'll be punished far harder than just a hand spank.' 
 
    During this exchange Geraldine's free hand had been searching under Nicole to find and take hold of her breast, her fingers squeezing it in time to the thrusts of her fingers. 
 
    'Her tits aren't bad though.' She told Fiona, abruptly changing the subject. 'You feel.' 
 
    Fiona's hand groped under Nicole, seizing hold of her other breast and squeezing it hard enough to make Nicole wince involuntarily before settling to pull at it rhythmically in the same way that Geraldine was. 
 
    Nicole pushed herself back a little to hold the chair back at arms length, giving Fiona and Geraldine more room to play with her and allowing her to drop her head and gaze back under herself and watch. It seemed surreal to be totally naked, kneeling high on an easy chair with two fully clothed women pushing two pairs of fingers into her and pulling at her breasts. She was getting extremely turned on, as the wetness of her pussy and the hardness of her nipples against the women's palms, and the growing heat inside her pelvis, all testified. 
 
    It seemed as if Fiona and Geraldine realised that she was getting close to coming, for now they just concentrated on fingering her hard and fast and rhythmically tugging at her breasts, saying nothing but concentrating on what they were doing. It didn't take long before Nicole began to give short harsh little gasps as her orgasm got closer, and if she could have seen she would have known that Fiona and Geraldine were smiling over her back at each other, knowing what was going on and trying to make it happen. As it was Nicole was just wondering why she had not been told off for making the noises that she couldn't stop and hoping that the four fingers inside her would not cease their hammering thrusts until she came. 
 
    When she did come and when her most powerful orgasm ever finally exploded inside her, flooding her with sensations, she gripped tight onto the chair, her legs quivering and shaking, and vocalised loudly, her cries only slowly dying away as her orgasm subsided. 
 
    When it was over and the two women backed away, she remained kneeling on the chair, with her eyes glazed, her chest heaving, her mouth hanging open and her muscles trembling, trying to get her head around the fact that she had just been brought to the most intense orgasm she had ever had by two women. 
 
    'Did we give you permission to come?' Fiona asked. 
 
    Nicole mutely shook her head, still trying to regain her breath. 
 
    'What was that?' 
 
    'No, Mistress Fiona.' She gasped out. 
 
    'And didn't we tell you to be quiet?' Geraldine put in. 
 
    'Yes Mistress Geraldine. I'm sorry, I couldn't help it.' 
 
    'Then obviously you need to learn to help it. Take the coffee cups into the kitchen and wash them, and you'll find some other dishes that want doing. Then, when you've finished come upstairs to us. Do you understand?' 
 
    'Yes Mistress Geraldine.' 
 
    There were only a couple more mugs and breakfast bowls to wash besides the coffee cups and Nicole quickly ran water into the sink and washed them, flinching as drops of water splashed onto her skin and listening contentedly to Fiona and Geraldine climb the stairs to wait for her. She shivered in delicious anticipation, watching little goose bumps that had nothing whatever to do with temperature stand out suddenly on her naked body. She was sure that now they would be waiting for her with whips or canes, or something similarly cruel with which to punish her more severely. 
 
    She wondered for a moment if she should collect her clothing and take it upstairs with her, but she figured that if that was what was wanted, she would have been told so and so she climbed the stairs naked with a strange mixture of anticipation and apprehension. 
 
    The first room she entered was a spare bedroom and she quickly spun on her heels, hoping not to be disciplined further for her mistake. Her second choice proved to be the right one, but as soon as she entered it she stopped dead, gazing in surprise at what awaited her. 
 
    The soft white and gold curtains had been drawn, plunging the large, very feminine bedroom into a semidarkness relieved by several candles on the two white bedside cupboards. Between them a double bed with a padded white and gold headboard had been stripped of its pillows and duvet, and on either side, with golden candlelight shining on their skin, sat Fiona and Geraldine, both now as naked as she was. 
 
    As she stared at then in surprise she also registered how unlike they actually were, both beautiful but in entirely different ways. Fiona, with her mop of dark hair, was the smaller of the two, but now Nicole saw how athletic her build was, with pert rose tipped breasts over a washboard stomach and strong slender legs, but Geraldine was by far the more classically feminine, with larger, softer, motherly breasts, a slightly rounded stomach and a haze of blonde hair at the junction of her longer, softer legs. She took a sharp intake of breath, stunned and awed by the sight and wondering instinctively which she fancied most, and shocked by the fact that she fancied another woman in the first place. 
 
    'Don't just stand there staring, I'm sure you've seen naked women before.' Geraldine stated mistakenly. 'Come and kneel on here, between us, hands and knees.' 
 
    Nicole walked slowly and apprehensively across to the bed, climbing on to take up her place between them as ordered, only to find them getting up and stand looking at her without saying a word. She remained kneeling, anxiously waiting for whatever was to happen, leaning a little to one side to see better as Fiona went to the dressing table and opened a drawer. 
 
    'You're a nosy one, aren't you?' Geraldine's voice was unexpected. 'But that's all right. You may as well see. In fact, it would be better if you did.' 
 
    Their earlier exaggerated checklist jumped back in to Nicole's mind and she watched with a sense of foreboding as Fiona rummaged around inside the drawer. But it was neither manacles nor whips that Fiona retrieved, merely a black leather spanking paddle with a sinisterly studded handle. Even so Nicole regarded it with some trepidation. If hands could make her bottom smart, then how wonderfully sore could it be made by this dark looking implement. 
 
    'Now.' Fiona told her, approaching the bed once more. 'We need to discipline you for your lack of control. It seems you can't keep quiet and you can't control your body.' 
 
    Nicole remained silent, turning her head to gaze at the mattress as she waited for her spanking to continue, but nonetheless seeing, from the corner of her eye, Fiona hand the paddle to Geraldine. She mentally and physically braced herself. 
 
    The sound of the leather hitting her flesh was deeper and more solid than that of hands had been, and the sting was so much more intense. The first stroke made her breath hiss with the hurt that lanced through her bottom and forced her to steel herself not to flinch away from the next one. 
 
    For a while Geraldine teased her, varying the interval between strokes, making her wait in dread of it and then gasp when the pain when it finally arrived. Once she even placed her hand lightly on Nicole's bottom, chuckling darkly when the girl flinched at the contact. But then she set about giving Nicole a serious spanking, the blows falling almost continuously on each cheek and along the backs of her thighs, making her moan and cry out, twitching and twisting in an instinctive attempt to avoid the paddle. Her flesh burned and stung, smarting from the assault, and her mind saw nothing but a fog of agony. Eventually Nicole could stand no more. 
 
    'Stop, please stop.' She looked over her shoulder and reached backwards, trying to place a protective hand over her throbbing skin. 
 
    Geraldine just knocked the hand aside without speaking and continued, the leather rising and falling on her bottom once more, the sound echoing in Nicole's ears in time to the surge of hurt that exploded out from the site of each stoke. 
 
    'No more.' She moaned. 'I can't take anymore.' 
 
    'If you really mean that, you know what to say.' 
 
    Fiona's voice cut through a haze of pain and brought home the reality of surrender. Nicole shook her head, angry with herself for faltering and all the more determined to continue. 
 
    'Good girl.' Fiona complimented her, as she took the paddle from Geraldine. 'Now you're learning self control at last.' 
 
    Nicole felt absurdly proud of herself at Fiona's words although without really knowing why, but nonetheless she deliberately pushed out her bottom to receive more punishment, frightened but excited, hurting and yet so aroused she believed she could come in an instant. 
 
    Fiona lined her up, letting the cool leather rest lightly against Nicole's overheated bottom for a few moments before raising it into the air in readiness. Back in control Nicole waited impatiently for her spanking to resume, anxious to prove that she could cope with whatever was dished out to her. 
 
    The paddle came down hard on her bottom, harder than before, the thwack of it resounding around the room, covering Nicole's quick cry of pain. It was then left in contact with her skin for several seconds before rising, hovering threateningly for what seemed like minutes, and falling onto the opposite cheek, striking her so hard she was propelled forward slightly by the force of it. Tears prickled her eyes, wrung from her by the sheer pain of it. She wanted to shout out for mercy, but then she would miss out on anything else, and anyway, her pussy was wet again, pulsating as if it had been the target of the mistreatment instead of her bottom. She pushed herself back into place and closed her eyes. 
 
    Once again there was a discernable, fearful wait before it returned to her other cheek, the noise a good solid erotic thwack of leather on flesh. Fiona alternated her strokes, deliberately, forcefully, first to one cheek and then the other, each time making Nicole wait anxiously but eagerly with tears streaming down her face before the next painfully satisfying stroke, until finally she had given each cheek the time honoured six of the best, administered after Nicole had got so close to giving up. 
 
    And then there was nothing, no spanking, no touching, no words of censure or encouragement, nothing. Nicole waited with her eyes screwed closed, scared that there was another dreadful stroke was just waiting its time, and terrified that there wasn't. In truth Nicole had just about reached the limit of her endurance, but she didn't want to admit it, but when Fiona's words finally cut through the haze of distress she was floating in, she reluctantly admitted it to herself. 
 
    'Enjoy that, did you?' She asked. 
 
    'Yes, thank you Mistress Fiona.' The words came out in tight little gasps as she fought to cope with her throbbing buttocks. 
 
    'Yes, I could see that. And now you owe us an equally good time, don't you think?' 
 
    'Yes, Mistress Fiona.' She gasped out. 'Whatever you wish.' 
 
    'Very well. What I wish is for you to go down on each of us in turn and make us come. Begin with Mistress Geraldine. You can do that, can't you?' 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona. It would be my pleasure.' 
 
    She had said it easily enough as she climbed from the bed to let Geraldine lie in her place, but actually doing it was not as straightforward and she stood for a few seconds even after Geraldine had spread her legs ready, trying to steel herself ready to put her mouth to another woman's pussy. 
 
    'Come on.' Fiona urged her. 'Get on with it.' 
 
    'Yes, Mistress Fiona.' 
 
    It wasn't that she didn't want to do it, after all this was one of the reasons she was there, it was just that the reality of it was a little overwhelming. She knelt between Geraldine's widespread legs and took a deep breath before lowering her mouth to her wet and swollen pussy. 
 
    She had not expected that initial experience to be enjoyable or to be exciting, but it was both of those. And it was inexplicably nice too, with the soft feel of Geraldine's inner thigh against her cheek as she lowered her face, the soft feel of silken curls, not as profuse or as coarse as her own would normally be, and most exciting of all the deeply erotic scent of Geraldine's arousal, making her body melt with pleasure even before she experienced the wonderful taste and the sensation of her tongue on Geraldine's most intimate of places. It was, she thought, one of the sexiest things she had ever done and she wondered why she had never screwed up the courage to be with a woman before. She probed Geraldine's pussy carefully, taking her time and savouring the moment. 
 
    'Get going.' Fiona's voice from behind her interrupted her reverie, reminding her of what she was supposed to be doing. 'You're supposed to be pleasuring her, not testing her temperature.' 
 
    She didn't answer; she just flattened her tongue onto Geraldine's pussy and licked it from one end to the other, sweeping up and over her clitoris and then back down right over her entrance and almost as far as her anus. Geraldine murmured softly and raised her pelvis towards Nicole's tongue to increase the contact. 
 
    Nicole pressed her tongue onto Geraldine's flesh, feeling blonde curls against her nose as she swept it more firmly along the length of her slit, her hands having to find their way under Geraldine's thighs to grasp her hips from below and hold her firm. She moved her mouth along and back, her face becoming smeared with Geraldine's deliciously feminine juices. She relished the wonderful new taste and scent, the texture of a hard clitoris hiding between soft puffy labia and standing guard on a wetly inviting entrance. Her first intimate contact with a woman and she was finding it so much more stimulating than she ever believed, and it was so right. She could feel herself lubricating again. 
 
    Geraldine's murmurs became louder and more insistent, and she pushed herself back harder, almost rubbing herself on Nicole's face as her hips twitched and thrust when her orgasm began to show itself. Nicole hung on, trying to maintain contact, trying to perform the task she had been set to make sure that Geraldine came, and came hard. Suddenly Geraldine's hand entwined themselves into her hair and Nicole was pulled hard and painfully onto Geraldine's pussy, her tongue flat against her slit, feeling the little hard bud of a clit rubbing frantically up and down it. Geraldine called out the single word 'yes', repeating it louder and more frequently until, just as she lifted her pelvis from the bed to thrust herself forcefully into Nicole's face as he orgasm exploded, they all ran into one unintelligible cry of ecstasy, and then Nicole was thrust away, pushed clear to let Geraldine lie spent and panting on the bed. Nicole smiled inside as she sat on the edge of the bed and tried inconspicuously to work a pubic hair from between her teeth, picking it out with her fingertips and at the same time wiping the worst of Geraldine's wetness onto the back of her hand. 
 
    'Not bad.' 
 
    Geraldine's compliment sounded grudging, but her eyes told a different story, revealing enjoyment and satisfaction and sending a shiver of submissive pride through Nicole. Geraldine rolled from the bed and stood beside it looking across at Fiona. 
 
    'Your turn.' She informed her lover. 'And actually she's pretty good.' 
 
    Geraldine glanced down at Nicole. 
 
    'Now I've said that you'd better not let me down.' 
 
    'No Mistress Geraldine. I won't.' Nicole felt sure she could comply, even though her tongue already felt achy and sore. 
 
    She watched Fiona climb onto the bed, parting her thighs to reveal the smoothly shaven pussy that waited now for her attention. Fiona settled herself but then, just as Nicole was about to climb on between her legs she put up a hand to stop her. 
 
    'I'll say when.' 
 
    It was another reprimand that Nicole knew she deserved. She had to learn to obey without thinking for herself. 
 
    'Right. I'm ready for you to continue.' 
 
    The sudden instruction drove the thoughts from her mind and she climbed onto the bed to kneel between Fiona's widespread knees. 
 
    Fiona tasted just as beautiful as Geraldine, but her body was much more athletic and muscular than Geraldine's, making the sensation of oral sex with her very different. She was smoothly shaved, so her labia and pubic mound felt soft and smooth to Nicole's nose and cheeks, but as soon as Nicole mouth found her pussy she closed her strong legs around Nicole's shoulders to hold her gently but firmly in place, partially restricting her access and ability to lick her. Because of this she concentrated on Fiona's clitoris, clamping her mouth over it and stabbing at it with her tongue, short quick little dabs that flicked over its tip in rapid succession, making Fiona grunt with surprised pleasure. 
 
    'Fuck, that's good.' 
 
    Nicole heard Geraldine's voice in the background enquiring what was said but Fiona ignored her, placing her hand softly on top of Nicole's head in a kind of mute encouragement. Nicole continued, flicking Fiona's clitoris and then sucking it between her lips to nibble lightly at the very end. Fiona's hips jerked and twitched in response. 
 
    'I'm nearly there.' 
 
    Nicole felt a little rush of happiness when she heard that, and she redoubled her efforts, licking and nibbling harder, faster, listening to Fiona grunting hoarsely as she came closer to orgasm. 
 
    Then Fiona's hand twisted in her hair, pulling at it while pushing her head hard down onto her pussy even as her pelvis pushed it up against her mouth. Nicole could do nothing except keep her tongue moving against Fiona's clit, knowing that she was making her come. And when Fiona finally slumped back, gasping and panting, wordlessly pushing her face away from her pussy, she felt strangely proud of her achievement. She made to move back, but Fiona immediately grabbed her arm, holding her silently for a couple of minutes while she regained her breath. 
 
    'It's time to try something else.' She panted, releasing Nicole's arm and climbing unsteadily from the bed. 'Stand up.' 
 
    Nicole obeyed, clambering rather gingerly from the bed and surprised by the wetness between her legs. She waited fearfully to find out what was coming next, frightened but excited, hurting and yet so aroused she believed she could come in an instant. Her foreboding was not helped when Geraldine came and laid pillows in a pyramid in the centre of the bed. 
 
    'I will ask once.' Geraldine turned to her. 'Do you wish to continue? Would you like to find out how far you can take your pleasure?' 
 
    Pleasure? This is pleasure? The thoughts raced though Nicole's mind, but she knew the answer. It was pleasure, deep concentrated pleasure, more pleasure than she had ever experienced. It was just a different, more intense kind of pleasure. 
 
    'Yes please, Mistress Geraldine.' 
 
    'Then lie on your back on those pillows.' 
 
    Nicole was surprised at the order, automatically expecting to be face down, and wondered what they had in mind. But she obeyed anyway. Of course she obeyed. She would obey without question whatever was asked of her. 
 
    The result was that her middle was raised, while her head and legs remained on the bed, putting her into a mildly uncomfortable form of the crab position with her belly and pussy high in the air. She felt so delightfully exposed and vulnerable, especially with the cool feel of the pillows on her hot bottom to remind her of what she had experienced. She lay and waited in this awkward position, docile and obedient, wrapped in her own world of discomfort and pleasure while Fiona and Geraldine fiddled with something unseen at each side of the headboard. 
 
    Fiona's hand suddenly clamped around her wrist, dragging her arm towards the corner of the bed. She wondered why for a moment, but then Geraldine did the same to her other arm and she understood what was happening. With sudden fear and an adrenalin flash of sheer exhilaration she realised that she was being tied to the bed, and then Velcro restraints were clamped around her wrists and she knew she was right. 
 
    She parted her legs, deliberately inviting the same for her ankles, and out of the blue a hand slapped across her breast, making her jump and yelp from the shock of it. 
 
    'Don't try and pre-empt us.' Geraldine told her sternly. 'We make the decisions.' 
 
    Nevertheless, her ankles were given to the same treatment and she was effectively starfished over the bed, totally defenceless and completely exposed. Her heart began to pound at the thought her own helplessness. 
 
    'You're wondering what's coming, aren't you?' Fiona asked. 'Well I'll show you.' 
 
    Nicole turned her head and watched as Fiona pulled the same drawer open again. 
 
    'I wonder...' Fiona seemed to think out loud, but Nicole knew it was simply done for her benefit. 'I wonder if she could cope with this?' 
 
    Fiona looked at Nicole, and then appeared to sink into thought once again. 
 
    'Probably not, not this time anyway. I think we'll settle for this.' 
 
    When she turned back it took Nicole a few seconds to figure out what she was carrying. For a moment it appeared to be an oversized African fly whisk, but then she realised it was a multi stranded flogger, long narrow strips of leather fastened into a phallic handle. 
 
    'I didn't know you had that!' Geraldine seemed as surprised as Nicole. 
 
    'Didn't I tell you?' Fiona smiled as if to say she knew full well that she hadn't. 'I bought it because I thought it might be handy to have.' 
 
    As Fiona walked back towards the bed and came closer, Nicole could see that it wasn't made up of black leather strands, but instead a mix of black and red suede ones, all about half a centimetre across and maybe forty centimetres long. Nicole shuddered, partly with fear and partly with excited anticipation. She could feel the first tiny trickle of juices running from her exposed pussy and she wondered hopefully if the two other women had noticed. 
 
    Fiona reached out and Nicole felt the long tails drape lightly across her raised stomach, the filaments trailing between her legs and over her hairless pussy. For the next few minutes it was dragged slowly and gently across her entire naked body, catching on her hardened nipples and sliding between her thighs until she was quite literally panting with expectation. 
 
    'I've been practising with this.' Fiona told Nicole, making a statement intended to reassure sound ominous instead. 'I even tried it on myself, so I know it works.' 
 
    'Then for God's sake try it on me as well' Nicole's screamed silently at Fiona, adrenalin generated by fear mixing with arousal to make her desperately need to feel it on her skin. 
 
    Fiona lifted the flogger and with a quick flip sent the tails flicking across Nicole's abdomen, stinging the skin and making her yelp with sudden pain. 
 
    'Nice?' Fiona asked. 
 
    Nicole nodded. 'Yes, thank you, Mistress Fiona. Beautiful.' It was too. 
 
    The flogger came down again, this time the tails flicking the upper surfaces of Nicole's thighs. Nicole yelped again, the hurt cruel and sharp on her legs. Again and again it rose and fell, each stroke a quick flick finding a different part of Nicole's body to torment, until she was wriggling and squirming, trying desperately to avoid the sting of the thin suede strips. She was burning hot, her skin pink and striped from neck to knee a willing victim of a systematic flogging that suddenly ceased, ending as abruptly as it had begun. 
 
    Nicole burst into tears, sobbing and gasping, her breathing ragged and shallow and her tears streaming down her cheeks. She wasn't sure why she was crying, especially now the ordeal was ended, all she knew was that she was feverishly hot, aroused to the point where all control had gone. She wanted to come, she was desperate to come and only a hairs breadth away from getting there. 
 
    'Did you like that?' Fiona asked. 
 
    Nicole licked her lips and nodded hastily. 'Yes thank you Mistress Fiona.' Her voice was half way from a gasp to a croak. 
 
    'Has it made you feel horny?' 
 
    Nicole knew at that moment that her wetness had been noticed and she felt good inside. 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona, it has.' 
 
    'Would you like me to help you to come now?' 
 
    Nicole felt a sudden stab of anxiety. How was she to come? Was There something else, equally fiendish, awaiting? But then, she needed a climax no matter how it came. 
 
    'Yes please, Mistress Fiona.' 
 
    Fiona smiled, looking in knowing triumph at Geraldine, standing all but forgotten by the other side of the bed. 
 
    'Very well.' 
 
    Fiona turned and put the flogger on the top of the chest and returned to the bed empty handed. Alarm spread though Nicole once more, she had somehow expected Fiona to use a vibrator or some other toy, but it was clear that this was not to be. Nor, in the end, was it to be the obvious alternative. 
 
    Fiona sat on the bed beside Nicole and gazed thoughtfully at her face, making no attempt to do anything except smile faintly. Nicole's mind was a maelstrom of thoughts, and she was sure that Fiona was playing on the fact. She tugged at her restraints, scared of what might be done to her, but needing every second of it. 
 
    Fiona's hand reached out towards Nicole's pussy and Nicole held her breath as it settled over her mons, cupping the shaved pussy in her palm. 
 
    'Ready to come?' Fiona teased her, understanding and playing on her qualms. 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona. I'm ready.' The words came readily from her mouth through her overwhelming urge to climax. Her pussy was throbbing with the power of it. 
 
    Fiona settled her hand on Nicole's naked pubes, the heel resting against her pubic bone, and lifted her fingers away from her pussy. For a second or two she paused like that, seeing and enjoying the uncertainties on Nicole's eyes, and then she brought her fingers down in a sudden sharp rap on Nicole's highly sensitized clitoris. Nicole's body jumped and a yelp of surprise escaped her lips. 
 
    Nicole had never thought of smacking her clitoris, and so it was an entirely new and wonderful experience. She could feel her body responding to the very appropriate technique as Fiona's fingertips beat a tattoo on the little nubbin. It wasn't painful, just intense and her orgasm was very soon building higher, rapidly and powerfully. 
 
    'You may come if you wish.' 
 
    Fiona's permission was just what was needed to finish the job. There would have been no way that Nicole could have held back, but the verbal consent allowed her to let go in a far less inhibited manner. She cried out noisily, almost screaming as her orgasm finally exploded inside her. She jerked and twisted against her fastenings, her stomach bucking and juddering as if trying to shake Fiona's tapping fingers free. Her arms strained to be free, nails clamped against palms, and her legs attempted to bend and straighten all at once as her body tried to cope with the overload of sensation. Rat-a-tat-tat. Fiona's fingertips continued their rhythm all the time that Nicole's orgasm lasted, only finally coming to rest when Nicole slumped back onto the mound of pillows, gasping and trembling and from time to time shaking with the aftershocks of her most powerful orgasm ever. 
 
    Fiona sat on the edge of the bed, a half smile on her face and her hand still resting over Nicole's pubes, enjoying the satisfaction of what she had done, and the sensation of Nicole's shaved skin under her palm. She let her hand remain stationary for a moment or two, and then began to softly massage Nicole's pussy, not making any attempt to penetrate, but just gently squeezing and manipulating her labia, her eyes fastened to Nicole's face until she was sure that the still slightly anxious Nicole was not intending to object. 
 
    Nicole felt too exhausted to move, her body throbbed from her orgasm and stung from her spanking, and in any case she was still tied to the bed. She was aware of Fiona's hand on her pussy, but it didn't seem to matter, even when the hand began to quietly play with her. She moaned and unthinkingly opened her legs as far as her restraints would let her, looking up and finding blue eyes smiling down at her as the hand played gently between her legs. What a way to have spent an afternoon. 
 
    'Thanks, Fiona. That was fucking fantastic.' 
 
    'It is still Mistress Fiona, if you don't mind. I don't remember either of us saying we'd finished with you yet.' 
 
    Nicole's heart, already pounding from her climax, leapt at the rebuke. What more was there to come, what more could she stand? 
 
    'I'm sorry, Mistress Fiona. I thought we had finished.' 
 
    'We have not, and we will tell you when we have. Be careful you do not earn a harsher punishment.' 
 
    'Yes, Mistress Fiona. I'm sorry.' 
 
    Fiona took her hand away and stood up, leaving Nicole watching her walk to her chest of drawers with a strange sense of loss. This time it was what appeared at first to be some sort of black material on an elastic strap, until Nicole realised that it was actually a blindfold. Fiona came back to the bed and lifted Nicole's head, and the last thing she saw as the blindfold was applied was Fiona turning to speak to Geraldine. 
 
    'Do you want to pop downstairs and fetch the bucket up, please Geraldine?' 
 
    Footsteps padded across the bedroom and out through the door. More alarm, more apprehension. What bucket? And what on earth could they want a bucket for. Nicole was suddenly very, very aware of how vulnerable she was bent backwards and naked over a pile of pillows. She shivered, instantly blaming it on sweat from her orgasm cooling her skin, and waited in the ominous silence of the bedroom until she heard the footsteps return. 
 
    Strange into the darkness of her blindfold Nicole listened, straining her ears for any hint of what was to come, and what they needed the damn bucket for. But she heard nothing to give her a clue, no sound of a bucket being put on the floor, no sound of water sloshing, only a short whispered conversation of which she understood nothing. Footsteps again, but this time paddling softly around the bed, one set to each side, and then silence. She waited with fear crawling up her spine. 
 
    A sudden drop of ice cold water landed on her breast. Then nothing. And then once more cold water dribbled over her skin. What was happening? This was obviously something to do with that bucket, but what. Another gap, another wait, and then a droplet of water landed her nipple, this time followed by a new sensation as an ice cube was applied directly to her overheated nipple. She gasped in shocked pleasure as it circled her areole, her brain suddenly understanding that it was an ice-bucket that had been referred to. She almost laughed out loud at her own stupidity, and probably would have done in different circumstances and if the ice had not been sending shivers of delight down her spine. 
 
    She wondered hazily who was holding the ice cube, but it didn't really matter, all she was concerned with was the fabulous feeling as it moved in ever increasing circles around her breast until almost the whole of the mound was beautifully chilled. Now a second ice cube joined the first, circling her other breast until she moaned softly with pleasure. 
 
    Then it stopped. The ice cubes were very abruptly lifted away and she was left wondering what had happened. For long moments there was nothing, and then, just as suddenly, more ice. This time sliding over her belly, two separate pieces following separate journeys around her skin, their paths taking them all over her torso, cooling where she had earlier been flogged, arousing where she had not. Ice slid over her abdomen, up and around her breasts, along her arms, onto her neck and then down again, right down and onto her thighs. Sometimes one would be at her breasts while the other was just skirting her pubic mound, and sometimes they would work together, sliding along the inside of her thighs, turning swiftly away when they came close to her pussy and rising to loop around her hips. She was now writhing slowly, gyrating her hips as much as the restraints would allow, soft moans escaping her lips. 
 
    Then once again everything stopped and she was left in the same delicious but frustrating limbo. Again she lay bewildered, wanting more, needing more, but unsure where it was heading. Then once again a Mistress struck without warning. This time the ice cube was placed directly against her clit, the sudden cold giving it an absolutely electrifying sensation, before being removed, again without warning and leaving her once more in suspense. 
 
    The next time ice touched her skin was on her labia, two cubes, one sliding up and down each side, grazing the top of her thigh and the softly sensitive skin of her vulva until the cold became painful and melt water trickled down her crack. Once more she was unable to prevent herself from moaning, so intense was the feeling. She tried to open her legs wider, straining against her tethers, trying to mutely hint that she still wanted more. 
 
    Yet again the ice was suddenly removed, but this time Nicole knew it would return and the sense of loss and desperation wasn't so intense. She simply lay and waited, her pelvis slowly rotating and her hips rising and falling in invitation. 
 
    The ice, a single cube this time, came down on her clit, pushed hard against it and held there unmoving. She gasped at the strength of the cold and then, as it grew more numbingly intense, she began to whimper, tiny cries of distress and fear. In her head the image of her frostbitten clitoris began to frighten her. Once more rivulets of melt water ran down her slit, chilling her pussy and even dribbling coldly around her anus. It had begun to hurt, to really hurt, when it was moved. Not lifted this time, just moved, slowly and purposefully the cube, smaller now, was pushed down her slit until it found the entrance to her vagina. She gasped as she understood what was intended, and then shivering fearfully as it was pushed into her, two investigating fingers making sure it went in beyond recovery. 
 
    The fingers went away and she was alone on the bed again, her skin feeling the chill dampness of the ice soothing the heat of her flogging. The twin sensations stoking her need again, the acute coldness of the ice within her passage simply adding to her resurfacing arousal. 
 
    Without warning came something new. Just above her naval something stung with the power to make her cry out. It was both pain and pleasure, on the limit where intense mind-blowing pleasure gives way to searing pain. It came again, a little higher, making her groan heavily as her arousal turned the hurt into ecstasy. A third time, a little to the side, making her twist and pull against her bindings. God, this was so good. A fourth time, and then almost immediately, a fifth. She shouted from the pain, but now, as she began to be acclimatised, she suddenly understood. It was candle wax. Someone was dripping candle was straight onto her naked skin, perhaps that was what the lighted candles had been for all the time that she'd thought them there just for effect. It came again, and she was sure. Her pain was heat, heat that came within a hairs breadth of burning. It was the opposite to the sensation of cold that she could still feel within her, and much more intense. 
 
    It came again, this time on her thigh, and she found she wanted it. She was waiting for the next spot, wondering where it would land, hoping it would be somewhere tender -- but not too tender she told herself, thinking of her already cold abused clitoris. The possibility of yet another orgasm was conceived at that moment. 
 
    The spots of wax began to fall faster, maybe now from two candles. And just like the ice before it, the wax was spotted all over her body as candles were moved around as they dripped. Each new spot brought another little gasp, another moan of pleasure. Sometimes the spots ran together as someone tipped the candle sending a little stream of molten wax cascading onto her skin and making her cry out with the extra intensity. Liquid fire rained down on her, on her belly, her arms, her breasts and her thighs, even, on a couple of occasions, on her pussy, making her screech loudly from the pain of it. 
 
    She was hurting, twisting and contorting as she made herself cope with it, taking pleasure in it, hating it, and fearing it all at the same time. The idea of damage flitted through her mind, of scarring perhaps, but it didn't seem to matter. Whatever happened would be worth it for the ultimate sensations she was enjoying, and yes, she was enjoying them. God, she felt so fucking horny. The pain was translating directly into arousal. She was stronger than it was. She could take it and turn it into pleasure, into a rapidly growing need for sexual release. 
 
    Finally it ended, and though she waited in hope and expectation, no more wax fell on her eager skin. She lay panting and writhing, still coping with the stinging in her skin, hurting like hell but waiting willingly for whatever came after that. 
 
    For a few minutes nothing did, she was allowed to rest and get some of her breath back. But then she felt someone take hold of each ankle, releasing the straps that held them before moving to do the same to her wrists. Automatically Nicole rubbed her wrists. 
 
    'Stand up.' 
 
    A hand took hold of her arm to steady her as she stood beside it, still trembling from her heightened emotions. She could hear someone moving about, perhaps moving the pillows, and then she was guided back. 
 
    'Sit there.' 
 
    She sat on the edge and waited as patiently as her needy body would allow her. Strange noises filled the room, a drawer opened and closed and she heard a rustling fumble beside her. Unable to make any sense of them at all she simply shrugged her mental shoulders and waited. 
 
    'Right.' This was Geraldine's voice. 'Kneel on the bed, hands and knees with your behind raised.' 
 
    That put her back roughly into her first position and she braced herself for another spanking, knowing how often she had been reprimanded and how often she had made a noise without permission. But once again she had things wrong. 
 
    She became suddenly aware that she could feel something hard and cold sliding along her raised cleft, seeking her entrance. She held herself rigid; wondering what was happening but knowing she would have to submit to anything they wanted to do to her. Whatever it was found her vagina and pushed a little way inside, stretching her open as it did so. 
 
    Suddenly she thought she understood. It was a vibrator that Geraldine was trying to push into her, but such a big one that her slippery wet passage was having to expand just to accommodate it. She had often used a vibrator on herself when the need arose, but never had anyone else used on one her, especially one so big. When it's on, Nicole thought to herself, smiling inwardly at her own silliness, it'll shake me to bits. 
 
    Geraldine pushed another inch or so into Nicole, making her wince and gasp, instinctively wanting to pull away. 
 
    'Hold still.' Fiona's voice came unexpectedly softly from beside her. 'I like this one and so will you.' 
 
    Geraldine pushed it a little further into her, until her hand wrapped around the shaft came up against Nicole's labia. She felt a flash of disappointment that it barely seemed long enough if that was all of it. It was hardly anything special except for its girth. But then Geraldine took her hand away and the vibe stayed in place. For a split second Nicole wondered how, and then everything became wonderfully clear. Geraldine's hands gripped at her hips and pulled her back onto the shaft of what was actually not a vibrator but a strap-on dildo. She felt its entire length sink into her until the base was pressed against her crack as Geraldine shuffled forward into position. She groaned involuntarily, feeling Geraldine's hands gripping her hips, holding her immobile and ready to be fucked. 
 
    Geraldine drew back and began to thrust into her, long powerful thrusts that sent the entire length of the dildo in and out of Nicole's overstretched pussy, making her groan each time from both the pleasure of being dildo fucked and the discomfort of taking such a large object. Nicole gasped, feeling Geraldine's hips slam into her bottom, still tender from being spanked. Fiona was right, she did like it, her pussy was soaking wet and the dildo had gone in without any real effort, and that budding orgasm was still there in the background. 
 
    Geraldine began to speed up, thrusting faster and harder, gripping Nicole firmly and holding her still, concentrating on the unfamiliar movement. Nicole surrendered to her sexual need, letting Geraldine fuck her and slowly beginning to enjoy the sensation of the artificial cock sliding in and out of her without worrying too much who was behind it. 
 
    'Is that good?' 
 
    'Yes Mistress Fiona. Thank you Mistress Fiona.' 
 
    'I don't think it's me you need to thank.' Fiona chuckled as she watched her friend thrusting the strap-on deep into Nicole's pussy. 
 
    'Thank you, Mistress Geraldine.' Her voice was beginning to sound strained. 
 
    'That's all right.' Geraldine answered breathlessly. 'You may come when you're ready.' 
 
    'Thank you Mistress Geraldine.' 
 
    Geraldine was going much faster, plunging the dildo into Nicole, the tops of her thighs slamming into the still tender cheeks of Nicole's bottom as she fucked her, her breathing becoming heavier both from the effort and its effect. 
 
    Nicole pushed back, setting up a matching rhythm of her own, her breasts swinging beneath her and rubbing her nipples against the bed to add to her enjoyment. Her climax was very close now, and it crossed her mind that once again she was being made to come by another woman. This time she didn't mind, she welcomed the fact, knowing that if anything it seemed only to add to her embarrassment and through that to her arousal. 
 
    'I'm coming.' 
 
    Nicole was too hot and too near to remember her manners, this time she could feel the volcano inside her about to erupt like never before. It was going to be bigger orgasm even than the one she had enjoyed only a half hour ago, so big it frightened her. 
 
    'Help me, I'm coming.' 
 
    With a remarkable flash of insight Haley understood what was needed. She went to the bed and crouched beside Nicole, draping her arms around her neck and whispering in her ear. 
 
    'It's all right. Let go, let it rip. It'll be okay I promise.' 
 
    'Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!' 
 
    The series of noises was made deep in Nicole's throat as she erupted into orgasm, blending slowly into a long animalistic screech that died back to another series of gasping, sobbing noises as the short but immensely powerful orgasm began to die away. The speed and power of her orgasm overwhelmed Nicole, who collapsed forward, almost dragging Geraldine with her before she managed to release her hold on her hips and allow the dildo to slide from her pussy. 
 
    Then she just lay on the bed, shaking and crying, her sobbing so uncontrolled that both Fiona and Geraldine began to feel concerned for her. Fiona removed the blindfold and let her arm lie across Nicole's back, squeezing her shoulder reassuringly while Geraldine rapidly shimmied out of the dildo harness to squat beside her to the other side, also wanting to comfort her 'victim'. 
 
    'It's all right.' Fiona repeated her earlier words. 'It's all over now. And you're not hurt are you?' 
 
    'I wouldn't do anything to hurt you.' Geraldine joined in from the other side, running her palm softly across Nicole's back and completely forgetting that hurt had been the main aim of the session. Nicole giggled at the comment, her tears turning instantly to the laughter of release. 
 
    Geraldine suddenly realised what she had said, followed a second or so later by Fiona, and all three women burst into uncontrollable laughter, mirth that was magnified, especially for Nicole, by the sheer sexual emotion of the moment. It was several minutes before they regained their equilibrium. 
 
    It took a while even then before any of them was able to speak coherently and by that time they were sitting in Fiona's lounge, fully dressed once more and sipping a well earned coffee. Only then was Nicole able to speak about what she had just been through, telling her friends how intensely powerful it had been and how she doubted that she would ever do it again, even though she wouldn't have missed it for anything, and ending with a request. 
 
    'When we go back to work tomorrow, can we keep what happened today to ourselves? I know I did enjoy it, and it was right for the time, but I don't want to be pressured by anyone else to do things with another woman. You both respected my boundaries, but I'm not sure that others would.' 
 
    'No problem.' Geraldine told her 'Both Fiona and I know how to keep things to ourselves, and that's a promise. There are things that belong to a time and place, and nowhere else.' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 22 
 
    I'm Dee Richards and I'm a mobile nail technician trading under the name of "Dee-Lightful Nails". Simply put that means that I call on clients in their own homes to give manicures and pedicures, mainly cosmetic but occasionally therapeutic as well. This is the story of a call to one of the latter. 
 
    Lara Robinson came from a newly wealthy family, the rich daughter of a successful entrepreneur and property developer, who had married into what is commonly known as 'the old money' - although in the case of Christopher Robinson that money was mostly conspicuous by its absence. Lara had been in her early thirties and he about eight years older when they had married some six years previously. But then, only a few months after the wedding, she was diagnosed with ovarian cancer and spent the next three years fighting for her life. She was now in long term remission with good prospects of being declared completely clear. But the disease had taken its toll and had left her unable to bear children, and that was something that Christopher found unforgivable and for which he would divorce her if he thought he could afford to. She had also lost weight, her dark brown hair had become well peppered with grey though she was not yet forty and her nails had become weak and yellowed from the effects of chemotherapy. That's where I came in, calling once a fortnight to cut, shape and file her nails, then to whiten them and apply a coat of strengthening lacquer 
 
    The Robinsons lived in an old Regency manor house that Lara's money had bought but which Christopher had chosen because he believed it suited his 'status'. It was tucked away at the end of country lane and, with Lara's agreement, I had made it the last call of the day simply because the quiet, sedate drive there was a good way to unwind after rushing around all day. So it was early evening when I pulled through the ivy covered gateway into the manor house yard. 
 
    I parked my more modest wheels beside Lara's current model Audi convertible, and then frowned as I saw damage to the front of that beautiful car. It had clearly been involved in some sort of incident and my immediate thought was for Lara, not just as a client but as someone I liked as a person. I hauled my battered equipment case from my back seat and set off hurriedly across the gravel for the door. 
 
    Lara was longer answering the door than usual and when she did she was wearing a loose fitting blue kimono rather than her normally elegant attire. The reason was immediately obvious because she was also wearing a high surgical collar and had her right arm in a cast. The cast was bent at the elbow to hold her arm awkwardly at right angles and the collar prevented her from looking anywhere but straight ahead. Combine that with a few yellowing bruises and several stitches over one eyebrow and Lara presented a personification of the walking wounded. In other circumstances I would have been hard put not to smile, but to see the tall, elegant woman in such a state could only evoke genuine sympathy. 
 
    'What happened to you?' 
 
    'Would you like the condensed or the full version?' Lara smiled ruefully as she held open the door for me to enter. 
 
    'Condensed will do for now. You can tell me the rest as I do your nails.' 
 
    'Condensed is simple. I tried to park the car in a tree. Don't try it yourself Dee, it doesn't work.' 
 
    I followed Lara through into the kitchen, wondering what had actually happened. 
 
    'How? I mean why? Here let me do that.' 
 
    Lara was struggling to fill a kettle for their usual pre-manicure coffee so this time I took it and did the job for her. 
 
    'It makes a change for me to make the coffee.' I commented, trying to make small talk. 
 
    'Just so long as you don't add it to my bill.' Lara smiled. 
 
    'I'll only charge you for your nails, anything else is gratis.' I promised. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder as I spooned creamer into the two mugs, feeling a wave of sympathy for the Lara I saw sitting awkwardly at the kitchen table, fidgeting as if she couldn't find a comfortable way to sit. After all she had been through health wise this seemed so unfair. But then, I reminded myself, I didn't know the full story yet. 
 
    The explanation that came over coffee did nothing to lessen my sympathy, in fact quite the reverse. Lara had been tipped off that her husband was seeing someone else and she decided to confront him. Far from denying it Christopher had readily admitted the fact and a full scale row had developed that ended when he threw her sterility at her, stating that a son and heir had to be got from somewhere, and if she couldn't...? He had let the question hang and Lara had fled the house sobbing. 
 
    She had jumped into her car and driven away, anywhere, just away. Unfortunately negotiating country lanes at speed with a mind full of betrayal and eyes full of tears could only end one way, and it did. The worst of it was that as she sat in the crashed car waiting for the emergency services to arrive, her husband's Range Rover had come along the same road, slowed when he saw the wreck, and then sped away without stopping. Lara could easily have been bleeding to death for all he knew, but that would not have made the slightest difference to Christopher except to offer him an easy way to be rid of her. She had not heard from him since and she assumed he had gone to stay with his mistress until he found out how Lara had fared. 
 
    'What are you going to do now?' I asked, lifting my case onto the table to begin my real function. 
 
    'Well.' She began with a twinkle in her eye. 'I can either repair the car and scrap the marriage, or repair the marriage and scrap the car.' She wriggled uncomfortably before continuing. 'It's not nice to see your so-called soul mate drive straight past when you need him most, and anyway I quite like that car. I guess I've been too much of a doormat and he's got used to getting away with almost anything.' 
 
    'Repair the car.' I advised her. 'Don't let him get away with this.' 
 
    'I think I've already made that decision, I've just got to tell myself.' 
 
    I took Lara's plastered arm, laid the hand on a rolled up towel as gently as I could and took a cotton bud to clean the old varnish from her nails. 'How long have you got to wear this plaster?' I asked as I worked. 
 
    'I've cracked a bone in my elbow and they reckon it'll be a few weeks, but, oh boy, will I be glad to see it gone.' 
 
    'And the collar?' In a way I was just making polite conversation, but I'll admit to being curious as well. In any case Lara was part client, part friend and I was genuinely concerned. 
 
    'That's not so bad, just a touch of whiplash so I should be rid of that next week, I bloody well hope.' 
 
    'Must make life awkward.' I remarked. 
 
    'Does now I'm on my own. That's why I'm wearing this.' She indicated her kimono. 'Getting dressed is such a problem.' 
 
    'Oh well, look on the bright side. At least you didn't break a nail.' 
 
    'Trust you.' Lara giggled and then continued more seriously. 'Thanks Dee, you can always make me smile. I look forward to your visits, you know.' 
 
    I didn't know and it made me feel good to be told. I squeezed Lara's fingers and smiled back. 'I'm glad, I see you as a friend as well as a customer.' 
 
    I released Lara's hand and reached for the other, noticing her pull a face as she shifted her position to comply. 
 
    'Hurting?' I asked sympathetically. 
 
    'No, not hurting.' She shuffled in her seat, frowning slightly. 'Just a bit uncomfortable.' 
 
    'I'm sorry. Would it be better another way?' 
 
    'No, I'm all right. Just ignore me.' 
 
    I cleaned off the second hand and then put a stool beside me, ready to begin on her toes. This time she actually winced as she turned to face me and raise her first foot. Clearly something was wrong, but then I saw a large scab on her knee and I took that to be the cause of her discomfort. 
 
    'Is that what's hurting?' I asked, anxious to find a way to minimise the problem. 
 
    'No, that's just a bit stiff.' She smiled shyly. 'It's nothing really, Dee.' 
 
    I didn't push it, I just carried on with my work, trying not to move the foot any more than I could help, and I was extra careful when I changed feet. That seemed to pay off, because Lara showed hardly any sign of discomfort as I lowered one and raised the other. But then, a few minutes later, she was wriggling her bottom discreetly in her seat, and I just had to ask. 
 
    'What's up, have you got a feather in your pants?' I asked jokingly. 
 
    'I might as well have.' Lara replied. 'Sorry Dee, I just can't get comfortable, it's nothing really.' 
 
    'Yes it is.' I insisted. 'What's the problem?' 
 
    'It's embarrassing.' She looked as if she wanted to say more, but she stopped short. 
 
    'And so?' I prompted. 
 
    'If I tell you, will you promise not to laugh?' 
 
    'I promise.' I told her. 'You've sparked my curiosity now.' 
 
    'Really promise?' I nodded and Lara continued, apparently satisfied. 'It's just that I usually shave, you know....' She pointed towards her crotch, her face reddening. 'Down there. And I was overdue for one when this all happened.' 
 
    She looked at me as if checking for laughter. 
 
    'Now I'm well overdue and I can't see to do it with this collar on. I'm all bristly, and it's itching like hell. I've been sitting with my legs open, but I can't do that in company.' 
 
    She looked so embarrassed that I couldn't quite suppress a smile, but I knew that for this normally rather reserved woman the admission must have come at a price. 
 
    'Lara, it's your home. You must sit however you feel comfortable, I won't mind.' 
 
    'I can't.' She stated flatly. 'I don't have any underwear on.' 
 
    'Don't be silly. You won't show anything with that kimono on, and even if you did, you've only got the same as I've got.' 
 
    Lara looked relieved as she let her knees drift apart, adjusting her kimono to cover herself at the same time. But from my position bent over her foot I got a very quick glimpse of her unshaven pubes and my heart went out to her. I shave my own pubes and I know what it's like if they're allowed to grow back. Perhaps that's what triggered my next remark, spoken before I'd really thought about it. 
 
    'When I've done your nails, would you like me to shave it for you?' 
 
    Lara looked shocked, and for a moment I thought she was offended, but then her expression softened. 
 
    'No, it's all right, but thank you for the offer, I do appreciate it. I'll be able to do it myself next week.' 
 
    'And I can do it this week.' I told her sternly. 'Look, don't be silly. We're two women together and no one else will ever know.' 
 
    She hesitated, dithering between shame and comfort. 
 
    'Don't worry, I won't charge.' I quipped, trying to lift the conversation. 'And I know what I'm doing, I shave mine as well.' 
 
    She still hesitated for what seemed like forever, but then she suddenly gave a quick smile and nodded, decision made. 'Then yes. It would be a great help, thank you.' 
 
    She paused and then added. 'I don't suppose I could impose on you to do these as well, could I?' She indicated her armpits. 'I can reach one, but with this damn cast on there's no way I can reach the other.' 
 
    'Yes, of course I can, as soon as I've finished here.' I pointed to her toes. 
 
    The conversation returned to more mundane topics while I worked on her toenails, and then made another coffee for us both while the varnish dried. But then, when everything else was done and the coffee was finished I returned to that other subject. 
 
    'Do you still want me to...?' I let the question tail away, unexpectedly suffering from my own bout of awkwardness. 
 
    'Oh, yes please. It's driving me mad.' 
 
    I couldn't back out after that heartfelt plea, so I pushed my own embarrassment to one side. 'Where do you want to be? I mean where would be most comfortable for you? 
 
    She had to think about it for a moment or two, but then she made up her mind. 'In the bedroom. If I can lie flat on my back it won't bother the cast or the collar, if you're sure you don't mind, that is?' 
 
    'Why should I mind?' 
 
    'Because you'll have to see a middle aged woman without her clothes on, and that can't be a pretty sight for a young thing like you.' 
 
    'Just before forty-o-clock is middle-aged now is it? I asked with a grin. 'Don't be silly, I'm removing unwanted body hair not judging a beauty contest. And even if I was I reckon you'd figure in the prizes somewhere.' 
 
    We made our way carefully up the stairs to Lara's room, the small size of it surprising me until I thought about it. 
 
    'Yes, we slept separately.' Lara explained, seeing where my gaze was resting. 'You won't be surprised that he kicked me out into a guest room, will you? And in my own house too.' 
 
    'I'm sorry Lara.' 
 
    'Don't be. I really didn't mind sleeping alone when I thought he was doing the same, though I did get through a few batteries.' She threw me a wry smile, looking for my understanding. 'But I'll tell you something. As soon as I get rid of this cast I'm moving back into the marital bed, and then look out world because I could do with some really hot sex.' 
 
    She paused. 
 
    'I'm sorry Dee, I shouldn't talk like that, I'm embarrassing you. But it's just that I've almost forgotten what it's like to have some real fun in bed. 
 
    'You don't have to be sorry.' I assured her. 'I know exactly how you feel. My so-called partner would sooner watch the telly most of the time.' 
 
    I helped Lara shed her kimono, trying as much as I could not to stare at her while she got used to my presence in her bedroom. She was perhaps a little bit on the skinny side due to her illness, but an awful lot of models would die for her figure, and her poise. She really was a beautiful woman regardless of what she had said about herself. In fact I was almost jealous of the pert little breasts I couldn't help but peek at. What man, I thought, could turn his back on a woman like that? I spread a bath sheet on the bed to protect it and then turned away discreetly to hang her kimono in the wardrobe, listening to her climb onto the bed, gasping as she lowered herself carefully onto her back. 
 
    'Ready?' I asked. 
 
    'Yes, so long as you're sure you really don't mind.' 
 
    'Will you stop that? For the last time, I really don't mind. Now, I guess I'll find everything I need in the bathroom?' 
 
    'You should do. Thank you Dee, you're a friend.' 
 
    'No problem.' 
 
    I couldn't help but look at her quickly again as I headed for the connecting door and it was a lovely mental image of her on her back, naked and vulnerable, that I took with me into the bathroom. I tried to push it from my mind and busy myself collecting together the various things that I needed, but I was still very conscious of the woman who waited for me next door. There was something about her that made my task far more pleasurable than onerous. 
 
    I took the tray carrying everything I needed through to the bedroom and placed it on a side table and only then did I take a real look at Lara's naked body. I don't know why I'd been so careful not to openly gaze at her nakedness before, probably I didn't want to embarrass her, or maybe I just didn't want her to think there was an ulterior motive to my offer. Anyway, I did look now, and the first thing that caught my eye was a fading bruise across one breast and another beneath the other one, bruises that looked severe enough to still be tender. 
 
    'Seatbelt.' Lara explained succinctly, noticing my gaze. 'You should have seen them the day after.' 
 
    'Ouch. Sooner you than me.' 
 
    'They tell me I was lucky not to break a rib or two.' 
 
    There was not a lot of padding on Lara's torso and I could well imagine ribs cracking under the sudden tightening of her seatbelt. I winced to myself at the thought before I forced my mind back to the job in hand. 
 
    'Right, shall we begin under your arms?' 
 
    'Yes, and thank you, Dee.' 
 
    'It'll be my pleasure, Lara.' I told her. 
 
    'I think I'll get more pleasure from what you're doing to me than you will from doing it.' Lara replied, and then threw her good hand over her mouth. 'Oh, sorry, I didn't mean it like that.' 
 
    We both laughed at the unintentional double-entrendre, and that served to lighten the mood and lift with any further embarrassment. 
 
    Her underarms were easily done, although the cast and collar both made things a little awkward. I tried to be careful not to touch Lara's bruised breast as I worked on that side, but even so I caught her rather prominent nipple on a couple of occasions, once causing a tiny intake of breath. 
 
    'Sorry, did I catch you?' 
 
    'No, it's all right. I'm just not used to anyone else touching me.' 
 
    I wasn't quite so careful with the other, uninjured, side, finding an odd pleasure in making contact with the soft warm flesh. It occurred to me that she might think I was taking advantage in some way, but she didn't object to my touch and I found myself becoming deliberately more adventurous, actually resting my hand on her breast briefly at one point. I looked at Lara's face as I did it, wary of offending her, but her expression was entirely neutral and I was unable to read any response at all. There was nothing particularly erotic in my mind just then, only a sense of mischief and a silly devilish desire to see what I could get away with. It had not really registered with me at that point that I soon would, of necessity, be touching Lara far more intimately. 
 
    'Thank you.' Lara said as I finished that first part of my task, her voice carrying an unidentifiable something that I put down to embarrassment. 
 
    'You're more than welcome.' I told her, meaning it. 
 
    She shuffled herself into a more comfortable position and then slowly lay back, easing herself down again before opening her legs wide for me, apparently now more at ease with me looking at her. I moved around the bed until I was in front of her and then, trying not to stare, I took a facecloth from my bowl of water and wrung it out. 
 
    'This is hot.' I warned, spreading the cloth out and then placing it firmly over Lara's pussy, moulding it to her shape. It seemed strange feeling the soft contours of someone else's pussy under my hand, but I didn't feel as awkward about doing it as I thought I would. 
 
    The cloth was hot, intentionally just bearably so, and while I waited for the damp heat to help soften the bristles I unthinkingly rested my hands on Lara's thighs. To my surprise she reached down and placed her hands over mine, interlinking our fingers. I looked up, surprised at her action, and she smiled affectionately, surprising me even more. 
 
    'It feels good.' She told me. 'I hope it doesn't bother you, doing that.' 
 
    'Good.' I smiled and lightly squeezed Lara's fingers. 'And it doesn't bother me at all.' 
 
    It didn't, and if truth be told I was finding it slightly wicked, exciting even. After a few minutes I quietly untangled our fingers, then took away the cloth and sprayed some shaving foam into my hand from a can on the tray. Then I began smoothing the foam over Lara's skin, gently but thoroughly covering the entire area of her hair. It was an unfamiliar but not unpleasant sensation for my fingers to be moving over another woman's pussy covered in soft moist foam. I wasn't quite sure how Lara felt, for she closed her eyes almost as if trying to deny it was happening. 
 
    'Don't worry, I won't hurt you.' I told her, wondering if she was scared of being cut. 
 
    A quick smile flitted across her face. 'I know you won't. It feels a bit too nice, that's all.' 
 
    I smiled to myself at her reply and told myself I had to try and make it stay nice. I picked up a disposable razor, dipped it into the bowl of water and began to shave Lara's pussy, lightly but firmly drawing the razor across her pubes and stripping away the offending stubble to leave beautifully smooth soft skin behind. 
 
    I worked steadily, rinsing the hair from the razor at intervals as I progressed around the sides of Lara's labia. Drawing the skin tight for the razor, especially around the edges and just above her clitoris, brought me into closer contact with another woman's pussy than I'd ever imagined I would be, but I was finding the whole thing giving me a strange thrill. I looked at Lara's face, trying to read her reactions, but with her eyes still tightly shut it wasn't easy. All I could be sure of was that there was no tightness in her features that would betray aversion and her breathing sounded as if she might even be getting a little bit turned on. For some reason that thought gave me an extra buzz, although I became a little worried that she might think I was trying to arouse her on purpose. 
 
    Eventually all hair was gone and with unexpected regret I realised that to continue would only make Lara sore. I put down the razor and, rinsing the cloth in clean water, I gently washed her pussy free of any stray hairs and shaving foam. Then I leaned back a little to survey my handiwork. 
 
    'Now you look absolutely beautiful, good enough to eat.' 
 
    I felt my face go red. I hadn't meant that the way it sounded. Fortunately Lara didn't seem to have picked up on its double meaning, but to my complete astonishment what I had nearly said made my heart and my pussy both flutter with excitement. 
 
    I dabbed Lara dry with a second towel then gently rubbed moisturiser into her skin. It was a delightfully intimate contact and I found myself continuing to stroke Lara's pussy long after there was any need. During one of my long sweeps along her pussy one of my fingertips made contact with the tip of Lara's clit. Whether I did it accidentally or purposely I'm not completely sure myself, but the effect on Lara was to bring a grunt of pleasure from her lips, followed by a completely unexpected "again". 
 
    To my own surprise I was only too willing to oblige and so I deliberately ran my fingertip over the end of Lara's clitoris. Another little cry escaped her lips and her body jerked in reaction, making her bent legs kick the air. She hooked her good hand behind her knee, pulling her leg back and opening herself up more for me to touch her again. There was no mistaking her wishes now and so I openly placed my fingers against her pussy, rubbing gently on her clit. It took less than a minute of this before Lara began making a quiet keening sound. I grinned happily to myself, knowing that I was actually going to help another woman to come. 
 
    The noises in Lara's throat quickly increased in intensity and volume and her pelvis began to twitch. Then her closed eyes were squeezed even more tightly shut until suddenly, at the moment her orgasm struck, they flew open and locked with mine. Her hips jerked and shuddered, her breath came in short noisy gasps between long holds, her lips sagged open and her eyes, still fixed on mine, took on a faraway look of intense pleasure. 
 
    It was a long and powerful climax, and when it did subside and Lara was once more in control of herself she lowered her legs to either side of me, not caring that her pussy was still on show, and mouthed a silent and bright eyed thank you. I smiled back at her and just knelt there, sharing her moment of release. I was surprised at how quickly and easily she had come, perhaps because what led up to it had been so unexpected. I think we probably both now had to think about the irrevocable step that our relationship had just taken. I don't think either of us was certain what we really thought of it or how we should react, I know that's certainly true for me; I was frightened that she might think my offer to shave her had been only a pretext for what followed. I'd have hated her to think of me as a closet lesbian out to take advantage of her clients. 
 
    For a long minute we remained like that in tableau, until Lara hauled herself carefully up the bed and tapped the place beside her with her good hand in an obvious invitation. I lifted myself from my haunches and climbed onto the bed next to her, glad that she wasn't angry. Then, acting on an instinct I didn't fully understand I leaned over her, cautiously threaded my arms about her and took her into a careful embrace. For just a second or so Lara hesitated, but then she put her unplastered arm around me too and we held each other as tight as her injuries would allow. 
 
    'Thank you for doing that, I needed it.' She whispered in my ear. 'Nobody has touched me like that for a long time.' 
 
    'I'm pleased I did, but I didn't intend to.' I assured her, 'But I just couldn't resist, even though I've never touched a woman before.' 
 
    'Never?' Lara sounded surprised. 'I thought you must have. Otherwise I wouldn't have let you carry on.' 
 
    'Never.' I repeated. 'I never have. But thank you for the compliment.' 
 
    'I have.' She admitted. 'But it's been years since I did.' 
 
    That came as a bit of a bombshell and for a moment I didn't know what to make of it. I'd never thought that Lara might be that way inclined, but then I'd never looked on her a sexual being at all. It had just never occurred to me. And there was me worrying what she thought of me. 
 
    I lifted myself onto my elbows in surprise and looked down at her. 'I didn't know you liked women.' 
 
    'Why would you?' She asked me with a wry smile. Why would I indeed, it had been none of my concern before just now. 
 
    'It's been a long time.' She expanded. 'I thought I'd left that part of me behind when I got married.' 
 
    We looked at each other silently before she spoke again. 
 
    'And now I've made you regret it, haven't I.' 
 
    'No.' I told her forcefully and truthfully. 'Because I'd never done it before doesn't mean I didn't enjoy it.' 
 
    'I'm glad. It would be terrible if you didn't like it too.' 
 
    I rolled to the side and propped myself on one arm, surveying the naked woman beside me. "Would you like me to do it again?' 
 
    'A lovely thought, Dee, but you don't want to have to keep playing with me.' 
 
    'I don't have to, but I would like to.' I leaned over and gently kissed the nipple of her bruised breast, deliberately doing something else I'd never done before. 'I enjoyed touching you then, and I would again.' 
 
    Lara sighed a sigh of pure pleasure. 'Won't your husband be expecting you?' 
 
    'He won't miss me until the beer runs out.' I'd never made it a secret from Lara that my husband was a layabout. 'I want to touch you again, Lara, Would you like me to?' 
 
    'You know I would.' Lara capitulated. 'But first I'd love it if you were dressed like me.' 
 
    That was a big dose of reality. Up until that moment it had just been me playing with her, but if I was undressed too it would be both of us playing together even if she remained the passive partner due to her injuries. It was a hard step to take, but my heart told me what to do. I stood up and slipped my things off to stand beside her bed, naked and smiling. 
 
    'You are beautiful.' She whispered. 
 
    I thought I had a few pounds to spare but who am I to dismiss a compliment. 'Thank you.' I answered simply. 
 
    'Would you kiss me?' She asked softly, her expression showing how much she wanted to, but how unsure she was about asking. 
 
    I didn't answer in words. I'd already emotionally committed myself by undressing and so it was relatively easy for me to lie with her on the bed again. I'd come to terms with what was happening and so I wanted to kiss her too, I wanted it badly. Lara's mouth opened nervously as I leaned eagerly towards her, her full lips making soft and feminine contact my slightly thinner ones. She seemed surprised at my eagerness, momentarily pulling back, but she quickly recovered when she realised I meant it, and then we kissed each other passionately and deeply, our tongues probing each other, dancing and entwining within our mouths. That first kiss was long and ardent, and very meaningful for both of us, and it was immediately followed by a second and then a third and more, all equally enthusiastic until Lara broke away, fighting for breath. 
 
    'Jesus, Dee, your kisses are out of this world.' She gasped excitedly. 
 
    'So are yours.' I panted, meaning that too. 'Now please can I touch you?' 
 
    'Touch me, play with me, do anything you like with me, I don't care. I'm just sorry it's only one way traffic.' 
 
    The first thing I did was to kiss Lara's breast again. The one before had been just a quick peck to make point, but now I could let it develop properly. It felt so good. It was in effect my first move in having intentional sex with a woman, rather than my earlier mischief that went too far. Now I was making love to Lara, she knew it and, more importantly, so did I. 
 
    I smothered her breast with gentle kisses, pressing my mouth gently into the soft flesh, sometimes letting my tongue lick her lightly. I listened to her breathing, hearing little murmurs of pleasure hidden within it, especially when I eventually took the hard nub of her nipple into my mouth and gently nibble on it. I was loving it, flicking her nipple with my tongue, sucking it into my mouth, biting it, squeezing it between my lips, but all the time I wanted to take things further and almost of its own volition my hand began to explore steadily, if somewhat nervously, southwards, circling Lara's navel before reaching downwards for her pussy. 
 
    For all that I was completely turned on and totally fired up with desire; my first touch on her pussy this time was very soft and very uncertain. I wanted to go straight for her centre, but the unmistakably sexual reason for what I was doing meant that I still hesitated. Instead of following my urge I found myself tentatively tracing her labia with little spidery touches, skittering lightly over the folds of skin and running up and down the length of her slit, unable to act as boldly as I felt. But Lara didn't mind, in fact it appeared to be just what she needed, for the fleeting touches seemed to be turning her on even more. She spread her legs wider, clearly inviting me to discover her, to probe her secret places as I hadn't done before. 
 
    For a while I kept to the edge of her pussy, my fingertips tracing the outline from her pubic mound right down almost to the crack of her bottom, just enjoying feeling the texture, the smoothness of her freshly shaven skin. Then, as I became more familiar with Lara's body and got used to the idea of touching her, I moved on to more intimate places, searching between her labia to find the wetness of her juices, following them back to their source at the mouth of her vagina, and then going past that, down further, down a slippery path until I suddenly reached her anus, wet and slick with her own lubrication. That wasn't quite where I wanted to be and so I retreated just a little, finding her vagina again and circling its entrance, teasing, pretending to enter but staying outside. 
 
    'Mmmmm! That's so good.' Lara whispered. 'It's lovely to feel your fingers wandering all over me. Do it some more, go up inside me if you like, I don't mind what you do.' 
 
    I smiled around her nipple, happy at the very blunt invitation but not quite ready to take her up on it. But at least I knew that Lara was enjoying being played with as much as I enjoyed doing it. I drew my fingers back up her slit, up between her pussy lips until suddenly I reached the little hard button of her clitoris peeking out from under its hood. Lara's body jerked at the contact and she gasped out loud. 
 
    'Oh God, do that again.' 
 
    I did, letting my fingertip brush lightly against her clit, and then again, and again. Lara's back was lifting from the bed, her hips thrusting upwards, seeking a stronger contact. It was time for me to see what I was doing, and so I released her nipple and shuffled down the bed, turning as I went to look over the top of her mound to see what my fingers were doing. In my mind was the thought that I wanted to watch when Lara came, and from as close to her pussy as possible. 
 
    'Yes, I like that you're looking at me. I hope you can see everything.' 
 
    I was surprised but happy about Lara's increasing lack of inhibitions. Gone was the shy woman who had worried about revealing herself to be shaved. Now she was aroused she was almost aggressively unrestrained. The thought suddenly flashed into my mind that uninjured she would make a fabulously uninhibited lover, and I felt my own pussy lubricate at the possibilities. 
 
    I wriggled further down, looking over her thigh, watching my own fingers part Lara's labia to reveal the wetness of her vagina, red and gaping. It looked so inviting. I knew what I wanted to do but I wasn't sure I had the nerve. I stalled, rubbing her clitoris once more with my fingertips while I prevaricated. Each time I touched her there was a little gasp of pleasure and I realised that each was getting a little louder and less controlled than the previous one. I couldn't stop now, I'd missed the chance. 
 
    Suddenly Lara cried out. 'I'm going to come. I can't help it, I'm coming.' 
 
    Her gasps now became a torrent of cries, she squirmed as she lay on the bed and then her knees jerked as if opening and closing, and Lara exploded into her second orgasm. How I managed to keep rubbing her clit all through her climax I don't know, her involuntary jerks and jolts made it almost impossible, but I coped and when the climax finally subsided I let my hand rest loosely between her legs, happy that I'd been able to give her such pleasure. 
 
    'Oh my god, thank you, thank you my angel, that was wonderful.' Lara had subsided into a sweaty trembling heap on the bed, her free hand fluttering over her body as if checking that she was still intact. 
 
    She looked down at me and smiled, her chest heaving. 'You've made me so happy today.' She told me. 
 
    I'd made my decision. I'd missed out through hesitation; it wasn't going to happen again. 'Who says we're finished yet?' I asked her. 
 
    'I don't think I can stand anymore.' She looked as though she meant it. 
 
    'I bet you can.' I told her, moving around so that I was crouching between her legs, my intention made clear. 'I want to do it.' 
 
    She didn't answer, she just closed her eyes as if waiting for the inevitable, still breathing heavily but licking her lips as in anticipation. I had her silent approval, now I just needed the courage. I had no idea what it was going to be like, no idea if I would like it; I just knew I had to try it. 
 
    I looked at her pussy, her labia were red and swollen and her lubricating juices were quite literally running from her, making a little damp spot on the bed. She was waiting for me. I moved forward, putting my hands behind her legs and pushing them back, and then I did it; I lowered my mouth to her pussy. 
 
    At first I did with my tongue as I had done with my fingers, gently licking her labia, skirting around the edge of her pussy, down one side and up the other, initially reluctant to venture further in case my inexperience spoiled it. But I could hear Lara's breathing deepening again, and her hand came down to rest on my head, pressing me gently onto her. And so my confidence grew until my tongue worked its way between her outer lips and I began to lick her pussy properly in long sweeps from her perineum to her clitoris, feeling her jerk with pleasure from the sensations. Sometimes I paused at the entrance to her vagina and let my tongue flick inside her, to be rewarded with a gasp of delight. I felt good about her reactions, my heart was hammering with excitement and I could feel my own pussy melting, lubricating with my own need. But that would have to wait, I could pull in somewhere on the way home and see to that. For the moment my attention was on what I was doing and how well I was pleasuring Lara. 
 
    As I became more confident I added to my repertoire, doing more things that I'd never done before, things that gave me a thrill, like trying to push my tongue right into her, as deep as it would go anyway, and licking the inside of her entrance. That was rewarded by a long low moan of satisfaction, especially when I began thrusting my tongue in and out of her vagina like a miniature cock. It wasn't possible to do that for long before it began to ache, and in any case my tongue wasn't long enough to penetrate her properly. Irrelevantly I began to appreciate the men who had done it to me, and like them I kept it up for as long as I could. Finally moving away I trailed my mouth up her slit, sucking at her pussy all the way and feeling my face becoming wet with her juices, until at last I sucked her clit in between my lips. She gasped loudly as I did that, and so I carried on, covering my teeth with my lips and nibbling at her button, biting it gently at first and then not so gently, all the time sucking it hard. But I hadn't forgotten her hole, I moved a hand from her leg and wriggled it between my face and her entrance before pushing it in deep, feeling the inside of another woman's tunnel for the very first time. Now I was fingering her and sucking her clit at the same time, what a thrill it was for me, and apparently for Lara too, for she began twisting and squirming in front of me. It was making it hard to keep her clit between my teeth, but I sensed that she was getting close to coming again and so I simply had to bite harder, only to have her jerk away and physically pull her button from between my teeth. It must have hurt, but instead of putting her off as I feared, she gasped loudly and pushed my head back in towards her pussy, wanting me to continue. 
 
    I did, loving every minute of it. I set up a kind of rhythm, gripping her clit between my teeth and flicking its end with the tip of my tongue, while at the same time thrusting my finger in and out of her. She gasped and jerked, but now she had her hand on my head and simply used that, pushing me in to her to make sure we stayed in contact. That was one of the most exciting things about it, her hand pushing my face into her pussy. I could feel her wet flesh warm against my skin, my nose just about topping her mound, filled with the scent of her arousal. She was coming again, I could tell, her writhing became more intense, her gasps turned into the keening noise I'd heard before, and her fingers turned into claws that dug into my scalp. 
 
    When her climax hit her there was no way I could keep her clit in my mouth, regardless of her hand trying to guide me, her movements were just too strong. Instead I pulled slightly away and watched her come, adding a second finger in her hole and fingering her as hard and rapidly as I could. She released my head, her fingers going where my mouth had been, rubbing her clit as hard as she could while I fingered her, helping me bring her off. I just stared, mesmerised. I'd never seen a woman rub herself off before, even if it was to help me finish her, and it seemed to me to be one of the sexiest things I'd ever witnessed. 
 
    I could tell when her climax was ending this time because she stopped rubbing herself and let her fingers rest loosely on her shaven mound, and so I also stopped thrusting into her and withdrew my fingers, even though she was still shuddering and gasping with aftershocks. I moved back to kneel on the edge of the bed and just stared at her beauty, listening to her gasping for breath after her climax and feeling unthinkingly proud of myself. 
 
    But then, as I watched her recover from her climax, I started thinking about my own needs. I was so turned on it almost hurt. I'd done things I'd never thought of doing -- and enjoyed them, oh how I'd enjoyed them. Now I wanted my own release. But Lara wasn't able to pleasure me and I so desperately needed to come. I wondered if I dare pleasure myself as she partly had. I felt a sudden urge to let her see me do it. I wondered if she'd mind, and mostly, if I'd have the nerve. If not then a lay-by on the way home was a certainty. 
 
    'That was fantastic.' Lara's voice cut across my thoughts. 'Thank you.' 
 
    'It was genuinely my pleasure.' I told her. 'I loved doing it.' 
 
    'I don't think I've come three times in one go since before I met Christopher.' She enthused, adding dryly. 'Shows you how good he was.' 
 
    She stopped and looked up at me. 'But you've not come once, have you?' 
 
    This was my chance, if I dare. I made myself. 'No, not yet. Would you let me do it for myself? I wouldn't mind you watching if you want.' 
 
    'Could you do that?' She asked, sounding far more positive than I expected. 'I'd love that; I just wish I could help.' 
 
    'You can.' I told her. 'Just watch me.' 
 
    I moved up and straddled her legs, then I reached down between mine to find my pussy, I was absolutely soaking wet down there. I ran my fingers along my slit a time or two, just to get used to touching myself with someone else there, before I found my button and, by trapping it between two fingers, I began to pleasure myself, all the time staring straight at Lara. She was hampered by her collar, but she was gazing back at me, her eyes flicking from my face to my pussy. God, it was such a randy scenario. Who would ever have thought when I turned up to do the nails of such an elegant lady that we'd both end up naked and I'd be kneeling over her and masturbating? But I was, and it was a wonderful sensation. 
 
    'Come closer.' She whispered suddenly. 'Kneel over my stomach so that I can help.' 
 
    Immediately I knew what she meant. Why hadn't we thought of it before? I suppose seeing me straddling her thighs had given her the idea that if I was closer she could probably reach me with her good hand. I moved up the bed, still kneeling over her with my legs wide, careful not to catch her injured arm with my knee, and put my hand back between my legs, searching for my clitoris again. She waited for the moment when I began to rub myself once more and then I felt her hand on my leg, running up it towards my pussy. 
 
    Her collar held her head too far back to properly see where she was headed and so I had the lovely erotic sensation of her sliding her hand along my thigh and then fumbling for my entrance. God, but that felt so good, especially when I felt two fingers slip straight into me. I tipped my head back and groaned with pleasure from the first time a woman had ever touched me. 
 
    Lara didn't just finger me, she didn't just thrust her fingers in and out, but instead she waggled them as if they were walking inside me and twisted them round and round at the same time. It isn't something you could easily do to yourself, you just can't, and so I guess it came from her earlier experiences, but, oh boy, along with me rubbing my own clit it felt wonderful. I was hot before we started and it didn't take long before I could feel my climax looming over the horizon. 
 
    'God, Lara, that's fantastic.' I could hardly get the words out I was so aroused. 
 
    'Sshhh.' She whispered. 'Just enjoy it. I owe you this.' 
 
    As I got closer to coming I tried to push myself harder onto her fingers, lifting slightly to drop back hard, but it didn't work. In the end I resorted to bouncing up and down on her hand, feeling her other curled back fingers ramming against my pussy, while all the time I played with my own clit, rubbing it harder and harder. It didn't take much of that before my orgasm burst like a dam, flooding me with the most exquisite sensations and making me cry out loud with joy. 
 
    When it finally subsided I sagged down so that I was pretty much sitting on her stomach, her hand still trapped between us and her fingers still inside me. She made to pull it free, but I just wanted to enjoy the feel of it for a little longer. I shook my head. 
 
    'Stay there, please stay there.' I begged, the words coming between gasps of breath. 'I just want to remember the feeling.' 
 
    She smiled up at me. 'Was it good?' 
 
    'You know it was.' I gasped. 
 
    'Can you come again?' 
 
    'If you keep doing that, I'll keep coming forever.' I told her, almost believing it. 
 
    'I want to do to you what you did to me.' She announced quietly. 'I think I can if you kneel over my face.' 
 
    'Oh heaven.' I exclaimed, my eyes lighting up at the thought. 'Just let me get my breath back.' 
 
    But it was me who couldn't wait. I scrambled around and did as she asked. I had to face away from her to keep my knee out of the way of her plastered arm, but very quickly she was guiding me down onto her mouth with her free hand while I gripped the top of her headboard, looking directly at a magnolia painted wall. But who cared, I was about to be licked by Lara. 
 
    Unlike my own rather uncertain beginning, her first contact had all the confidence of experience, her tongue brushing lightly along the entire length of my pussy. I gasped with pure delight, partly at the touch, but also from the exhilarating knowledge that it was Lara doing it. Everything was new to me, from the feel of her body when I first touched her to the wonderful sensation of her touching me. It was a whole new world and I was utterly enjoying exploring it. I didn't care what questions it might raise about my sexuality, I just loved what was happening and I was so pleased it was Lara who was introducing me to it. 
 
    Twice more the tip of her tongue ran along my cleft, each time making me gasp from the intensity of the pleasure, and then she began to explore me, her tongue parting my labia and investigating between them. She found the entrance to my vagina and probed there, pushing her tongue inside me before moving on and up towards my clit. Her surgical collar caught on my bottom, but it didn't matter, except to remind me of her limited mobility, I moved back a fraction, making it easier for her to reach my button, her hand on my leg guiding me how far to go. 
 
    She didn't do to my clit what I'd done with hers. Her style was not to pull it into her mouth but to stroke it with her tongue. She fastened her mouth over it and then licked me firmly with the flat of her tongue. It felt fabulous. She went back and forth across it, swirled around it, pressed it and then flicked it. I was groaning from the beautiful sensations she engendered, my hips jolting involuntarily as darts of ecstasy shot through me. I had only very recently come, but I could already feel myself building again. 
 
    Lara understood that I was getting close and changed her method. Now instead of playing with me she concentrated on one act. She rested her tongue flat against the tip of my clit and simply licked it with sharp little dabs and flicks, not pressing, just touching me lightly. I groaned louder. I could feel myself spreading my legs even wider, as far apart as I could get them even to the point of hurting. I was bending forward to press my clit onto her mouth, tightly gripping the edge of the headboard and leaning the side of my face on the cool wall behind it. I was rigid, muscles tense with arousal, just wanting her to keep going, not to stop until I came, and that was going to be very, very soon. 
 
    It was soon, and it was explosive. I lost control of myself, carried away on a flood of sensations. I knew I was rubbing my pussy on her face, wishing I wasn't but unable to stop. I felt her nose bump against my clit, her lips rub on my labia and her collar chafe my behind. But none of it mattered, and I couldn't have helped it if it did, I was just carried along on a tsunami of pleasure, crying out into the wall and hanging on to the headboard for dear life. 
 
    When it was done I swung my leg over Lara and slumped down beside her, my chest heaving and my heart pounding, looking at her in wonder and noticing that she too was gasping for breath - but in her case because I'd nearly suffocated her with my pussy. 
 
    'I'm sorry.' I gasped. 
 
    'Don't be bloody stupid.' She panted. 'That was marvellous.' 
 
    We lay silently side by side for a little while, our hands having somehow found each other, and just enjoyed the aftermath of our lovemaking. But then she turned to look at me. 
 
    'Kiss me.' She commanded. 
 
    I didn't need asking twice. It was not a passionate kiss this time, but one of contented lovers. I could taste myself on her mouth, and probably she could the other way around, but it didn't arouse, it simply seemed to confirm our status as lovers. 
 
    'You know what this means, don't you?' She said as we broke apart, a playful smile on her face. 
 
    I wasn't sure where she was headed, so I just looked at her. 
 
    'It means you're going to have to allow more time when you come to do my nails, and I think I'm going to need them done more often, say at least twice a week?'

  

 
   
    Story 23 
 
    Emily's parents were of Jamaican origin, Christian upbringing, and Victorian morality. She was, they informed her, going to act like any God-fearing black girl should with regard to sex, and keep herself intact for her eventual God-fearing black husband. Little wonder then that at age 20 years she was still technically a virgin, although an experimental church candle on her eighteenth birthday had already performed the actual deflowering. It should be said that the candle was an act of covert defiance and rebellion that had been so completely devoid of pleasure that it had put her off any further sexual self-experimentation of any kind. Emily had still to experience an orgasm. 
 
    It must also be said that she had become somewhat disillusioned with a life that seemed to be going from bad to worse. Having just lost her job in a sportswear shop for repulsing the advances of the middle-aged God-fearing black manager, she was horrified to be rebuked by her parents for 'leading him on', as he had told them. So, unjustly censured by her parents for having 'loose morals' and getting herself sacked, she had made the life changing decision to 'up sticks' and to venture out into the big wide world. Being a 'good girl' had, it seemed, just resulted in her being a boring stay-at-home who still got into trouble, so she might as well see what life had to offer before she bored herself to death. 
 
    It was that decision that had brought her to a holiday theme park in the east of England to help in a burger bar, 'accommodation supplied'. Such a place, she reasoned, might just provide the stimulation she needed to dip her toe into what she considered to be the real world, where God did not threaten dire retribution for acknowledging the natural urges that He Himself had created. 
 
    The accommodation turned out to be a holiday chalet halfway up a hillside lined with such chalets and which she shared with two other girls. It was basic but liveable and her 'housemates', Terri and Samantha, were both about her age, white, and definitely non-virginal. They were both also on the late shift which meant that most of the time Emily had the chalet to herself when she wasn't working. That was good in many ways, for it gave her a retreat, her own space for when the world crowded in a little. She just wasn't used to having lively young people around her all the time and would have found their way of life difficult to adjust to in one go. 
 
    Even so, in most respects Emily managed well and made friends with surprising ease. Her easy manner and her sunny Jamaican smile, coupled with her obvious inexperience and naivety endeared her to almost everyone she ran into. No-one had a bad word to say about her; even her supervisor praised her work rate and cheerful disposition, and she soon learned to parry the flirtatious comments of her customers and to laugh at their ribald jokes, even though she didn't always understand them. It took her less than fortnight to decide that the move had been the right one and that she was happy in her new surroundings. 
 
    The chalets at the end of the park where Emily lived were older than the others and only allocated to staff members. She was glad of this because it meant that she didn't have to cope with the paying public during her off duty hours and after finishing her shift she soon adopted the practise of sitting out on the chalet's veranda to enjoy a cup of tea in the early evening sunshine. Alcohol wasn't her thing, she'd simply never learned to enjoy the taste, and so she used the tea to help her unwind at the end of the working day. As she sat there she would gaze over the park, watching the holidaymakers wander too and fro, listen to the faint music and distant screams from the fairground rides, and generally soak up the relaxed atmosphere. 
 
    Then one evening she noticed movement in the next chalet down the hill from her own. This caught her attention briefly as the two young men who had been quartered there had been sacked after only a couple of days for some misdemeanour, though she wasn't sure what, and the place had been empty ever since. Now, from her vantage point higher up the slope Emily could look down through the chalet windows and she could see a man and a woman were moving in, though her raised viewpoint showed only their legs walking about. She wondered idly who they were and where they might be working, but she soon lost interest and returned to her tea, her gaze wandering across the park once more. It would be two nights later when her interest would be drawn sharply back to the newcomers. 
 
    On this particular occasion Emily had made her tea and taken up her station on the veranda when her eyes were drawn to movement within the other chalet. At first she was unable to work out what she was looking at, but then things fell into place and, her hand flying to her mouth and her eyes on proverbial stilts, she understood exactly what was happening. 
 
    The woman in the chalet was sitting in a chair diagonally facing the window and she was naked - well, naked from the waist down at least, for that was all Emily could see of her. Not only that but her legs were spread wide apart and her hand was between them, clearly playing with her pussy. Emily was both fascinated and appalled. She knew of masturbation of course, but she had never seen anyone doing it, man or woman, and certainly didn't expect to see it here, almost in public. She sat transfixed, unable to take her eyes away, feeling guilty for watching yet powerless to stop herself. As for the woman herself, she continued oblivious to her audience, her fingers speeding up as they worked on her womanhood until suddenly, with jerking hips and legs, she reached her climax. Emily was spellbound, staring at this spectacle of unashamed sexuality. That must have been an orgasm, she thought to herself, rightly interpreting the unfamiliar movements. 
 
    All of a sudden Emily was wracked with shame and guilt at watching this very intimate and personal activity below her, and she jumped up and retreated hastily into the chalet. She would apologise, she thought, the next time she saw the woman, then realised that she wouldn't know her if she met her, having seen only her legs and her... her... well, her pelvic area! And even if she did know her, there was no way she could mention it, for the woman clearly didn't realise she'd been seen and it would only embarrass her. 'Sleeping dogs', she said to herself finally, 'sleeping dogs'. 
 
    The next evening Emily was initially a little reluctant to sit out on her veranda, but there was no sign of life below and she settled back into her usual chair, tea by her side, pleased to be once more undisturbed. She was surprised and a little alarmed then to feel a twinge of disappointment at the absence of action in the other chalet. She also stayed outside rather longer than was her custom, something, she convinced herself, to do with her tea being extra hot tonight and nothing at all to do with waiting for something to happen. 
 
    Eventually both male and female legs appeared, settled themselves into chairs and began, presumably, to watch television. Emily finished her tea and went inside. 
 
    Throughout that evening and during work the next day Emily was unable to stop thinking about what she had seen two nights previously. It was, she concluded, something that would not be repeated, but that she could learn from. Obviously the girl concerned had taken pleasure from what she was doing, and if - and Emily was unknowingly conceding the possibility now - if she ever wanted to do something similar, then at least she knew now where to start. She was fascinated by the episode and its ramifications. 
 
    Tea making was a much speeded up process the next night, a teabag in a mug sufficing for once, as Emily acknowledged her curiosity and interest. Settled in her chair, already turned a little so that it faced directly towards the other chalet, Emily feigned interest on the rest of the park, but kept a sharp sideways lookout on the window below. For a little while nothing happened, then female jeans clad legs walked into the room, stood facing the window for a minute or so, before they disappeared again. 
 
    Emily watched and waited, her eyes fixed on the chalet window and the empty room behind it, but nothing happened except that her tea went cold. Finally, convinced that there was nothing to be seen this time, Emily picked up her mug, determined this time not to be silly enough to sit out waiting for whatever was not going to happen. But before she could follow her intent of going indoors and throwing away the wasted tea, the jeans walked back into the room. This time hands began to unfasten them, and Emily put her mug back down and watched. 
 
    The jeans were soon a puddle of blue on the floor, joined rapidly by a pair of black knickers, and the legs settled themselves in the same chair as before. Emily's heart began to pound in anticipation, was she about to see another display? 
 
    It seems she was, because one of the legs hooked itself over the arm of the chair, bringing the woman's pussy directly into Emily's line of sight, and even from her viewpoint some twenty feet away, she could clearly see the fleshy lips and shiny opening displayed before her. Emily stared at this brazen exhibition, spellbound and shocked in turn, but just like before she was both unable and unwilling to look away. 
 
    This time when the hand began to play it seemed taking much more time over things. Taking it easy, making long slow movements over and around it, and holding open the pussy lips with two fingers while playing with the clitoris with another. At first it was a much less frantic and a much more sensual affair than the last time, as if the owner of the hand was trying to demonstrate just how they liked to masturbate, but as arousal grew then so did the force and speed of the movements, until all three fingers were rubbing at the little bud unmercifully. 
 
    This time the woman's climax was massive. Her hips raised themselves from the chair, her body spasmed and her legs opened and closed over her flying fingers. Emily thought, though she couldn't be sure, that she heard a voice yelling 'yes' over and over. She was mesmerized, unable to look away even if she had wanted to, and certainly unaware that her right hand had crept unnoticed between her legs and was gently massaging her own pussy through the thin material of her dress. 
 
    It was not until the movements below ceased and the woman slumped in her chair with legs still wide open and her hand lying quiet across her stomach, that Emily realised with a jolt just what she was now doing herself, and how disturbingly good it felt. She snatched her guilty hand away from her crotch, grabbed up her mug, and hurriedly retreated once more into her chalet, her face aflame with shame and embarrassment. 
 
    All evening Emily rolled the events over and over in her mind. Why was she so enthralled by a stranger masturbating? Why didn't she find it as shameful as she had been brought up to believe? More importantly, why had it aroused her own sexual feelings, feelings that had lain dormant until now? Eventually she went to bed promising herself, even though she doubted she could keep it, that she would never watch again. This, she thought, would solve the problem. 
 
    But lying in bed only brought another thought to the fore. What about herself? Should she allow herself to masturbate? She had, after all, left home in order to be free of outdated morality and petty restrictions. Thinking along those lines it did not take her long to convince herself that she should at least experiment to find out what it was like, and her hand made its way inside her pyjamas. At least she would do it in private. 
 
    Emily's inexperienced fingers explored her pussy very tentatively, not sure where and how to touch herself. Everything she did, she soon decided, felt nice, and there seemed nothing that she was likely to do that might hurt. She discovered that her vagina was already wet and slippery, something that surprised her until she thought about it, and a fingertip found its way just inside with no trouble at all, giving her a pleasant, rather sinful, sensation. Further exploration and the memory of the other woman's actions brought her fingers to her clitoris and a gasp to her lips. Her little bud was engorged and standing almost free of its hood, the fingertip that first unexpectedly touched it sent a small shockwave of pleasure running through her. 
 
    She could understand her neighbours wish for more of that, she thought, and, lying on her back with her legs open in a very unladylike manner, Emily began her first serious attempt to masturbate. At first the sensations were merely pleasant, the pleasure added to by her free hand that had made its way unbidden to her breast where it began playing with her rubbery little nipple. Then, as she became more adept at playing with herself and began to find just which pressures and movements had the best effect, the sensations intensified and she began to gasp from little jolts of pleasure that ran through her. 
 
    Soon she started to feel a feeling of warmth building deep within her body, seated right inside her pelvis and radiating outwards to engulf her whole being. It was the most intense sensation she had yet experienced and she wondered for a moment if it was an orgasm. Then she realised it couldn't be, as the only two times she'd seen someone 'cum' it had been a dramatic happening, not the creeping pleasure she was enjoying. It was, she rightly concluded, the build up to an orgasm rather than the event itself. It was also, she told herself, her body telling her that she was doing the right things and that she should keep going. 
 
    Soon the feelings had increased noticeably, her fingers had automatically speeded up, her breath was coming in tight little gasps, her hips were beginning to lose control with tiny little jerks and twitches, and she suddenly realised she was on the brink of cumming, on the verge of her very first orgasm - and her housemates came home. 
 
    Emily snatched away her hand as if they could see her through the bedroom door and in the darkness, desperately trying to control her breathing, and curled herself tightly onto her side, her mind a cauldron of shame, anger, and frustration. How could she have let herself do such a thing to herself, and why couldn't Samantha and Terri have been just ten minutes later. Her body hurt with need, she could feel the ache in her loins where the aborted orgasm was slowly dying away. Her mind was torn between self-pity at her failure to cum, self-loathing at doing such a degrading thing in the first place, and misplaced fury at the other girls for spoiling her experience. Her tears ran down her cheeks as she quietly sobbed into her pillow, listening to the rattle of coffee cups and the bright chatter of the other two girls. 
 
    The next evening the woman in the next chalet was there again. This time she was already seated and playing with herself when Emily sat down, and once more Emily was totally unable to resist watching. Emily envied her, able to masturbate with no inhibitions and no guilt. 
 
    Now that she had tried it for herself - well, nearly anyway - Emily could distinguish between the stages that the woman was going through, from the initial slow and gentle stimulation to the frantic dash to the finishing line as the orgasm overwhelmed her. This time she was careful not to let her hand stray onto her own body, though she could feel that she was aroused by what she was witnessing, for she had definitely decided that she would try again herself this weekend when the two girls had booked time off to visit home. This was Wednesday, and until Saturday she was determined not to touch herself, no matter what. This time she would do it properly or not at all, she just hoped that her exhibitionist neighbour would be on show to give her the necessary initial impetus. 
 
    It was not easy, but Emily resisted her temptations, mostly by finding jobs to do to keep herself occupied almost until the other two came home, and the night eventually passed without frustrations. In the morning she rose, showered, dressed and left for work with an efficiency that got her there twenty minutes ahead of time, but it had the desired effect. 
 
    Determined to break what she saw as a developing pattern, Emily decided to take a slightly different and longer route home, a route that took her past the paddling pool and the children's zoo. Animals, especially the cuddlier ones, had always fascinated Emily and she had wished several times that she had been able to work in the zoo instead of with the caterers, so she dawdled a little as she passed, wondering if next year might bring the chance. 
 
    As she made her way towards the exit the day shift of zoo staff were clocking out also and she found herself walking alongside two other women on their way home. Both women were in their mid thirties, slim, blonde, and attractive, with smart white overall coats, not quite what Emily would have expected from a zoo and looking more like nurses. Her puzzled look must have been familiar to them. 
 
    "We run the crèche, not the actual zoo or the pool." The taller one explained, smiling. "So we get to wear these." 
 
    "You're from the burger van by the entrance, aren't you?" The other asked, looking at the catering tabard Emily carried and effortlessly accepting her into their company. 
 
    Emily agreed that she was and the trio fell into easy conversation. Wondering if either of them knew anything about recruitment at the zoo, Emily started to quiz them about it. The crèche, it seemed, had nothing to do with the zoo directly, so neither could give any real information, but the taller woman promised Emily that she would look out the name and phone number of the manager, which she believed she had in her quarters. 
 
    By now they had reached the roadway that led to the chalet complex and also to the village road, and there it seemed the two white women were going separate ways. As they stopped to say their goodnights Emily walked slowly on, not wanting to interrupt private conversations. 
 
    "Do you live in a chalet?" Again it was the tall woman who called to her. 
 
    Emily nodded and she continued. "So do I, hang on a minute and I'll walk with you, if that's alright?" A couple of minutes later and the two were beginning the climb up the chalet field road. 
 
    "If you live up here, you might as well call in and I'll get you that 'phone number. I'm Gina, by the way." 
 
    "Yes, that would be nice of you, thank you. And I'm Emily." Emily felt pleased to have made a new friend. 
 
    "No problem, I'll make us a coffee as well, if you like?" 
 
    "Thanks, but I'd prefer tea, if you don't mind?" 
 
    "Tea it is." The woman smiled and they dropped into small talk as they climbed the hill. Soon they were nearly level with Emily's chalet, and she was beginning to wonder how much further up the road Gina lived. 
 
    "Right, here we are, come in and I'll make us that tea." 
 
    For a minute Emily was confused, then realisation came and she stood horror-struck staring at the chalet next to hers, the one Gina was indicating. This then must be the woman who had been unwittingly showing herself to Emily each night. How could she now possibly drink tea with her, or even talk normally to her, knowing what she did about her personal habits. 
 
    Gina saw Emily's confusion and tipped her head quizzically to one side, then her face brightened and she snapped her fingers. 
 
    "You must be the girl from next door; I've seen you on your veranda." 
 
    Emily nodded mutely, thankful for once of the colour of her skin that would help hide the blush that flamed across her cheeks. 
 
    "How nice to meet you at last, come on in." Gina had apparently no idea of Emily's discomfort, so she breathed deeply and smiled, hoping hat she could still pull off the air of innocence that she was trying to hide behind. She couldn't suddenly reject the offer of tea that she had so willingly accepted a few minutes before. That would simply give the game away; she would have to bluff it out. 
 
    A few minutes later and Emily was standing in the room she had stared into, looking down at the chair she had watched so with such fascination. Gina had ushered her into the lounge while she made tea, with the invitation to sit down and make herself at home, an invitation that Emily was finding difficult to take up. For several minutes Emily stood looking around her, the room seemed different from inside, bigger and more comfortable, with furniture she hadn't seen from her normal viewpoint. Besides the two chairs she could see from outside there was a sofa, with a little coffee table beside it, and a wall unit along the back wall. If anything it was better equipped than her own chalet and she felt a pang of jealousy, after all, she'd got there first. 
 
    Emily went to window and looked up at her own little chair, still perched out on the veranda, and realised just how easily she might have been seen herself while she had watched Gina at play. Testing that theory a little further she went back and lowered herself into Gina's chair, looking to see just what was visible from there. To her relief, only the legs and seat of her chair could be seen, so Gina would not have seen her eyes watching her every move. 
 
    It somehow did not feel right to be sitting in the very seat that Gina had used to display herself with such abandon, so she moved on, settling herself at one end of the sofa, on the opposite side of the room to Gina's chair, and out of sight of the window altogether. That was much better, she thought, and all she had to do now was to get through a social visit without stammering or blurting out what she'd seen, or even showing the distinct embarrassment that she was feeling. 
 
    Gina came bustling into the room at that point, carrying a tray with tea things laid out, which she placed on the little table beside Emily. 
 
    "Don't worry." Gina smiled and picked up the table complete with tray and moved it across to within reach of her normal seat. "I'll pour in a minute, I shan't be long." With that she bustled back out of the room again, leaving a somewhat bewildered Emily behind her. 
 
    It was probably less than a minute before Gina breezed back in, but in that time she had changed out of her uniform into a loose summer dress that she was still zipping up at the back. "I hate wearing my uniform when I don't have to, don't you?" 
 
    Emily was fortunate in that her own 'uniform', the tabard, was simply slipped off as she left work, leaving her in a simple dress, but she knew what Gina meant and nodded agreement. Gina poured the tea and moved the conversation on. "This is your first season here, isn't it? How are you finding it?" 
 
    The small talk was easy, Gina was friendly and open, a good listener as well as a good talker and the two got along fine for all their age and cultural differences. To her surprise Emily found herself warming to this tall white woman, even though she was a woman of very doubtful behaviour and a woman closer to her mother's age than her own. 
 
    Gina's age had come as something of a surprise to Emily. She had gained the impression from what she had seen from her veranda that Gina was pretty much of her own age. She carried the years well, but somehow this made the watching more embarrassing than ever. 
 
    Gina was here with her husband, Maurice, she told Emily, who was a ride operator on the fairground and who usually did the late shift, just like Emily's housemates. That was why Gina spent so much time on her own, she realised. The two came every year, working the season and then going back to factory work during the winter; it suited them and their easy going lifestyle. 
 
    As they chatted Emily found herself looking at Gina a little enviously. She had long, long legs, slim and toned, just like the rest of her and so unlike Emily's own short legs and more rounded figure. She sat with an easy grace, relaxing into her chair without slumping, though she was a bit of a fidget, frequently moving position in her seat. Gina's hair was long and blonde, falling about her shoulders in a golden cascade, while Emily had the tightly curled black hair of her race. God did not create all men equal, Emily concluded sadly. 
 
    Emily's gaze was resting on Gina's legs, wondering how legs could be so shapely, when Gina, in another of her fidgets, allowed her thighs to momentarily fall open. It was only for a second, but in that time Emily thought she caught a glimpse of a smooth and hairless pussy. Emily's heart skipped a beat. Had she really seen what she thought she had, surely not? Then, there it was again, Gina moved back into her previous position, once more letting her legs come apart, this time definitely revealing a lack of underwear and a shaven pussy. Surely she hadn't forgotten her underwear? 
 
    "Pardon?" Emily suddenly realised that Gina had asked her a question and was waiting for an answer. 
 
    Gina smiled. "I said, would you like some more tea?" 
 
    "Oh, yes please." Emily answered automatically, her mind still on Gina's body, or at least a part of it. 
 
    Gina poured two more cups of tea and leaned forward to pass one to Emily, before sitting back and continuing to chat about this holiday season in comparison with the last, though Emily was hearing very little of it and was answering on autopilot. 
 
    Emily was flustered. The two quick glimpses of Gina's pussy had awakened the memories of watching the woman masturbate, memories that Emily had managed to keep under control until now, and the little fire was beginning to smoulder in Emily's pelvis once more. It was the same little fire that made her watch Gina's play so intently and then had made her play with herself later that night. She was not familiar with the feeling, but she knew full well what it was. She was becoming aroused. 
 
    Then she noticed that Gina's actions in leaning forwards and backwards had made her dress ride up a little, exposing more of her thighs, and the fire burned brighter. Emily's mouth was now getting dry so she sipped on her still hot tea, the action also helping to cover her lack of composure and hide the sly glances that she was aiming at Gina's legs. 
 
    Emily regretted choosing the sofa, with its plain views up Gina's dress. How could she possibly hide her embarrassment for much longer if she kept seeing these little glimpses? Sooner or later Gina would realise that something was wrong and Emily would have to explain. If only the woman would sit still, she thought, as Gina moved once again, uncrossing and crossing her legs as she settled in yet another new position. This time Emily thought she'd caught a glimpse of pink wet pussy lips, but she couldn't be sure. By now the fire in her belly was burning fiercely and her breathing was becoming noticeably heavier. 
 
    Now Gina moved yet again, but this time it was to sit with her knees primly together. Emily heaved a mental sigh of relief tinged with disappointment and tried once more to follow the conversation. Gina was chatting away, almost to herself, and had seemed not to have noticed the lack of attention from Emily. Emily heaved another mental sigh of relief. 
 
    For several minutes Emily made intelligent conversation, expressing her opinion of the site management and making Gina laugh in the process, but then her eyes strayed once more to Gina's legs and her speech came to an abrupt halt. Gina's knees were facing straight at Emily and had fallen a good nine or ten inches apart, with her pussy just visible under her dress. Emily managed to cover her verbal stumble by pretending to have momentarily forgotten the name of the new catering manager, but the slip and the view made her heart pound. 
 
    Emily began the sentence again, but again she dried up, for now Gina's knees were well apart, and were being slowly but surely parted. This was obviously not an accidental flash, this was a deliberate piece of exhibitionism, and Emily did not know what to do. Gina sat quite unperturbed with a half smile on her lips as she quietly and deliberately displayed her sex to the younger girl. 
 
    "I know you've been looking at me." Gina held up a hand to stifle Emily's protests before they started. "And I've been letting you see, it gets me going." Emily's hand flew to her mouth at this revelation. 
 
    "And I know you've been watching me through the window in the evening, though I didn't know it was you until today." Emily's face was on fire, but Gina continued softly. "But I don't mind, in fact I like it, it makes me hotter to know someone is watching. Would you like to watch me now?" 
 
    By now Gina's legs were as far apart as the chair would allow, and she slid herself closer to the edge as she spoke to give herself more space. Emily was staring silently and helplessly at a very wet shaven pussy, unable to tear her eyes away, and thinking how beautiful it looked. 
 
    "You do want to watch me again, don't you?" Emily could only nod weakly, she had no idea that Gina had seen her watching and was mortified by the knowledge, but still could not resist the chance to watch her again. 
 
    Gina stood up, Emily's eyes lifting to follow her, and unzipped her dress, allowing it to fall to the floor. Then, reaching behind her back she unclipped her bra, letting that fall with the dress, and stood brazenly naked before her guest. 
 
    "I know it's not considered normal, but it turns me on to have an audience." Gina's voice was quiet, as if she was herself ashamed of what she was doing but couldn't help herself. "Maurice watches me sometimes, but it's best if it's someone else, someone I don't know very well." 
 
    Gina sat down as she continued her explanations. "You are the first woman I've ever shown off to, and it really gave me a kick when I found out you were watching me the other day. So please don't feel bad, I really want you to see just as much as you do. Let's both enjoy it, yes?" She was nearly pleading for Emily to watch, and Emily was compelled by her own needs to do just that. Emily nodded again, a little firmer this time, and Gina settled herself into her chair, hooking one leg over the arm once again. 
 
    Sitting back Gina looked Emily straight in the eye, then with a little smile of satisfaction, she closed her eyes, laid her head back on the chair and cupped her pussy in her right hand. For a few minutes she simply rubbed and squeezed her pussy within her hand, but then she drew her hand back until just two fingers trailed across the folds of her labia before pressing those two fingers between her lips and onto her clitoris. 
 
    Emily sat transfixed, her own pussy feeling hot and decidedly moist, as she watched this gorgeous woman play with herself only a few feet away. She could already smell the beautiful and heavy scent of Gina's juices, and that scent was adding to her own arousal, making her wish for her own bed later tonight. She doubted now that she could wait for the weekend. 
 
    Gina's head was still laid back on the chair, her eyes closed and her breath coming in little gasps as her fingers flicked back and forth across her clit as if strumming a tiny guitar. She did this for a little while, before changing to a circular rubbing motion of the fingertips across her clit and its hood. Then she dipped her fingers into her vagina, getting them liberally coated with her juices before starting once again to strum her clit. 
 
    Suddenly she raised her head and looked straight at the mesmerised Emily. "If you want to do it as well, I wouldn't mind, really." It was phrased as a statement, but it was really a request. 
 
    Emily blushed madly, not because of what Gina had asked, but because the woman had gauged Emily's mind better than she knew. She was so sorely tempted to touch herself, so excited at the prospect of masturbating, that she was even contemplating doing it in front of Gina. The only things that were stopping her was her inexperience and her mothers little voice of conscience inside her head telling her that nice girls didn't do that sort of thing. It was harder to overcome her upbringing than she would have believed. 
 
    Emily shook her head mutely, unwilling to speak in case her hesitation showed in her voice. Gina smiled crookedly in obvious disappointment, and Emily suddenly understood that watching her would give Gina a thrill as much as showing off did. "Never mind, you can always change your mind if you want." 
 
    Gina had her free hand cupped over her breast and she was kneading it firmly and sensuously, allowing her hard little nipple to stand out between her fingers. Emily found herself fascinated by the colour, a sort of pale pinky brown and so much lighter than her own and her sister's black nubs. She could not prevent the uninvited and unwanted thought that they looked so tender and so beautiful that she almost wanted to suck on them. 
 
    Just as the thought passed through Emily's mind Gina brought her hand down and from her breast placed one on either side of her pussy, using them to spread her labia wide and let Emily see right up inside her. Her vagina was coloured a deep hot pink and was visibly wet, the juices shining slick and slippery and running down under her bottom. Gina was very obviously highly aroused, turned on completely by her wanton exhibition. 
 
    "Can you see my pussy?" Gina suddenly asked. Emily nodded, shocked but excited by the sudden question. 
 
    "Does it look good?" Emily nodded again, it did look good and it was making Emily feel uncomfortably warm. 
 
    "Can you see how wet I am?" Another nodded reply. 
 
    "Can you see up into my cunt?" The use of the swear word shocked Emily, but aroused her at the same time. She nodded again. 
 
    "Go on, say it. Tell me that you can see up my cunt." Gina's voice was coming in gasps. 
 
    That was one step too far for Emily, she couldn't find her voice to say anything, let alone to use words that, no matter how hot they made her feel, she had been told to avoid since childhood. She was not quite ready for that and she shook her head. 
 
    "Ok." Gina didn't push it. "But I bet you'd like to watch me put my finger up it, wouldn't you?" Emily could agree to that, in fact she almost groaned in pleasure at the thought, and her nod was more vigorous than any before. Her own breathing was now in gasps and the fire in her belly was threatening to become an uncontrollable conflagration. 
 
    Gina rearranged her hands, using two forked fingers of one to hold open her labia while dipping into her honeypot with two fingers of the other hand. She let out a moan as the fingers sank into her, closing her eyes in ecstasy as she began a slow finger fuck straight before the other girls face. Gina's entrance was partly hidden from Emily by her own knuckles and, without even thinking of what she was doing, the young girl moved her position slightly to improve her view. But the movement didn't escape Gina's notice and she smiled in pleasure at Emily's fascination. 
 
    "Looks nice, doesn't it?" Gina's fingers were making little wet sounds as they moved in and out. 
 
    "Wait a minute; I'll give you a better view." Gina pulled her hand away, and then leaned sideways slightly to reach around the back of the raised leg and enter herself from the side. She couldn't finger herself quite so deeply from this angle, but she didn't care, for she knew that her fingers held Emily's rapt attention. 
 
    "God, that feels bloody good. Does it look good?" Emily just stared at the sight before her without answering, her eyes riveted to Gina's wet pussy and the two fingers thrusting in and out. 
 
    "I bet you'd like to be feeling something as good as this feels, wouldn't you?" Emily nodded, agreeing to something so obvious that she didn't really take in what was said to her. 
 
    "Then you do it too!" Emily's head shot up to look at Gina's lust filled eyes boring into her own. "Go on, you do it, I can see that you want to." 
 
    Gina's words hammered into Emily's head. Yes, yes, yes, of course she wanted to. She had already deliberately pulled her hand away from her own pussy twice after it had strayed there of its own accord, rubbing at herself through her clothing. She was so tempted, the idea of Gina seeing her touch herself was making her wet. 
 
    "Go on, you can do it, I promise you it'll be lovely." Gina was urging the hesitating Emily while all the time displaying her wide open and sopping wet pussy with its two thrusting fingers. 
 
    Suddenly Emily was rising nervously to her feet, trembling slightly, her frightened and excited eyes locked onto Gina's smiling ones. Raising her hands Emily began to undo the buttons down the front of her dress, her shaking fingers taking longer than usual to perform the simple act. The dress undone she shrugged it from her shoulders and laid it over the back of the sofa, but then her resolve slipped a little and she stood motionless, uncertain if she dare continue but so much wanting to do so. 
 
    "Don't stop, sweetheart, it will be alright, you'll see, and you look beautiful anyway." 
 
    Gina's few words of encouragement were all Emily needed for her lust to overcome her reserve, and she unhooked her bra, laid it with her dress and turned back to face Gina, displaying her full and heavy breasts to the other woman's gaze. Then, gathering her courage, she looked almost defiantly into Gina's face and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers. Her eyes never leaving Gina's for an instant, Emily lowered them to her ankles before, sitting down, she eased them over her feet and, as if to emphasise her decision, threw them into the corner of the room. 
 
    "That's it, go ahead. You're going to enjoy it, really." Gina's excited anticipation showed in her face 
 
    Now naked Emily leaned back on the couch and, after several false starts, allowed her legs to slowly drift apart until she knew her pussy must be in open sight. Then she put a hand between her legs and began to fondle herself in full view of Gina's shining eyes. 
 
    "Oh baby, that's right, that looks so good." Gina spoke in a low throaty moan. 
 
    All this time Gina had been reaching around her leg to her pussy, but her movements had come to a halt while she watched Emily undress, so she now straightened up and sat back, reaching between her legs as Emily had done. Then, gripping a breast with her free hand, she began to rub her clit with her fingertip, rolling it round and round before stroking along its little shaft. 
 
    Emily was breathing hard, both from the excitement of what she and Gina were doing, and from her intense arousal. She could feel that the same warm build up that she had felt in bed was beginning again. It was possible, even likely, that she was would climax under the gaze of another woman. The thought turned her on even more and she raised one foot onto the seat alongside her, making her pussy even more visible to her new friend. 
 
    "Oh my God, you're so wet. Take your hand away a minute, baby. Let me look at you properly." Emily did as Gina asked, taking hold of both her breasts instead and kneading them as she had seen Gina do, but leaving her legs wide and her pussy open to Gina's inspection. 
 
    "Do you know what I can see?" Gina's voice was thick with lust. 
 
    Emily shook her head. 
 
    "I can see a beautiful black pussy. I can see lovely dark brown skin around it, with black edges to your labia and a deep red gash between them. I can see that you don't shave and that your hair is very curly and dark. I can also see your clit peeking out from its hood, and your hole, which is gaping open and waiting to be filled. And, like me, you are running with juices. And you are looking so fucking sexy." 
 
    Both women, both surprised by Gina's explicit description, fell silent, and, as if by mutual arrangements, returned their fingers to their clits, carrying on where they had left off. Now all that could be heard in the room was the sound of fingers strumming rapidly and the little sex noises coming from both women. They were working hard to reach their orgasms and neither was going to stop until she got there. 
 
    Gina was making the loudest noises, little grunts deep in her throat that were becoming louder and more insistent as she got closer to her orgasm. Emily was whimpering softly through tightly closed lips, her own unfamiliar path to orgasm getting closer and closer. 
 
    It was Gina who came first, warning the world first with a shouted "I'm gonna fucking cuuummmmm!" The grunts then became suddenly louder and turned into open mouthed gasps, and her hips began to dance, lifting from the chair in spasms as her fingers flew over her clit and her other hand mauled and tugged her breast. It was, by any standard, an epic orgasm, lasting for what seemed to be forever with wave after wave of sensations sweeping through her. When it was over she lay back in her chair, panting and spent, and she was not immediately aware of the effect her climax had had on Emily, or how close the black girl was to her own first orgasm. 
 
    When she gathered herself enough to take notice she saw that Emily had her eyes closed, her back was arched and she was rubbing hard on her clit. Her other hand had gripped her nipple and was pulling and twisting it, the pain it must have caused lost in the sea of sex sensations that Emily was awash with. 
 
    Gina leaned forward for a closer view, fascinated by what she saw, conscious only of a room heavy with the scent of horny women and of a delightful girl in the throes of sexual enjoyment. When Emily's orgasm struck her eyes flew open, shiny and bright, and locked with Gina's, looking deep into the older woman's soul to find reassurance for what she was experiencing. Emily didn't buck or thrash about as she reached orgasm, she just went rigid, her back muscles locking and her whimpering turning into a high pitched keening noise that came from between tightly gritted teeth. It was not until the dam burst within her and the river of ecstasy flowed through her that she eventually opened her mouth and gasped for breath. 
 
    While ever the sensations of orgasm continued Emily stared straight into Gina's eyes, half smiling, half bewildered, gasping and panting, lost in a sea of sex. But as soon as it faded she burst into tears and turned away, sobbing heavily. 
 
    Gina had certainly not expected that reaction, and she immediately moved to sit beside Emily and gathered the young coloured girl in her arms, holding her close and running her fingers through her curly hair. 
 
    For several long minutes she held Emily close, then Emily, her sobbing quietening, turned towards her and put her arms around Gina, the two women, still naked, embracing on the sofa. Emily looked up shyly at Gina and Gina looked down to Emily, offering comfort and encouragement in her smile. 
 
    "I'm sorry, but I felt so ashamed." Emily was sniffling still, but she was nearly back in control. It had been the emotional release of her orgasm that had triggered her tears. 
 
    "Why ashamed? Because of what we've been doing?" Gina was concerned and puzzled. 
 
    "Because I spied on you through the window." 
 
    "You didn't spy, you watched. And I wanted you to." 
 
    "But I didn't know that when I did it, and I shouldn't have done it." 
 
    "Well I'm glad you did, so don't ever regret it." Gina hesitated. "I hope you might want to watch me again?" 
 
    Emily nodded shyly, it was getting to be her usual answer, but Gina was delighted. 
 
    "Come on then, lets go and have a shower, then we'll feel better." 
 
    "No. No, I'll go home and get one, if you don't mind." Suddenly Emily needed to be alone; she wanted time to think about what she had got herself into. Her mind was in turmoil, startled at what had happened, amazed at the excitement of it, but not yet sure whether to be pleased or angry with herself. She knew for sure that she wanted it to happen again, but her upbringing would not leave her mind at rest. 
 
    "Oh, you've not fallen out with me have you?" Gina was worried that Emily was regretting their time together. 
 
    "Oh no, I just need a bit of time on my own." Emily disentangled herself from Gina's arms and went to find her knickers. 
 
    "Oh, ok, but you will call in again?" Gina just sat naked, looking up at Emily getting dressed. It was not just an invitation for tea, and both of them knew it. 
 
    "I'd love to, if you really want me to?" Emily turned anxiously, needing confirmation that she really had read the invitation correctly. 
 
    "Tomorrow evening then? Maurice is on lates again." That was the answer Emily needed. Breaking out in a smile Emily then picked up her tabard and rushed out through the door, still blushing furiously at the prospect of them being naked together again tomorrow. 
 
    Emily lay in bed that night pondering recent events. When she had first spotted the woman masturbating in the next chalet a few nights before, she had watched out of curiosity and lecherous enjoyment. She certainly hadn't expected to meet the woman, or to be invited into her chalet to watch at close hand. Much less had she expected to be taking her own clothes off and exhibiting herself to a comparative stranger. But all of those things had happened, and she was wondering how. 
 
    It was true that she had taken this summer job to break free of the suffocating embrace of her family, which it's deeply religious black Jamaican roots. It was also true that she had hoped, in fact intended, to gain at least some sexual experience by working at the holiday park, she was, after all, twenty years old and ready for sex. But to join with an older white woman in a mutual exhibition of masturbation was not what she had envisaged at all. 
 
    What worried Emily was that she had found the experience so overwhelmingly exciting and so much wanted it to happen again. When Gina had asked her to open her legs and display herself she had almost cum just watching the woman gazing at her pussy. Surely that couldn't be right? It also worried her that she had actually wanted them to touch each other, though she'd kept the thought to herself. Was she gay and didn't realise it? 
 
    No, she concluded, I still want to have a man, so I'm not gay. Possibly bi-sexual, but not gay, and probably not even bi-sexual because I was only a little bit turned on at the thought of us touching, and that would have been due to excitement and novelty, wouldn't it But if I am bi-sexual, then that just gives me more scope, doesn't it? Her mind was satisfied with that. 
 
    She had arranged to meet Gina the next evening, and she was very nervous but really looking forward to it. She would, she finally decided, let things happen and see how she felt about it afterwards. With that thought and sleep beckoning she cupped her pussy with her hand, rolled on her side and closed her eyes. She didn't hear her housemates come in an hour or so later because she was fast asleep and content. 
 
    The next day was torture. She could hardly wait for it to pass so that she could see Gina again. All day her thoughts had strayed back to the evening previous and all day her pussy had responded with an aching need. She needed to have Gina's eyes on her private places again; just the thought of it sent shivers through her. But just what would happen tonight? How far would they take things? She blamed her sweaty hands on the heat of the fryers and griddle, but she knew it wasn't really so. 
 
    Eventually her shift came to an end and she flew out of the rear door of the burger bar, pulling her tabard over her head as she went, though being in such a hurry didn't make sense really, as Gina would get home later than Emily anyway. 
 
    As soon as she got home Emily showered, she wanted to be fresh and clean for whatever might happen, and then made herself some tea. She had intended to sit out on her little veranda as normal, but she couldn't see the roadway from there, so she settled for a stool by the kitchen window, from where she could watch for Gina's arrival home long before she actually got there. She knew she was being silly, but she couldn't help herself, she wanted more of yesterday's fun. 
 
    In the end, she was so lost in thoughts of Gina's skin, her private parts, and especially her shaven pubes, that she very nearly missed seeing her climbing the hill. Fortunately she just caught sight of the smart white uniform turning into the chalet, or she would have been waiting in vain. 
 
    Emily had promised herself that she must wait at least twenty minutes after Gina got home before calling round, but she could not contain herself for more than a bare fifteen before she was knocking on the chalet door. 
 
    Gina opened the door almost immediately and stood there with a broad welcoming smile on her face. Damp blonde hair revealed that she too had showered and she was now dressed in a simple dress. 
 
    "I'm so pleased to see you." She said, emphasising the 'so'. "I was very much afraid that you wouldn't come." She stood back to let Emily enter. 
 
    Gina led the way into the lounge then turned to face her guest with a happy smile on her face. Without speaking she held out her hands to Emily, who walked forward and took them, the two women standing gazing and smiling into each others faces. 
 
    It would be difficult to say which one pulled the other into their arms; it was more a mutual thing, each drawing the other towards them until they were locked in a warm embrace. It was not a sexual embrace, for their lips did not meet, nor did their hands explore. It was more one of intimate feminine companionship. 
 
    "I'm so glad you've come." Gina whispered into Emily's ear. 
 
    "Me too." Replied Emily. 
 
    "Would you like some tea?" 
 
    "No thank you, I've not long had some." Emily wanted to move things along, but didn't know how. 
 
    "Good, nor do I." Gina lowered her hands to Emily's waist and looked her in the eyes. "I don't want to wait today, do you?" 
 
    Emily felt a flash of excitement. So it really was going to happen again. She shook her head, smiling shyly. 
 
    Gina kept her eyes on Emily's, looking to gauge the girls reaction as she hooked her fingers under her light cotton top and pushed it upwards and eased it over the girl's bra. Emily's eyes betrayed momentary nerves, but then she took her arms from around Gina and raised them, letting Gina know that she could take it off altogether. 
 
    Emily's bra and skirt were soon draped over the arm of a chair with her top and she stood naked apart from her panties, enjoying Gina's eyes travelling over her smooth brown skin. Gina fingers found the waistband of Emily's panties, but she did not pull them down immediately. She wanted to give Emily a chance to voice any objection, but when none came she gently lowered the panties, sinking to her haunches as she did so, then waited for her to lift each foot in turn to remove them entirely and toss them onto the chair. That done she just looked up at Emily standing naked before her and thought how beautiful black skin was. 
 
    "Can I do it for you?" The request came hesitantly from Emily. 
 
    "Please!" Gina's reply was automatic and delighted, and she rose to her feet to wait to be disrobed, turning around so that Emily could reach her dress zip. 
 
    Emily pulled the zip down firmly enough, but was rather tentative when it came to dislodging it from Gina's shoulders, with the result that her touch on Gina's skin was as light as butterfly's wings and sent little shivers through her being. With the dress pooled at Gina's feet Emily unclipped her bra, her hands trembling slightly with nervous excitement and needing two attempts to complete the job. 
 
    Gina stepped out of the discarded dress and picked it up to place it with her bra alongside Emily's things, and in doing so she turned around to face her, dressed only in a pale blue thong. Just as she had yesterday Emily looked at Gina's breasts, wishing that she might kiss them. Trying to put the thought from her mind she looked down and, lowering herself onto her knees to gently ease Gina's thong over her hips. Her touch on Gina's skin was once again soft and hesitant and sent little electric tingles through her once again. Gina felt her pussy lubricate in answer to fleeting little touches that came until at last her thong had joined the rest of her clothes. 
 
    Both women were now naked and wanted to enjoy displaying themselves to each other. Without a word they both settled themselves in the seats they had used the previous day, and spread their legs for the other to see. They were ready for their planned games to begin, but Gina was looking a little hesitant. 
 
    "Can I say something before we start?" 
 
    Emily looked at Gina sharply, wondering what was wrong. "Yes, of course." 
 
    "Well there's two things really, one's about an apology I owe you, or I will do." 
 
    Emily looked at Gina puzzled as to what apology she was supposed to be owed. 
 
    "You probably noticed last night that it turns me on more to talk dirty when I'm horny, and I can't help it, it just comes out. So if I didn't offend you last night, I probably will sometime, so I'm apologising in advance." 
 
    "I did notice, and I don't mind, honestly." In reality, after she had got over the first shock of hearing Gina swear, it had turned her on too. In fact the graphic and detailed way Gina had described her pussy last night had nearly made her cum on the spot. 
 
    "Are you sure?" 
 
    "Yes, say everything you want to, it's nice." 
 
    "Good, I can't stop it anyway. Now, the second thing is something rather personal about you, and I hope you won't mind me saying it." Gina looked serious. 
 
    Emily shook her head, but now she was worried as to what might be coming next. 
 
    "You know, you'd feel a whole lot cooler in summer if you shaved. And you'd like the feel of being smooth too." 
 
    Emily stared at Gina in shock. This wasn't something she'd foreseen at all. She's thought Gina was going to say something like 'this will be the last time for us' or 'you don't touch yourself sexily enough for me'. But to be given advice to shave her pubes was unexpected, though it might well, she conceded, be true enough. 
 
    "I've never done it." Emily confessed. 
 
    "Then you want to try it, you have no idea how good you'll feel." 
 
    "I wouldn't know how, and even if I did know, I wouldn't do it in case I cut myself!" 
 
    "You don't have to shave, you can use a cream, or wax it, but it's worth doing. I promise." 
 
    Emily had been surprised when she'd seen Gina's shaven pubes, she'd thought it was only models and such like who did that, but she had been impressed by how nice it looked, and had actually wondered about it for herself. She answered Gina with the fact that had stopped her doing anything about it. "I wouldn't dare!" 
 
    "But it really is worth it, Em, it's so much nicer." 
 
    Emily was caught out by the use of her lifelong pet name and her answer was probably more open that it should have been. "I know, I like the idea and I'd like to do it, but I just don't dare." 
 
    "Then will you let me do it for you?" 
 
    Emily's mouth opened and closed several times before words came out, and even then her mind couldn't believe what her mouth was saying. "Yes! Yes, please, I think I'd like you to." 
 
    Gina rose and left the room, leaving Emily wrestling with her inhibitions. "I shan't be long." 
 
    When she returned she was carrying a large tray with everything she needed on it, including two small bowls of water, one with a face cloth soaking in it. She carried a couple of towels slung over her shoulder. The effect against her nakedness was comical, and Emily giggled for all her nervousness. 
 
    Gina placed the tray on the floor near Emily's feet, then unslung one of the towels. "Just stand up a moment please, Em," 
 
    Again the shortened name, but she obeyed and Gina spread a towel over the seat. "That's it, you can sit down again now, but will you sit on the edge and lie back?" 
 
    Emily did so, spreading her legs again as Gina knelt between her feet. 
 
    "Ready?" 
 
    Emily nodded. 
 
    "Ok, you'll love it when I've done, sweetheart, honestly." Gina picked up a pair of scissors from the tray and began to snip away most of Emily's pubic hair, leaving just stubble. Emily blushed scarlet, once again glad of the concealing pigment of her skin that helped hide her shame, the embarrassment only partly due to her predicament. In fact most of it was due to the thrill she was getting from Gina's closeness and from the touch of the woman's fingers on her pussy lips as she stretched them for the scissors. She was sure that her pussy must be running wet by now and Gina was sure to see it. 
 
    Gina brushed away bits of loose hair from Emily's skin with little sweeping motions of her hand, and then took the face cloth from the water and wrung it out. 
 
    "This is hot." She warned, going on to explain "it makes it easier to shave" as she spread it out and placed it firmly over Emily's pussy, moulding it to her shape. It was hot, but just bearable. 
 
    Gina was kneeling between Emily's legs, resting her arms on Emily's thighs to help her balance while she waited for the heat to work. Emily was very conscious of this unthinking contact and of just how warm it made her feel. She reached down and placed her hands over the back of Gina's. Gina looked up, a little surprised, then interlaced her fingers with Emily's and smiled, the alternate pale and dark skinned fingers making an intimate pattern against Emily's thigh. 
 
    "Everything ok, sweetheart." She asked, her use of the endearment giving Emily a nice glow inside. 
 
    "Yes, thanks, it's good." She wasn't quite sure what was good apart from everything, but it felt the right answer. 
 
    Gina untangled their fingers then took away the cloth and sprayed some shaving foam into her hand from a can on the tray. Then she started smoothing the foam over Emily's skin, gently but thoroughly covering the entire area of her hair, and making Emily's pussy melt in the process. Emily closed her eyes to absorb the intensely pleasurable sensation of Gina's fingers passing over her pussy and the cool moist feeling of the foam. 
 
    "Don't worry, I won't hurt you." Gina had interpreted the closed eyes differently. 
 
    "I know. It just feels nice, that's all." 
 
    Gina smiled to herself at Emily's reply; she would have to try and make it stay nice. Certainly, Gina thought, it looked nice with the white of the foam against the brown of Emily's skin making such a stunning contrast. She picked up a disposable razor, dipped it into the other bowl of water and began to shave Emily's bikini line. Lightly but firmly she drew the razor across Emily's skin, stripping away the stubble of her curly black hair and leaving beautifully smooth soft skin behind. 
 
    As she progressed she worked steadily downwards, rinsing the hair from the razor at intervals, progressing down the sides of Emily's pussy. Drawing the skin tight for the razor, especially in the more difficult areas at the edge of her labia and just above her clitoris, brought Gina more closely into contact with another woman's pussy than she had ever been before, and she was finding the whole thing very exciting. 
 
    For Emily the experience was one of total ecstasy. The soft feel of Gina's fingers, the gentle pull of the razor against her pubes was turning her on big time. It was getting difficult not to let out little gasps and moans as Gina's touch got closer and closer to her most intimate parts. She lay back with her eyes still closed just revelling in the insistent throbbing of her clit and the instinctive pulsing of her vagina. 
 
    Gina was coming to the end of her task with some regret, Emily was now almost completely shaved with only the occasional missed hair to remove, but Gina didn't want the contact to end. She was determined to make the most of the intimate contact with the younger woman and so, using gently pushing palms, she guided her legs back as if to have sex. Then, using the greater access this granted, she gently foamed and shaved the area below Emily's pussy almost as far as the girls anus, although there was nothing there needing shaving. Emily's reaction to this was a gentle sigh as if of satisfaction, and Gina knew that she too wanted the contact to continue. 
 
    Eventually, all possible hair was gone and Gina realised that to continue would only make Emily sore. She put down the razor and, rinsing the face cloth in the clean bowl of water, she gentle washed Emily's pussy clean of any stray hairs and shaving foam. Then she leaned back a little to survey her handiwork. 
 
    "Now you look absolutely beautiful, good enough to eat." Gina hadn't actually meant that as it sounded and fortunately Emily hadn't picked up on the double meaning, but to Gina's surprise, the realisation of what she had really said made Gina's heart and pussy both flutter. 
 
    She dabbed Emily dry with the second towel then gently rubbed moisturiser into her skin. It was a beautifully intimate contact and Gina continued to stroke Emily's pussy long after the need to had gone, and on one of those strokes her fingertip made contact with the tip of Emily's clit. Whether she did it accidentally or deliberately even Gina was not sure, but the effect on Emily was to bring a cry of pleasure from her lips followed immediately by an involuntary "Yes!" 
 
    Gina was only too willing to oblige and immediately, and this time very deliberately, ran her fingertip over the end of Emily's clitoris. Another little cry escaped Emily's lips and her body jerked in reaction, making her bent back legs kick the air. Emily hooked a hand behind each knee, pulling her legs back and holding them open for Gina to touch her again. There was now no mistaking Emily's wishes and Gina placed her fingers openly onto her pussy, rubbing gently against her clit. 
 
    It took less than a minute of Gina's touch before Emily began making the same keening noise as she had when she had climaxed the night before and Gina grinned happily to herself that she was now going to make Emily cum. Emily's eyes were still squeezed tight shut and her back began to arch once more, the noise in her throat increasing in intensity until suddenly, at the moment the orgasm struck, she gasped and opened her eyes wide, locking them once more onto Gina's. Her orgasm this time was, if anything, even more intense than the last one. Her hips twitched and jerked slightly, her breath came in short gasps between lengthy holds, and her eyes, even though staring straight into Gina's, had that faraway look of intense pleasure. 
 
    When the climax subsided and Emily was once more in control of herself, she lowered her legs on either side of Gina and smiled a happy smile of silent 'thank you' to the woman still kneeling between her legs. Gina smiled back and the two remained silent and still, just looking at each other and thinking about the irrevocable step that their relationship had now taken. Neither of them was certain what they really thought of it and neither of them knew how the other was reacting. 
 
    For a year long minute the two remained in tableau, the Gina, content now in her own mind, lifted herself from her haunches and leaned forward over Emily, threading her hands around Emily's body to take her into an embrace. For just a moment Emily hesitated, then she too put her arms around her friend and the two held each other tight, silently applauding their new status. 
 
    After a few minutes Gina disentangled herself and stood up, looking down at a surprised Emily. She smiled in reassurance before she held her hand out and spoke. 
 
    "Come on. Em" She beckoned slightly with the extended hand, clearly intending Emily to take hold and stand up. Emily did so, still looking a little uncertain. 
 
    "Come on, Lets be more comfortable" Gina repeated and began leading Emily from the room, the two naked women hand in hand. 
 
    Emily wasn't sure at first where Gina was taking her, but the chalet was not large and within a dozen steps she had been led into the bedroom where Gina indicated the double bed. 
 
    "Come on." Gina repeated the words for the third time, lowering herself onto the bed and pulling Emily down beside her. She was a little shaken to find herself doing this, but was certain it was right. It was just that she had not envisaged taking anyone to bed other than her husband, and certainly not someone of the same sex, only a little over half her age and belonging to a different race. But Gina believed she had found someone special in Emily and had no doubts about continuing. She reached out to the girl as she lay on the bed and pulled her close. 
 
    This time the embrace was not platonic, it was the embrace of lovers. Emily's hands stroked Gina's back down as far as the curve of her bottom, gently caressing and exploring the strange sensation of another woman's skin, while Gina was a little more adventurous. Having already touched Emily very intimately she had few reservations and with one hand around the girls shoulders she gently insinuated the other between there bodies and began to squeeze Emily's breast. 
 
    "Oh Gina, that is wonderful." Emily had no more misgivings. She had seen this coming as she lay in bed thinking the previous night, and had already made the decision to let things happen if they were going to. So, just for once, she was the less nervous of the two and able to express herself more easily. 
 
    "I want to touch you, Gina. May I?" 
 
    "Oh, please do, I'd love to feel you on me." Gina felt her arousal heighten. "But I want to kiss you first." 
 
    Emily's mouth opened and came forward to meet Gina's, her full lips soft and feminine against the older woman's thinner Caucasian mouth. Gina was a little surprised at Emily's willingness, but she quickly recovered and the two kissed passionately and deeply, their tongues touching and entwining within their mouths. The first kiss was long and ardent, and it was immediately followed by a second, and a third, and more, just as passionate, until eventually Gina lost count and had to break away to get her breath. 
 
    "Jesus, Em, your kisses are out of this world!" Gina was gasping and not just from a shortage of breath. 
 
    "So are yours." Emily was panting just as hard and for the same reason. "Now please can I touch you?" 
 
    "Oh yes, touch me, play with me, do anything you like." 
 
    The first thing Emily did was that which she had wanted to do since yesterday. She shuffled down the bed a little and kissed Gina's breast, taking the hard nub of her nipple into her mouth and sucking on it. 
 
    "Oh God, that's good, I love my tits being sucked," Gina was living up to her threat to talk dirty. 
 
    But even as she was gently chewing on Gina's nipple, Emily's hand was exploring steadily, and somewhat nervously, southwards, circling her navel before reaching downwards for her pussy. 
 
    Emily's first touch on Gina's pussy was very soft and uncertain, her fingers delicately tracing the labia with little spidery touches, skittering over the folds of skin and running up and down the length of her slit. Gina gasped with pleasure, the fleeting touches turning her on more and more. 
 
    "Oh Em, darling, yes, play with my cunt, don't stop now." Gina did not even notice her use of the endearment, but Emily did, and it made her heart flip inside her. 
 
    Gina spread her legs even wider, wanting Emily's fingers to explore her, to probe her secret places and to send her to heaven. Emily was just as eager to explore, she had never touched another woman's pussy (she had hardly even touched her own), and was in raptures of anticipation. 
 
    At first she kept to the outside of Gina's pussy, fingertips tracing the outline, from pubic mound right down almost to the crack of her bottom, just feeling the texture, the smoothness of a shaven skin, knowing that hers too felt that way now. Then, as she became a little more familiar with her partners body, she moved into more intimate places, probing between her labia to feel the wetness of her juices, following to their source at the mouth of her vagina, going past that, down on a highway of slipperiness until she found Gina's anus, wet and slick from Gina's own lubrication. 
 
    "Mmmmm! That's so fucking good. It's lovely to feel your fingers going all over, do it some more, go wherever you like, I don't care. Do anything to me, anything you want to, but just keep playing with my cunt." 
 
    All the time Emily was touching her Gina kept up a running commentary almost subconsciously. Emily smiled around Gina's nipple. At least she knew that Gina was enjoying her touch as much as she enjoyed touching. Then back she came, drawing her fingers back up the length of Gina's slit, skirting around her entrance, up between her pussy lips until she suddenly found the hard little sentry that was Gina's clitoris. Gina's body jerked at the contact and she gasped out loud. 
 
    "Oh God, do that again, rub my clit." 
 
    Emily did, lightly brushing her fingertip across Gina's clit, and then she did it again, and again. Gina's back was lifting from the bed, her hips searching for Emily's finger, thrusting upwards trying to make stronger contact. 
 
    "Come on, darling, play with my clit, make me cum, I'm nearly there, please play with my clit." 
 
    Emily suddenly released Gina's nipple and shuffled even further down the bed, turning as she did so in order to look over the top of Gina's thigh at what her fingers were doing. She had made up her mind that she wanted to watch Gina cum, and from as close as possible to Gina's pussy when she orgasmed. 
 
    "Oh yes, that'll be nice, I'd like you to look at my pussy. It turns me on for you to see." 
 
    Emily wriggled until she could see her own fingers parting Gina's pussy lips and the wetness of her vagina, and then began once more to briefly touch her clit with a fingertip. Each time her finger touched Gina, there came a gasp of pleasure, each a little louder and less controlled than the previous. 
 
    Suddenly Gina cried out. "I'm fucking cumming. I can't stop, I'm gonna fucking cum," 
 
    Gina's gasps now became a torrent of cries, her bottom lifted from the bed taking Emily with it, her knees twitched her hips jerked and Gina exploded in climax. Emily had quite a job to keep her hand playing on Gina's clit through the orgasm, so strong were her involuntary jerks and bucks, but she coped and as her orgasm subsided Gina was grateful for her lovers tenacity. 
 
    "Oh God, thank you, thank you my angel, that was wonderful." Gina subsided into a sweaty trembling heap on the bed. 
 
    Emily, looking closely at Gina's pussy, could see that the labia were red and swollen, and her lubricating juices were literally running from her, making a little wet spot on the bed. 
 
    "Does my cunt look good?" Gina asked. 
 
    "Oh yes, and it felt good too." 
 
    "As good as your own?" 
 
    "That's not fair!" Emily laughed at Gina's leading question. 
 
    "Come and lie next to me." Gina patted the bed alongside her and then laid her arm across the pillows to drape around Emily's shoulders as she moved back. 
 
    "I'm glad we've got to know each other." Gina gave Emily a little hug. 
 
    "Me too. You're helping me be more relaxed about myself." 
 
    Gina looked mystified at that, so Emily went on. "Only a few days ago I would never have dreamed of bringing myself off, and definitely not with anyone else in the room. But you've helped me be at ease with what I like doing, and that's good." 
 
    "Can you cum again?" Gina's question caught a thoughtful Emily unawares. 
 
    "What? Can I...? Oh! Yes, can you?" 
 
    "Then shall we...?" Gina spread her legs and rested her hand between them. 
 
    "Yes, why not?" Emily opened her own legs and began to gently play with her clit, watching Gina as she began to do the same. 
 
    Gina's arm around Emily's shoulder drew the young black girl closer and the pair ended in a sort of inverted vee, with their heads close together and their legs angled away from each other to make room to play. Both were playing softly and gently, just stroking themselves with their fingertips, for there was now no hurry to reach orgasm. 
 
    "You were right." Emily told Gina. "It is nicer shaved." 
 
    "I told you. It shows more too." Gina grinned lasciviously at Emily, who smiled back. 
 
    "Well there's nobody seeing anything right now," Emily pointed out. "Neither of us can see whilst we're side by side." 
 
    "That's ok, I can see enough to know what you're doing, and it's nice to feel you near me." 
 
    Emily nodded agreement with Gina's words and they settled into quiet, gentle, self pleasuring, with only the sound of fingers on flesh and the occasional little pleasure noise from the two women. The bed was rocking just slightly from the women's movements, just enough to rub leg on leg and hip on hip, and remind them what an intimate time they were sharing. In a strange sort of way the situation even felt romantic. Emily turned her head towards Gina and planted a small affectionate kiss on her shoulder. 
 
    "Thank you darling." Gina smiled happily. 
 
    Soon both began to speed up their movements as lust and arousal took over. Fingers began to probe and the little noises became louder and more insistent. Suddenly Gina pointed to the bedroom window. 
 
    "What would you do if someone looked in on us?" 
 
    Her question took Emily aback. She looked at the window in alarm, her hands automatically covering her pussy and breasts, before remembering that a thick net curtain preserved their privacy. 
 
    "Gina! Stop scaring the daylights out of me." 
 
    "But really, what would you do? Would it put you off and make you stop, or would it make you even hornier?" 
 
    "I don't know." Emily really didn't know at that moment, her orgasm was lurking in the wings, or would have been if Gina hadn't said anything. "What about you?" 
 
    "Right now...." Gina paused. "Right now I think I'm so fucking turned on that I'd give them the best show they'd ever seen." 
 
    The idea was giving Emily an adrenalin rush. "And if you did, then so would I!" In her minds eye Emily could see people gazing in at them and her fingers flew over her clit. 
 
    "Then let's give them the chance, shall we?" Gina's voice was strained with excitement and without waiting for Emily's answer she clambered from the bed and drew back the curtains, quickly returning to her place beside Emily. 
 
    Emily froze with shock and fear, like a rabbit caught in headlights, but within seconds her arousal overwhelmed her inhibitions and she was using her fingers to part her pussy lips and potentially display herself to the world. 
 
    The chalet was three or four yards away from the road and the window was set fairly high, so people walking along the road would not automatically be able to see the bed. They would need to deliberately walk close enough to the window to peer in, but the chance was there, and with the bed facing the window, anyone who did look in would be treated to a full on pussy show. 
 
    The two women looked at each other with wild excitement on their faces, both with legs spread wide and fingers busy on their pussies. They were both shaken by their own daring, turned on by the possibility of being watched but frightened in case somebody did. 
 
    "Fucking hell, Em. What have I done?" Gina needed Emily's reassurances. 
 
    "You've set us up to be watched. I hope!" 
 
    Gina put her free arm back round Emily's shoulders and pulled her friend closer. "Kiss me, Em. Then if anybody looks we won't know." 
 
    "But I want to know. I want to see their faces when they see us playing with ourselves." 
 
    "Kiss me anyway, and then they'll think we're queer!" Perversely that thought seemed even more exciting. 
 
    Emily turned slightly towards Gina, twisting partly onto her side but keeping her legs wide open to the window, and offered her mouth to be kissed. Gina took a quick worried look at the window then, also keeping her pussy on show, rolled towards Emily and kissed her hard on the mouth, wrapping her arm around her neck to hold her in the kiss, The pair remained then in that kiss, their tongues probing and tasting, lips crushed hard against lips, neither daring to break free and return their gaze to the window, just in case. Emily was still rubbing her clitoris, bringing herself back to within striking distance of a major climax, and she could feel by the woman's movements against her that Gina was doing the same. And so they stayed looking intently into each others eyes, mouths locked together, and fingers strumming at their clits, with neither quite sure that they were not being stared at by a stranger. 
 
    The eroticism of the uncertainty was far too great to last and soon Emily erupted into her orgasm. She badly wanted to look and see if anyone was watching her, but Gina held her in their ongoing kiss, denying her the chance to know if a stranger was seeing her cum. Her orgasm was powerful but short, lasting less than half a minute before it was over except for the sharp little aftershocks that kept her hips twitching and jerking. All the while during her climax Emily had held her breath, her single long drawn out cry lost into Gina's kiss, but as soon as it was over she needed to free her mouth to breath and desperately twisted her head to pull free. 
 
    Gasping for breath as her orgasm died, but with her head now free to turn, Emily was no longer sure if she wanted to see any audience she might have. But just as she was plucking up the courage to look, Gina reached her own climax and Emily's face was once more pressed hard against Gina's flesh as the convulsing, shuddering, jerking woman coped with the most forceful climax of her life. 
 
    "Well!" Said Gina afterwards, "I don't think anyone saw us, mores the pity, but I'm sure half the site must have heard us, you were yelling fit to bust and I'm pretty sure I was doing the same. 
 
    "You were, and swearing again." 
 
    The two women lay side by side for a while, thinking about their developing relationship. It was a strange, highly sexual relationship between two very different women and one that neither had foreseen. 
 
    "Why wouldn't you let me look and see if anyone was there?" Emily had got her breath back and was relaxing in Gina's arms. 
 
    "Because don't think I could have coped with knowing you were being watched. I know that sounds silly, but I'm the one that started all this and I'd hate you to feel sordid." 
 
    "But I wanted to be watched. I told you that." Emily looked and felt strangely annoyed. 
 
    "I know, but I couldn't be sure you weren't just saying it." 
 
    "Then can we do it again sometime, and this time try to make sure we really are spied on?" Emily was caught up in the excitement of exhibitionism. 
 
    "Oh yes!" There was a thoughtful pause before Gina continued. "And if you don't mind being in the open air I think I know just how to do it!" 
 
    "Open air sounds nice, tell me more." Emily was smiling broadly again. 
 
    "No, not right now, I need to check something first." 
 
    "Ok! But don't forget." Emily was content to leave those things to Gina, but now she needed something, so pulling the white woman close, she bent her head and kissed Gina's nipple, receiving a soft moan as a reward. 
 
    Now the two women were not playing, they were making love, the curtain and the outside world forgotten. 
 
    Emily followed Gina into the little kitchen of her chalet and waited while the older white woman made tea. She was impatient to learn if her friend had successfully checked out whatever it was she needed to, and if they really were going to be able to indulge in a session of safe public exhibitionism. She wanted to show herself off; even the idea was turning her on. 
 
    If her traditional Jamaican family, with its devout Christian beliefs, had any idea what she was contemplating, they would disown her on the spot. But it was rebellion against her religious upbringing that had brought her to work on this holiday park in the first place, and so, she reasoned, they had only themselves to blame for her behaviour now. God had given her this body to enjoy, if she now chose to let others enjoy it with her, then that was her own affair. 
 
    "Come on then, tell me!" Emily had all the patience of the average twenty year old girl. 
 
    Gina looked at her blankly. "What?" But then a stupid grin spread across her face. 
 
    "Damn it, I never could keep a straight face." 
 
    "Well tell me then." 
 
    "The short answer is...." Gina paused to heighten the tension. "Yes! There was a place I thought of that would be ideal for us - and it's still ok." 
 
    "Go on then." 
 
    "Well, you know the little river six or seven miles north of here, that runs into the sea just the other side of the headland?" 
 
    Emily nodded, it was a picturesque little river meandering through salt marshes with a nature trail down the nearside bank. 
 
    "That's our spot. You very rarely get families down that trail, its almost always ramblers and birdwatchers, and maybe courting couples, so there won't be any children." 
 
    "But it's miles from anywhere. How will that be safe?" 
 
    Gina explained. "Because we will be on the opposite bank, where everyone who passes can see, but nobody can reach! The river is only about five or six yards wide there, but the banks are vertical and nobody could cross it. And there's a farm track that's also a public right of way leading to the far riverside from the main road, though hardly anyone knows about it. We can use that to get the car close to the river." 
 
    "Brilliant. When?" Emily's eagerness showed, she was an enthusiastic convert to exhibitionism. 
 
    Gina looked out of the window at the rain hammering on the road. "Well, not today, I guess. And maybe not tomorrow, unless you enjoy being wet," 
 
    "As a matter of fact...." Emily let the comment hang in the air until Gina caught the double meaning. 
 
    "For an innocent young girl, you are getting to be sex mad - I'm glad to say." Gina walked forward and kissed Emily on the mouth. After their last bout of mutual exhibitionism the two had become lovers, abandoning any pretence and revelling in each others bodies. 
 
    "You know, we can put on a proper show now, if you want to?" Gina looked questioningly at Emily. 
 
    "You mean let people watch us play with each other instead of just with ourselves?" 
 
    "If you'd like to? I would! Imagine walking along a quiet riverside and then, as you round a corner, there on the opposite bank, in plain view but out of reach, are two women, one black and one white, making love. Wouldn't that be a turn on?" 
 
    "Mmmmm. Sounds good to me. In fact, making love sounds good to me at any time." 
 
    "Not dropping hints then?" Gina asked playfully, at the same time beginning to unbutton Emily's blouse. 
 
    "As if I would!" Emily's hands were fumbling for the buckle of Gina's belt and the zip of her jeans. 
 
    "And do we want the curtains open or closed today?" Gina cocked her head to one side and smiled. 
 
    "I don't care, there's not going to be anyone about tonight, is there? So however they are now will do fine." 
 
    Gina stepped out of her jeans. "Then let's go see!" 
 
    The pair made their way into the bedroom, Emily naked to the waist and Gina wearing only bra and knickers, and found the curtains drawn back. 
 
    "Let them all watch, see if I care." Gina spoke while undoing her bra. 
 
    "Agreed." Answered Emily, stripping off the remainder of her own clothes. 
 
    They laid themselves on the bed and melted into each others arms as naturally as if they had been lovers for years instead of just twenty-four hours, but it was Emily who was in the dominant mood today, pushing Gina onto her back so that her breasts were available to be nibbled. 
 
    "You horny little sod! God I love you sucking my tits." 
 
    Emily was only sucking on one, but she was playing with the other with her free hand. Taking the nipple between her teeth Emily bit just hard enough to get an 'oohh' of pleasure and surprise from Gina, and then pulled, extending the breast up from her body. Then she did the same thing on the other nipple using her finger and thumb, the little gasps of pleasant pain from Gina turning her on even more. 
 
    "God, that hurts, but it hurts good. I didn't know you were a sadist as well." Gina sounded as if she would be pleased if it were so. 
 
    "I'm not, but if you call me names..." Emily released the captive nipples. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Sticks and stones may break my bones. But names will only hurt you!" Emily parodied the children's rhyme and then bit once more on Gina's nipple, before letting go and giggling softly. 
 
    "Ouch! You just wait. I'll sort you out." 
 
    "Oh, I do hope so, darling." Emily used the endearment without thinking. "I could do with a good 'sorting out'" She made a double meaning out of the phrase. She had come a long way from the shy little girl who had spied on Gina not so many days before. 
 
    Gina looked intently up at Emily as a stray thought crossed her mind. "But whilst I think about it, a quick question for you. Why did you go all tense when I first put my fingers into you yesterday?" 
 
    "I soon relaxed, didn't I?" The question was Emily's defensive reply. 
 
    "Yes, but why did it frighten you at first?" 
 
    "Because the last thing to go inside me hurt like hell." Emily didn't really want to have to explain. 
 
    "Who was it? Your boyfriend?" 
 
    "I did tell you I've never had a boyfriend, and it wasn't a 'who', it was an 'it' and it was me doing it!" Emily resigned herself to telling Gina all about it. 
 
    Gina kissed Emily's cheek. "Ok, you don't have to tell me if you don't want to." 
 
    Emily ignored Gina's offered get-out clause and ploughed on. "It was an alter candle. My parents had just been telling me how much of a sin it is for a woman not to be a virgin on her wedding day and that they would look for the blood as proof. I couldn't stand the thought of that so I decided to beat them to it with a candle, and it hurt really badly. The idea had been that God and I would know for sure that I'd never had a man, and my parents could think what they liked, but He let me know I shouldn't be doing it by making it so painful" 
 
    A deep breath, and Emily went on. "I thought then I'd never let anything go inside me again, not even a tampon, even though I've always wanted to have a man fuck me. Your fingers were the first thing to go there since, apart from one of my fingers that I put in a little way once just to try it. So now you can do the laughing bit!" 
 
    Gina scooped Emily into her arms and hugged her. "My poor darling, I'm not going to laugh, I just wish I'd know before." 
 
    "Why, what difference would that have made?" Emily was defensive again. 
 
    "Well, I wouldn't have gone blundering in, would I?" 
 
    "It's perhaps a good job you did; at least I know it hasn't sealed itself up." The levity was a little forced. 
 
    "No, and you're in good working order. You were lovely and slippery and open." Gina looked at Emily. "And more to the point, it made you cum. So you don't have to worry anymore, do you?" 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "'Cos your finger is hardly cock or candle sized is it?" 
 
    "Wait just there, young lady." Gina climbed from the bed and left the room, still naked. A puzzled Emily heard the sounds of a cupboard being rummaged through and a few minutes later Gina returned carrying a vanity case, which she placed on the bed beside Emily. 
 
    "This is my 'toy box', now lie back and enjoy. There is nothing in here that you can't easily handle, and it won't have a six foot man pushing on it!" 
 
    "Oh no!" Emily instinctively backed away across the bed. 
 
    "Look, trust me. I'm hardly likely to do harm to someone want to share a bed with as often as I can, am I?" 
 
    "If it hurts, will you promise to stop?" Emily was attracted to the idea, but still very wary. 
 
    "If it hurts I promise to stop, and to kiss it better." 
 
    "Mmmmm, maybe you'll kiss it better first?" They had not yet tried oral sex together, but both knew it was going to happen. 
 
    "Maybe, if you're good." Gina had every intention of doing it soon anyway. "Now, do you trust me?" 
 
    "Promise you'll be gentle." Emily was giving in to her desires and Gina's intentions. 
 
    "I promise. Now lie back and enjoy." 
 
    It was like the first time Emily had showed her pussy to Gina. She lay back and then hesitated several times before slowly opening her legs to Gina, a worried look on her face all the time. 
 
    But Gina did not immediately open her 'toy box', instead she did what both of them wanted and manoeuvred herself between Emily's knees, pressing the coloured girls legs apart and lowering her mouth to Emily's pussy. 
 
    Gina had never gone down on a woman before, in fact Emily was the first female ever to share her bed, but she had wanted to try it since she first caught a whiff of the musky sweet scent of Emily's juices. The reality was every bit as nice as her imagination. Gina knew what she liked Maurice, her husband, to do to her, and that's what she intended to do to Emily, but doing is not quite the same as receiving, so she had to find her way around Emily's anatomy a little first. For that reason her first contact mouth to pussy was somewhat cautious as she literally kissed Emily's pussy lips. But it was not long before her tongue came into play and she was running it up and down the girl's slit just inside her labia, skirting both her opening and her clit. 
 
    Emily had not really expected Gina to actually go down on her, and was thrilled when she first felt her lover's cheek against her thigh and her mouth softly kissing her pussy. Murmuring soft encouragement Emily opened her legs as wide as she could, groaning with pleasure as Gina's tongue found its way between her lips and then mentally cursing as that same tongue refused to plunge into her tunnel or stimulate her already engorged clitoris. 
 
    But Gina was working towards those goals, she wanted to savour the moment of each little milestone along the way. She wanted to remember her first taste of pussy juices, her first time licking a woman's slit, the first contact between her tongue and a hard little clit, but most of all she wanted to remember and savour the first time she pushed her tongue deep into Emily's cunt. 
 
    After several journeys up and down the length of Emily's pussy, each time dodging contact with her two main targets, Gina stopped and raised her head, looking at Emily's shining wet slit, the pink of her pussy flesh showing so clearly against the dark chocolate of her skin. Emily was beautiful. How anyone could not want to kiss black skin was beyond her. 
 
    It was with a sort of reluctant eagerness that Gina stopped feasting her eyes on her lovely young lover and lowered her head back to Emily's pussy. This time she started with her tongue on Emily's perineum and trailed it all the way up the centre of her slit, dipping briefly into her honeypot before allowing it to drag across her clit, both things bringing a groan of pleasure. 
 
    Emily's pussy was wet through and gaping from her arousal and Gina knew that now was the time to move on, to bring into play the things that would give Emily her much needed confidence. She could return to tonguing her later, if the opportunity was there. 
 
    For a moment Emily wondered what was happening when Gina suddenly left her pussy and sat back on the bed. But all was soon made clear. 
 
    "Right, I think that counts as kissing you better, don't you?" She didn't wait for an answer and spoke again as she delved into her 'toy box', hiding her loot with her body. "Now, we normally like to watch each other, don't we? Well, tonight you can watch me first and then you do the same thing and I'll watch you, okay?" 
 
    Emily was confused, but nodded anyway. She was horny enough now to go along with pretty much anything. 
 
    Gina rolled over and displayed two vibrators, appropriately coloured one black and one white, the white one of which she handed to Emily. Then she slid off the bed and went to sit in the bedroom chair facing the bed, opening her legs again to display her wet pussy to her partner. 
 
    Emily had never handled a vibrator before and, although this one was only a standard eight inch plastic model, it looked huge to her and she recoiled from the thought of it penetrating her. 
 
    "I can't shove that thing in me!" Emily sounded panic stricken. 
 
    "You don't have to if you don't want, but just watch me for a while and see how good it can be." 
 
    Gina turned her vibe on and placed it just in contact with her clit. The effect was immediate, if deliberately exaggerated a little. The soft hum of the vibrator was the only sound in the room except for Gina's sharp little intakes of breath as she closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair, seemingly oblivious to her audience. 
 
    Emily watched fascinated as Gina stroked the vibe up and down her slit, moving her hips on concert with it and all the time emitting little gasps. She could not help but be turned on again by this display and she began to examine the vibe in her hands. When she looked back at Gina she saw that the vibe was now being pressed straight onto her clit and that Gina's free hand was mauling her left breast, pulling and squeezing her nipple in obvious arousal. 
 
    "God, that's fucking good, it gets me going every time. Try it sweetheart; just try it on your clit. It'll make you so wet" Gina was encouraging her with the sexy talk that she liked to use and which she knew turned Emily on. 
 
    Experimentally Emily twisted the base of the vibrator as she had seen Gina do, and was immediately rewarded with a soft purr and mildly erotic vibrations through her fingers. She soon discovered that the more the base was turned the more intense the vibrations and she looked back at Gina for reassurance and help. But Gina was apparently well into her own pleasure, she was running her vibe up and down her slit, pausing at her entrance then pressing the very tip against her clit, before once more dragging it right down almost to her anus. 
 
    "I love running it up and down my pussy. But sometimes I want it in me so bad I can hardly wait." 
 
    Breathing heavily with anticipatory excitement Emily cautiously placed the tip against her own clit and turned the vibrator on again. She soon knew why the toys were so popular; the vibrations ran through her clit like a million tiny fingers playing with it all at the same time. She gasped from surprise and pleasure and Gina smiled quietly from behind her not quite closed eyelids. 
 
    After a few minutes of watching Gina carefully, Emily began to imitate her movements by running the tip of the vibe along her slit from very top to very bottom and pausing as she reached her clit to give that little button a few extra seconds. Her breathing rapidly became shallower and quicker, interspersed with little gasps from the effects of the vibrator on her clit, and she became lost in her own little world of pleasure. 
 
    "Is that good, sweetheart?" Gina's voice seemed distant. 
 
    Emily glanced across and nodded briefly in answer, loath to do anything to interrupt the delicious vibrations running through her. 
 
    "Try it like this." 
 
    Emily looked again, a little more carefully. Gina now had the black vibrator pressed onto her pussy, the shaft against her clit and the tip pointing like a signpost towards her gaping and glistening hole. Emily watched, taking in the slow involuntary little rotations of Gina's hips, the nearly imperceptible pulses of her vagina, and the whiteness of her knuckles gripping the vibe. Emily knew that Gina was soon going to cum. 
 
    She turned her own vibrator until it mirrored Gina's, pressing it hard against her pussy and feeling the more powerful sensations make her eyes widen in blissful surprise. Her own orgasm began to build again. 
 
    "Oh Christ, I'm cumming. Oh Em, please watch me cum! I'm gonna fuck myself, I can't help it!" Gina's eyes looked wild as she spoke, the words choked out between gasps. 
 
    Emily watched, mesmerized first by the unexpected words and then by the sight of the black vibrator sinking deep into Gina's pussy. Gina cried out as she plunged the vibe deep into her pussy time after time, a series of gasping wordless pleasure cries, uncontrolled and unintelligible, trying to tell Emily how good the vibe was inside her but how she had not intended to do it. But to Emily the noise was simply that of a woman in extremes of ecstasy, showing her just how good it was to be fucked - if only by a plastic toy. Something big would have to go inside Emily soon, and she knew it. 
 
    Lying on the bed across from Gina, her legs spread wide and her toy pressed on her clit, Emily was getting close to orgasm, her arousal helped by wondering what the vibe would feel like pushed deep into her. Would it feel as good as it looked, would it hurt, and dare she do it? Emily was awash with fantasies, with anticipation, with expectation, and with dread. She steeled herself to do it, to push it right up her in one go, knowing that if she tried it gently she would chicken out. Slowly she tipped the point more towards her vagina, getting ready to push. At the same time she looked across at Gina, who was trembling and sweating as she came down from her gigantic orgasm but who was also looking back at Emily with a smile of encouragement on her face. 
 
    "Go on darling, you do it! Remember how you wanted to wanted to play with yourself but daren't, and how good it was when you finally did? This will be the same, I promise." 
 
    Emily pushed. The vibrator slid deep into her easily and painlessly, and all the muscles she had tensed suddenly relaxed. The sensation was exquisite, not just from the vibrations now transferred to deep within her pelvis, but just from the unfamiliar feeling of fullness and expansion in her canal. 
 
    She looked across at Gina, a look of wonder on her face, her bright smile once more in evidence, intending to tell her how nice it was and how grateful she was for her encouragement. At least, that's what she intended her mouth to say, but what actually came from her lips was a cry, a deep throaty cry, a sort of groan magnified by excitement, forced from unwilling lips as her own orgasm hit her. 
 
    The climax had been building ever since the vibrator first so tentatively touched her pussy. It had grown almost unnoticed as Emily had watched Gina's enjoyment until, like a boiler at bursting point it had waited for the right moment to let go. That moment had been when the tip of the vibrator had reached her cervix; the first touch of the tip at the end of Emily's tunnel had tipped her over the edge. Now she lay on the bed, her eyes screwed shut, her mouth open but her jaw tight, her hand pushing the vibrator ever harder into her pussy as it tried to milk the most intense sensation possible. Emily's pelvis bounced on the bed, jerking up in answer to a wave of pleasure, only to drop back afterwards until the next hit only a second or so later. To Emily it was as if a tide of glowing lava flowed through her pelvis, spreading out from her pussy to engulf her whole body in white hot enjoyment. 
 
    Eventually - a long eventually - the orgasm passed and Emily could open her eyes again. She slid the vibrator from inside her, turning it off but leaving it lying on the bed between her legs, too exhausted for the moment to find the will to move it. Then she lay gazing at Gina, shining with sweat, shivering from spent emotions and unable to get her head together enough to speak. 
 
    "Oh, sweetheart!" Gina came from the chair and lay beside Emily, cuddling the girl close, rocking her slightly from side to side as she came to terms with her feelings. 
 
    After a few minutes of silence Emily looked up at Gina and smiled. "Phew!" She said. "Now that was good!" 
 
    Gina couldn't avoid giggling at Emily's understatement. 'Good?' She thought to herself, 'Good? It nearly blew her fucking head off and she just says good!' 
 
    Emily stirred, raising herself onto her elbows and looking down her own length to where the vibrator lay between her legs. "Next time I want to try it going in and out!" She looked at Gina for understanding. "As if it was fucking me properly." 
 
    Gina understood, but only partly. "If you want to try being fucked, why don't you get a man?" 
 
    "I'm not ready yet. I don't trust men to stop if it starts to hurt me." 
 
    "But it won't, darling, you know it won't. You've just had that vibe right inside you, and that's bigger and harder than most men, whatever they tell you!" 
 
    "I know that but I'm still frightened of being hurt inside." Emily could tell that Gina didn't really understand. She sighed and tried again. "I know I can handle something inside me now, but I'm not certain if I can stand being fucked and I need someone who would fuck me very slowly and gently until I was sure." 
 
    Gina looked anew at Emily, comprehension dawning at last. "You want to fuck, to see if you can, but daren't in case you can't?" 
 
    "That's pretty much it." Emily kissed Gina's shoulder. "I wish you were a man, I'd let you fuck me. I could trust you!" 
 
    "Even with the curtains open?" Gina deliberately made light of Emily's remark, knowing how much she regretted the impossibility. 
 
    "With the whole site watching if you like." Emily meant what she said. 
 
    "Mmmmm, nice thought." Gina felt her heart skip at the thought. She still liked performing to an audience. 
 
    Emily drew Gina to her, rolling onto her back in the process so that Gina ended lying on top, their bodies pressed close together. Then she pulled Gina's head down and kissed her, deeply and passionately, while at the same time opening her legs and wrapping them around Gina's waist. Her fantasy was only too obvious and Gina moaned quietly at the thought. 
 
    Suddenly something at the back of Gina's mind clicked into place and she scrambled free of Emily's embrace. "Wait, we can do it!" She said and was gone out of the door. 
 
    Once again Emily heard muted rummaging, and then an extended silence. But, just as she was wondering what had happened, Gina came back into the bedroom. Emily's eyes widened with surprise as her gaze wandered over Gina's naked body. Gina was now sporting a large thick cock. 
 
    "I'd forgotten about this," Gina explained. "Maurice and I bought it a couple of years ago when he was having a spot of erection trouble. The idea was that he would use it to satisfy me when he couldn't get it up, but his problem seemed to solve itself and we only used it a few times. It's good though!" 
 
    "Oh my God, It's big, isn't it?" 
 
    "But not too big. I've had it inside me and it fits beautifully. It had to be fairly large, 'cos his cock was supposed to go inside it and he's quite a big fella!" 
 
    Gina looked down at Emily, who was looking excited but worried. "Well, are you game?" 
 
    Emily hesitated. "On two conditions." 
 
    "And they are?" 
 
    "That you promise to go very, very carefully, and that I can use it on you another time." 
 
    "The first one goes without saying, and... come to think of it, so does the second." 
 
    Emily lat back on the bed and opened her legs, her pussy glistening wet and ready. "Will you talk dirty while you fuck me!" She asked. 
 
    "You mean you want me to tell you that I'm gong to push this big cock right up your cunt and fuck you till you cum?" Gina clambered onto the bed and settled between Emily's legs, the tip of the dildo resting just at the entrance to Emily's pussy. 
 
    "Yes, talk like that, and now fuck me." Emily was gasping with sudden arousal. She had no idea why she suddenly needed Gina to talk that way, but it was turning her on greatly. 
 
    "Ok, is your cunt ready?" Emily nodded in answer and closed her eyes, waiting for the penetration. 
 
    Feeling down Gina guided the first inch or so of the strap-on into Emily with her hand, and then pushed steadily and slowly with her hips. The 'cock' disappeared into Emily's body and the girl groaned as it slid home. 
 
    "Now I'm going to fuck you, I'm going to push this thing in and out of your hole until you either cum or burst." Gina began thrusting, the unfamiliar and unnatural movements coming surprisingly easy. Emily's arms and legs wrapped themselves tightly around Gina as she gave herself entirely to be fucked. Slowly Gina picked up speed, taking it a bit at a time until finally she was hammering at Emily just as hard as she could. 
 
    Although the dildo was not entering Gina at all, the erotic knowledge of what she was doing to Emily combined with the rhythmic pressure of the strap-on base against her pubic bone was beginning to have an effect. It was making her as horny as sin. 
 
    "I like fucking you. Do you like being fucked by me? Do you like my cock buried inside you, ramming in and out of your cunt?" Strange words to issue from a woman's mouth, but somehow neither thought them out of place. 
 
    Emily's nails began to bite into Gina's back and her heels beat a tattoo against her pounding buttocks. Emily was being fucked for the first time and loving it. She knew now that she could have sex, she could take a cock, she could be fucked without the pain she dreaded. The fact that the cock was strapped to a woman made no difference to her at all, as far as Emily was concerned she was being fucked by someone who cared, someone intent on her pleasure. The experience was mind-blowing and her orgasm was coming closer. 
 
    Gina recognized the signs of Emily's arousal, for they mirrored her own, and put her mouth against Emily's ear. 
 
    "You're going to cum soon, aren't you?" She felt Emily nod. "You're going to cum with my hard cock inside you, aren't you?" Another nod. "You're going to scream with pleasure, and beg me to fuck you again, aren't you?" 
 
    This time the answer was a panting "Yes!" 
 
    "Tell me!" 
 
    "I'm going to beg you to do it to me again, and again." Emily was on the verge and the words came out stilted and tight. 
 
    "Tell me you how want me to fuck your cunt!" Gina was pushing Emily's limits, but this time Emily responded. 
 
    "I'm going to want you to slam it into me." Emily's liking for dirty talk was realised at last and her inhibitions vanished. "Shove it right up my cunt, fuck my cunt hard, make me cum hard, and make me get wet and ....!" Emily couldn't finish for at that moment a gigantic orgasm ripped through her ands her words were reduced to a single long incoherent screech. 
 
    That did it for Gina, she too fell over the cliff, her own orgasm erupting inside her and forcing her mouth to let loose a wail of pleasure. Then, much as she tried to maintain her rhythm, she found her muscles out of control and she was just trying to force the dildo deeper and deeper into Emily's pussy, with no withdrawal between plunges. In the end Gina's climax died away and she collapsed on top of Emily, understanding now why men cannot 'keep the beat' right to the end. 
 
    Both women lay in a panting heap for a little while, until Gina began to lift her weight from Emily, pulling the dildo from her pussy at the same time. 
 
    "Oh, no. Put it back, please darling. It feels so good." 
 
    Gina smiled to herself, recalling using much the same words to Maurice on similar occasions. She shook her head sadly and rolled onto her back, her leg muscles trembling from their exertions and simply unable to support her body. The dildo, not subject to the same natural laws, pointed defiantly skywards. 
 
    Emily rolled on her side to face Gina, propping her head on her hand. "Why did I wait till now?" 
 
    Gina looked at her questioningly. 
 
    "Why did I wait to be fucked? I never thought it could be so good to have something going in and out like that. Is it as good with a man's cock?" 
 
    "Now that's something you must decide for yourself." Gina felt slightly jealous, torn between the possibility of losing her lover and misinforming her. But remember, a dildo can't cum inside you and it's beautiful to feel a man shoot his load up you." 
 
    "I'm going to have to find that out, aren't I?" Gina didn't reply, so Emily continued. "But right now I want that thing back inside me." 
 
    "Darling, I'm knackered." Gina was still recovering from the first time. 
 
    "That's ok, I'm not." Emily got to her knees, straddled Gina, and started to lower herself onto the dildo, holding it steady with her hand. 
 
    "Take it easy on a poor old woman." Gina watched Emily take up the 'girl on top' position above her quite naturally and marvelled at how unselfconscious this young black girl had become. 
 
    Emily settled down onto the dildo, accommodating its solid length with just a little wriggle of her bottom to get comfortable. "Tell me what we're going to do when we go out." 
 
    "Go out?" Gina adjusted her own position to take Emily's weight more easily before asking. "Go out where?" 
 
    "You know, down the riverbank." 
 
    "Oohh! Sorry, I didn't know what you meant for a moment." Gina closed her eyes at the pleasant sensation of sitting on her, locked in place by a plastic cock. Then. "Well, we're going to put on a show, aren't we?" 
 
    "Tell me how it will happen." Emily was sliding very slowly and sensuously up and down the dildo. 
 
    Gina could feel Emily getting horny at the thought and that was in itself turning her on. "We're going to lie on the bank so that people passing can see up our skirts and see us play with ourselves, and maybe even with each other. And we're going to let anybody who wants to watch get a really good view." 
 
    "A really good view of what?" 
 
    "Of everything we've got and everything we do." 
 
    "Tell me properly, I want to hear you say sexy things and use naughty words." 
 
    Now Gina understood. Emily knew exactly what they were planning; she just wanted to talk dirty. "We're going to let strangers look at our cunts. We're going to stick our fingers up ourselves while people watch." 
 
    "Yes! And what else?" 
 
    "We'll spread our cunt lips so that anyone can see our clits. Then we'll rub our clits until we cum. All the time letting strangers see us." 
 
    "Oh Yes! And do think they would want to see our tits?" 
 
    "They might do, so we'll let them, shall we?" 
 
    "Yes! We'll show them our tits and show them our cunts." Emily breathing was getting heavy. 
 
    Gina lay under Emily looking up at her heavy brown breasts bouncing as Emily impaled herself on the strap on. She found the beautiful globes impossible to resist and reached up to fondle them, pinching Emily's dark nipples between finger and thumb. For a moment or two Emily closed her eyes and allowed Gina to touch her, but then she grasped Gina's wrists and forced her hands away. 
 
    "No. You have to be like the people on the river side. You can look, but you can't touch!" Emily was surprisingly strong and she pushed Gina's arms back, still holding her wrists, so that they were flat on the bed above her head and Emily was leaning over Gina's face with her breasts swinging just out of reach as Emily continued to ride the strap-on. 
 
    Emily looked down at Gina, lust strong in her eyes. "Do you want to touch me when we display? 
 
    Before Gina could answer Emily continued. "I think we should finger our cunts then suck each others fingers. Perhaps I'll even go down on you and lick your cunt out while people watch!" 
 
    Emily was lost in a haze of lust, her voice just a series of gasps as she imagined her exhibitionist fantasies coming true. Gina was not far behind her, her own liking for sex talk being fanned by Emily's words. 
 
    "I'd like you to do that. And will you finger my arse as well?" Gina joined in again with a completely new suggestion. 
 
    Emily didn't seem fazed by Gina's request. "I'll stick my fingers wherever you want me to, my darling. As long as you do the same to me." 
 
    Emily was riding the strap-on hard now, still pinning Gina's wrists to the bed and still letting her breasts swing just above her lips. "Will you do anything I want you to?" 
 
    Gina could only gasp. "Yes, anything, just ask me." 
 
    "I will, I'll want you to put your fingers up me when somebody's there, so they can see your white fingers going in and out of my black cunt." Emily's remark surprised Gina for a minute, until she realised that Emily had mentioned race because the contrast between the two skin colours would enhance any spectator's view. Although they were both aware of it, their racial difference had never been an issue, and each saw the other simply as an attractive woman. 
 
    "And the other way around." Gina pointed out, wanting to get her share of the proposed fun. 
 
    "Yes, don't worry, I'll finger you as well." Emily lowered her breasts so that her nipple just brushed Gina's lips. Emily smiled wickedly and Gina realised just how much her former protégé had assumed control. The black girl was naturally dominant, she realised, it had been her upbringing that had kept the inclination suppressed. Having got over her fear of penetration Emily had blossomed into a very sexual being. 
 
    Emily was now sliding forward and back instead of up and down, using the movement to tease Gina's lips by dragging her nipple over them, lifting a little if Gina tried to kiss or suck her. She was feeling indescribably horny and incredibly liberated, as well as deliciously wicked. Teasing Gina was just a symptom of her new found freedom, until she eventually gave in and let her nipple be caught between Gina's teeth. 
 
    Gina promptly got her own back for Emily's earlier play bite by biting back. Emily didn't care. It hurt alright, but it was nice as well, and she was open to anything. She had spent most of the past three years believing herself a sexual cripple, unable, mentally or physically, to cope with penetration and assuming she would only subject herself to sex if her eventual husband required offspring. Now she knew that not only could she 'do' sex, but she loved it and felt absolutely at ease with it. If it felt good, she would do it, what anybody else thought was their problem. She pushed herself hard onto the strap-on as she approached her climax, grinding herself against Gina's pubes as she did so and loving every liberated moment of it. 
 
    With her arms still held back and only her mouth able to make any contribution to the action, Gina was almost a spectator. But right now that was pretty much what she wanted to be. In the short time they had known each other she had never seen Emily so aroused, and it was magical to know she had been party to her transformation. She could feel the slipperiness of the girl's wetness on her pubes, the wetness juices having run from her pussy to flow over the base of the strap-on and onto her own skin. She took Emily's nipple between her teeth, gripping hard and holding it still, so that the girls own back and forth movements stretched and pulled at it. Emily was whimpering with painful happiness as her orgasm loomed. 
 
    When Emily did cum she pushed back on the dildo so hard that Gina's pubes were bruised. It was a shattering climax, rolling from deep within her to engulf her entire being. She called out; unintelligible noises that she thought were words, pressing herself against Gina, trying to mould her own body with that of her partner, skin on skin. Then, as more waves of pleasure swept through her, she pulled herself upright, dragging her nipple from Gina's jaws, hurting herself deliberately on Gina's sharp teeth. Through all of it she held Gina pinned firmly to the bed, taking her pleasure with or without her partner's assistance or even her consent. 
 
    Afterwards they rolled apart, this time it was Emily panting and gasping and with shaky limbs, and for a little while the lay silent, until Emily looked at Gina with a worried frown on her face. 
 
    "Please say you haven't fallen out with me." She said, her new found confidence temporarily absent. 
 
    "You must be joking!" Gina looked at her incredulously. "After today I think I could love you!" 
 
    "But I've taken so much pleasure and given none back. I am sorry and I will make it up to you." 
 
    "You don't need to be sorry, it gave me pleasure to see you enjoying everything, and you don't need to make anything up to me - though if you want to try things the other want around sometime I won't refuse!" 
 
    "Are you sure?" 
 
   

 

 "Oh yes. On both counts." 
 
    "Good." Once again Emily demonstrated her ability to digest comments and then accept them and move on. 
 
    "Do you really want me to finger your arse?" 
 
    Gina had almost forgotten her unusual request, but obviously Emily hadn't. "Yes, but only if you want to." 
 
    "I do, it sounds good. Now, when do you think we can make a trip to the river?" 
 
    Emily knocked lightly on the door of Gina's chalet and waited. She had called 'on spec' after seeing Maurice, Gina's husband, go to work, hoping to catch Gina at home and feeling as randy as she did. Gina was a woman sixteen years older than Emily, a tall blonde with legs to die for and skin like velvet. Emily was black, twenty years old, several inches shorter than Gina, fuller figured, and very inexperienced. Somehow the pair had overcome their differences of age, race and culture and become firm friends and lesbian lovers, the friendship as important as the sex. 
 
    After a minute or so, puzzled that her knock had been ignored, Emily turned the handle experimentally and, finding it unlocked, pushed the door open a little way and peered in. 
 
    "Anybody home?" Her cheery Jamaican voice had a nervous note behind its usual happy tone. 
 
    "Sorry sweetheart, come in, I'm in the bedroom." Gina's voice sounded quieter than usual. 
 
    At least she's in the bedroom, and that's promising, thought Emily, slipping through the door and closing it behind her. She padded along the corridor and into the bedroom, where Gina lay on the bed in jeans and a sweatshirt. 
 
    "You're early. I wasn't expecting to see you till this afternoon. I thought you were working this morning." Gina's smile of welcome was not very enthusiastic and alarm bells began to ring in Emily's head. 
 
    "Sue asked me to swap shifts with her, so I'm free today." Emily paused. "And I thought maybe you were, and might like a little company?" She paused again to let the real meaning of 'company' to register, and when it clearly didn't. "But you look a bit stressed, shall I come back?" 
 
    "No, please stay. I need to talk to you anyway." Gina looked like the bearer of bad tidings. 
 
    "That bad, huh?" Emily's heart began to pound. 
 
    "No, no, nothing horrendous. But we do have a problem. I'll explain, but give me a hug first." Gina held her arms out to Emily, who lay down beside her friend and hugged her, the white woman and black girl in a close embrace. 
 
    "Do you remember last night?" Began Gina. "When I was making love to you with that dildo?" 
 
    Emily nodded, smiling. It was not something that she was ever likely to forget. 
 
    "And do you remember we'd said we hope somebody looks in?" 
 
    "Yes." Being watched was a turn on for both women. Their mutual liking for exhibitionism was what had brought them together in the first place. 
 
    "Well, somebody did!" Gina stopped, took a breath and then carried on. "And it was Maurice!" 
 
    Emily felt herself go cold. Oh No! Now what? What would her husband do now that he knew of their relationship? 
 
    "Oh my God, how do you know?" 
 
    "He told me just before he went to work a little while ago. Apparently he finished early and looked in hoping to surprise me, and saw me doing it to you. He said he stood and watched until you came, then he went to the bar until his normal finishing time." Gina hesitated. "He also said it turned him on like mad - and I believe that because he fucked me really hard when he got home last night." 
 
    "So what happens now? Is it going to cause your marriage problems? Does it mean we can't meet?" 
 
    The questions tumbled from Emily's lips as she tried to come to terms with the news. Her mind was in turmoil. Part of her was thrilled to have been seen in a sexual context, but mostly she was worried for her friend and for their newfound relationship. 
 
    "It won't cause any problems between me and Maurice. He's given me an ultimatum, but he doesn't mean it. And even if he did it's one that we could go along with anyway, if we had to." 
 
    "What sort of ultimatum?" 
 
    "Silly as it may seem, he wants to watch us again, but in the same room. And he says that if I can't persuade you to go along with it he'll stop me from seeing you, and if I don't, he'll leave me." 
 
    "But... I don't understand. We want to be watched." Emily began to stroke Gina's upper arm, trying to convey that it was no difficulty for her. 
 
    "I know. That's what I mean; it's something we could easily do. He knows I don't mind him watching me, but he doesn't know that you fancy being watched as well. And in any case, he's only trying to get a ringside seat for a bit of lesbian action, as he sees it. He won't leave me, I know that." 
 
    "As long as you're certain of that where's the problem?" Emily was puzzled at Gina's reluctance. 
 
    "Well, I don't want you to be forced into anything for my sake, even if you think you want it. And then.... " Gina paused. "Well, he wants to wank while we play!" 
 
    "Ok, so I get to see a man wank, big deal." 
 
    "No, you don't understand, he wants to shoot his load over us while we make love." 
 
    Emily stopped stroking Gina's arm, suddenly deep in thought. "Oh!" Then she looked at Gina. 
 
    "Ok. Yes, ok, I can handle that, but on one condition. You must get him to promise, absolutely promise, not to shoot anywhere near my pussy. I don't want to get pregnant." 
 
    "That can't happen. He's had the snip, so he can't make any woman pregnant." 
 
    Emily looked for clarification. "Had the snip?" 
 
    "He had a vasectomy about six years ago." Gina explained the 'snip'. 
 
    "Then that's ok. Yes, let's do it!" Emily's face wore her big smile again. 
 
    "What happens if he gets carried away and wants to join in?" Gina put up an obvious possibility. 
 
    "We'd have to tackle that if it happened. But he can't do anything like that without jeopardising what he thinks is his hold over you, can he? Because if he touches me, he's cheating on you!" 
 
    "True!" Gina looked thoughtful but relieved. 
 
    "But I definitely want us to do it, just for the fun of it." 
 
    "Then can you come back tonight? After he gets home at nine-ish?" Now Gina was smiling as well. 
 
    "Certainly can. What does he want to see?" 
 
    "Everything, absolutely everything! He wants to see us both naked. He wants to watch us masturbate, and then watch us do everything we do with each other. Are you sure you can cope with that?" 
 
    "Absolutely. And I'll pretend to be ever so nervous and shy when we start, as if you had to really talk me into it." 
 
    "Thank you darling, I'm so sorry this has happened." Gina reached over and stroked Emily's cheek. 
 
    "No problem. Let's give him a show to remember!" 
 
    *********************************** 
 
    Emily watched that evening for Maurice returning home, slipping from her chalet and walking across about fifteen minutes later. It was nine-o-clock almost to the minute. 
 
    When she reached Gina's door she paused, not from nerves, but because she needed to control her excited breathing. She had thought about tonight all afternoon, getting hornier and hornier and her fantasies getting wilder and wilder. Eventually she had gone into her own bedroom and brought herself off, just to take the edge off her desires. 
 
    Now, with everything under control she tapped on the door. Gina answered within seconds, as if she had been waiting for the knock. 
 
    "Hello sweetheart, thank you for coming. I hope you won't regret it!" Gina spoke very quietly, almost a whisper. 
 
    "Don't you dare say it's off? I'm so hot just thinking about it that I could do just about anything with anybody, so please let's do it." Emily's voice was also kept low. 
 
    "No, it's not off. It's just Maurice wanting to do everything his way." 
 
    Emily raised a questioning eyebrow. 
 
    "Come on, lets go in, and I'll introduce you to 'his lordship'." The sarcasm was heavy in Gina's words, as she turned and led Emily into the lounge. 
 
    Maurice turned out to be better looking than Emily had thought from long range. He was about Gina's age, stood a slender 6ft tall, had dark wavy hair, clear blue eyes, and a square jaw on a determined looking face. His only disagreeable feature was his heavy caterpillar eyebrows that made his stare into a glower. 
 
    "You must be the slut I saw with a dildo up her cunt last night!" The crude greeting shook Emily, who blushed and stared at the carpet, her intention to feign nervousness now made unnecessary by his aggressive tone. 
 
    "Mo, that's not fair. Don't be so nasty." Gina came to Emily's aid. 
 
    "I should know you'd back your lesbian lover. Now, let me tell you both this. If you want to see each other again, you'd better make it good tonight." 
 
    "Oh, shut up Mo. You know damn well you don't mean half of what you say!" 
 
    Emily was trembling, listening to the exchange between husband and wife and knowing she was the cause made her anxious for Gina's sake. 
 
    Maurice noticeably failed to contradict Gina's assertion. "Go into the bedroom, you two, and take your clothes off. I'll be there in a minute." 
 
    Gina looked at Emily and winked. "It'll be alright." She stage whispered. "He's just trying to show who he thinks is boss." She took Emily's hand and led her into the bedroom. 
 
    "Are you alright?" Gina looked anxiously at Emily. "Do you still want to do this?" She tossed her head towards the door, "Don't worry about him, he's all mouth." 
 
    Emily squared her mental shoulders; she was not going to be browbeaten out of her bond with Gina. And, anyway, the touch of Gina's hand on hers had rekindled the flames that Maurice's crudity had temporarily dowsed. "Oh, yes! More than ever now!" 
 
    "Good girl, so do I!" They kissed briefly then undressed quickly and lay on the bed side by side, legs together and arms ramrod straight by their sides as if in imitation of toy soldiers. They grinned at each other in anticipation of Maurice's reaction to their pose, and waited his grand entrance. 
 
    Maurice entered as they had expected, throwing open the door to reveal himself totally naked and erect, pausing in the doorway for effect. When he received none he came into the bedroom, placed Gina's 'toy box' and the strap-on dildo on the bedside table, and went to sit in the chair opposite, his cock bouncing as he strode around the bedroom. 
 
    It must be said that Emily was impressed with its size. Having never seen an erect male cock before and having already been told by Gina that he was quite well endowed, she was interested to see what he possessed. It would, she thought to herself lewdly 'make quite a cunt full'. 
 
    The lack of clothes had brought them all to the same level and Maurice had lost much of his bluster, though he still wanted to be in command, and his tone was much more conciliatory as he asked. "How did this thing between you two start?" 
 
    It was Gina who responded. "I was frigging myself off in the lounge, but I'd not drawn the curtains and Emily saw me from her chalet." She looked at her husband who waited for her to continue. "Then we met and talked about it, and eventually we started to watch each other. That led to other things and we got together properly!" 
 
    He looked at Emily. "Is that right?" Emily nodded, genuinely feeling shy. 
 
    He turned back to Gina. "Then you'd better start tonight. Show us what your little friend saw." 
 
    Slowly Gina spread her legs to her husbands gaze, feeling unnaturally reticent with Emily present, then reached down with her hand and began to gently stroke her pussy. Emily felt the soft rhythmical movements through the bed, and her own pussy began to moisten once more. 
 
    Maurice sat with his eyes fixed on his wife's fingers, his own hand migrating unbidden to his cock where he began to slowly stroke the shaft, the action intended more to reinforce his arousal with the pleasant sensation than to cause him to cum. 
 
    Gina's breathing began to deepen slightly and her free hand found Emily's, gripping the fingers and squeezing slightly, seeking contact as excitement took hold. Emily squeezed back gently, hiding the touch behind Gina's raised thigh, not wanting Maurice to see their subtle intimacy. Gina moaned quietly and rubbed her clitoris, taking pleasure from Emily's presence as much as Maurice's inspection. 
 
    "Is that what you saw?" Maurice's question was aimed at Emily. She nodded, averting her eyes. 
 
    "And did it turn you on?" Emily nodded again. 
 
    "And is it turning you on now?" His voice was slightly breathless as he asked intentionally personal questions. Emily turned her face away, but nodded again, her shyness part real, part exaggeration. 
 
    "Answer me!" 
 
    "Yes!" Emily turned to look directly and defiantly at Maurice as he pressed for a verbal response. 
 
    "Show me. Show me what you showed Gina." 
 
    Emily heart was pounding with excitement, now the moment had come when she could show off to a man and she was achingly ready for it, her excitement made all the more intense by Maurice's mistaken thought that he was making her do it against her will. Deliberately and slowly she parted her legs, making him wait to see her wet pussy, watching him as he instinctively leaned forward a little in his seat to gain a better view. 'Yes' she thought 'you think you're in control, but actually I am'. Now, with her legs wide she hooked her thigh over Gina's to open them even further and used her fingers to part her labia and display her clitoris and vagina to Maurice's hungry eyes. 
 
    "Now wank yourself off!" He commanded her, again ordering her to do exactly what she wanted to do anyway. 
 
    Feigning reluctance Emily placed two fingers against the tip of her clit and remained motionless, fighting her instincts in order to bring a response from Maurice. 
 
    "Go on, do it, make yourself cum!" He repeated his instruction, his own hand speeding up its effort on his shaft. "You as well Gina, I want you both to cum together." 
 
    The two women now lay side by side, their nearest hands with fingers interlaced, their legs interlocked, and their other hands working steadily on their clits. For Maurice the vision was a dream come true and he began to wank in earnest, darting glances at the women's faces to make sure they were watching him wank but otherwise scrutinising the two pussies displayed before him. 
 
    It was Emily who came first, thwarting Maurice's wish for a simultaneous orgasm. She was unable to control her excitement at the situation and she was soon gripping Gina's hand tight while her hips danced upon the bed and her fingers flew across her clit, pressing hard against it to maximise her orgasm. She screwed up her face as her powerful first climax struck, her keening wail forced from between clenched teeth by the strength of her pleasure. 
 
    When her orgasm was over and she had flopped back upon the bed, gasping and panting, Emily looked at Maurice. He looked back at her and, to her great surprise, he shifted his grip on his cock to give her a better view and cupped his balls to her with his other hand. Emily watched his hand sliding up and down the length of his cock and wondered what it would be like if it were her hand, or perhaps her pussy, travelling along his shaft, or maybe even her mouth. But whichever she used, Emily had a distinct and powerful urge to feel Maurice's cock in contact with her somewhere. 
 
    Surprised at her own thoughts and by the fact that she still felt as horny as hell, Emily turned her head away to break the spell and to watch Gina, who was grunting and twisting under the influence of her own impending orgasm. Though she left her legs still wide open and her pussy on show to Maurice, it was watching her friend and lover playing with herself that once again gave her the biggest thrill. 
 
    "Fuck her!" Maurice's order cut through Emily's thoughts and her head jerked around towards him. "Put that strap-on on and fuck my wife, just like you did last night." 
 
    Emily was about to point out that she hadn't fucked Gina that night or any other, but a sudden jolt of excitement at the prospect of doing what he would usually do made her change her mind. Instead she looked at Gina for permission. 
 
    Gina stopped her own play and nodded enthusiastically. "Yes please darling!" 
 
    It took Gina's help to get the strap-on fastened around her, but finally it was done and she looked down to see a large erect cock, incongruously white, sprouting from her pubic bone. Maurice watched proceedings with a lascivious grin on his face, eager to see his wife impaled on the false phallus. 
 
    Gina lay back and spread her legs to Emily, helping her clamber over her and settle herself between the opened thighs. Then she reached around her bottom and guided the tip of the dildo to her pussy. 
 
    "Now, darling, now, fuck me. Push it right into my cunt. Make me squirm!" Gina knew that they all liked sexy talk and it seemed to her that the circumstances demanded more of it, even though she felt strangely reticent with both Emily and Maurice present. 
 
    Emily pushed tentatively, unsure where the dildo was headed, but as it sank with only a little resistance and Gina sighed happily, she knew she was doing it right and pushed a little more firmly. 
 
    "Oh my God, that's so fucking good. Now hold it right inside my cunt, just stay still for a minute. Let me get used to it." 
 
    Gina didn't need to get used to it, she was hot and wet enough for it to slide in and out totally unimpeded, but she wanted time to appreciate the feel of Emily's body lying on hers. She could feel Emily's erect nipples pressing into her breasts and the firmness of the girls rounded thighs pushing her own legs apart. She wrapped her arms around Emily's back and kissed her full on the mouth, knowing full well that Maurice was watching them enjoy their lesbian kiss. She pressed her tongue between Emily's lips and deep into her mouth, feeling the wet warmth of Emily's own tongue against hers, the two snaking and sliding around each other, tasting and licking tongue on tongue. Then she heard Maurice start to grunt behind them and knew that he would not be long before he came. 
 
    "Fuck me now darling; fuck me hard, as hard as you can. Fill my cunt." 
 
    Emily began to thrust, adjusting her position a little to give herself better purchase before pushing herself at Gina with all her strength, knowing without being told that the cock was being pushed deep into Gina's pussy and that the base would be pressing against Gina's clit, just as it was against hers when the roles had been reversed. Steadily she picked up her pace, increasing the speed of her thrusts without letting up on the power until she could feel the base of the strap-on banging hard against Gina's body, the shocks transmitting themselves through her own pubes to stimulate her clit. Gina's nails were digging into Emily's shoulders as she became hotter and hotter from the pounding of the dildo, and she was breathing heavily into Emily's ear, occasional words and phrases mixed with her breaths. 
 
    "Yes, harder" then, "Push it up me, right up!" and "Fuck my cunt, Em." 
 
    Behind them they could hear Maurice grunting louder and the noises of a hand slapping up and down a cock, closing in on a climax. Then they heard the sound of him pushing himself out of the chair, still wanking and still breathing in grunts and gasps. They heard him approach the bed and both of them knew instinctively what he was going to do. They held each other and continued to kiss and fuck as Gina's husband prepared to shoot his spunk all over the two of them. The whole scenario was highly stimulating and both women could feel their pussies reacting to the prospect. 
 
    Then there was a deep groan from just behind them and Emily felt hot splashes of cum rain down across her bottom and into her crack. This was another new experience to add to her collection this week, and one of the most intensely sexually stimulating yet. There was no way she could have felt Maurice's cum landing on her body without reacting, and the sensation made her slam herself against Gina, pushing madly into her cunt as the gouts of Maurice's spunk splattered across her behind. Gina climaxed from this assault, digging her nails into Emily's shoulders and biting on her neck from the intensity of it, her body tensed and rigid with pleasure. 
 
    To Emily, the pain of Gina's nails simply gave her surrogate pleasure and the bite on her neck she would wear proudly until it faded. Meanwhile she hung on to Gina as the woman bucked and pushed beneath her in an attempt to take the dildo deeper, all the while feeling trickles of Maurice's cum running down her crack, guided by the leather strap of the dildo to run right over the puckered opening of her anus. The combination of all these sensations was so intensely erotic that a second orgasm erupted within her belly almost without warning. 
 
    Now both she and Gina were pushing themselves together, skin pressed on skin, breast against breast, and belly against belly, the dildo full depth inside Gina as both women forced themselves hard against each other in the throes of their orgasms. Both were now clutching at their partner, holding on tightly, moaning and whimpering into each others ears, hands gripping flesh and legs entwined. 
 
    Meanwhile Maurice too was experiencing a highly erotic moment, but for him it was simply the sight of ribbons of his milky cum running over the dark brown skin of Emily's behind. It was, he told Gina later, the most gorgeous sight he had ever seen, and especially when Emily came for a second time and her normally softer contours took on the firmness of her muscles tightening under the force of her orgasm. 
 
    Maurice was supporting himself with one hand resting on the bed, bending over the two women and milking the last few drops from his penis with his free hand. He watched them fall on Emily's back and wished suddenly that they were instead being pumped up inside her. Though sexually used up, at least for the moment, he was abruptly aware that he wanted Emily, the first black girl he had ever fancied. What, he thought, would Gina say if he told her he would like to fuck her young lesbian lover. But then, what could she say? She was fucking Emily herself! 
 
    Orgasms over, the two women were now lying in each others arms, with the strap-on resting quietly in Gina's vagina, both trying to control laboured breathing and shaky limbs. 
 
    "Thanks Em, that was so good." Gina whispered in Emily's ear. "Did Maurice cum on you?" 
 
    "Yes." Emily whispered back. "It's still running down my bum crack! It felt ever so nice, though." 
 
    "What are you two whispering about?" Maurice wanted to know. 
 
    "You, you randy sod, fancy cumming all over Em's arse." Gina answered him. 
 
    "Mmm, nice though." Maurice was unrepentant, and as if to emphasise the point he leaned over and began to massage Emily's cum covered buttocks, gently rubbing his fluids into her skin. 
 
    "Oohh!" Emily gasped with surprise, but soon found the feeling erotic and stimulating. "That's nice." 
 
    "What's he doing?" Gina couldn't see from below, but Emily described it and Gina smiled with understanding, much to Emily's surprise. 
 
    "He wants to fuck you, Em!" Emily looked shocked at Gina's whispered explanation but made no comment. 
 
    Right at that point Gina felt the shaft of the dildo move slightly within her, even though Emily was motionless, and realised that it had slumped, no longer firmly attached to her partner. Her exploring hand soon discovered that Maurice had come up against the straps as his massage extended further across Emily's bottom and he had unfastened them to give himself room to explore. Gina reached between her legs and withdrew the dildo from her pussy as Emily lifted herself slightly to allow her to disentangle it and lay it to one side. 
 
    Gina was still held motionless by Emily's weight, even though she was not now pinned by the dildo, and she was still annoyingly unable to watch her husband paying attention to Emily. She could feel her young lover's body moving slightly under Maurice's hands, and she could see the pleasure on Emily's face, but that was all. She wanted to see what was happening and absolutely wanted to watch if Maurice did ever fuck Emily, a prospect that she found strangely arousing. With a little reluctant help Gina scrambled out from under Emily to let the black girl lie flat on the bed face down while Maurice massaged her behind. Emily frowned a little as Gina moved away to sit in the chair recently vacated by Maurice, but made no real attempt to stop her sliding from underneath, she was enjoying Maurice's hands too much. 
 
    Emily was lying flat on her stomach with her legs apart and her head resting on folded arms, the backs of her upper thighs and her bottom shiny with the cum that Maurice was working into her skin. Just as Gina looked Maurice was cupping one of Emily's buttocks in his palm while his fingers worked their way into her crack, sliding up and down on his slipperiness and clearly getting closer and closer to her anus. Emily subconsciously opened her legs a little further, allowing him better access to her. 
 
    Gina smiled to herself. She could see from the tableau before her that Maurice was intent on going as far as Emily would allow, and that Emily was likely to allow quite a lot. And somehow she knew she wouldn't feel that either of them was cheating on her if they went all the way and had intercourse. In fact, she had already decided, she wanted them to and she wanted to watch. That had been the reason for her settling in this chair, a seat that she knew gave a perfect view of the two people on the bed. 
 
    Maurice's fingers stopped sliding up and down Emily's crack and started to make wiggling motions. Emily groaned with sudden pleasure and Gina knew that he had reached his target and was trying to insert a finger into her anus. He was, she knew, an 'arse man' and Emily possessed a beauty. 
 
    "All right?" Maurice's soft question was addressed to Emily. It was as if he had forgotten Gina's presence. 
 
    "Yes." Emily's reply was simple. She knew that she was both concurring with his present action and giving permission for more. 
 
    Only a couple of weeks before and Emily would have been outraged at the very thought of such an intrusion, but she had rapidly learned that there was far more to sex than just reproduction. Now she had adopted a policy of 'if it feels good, do it', and this felt good. 
 
    Maurice pushed a little harder with his finger and Gina saw it suddenly disappear further into Emily as he overcame her sphincter and invaded her rectum. Emily groaned again and raised her bottom from the bed to let him further in. Maurice's cock was twitching back to life as his invasion of Emily stimulated him. It was a very sexy scene and Gina felt herself getting horny again. 
 
    Maurice had abandoned any pretence of massage and was straightforwardly thrusting his finger in and out of Emily's arse, being rewarded by pleasure noises of increasing loudness from Emily. 
 
    "Oh my God, this is so nice." Emily was looking back over her shoulder, trying to talk to both Gina and Maurice. "I know it's naughty, but I love it!" 
 
    "Go on to your hands and knees, sweetheart." Gina gave Emily much needed advice, her present part-raised position was obviously difficult to maintain. 
 
    Emily did as Gina suggested, dislodging Maurice's finger in the process, but intentionally turning slightly towards Maurice so that Gina might get a perfect three quarter view of her behind as well as giving Maurice easier admission. Her crack was still glistening and slippery with a mixture of her own pussy juice and the remains of Maurice's cum, and his finger slid back into her anus with little resistance. 
 
    "Let Gina watch." Emily instructed Maurice. "Try and make sure she can see me." 
 
    Maurice knew that by 'me' Emily meant her arse and pussy, and he kept his invading finger at such an angle as to ensure Gina's view. Gina smiled to herself as she realised how the 'balance of power' had shifted. It had started with Maurice watching them act under his instruction, but was now the other way about with herself watching Emily and Maurice, with Emily definitely in control. Emily was quite an assertive young lady in her own quiet way. 
 
    With Emily now kneeling, Maurice was able to keep his forefinger deep inside her rectum while at the same time bringing his other fingers into play, and soon he was thrusting three fingers in and out of her two holes, one in her arse accompanied now by two more in her pussy with his remaining little finger sliding up and down the length of her cleft to collide with her clit. Emily could not keep still under this offensive; her body reacted by automatically pushing her back onto his fingers, deepening his incursion and magnifying her pleasure. 
 
    Gina watched spellbound and aroused, pushing her first two fingers into her own pussy in time with Maurice's plunging into Emily, using her thumb to manipulate her clit and listening to the wet sounds from the two sodden pussies. Maurice was now fully erect once more, and Gina was fascinated to see how it bobbed up and down as his arm moved. His long hard shaft reminded her of a one arm bandit and a broad grin spread across her face at the thought. As it happened Maurice chose that moment to look across at her as if to ask a question, but the amused expression on her face changed his mind, giving him a mystified and somewhat petulant frown. 
 
    But Gina had a good idea what he was going to ask. "Yes, if you want to." 
 
    Now he looked puzzled for a different reason. Had she read his mind? He hoped she was answering his unasked question, but he couldn't be sure. He shrugged his shoulders at her in apparent non-comprehension. 
 
    "What you were going to ask, yes, I don't mind." Gina expanded unhelpfully on her answer. 
 
    Maurice raised his questioning eyebrows at Gina and indicating Emily with a movement of his head. He was determined not to misread his wife's intentions. 
 
    "Yes, for Gods sake, yes! Fuck her if you want to!" There could be no mistake now. 
 
    "Are you sure?" 
 
    "Yes! Do it now and do it hard, I want to see her cunt take your cock. Is that clear enough?" 
 
    Emily heard the exchange with both alarm and excitement. It seemed she was about to get fucked by a man at long last, she just hoped it would be worth it. She had fantasised about how a man's cock would feel inside her, and now she would find out. She remembered too that Gina had told her she couldn't get pregnant from Maurice, and she hoped against hope that he would cum deep inside her. She longed to feel a man shoot his load into her. 
 
    But there was just one thing that deeply irritated her. "Shouldn't it be me you ask?" Her voice dripped with angry sarcasm. 
 
    "Yes, sorry." Maurice suddenly realised that Emily was perfectly right and he was embarrassed by his faux pas. His fingers, still moving in and out of her holes until then, were withdrawn in contrition. He was at a loss quite how to continue now. 
 
    "And yes you can." She answered before he could ask. She didn't want him to know just how much she wanted it. 
 
    "Do you mean that?" 
 
    "Oh, for Gods sake, do as your wife told you and fuck me! Yes, I mean it!" Emily was genuinely annoyed, but was trying to vent her irritation without putting him off. 
 
    Maurice was not quite sure how to handle this suddenly feisty young girl, but his face brightened at the prospect and he shuffled himself around so that he was kneeling on the bed directly behind Emily, gazing lustfully at her beautifully rounded black bottom. For a moment he hesitated, still unsure of her permission, then lining himself up on her pussy with his right hand, he gripped her hip with his other hand to hold her still and leaned into her gently. Emily was wet and wide open, and his cock met no resistance, sinking into her to full depth with that first push. It was gorgeously tight and warm, though of course Maurice had no idea it was so tight through inexperience, he naturally assumed she'd had men before. 
 
    To Emily the feel of a real live cock entering her at long last felt mind-blowing, and she let out a long sigh of satisfaction as her purely technical virginity finally disappeared into the past, the sigh also ending Maurice's reservations about fucking her. His cock filled her beautifully, softer and warmer than the dildo, but just as firm and just as satisfying, and there was something else, something about a genuine cock that made the feeling special, though Emily couldn't quite put her finger on it. The nearest she could get was to say that it felt 'alive', as of course it was. She was being fucked properly by a man at long last, and she wanted to enjoy this first experience. 
 
    She looked around at Gina and smiled, as if as a thank you for the use of her husband, and then dropped her head, letting it hang while she knelt for Maurice to fuck her. His hands were already holding her hips and she felt him begin to stir inside her as he started to thrust, the sensation of his cock moving in and out of her body sending little darts of happiness through her. Knowing Gina was watching simply added to her joy. 
 
    Initially his thrusts were slow and cautious, almost as if testing her ability to accommodate him, though in fact he was simply taking pleasure in his first opportunity to fuck a black girl. He stared down at her kneeling before him, her beautiful globular buttocks so smooth and dark, just like fabulous milk chocolate orbs, still showing traces of his earlier ejaculation. Emily was, he thought, truly an attractive girl whose colour simply made her more beautiful. 
 
    Slowly Maurice built up his rhythm, driving into Emily at a measured pace with strong deep thrusts. At first she simply knelt on hands and knees to receive him, but as his thrusts grew stronger Emily went first onto her elbows and then onto folded arms, resting her head on them and leaving her behind raised high into the air. With Emily in this new position Maurice leaned back a little, releasing her hips and using his fingers to part her cheeks and give himself a first class view of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. It was wet with her juices, glistening pale against the darker skin of her pussy and visibly throbbing with his intense arousal. He would not be long before he came for a second time and he increased his speed, still gazing at Emily's cunt. 
 
    With her head resting on her arms Emily was in the best position for deep penetration, though with nothing to compare with, she had no way of knowing this. All she did know was that she was over the moon with pleasure; the feel of Maurice's cock plunging deep into her pussy was bringing her closer to another immense orgasm. It was already gathering deep inside her pelvis and she knew it would not be long before it exploded and sent her into rapture. She gasped and whimpered with every thrust of his cock, unable to prevent herself from vocalising her pleasure. In the background she could hear Gina moaning and, glancing under her body, she caught sight of the other woman's fingers playing with her own pussy as she watched Emily and Maurice. 
 
    Gina was trying hard to concentrate on the erotic scene before her. As her husband pulled back to thrust himself once more deep into Emily she could clearly see his wet cock shining briefly before it disappeared from sight again, and she was trying to capture the sight in her minds eye as fuel for later fantasies. The sound of Emily's pussy squelching with wetness under Maurice's attentions and the sounds of her moans and his panting breaths would stay in her mind to stimulate her fingers many times in the future. It was just so goddamn erotic, especially as she could tell that both of them were close to cumming. 
 
    In the end the magic happened and they both came together, Maurice slamming his cock hard into Emily to let loose jets of hot cum deep inside her just as her own orgasm erupted. She cried out from the intensity of the double pleasure, feeling the gouts of semen splattering inside a cunt already going into orgasmic spasm, while he held her by the hips and rammed himself hard into her to empty his balls as deep inside her as he could. 
 
    When it was over Maurice let his softening cock slip from Emily's pussy, watching as a little trickle of pale cum ran from her dark entrance to drip onto the bed. Not that he cared, he was satiated totally, never for a moment believing that he would end the evening by cumming into the cunt of a twenty year old black girl. 
 
    "Back in a minute." Maurice staggered, really staggered, in the direction of the bathroom, leaving the two women alone in the bedroom. 
 
    "Thank you, darling." Gina looked at Emily uncomprehending. 
 
    "For letting Maurice do it to me." Emily explained happily. 
 
    "That's ok, I thought you might be mad at me for not stopping him, but I so wanted to see you get fucked. And I'm glad you did, 'cos it looked so bloody sexy I'm still hot thinking of it." Gina was still gently playing with her pussy, her hips moving softly from the touch of her fingers on her clit. 
 
    "You're still hot?" Emily seemed surprised. 
 
    Gina gave a wry smile. "Not so you'd notice!" 
 
    Emily swung her legs from the bed and walked over to kneel before Gina. "Let me help." 
 
    Gina took her hand away from her pussy and leaned back in the chair, waiting for Emily's very welcome touch. But that touch, when it came, was not what she expected, for instead of wriggling a finger or two into Gina's cunt, Emily leaned forward and licked it, delving into her tunnel with the tip of her tongue. Now it was Gina's turn to cry out loud, from the shock and from the fantastic sensation of Emily's exploring tongue. 
 
    Emily had never gone down on a woman before, but she thought today had been special in many ways, so why not in that way too? She had wanted to lick and kiss Gina's pussy almost since they had first touched and certainly since Gina had performed oral sex on her, but somehow when the opportunity had arisen she had baulked at the idea, only to regret it later. Now she had plucked up the courage and plunged in. 
 
    The experience was not at all as Emily had imagined. For one thing both the scent and taste of Gina's juices were erotic and arousing, and her pussy was not the soft mushy thing she had expected. She found that, although Gina was so wet that her juices rapidly coated Emily's mouth and nose, her pussy was not runny wet to her tongue and it was in fact a very pleasant place to lick and nuzzle. 
 
    Emily wasn't quite sure what to do, so she started at the top of Gina's slit and ran her tongue down its length, wriggling it from side to side all the way. This provoked a groan of contentment from Gina, so she did it again. Then she did it again, and then she did it some more, each pass being greeted with the same blissful noises. Gina was already on the sexual plateau just below the level of a climax when Emily began to lick her, and she was fast rising to the next level where an orgasm might be soon expected, her increasingly twitchy hips a witness to her mounting arousal. 
 
    Soon it was obvious to Emily that Gina would not be long in cumming if he continued with her long full length strokes, but she wanted to investigate her pussy properly before that happened, so she stopped and began instead to play the tip of her tongue around and just inside the opening to Gina's vagina. For several minutes Emily explored Gina's entrance, running her tongue tip around the rim then probing as deeply as she could, tasting and savouring the juices running from Gina's cunt. Gina moaned quietly, interspersing her noises occasionally with a soft 'yes!' letting Emily know how good it felt. 
 
    Eventually Emily's tongue tired and her neck began to ache, and regretfully she moved her attention to Gina's clitoris, clamping her lips over the top of it and sucking the little nub into her mouth. Then she used her tongue, licking, pressing and flicking at its tip and sending Gina back to the edge of her climax. 
 
    Gina was trying not to vocalise too loudly, trying not to let Maurice know of their activity in his absence or to tell him of the enjoyment she was receiving, but it proved impossible. As Emily's tongue flicked her clit time after time the pressure built within her, forcing sharp gasps from her and making her repeated 'yes!' become louder and louder until, as her orgasm struck, she yelled it at the top of her voice. 
 
    Emily expected Maurice to burst back into the room at the commotion within, but even if he had Emily would have been unable to react. Gina had buried her fingers in Emily's hair and was pulling on it, forcing her mouth hard, painfully hard, onto her cunt, and pushing back with her hips at the same time. Never before had Gina been so heedless of the discomfort she was causing Emily, but Emily didn't mind. To her it was a confirmation of the pleasure she was giving her lover, a 'pass' at her first attempt in the test for oral sexpertise and another sexual barrier she had successfully overcome. 
 
    Eventually Gina's orgasm began to fade and her grip relaxed, allowing Emily to pull her face back from between Gina's legs and to wipe at least some of Gina's juices from her face with the back of her hand. 
 
    "Oh my God, look!" Gina's voice sounded shocked. 
 
    Emily jerked her head around in the direction indicated by Gina, and there, looking in through the bedroom window, was Maurice, silently reliving his 'Peeping Tom' act from the previous night. As soon as he realised he had been spotted, Maurice smiled, winked, and disappeared. 
 
    "I wonder how long he's been there?" Gina wondered out loud. 
 
    "I don't know." Emily answered. "And I don't think I care!" 
 
    "Me neither." Gina decided. 
 
    A moment later Maurice came into the room, dressed only in a pair of jeans and sporting his best lascivious grin. "Thank you, ladies! That was a wonderful way to end the evening. I wondered if you'd get up to anything while I was out of the room, so I thought I'd find out!" 
 
    "You bastard!" The words came from Emily, but were mitigated by her huge smile. "I guess we walked right into that one, didn't we?" 
 
    "You mean you deliberately set us up?" Gina had only just figured out what was happening. 
 
    "You could put it that way, but I think I'd rather call it giving you enough rope!" Maurice was looking smug at having successfully spied on the women, still thinking they didn't like the idea. 
 
    Gina looked at Emily, and Emily looked at Gina, then both erupted into laughter. "I think we'll have to be more careful with the curtains, don't you, Em? You never know who might be watching if we leave them open." 
 
    "Oh, please!" Emily spoke through her laughter. 
 
    Maurice looked puzzled, not understanding a word of their exchange. 
 
    "Can they be curtains of water?" Asked a giggling Gina, alluding to their intended riverbank display. 
 
    Maurice now looked totally bemused, and the two women exploded into laughter once again. He had no idea of their intentions, and they were not about to tell him. 
 
    Emily looked out through the hatch of the burger bar for the umpteenth time, looking up and scanning the sky anxiously for the merest sign of a cloud. But from horizon to horizon the sky was deep bright blue, as it had been all day, so Emily smiled happily and ducked back in, believing again for at least the next ten minutes that the weather was not going to spoil the evening. 
 
    Emily was due to go off shift at 4.pm. and she was clockwatching constantly. She had arranged to meet with Gina, the thirty-six year old blonde woman who had become her friend and lover. A more unlikely couple it would be difficult to find, a tall, slender, worldly-wise, white woman and a short, sexually naïve, twenty year old black girl. But the match worked well and their feelings for each other were genuine, not least because of their shared passion for exhibitionism. 
 
    Gina loved an audience and had inducted a willing Emily into the same way of thinking, watching each other masturbate regularly. They had then let Maurice, Gina's husband, watch them make love together, and even allowed him have sex with Emily in front of his wife. They had, to put it mildly, been lax about keeping their activities private, but now they wanted to expand their audience to deliberately include strangers. 
 
    Emily could hardly believe that less than two weeks ago she had never let anyone so much as touch her, nor had she ever even touched herself. An orgasm was something she had heard about, but in much the same way as she had heard about the Yeti. Others believed they existed, but she never expected to encounter one. Yet today they were going to act on Gina's suggestion, a suggestion that would allow them to be seen by anybody. This was the day that they would lie by the riverside and display themselves to anyone who cared to watch. Emily couldn't wait, she was now a fully paid up member of the 'sexually active club' and wanted the world to know it. 
 
    Eventually the time passed and Emily finished her shift, leaving the burger van behind for another day. The next time she saw it, Emily thought, she would have fulfilled yet another sexual ambition and knowingly performed before strangers. 
 
    Emily was headed home, looking forward to a shower and a change of clothes. The smell of the burger van did tend to linger and she wanted to be daisy fresh for tonight. She also wanted to give herself a shave, the hair on her pussy was beginning to grow back strongly after Gina had first shaved her and this time she wanted to deal with it herself. She had plenty of time, Gina didn't come off shift today until 5.o.clock. and they had not arranged to meet outside the main gate until 6.30. 
 
    As she walked home she thought about what she should be dressed in for the evening. No underwear, of course, but what else should she wear. Eventually she settled on the light, front buttoning summer dress that she had been wearing on the first night she had gone to Gina's chalet. It had served her well that night - she smiled at the memory of nervous fingers tripping over buttons - and no doubt would again. 
 
    Within an hour Emily had showered, shaved - more easily than she expected - dressed, and had her tea. She was now pacing the chalet like a caged tiger, her lack of underwear constantly reminding her of her newly shaved pussy and urging her to play, just to take the edge off her arousal. She sat down, only to feel the seat cool against her pussy lips. She stood up, and a cruel breeze played under her dress, fanning the flames between her legs. But somehow she resisted and at twenty past six she was out of the door and heading for the main gate. 
 
    Incongruously Gina drove a pick-up truck, not a large one but a pick-up nonetheless. It had only two seats, she explained, and that stopped her being able to take passengers other than Maurice (a very handy arrangement on a park where lift scrounging was widespread), but still had useful room in the back. It was also capable of negotiating the kind of dirt-road farm track they were headed for. 
 
    As they pulled out onto the main road Gina turned to Emily. "Are you sure you're up for this?" 
 
    "Am I! I've been wet all day waiting to do it." Emily responded enthusiastically. "I can hardly believe that we're actually going to do it. I didn't know how much of a turn on it could be until you and I did it for each other." 
 
    "You know we could be in for some stick? Not everyone who walks down a river bank will appreciate seeing a naked pussy you know!" 
 
    "I've thought of that, but if what they say is deserved, it doesn't matter. If I get called a slut for doing it, then I probably am one. But that's down to me and I don't care." 
 
    "Sure?" 
 
    "Absolutely!" Emily was nodding vigorously. "It'll be worth it for the buzz of turning on the ones that do appreciate us." 
 
    They drove in silence for a little way. 
 
    "God I'm so fucking horny I could stop here and do it on the main road." Gina was almost wriggling in her seat with anticipation. 
 
    "There's a lay-by up there if you want to pull in? I'm game if you are." Emily was feeling the same. 
 
    "No, let's go where we said," Gina had seriously considered the idea before rejecting it. 
 
    They lapsed back into silence, nervous about what lay ahead but so looking forward to it. Soon they came to the entrance to the farm track and swung in. 
 
    "Nearly there, now's the time to pull out if you aren't up for it!" Gina spoke while pulling on the wheel. 
 
    "If you say that once more everyone would think it's you chickening out." 
 
    "Not a fucking chance." Somehow Emily wasn't convinced. 
 
    After bouncing down the track for a couple of miles Gina parked the truck where the grass verge was widest and switched off the engine. 
 
    "We walk from here. It's only about half a mile." 
 
    "Why don't we go closer in the car?" Asked Emily. 
 
    "Because the track is too narrow further down, the last thing we want is an angry farmer asking us to move the thing and let him through while we're in the middle of things." 
 
    Emily smiled. "Yes, I can see that might interfere with the flow tonight!" Both women laughed. 
 
    The walk to the river would have been pleasant on any similar night. The sun had lost its midday heat, but the air was still warm with just the merest hint of a breeze. There was not a cloud in the sky and the birds were singing. But the two women hardly noticed. They were wrapped up in their own thoughts, both searching their hearts to confirm that they really did have the nerve for what they proposed and each psyching themselves up to do it. They were both very excited, very nervous, but very turned on. 
 
    Gina had chosen the spot well; the bank was flat with short soft turf above a vertical drop of about five feet into the water. It was protected from prying eyes on their side of the river by a belt of scrub and thorn bushes but was in full view of the opposite bank. Not only that, but it afforded a view along the other bank that would give them about a hundred yards warning of everyone who walked along it. 
 
    "Perfect!" Emily exclaimed, looking around at Gina who was suddenly standing motionless looking across the river. 
 
    "Do you know what?" Asked Gina. "I am absolutely petrified." 
 
    "Why? Don't you want to do it?" 
 
    "Yes, I do, I really do, but the other bank seems so close. A lot closer than I remember!" It was about fifteen feet away. 
 
    "All the better to see you with!" Another nursery rhyme parody from Emily. 
 
    "I'm sure I'll be alright when we get going." 
 
    "Then let's get going." Emily was not fazed at all by the comparative nearness of the other side. 
 
    Emily sat on the grass, looking up at a rigid Gina. "Come on darling, sit next to me. It'll be fine, you wait and see." 
 
    Gina sat down, still silent and still obviously overcome with nerves. Emily began to think they would have to call the evening off, but then Gina visibly took control of herself and relaxed a little. 
 
    "Right, I'm ok now, sorry about that, but it'll be ok now, how would you like to do this?" Gina was still fighting her fear, the words tumbling from her as she struggled to overcome it. 
 
    Emily couldn't help but smile to herself. Who would have thought that it would be Gina's bottle that so nearly went? 
 
    "How about if we just sit here and talk, but make sure that our legs are open a bit to the path over there?" Emily indicated the opposite bank. "Then we can play it by ear." 
 
    "Play it by ear in what way?" Gina was back in control - just. 
 
    "Well, if we get someone slag us off, we can just close our legs and pretend innocence, but if the sight is appreciated, we can open wider and make sure they get a good view." 
 
    "That sounds good." 
 
    They settled themselves side by side and about a yard apart, turned towards each other as if deep in conversation with their heads propped on their elbow and one knee raised towards the opposite bank. Each could see along the opposite bank over the other's shoulder. Emily made sure her dress was high enough above the knee for her legs to be on show right to the top, and Gina, who was wearing a light wrap around skirt, let the two sides fall apart over her thighs. Neither of the women was blatantly showing their pussies, but they were pretty sure that a careful look would reveal them. 
 
    "Are you ok now?" Emily asked. 
 
    "Yes, I'm fine, I'm sorry about that. Just stage fright I guess." 
 
    "My heart's banging like a trip hammer!" 
 
    "You're not bottling now, are you?" Gina looked concerned. 
 
    Emily gave a nervous smile. "No, it's just that it's so nerve-racking waiting for someone to look at you, and I feel so bloody randy." 
 
    "Somebody will come along soon." 
 
    "I hope so, or I'm going to put on a first class show for Mr Nobody." Emily was surreptitiously pulling on her nipple with her free hand tucked inside her dress. 
 
    "If it comes to that, forget Mr Nobody, just put on a show for me." 
 
    "I'll do that anyway, anytime you like." 
 
    "There's somebody coming!" Gina was staring over Emily at the path. 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "It's a couple, middle aged, walking the dog." 
 
    Gina rolled more onto her back and raised her leg a little higher. "Tell me if they look, I can't see anymore." Her voice was thick with lust. 
 
    "He's looking at you." Emily was watching the couple entering her field of vision from the corner of her eye. "He's seen your pussy, because his mouth just dropped open." 
 
    Then, from across the river they heard the woman's voice. "Come along Victor, stop staring at that girl. Your eyes are on stalks." 
 
    Her voice was suddenly louder. "Young lady!" She was addressing Gina. "I'm sorry if I embarrass you, but I would straighten my skirt if I were you, you're showing more than you realise." She pulled on her husband's arm without waiting for a reply and they marched off down the bank, their little corgi bounding off in front. 
 
    "Well, that went well!" Emily was giggling. 
 
    "At least one man's happy." Retorted Gina peevishly, rolling back onto her side. "And I don't mind being called a girl or a young lady!" 
 
    "It didn't occur to me that we could hear what they said as well." 
 
    "No, nor me, but it's a bonus." 
 
    They settled down to wait again, showing themselves off to an empty path. 
 
    They didn't have to wait long, within minutes of the previous couple's departure another pair were to be seen approaching, but from the opposite direction. They were a young couple of around Emily's age, presumably a courting couple, judging by the way the man's hand was cupped around his partner's buttock as they strolled along. 
 
    This time it was Emily who could see them first, and therefore she who would be displaying herself. As the couple drew nearer Emily she rolled onto her back, clasping her hands behind her head as if relaxing, and drew up her legs, being careful that her knees stayed about eight or ten inches apart. Just far enough, she reasoned, for the spectators to think they could see her pussy, but without being certain. 
 
    The ploy seemed to have worked, for as they drew level the man came to an abrupt halt and nudged his partner, indicating that she should look across the river. Gina pretended not to notice, and Emily let her head lie back. 
 
    "The man has certainly seen what you've got to offer. He's stopped dead and is staring at you!" Gina kept Emily informed, watching the couple carefully from the side of her vision. 
 
    "They're looking at your cunt and whispering. Show them a bit more." 
 
    Emily obediently let her knees drift a few inches further apart. The couple stared and the girl pointed at Emily's crotch. This time both Emily and Gina could hear her excited whisper. 
 
    "It is, Rob, it's her twat! She ain't got no drawers on." Her dialect came through clearly. 
 
    Emily's legs fell further open, now clearly displaying a very wet pussy for all to see. "God, this is making me horny." She whispered to Gina. "We're really doing it, aren't we?" It was as if she couldn't trust her own daring. 
 
    "What are they doing now?" Emily needed to know. 
 
    "Just staring, I don't think they can believe it. I'll show them mine as well in a minute!" 
 
    "D'ya think she knows?" The girl's voice came clearly across the river. 
 
    "She fuckin' must do! She's doin' it a' purpose." 
 
    Emily calmly reached down and pulled her dress up, opening her legs wide and fully revealing herself to the young couple. There could be no mistake now, that was obviously deliberate. 
 
    "Fuckin' 'ell, Ryan. Look at that!" 
 
    Gina moved her skirt overlap to one side and put her hand between her legs, watching the young couple surreptitiously, her heart pounding with excitement as she quietly began to masturbate. 
 
    "C'mon Ryan, we'd best go!" The girl was getting nervous. "They're both fuckin' kinky!" 
 
    "Not fuckin' likely! I'm watchin' this!" 
 
    Now Emily started to play with herself, deliberately holding her labia open, knowing the contrast of dark brown skin and bright pussy flesh would be clear to see. 
 
    "My God, Em, I'm going to cum soon!" Gina was now strumming rapidly on her clit, her legs wide and her pussy shining. "It's really getting me going." 
 
    "What are they doing?" Emily couldn't see her audience and needed information to feed her lust. Gina looked, and accidentally caught the girl's eye. 
 
    "Well she's looking at me, but he's watching you and he's standing behind her with his arms around her and his hands on her tits." Gina managed a rather breathless whisper as her pleasure began to take over. 
 
    The girl seemed mesmerized and unable to move, her eyes locked on Gina's as her boyfriend began pull up her top and bra to expose and fondle her breasts. She shivered and laid her head back on Ryan's chest, letting him play with her exposed breast as she held eye contact with Gina. 
 
    "Sit up a bit and watch them, Em, He's got her tits out." Gina didn't whisper this time. It seemed to her that the four of them had entered and unspoken pact to watch each other, and in any case her overwhelming arousal made controlling a whisper nearly impossible. It was all she could do to formulate an intelligible gasp. 
 
    Emily raised herself onto her free elbow, looking across the water to where Ryan was blatantly playing with his girlfriend's naked breasts, pulling on her nipples and moulding the flesh in his hands. As he played, Ryan was staring directly at Emily's pussy, watching intently as she pushed a finger deep into herself. The girl was now reaching behind herself, apparently unzipping Ryan's jeans and pulling out his cock, though neither Emily nor Gina could then be sure. 
 
    Lying beside Emily Gina exploded into orgasm, shouting out loud that she was 'cummmiiinnnnggggg!' as her pelvis raised itself from the grass, jerking and shuddering in ecstasy. For the best part of a minute the only points of her body in contact with the grass were her heels and her shoulders, the rest lifted from the ground by the power of her climax, a climax triggered by the sight of the stranger playing with his girlfriend's breasts and fuelled by her own display to that same stranger. Knowing she was being seen made her orgasm all the stronger, and that in turn made her display herself more obscenely, further intensifying her response. It was a chain reaction that eventually left her sprawled on the grass, climax spent, panting and gasping, and staring at the couple opposite through sex glazed eyes. 
 
    "Jesus fuckin' Christ!" Ryan was in awe of the lewd exhibition he had just seen displayed in front of him by, to him, a mature woman. 
 
    Coming down from her orgasmic high, Gina glanced across at Emily, trying to gauge the effect of her actions on her friend as well as her audience, but Emily wasn't looking, as she played with herself her gaze was fixed firmly on the other bank where Ryan was being openly wanked by his girlfriend. Smiling to herself Gina moved closer to Emily, recognising the far away look in the black girl's eyes, it would not be too long before she was also cumming. The thrills of anticipation and the day of waiting finally getting release. 
 
    "Let me do that." Gina reached across and gently moved Emily's hand away from her pussy, replacing it with her own. 
 
    Finding Emily's little clitoris Gina started to stroke it, sliding her fingers up and down Emily's pussy so that the tips just rubbed over the end. Emily groaned with pleasure and, maintaining her gaze on the other couple, undid the buttons of her dress from the neck until she could comfortably slide her hand inside again and play with her own breasts, leaving Gina to fondle her pussy. 
 
    Across the river Ryan was turning his girl around to face him, pressing down on her shoulders so that she sank to her knees, his intention obvious. Then, taking his hold of his cock he guided it between her lips, pushing forward with his hips to sink it into her mouth. The girl was not unwilling, but Ryan's push was a little too strong and she pulled back sharply, gagging slightly, until he grabbed her hair and pulled her back, forcing her mouth over the head of his cock. This time she took it without trouble and settled into the rhythm of a full on blow job. 
 
    Emily watched carefully. "I want to do that to somebody one day." She told Gina with a voice full of envy. "I want a cock in my mouth so that I can taste spunk. Isn't that naughty?" 
 
    "Nice though!" Gina agreed with her partner. 
 
    "Does it really taste good?" The thought was adding to Emily's arousal and she gasped out the words, hovering on the brink of cumming from Gina's attentions. 
 
    "Yes, I like it, but you'll have to try it for yourself!" 
 
    "Don't stop now, darling, I'm gonna cum." Emily was so nearly there and worried that Gina's attention might wander across the river. 
 
    "I won't, trust me." The young couple opposite both had there eyes glued to Gina's fingers, the girl having to look sideways to do it, and the very fact of being seen fingering another woman was giving Gina a hell of a buzz. 
 
    "I'm nearly there, can they see my cunt?" Emily was beginning to tense as her orgasm gathered. She was squeezing her own nipples hard, the hurt adding to her pleasure and bringing her climax closer. 
 
    "Yes, Em, they can see, and they'll see this!" She rammed two fingers deep into Emily, pushing them into her as hard, trying to go in deeper and deeper as if reaching for her cervix. 
 
    "Watch me, I'm cumming!" Emily shouted across the river as her orgasm struck, triggered by Gina's fingers, and trying to ensure that her audience missed nothing. 
 
    Gina plunged her fingers in and out of Emily's pussy, determined to bring her off with the strongest possible orgasm. 
 
    Emily was not the only one near to cumming, the young man now had his eyes closed, his knuckles showing white even to the girls across the river, and his hips were beginning to move of there own accord, pumping his cock slowly in and out pf his girlfriend's mouth. The girl could obviously sense his nearness, for she was sucking hard on his cock, her lips travelling up and down his shaft, taking his cock deep into her mouth. She had one hand holding his leg for stability, but the other was burrowed into his jeans, playing with his balls. 
 
    When he came he let go a long, almost painful, groan and he gripped tightly onto his girlfriend's hair, forcing her to take his load deep in her mouth. She was struggling to receive it all, and a little trickle of cum ran down from the corner of her mouth as her throat worked to swallow it. As his balls emptied Ryan threw his head back, opening his eyes as he did so, just in time to see Emily, with Gina's fingers buried knuckle deep inside her, arching her back as her own climax arrived. 
 
    The two climaxing young people stared into each others eyes across the water, enjoying their own pleasure, but also taking surrogate enjoyment from what they could see displayed before them. As is balls emptied and his climax dwindled Ryan let his head fall forward, taking hold of the girl's shoulders for support as his knees threatened to buckle under him. Meanwhile, Emily, making her customary keening sound from between clenched teeth as she came, stared at Ryan's cock slipping limply from the girl's mouth, and wished it had been hers. Slowly her orgasm ebbed away and she too lay back, spent and lifeless. 
 
    "Hey! What's your girlfriend's name?" Gina shouted her question over the river. 
 
    "Gayle!" The girl answered for herself. 
 
    "Well, Gayle, make sure he does that for you as well before tonight ends, why should he have all the fun?" Gina was laying down the law. 
 
    "Don't you worry, he will!" Gayle was grinning the grin of certainty. "That's just to take the edge off 'im!" 
 
    Ryan opened his mouth to join in, but at just that moment six or seven motorcycles, several with passengers, came racing into sight, high revving two stroke engines buzzing madly as they chased each other along the path, and he had to hurriedly push his cock back into his jeans and step back out of the way instead. As soon as the bikes were past he and Gayle rushed off down the path without another word, going in the opposite direction to the bikers. The bikers themselves disappeared around the far bend and the two women were alone once more. 
 
    "Oh well, that was nice while it lasted. Shame the bikes scared that couple away." Emily was eager for more. 
 
    "God, I enjoyed that." Gina was smiling happily. "It went better then I expected. I never thought anyone would join in." 
 
    "I did!" Emily replied. "If it turns us on, why not other people?" 
 
    She lay back on the grass, her legs still raised but her dress now back over her knees. Only if someone was directly opposite and looking would they catch a glimpse of her pussy. Gina returned to lying on her side beside her, but with her legs together, hiding herself for the time being. Emily looked at her questioningly. 
 
    "Don't worry; I'll open up again if the right people come along!" 
 
    "The right people?" 
 
    "I don't particularly want a load of hairy-arsed bikers staring between my legs, and I'm not sure they've gone yet, I didn't hear the bikes going back." Gina looked worried. 
 
    "I shouldn't be bothered about them, they can't get to us here, and anyway, maybe they went another way." Emily dismissed the problem. "Anyway, I think I might like to show off to them, at least they'd appreciate us." 
 
    "If they went another way I think we'd still hear their engines." 
 
    "Ok, suit yourself; just don't let it spoil the evening." 
 
    "It won't, I promise!" 
 
    "In which case." Emily raised herself onto her elbows and called across the river in mockery of a doctor's waiting room. "Next, please!" 
 
    The 'next' were two couples of around forty-ish, who looked to be hikers or ramblers from their walking boots and rucksacks, and who simply averted their eyes and walked on when presented with two openly displayed pussies, displeasure clear on their faces. It was not a very erotic encounter from either side, but it did give Gina and Emily a thrill just to have been seen. 
 
    Shortly after their departure the bikers, this time on foot, came back into sight in a running, fooling around sort of group of maybe ten young men, their laughter echoing along the river. 
 
    "Oh, No!" Gina didn't like their appearance at all. 
 
    "Hey, calm down, they're people like us, it's just that they like motorbikes!" 
 
    "And trouble!" Gina was not going to be mollified. "Shall we go?" 
 
    "No! Absolutely not!" Emily felt annoyed; her brother rode a motorbike and suffered constant discrimination, for his bike even more than for his colour. "I'm gonna treat them like everybody else. If they want to see my cunt, they can." 
 
    "On your head be it!" 
 
    By now the group had got about level with the two women and had stopped on the bank looking across at them. Emily's legs knees were raised and she now let them drift gradually apart. Gina looked on. 
 
    "I told you they were showing their cunts!" A voice came to the women from across the other bank, followed by wolf whistles and cat calls, and a not unexpected shout of 'Gerrumoff!" 
 
    "You stupid sod, they are off." Another voice joined in to correct his mate, and the group dissolved into laughter. 
 
    "Come on Gina, let them see you. They're only my age, they won't be a problem." Emily was feeling horny again from having so many spectators at once. 
 
    It was true that the bikers were younger than Gina had expected, only in their very late teens and early twenties and not the bearded Hells Angels that Gina had feared. Now that she could see who they were she felt somewhat appeased, and actually felt a strange urge to flirt with the danger that the men still represented in her eyes. 
 
    "Maybe, let's see how things go." She was not yet fully placated, even though her pussy was beginning to react to the possibilities. The shouts and whistles from across the river still scared her a little. 
 
    "Hey, you lot!" Emily was calling to the group. "If you don't want us to go, let's have a bit of respect." She had closed her legs and was sitting upright. 
 
    Neither the motorcyclists nor Gina had expected that from Emily; they all went silent and looked at her in astonishment. "Ok, now, what would you like to see?" Emily had seized the initiative and had no intention of relinquishing it. 
 
    "Show us your cunt!" The request was accompanied by ribald laughter. 
 
    Emily raised her knees again, but kept them closed. "Say please!" 
 
    "Please!" The voice sounded suitably contrite and his friends laughed again. 
 
    Now Emily let her legs fall apart until her pussy was visible from the other bank and pulled back her dress to make the view even clearer. 
 
    She turned to Gina. "God, I love this. They'll do anything for a bit of pussy." Her voice was tight and thick from excitement. 
 
    What Emily really loved was being in control, Gina realised. How things had changed! 
 
    "Now what?" Although it seemed that Emily was taking her instruction from the young men, they were, in fact, following her lead. 
 
    "Can we see your friend's cunt?" A pause. "Please!" 
 
    Gina felt a sudden adrenalin rush and intense excitement at the idea. Rolling partly onto her back she spread her legs wide, pulling her skirt to one side to increase the view of her pussy, all the time watching the men as they stared at her crotch. Her misgivings forgotten, she was almost as stimulated as Emily. 
 
    "How's that?" Asked Gina, joining in the exchange. "What do you want next?" 
 
    "Can you play with yourself, please?" 
 
    "Can we see your tits, please?" 
 
    "Push a finger up your cunt." 
 
    "Will you wank each other, please?" 
 
    The requests came thick and fast now, almost always with a 'please' attached. Emily had obviously got through to them. 
 
    "Hang on boys, we can't do everything." Gina laughed as she answered. "You'll have to just watch us and see what happens." With that she lay on her back and began to masturbate, her fingers playing gently with her clitoris and the thrill of doing it in public again making her heart beat faster. Today was getting better all the time. 
 
    "You'll tell us if anybody else comes, won't you lads?" Gina couldn't see the other side while flat on her back. 
 
    Emily was already playing with herself, her fingers tweaking and pulling at her clit whilst her free hand was undoing the top buttons of her dress, intent on freeing her breasts from their confinement. When she had opened her dress almost to the waist she uncovered one of her boobs and began to pull her nipple in time to her clit. This combination was new to her, but very erotic, and it wasn't long before her body began to squirm in preparation for her orgasm. "White lady. We would love to see your tits as well. Please." 
 
    Gina undid her blouse in response to the request and shrugged it from her shoulders, leaving herself naked to the waist. 
 
    "Very nice, are you going to play with them?" 
 
    Gina copied Emily, pulling a nipple at the same time as her clit; a combination she already knew would rapidly bring her to orgasm. They were both now lying side by side, one hand tugging a breast while the other played with their clit, and both had their legs splayed as wide as they could, determined to show the young men the best show they could, if only to gain the maximum arousal from it for themselves. 
 
    "I'm going to cum!" Announced Emily loudly, pulling her legs right back against her chest so that she could push two fingers deep into her pussy, and in the process showing everyone her arse. Seconds later she came, rocking back and forth, her eyes rolled back and her mouth dropped open as she cried out in joy, her fingers delving ever deeper into her tunnel. 
 
    "Are you watching?" She asked gasping, the question aimed at everyone present. Everyone was, including Gina, their eyes pinned to the shuddering black girl in the throes of an immense climax, her fingers plunging piston like into the depths of her body. Eventually the orgasm began to subside and she allowed her legs to fall back, and her hands to slide from her flesh. Trembling and panting with the aftershocks of orgasm, Emily looked around, bright eyed and smiling hugely, pleased to have been able to cum for such a large audience. Her exhibitionism was now the most enjoyable part of her new found sex life, the taboo of revealing her most intimate moments and the inherent risks of it gave her immense excitement. Her display this time actually getting a round of applause from the young bikers. 
 
    "Keep watching, my friend will be cumming soon!" Emily told the lads. 
 
    "Does she need a hand?" Asked one, mostly joking. 
 
    "I don't think so; it looks as though she'll manage. Anyway, if she does, I'll do it!" 
 
    "Go on then!" That came from several of them. 
 
    Gina looked at Emily with an excited grin. "I'd like that! Let them watch you finger me, please sweetheart!" 
 
    "Oh, all right." Emily addressed mock reluctance across the water and shuffled across to Gina's side. 
 
    "Do you fancy a shag while you're doing that?" A tall fair haired biker, apparently one of the leaders, offered. 
 
    "I wouldn't say no!" Answered Emily, with more than a little truth in her reply. She was longing to be fucked and he was one of the better looking. "It's a shame you can't reach from there!" 
 
    Gina was feeling just as randy "I tell you what; anybody who can get to this side can pick either of us to fuck, what do you say, Em?" 
 
    "Yep, jump, fly or swim, just get here and get laid!" 
 
    The group laughed and Emily turned her attention to Gina, sliding her hand over her friend's upper thigh and caressing her pussy lips. 
 
    "Christ, I've never felt so horny, or so liberated. I think I could tackle just about anything tonight." Emily was meaning along sexual lines, and Gina understood. 
 
    "With you doing that and that lot watching, so could I. It's a pity there isn't a boat handy!" 
 
    Emily's hand had replaced Gina's in playing with her clit and Gina moved to her breasts, gripping tightly and pulling hard on both nipples, squirming from the mixture of pain and pleasure. "Jesus, Em, I think I'm getting to like pain." 
 
    "I'd do the same to your clit, but you're so fucking wet, my fingers would slip off." 
 
    "You can always lick me dry and then do it." Gina was sowing seeds, hoping that they might germinate into action. 
 
    "You want me to go down on you with those lads watching?" Emily hoped she did. 
 
    "Oh God, yes please." Gina's heart started thumping even harder at the thought, almost hammering out of her chest as Emily slithered down her body to turn the thought into reality. 
 
    Emily settled herself between Gina's legs, half kneeling and half lying, with her rump raised and her dress hiked to ensure her audience over the river could still see her body. Then she moved forward a little and brought her tongue down onto Gina's clitoris. The contact was deliberately very light, almost sensed rather than felt and Gina gasped with pleasure, pushing forward a little to increase the touch. But Emily was having none of that, as Gina moved forward so she moved back, always just touching the tip of Gina's clit with the tip of her tongue. The teasing was unbearable for Gina, who was already on the edge of cumming and desperately needed to climax. She pushed forward again, lunging her pussy at Emily's mouth, a mouth that simply withdrew a little further, maintaining the ordeal of nearly cumming a little longer. Gina groaned and gasped and panted, but still didn't quite orgasm. Even her own tormenting of her nipples couldn't quite send her over the edge. 
 
    From the other side of the river came the same whistles and catcalls that had started the session, for they could see Emily's behind rising higher into the air as she backed slowly away from Gina, and her pussy was becoming clearer to see all the time. None of the lads was sure, but they all thought (rightly) that they could also see her little puckered black arsehole on display again, and they were eager to let Emily know it. 
 
    In the end the teasing that Emily was meting out to Gina got just a little too much, and the older woman reached forward, grasped Emily's hair and pulled her mouth onto her clit while at the same time gyrating her hips, rubbing her wet pussy over Emily's face and smearing her juices all over it. Emily took the hint finally and gripped the little bud of her clit between lip covered teeth, gently biting so that Gina's own gyrations pulled and tugged on her, taking her ever closer to the edge. 
 
    Gina grabbed her breasts once more and, still moving her hips to pull on her clit, she pinched her nipples between finger and thumb, digging her nails into her own soft flesh as she pulled hard on them, the flash of extra pain finally sending into orgasm. Her hips and pelvis jumped and thrust as she climaxed, and Emily was simply unable to maintain her grip on the slippery clitoris, but she managed to use her hand to grip Gina's pussy and rub her thumb over her clit, keeping the sensations going. 
 
    "Fucking hell, yes! Oh yes, that's good. I'm there. I'm cumming!" Gina kept up a running commentary as her orgasm swept through her, words running from her non-stop as she lost control, thrashing her head from side to side and bucking with her hips in total ecstasy. Slowly but surely the waves of pleasure died away, leaving Gina limp and lost, just gently moving her hips against Emily's mouth, a quiet stream of nearly unintelligible words still coming from her. 
 
    As Gina's orgasm subsided Emily loosened her grip and stopped rotating her thumb against her clit in preparation for moving away to allow Gina to recover, but she wouldn't let her, grabbing her hair once more to hold Emily's face in contact with her pussy. 
 
    "No! Don't stop. I'm going to cum again in a minute, I've not finished yet." 
 
    It was difficult to believe that Gina wasn't fully spent. Her face was drained and covered with a shiny film of sweat, her body was lying limp on the grass and her legs were trembling form the intensity of her receding climax, but she was holding Emily hard against her pussy and still softly moving her hips. Emily began once more to lick her. 
 
    Emily had learned a little more about how to give oral sex to another woman. She had thought about how Gina had done it to her, and which parts she had enjoyed most, and also which things she had wanted Gina to do more of. With this in mind she began to run her tongue down the length of Gina's cleft, just on the inside of her labia, gently sweeping it across her folds down to the base and onto her perineum, then back up, pausing to delve briefly into her vagina before flicking the tip of her tongue over Gina's clitoris on her way to the top. Then she repeated the journey down the other side, and up via the middle. Gina was groaning and writhing under this treatment, getting so near, but not quite, to her climax. 
 
    "Oh, yes, that's it, lick my clit." Gina loved to talk dirty during sex. 
 
    "That's right, go on, push your tongue up my cunt." 
 
    Emily was already doing as Gina was asking, until frustration set in and Gina wanted more. "Oh, for fucks sake bring me off! Finger me, or do something, I'm so fucking close, finish me off somehow!" 
 
    Emily began to insert two fingers into Gina's pussy, but then she remembered Gina's strange request from the other night. Pulling them out again brought a moan of disapproval from Gina, but she didn't take them far. She just travelled a little south to Gina's anus, where she wriggled first one, and then two fingers, past her sphincter muscles and into her rectum. Gina reacted with a groan that contained the word 'yes' somewhere within it and pushed herself hard against Emily's probing fingers. Emily began thrusting her fingers into Gina in a slow but deliberate rhythm, at the same time licking her clitoris once more with the tip of her tongue. It did not take much of that before Gina was teetering on the edge once more. 
 
    "Oh, darling, I love that, thank you, I didn't think you would, yes push harder, push your fingers right in 'cos I'm cummiiinnnngggg!" 
 
    Gina's orgasm arrived at last and once again Emily found herself unable to keep her mouth in contact with Gina's pitching and jerking pussy. Fortunately her fingers were deeply and firmly embedded in her arse and stayed there all the way through Gina's involuntary spasms. This time Gina really was spent, her body was shivering with spent emotion, her legs and arms simply no longer answered her call and her chest heaved as her heart pounded. Reluctantly she moved up just a little so that Emily's fingers were dislodged and she was able to lower her aching legs. 
 
    Up to that point the two women had forgotten all about their audience, but now Emily looked around, realising suddenly that all was quiet. The far bank was empty, their viewers had gone. 
 
    "Well, that's a bugger! Those bikers have fucked off!" She was very surprised, believing that they had really wanted to watch her with Gina. 
 
    "Right now I'm too knackered to care. Ye Gods, you made me cum like an express train." Gina's voice was still breathless. 
 
    Emily looked around at Gina again and, taking in the sight properly this time, burst into laughter. Gina lay on her back, naked to the waist, her blouse on the ground next to her in an untidy heap and her wrap around skirt crumpled somewhere around her waist. Her breasts wore the red marks of her own torture and her skin ran with sweat. Her legs were loosely together, but not enough to hide her pussy and her arms were just thrown out beside her. 
 
    "At least I'm still wearing my clothes." Emily stated, smiling at her friend. 
 
    "But only just girl, only just." Gina smiled back wanly, too tired to do it properly. In the absence of anyone to show off to, they began to straighten themselves out until they were once again at least covered, if not smart. 
 
    "What do you think happened to those bikers?" Asked Emily, still puzzled by their disappearance. 
 
    "I don't know and I don't much care!" 
 
    "Yeah, ok. But what do we do now? Have you had enough for tonight or do you want to see who else comes along?" Emily didn't think Gina would want any more, but she was surprised by the answer. 
 
    "What say we hang on a little while, at least until I get my breath back, and see what happens? If someone tasty comes by we can always up skirts and show ourselves, but if not let's go home and make love." 
 
    "Good God, you mean you want more?" Emily was astounded. 
 
    "I dunno, I just think I want to be fucked, I just need something in me, especially if it's you with my dildo. A good fucking would really finish the night off, don't you think?" 
 
    Emily did think, the idea sounded good to her too, but then, so did another exhibitionist session. "Ok, lets just lie here for a bit. But if you don't mind I'm going to have my legs open a bit, just to see who wants to look." 
 
    Gina nodded and relaxed back onto the grass, her knees primly together. Emily lay back, but lay partly on her side with her head resting on an extended arm so that she could see the far path, her legs open just enough for a cool breeze to play across her overheated pussy. 
 
    This was the time of evening when not so many people were about. The 'before dinner' walkers had mostly gone home, but the 'night owls' were yet to put in an appearance, and for a little while there was nobody to be seen from either direction. To Emily this meant that the tension and anticipation began to dissipate and, to her surprise, she felt her eyelids getting heavy. Falling asleep under the warmth of the evening sun would have been easy, but it was not on the agenda for tonight and Emily forced her eyelids apart again. 
 
    Opening her eyes and looking round Emily was immediately struck by a number of things. For one thing Gina was sleeping quietly beside her, the white woman's eyes tight shut and her mouth just a little open. For another, the sun was far lower than it had been moments before, betraying the fact that she had not been so quick to open her sleepy eyes as she thought she had. Like Gina she had fallen asleep. The last thing was the sound of motorcycle engines somewhere in the vicinity, the noise Emily realised, that had dragged her back to wakefulness. 
 
    "Gina!" Emily stage whispered her friend. "Gina, wake up, we've been asleep." 
 
    Gina woke immediately and completely, raising her head fully conscious and alert. "So what? So we've been asleep? I bloody needed it!" 
 
    "Are you always grumpy in the morning?" Emily asked jokingly. 
 
    "Morning? It can't be fucking morning!" Gina reacted with alarm, and then noticed the sun was still in the west. "You bastard, you got me going then!" 
 
    "Many things have tonight, methinks!" Emily diverted the conversation towards sex again. 
 
    "Ain't that the truth? And I could still do with a shag!" 
 
    Emily was surprised for just a few seconds, until she realised the same was true about herself. "Those bikers are around again somewhere, see if you can find a boat or a bridge and your wish might just come true." 
 
    "Oh! Er! Emily, I don't think we're going to need either." Gina's voice sounded strange and Emily looked around in alarm, only to find the statement awfully true. Standing only a few yards from the recumbent women stood three of the aforesaid bikers grinning like Cheshire cats, including the fair-haired leader and it was he who spoke first. 
 
    "Get here and get laid, you said. Get here and pick who you want to fuck, you said. Well, we've got here, and now we're gonna hold you to it, I said!" 
 
    Gina jumped to her feet, thoroughly alarmed. "Fucking hell, we can't cope with your lot, there must be a dozen of you! How the hell did you get here anyway?" 
 
    The biker laughed. "No, there's only us three, the others went home, and we got here by motorbike. You're not the only one to know all the little tracks and back roads. Anyway we don't really expect you to go through with it, we just thought we'd give you a shock." 
 
    Emily climbed to her feet. "Well, now we're going to give you one." She squared her shoulders and looked at him. "Pick who you want and you can fuck us! Yes, Gina?" Emily had committed them without consulting her, but Gina was game anyway! 
 
    The biker leader looked at Emily. "Then you're mine, and they can keep their hands off." He indicated his two mates. "I've never had a black girl, and you look nice anyway." 
 
    "Then I guess they're mine." Gina tried to sound resigned, but her pleasure and excitement shone through. 
 
    "What's your name?" The biker asked as he advanced towards Emily. 
 
    "Emily." 
 
    "Hello Emily. I'm Nathan. And now we've been introduced...." He put his arms around her and gathered her in, his mouth meeting hers in a surprisingly passionate kiss. Emily couldn't help but respond, and her arms easily found their way around Nathan's back, holding him to her and matching his passion. 
 
    Eventually Nathan broke the kiss and put his hands on Emily's shoulders to hold her at arms length, grinning as he looked her up and down. 
 
    "Phew! Do you always kiss like that?" He was impressed, but then, so was Emily. 
 
    "Only with someone worth kissing." She spoke lightly, but meant it. 
 
    Nathan's hands left her shoulders and began undoing the buttons down the front of her dress while she stood meekly and let him. He had to stoop to undo the last few, but soon she stood before him, the dress hanging from her shoulders, her body open to his scrutiny. He seemed to like what he saw, for a smile of appreciation played around his mouth as he kicked off his motorcycle boots and hauled his sweatshirt over his head. 
 
    Wearing just his jeans Nathan stepped forward and unhooked her dress from Emily's shoulders, letting it fall to the ground and leaving her naked. His eyes scanned her body as he undid his belt and zip, then, in a single movement he slipped his jeans and boxers down together and stepped clear, as naked now as Emily. He had, Emily noted with pleasant anticipation, an even larger erection than Maurice. 
 
    They came together now to share another passionate kiss with skin pressed against skin, but at the same time Nathan pressed on Emily's shoulders, gently but firmly forcing her to the ground until the two lay side by side on the grass, still locked in each other's arms and still kissing ardently. 
 
    When they finally came up for air Emily took a quick look around to see how Gina was faring. She was also naked, her clothes in a pile around her feet, and she was standing with her legs apart, while one of the other bikers stood in front of her with his hand on her crotch. Her eyes were closed and her head was back, leaning on the shoulder of the second man, who was kissing her neck from behind. Her mouth was open and Emily could see her chest rising and falling with excitement. The second biker stood directly behind her, his arms around her, pinning her own arms to her side and his hands cupping her breasts. Gina was very obviously enjoying the attention she was receiving and Emily felt pleased for her. 
 
    Emily's own position was that she was lying almost exactly where and how she had lain all evening, her head away from the river and her feet towards it, potentially displaying herself once more to any passer-by. She had not forgotten the purpose of their visit here this evening and she was pleased with the possibilities. Maybe, just maybe, she could be seen having full sex. The prospect excited her. 
 
    Nathan broke her reverie by turning her face back towards him with his hand and planting another kiss on her lips. This time his tongue found its way snake like into her mouth and his hand found its way to her breast. Emily held him closer, her heart beating faster and her pussy lubricating in readiness. 
 
    Only Gina and Maurice, apart from herself, had ever played with Emily's breasts and they had both done it in much the same way, squeezing and moulding the flesh with the palm of their hands, but Nathan was different. He used his fingertips to grip into the tissue, to pull and milk her breast, clutching it hard enough to hurt but still give enjoyment, as he manipulated her flesh. She gasped with pleasure and surprise and automatically pushed herself towards him, her arms tightening around his neck. 
 
    Soon Nathan's mouth replaced his fingers on her breast and as he took her nipple into his mouth to suck and nibble on it, his hand found its way between her legs, playing with her clitoris the way he had played with her boob. Emily's back arched from the stimulation and she moaned with need. 
 
    "Fuck me, Nathan." She couldn't wait to feel him inside her. She had now almost forgotten where she was and who she was with; she just needed this young man to fill her with his cock. 
 
    Nathan did not need to be asked again, he was as horny as Emily and just as eager to fuck her as she was to receive him. Hooking his leg over Emily's Nathan clambered on top of her and lowered himself to bring his cock in contact with her pussy. Emily had seen his erection and expected it to fill her completely, so she spread herself as wide as she could, drawing her legs back and wrapping them around his back. As the head of his cock touched her pussy she instinctively tensed, waiting for the sensation of penetration, a sensation she was not yet too familiar with. 
 
    "Relax, we're both going to enjoy this." 
 
    His words sounded good in Emily's ears, as if he meant what he said, and she forced herself to relax and accept him. Even so, she was very conscious of his girth as he pushed his cock into her tunnel; he did indeed fill her up, but pleasantly and without discomfort. 
 
    Nathan began to fuck her, thrusting in and out steadily and deliberately, but with increasing power and speed as his arousal grew and she became accustomed to him. Before long he was powering into her, plunging deep and hard, making her body jolt with the force of his thrusts. 
 
    Emily looked across to Gina to express her joy to her friend, but Gina was well occupied herself. She had one of her biker lovers laid flat on the ground and was crouching over him, his cock buried deep in her pussy as she laid herself flat on his chest, her own knees tucked up tight beneath her. Behind her the other man was lining up to introduce his cock into her very exposed arsehole. Emily had never seen anal sex before and she was fascinated by the sight, especially as Gina's position facing not quite directly away from Emily gave her the perfect view. She held tight to Nathan, who was driving into her as hard as he could go, while at the same time keeping her head turned to watch Gina take two cocks at the same time. Emily was not sure if she would enjoy it herself, but the cries and moans from Gina revealed that she was in heaven with it. 
 
    "Look at Gina, she's got both of your friends in her at once, I wonder what that feels like." Emily just had to share her curiosity with Nathan. 
 
    Nathan looked across at Gina and his fellow bikers. "Fucking hell! I didn't think Dave liked putting it in a woman's arse." Nathan's voice contained surprise and admiration. "Now that is some sight." He was still fucking Emily for all he was worth and both of them were feeling those first tell tale signs of approaching orgasm. The close up view of a double penetration was helping both of them along the way. 
 
    "Well I'll be damned! There's a bloomin' orgy goin' on across there look." The man's voice came clearly across the river and Nathan froze. 
 
    "The lucky buggers!" A second male voice. Neither Emily nor Nathan could see how many folk there were, but however many it was, they must have got a perfect view of Nathan's cock fucking Emily's pussy, and the thought bothered Nathan. 
 
    "You say 'lucky buggers' now, but you wouldn't do it when I gave you the chance, Frank, now would you?" A woman's voice chimed in and the laughter told of two couples on the opposite bank. 
 
    Nathan made to pull out, he was not used to having spectators, but Emily clamped her arms and legs firmly around him. 
 
    "No, please don't stop now. I'm nearly cumming." She didn't say that she was nearly cumming because of her audience rather then in spite of them. "Look, the others aren't stopping." She waved towards Gina and her men. 
 
    In point of fact, the biker beneath Gina had little say in the matter and the one behind her was too close to shooting into her arse to care. Gina, of course, genuinely loved the attention. 
 
    "Come on, fuck me, shoot your load up me." Emily was trying to persuade Nathan, who was still buried deep inside her but unmoving, while he tried to get to grips with an audience. 
 
    In spite of his misgivings Nathan was finding the idea stimulating, just so long as he didn't look around, and he began again to pump in and out of Emily. 
 
    "I'll give 'em their due, they aren't bloody stopping, are they?" It was Frank again. 
 
    "I don't think I could keep going, knowing there was people watchin'" The first man sounded doubtful. 
 
    "Oh, I think I could." This was a new female voice. 
 
    "Married to her for twenty years and I learn something new every day!" The first man spoke again, bringing more laughter across the water to where five people were all closing in on their orgasms. 
 
    "Oh, my God, Yeesss! Yeesss! Yyeeessssss!!" The first to climax was Gina, her cries echoing across the river as a tremendously powerful orgasm shook her. 
 
    "I've not heard you make a noise like that for a year or two, Jan!" Frank was making fun of his wife. 
 
    "You might if we stay here much longer! Watching them is turning me on!" 
 
    "Ayup! We'd best get off home then!" 
 
    The laughter receded down the path as the four watchers went on their way. 
 
    Gina's anal lover came next, pumping his load into her with intense, but silent, thrusts right up inside her rectum. Gina was never sure if he had prevented himself from vocalising because of their visitors, or was naturally a quiet lover. As she told Emily afterwards, the expression on his face when he came was that of someone desperately trying to be quiet. 
 
    Emily, Nathan, and the other biker all climaxed at roughly the same time, though only Gina realised her other lover had come. He too was fairly quiet, just letting loose a strange sort of growl deep in his throat as he pumped his cum into Gina's pussy, pushing hard against her with his pelvis. 
 
    Nathan proved to be the most demonstrative of all, almost drowning out Emily's clenched teeth wail with full throated shouts. There were no words in his cries, just animal noises of pure joy as his spunk splashed against the walls of Emily's vagina and splattered her cervix. His last few strokes, delivered as his orgasm mounted, were so hard and strong that he pushed Emily several feet along the grass, giving her grass skid marks on her shoulders and behind, and a splinter in her bottom from a twig she hadn't seen. But she felt none of these things, carried away by her own climax and the pure delight of receiving Nathan's cum, Emily cried out in joy, even thanking God for bringing such pleasure to her. 
 
    A few minutes later, still lying limp and breathless on top of Emily, Nathan squeezed her affectionately, the first sign that this was more then an opportunistic shag. 
 
    "Can I take you out tomorrow?" he asked her. 
 
    Emily was astonished, but more than happy to agree. "Yes." She said simply. 
 
    "I'll pick you up outside the camp gates at half six, ok?" 
 
    "But how did you know..?" She was astonished again. 
 
    "I bought burgers from you a few days ago I fancied you then too!" 
 
    For the first part of the journey home Gina and Emily sat silently side by side in the cab of the pick-up, until Gina pulled into a lay-by, switched off the engine and turned to Emily. 
 
    "I'll tell you what's bothering me, if you tell me what's bothering you, ok?" 
 
    Emily nodded without speaking; she was feeling suddenly insecure once again. 
 
    "Well, there are two things worrying me." Gina began hesitantly. "Can you promise me faithfully, as a friend, that you will never let Maurice find out what we did tonight?" 
 
    Emily looked at her strangely. "I thought that went without saying." 
 
    "It's just that, if he ever found out that I'd had sex with another man - two other men, he'd divorce me, and I love him!" 
 
    "He'll never hear from me, I promise. Now what's your other problem?" 
 
    "You are!" 
 
    Emily looked at her even more strangely. "How?" 
 
    "I could see in your face tonight that you fancy that biker, what's his name?" 
 
    "Nathan, yes I do, and he's taking me out tomorrow. But does that matter?" 
 
    "I don't know. How is it going to affect us? Will we still be together? You know I love you, don't you, Em?" 
 
    Emily found to her surprise that she actually already did know, and also that she loved Gina. "And you know that I love you, and just like you can love me and Maurice at the same time, there is no reason why wanting Nathan will stop me wanting you, is there?" 
 
    Gina looked a little mollified. "I suppose...." 
 
    "Now, I need your help on something please, seriously!" Emily was looking at Gina very intently. 
 
    "Ok, fire away, if I can help, I will." 
 
    "I let Nathan cum inside me! What if I'm pregnant?" 
 
    "No contraception, eh? Guess what? I don't need it with Maurice so nor had I! And I'm old enough to know better." Emily looked horrified at Gina's admission. "Never mind, first thing in the morning you and I will go and see the camp doctor. I'm sure he'll let us gave 'morning-after pills' this once. Then we'll have to get you set up with the coil or something, 'cos I guess you have got yourself a proper sex life at long last."

  

 
   
    Story 24 
 
    Jane had rung the doorbell and now stood on the doorstep waiting anxiously for Fran to answer the door. She was very, very nervous and fearful that if her friend didn't answer the door quickly she would bottle out altogether and run for cover. But what she didn't know was that Fran, approaching the door from the other side, was also anxious, and genuinely concerned that she wouldn't be able to go through with what they had arranged either. 
 
    The week previously the two women had enjoyed a very explicit alcohol fuelled discussion about their most secret sexual fantasies. That afternoon had revealed a mutual interest. Jane had confessed to fantasizing about both giving another woman oral sex and about being dominated and disciplined, fantasies that dovetailed neatly into Fran's craving to enjoy the services of a female sex slave. 
 
    On the back of that they had arranged to meet today to satisfy those secret longings, but now, faced with the real possibility of fulfilling their fantasies, both women were worried that they might let each other down. Neither had ever done anything similar before, and neither really knew what they were doing, apart from what they had read, or fantasized. 
 
    Much as Fran wanted to be 'served' sexually, especially by a woman, ordering someone about in the bedroom was something new, and she was a little bit daunted at the prospect of having to discipline her friend. She was, after all, a very slim five foot two, while Jane was curvy and four inches taller. She would need to dominate her slave without using physical strength. 
 
    For her part Jane was scared that she would chicken out of everything at the last minute. She had never, ever, had any sexual contact with a woman before for any reason and she wasn't sure just how far she could submit. 
 
    The door finally swung open and Jane gazed at her friend, her soon-to-be mistress and lover, and thought how beautiful she looked. Jane had taken care with her make up and appearance, dressing in a long colourful gypsy skirt and white blouse with her long blonde hair hanging loose over her shoulders, but Fran was dressed as usual in jeans, coupled this time with a Betty Boop tee-shirt, and looked simply gorgeous without any artificial help. 
 
    Fran motioned Jane into the house without a word and the pair walked into the lounge in silence, suddenly very aware of why they were meeting and with their hearts pounding in sudden trepidation. The moment of truth had arrived, fantasy was about to become reality. 
 
    Jane watched as Fran poured wine for them both, this simple act of hospitality the last thing she would be doing for her today. From now on it was Jane who would be the servant. She wondered too how an evening's sex might affect their ongoing friendship, but shrugged that problem off in the belief that they had known each other long enough to separate the two. For a little while they sat facing each other in a silence so heavy as to be almost visible, sipping wine and looking more than a little apprehensive, while Jane tried desperately to think of a way of starting things off. 
 
    "Do you wish me to call you 'Mistress'?" She asked finally, solving the problem with a question. 
 
    "Yes, but not until we start. There are things to agree first." 
 
    Jane sat silently, waiting for Fran to continue. 
 
    "First. You will give me pleasure and you will refuse me nothing, in return I will give you humiliation and pain. Do you agree without reservation?" 
 
    It sounded a bit contrived, as if Fran had carefully rehearsed the line to cover everything and to set the tone. But Jane didn't mind, far from it, she felt a delicious shiver run through her as her Mistress began to set out her conditions. 
 
    "Yes. Completely." Jane replied, knowing that her answer committed her into Fran's control. 
 
    "Second. I do not want to know what your preferences are, because it is only mine that count. I intend to do and to order you to do whatever I want without considering your enjoyment at all, but if there is anything in particular that you know you can't face, now is the time to say. Is there?" 
 
    "Oh no, absolutely nothing!" Jane's reply was immediate, that scenario was just what she had envisaged. "I just want you to make me do whatever you like." 
 
    She hesitated for a moment, and then spoke again. 
 
    "I've been thinking about today and the more I thought about it the surer I became, and I want you to know that I will do anything you ask and take absolutely any discipline or abuse that you want me to, the firmer the better. But my husband doesn't know anything about this, so all I ask is that you don't leave me with any lasting marks to explain." 
 
    "I can promise you that." Fran assured her. "Now, I want you to pick a word, one that is absolutely not going to come up normally today. That will be your safe word, a word that you can use if things get too much for you, because if you say it, then everything will stop immediately." 
 
    Jane thought for a minute. "Geronimo." She said eventually. 
 
    "Geronimo?" Repeated Fran, clearly surprised at the choice. 
 
    "Yes, Geronimo. Sam shouts it sometimes in fun when he jumps on top of me, but I hate it, so it's one I'm going to be really hard pushed to use it." Jane wanted to make it difficult for herself to back out. 
 
    "Geronimo it is." Fran looked at her and took a deep breath. "Then are you ready?" 
 
    Jane felt a sudden jolt of adrenalin at those words, but she nodded and answered meekly. "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "Then take off your clothes." Fran's tone was not harsh, but it didn't allow for refusal. 
 
    It had begun. Jane rose from her chair with her heart pounding and walked quietly to the centre of the room, kicking off her shoes as she went. Then, having reached a clear space she unfastened her skirt and let it fall to the floor, taking pleasure in showing Fran her long slim legs and the tiny black thong that she had chosen to wear. 
 
    She stood facing Fran; her feet planted firmly about eighteen inches apart, and began to undo the buttons of her blouse, all the time looking her friend in the eye. The blouse slid from Jane's shoulders and joined her skirt by her feet, leaving her in just her matching black underwear. 
 
    Jane stood still for a few seconds, mustering the courage to carry on, but then just as Fran's mouth opened to prompt her to continue, she reached behind and unclipped her bra, sliding it down her arms and letting it fall from her wrists. Then she quickly hooked her fingers under her thong and, with a single stoop, slid it down her legs and stepped neatly out of it. Now breathing just a little heavily she stood upright to watch Fran's gaze roam over her naked body. 
 
    "Lower your eyes in front of me, and tidy away your things." 
 
    Jane immediately complied with Fran's instruction, blushing slightly at her first reprimand. As she moved to pick up her discarded clothing she turned around, consciously wanting to allow Fran a view of her beautifully rounded bottom and just a tantalising glimpse of her pussy when she bent over. Without rushing, but without deliberately dawdling, Jane neatly folded everything and placed in a neat pile on the side table. As she did so Fran got to her feet and walked forward. 
 
    "Now undress me." Fran lifted her arms above her head and waited for Jane to obey. "And with a little less theatre, if you don't mind." 
 
    Jane's cheeks flamed from her second rebuke in so many minutes, but she took hold of the hem of Fran's t-shirt, sliding it up her body and over her head, while at the same time allowing the heels of her hands to brush over Fran's breasts, catching her erect nipples as they passed. That very fact of touching Fran sexually for the first time, even in such a small way, gave her a definite thrill, especially as Fran seemed not to have noticed, or had deemed the touch accidental. 
 
    But Fran had noticed, she waited until Jane had pulled the top clear and then deliberately reached forward and twisted Jane's left nipple hard. Jane gasped as the unexpected pain coursed through her, her face showing a shock that masked the joy that she felt at experiencing her first punishment. 
 
    "I will tell you if, when, and where, you may touch me." Fran told her harshly. "Now kiss my feet in atonement." 
 
    Jane felt much happier now because her fear that Fran wouldn't be strong enough was proving to be wrong. The immediate response and abuse of her nipple had settled any doubts she had about Fran's confidence. She believed now that her Mistress was deliberately testing her willingness to submit, and that it would be a day that she would both endure and enjoy. 
 
    "I'm very sorry, Mistress." Jane murmured as she knelt before Fran, lowering her face to her feet and pressing her lips to them in turn. 
 
    "Now remain kneeling and continue to undress me." Fran commanded, placing her hands on Jane's shoulders as her slave made to rise. 
 
    Jane sat back on her haunches and reached forward to obey. Then while she fiddled with Fran's belt, trying to unfasten the buckle from this unfamiliar angle, she felt Fran run her palms and fingers lightly over her shoulders and neck, softly caressing her and absorbing the sensation of touching female skin in this intimate context. She sensed Fran shudder slightly at the unfamiliar sensation and she glanced up instinctively to see her Mistress's eyes closed in pleasure before she hastily lowered her gaze once more. She smiled inwardly with contentment knowing that Fran was finding their contact pleasurable. 
 
    The belt finally gave way and Jane freed the waistband, opening the front 0f Fran's jeans and feeling that little tremulous vibration through her fingers as the zip descended. Then with two soft and gentle hands she wriggled the jeans over Fran's hips and down her legs, careful all the way not to touch her skin any more than was necessary. Fran raised one foot, leaning slightly for balance on Jane's bare back, allowing her jeans to be worked over first one foot and then the other, so that she was left with just her black briefs. 
 
    Jane paused momentarily to admire her Mistress's body, letting her eyes rove upwards to appreciate the small firm breasts, flat stomach and boyish hips, taking in a snapshot of her beauty and then returning to her task before Fran could reprimand her. Hooking her fingers over the waistband she gently lowered Fran's briefs, removing them completely as Fran lifted each foot in turn. She placed the briefs alongside her with the jeans and sat back on her haunches to await instruction, gazing surreptitiously up at Fran's nakedness and the trimmed fuzz of curly brown hair over her pussy with a thrill of apprehension and anticipation. 
 
    "Tidy my clothes away, please, and then stand before me." 
 
    Silently Jane folded the clothes neatly and placed then with her own before returning to stand before Fran, her hands by her sides and her eyes downcast. 
 
    "Kiss me." 
 
    Jane was a few inches taller than her diminutive Mistress and had to look down to Fran's upturned face for them to kiss properly, but there was still no doubt as to who was in charge. She felt one of Fran's arms go around her back, pulling her close, while the other entangled itself in her blonde mane to draw her face down to the kiss. At first it was Fran's tongue that found its way into Jane's mouth, probing and exploring, but as it withdrew Jane followed it with her own tongue, tentatively seeking admission between Fran's lips, wanting to taste Fran as she had just tasted her. Permission tacitly granted Jane gently explored between Fran's lips, finding her Mistress's tongue and allowing it to run over her own before retreating once more, withdrawing before consent could be removed, happy at being allowed that one deep kiss. 
 
    Both women taking pleasure from the contact between their naked bodies and both were instinctively moving one against the other while caressing each others backs, though it was Fran as always who led the way. It was Fran who eventually broke away, breathing heavily and, to Jane's delight, looking less than ice cold. 
 
    "We'll go to my bedroom, you lead the way." 
 
    Jane knew that Fran had deliberately wanted to follow her so that she could gaze at her bottom swaying before her and watch for the quick little glimpses of her glistening wet pussy as she climbed the stairs, but she didn't realise yet just how unexpectedly hot Fran was getting at the prospect of disciplining her, or that the main reason for wanting to gaze at her smooth white bottom was to contemplate it being an entirely brighter shade. Fran was dropping into the persona of Mistress with unexpected ease and totality, but all that Jane knew was that the prospect of flaunting her already aroused body before her friend was stimulating her greatly. She made sure that Fran saw as much as possible as she climbed the stairs in front of her, and in the process inadvertently increased her chances of chastisement. 
 
    As they reached the top of the stairs Jane stood waiting meekly until Fran held her bedroom door open and gestured for Jane to go first, smiling unnoticed with horny satisfaction at the gasp of surprise and apprehension that Jane uttered as she entered. Laid out on Fran's dressing table were purchases that she had made with today in mind. 
 
    Taken aback, Jane stared at the items laid out on the table with elated disbelief. She hadn't foreseen Fran going to this amount of trouble for their shared pleasure, nor had she thought that her new Mistress would take things so seriously. There, spread out before her were all the things she dreamed of, including handcuffs, nipple clamps, a whip and a tawse, and more besides. Jane felt adrenalin flood through her, making her heart beat so rapidly that for a moment she felt slightly faint and mildly euphoric. This was going to be a time to remember and she turned to Fran with an astonished hand over her mouth. 
 
    "Your job today is to make sure that I get all the satisfaction I need, and now you have seen how I intend to ensure that you do it." Fran raised her hand to cut of the thanks that Jane was about to express. "We'll wait and see just how good you are and what pleasure you deserve." 
 
    Fran walked across to the foot of the bed and sat on it, her feet on the floor and the back of her knees against the end of the mattress. The bed had been stripped of its duvet, leaving the mattress covered only by a deep red fitted silk sheet against which Fran's pale skin showed enticingly vulnerable. She looked at Jane and then lay back flat and opened her legs. 
 
    "Kneel between my legs." She instructed her slave, at the same time raising her knees and drawing her legs back to expose her pussy. 
 
    Silently and obediently Jane left the dressing table and walked over to the bed where she knelt on the floor facing it and waited for Fran to tell her how to continue. Reaching down, Fran spread her labia wide, showing Jane her very wet and open vagina, and remained like that, silently watching Jane's face as her slave stared longingly at her mistress's pussy. 
 
    "Would you like to lick my cunt?" Fran asked, sending another burst of anticipatory adrenalin into Jane's bloodstream. 
 
    Jane nodded silently, unable to speak even if she was allowed to. 
 
    "If I let you lick me, you must be aware that I want you to make me cum very hard, and if you don't do it well enough I will punish you. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes Mistress." 
 
    "Very well, then you may go down on me." 
 
    As Jane leaned forward to obey she noticed how strangely easy it had been to take this intimate instruction, almost as if it were quite normal to be asked by another woman to give her oral sex. She didn't find it at all embarrassing to follow Fran's order, in fact, not only was she expecting to enjoy complying, but she was already actively looking forward to receiving further orders, no matter what they might be. 
 
    In the same way Fran found that she didn't feel in any way embarrassed or inhibited by spreading her legs to her friend. She had begun to feel that Jane was simply an object, something for her use and enjoyment, and she wasn't quite sure why she liked that feeling so much. She was also wondering what a woman's mouth would feel like on her pussy and hardly able to contain her eagerness at the idea of feeling a feminine kiss there for the very first time. 
 
    The first touch of a tongue on Fran's pussy was very hesitant and nervous, because all though she'd had her own pussy licked many times, Jane had never actually had the opportunity to do it herself to anyone before and she wasn't quite sure how to set about it. She wanted to feel both the tawse and the whip on her body, and she shivered deliciously at the thought, but she also dearly wanted Fran to enjoy her attentions. To take her Mistress to orgasm would almost be reward enough in itself. 
 
    At first Jane simply allowed her tongue to travel gently along Fran's slit, experiencing and enjoying the unfamiliar scent and taste of another woman's juices, but then, as she became more adventurous she began to probe and explore among the folds and contours of her Mistress's pussy. Fran sighed with pleasure and let herself lie back on the bed, allowing her fingers to slip away from her opened labia and lie motionless by her side. Now given unrestricted access Jane moved her own hands to spread Fran open, using her thumbs to hold her Mistress's labia wide apart so that her mouth could now do as it wished. 
 
    Not knowing quite what was expected of her, Jane improvised using memories of Sam's mouth on her own pussy as her base. She remembered how erotic it had been to have her clitoris gently nibbled, and how nice it had felt to have a tongue investigating the entrance to her vagina, and she did both of these things to Fran, enjoying every moment. 
 
    Licking and sucking another woman's pussy was something that Jane had long wanted to try. She had fantasised about the texture and the taste, even going to the extent of licking her own fingers after masturbating just to get some idea of what it would be like. Now she was doing it for real, and not only that, but she was being allowed to do it as part of her service to Fran. Her dreams had been answered and she nuzzled deep between the folds of Fran's pussy, pulling her thumbs away and letting her Mistress's juices wet her cheeks and nose. Her own pussy now responded as she became more aroused by her task and she could feel it lubricating as if getting ready to be entered. 
 
    Pushing her face into Fran's pussy Jane probed into her vagina, licking and lapping to fill her mouth with Fran's taste, exploring as deep as she could into her tunnel. She groaned from her own pleasure, wrapping her arms around behind her partner's held back legs to grip her hips and hold herself close, while in the background she was conscious of her Mistress letting out little sounds from her own pleasure. She began to wonder if she might cum just from what she was doing without Fran touching her at all. Her hands wandered higher, coming to rest on Fran's breasts, gripping and tugging at her nipples almost without conscious effort. She was so fucking horny and this was so fucking good. 
 
    "Stop!" Her Mistress's voice came without warning as if piercing through a fog of desire. "Don't move." 
 
    Jane stopped with a jolt, trying to clear her head of her arousal as she raised her eyes to peer along Fran's body to find out what was wrong. 
 
    "Look where your hands are." Fran spoke as if to a child instead of a grown woman. "Who gave you permission to play with my nipples?" 
 
    Jane was silent. 
 
    "Nobody did, did they?" 
 
    Jane shook her head almost imperceptibly. 
 
    "Stay where you are." 
 
    Fran wriggled free, lifting her leg clear of Jane's head and rolling away to stand by the side of the bed and leave Jane kneeling on the floor with her torso prone along the bed and her arms extended. 
 
    "That position will do nicely." Fran walked around the bed and out of sight behind Jane. 
 
    For a few minutes Jane heard nothing, although she had the impression that Fran was standing directly behind her, contemplating Jane's naked bottom. She hoped so, oh, how she hoped so! She knelt there, half enjoying the pleasure of her humiliating position and half waiting for the chastisement she longed for. 
 
    Slap! 
 
    Fran's hand landed without warning, sending a hot sting of pain through the left cheek of her bottom. Even though she was expecting it the blow came as a shock and Jane was unable to stop herself from crying out, a sharp gasp of surprise and hurt. 
 
    Fran ran her hand briefly around Jane's bottom before lifting it away, making Jane tense in anticipation. She waited for the next slap. It was not a long delay, only a few seconds, but it was long enough for Jane to feel trepidation bordering on delicious fear. 
 
    Slap! 
 
    This time it was her right buttock that was punished, a sudden flare of pain delivered by Fran's descending palm. She was caught out again, gasping from the sudden sting and jerking forward against the bed in an instinctive effort to avoid the abuse. The hand stroked her bottom once more, straying over both cheeks this time, fondling and massaging gently in complete denial of its violence before lifting away with ominous abruptness. The contrast made Jane shiver with sensuous expectation. 
 
    Slap! Slap! 
 
    Two blows came one after the other, taking Jane by surprise once more and making her cry out, a short sharp cry that now had more to do with pleasure than pain. Again Fran's hand remained in contact with Jane's bottom, but this time rested stationary on the soft warm skin of her bottom. She waited for it to fondle her again, hoping for more intimacy, but this time she was denied and the hand lifted away. 
 
    Then once again Fran surprised her slave. Instead of her hand landing in a hard smack against Jane's bottom it was placed quietly and gently back on her buttock, this time stroking and caressing the tender flesh while working its way slowly towards her crack. Jane held her breath, waiting for Fran to touch her, but then just as Fran's fingertips came tantalisingly close to her anus, they lifted away once more. Jane breathed out in beautiful frustration. 
 
    Slap! Slap! 
 
    Another two blows delivered in quick succession to each side. This time Jane didn't cry out loud, she just moaned softly deep in her throat. The spanking was making her bottom glow, a warm friendly glow that was spreading from her bottom to her pussy and bringing back the earlier possibility of orgasm. She kept her face down against the mattress in case Fran could read her enjoyment and stopped her punishment. 
 
    "Slap!" 
 
    A sudden, unexpected single smack that landed hard across both cheeks and made Jane grip the bed sheet in sudden pain. It was harder than before; harder and nicer, so nice that Jane could almost feel her juices flow in response. Jane wondered if Fran was aware of the effect she was having, for her hand didn't run over her buttocks this time. Instead it dipped straight between her cheeks, sliding down to her arse, where two fingertips circled her rear entrance as if threatening to invade before moving on to find her wet and gaping pussy. 
 
    "Do you know now who is in charge?" Fran's voice was firm but not aggressive, the voice of someone confident of their authority. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Jane was thrilled with Fran's new power. 
 
    "You will seek permission before you take any action. But I will do to you as I wish." 
 
    To underline her point Fran pushed forward with the fingers that had been hovering at the entrance to Jane's vagina, thrusting them deep into her before pulling them out just to ram them back into the sopping wet tunnel. 
 
    "Do you understand?" 
 
    Jane had to gather her thoughts and fight back the waves of pleasure before she could answer coherently. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." The answer came in a tight breathless voice. 
 
    "Good, then we will carry on from where we left off." The tone of voice left no doubt where the fault lay. 
 
    Fran climbed back onto the bed and insinuated herself back in front of Jane, returning to the two women to the position they had been in before. 
 
    "You may continue." She told Jane. "And you may touch my breasts if you so wish." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." Jane squirmed forward and opened her mouth, lining herself up with Fran's beautiful pussy. It was, she noticed, considerably wetter than before. Jane wasn't the only one to take pleasure from the discipline. 
 
    "But make sure I cum soon." Fran warned her. "You must make up for the interruption you caused." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    This time there was no hesitation. Jane drew Fran's clitoris into her mouth between and held it between her lips while flicking the engorged tip with her tongue. She felt Fran tense from the sensation and heard her gasp with pleasure. Now she squeezed and fondled Fran's breasts, playing with them, mauling them, gripping them tightly while all the time continuing her assault on her Mistress's pussy. Fran continued to gasp and moan, gyrating her hips slightly and pushing herself at Jane's mouth. Jane wasn't sure which of them was enjoying it most. 
 
    It wasn't long before Fran reached down and entwined her fingers in Jane's long blonde locks, gripping her hair tightly and sometimes using it to pull her mouth hard up against her pussy. Jane responded by shaking her head from side to side, rubbing her face into Fran's labia at the same time as licking and sucking her pussy with renewed enthusiasm. Both women were now moaning and grunting with arousal, Fran from what was being done to her and Jane from what she was being commanded to do. The fact that she was being made to do these things somehow freeing Jane from any moral guilt and allowing her to enjoy breaking taboos. 
 
    Jane alternated between Fran's vagina and her clitoris, probing and lapping at her tunnel, sucking in her fluids and swallowing them before going further up to bite and nibble at her clit, nipping it between lip covered teeth and extending it until it snapped free from her grip. Each time that happened Fran shuddered with pleasure and groaned loudly, until after one particularly loud reaction she changed Jane's instructions. 
 
    "Now just lick my clit. Don't do anything else, just lick my clit hard and fast." There was erotic urgency in her voice, especially when she added. "And pull my nipples." 
 
    Jane did exactly as she was told, sending the tip of her tongue scudding over the surface of Fran's little clit, flicking it around as she did so and pulling on her engorged nipples so that her Mistress's pert little breasts stood proud of her body. 
 
    "That's it, keep going." Fran told Jane, her hips beginning to twitch and her knuckles showing white where they were tangled in Jane's hair. 
 
    Jane kept up her efforts, being rewarded by ecstatic little groans from Fran, until eventually her Mistress lifted her pelvis from the bed, pushed herself hard against Jane's mouth and let out a series of gasping sounds as her climax finally hit her. Jane smiled with delight into the privacy of Fran's pussy, pleased beyond words at having been able to satisfy her Mistress, as she kept licking more and more gently as Fran came down from her orgasmic high until she eventually stopped moving and just lay with her head between Fran's legs. 
 
    It was a little while before Fran got her breath back well enough to speak. 
 
    "That was well done, my pet. Now let's see what else you can do." 
 
    The compliment pleased Jane inordinately. She felt disproportionate pleasure in satisfying her new Mistress's needs, especially as she had yet to cum herself, a fact that she had almost forgotten. 
 
    Fran wriggled slightly back along the bed to free herself from Jane's arms, and then swung her legs right back, holding them wide apart with her hands to completely expose her pussy and her anus. Both were shining wet with the juice from her recent orgasm. Looking down between her own legs Fran gave her slave her new orders. 
 
    "Now lick my arse." 
 
    Normally Jane would not have even dreamt of doing any such thing, but her Mistress giving her such an instruction seemed quite all right, even welcome. She pushed herself forward and presented her tongue to Fran's anus. 
 
    Jane didn't know what to expect from such intimate contact, but she was pleasantly surprised to find no unpleasantness about it. No unwholesome flavours or smells, just a warm soft puckered entrance that tasted of pussy juice from their previous fun. Jane licked around the entrance and then probed tentatively at Fran's rosebud as if seeking entrance. 
 
    "That's it. Push your tongue in." Fran told her, consenting to Jane's invasion. 
 
    Jane licked and pushed, but although she managed to get just the very tip of her tongue into Fran's sphincter, she wasn't able to penetrate her anus with her tongue, much as both women perversely wanted it. 
 
    "Try harder." Fran instructed her, reaching down around the back of her legs to hold her bottom open and help stretch her anus. But it was to no avail. Eventually both women gave up and Fran let Jane simply lick and lap at her arse with her tongue just exploring as far as it could. 
 
    "That's enough." 
 
    Fran called it a day and moved on, climbing from the bed to stand looking down at Jane, her body still pink and shiny from her orgasm. Jane waited patiently to be told what to do next, pleased to have been able to perform what many people would have considered a distasteful and humiliating task. 
 
    "Take my place on the bed." 
 
    Jane stood, wincing from the effects of kneeling for so long, climbed onto the bed and lay flat on her back, wondering what was coming next. 
 
    "Open your legs, I wish to see your cunt." 
 
    Jane thrilled at the instruction, pleased that Fran wanted to see her body and happy to show herself off to her Mistress. She opened her legs wide, bending her knees to give Fran an unrestricted view. 
 
    Fran stared at Jane's pussy for what seemed like ages before she spoke again. 
 
    "I am going to go down on you." She told a delighted Jane. "But I want it to be clear that this is for my enjoyment and not for yours. You do not have my permission to cum and you must resist doing so. You know what will happen if you fail." 
 
    The last was a statement rather than a question, but Jane meekly answered anyway. 
 
    "Yes Mistress." 
 
    Jane knew that Fran wanted to try oral sex with her, she had said as much when they had been arranging today, but what she had not thought of was her Mistress denying her permission to cum from it. She wasn't quite sure what she thought of that. On the one hand she was thrilled at the idea of having to overrule -- if she could -- her urge to cum and what might happen if she failed, and on the other hand she was frustrated at the thought of not enjoying a full orgasm from Fran's mouth. The only thing she was sure of was that she was content to be under Fran's full control and would do her very best to carry out her instructions. 
 
    "Spread yourself for me." 
 
    Jane did as she was told, using the forefinger of each hand to push her labia out of the way of Fran's mouth, and then lay back to try and control her heightened arousal. Fran didn't hesitate in the same way that Jane had; she just planted her mouth fully over Jane's pussy and immediately thrust her tongue into her slave's vagina. Jane gasped from the thrill of it, gritting her teeth in an effort not to respond. 
 
    Several times Jane felt Fran's probing tongue enter her and then pull out as it tasted her juices. Then she felt it pulled free and placed flat against her pussy to lick her entire slit in a long dog-like stroke. Jane knew immediately that Fran was deliberately trying to turn her on, to force her to disobey her order not to cum, but she didn't mind. It was enough that Fran intended to make her cum; the discipline that would surely follow would be a bonus. Even so, she tried hard to control her body as Fran repeated that long languid tonguing of her pussy time and again. But, no matter how much she attempted to hold it back, she knew that an orgasm was inevitable unless Fran called a halt. 
 
    "Mistress, please, I can't hold back much longer." Jane pleaded for a respite. 
 
    Jane expected Fran to respond by doing even more to precipitate the punishable climax, but she was wrong. Fran raised her head and looked coldly up the length of Jane's body to deliver a rebuke. 
 
    "You will need to learn a little more self control if you are to be my slave." 
 
    Jane immediately and happily picked up on the implication that this would not be their last session while wondering how she was to learn sufficient control to warrant it. 
 
    "Wait there. Do not move." Fran got to her feet and padded around to the dressing table and her collection of 'goodies', and Jane lay motionless with her legs still wide apart. 
 
    Fran took something from the dressing table and came back to the bed, standing alongside Jane and gazing down at her apprehensive expression. 
 
    "Put these on. As tight as you can stand." 
 
    'These' were a pair of silver nipple clamps, little rings with a knurled screw passing through the top and having a teardrop shaped weight hanging beneath. 
 
    Jane reached up, partly fascinated and partly in dread of the little gadgets that Fran placed in her palm. She looked down her heaving chest to her breasts, where her hard and elongated nipples seemed to invite the clamps. A little clumsily at first, she set about threading a nipples into the ring and then, taking a deep breath, she began to tighten the little silver screw until she could feel it biting into her tender flesh. The nipple hurt cruelly as the screw pressed it against the inside of the clamp. 
 
    She let her breast become accustomed to the first one while she fastened the second one to her other nipple, tightening that one until it squeezed her nipple as tightly as the first. 
 
    "Very good. Now tighten them up." 
 
    Jane had thought them to be tight and she blanched at the prospect of tightening them further, but she obediently screwed each one harder onto her nipple until she was breathing heavily from the pain in her abused buttons. 
 
    "Is that as tight as you can bear?" Fran asked. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    Fran looked at the clamps and then without comment reached forward to tighten each one a further quarter turn. Jane gasped loudly, clenching her fists and wriggling against the hurt. 
 
    "Lie still. You must learn to control your body." 
 
    Fran stood and watched while Jane did her best to obey; forcing her mind to accept the discomfort and let her muscles relax. Finally she was satisfied and she turned back to the dressing table and out of Jane's view. 
 
    Jane closed her eyes and concentrated on herself, until after a minute or so the throbbing in her breasts became first tolerable and then welcome, giving her a sense of triumph and power. She still felt incredibly horny and was sure that her pussy gaped as wide as her legs, triumphantly showing her Mistress that she could take and enjoy anything that would give Fran pleasure. Smiling to herself, she just lay and waited, eager now to go the next step in her serfdom, whatever that entailed. 
 
    "Open your eyes and take the silly smile from your face." 
 
    Jane looked in the direction of her Mistress's voice to find that Fran had returned to the foot of the bed wearing a large black strap-on dildo. The 'silly' smile disappeared instantly to be replaced, first with a gaze of shock and amazement, and then with a look of nervous anticipation. 
 
    "I've often wondered what it would be like to be a man, and now I'm going to find out." Fran told her climbing onto the bed between Jane's knees. 
 
    Fran moved forward, laying herself over Jane and then, supporting herself on one arm and looking between their bodies, rather clumsily reached back with the other hand to guide the tip of the dildo into Jane's vagina. Once she had entered her slave with the tip of the dildo she shuffled her self into a more comfortable position and looked down at Jane's anxious face. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck you with this nice hard cock." She told her. "It's ten inches long and nice and fat, but the way you've been behaving you won't need any lube, will you?" 
 
    The question was rhetorical, because Fran went on. 
 
    "I am going to do my best to make you cum, and you are going to make sure you don't. If you do, then you will be punished. Do you understand?" 
 
    Jane nodded, trying to mask the fear and delight that both ran through her at the prospect before her. 
 
    "Then let's see if you have any control at all." As Fran spoke she thrust forward without warning, driving the dildo deep into Jane's pussy and driving the breath from her lungs. 
 
    At first Jane lay passively trying not to get too turned on as Fran pushed the big imitation cock in and out of her, her slim form belying the power of her thrusts. But before long the familiar warmth began to grow again in her pelvis and she found herself breathing more quickly and less quietly. She had never had a strap-on dildo inside her before and certainly never been fucked by a woman, and the newness was working its magic. 
 
    It wasn't the just the unfamiliar feel of a cold and very large counterfeit cock plunging into her that did it, but the contrast between the unyielding hardness of the dildo and the soft warmth of Fran's flesh against hers. Fran's arms had now gone around her and she could smell her fragrance as she breathed against her neck, grunting softly in unison with her own gasps each time the strap-on cock was pushed into her. She wasn't really being fucked, she was being made love to, and it was the most stimulating thing she had ever experienced. 
 
    Fran shifted her position, pulling herself higher so that she could plunge even deeper into Jane's body and at the same time brought her their mouths level making a kiss inevitable. Of course it was not Jane who initiated it, but Fran. She fastened her lips over Jane's, forcing them apart with her tongue and exploring her mouth. Jane could not help but respond, feeling herself moving under Fran, thrusting back as the dildo entered her, and letting her tongue follow Fran's back into her Mistress's mouth. The warmth in her pelvis became hotter, the embryonic orgasm growing in strength, forcing itself into Jane's consciousness, defying her to ignore it. 
 
    Jane groaned, unsure whether to be pleased that the inevitable was about to happen, with the promise of beautiful chastisement to follow, or sad that she had been unable to obey her Mistress and control her instincts. She knew that she would never be able to cum without Fran knowing, her orgasms were always notoriously noisy affairs and a source of embarrassment to her, but even so she had eventually to surrender to her arousal and let it happen. 
 
    "I'm sorry Mistress, but I'm going to cum!" 
 
    They were the last coherent sentence that Jane was able to form for several minutes, for immediately after uttering them her orgasm exploded inside her and turned her into a juddering, gasping marionette that jerked and twisted under Fran's battering ram dildo. She half expected Fran to immediately withdraw and to leave Jane unfulfilled and sweating on the bed, but instead she kept going, thrusting in and out of Jane's pussy while whispering encouragement in her ear. 
 
    "That's it, let go, let it happen." Fran whispered, thrusting relentlessly into her. "Don't hold back, cum as hard as you like, because the harder you cum the harder I will punish you." 
 
    The last part of the sentence nearly escaped Jane's attention, but some part of her brain fastened onto it, translated it into the promise of pleasure to cum and made her jolt, twist and cry out all the more, pleasure flowing through her like a torrent. 
 
    In the end Jane's climax ran its course, leaving her laying limp and spent in Fran's arms on the bed, her skin shiny with sweat and her mind a haze of lingering sensations. Fran gazed down at her expressionlessly, the dildo still buried motionlessly inside Jane's vagina, just waiting for her ecstasy to pass before reacting. Eventually Jane's eyes began to focus once more and she gazed back into Fran's with a smile of gratitude on her face. 
 
    That was the time that Fran was waiting for. She pulled herself free of Jane's embrace and climbed away to stand by the side of the bed looking down, the artificial cock still standing proudly from her crotch. 
 
    "Did I not tell you to resist?" She asked Jane coldly. 
 
    Rejoicing bizarrely at Fran's tone Jane replied without remorse. "I resisted as long as I could, Mistress, but you are too good, too sexy for me to resist altogether." 
 
    "Don't try and soft-soap me. I instructed you to resist and you have failed. Is there any reason why you should not be punished?" 
 
    "No Mistress." There was nothing else to say. 
 
    "Then get off that bed and stand against the wall." Fran pointed to the wall opposite the bed. 
 
    Still breathing heavily Jane clambered from the bed and staggered jelly-legged across the room, feeling the clamps on her nipples swing and tug as she went. 
 
    Fran pointed to the clamps. "Now change them over." 
 
    When Jane stared at her uncomprehendingly she explained icily. "Take the clamp from your right tit and put it on your left and vice-versa. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    Jane unscrewed her left clamp with some difficulty and wriggled it free of her breast, immediately expelling her breath through clenched teeth as the blood flowed back into her abused nipple and took the pain to a new, almost unbearable intensity. Removing the second was a toe curling experience that brought genuine tears of pain to her eyes, but she still felt elation at being able to follow Fran's instruction even knowing the pain it would bring. 
 
    She paused momentarily with both clamps in the palm of her hand as she got to grips with the hurt in her breasts, but then, with a quick glance of triumph at her Mistress she screwed them back onto her tender throbbing nipples, taking the pain with no more than a tiny involuntary groan as she tightened the second screw. 
 
    Fran was impressed, but successfully hid the fact, issuing new orders to her slave. "Now turn around and lean on your hands against the wall with your feet apart." 
 
    Jane 'assumed the position', knowing exactly what Fran wanted from the countless cop shows on television, and then waited expectantly for either the whip or the tawse to bite into her flesh, knowing that Fran was intent on delivering more physical pain yet. 
 
    Suddenly she felt a sharp stinging pain across her backside, a blow delivered without warning and feeling totally unlike what she expected from either of the two implements she had seen. But she wasn't given time to think about it, because the first blow was followed by the second, and then the third quick succession. A fast rat-a-tat of sharp light strokes on her flesh, flesh that was still warm and tender from the earlier spanking. Of themselves, none of the strokes was more than a quick sting, but the rapid fire delivery let the discomfort accumulate, the hurt of the next coming before that of the previous one had died away. Soon Jane was gasping from the pain in her bottom and still without knowing what was being used to torment her so very effectively. 
 
    She received a few seconds relief when Fran stopped to adjust her stance, but then the staccato beat of the punishment began again, this time against the tender skin on the back of her legs. Once again the build up began, each stroke adding to the discomfort of the last until she wondered how much more she could take. She moaned and writhed from the ever-increasing pain, unable to prevent herself and making her nipple clamps sway and pull at the same time. 
 
    Instinctively Jane tried to take her legs away from the ordeal, bending them at the knee and moving them further apart, trying to find relief. But instead of relief it brought greater torment as Fran was now able to turn her attention to Jane's inner thighs, bringing her never ending rhythm of pain to that more tender area. She looked down, seeking to find what devilish instrument was causing such pain, only to be amazed to find Fran wielding a thin green cane of the kind used to support pot plants. It ain't what you do but the way that you do it, she thought irrationally, almost giggling from the mix of comedy and torture. 
 
    Jane gasped and wriggled, anything for a respite from the ordeal, and without thinking she took a hand from the wall and reached down, trying to get her hand between the cane and her tormented flesh, but her Mistress simply hit her hand instead, doing it harder and harder until she took it away. 
 
    "Now keep your hands flat against that wall and spread your legs wider." Fran told her in a tone that brooked no defiance. "Or you'll surely wish you had." 
 
    Jane made a wide 'vee' with her legs and leaned on her hands again, adrenalin rushing through her from a strange mix of trepidation and satisfaction. 
 
    "That's better, now stay that way. If you keep interrupting it will take longer to do, won't it?" 
 
    The question was rhetorical, but Jane answered submissively anyway. 
 
    "Yes Mistress." 
 
    The tattoo of cane against flesh began again, and with Jane's legs now spread wider, Fran was able to keep up an even faster rhythm by whipping the cane to and fro between Jane's thighs, and even though she had had a short break, it was only moments before Jane was gasping and panting once more. Back and forth went the cane, sometimes landing just above Jane's knees, but often tormenting the more tender skin towards the tops of her legs, occasionally landing within a hairs breadth of her pussy and making her gasp with fear. 
 
    Jane withstood her punishment with gritted teeth, her legs now on fire from the continuous sting of the little green cane, her breasts throbbing from the pull of the weights still swinging from them, and her bottom still burning. To add to that her shoulders were beginning to pound from leaning on he hands and her whole body starting to ache from the unnatural position she had been forced to adopt. Her safe word leapt into her mind but she forced it back, determined not to give in. 
 
    But there was no sign of Fran wanting to stop, and with her face twisted with pain Jane simply couldn't prevent herself from writhing and turning, raising first one leg from the floor and then the other, in an attempt to get relief. Of course, all that did was to make her nipple clamps bite harder and tug more harshly, but she just couldn't stand still. In the end the inevitable happened and she fell, collapsing in a heap on the bedroom carpet, tears breaking out at what she saw as her failure. 
 
    "Sit up if you can't stand, but don't lie there and expect sympathy." 
 
    Jane shuffled round to sit on her very tender bottom with her back against the wall, her legs still held far apart in a subconscious effort to prevent them from rubbing together. She stared fixedly at the carpet, wondering how she could make things up to her Mistress. 
 
    "Look at me." 
 
    She raised her head to gaze passively into Fran's face, incongruously noticing as she did so that the big black dildo was still standing at Fran's crotch and bobbing on its straps before her face. Somehow it didn't seem as ludicrous at the time as she would think it later, but instead it just seemed to reinforce her Mistress's authority and control. 
 
    Fran moved forward to stand between Jane's thighs and, taking the black plastic cock in her hand as if it was real she offered it to Jane's mouth, resting the tip against her lips and gently but insistently pushed it towards her. 
 
    "You've interrupted me twice so far today, so let's see how you handle this. Give my cock a blow job." 
 
    Normally such an order wouldn't have made sense, but Jane knew exactly what Fran was doing and exactly what she wanted. She opened her mouth and accepted the fake penis. She had been ordered to give the strap-on a blow job, but knew she would never be allowed to do so. No sooner had the hard black head passed between her lips than Fran leaned forward, pushing it further in and in effect fucking her mouth. 
 
    Jane accepted the thrusting passively, just leaning back on the wall and letting Fran use her mouth as she would, tasting her own drying juices on the black plastic as it slid back and forth over her tongue. But then Fran was pushing it deeper, pressing it to the back of her mouth, nearly into her throat and making her gag reflexively. She brought her hands up to grasp the cock and stop it making her retch. 
 
    "Take your hands away." Fran's command was sharp. "In fact, if you need employment for them, remove your tit clamps." 
 
    The cock was now thrusting hard and fast into her mouth, its sheer size forcing Jane to breathe through her nose and making it difficult for her to concentrate on obeying Fran's latest command. But she managed to free one clamp, the surge of returning blood making her groan with agony before she turned her attention to the other. Her body was being jolted by Fran's mouth-fucking and the movements made her pull at her own breast, hurting herself even more, but eventually she freed the second one too, tensing herself for the brutal pain she knew it would bring. She wasn't sure if she should be pleased to be rid of the torture or sorry to lose their presence, but she laid them almost tenderly on the carpet beside her, her throbbing breasts a reminder of their use. 
 
    "Now keep your hands down." 
 
    Jane couldn't respond, her mouth was fully occupied and her body was being pushed about by Fran's movements, so she placed her palms flat on the floor to give her some stability. Her mouth was beginning to ache from dealing with giant cock and she was starting to feel very second hand from her experience with Fran. The session had already been at least as tough as she had expected and it was not over yet. 
 
    Fran slowed her thrusts, leaning on the wall with one hand and using the other to hold the dildo and prevent it from coming out of Jane's mouth, pushing it as far as she could into her throat and only stopping when Jane began to gag on it. This, of all the things she had done today, was giving her the greatest sense of power over her slave and she intended to take it as far as she dare. She was beginning to realise what an adrenalin rush domination could bring. 
 
    At the same time Jane was proud of herself for forcing her Mistress to go this far, even though she was worried, maybe a little frightened, about what she had given herself into. She could tell that Fran was very turned on; every time she pushed the dildo forward and she was forced to breath through her nose Jane could scent her arousal. Her concern was that she was already having trouble breathing except in little gasps when her Mistress pulled back and she wasn't sure how far sexual stimulation would make her inexperienced Mistress go. 
 
    Shortness of breath and adrenalin generated from her state of arousal were soon making Jane feel euphoric, she was getting to where she wasn't quite sure what was happening and didn't really care. All she was sure about was that she was being completely dominated by her Mistress and loved every moment, regardless -- or maybe even because of - the pain, anxiety and humiliation. She wanted to just passively accept everything that was thrown at her and then ask for more. 
 
    "Sit up straight, you little bitch." 
 
    The unexpected order made Jane notice that she had unconsciously slumped to one side, her supporting arm sliding away from her across the carpet. She tried to sit up again, but the fake penis in her mouth made it awkward and she struggled to get her hand back under her. 
 
    "Do as you are told." 
 
    Fran's voice was harsh and her fingers entwined into Jane's hair, grabbing a handful of her blonde curls and hauling her bodily back into an upright position. Jane's face was forcibly turned forwards again and the dildo pushed deep into her throat, once more making her retch and gasp for breath. 
 
    A sudden pain in her pussy caught Jane by surprise and it took a moment for her to realise what had happened. Fran had kicked her. From her position standing between Jan's widespread legs her Mistress had lashed out, giving Jane a sharp kick that landed exactly on target. A second kick followed, catching Jane on her clitoris before the foot was quite brutally ground into her pussy. It hurt, but the thought that Fran was kicking her most tender and intimate parts, parts that should normally be treated gently and almost even reverently, gave her a perverse thrill at the demeaning action. 
 
    Jane could feel Fran's toes pushing and wriggling at the opening to her vagina, seeking entrance like so many clumsy fingers. She tried to adjust her position to give them access, but Fran was still holding her by the hair and preventing almost any movement. Even so, it felt good to have her Mistress's foot pressing into her pussy. 
 
    "You like that, don't you?" 
 
    Jane was unable to reply with the enthusiastic 'yes' that she felt, but she tried to convey her agreement with her eyes, wanting Fran to continue. "You enjoy having your worthless cunt kicked, don't you?" 
 
    Fran's foot came back and swung hard into Jane's soft and tender regions. Jane grunted with the impact, hurting but feeling immense arousal from the violent and unlikely stimulation. Again Fran swung her foot, nearly jerking the dildo from Jane's mouth in the process, and again being rewarded by Jane's mewling cry of pain and pleasure. She ground her toes into Jane's flesh, pressing hard on her clitoris, wiggling her toes deliberately to make her red painted toenails scrape at the tender flesh. 
 
    Jane cried out as she felt Fran's toes gouge and scratch at her clitoris and her labia, feeling humiliating pain mixed with embarrassing pleasure and not knowing quite which she wanted most. She was still nearly suffocating from the strap-on stuffed into her aching mouth, her face being shaken about as the effects of Fran's jolting kicks were transferred to the strap-on, but she was nevertheless beginning to feel another orgasm stirring slightly deep inside her pelvis. 
 
    She still did not have Fran's permission to cum, but by now she no longer had the self-control to even try and stop herself. Instead she just let it build, each time Fran's foot drew back to swing forward once more Jane felt her climax loom closer, and each time her Mistress's foot mashed into her pussy she let the pain stimulate her. The feelings were sensational, her mind astounded that she could be abused into an orgasm, but her body reacting spontaneously from sheer ecstasy. It was going to be good, and nothing was going to stop her. 
 
    When she did cum, she opened her mouth to try and get the air she needed and, failing to breathe around the plastic cock, she slumped to the floor, letting it slide from her mouth and almost dragging Fran down as well by her grip on her hair. There she lay, twitching and shuddering as her orgasm rippled through her body, gasping and moaning, her pelvis jerking with instinctive thrusts that found only air, with her surprised Mistress standing over her open-mouthed. 
 
    Fran watched in awe, astounded that the cruelty she had heaped upon her friend could have triggered such a reaction, and profoundly stimulated herself by her own power. She looked down at the dildo, still glistening wet with Jane's saliva further along its shaft than she would have thought possible, and then at Jane, and felt a wave of affection spread through her. Quickly she undid the straps, slipping the dildo from her crotch and letting it fall to the floor, its job done, and then, as Jane flopped onto her back and lay in the exhausted aftermath of her orgasm, she lay alongside her and took her into her arms. 
 
    "That's it, my darling." Fran whispered to Jane. "It's over, and you did well." 
 
    Jane looked at Fran, a little smile on her sweat-shiny face, and let out a long sigh of satisfaction. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress."

  

 
   
    Story 25 
 
    At University there had always been the three of us, a trio of girls who were rapidly closing in on their twenties and turning into women, and who hung around together. Ruth, petite and red haired, was the giggly and adventurous one, Dinah was the willowy blonde that any group needs to help pull the boys, and Dawn - that's me - was the mousy one, the bog standard, general issue female who doesn't stand out in any way, but makes up the numbers. 
 
    We were almost never apart, whether we were out clubbing or drinking, at gigs, raves or festivals, attending lectures, and even occasionally studying in the library, we'd always be together. We even went on multiple dates together to make sure that our boyfriends of the moment only got as far with us as we were prepared let them. In short we were known to be inseparable because we were seen doing everything together. 
 
    But there was one activity which we indulged in that we took care nobody saw us doing together. I'm not sure how that started, although I guess alcohol must have had something to do with it, but about once or twice a week we'd all get together in one of our rooms and have what we called our private fun time. If we were all in the right mood, and that was pretty often, someone would suggest that it might be playtime and then we would undress and either watch each other masturbate or help each other masturbate, or even use the vibrator that Ruth had bought on each other. The main aim, besides collapsing into embarrassed giggles, was to make each other come as hard and as often as possible. 
 
    Now I must be clear that we were not really attracted to our own sex at all and everything we did was without any romantic overtones. To understand you have to remember that we were all subject to raging youthful hormones and unaccustomed freedoms at that time, and so we found it easy to be horny around each other. Fun time was our way of alleviating that horniness. So rather than being secret lesbians we were more like secret exhibitionists, if there can be such a thing, and our purpose was simply to have fun in each other's presence, you know, fooling around sexy fun. We didn't kiss, or make love, or anything like that, we just made each other orgasm, and then laughed at the noises we each made and the faces we pulled. The only time when any of us got even slightly more involved was once when Ruth went down on me, just, or so she said, to see what it was like. I must admit that I enjoyed it and I came really hard, but I don't think she thought much of it because it was never mentioned again. 
 
    Of course all too soon the time came when we left the university and went our separate ways, although we vowed to stay friends and keep in touch. And so we did at first, at least to an extent. We even met up a few times at and had a 'fun time' together, but soon serious boyfriends and careers, and then marriages and children, all got in the way. In the end Dinah's husband, Jed, landed a plum job with an Australian touring car race team and they emigrated. After that contact naturally tailed off to just phone calls and Christmas cards. 
 
    Now time had passed and we were all creeping up on thirty, and we were about to meet for the first time in years. This had come about because Dinah had come home for a visit, intent on catching up with friends and family, and she had suggested that the three of us got together one more time before she left to go back down under. She'd asked if she could stay over with one of us so that we could be just like we had been 'in the old days.' Both Ruth and I had a good idea what she had meant by 'the old days', but hey, why not? My place was the chosen venue because I was the one without a husband and/or kids to get in the way. 
 
    I'd once had a husband, but he'd gone off with another woman and I haven't stopped celebrating since. He had about as much fun and adventure in him as a Trappist monk, the miserable little git. But I hadn't realised that when I married him of course. 
 
    Dinah was the first to arrive, looking as beautiful as ever in a powder blue two piece over a dazzling white blouse. How can anyone have twin boys and still look that trim? I haven't had any kids, but my figure is nothing like as good as it was, or I don't think so anyway, and my summer dress looked positively dowdy against her outfit. 
 
    I'd hardly had time to take her overnight bag from her hand when the doorbell rang again and Ruth stood there grinning like the famous Cheshire cat. We hadn't met for a couple of years and she'd put on a little weight since last I saw her, but she still looked prettier than she had any right to look in tight black slacks and a sweat shirt. We all hugged and kissed cheeks and then settled down to empty a couple of wine bottles, myself and Ruth sitting side by side on the sofa and Dinah in the big armchair opposite. 
 
    Of course Ruth and I wanted all the details of the Jed's job, not that we understood much of what we heard, and of what Dinah's home was like, how she'd coped with the numerous and unfamiliar Aussie snakes and spiders, and so on and so on. We 'oohed' and 'aahed' at what we considered the appropriate moments, gave her our genuine congratulations and tried to hide the broad green stripes that had developed down each of our backs. 
 
    Then we brought each other up to date with the more mundane bits of news, like how well the kids were doing at school, how good our newest gadgets were, how Ruth's family was settling in to her own new house, how the new diet fad was working and so on, and then we sort of ran out of steam and sat fidgeting and mutely looking at each other. 
 
    The truth was really that we'd not so much run out of steam as run out excuses to avoid the other, unspoken, reason for our get together. We all understood about that, but none of us had the guts to bring it up just in case we were wrong. All we needed was someone with the courage to actually say something, and each of us hoped it would be someone else. In the end it was Ruth who said the magic words. 
 
    'I think it's playtime, don't you?' 
 
    Of course we did, we were all feeling as randy as hell just at the thought, but we'd all hidden it just in case nobody else was. Now we all looked at each other with an innocent expression as if we'd never thought anything of the kind, and then we disintegrated into giggles when it was clear that we all had. 
 
    We pulled ourselves together and Ruth asked the customary question. 'How far?' 
 
    When, years before, we had first started having our fun times, we had always decided first how far we wanted to undress, but as we inevitably decided on stripping completely it just became a way of confirming everyone's consent, and "how far" essentially translated as "are we all cool with this?" To which there had developed a time-honoured reply. 
 
    'All the way.' Dinah and I chorused, pretty much in unison. 
 
    There was an excited expectancy in the way we all undressed. The quick nervous movements and shallow breaths all betrayed how we felt, even though we deliberately tried not to look at each other. We were all extremely anxious that this 'fun time' should be a good one, but we were very unsure how it would work after so long. In the end our collective nerve failed and we all just took our clothes off and then sat back in our seats to look expectantly at each other, each of us once again wanting someone else to make the first move. 
 
    'Your boobs have grown.' Ruth told Dinah, trying to break the lengthening silence without committing herself to anything. 
 
    Dinah cupped her breasts and jiggled them. 'I guess it's a legacy of two kids, along with my stretch marks.' 
 
    If she hadn't have mentioned them I don't think anyone would have noticed the marks, but her previously flawless belly did now bear the marks of motherhood. Not that it made her any less good-looking. 
 
    Then I noticed something different about Ruth. Her normally wild and curly red bush was completely gone. 'You've shaved.' I told her, as if she didn't know. 
 
    'Yes.' She agreed with a smile. 'Dale wanted me to. He said he got fed up with flossing his teeth every time he went down on me.' 
 
    Dinah leaned forward to get a better look. 'Let me see.' 
 
    Ruth parted her legs, showing us her smooth pussy to. 
 
    'It looks lovely.' I told her. 'Can I touch it?' 
 
    I don't know what made me blurt it out like that, and I felt suddenly horribly embarrassed. I'd just wanted to feel the smoothness of her skin because shaving was something I thought of doing from time to time, but it can't have sounded that innocent. Fortunately potential embarrassment didn't seem to worry Ruth, probably because she thought it was my way of getting things moving, and so she just nodded and opened her legs a little wider. 
 
    'Be my guest.' 
 
    I leaned across, reaching out to let the tips of my first two fingers run softly across her mound and then up and down each side of her pussy, gently stroking her labia. It felt so smooth, so soft and warm, so different to normally hairless skin, almost like skin that had been talcum powdered, and I just sat there trailing my fingers over her skin. 
 
    'That feels really nice.' I told her, unable to take either my eyes or my fingers from her pussy. 
 
    'You're telling me.' Her murmured reply made me smile. 
 
    Dinah watched me as I stroked Ruth, perhaps remembering the times when we played regularly with each other, but then she abruptly interrupted. 
 
    'Hey, come on. Aren't we getting a bit ahead of ourselves here? It always used to be self-service first, didn't it?' 
 
    She was quite right. It had always been our habit to begin a session by watching each other masturbate before any mutual touching. This time things had got off to a less organised start and we'd kind of missed out that bit. 
 
    'Trust you to be Miss Bossy-boots.' I told her, taking my hand way with obvious reluctance and rolling my eyes in mock frustration. 
 
    'Gotta do things right.' Dinah told me. 'Apart from that, you two can get together any time you want, I'll be half a world away and so I want my fun now. I want to remember today.' 
 
    We couldn't really argue with that and so we just sat back as she settled back into the chair and spread her long legs wide, showing the fuzz of blonde hair that surrounded her pink and wetly shining pussy. We both watched her hand slide down between her legs and then, as she began to play with herself, we did the same. 
 
    I don't think any of us have a problem with being watched. I certainly don't. In fact, I love somebody seeing me touch myself. I don't know why but that's the way it is, and so having friends from my university days watching me play with myself gave me one hell of a buzz. I opened my legs as wide as my seat would let me and let my first two fingers find my clit. Then I just rubbed myself gently and gazed at the others in turn, watching them doing the same thing but in their usual different ways. 
 
    Dinah was using two fingers, rubbing herself with quick little movements that danced back and forth over her clit, while Ruth was holding her labia apart with the first and third fingers, as I remembered she always used to, and using the extreme tip of her second finger to very softly circle the end of her clit, her hips jolting at the sensations she was producing. 
 
    After a few minutes, after I was sure everyone's gaze had alighted on my pussy at least once, and when I could feel an orgasm slowly creeping up on me, I closed my eyes and just allowed myself get swallowed up by wonderful sensations. It was so damn good to play with myself so blatantly, knowing instinctively that at least one of the two girls would be watching me at any given moment, and so I let myself just enjoy the feeling and the company, being reminded of how enjoyable our times used to be by Dinah's quick little gasps and Ruth's throaty moans, and hearing my own involuntary noises becoming more pronounced as my climax crept closer. I wondered briefly why we had let such pleasures fade away, but then common sense gave me the answer. Time and circumstances. 
 
    It was Dinah who came first, her little gasps turning into sharp little cries that built in volume, until suddenly she gave a keening wail and it was over. I opened my eyes and watched, imprinting her movements on my mind so that in the future I would always be able to remember her twitching and moving in her seat in her own jerky little way with her fingers flying over her clit and her head thrown right back. Dinah was always quick to come and her climax was perhaps not quite as intense as mine or Ruth's, but that didn't mean seeing her wasn't a turn on. 
 
    That said, I always found Ruth's climaxes more exciting to watch, because she comes much more heavily. She does it with her eyes squeezed tight, producing deep guttural groans while every muscle in her body seems to go into spasm. So a minute or so later, when she came, I made sure I watched her wriggling and writhing sinuously as she moaned and gasped until finally she went taut and rigid, her legs stretching out straight in front of her before her entire being seemed to collapse in on itself as her peak passed. 
 
    Suddenly both Ruth's and Dinah's eyes were on me, the last to climax as usual and enjoying the attention. I wonder sometimes if I subconsciously delayed my climaxes so I could be watched by the others, but I don't think so. I think it was just a happy coincidence that I was both the slowest to come and the most exhibitionistic. Whichever it was, it certainly worked for me this time, because my orgasm was tremendous, making me cry out and thrust up with my hips as each wave of pleasure poured through me. It seemed to go on and on before finally leaving me trembling from the intensity of sensations and gasping for breath. 
 
    'Wow, Dawn! You really enjoyed that didn't you?' Dinah observed when I finally came back to reality, her own voice not yet quite back to normal. I just nodded, unable to speak until I'd got my breath back. 
 
    It took a few minutes for any of us to be anything like recovered, and during that time we just sat there panting and grinning, three naked women with heaving chests and open legs. If anyone had looked through the window they would have wondered what the hell was happening. 
 
    'We haven't lost the knack then.' Ruth observed with a smile. 
 
    'It was good.' Dinah told us. 'And I'm going to go again.' 
 
    'Is that go or come?' I asked with a giggle. 
 
    'Both.' Dinah's hand slid back between her legs. 
 
    For a moment Ruth and I watched her begin to play again, but then Ruth looked at me and raised her eyebrows in query. 
 
    'Weren't we...?' She let her question tail off hopefully and turned slightly towards me, her legs spread wide. 
 
    'Yes, we were, weren't we?' I answered, moving closer to her and reaching out. 
 
    Once again my fingertips found the smooth skin of her soft outer labia and ran softly along them, up one side and down the other. It was lovely, stroking her and listening to her tiny sighs of contentment. She reached out her hand and gave my bare shoulder a squeeze of appreciation. There was no need; I was remembering how much I'd always enjoyed giving pleasure, perhaps even more than receiving it. 
 
    Soon my fingers moved so that they were travelling one each side, trailing up and down, creating little arousal noises. Ruth soon spread her legs even wider, inviting me to explore. 
 
    'That looks nice.' 
 
    Dinah's words interrupted us and we both glanced across, seeing her with one leg over each arm of her chair, giving us both the most explicit view of the two fingers she was pushing in and out of herself. There was no doubt that her display was deliberate, her comment designed to attract our attention. 
 
    'So does that.' Ruth played along, breathlessly echoing my own thoughts. 
 
    'Not sure how long this will last. My fingers are getting tired.' 
 
    They were doing no such thing, of course, but Dinah always did like to be at the centre of things, and although she'd willingly begun to play with herself, she still wanted to be subject to someone's attentions and have them do it to her instead. 
 
    It had always been difficult with three of us, because there was always going to be an odd one out, someone left to their own devices, someone who would have to play with themselves while the other two were busy together, and so it had long ago become the custom for each girl, as she had been brought to climax, to move on and do the same for the next one, each of us being "serviced" in turn. Dinah was trying to shortcut things, but Ruth was having none of it. 
 
    'Don't worry. I'll be there soon.' She told her, closing her eyes and surrendering to my ministrations for the moment. 
 
    I must admit that I still did find it exciting to be playing with one girl and watching another, all of us in the nude. I could see Dinah's pussy wet and open beneath the two fingers that were strumming at her clit while at the same time I was running my own fingers up and down Ruth's slit. By now I was stroking the inside of her labia, feeling the warm wetness of her entrance on the tips of my fingers and the hard little pea that was her clitoris as they passed it. Each time I touched her clit she jerked slightly from the sensation, and as my fingertips reached her hole she would push herself up a little, inviting me inside. She wanted both but to me it seemed to be which could I do best? 
 
    In the end I compromised. I slid from the sofa to crouch in front of her and push two fingers deep into her, and then I used the pad of my thumb to massage her clit. The deep little growl of pleasure told me I'd got it right. It wasn't long before her hips were gyrating on her seat and she was pushing back at my fingers in time to my thrusts. 
 
    'I'm coming.' She told me, stating the obvious. 
 
    Her eyes closed, her bottom lifted from the sofa and her hands made fists alongside her as the first rush of her climax hit. Then she groaned intensely and pushed herself against me as hard as she could each time, as if trying to engulf my entire hand. I pushed back, opposing her each time, adding another finger as I thrust into her as deeply as I could, wriggling them inside her to try and give her the maximum pleasure. She groaned and gasped and then, as always, her body went rigid, little gasping noises came from her mouth and then she simply sagged back, panting and shaking. 
 
    'God, you've got better.' She told me as she began to get her breath back. 'I thought you were going to push your whole hand in me there.' 
 
    'I was thinking about it.' I answered with a grin. 'You sure came hard.' 
 
    'I'm not surprised. How many fingers did you have up me?' 
 
    'Only three.' I assured her, adding playfully. 'I'll try for more if you like?' 
 
    Before she could answer we suddenly became aware of Dinah's gasps from diagonally behind me. I turned around just in time to see her shuddering into her orgasm. In honesty both Ruth and I had almost forgotten about her, so wrapped up were we in our own fun, while she had been busy watching and masturbating. Now we in turn watched her reach her climax. 
 
    She came as hard as we've ever seen her come before, her entire body jerking and jolting in the seat. We watched her face contort, screwed up and grimacing, with one hand gripping a breast so hard that the knuckles showed white while the other rubbed mercilessly at her clit. She looked as if she were going into a seizure, with her legs held rigidly out over the arms of her chair and every muscle showing tense and strained. I must admit that for a second or two I was actually worried for her, until she finally let out the long wailing sound that we knew so well and slumped into her seat, limp and spent, and I knew she had just had the most powerful orgasm of her life. 
 
    'Wow!' Exclaimed Ruth. 'What happened there?' 
 
    Dinah just put up a hand and shook her head to tell us she couldn't speak yet, and we waited patiently for her to get her breath back, looks of curiosity on our faces. 
 
    'I guess you don't need a hand from me after all.' Ruth observed after Dinah's heaving chest slowed. 
 
    'Oh, don't say that.' She replied, leaving Ruth and I confused again. 
 
    We looked at each other and then back at Dinah who looked back at us. We waited as Dinah closed her legs and composed herself. 
 
    'I'm not sure what made me come like I did.' She gasped out eventually, looking at me. 'I think it was what you were saying.' 
 
    'What were we saying?' I tried desperately to think back. 
 
    'About putting your whole hand inside Ruth.' 
 
    'I was kidding,' 
 
    'Maybe.' She was still panting for breath. 'But I've always wanted to try that.' 
 
    'What?' Ruth frowned. 'Put your whole hand up me?' 
 
    'No, the other way around.' She paused while she took a couple of deep breaths. 'I've always wanted to be fisted, but Jed can't do it, his hand is too big. I know 'cos we've tried.' 
 
    Ruth looked at me. 'I know what's coming, don't you?' 
 
    'I can make a good guess.' It was fairly obvious where the conversation was headed. 
 
    'So you need a hand.' She told Dinah with an impish smile. 'In more senses than one.' 
 
    'Yes. Can you?' Dinah looked hopeful. 'Will you?' 
 
    'I've never done it, but I'll try.' 
 
    'You'll need some lube.' I told them both, rising and heading for the stairs, not really believing what was happening. Being fisted was high on my list of things not to do, the very idea sacred me to death, but if Dinah wanted it - well it was probably her last time with us. I was just glad that Ruth had offered and not me. 
 
    As I took the lube out of my toy drawer I hoped neither of them would ask how come I already had it, although I guess they would have understood that I live alone and toys are an essential these days. Even so, I didn't want to have to explain the giant vibrator I had, the one that stretched me whenever I needed to feel something big up there. Whilst I had that thing I didn't ever expect to need fisting. For a moment I thought of taking a toy or two with me, but then I decided it wasn't such a good idea, grabbed a towel from the airing cupboard and went back down. 
 
    I was just in time to hear Ruth reassuring Dinah that she'd be careful. The atmosphere had changed from light-hearted fun and suppressed excitement to more than a little anxiety. I wasn't even directly involved but my heart was pounding. 
 
    'Don't worry, I promise to take it slow and easy, and if you don't feel happy about anything just say so and we'll stop.' 
 
    'Stopping is the last thing I'll want you to do, I don't ever expect to get the chance to do this again. But I will stop you if I absolutely need to.' 
 
    'Okay.' Ruth nodded, then turned and took the lube from me. 'Ready?' 
 
    Dinah opened her legs just as she had before, one over each arm of the chair she was sitting in, but this time she was trembling, whether from arousal or fear I'm not sure, but noticeably trembling. Ruth knelt directly in front of her and squeezed some lube onto her fingers. I sat on the sofa, and then moved a little to one side so that I could see everything that happened. 
 
    'That's it, I want you to watch.' 
 
    Dinah sounded anxious and excited both at the same time. Her eyes shone with pure lust, something I don't think I'd ever seen on her before. It wasn't lust for either of us, but for what Ruth was about to do to her. 
 
    'Go ahead.' She told Ruth. 
 
    For a moment Ruth hesitated and I thought she was going to back out, but then she reached forward and spread the lube liberally around Dinah's vagina, making her gasp from the cold of it. Then she used one hand to "wash" the other in lubricant, so that her hand was absolutely covered front and back. I hadn't realised how much she would use and the full impact of what she was doing suddenly hit home. Her entire hand, not just a couple of fingers but everything up to her wrist, was intended to disappear into Dinah's passage. I felt an excited shiver run through me. 
 
    Then Ruth slid two fingers into Dinah, moving them in and out, gently finger fucking her for a minute or two before adding a third, and then a fourth, all the while pushing a little deeper each time. I know I'd watched them play with each other in the past, but then it had all been egging each other on with girly giggles, but now it had become much more determined, much more intense. Neither woman was laughing this time, Ruth was concentrating on what she was doing and Dinah was sprawled open, her eyes darting around nervously, her hands hovering as if ready to intervene, but all the time with a look of extreme arousal on her face. I was surprised to find that watching them like that, and knowing what was supposed to be coming, was really turning me on. 
 
    Ruth now had four slippery, shiny fingers pumping steadily in and out of Dinah's wet pussy and it looked wonderful, especially when she folded her thumb over her palm and kept going, pushing her hand into Dinah. At first she just pushed with her hand flat, but then, as she pushed forward she started to turn her hand over, twisting it as if screwing herself int. I could see her getting further and further in, until only the width of her knuckles was stopping her, and still she kept pushing and turning her hand, ignoring Dinah's hovering hand and the anxious little whimpers that she was making, trying her hardest to get her entire hand into Dinah's pussy. 
 
    'Relax.' She told Dinah, softly, reassuringly. 'It's working.' 
 
    'It's hurting a bit.' Dinah gasped. 'But that's okay, don't stop, just be careful.' 
 
    Ruth nodded and although I couldn't see her face I could almost feel her smile of encouragement. She was determined to succeed and be the first of us to fist another. The whole thing was getting to me and my hand slipped between my legs almost of its own accord to find my clitoris. 
 
    Suddenly, even as I watched, Ruth's hand twisted and moved forward. The barrier had been passed and her hand disappeared into Dinah so that shining wet pussy lips closed around her wrist. 
 
    'Oh, my goodness, it's in.' Dinah gasped, her eyes widening in astonishment and exhilaration. 'Don't move; let me get used to it.' She reached forward and grasped Ruth's wrist. 
 
    'There, I told you it would.' Ruth held her hand absolutely still. 'How does it feel?' 
 
    'Fabulous, incredible, absolutely amazing.' Dinah smiled broadly, shaking her head as if in disbelief. 'I can't explain how it feels, it's just brilliant.' 
 
    It looked brilliant too; Ruth's hand was completely engulfed by Dinah's pussy. An unexpected thrill ran through me at the thought of what they had just done and my fingers rubbed at my clit. 
 
    But it wasn't finished yet. For a minute or so Dinah just held Ruth's wrist and prevented it from moving, but then, very tentatively, she began to move it back and forth, making Ruth's hand move gently inside her but at the same time limiting how far she could go. I watched, totally spellbound and very aroused to see one friend actually fist fucking the other. Nobody could have told me how erotic I would find it. I found myself timing the slow and sensuous movements of my fingers over my clit with the movements of Ruth's hand. 
 
    'If I let go, will you take it easy?' Dinah asked Ruth, her understandable nervousness still evident. 
 
    Ruth nodded and Dinah released her wrist, her hand hovering close for a moment or two before she relaxed back and gave herself over to Ruth. 
 
    'Oh, that's wonderful.' Dinah told her. 'You have no idea.' 
 
    'Sshhh, just enjoy it.' Ruth spoke so quietly it was almost a whisper. 
 
    I agreed with Dinah. Neither Ruth nor I could have any idea what it felt like, but if it was as good as it looked then it truly would be wonderful. Ruth began moving a little quicker, and I could see that she was also now turning her hand as she thrust into Dinah's body. 
 
    'Yes.' Dinah answered the unasked question. 'I love that. You can go a bit further if you want to.' 
 
    I didn't notice any deeper thrusts by Ruth, but she did push a little more firmly and a little bit faster. I noticed how much more quickly I was rubbing myself to keep in time with her. 
 
    'You're going to make me come soon.' Dinah announced breathlessly. 'Be careful, won't you?' 
 
    'I promise.' Ruth assured her. I could understand Dinah's worry. If she got carried away in her climax a sudden jolt could cause real damage if Ruth wasn't taking notice. 
 
    'It's happening.' Dinah was gritting her teeth as she set herself to hold still. 
 
    It wasn't happening for me yet, much as I wanted it to. I was playing with myself hard, turned on, waiting and wanting to come, but not close enough yet. I wasn't going to make it before Dinah came. I would be late as usual. 
 
    'I know.' Acknowledged Ruth, her hand still moving back and forth inside Dinah's passage. 'Just let it happen.' 
 
    'Oh God.' Dinah began to give out her usual little gasps and whimpers as her orgasm arrived, but instead of jerking around she was visibly holding herself rigid, trying to prevent her pelvis from jolting the hand inside her. But Ruth was equally aware of the possibilities and rode with Dinah's movements, pulling back a little when Dinah's bottom lifted only to push back in as it subsided, and still maintaining the twisting, thrusting action that was giving Dinah such pleasure. 
 
    Eventually Dinah shuddered as her orgasm began to pass, and Ruth slowed her movements until she was back to being stationary with her hand still encased in Dinah's pussy. I was far from being still though; I was rubbing my clit like mad, jealous of Dinah's enjoyment and needing to come like never before. Even watching Ruth's hand, slick and slippery, slither sexily out from inside Dinah, and see her pussy lips close slowly behind it, wasn't quite enough to send me over the edge. 
 
    'Give me a hand, please.' 
 
    I'm not sure if I knew what I was saying when I said it and it was deliberate, or if I thought I was just requesting help to orgasm, but both Ruth and Dinah stared at me in disbelief as they understood my appeal in a totally different way. Then, the moment I realised what they were thinking a wave of lust swept through me and whatever I meant before, I now wanted just what they thought I did. My earlier thoughts were forgotten as I did a complete about face. Having seen Dinah enjoy it so much now I wanted to be fisted too. 
 
    'Are you sure?' Ruth asked as she wiped her slippery hands on the towel. 
 
    'I need a hand.' I repeated with a nod, adding. 'Fist me someone.' 
 
    'My turn.' Dinah announced, looking surprised. 'Let me get my breath back first.' 
 
    She might have asked for a breather, but she didn't seem to need one because she immediately came and knelt between my legs, looking at my pussy. 
 
    'It's absolutely amazing.' She told me, still breathing heavily. 'You're going to love it. It'll be the sexiest thing you've ever done.' 
 
    I hoped she was right. I wasn't feeling as nervous as she had been, but I was still apprehensive. I licked dry lips as I watched her reach for the lube and squeeze some onto her fingers. 
 
    'Same rules?' I asked. 'Stop if I tell you to?' 
 
    I wasn't backing out; I was far too turned on for that. I just needed to hear her promise. Her breathing had quietened and she smiled up at me quite calmly. 'Yes. And I'll be careful.' 
 
    I was reassured by her manner, but before I could say so she suddenly placed her lube covered fingers on my pussy, making me flinch at the sensation of cold lube on hot flesh. She looked up anxiously, even though she had reacted in the same way earlier. 
 
    'Okay?' 
 
    'Yes, do it.' 
 
    My heart was hammering in anticipation and my breathing was quick and shallow, I wanted it so badly I could hardly contain myself. I felt like shouting to her and telling her to get her damn hand in there right now. But I knew it had to be done slowly and gently, both for reasons of pleasure and safety, and so I forced myself to bend my legs right back and open them even wider, and then passively let her spread the lube around my hole. Ruth sat down beside me, staring in fascination at what Dinah was doing. 
 
    'Press down to go under the pubic bone and turn your hand over as you push in,' she advised, making it sound horribly cold-blooded and technical for a moment. 
 
    Dinah nodded. 'I felt what you did,' she reminded Ruth as she coated her hands with lube. 
 
    I was scared, but the first finger that entered me instantly changed all that. It felt beautiful in its own right as well as serving as a precursor reminding me what was to come. I sighed involuntarily and leaned back, surrendering myself. Dinah wiggled her finger a couple of times, and then I felt another join it, side by side inside my vagina, pushing slowly and firmly in and out, from just inside to full depth and back. I looked across at Ruth, still staring eagerly at me, and then down at Dinah, seeing there a mix of excitement and concentration. God, I felt so aroused by what was happening and from being the centre of attention for the two women. I was wet and open, ready for anything and impatient for everything. 
 
    Dinah wriggled another finger into me, looking up to check that everything was still okay. I smiled down and nodded, statement made without a word being spoken. My only concern was that I was getting too turned on, too excited, so hot that I feared I might come before it happened, though I suppose feared is perhaps the wrong word. 
 
    'I might come too soon,' I told her. 
 
    'There's no such thing as too soon.' She scolded me. 'Soon just means there'll be time for another.' 
 
    I should have known she'd take it as a challenge. I looked down at her, seeing an almost wolfish smile on her face as she tried to make me come, her breasts jiggling as her three fingers began thrusting more purposefully, her thumb reaching up to deliberately rub against my clit. I could see that she wasn't going to stop until I came, and it felt too good to prevent her, so I just let it happen. 
 
    It was a harder, longer, and much more intense climax than the previous one, perhaps because I wasn't doing it to myself, and perhaps because of what I was expecting to follow. Anticipation can be a great stimulant sometimes. When it was over I was gasping and trembling, my legs held wide and a grinning Dinah kneeling between them. 
 
    'That was the starter, now for the main course.' She announced, her fingers still moving inside me and sending little darts of enjoyment through my orgasm sensitised pussy. 
 
    I was so turned on I felt light-headed, I wanted it so badly. I watched as Dinah turned her hand sideways to insert the fourth finger, thrusting into me and at the same time turning her hand back and forth, widening my entrance and making me ready. Then she paused, looking at me as if seeking final permission, and smiled back when I licked my lips, smiled nervously and nodded. 
 
    Still looking into my face she folded her thumb into her palm and began to push in earnest. I stared back at her, willing myself to open and take her, feeling her twist and wriggle her hand as she pushed down and in, knowing it was going in just a little bit further each time. I was full, uncomfortably full and it began to hurt, a burning pain beginning to grow as my pussy was stretched beyond its normal capacity. The hurt grew stronger and I could feel my face tightening under it. I was frightened I would tear and I so tempted to tell Dinah to stop before anything happened, but it felt so good at the same time and there was no way I was going to give up if I didn't have to. 
 
    'All right?' Dinah asked, seeing my discomfort. 
 
    'Yes.' I told her through tight lips. 'Don't stop,' 
 
    She pushed and turned her hand again, forcing her way further inside me, the discomfort grew and then, just as I was feeling I absolutely needed to quit, her hand slid forward in a strangely beautiful slither, all discomfort ceased, and she was inside me, her entire hand in my pussy and my entrance closed around her wrist. 
 
    'Oh my god.' I breathed, holding myself motionless, my eyes darting from Dinah to Ruth and back, a smile of wonder and exhilaration breaking out across my face. 'I'm actually being fisted.' 
 
    For a few moments we all remained still, a tableau of naked women overwhelmed by what we were doing, while I looked down at a wrist sticking out of my pussy. It was an absolutely awe-inspiring sensation, and I could hardly believe it was happening. 
 
    'Nice?' Dinah asked eventually, her face lit by an excited smile. 
 
    I nodded carefully and a little nervously, still trying not to jerk or to push back at her hand in response to the overwhelming sensations. 'You were right, it is absolutely amazing.' 
 
    'What do you want me to do?' She asked, unsure of how to go on. 
 
    'Whatever you want.' It was more of a gasp than anything else. I was getting used to the feeling and wanted to try more. 'Just take it easy.' 
 
    Dinah smiled and then began to slowly and tentatively open and close her hand a little inside me. 
 
    'Alright?' 
 
    'Wonderful.' I closed my eyes to just let the feeling wash over me, conscious at the same time of Ruth leaning forward to get a better view, one hand reaching for and softly stroking the back of my folded thigh. The thought that she was watching so intently was only adding to my pleasure. 
 
    Slowly but surely Dinah began to move more surely inside me, her hand opening and twisting gently at the same time so that her fingers tracked across the roof of my passage until she closed her hand again. It felt so bloody good I just wanted more of it. But then she gave me more as she started to thrust into me, gently and slowly at first, but then more quickly, timing it so that she moved forward as her fingers closed and then opening them as she moved back, never in danger of doing hurt but filling me with a squirming, twisting, writhing, chunk of ecstasy. 
 
    'My god, Dinah, who told you how to do that?' I gasped, opening my eyes for a second to see the concentration on her face. 
 
    'Nobody, I just figured you'd like it.' 
 
    'Like it? It's fantastic. But be careful if I come.' I cautioned her. 
 
    'It's not if, it's when. Because I'm not stopping 'til you do.' She told me. 
 
    That was what I wanted to hear, even though I'd recently come and wasn't ready to climax again yet. There was nothing I wanted to do now except hold on and enjoy the ride, to let her do whatever she wanted to me, inside me. I daren't let go of my legs, I just held on to them, holding them right back to give Dinah access to me, even though I desperately wanted to join in, to tug at my breasts, to squeeze my own nipples and to rub at my clit. Anything to add that little extra to the breath-taking sensations that I was feeling, that little extra thrill that would send me over the edge into orgasm. 
 
    Then somehow Ruth seemed to sense what I needed, for she stroked her hand all along my leg to my pussy, running a couple of fingers around my overstretched hole as if to feel Dinah's wrist entering me, and then traced my slit until they could rub gently at my clit, light, rapid, fairy-fingered strokes across my button that soon had my pussy on fire. 
 
    I wanted to tell them how good it felt, but I was past that, past any rational thought at all, and I just smiled at them, shaking my head slowly from side to side to convey my wonder as they brought me closer and closer to a what I knew would be a gigantic orgasm. 
 
    'I'm going to come.' I warned them. 'Please be careful.' 
 
    'Relax.' Dinah reassured me. 'Just enjoy it like I did.' 
 
    I was lucky. When the tornado that was my climax hit me a couple of minutes later, the position I was in prevented me from making any sudden movements. My pelvis wanted to thrust itself onto Dinah's hand, but with my legs held back it could find no leverage and my head jerked back instead. Time after time another massive shockwave ran through me, sending my head and neck jerking and jolting around, turning the gasps and cries that I couldn't restrain into incoherent coughs and hiccups that made both Ruth and Dinah smile in amusement. But there was nothing I could do, Dinah's hand and Ruth's fingers united to send wave after wave of sensations along my nervous system, spreading out from my beautifully abused pussy to the tips of my extremities, making my muscles spasm and sending my senses into overload. It was the most fantastic, awesome, all consuming orgasm I have ever had in my entire life. So good that I wasn't sure that I could endure it, until, of course, I did. 
 
    When it was over Ruth sat back, watching me with a look of total wonder on her face, while Dinah rocked back onto her heels, just gazing silently at me with her hand still inside me, motionless now, waiting for me to be ready for her to remove it. I nodded, slack-mouthed and silent, not wanting to lose her but knowing that I must. She turned her hand gently and withdrew it with surprising ease. It seemed to just slide out, hardly pulling at my entrance as her knuckles passed through so much more easily than the other way. 
 
    That was the upside, the downside was that she left me feeling strangely empty and forsaken, almost as if I'd been abandoned. It was a strange feeling and one I can't explain. I knew now why Dinah had been so eager to start on me, and now I was just as impatient to do the same to Ruth. 
 
    'Your turn, Ruth.' I told her as soon as I had enough breath. 
 
    She shook her head regretfully. 'I wish I could.' She explained. 'But my period's too close. I'm too tender right now.' 
 
    The look on her face told me that she was genuine, rather than trying to back out of anything. 
 
    'Can we meet another time?' She asked me. 
 
    'I don't think there's any doubt of that.' Dinah interrupted. 'I can see enthusiasm written all over Dawn's face. She'll want it again and that's a certainty.' 
 
    She was right, of course. I did want to take it again, and to try doing it to Ruth. It was just as shame that Dinah wouldn't be around so that I could repay the unbelievable pleasure she had just given me. I'd not wanted to be fisted at first, never in a million years. But a girl's entitled to change her mind and I'm so damn glad that I did. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 26 
 
    I live alone in a small bungalow on the way out of town. I have a lover, Tina, who visits as often as she can, but because she's married that's not as often as I would like. Strangely her husband knows about us, but because I'm also a woman he doesn't seem to mind, thinking perhaps that if he doesn't make too big a deal out of her bi tendencies she won't have any excuse to up sticks and leave him. I'm not bi, I'm uncomplicatedly gay. Men don't do it for me at all. Tried it - just to make sure - didn't like it, and I've got no use for the tee shirt. 
 
    Next door, in an identical little single story home, live a young couple in their early twenties. They had only recently moved in at the time of this story and I hadn't got to know them very well yet, although she was the sort of petite blonde that I wouldn't mind getting to know very well indeed. He was friendly enough, but she was reserved to put it mildly, speaking only when she absolutely had too and then as briefly as possible. I'd reluctantly come to the conclusion that she suspected I was a lesbian and was suffering from an attack of chronic homophobia. Some people are like that, anything a bit different gives them the creeps, but I've got used to it in the thirty-four years I've inhabited this earth and I just ignore it. Shame, but that's the way it is, and each to their own. 
 
    Anyway, on the day that this story really starts Tina and I were sprawled side by side in bikinis on a blanket in the back yard, just enjoying the sun and a couple of beers. We were holding hands as we often did, but other than that we weren't actually doing anything. But then Tina leaned over and whispered something to me. 
 
    'Don't look now, but we're being watched.' She announced. 'That new girl next door is spying on us. 
 
    My eyes scanned around without my turning my head, but I couldn't see anything. 'Where?' 
 
    'Look at their garden shed; she's in there watching out of the window.' 
 
    Now I could see her, standing stock-still a little way back from the window and thinking she couldn't be seen, but there was no mistaking that she was spying on us, presumably trying to find out for sure what mine and Tina's relationship really was. 
 
    I smiled to myself. 'I think she's waiting to see if we get up to anything.' 
 
    'Then let's give her something to watch.' Tina suggested. 'Pretend we haven't seen her and give me a kiss.' 
 
    I didn't need much of an excuse to kiss Tina, I'll do that anytime. We leaned towards each other and kissed, and then kissed again, and again. Soon we were snogging properly, lips and tongues doing their stuff, and I was beginning to get turned on. I reached across and pushed my hand down the front of Tina's bikini top to fondle her breast and especially her nipple. Tina had great nipples, long and rubbery and just right for sucking. Should I, I wondered? Why the hell not, I answered. I reached around her and unhooked her top, pushing it out of the way and lowering my mouth to her breast. 
 
    'Oh you bastard.' Tine whispered. 'You know we haven't time for that, I've got to go soon.' 
 
    I knew that, but right just then I didn't care a great lot. I'd started out intending to worry my neighbour but by then I'd forgotten all about her. 
 
    Tina put her hand on my shoulder and pushed. 'No, pack it in. I've got to go to work and I want to be able to concentrate.' 
 
    Very reluctantly I backed away, my tongue almost hanging out as I watched her hide those beautiful breasts of hers. 
 
    'Now look what you've done to that poor girl.' Tina giggled. 
 
    That was when I remembered why we'd kissed in the first place. The neighbour was still in the shed watching out of the window, but now a rhythmic movement of her shoulder betrayed what her hand was doing out of sight. 
 
    'Come on, let's go in and leave her to play in peace.' I suggested. 
 
    'She'll only think we've gone inside to finish what we started.' 
 
    'Well, let her.' I said, getting to my feet. 'Anyway, maybe we will.' 
 
    'And maybe we won't. I'm out of here in ten minutes.' 
 
    We didn't, and she was out of there in ten minutes, and I have no idea if our watcher finished her mission either. Not the most satisfactory day for any of us really. 
 
    But if that day wasn't so good, a couple of days later it got more interesting. It was another hot and sunny day and I was sunbathing again, this time on my own. My neighbour was out too and from time to time I could see her casting quick glances over the fence. I was beginning to think that maybe, just maybe, my original diagnosis had been wrong. Maybe she wasn't so homophobic, maybe she was just hiding deep in her own closet. Now that could be interesting, after all she was a good looking girl. I decided to test out the water a bit. 
 
    Before you start thinking I'm an unfaithful bastard who ought to remember she already has a lover, I should explain that because Tina is a married woman with a foot in both camps, she appreciates that what we have can be neither permanent nor exclusive. She knows that the relatively small amount of time she can spend with me is unlikely to be enough and she understands that I do occasionally look elsewhere. 
 
    Anyway, back to the story. What I decided to do was to indulge in a little nude sunbathing and maybe a little finger play, and see if it sparked a reaction one way or the other. I thought that if she really was homophobic she'd disappear back into the house like a rabbit going down its burrow. If she wasn't, then we'd see what happened. 
 
    The only thing I kept on was my sunglasses, and I only kept them on so that I could keep a look out without anyone knowing which way I was watching. Other than that I was soon laid out flat on my back and totally naked. I'd arranged myself at an angle so that only someone near the bottom of next door's back garden, including their garden shed, would be able to see anything meaningful. That way I figured that if she turned up there, then she was deliberately trying to get an eyeful and was definitely a possible for my team. I didn't mind the idea of her getting an eyeful, I'm a bit exhibitionistic and I knew it would simply turn me on. 
 
    I couldn't see anything of my young neighbour when I lay down, but I parted my legs anyway and began to play. I wasn't really masturbating, more just feeling myself, running a couple of fingertips up and down my slit and rubbing softly at my clitoris while scanning the horizon for my hoped for audience. It was quietly exciting in a strange sort of way to be deliberately displaying my body in the hope that she would want to see it, and getting pleasure out of doing it. But after a good ten or fifteen minutes there had been no sign and I was beginning to think my first opinion had been correct and I'd just frightened her indoors. I was also considering if I should give up and go in myself or carry on and give myself a genuine seeing to, but before I could make up my mind I caught a quick movement in her garden shed. My heart leapt and I automatically spread my legs a little wider and began playing as if I meant it. 
 
    She was there all right, standing further back than before, almost hidden in the dark of the interior. In fact if she hadn't moved I probably would never have seen her. But now I had seen her I kept made sure I kept her in sight, even though I was busy rubbing my clit more vigorously than before. At first all I could see was her outline, but as my eyes grew accustomed to the dimness of the shed I began to distinguish more detail, detail that gave me a jolt of pure lust. She was watching me through binoculars, with one hand holding them to her eyes and the other pushed into her top, massaging her breasts. I stretched my legs wider to make sure she had a good view and deliberately pushed two fingers up inside myself. 
 
    It felt good, very, very good. To masturbate naked knowing that I was being watched, and knowing that the girl doing the watching was getting turned on by it was all that I had hoped for. I would have to find some way of getting together with her and preferably soon. Just the thought of it made me even hornier. I took my hand away for a moment while I reached under my thigh, and then I thrust my fingers back up inside myself and used my other hand to rub my clit, the combination of sensations making my hips move automatically. 
 
    I love masturbating for an audience. Tina and I do it together from time to time, usually as a lead up to a full session but sometimes just for it's own sake. It's a massive turn on. This time I was doing it for a younger woman, a girl almost, whose name I didn't know, but whose inclinations were becoming clearer all the time - and I wanted her. 
 
    I lay there, everything on display, one hand pumping in and out and the other rubbing enthusiastically at my clit. I looked across at my watcher, seeing her still spying through her binoculars, but now her free hand was out of sight and her shoulder was moving as it had before. I groaned with pleasure as I realised we were doing exactly the same thing at the same time. If only we were doing it together, or better yet, to each other. I was feeling as hot as hell and it wasn't long before I felt an orgasm building. 
 
    I closed my eyes and surrendered to my budding climax, imagining her in my minds eye, no longer hidden by the shed but standing watching me, her breasts bare and her hand down her panties, playing with her own pussy. And then I came, my bottom dancing on my blanket as I strummed at my clit, with my other fingers pushed hard up inside me. God, it was good, it was so damn powerful and made all the stronger for having a spectator. When it was over I slumped back onto the blanket, letting my hands fall to my side as I struggled for breath with a heart that was hammering its way out of my chest. I opened my eyes to see what she had made of it, but then my stomach lurched to find that she was gone. 
 
    She didn't reappear that afternoon, I lay there, supposedly relaxing after my orgasm but in truth wound up and anxious, hoping that she would come back, hoping that I hadn't scared her off with being too blatant, just hoping, until eventually I gave up, gathered my bikini and blanket and went back inside. I wasn't sure what I had hoped would happen, clearly I'd looked on it as perhaps opening a door between us but I'd not stopped to figure out how. But at least I knew she could potentially be interested. 
 
    I didn't see her the next day either, although it must be admitted that the cool overcast day was not exactly conducive to lounging around in the garden. Instead I mooched about indoors, going through the motions of housework, until I finally made the decision that I would take a more direct approach to her the next time I saw her. The chance came the day after that, when I saw her come out into the back yard looking gorgeous in a loose blue summer skirt and a white top. As soon as I saw her I knew I would just have to make a move of some sort. 
 
    'Hello.' I called out to her over the fence. 
 
    She put her hand up in acknowledgment and smiled fleetingly, and so I pressed on. 
 
    'Look.' I said. 'We're neighbours, but I don't even know your name. I'm Jackie.' 
 
    'Hello.' She replied. 'I'm Isla.' 
 
    She seemed about to walk away, so I quickly ploughed on. 'Would you like to come round for a coffee?' I asked her. 'I'm going to have one and it would be nice to get to know each other a bit better. You know, neighbours and all that.' 
 
    She hesitated and for a moment I thought she was going to refuse my hasty invitation, but then she nodded. 'Yes, it would, wouldn't it? Martin has been saying I should make an effort.' Martin, I assumed, was her husband. 
 
    There was a connecting gate, although it had not been opened for a very long time. My previous neighbour had had two dogs, neither of which were friendly and so I'd kept it bolted. Now the bolt squealed in protest at being asked to move and the gate took both of us to shift it, but at least pushing and pulling together kind of broke the ice. But eventually Isla was through and I led the way into the house, taking her through the kitchen and into the living room - much more friendly for my purposes than a kitchen. 
 
    'Take a seat; I'll just make some coffee.' I told her, turning back to the kitchen. 'How do you like it?' 
 
    'White, no sugar, please.' She told me. 
 
    In my lounge there were two chairs and a sofa, and one chair was piled with clothing waiting to be put away. I wanted her on the sofa, so I just had to hope she hadn't chosen the other chair. Fortunately when I returned there she was sat primly at the left hand end of the three-seater. I pulled up a small coffee table and put it between us, and then sat down at the opposite end, the only difference being that I sat at a diagonal, half facing her, with one knee folded under me. I was wearing shorts this time, along with a halter top, so that position came easily. 
 
    We chatted inconsequentially for a while as we drank our coffees, each finding out about the other, and during that time she too pivoted to copy my way of sitting, pausing only to push her skirt down between her legs to protect her modesty. I smiled inside because mirroring my behaviour unconsciously showed that she was interested. It was time for me to push things along a bit. My only concern was that, as my next door neighbour things could get very awkward if I'd judged things wrongly and my advances were rejected. But, nothing ventured... 
 
    'I know you saw me the other day.' I dropped out suddenly, smiling to take away any sting. 'I saw you watching.' 
 
    There was a long pause and I could see by her expression that she knew exactly what I was talking about and didn't quite know how to respond. 
 
    'Sorry.' She said eventually, her voice just above a whisper. 'That was very rude of me.' 
 
    'It doesn't matter.' I told her. 'I didn't mind. And I could tell what you were doing.' 
 
    'I shouldn't have done that.' 
 
    'I didn't mind because it helped me get there.' I expanded. 'And it made it better.' 
 
    'Made it better?' She echoed. 
 
    'Yes, you watching made me come harder.' 
 
    'Oh.' 
 
    'Did you come?' 
 
    'Yes.' A faint ghost of a smile this time. 
 
    'A good one?' 
 
    'Yes.' She was sounding a little less embarrassed now. 
 
    'If I were to do it again, would you want to watch next time?' 
 
    'Would you want me to?' She was beginning to sound drawn in by the possibilities. 
 
    'Yes.' I replied bluntly. 
 
    'I think I'd like to.' 
 
    'Would you mind if I saw you, I mean other than through the shed window?' 
 
    This time she had to really think about it, but the fact that she didn't reject the idea out of hand was a good omen. 
 
    'I'm not sure about that; I'd have to see how I felt at the time.' 
 
    I nodded. 'I can understand that. But it would be nice if we could watch each other.' 
 
    'Yes.' She agreed. 
 
    There was a long silence as we digested what we had said, and while I worked out the next step. I was still scared of creating a hostile air between us, but in the end the next step was dictated by the fact that I already felt as randy as sin. 
 
    'Well, if you see me again anytime, feel free to watch, and to join in if you want to.' 
 
    It sounded as if I was drawing the conversation to a close, but I wasn't. 
 
    'Thank you.' She smiled more easily this time, and I could hear that her breathing was heavier. The pause had just given her time to think about it and turn herself on. 
 
    I didn't say anything; I just undid the button of my shorts and pulled down the zip, my eyes carefully watching her face. She started in surprise but she didn't turn away or even look as though she wanted to, and so I slid my hand down the front and under my panties. 
 
    It's always good to feel my fingertips reach my pussy, especially as I'm shaved and so even my mound is soft and silky, but this time was particularly nice with having Isla sitting only feet away watching. Right then I wanted to pull my shorts and panties down to let her see everything, and to give myself more room to play, but I didn't want to be too full on too soon, so I just gently massaged myself under my clothes, looking at her face all the time. 
 
    Her eyes were fixed on the shapes of the fingers moving under my shorts as if fascinated. I couldn't be sure at first if it was shock or delight that held her attention, but slowly, as I listened to her breathing and saw her lick dry lips I felt sure it was the latter. I pushed my shorts down just a little, watching for her reaction. Then I pushed a little more so that shorts and panties were both level with the top of my slit. Still no adverse effect, in fact she leaned forward slightly as if trying to see down them and then I knew that she'd be mine, just so long as I didn't rush it. 
 
    For a few minutes I played gently with myself, letting myself make a few little pleasure noises and purposely fighting a battle between trying to part my legs further with my panties restricting how far they could go. Eventually I stood up. 
 
    'Sorry.' I told Isla. 'I've just got to.' I pushed both shorts and panties down and stepped out of them, sitting back down as before wearing only my halter top. 
 
    She didn't say anything; she just looked at me and nodded her understanding. 
 
    Without the restrictions of clothing I could open my legs wider, putting one foot on the seat between us but keeping the other on the floor, and show her everything I had. I let her take a good look before putting my hand back between my legs and beginning to play with my pussy more openly. I wasn't yet trying to bring myself off, I thought I needed to entice her a little further before that happened. No, I was just enjoying touching myself in the presence of a beautiful girl. 
 
    I kept watching her all the time I fondled myself, seeing the expression on her face change subtly from shy interest to veiled lust as she watched me. She was becoming more aroused, her breathing was becoming deeper and she had one hand clenched in a fist and the other on her thigh, unthinkingly stroking it. But I was still wary of frightening her away, I needed her to commit before I made an overt approach. I intentionally let my eyes close and my head fall back as I played, deliberately giving her the chance to do whatever she wanted without me watching. 
 
    With my eyes closed I was able to just enjoy myself. Yes, I was very conscious of Isla's presence and that she the reason for what I was doing in the first place, and I tried to keep my ears open for any indication of what she might be doing too, but I was able to give my attention more to the pure pleasure of touching myself. 
 
    I still didn't want to bring myself off yet, but it was such an erotic situation that I found it difficult not to. I was rubbing my clit very lightly, with the pads of my fingertips just skating over the tip, but soon that beautiful hot feeling of an embryonic orgasm began sending little shock waves of pleasure through me and making me gasp. I forced myself to calm it down a bit, running my fingertips along my slit inside my labia from my clit right down to my entrance and back. I was surprised how wet I was, my juices were almost literally running from me. I smiled to myself without opening my eyes, sliding a finger into my slippery vagina and groaning with pleasure. I was so involved in my own enjoyment that I nearly missed the feel of her foot joining mine on the seat. 
 
    I opened my eyes to see and felt a jolt of excitement. Isla had parted her legs and was massaging herself through her panties, her fingers pressing the material against her pussy. God, but she did look hot, with her long slim thighs and the outline of her pussy showing against the white of her panties. I couldn't repress a moan of pleasure. Our eyes met and she smiled at me, her shyness melting away under the force of her arousal. 
 
    'You said I could join in if I wanted.' I could hear her need in her voice. 
 
    'Feel free.' My heart was hammering so that I just didn't have the breath to say more. It looked as though things were going my way. 
 
    We sat more or less facing each other along the sofa with our eyes glued between each other's legs, Isla watching me fingering myself and listening to the wet sounds of my fingers, and me watching her fondling herself. I knew what she would have to do, she would never be able to bring herself off easily through her panties and I just had to wait for her to take them off. 
 
    'Things are getting in the way.' She said softly after a few minutes. 
 
    It was my turn to quietly nod that I understood. 
 
    She stood up, and while I watched she did more than I expected. Instead of just removing her panties she undressed completely, stripping off her skirt, her top, her bra and her panties to stand naked before me. I tried very hard not to hang my tongue out and I hope I succeeded. Now I was the one who was overdressed. 
 
    'I'd better do the same, don't you think?' I asked, standing up to take off my halter. 
 
    With both of us naked only feet apart I felt the sudden urge to take her in my arms. I hesitated, my arms coming up as if to reach out by themselves, torn between my desire and my fear of pushing things too quickly. Fortunately I managed not to spoil things and my hands dropped back to my sides before she noticed. It was probably a good thing, because she had taken a big step in undressing and now when she sat back down she did so with both feet on the floor as if she was having second thoughts about it. 
 
    She sat with her hands on her knees, glancing at me from the corner of her eye and then looking down at the floor. I could see that she was torn herself between desire and apprehension, and all I could do was try to dispel that fear and try to recover the situation. She so looked beautiful sitting primly but totally naked and I wanted her desperately, and so I sat back in my seat and took a risk. 
 
    'Do you want to stop?' I asked her trying to convey disappointment and hoping to God that she didn't. 
 
    She shook her head but still sat looking at the floor. 
 
    I sat silently, not sure what to do, but then she shook her head a second time, this time more positively. 
 
    'No. I'm just a bit jumpy.' She looked directly at me and smiled nervously. 'I was enjoying what we were doing, can we carry on?' 
 
    'I'd love to.' I told her, my voice inexplicably hoarse with emotion. 
 
    'Then let's.' I gave her ten out of ten for her resolve. 
 
    We turned in our seats, awkwardly threading legs and feet together until we were settled, each with our right ankle over the other's left. That's when I noticed that we were sitting closer to each other and that we had both feet on the sofa and were facing each other straight on. I have no idea why or how that happened, maybe instinctive need on both our parts, but I certainly wasn't complaining. 
 
    For a minute or so we sat looking at each other, a little uncertain how to begin after our temporary halt, and I think we both used the pause to appraise each other, for I saw her eyes flitting over my body just as mine were over hers. 
 
    The very first thing I noticed, much to my delight, was that she too shaved her pubes and the second thing were her beautiful little breasts, tipped with pale pink nipples whose colour almost exactly matched the pale pink of her pussy. Then the third thing was the pitter-patter of my heart and the fact that my mouth had gone dry. God, she was gorgeous, I just hoped she thought I came within her acceptable range. 
 
    Nice though it was, we couldn't just sit there eyeing each other up, so I let one hand slide down my front onto my pussy while the other cupped my breast. For a moment I did nothing, but then I began to play, running my fingertips up and down my slit and massaging my breast. Isla gave me a slightly embarrassed little grin and her hands copied mine. 
 
    For a few minutes we both played quietly, the only sounds being the little pleasure noises we both made, but then, as shyness receded, Isla closed her eyes, parted her labia with two fingers and found her clit with the third. Now she was playing for real, intent on coming, and so I felt able to do the same. I hooked two fingers over my pubic mound and rubbed my clit, wanting her eyes to pop open and see me. Soon her eyes did open, but for a different reason. 
 
    'Oh. I'm going to come already.' Her voice was tight and strained with her arousal. 
 
    I was genuinely surprised, I'd expected her more to be more inhibited by the circumstances than helped by them. I was nowhere near yet, in fact I'd been closer before we'd paused, but there was no mistaking the little gasps she was making, or the little twitches her pelvis made as she rubbed her clit. And then she did come, and her orgasm was a strong one, uninhibited and unrestrained, her eyes unfocussed as she gasped out her enjoyment in one long sibilant 'yeessss', her body shuddering and jerking against the sofa. Eventually her climax slowly faded and the jerks of her hips against her fingers grew less, until they too stopped and she slumped before me, spent but smiling. I looked on in amazement, my own arousal heightened by what I had seen, although my orgasm was still only a promise. But I was far too turned on to stop. 
 
    'You don't mind if I...?' I asked breathlessly, wondering why I felt the need to ask. 
 
    She gave me a slow languid smile. 'No, I want to see you do it.' 
 
    I played with myself while she sprawled in front of me, legs wide, her pussy shining with her juices, closer then she had been before, her orgasm having jolted her forward until our pussies were only a couple of feet apart. Her nearness seemed so erotic, so sexy, I wanted to reach forward and touch her. I almost did, but her hand found its way back between her legs instead, so that she was idly touching herself as she watched me masturbate. Now everything was encouraging my promised climax to become reality. I could feel it building, that warm pressure in my pelvis that would eventually explode into an orgasm. I could see her watching me, her eyes moving from my fingers to the hand around my breast where I was pulling at my nipple, making it peak before releasing it. 
 
    'I like doing that too.' She whispered. 
 
    'Do it then.' I encouraged her. 
 
    Her finger and thumb closed around her nipple and tugged, pulling her pert little breast into a peak and making her gasp from the sharp little pain of it. We copied each other, pulling at our nipples until they slipped from our grip and made us both groan as they jumped free. Her fingers were playing with her pussy again now as if working her way to a second climax. Mine was rapidly closing in on me. 
 
    'Are you going to come?' She asked, arousal again clear in her voice. 
 
    I just nodded, my jaw was almost too tight from the effects of my own play to speak, I was so nearly there. 'Yes.' I gasped out finally. 'Now.' 
 
    Her presence made my orgasm so much stronger than usual. It rolled through me, hot waves breaking inside my body, ripples of ecstasy spreading out right through me. I rocked backwards and forwards in my seat and let out a long cry of pure pleasure and excitement that only subsided with my climax, leaving me slumped forwards and whimpering softly, shuddering from the aftershocks that chased each other through me. I was gasping for breath and my heart was racing, and so it took me a minute or two before I was in control of myself enough to say or do anything. 
 
    But then Isla voiced my thoughts exactly. 'Wow.' She said. 'That was good.' 
 
    'Oh yes.' I gasped, nodding agreement. 'It was that.' 
 
    Sitting and leaning forward as I now was, I was close enough to touch her. She had stopped playing with herself when I came and I looked at her pussy, its lips puffed open and its entrance slick and shiny. I wanted to touch it but, although I was almost sure I wouldn't be rejected I didn't quite have the nerve. So instead I put my hand on her leg and stroked her thigh, softly running my palm over her smooth skin and all the time looking into her face for her response. 
 
    At first her only reaction was the ghost of a smile and she just lounged there and let me, making no attempt to either encourage or discourage me. I leaned forward a little more and let my hand wander to the very top of her leg, nearly but not quite touching her pussy. Now there was a response and I though for a moment that she was pulling away, but instead she moved to sit more upright herself and reached forward, putting an arm around my neck and pulling me towards her, silently resting her head on my shoulder in a kind of mute surrender. 
 
    I felt my heart leap. By that response she had told me everything I wanted to know. My advances wouldn't be rejected and I wouldn't end up with neighbour problems. Excited by her reaction, I hooked my free arm around her neck in turn and pulled her even closer, letting my hand trace the length of her thigh before I was finally, at long last, able to do what I'd been aching to do and place it gently over her pussy. She murmured unintelligibly into my ear and just let me do it. 
 
    I ran my fingers up and down her cleft, feeling the lovely little nub of her clitoris and the gorgeous wetness of her vagina as my fingertips parted her labia and explored her. Her arm tightened slightly around my neck and she moaned softly, and I tried hard not to giggle with delight. Soon my roving fingers settled on her clit and began to rub it gently, wanting to give her as much pleasure as possible, wanting to make sure she came back to me. But sitting facing each other and leaning forward made touching her awkward and giving real pleasure almost impossible. I untangled myself and stood up, seeing her gaze up at me with confused and disappointed look on her face. I stretched out my hands to her. 
 
    'Come on.' I said gruffly. 'Let's go through there.' 
 
    I indicated my bedroom door with a nod of the head. It was closed, but her house was the same as mine and she was in no doubt where I meant. She didn't say a word, but she took my hands and let me pull her to her feet. We placed an arm around each others waists as I guided her to my bed. 
 
    Isla climbed onto my bed and just lay there, looking up at me expectantly. I smiled with pleasure and climbed on beside her, leaning over and looking down at her. Her arms came out to meet me and we embraced properly, our naked bodies pressed together right down to our feet. It felt so good, and then we made it better by kissing for the first time. 
 
    Her mouth was lovely and soft, her full lips at first only slightly parted, but soon opening so that her tongue could join in, dancing with mine, flicking in and out of my mouth as mine did hers, exploring, licking and tasting, ramping up the pleasure until we were both moaning and squirming against each other. I could feel her diminutive breasts under mine, firm little nipples pressing into my skin, long slender thighs parting slightly so that one of mine could press between them. I could even feel her shaven mound against my hip and I knew that she must feel mine too. 
 
    We kissed several times, long lingering kisses that mutely said so much, and then I raised my head and looked down at her, using my hand to stroke her cheek. She smiled up at me, submissively waiting for me to touch her again. 
 
    For a moment I did nothing other than stroke her face and think how lucky I was, but then I let my hand wander down over her jaw, along her neck and then down to her front. Her eyes closed as I let my fingers roam around her soft little breast, stroking and caressing, over the rise and around her nipple, tweaking it between finger and thumb, flicking it gently with my finger to make her gasp, and then continuing down her body. I skated around her navel and then, moving a little to one side to give myself room, I carried on down towards her pubic mound, this time grazing her skin with my fingernails to make her skin twitch with pleasure. 
 
    Her pubes were totally smooth, newly shaved, and lovely to touch. She parted her legs further for me and I ran my fingers down over her labia, hearing her sigh quietly as I explored her again. I parted her folds to find her tunnel, playing at her entrance, feeling just how wet and aroused she was. I pushed a finger just a little way inside her and she pushed back, lifting her pelvis to try and admit me further. A second finger found its way in, and then I pushed, sliding both fingers deep into her. Again she groaned and pushed back. 
 
    'Oh god, that's wonderful.' She gasped excitedly, the first words either of us had spoken in the bedroom. I couldn't agree more. 
 
    I looked at her, smiling to see seeing eager excitement in her eyes rather than the nervousness of earlier. She wanted me. I began to thrust my fingers into her pussy with a rapid heavy rhythm, finger-fucking her hard, the heel of my palm rubbing on her clit at the same time. Her hand came up behind my shoulder, fingertips digging in, revealing how much she was enjoying it. 
 
    The little mounds of her breasts were swaying with my rhythm, engorged nipples moving up and down, enticing me. I couldn't resist. I lowered my mouth and found one, sucking it into my mouth so that I could nibble and lick it even as I fingered her. Her hand moved to the back of my head, holding me to her breast, and all the time she was moaning sexily. 
 
    This time she didn't tell me when she was about to come, she just came, pushing my face hard onto her breast while her pelvis jerked and leapt against my fingers. I gripped her nipple between my teeth and pulled at the same time as plunging into her as deep as I could, knowing that she would like it and knowing it would increase her pleasure. She responded with the same long sibilant 'yyeeessss' as before, throwing her head back as her orgasm reached a peak. 
 
    Afterwards we lay together in each others arms, just holding each other without speaking for what seemed to be a long time. I think she was absorbing what had happened between us and thinking through its implications. For my part I was luxuriating in the knowledge that I'd seduced my neighbour, although in truth she needed little seducing, just persuading. Then suddenly she looked up at me and began to talk. 
 
    'I didn't think it would be you.' She said out of the blue. 
 
    I gazed at her, not really understanding and wanting her to expend. 
 
    'For years.' She began. 'I've been curious about what it would be like to be in bed with another woman. I like men and I want men, but I still had this little niggling urge to be with a woman, and I suppressed it. Then I saw you and your friend, and the feeling came back. I'd decided that if the chance ever came I would do it, but I never thought of it being with you because you've already got someone. Don't get me wrong, I'm glad we did what we did and that you taught me how nice it could be, and I hope you'll invite me for another coffee so you can teach me some more. I just thought I'd have to look further than the house next door.' 
 
    She giggled girlishly at her own temerity and gave me the chance to explain to her. 
 
    'Tina. The friend you saw me with.' I told her. 'Is also married, so I don't have a proper lover. So you're not treading on anyone's toes. I saw you and fancied you, it's as simple as that, and you have a standing invitation for coffee anytime you're in the mood.' 
 
    We both knew what that meant, just as I had understood what she meant by teaching her more. We'd only very warily scratched the surface of what women can enjoy with each other and there was so much more we could do with and to each other. 
 
    'Can I come around for coffee tomorrow afternoon?' She asked with a giggle. 
 
    I could see the beginning of a lovely relationship. 
 
    Isla and I had finally ended up in bed together. I'd wanted her virtually from the day she and her husband had moved in next door, but it hadn't been easy to get to her. I knew she was interested because I'd seen her spying on me with Tina, my part time lover. It was clear that seeing us had turned her on, but it isn't easy for a married woman to admit, even to herself, that she found watching other women kissing and playing to be arousing, and I understood that. So the next day I pandered to the voyeur in her and the exhibitionist in me and masturbated naked in my back yard, knowing that she would see and hoping it would spark an interest in me. It did, although she tried not to let me see her by hiding in the darkness of her garden shed and peering at me through the window, but I could tell that she was doing exactly the same thing - playing with herself in the assumed security of that shed. 
 
    I didn't let on that I'd seen her, not at the time anyway, but a day or two later I invited her round for coffee under the guise of neighbourliness, and that was when I told her that I knew she'd watched me, and that I didn't mind. She was a bit taken aback to put it mildly, especially when I let her know that I'd seen her too, but then she became more and more turned on at the thought. Soon we were doing it again, but this time at the opposite ends of the same couch. The step from there to the bedroom was almost a foregone conclusion. 
 
    Even so, it still wasn't a done deal and I had to take things very slowly. We kissed and caressed and I played with her, but she didn't make any attempt to touch me anywhere that mattered. I was beginning to worry that it might be all one-way traffic, but then she'd suddenly asked me if I would invite her for coffee again so that she could learn more about being with a woman. That was a bit unexpected, but too right I would, because then I figured we would get it together properly. I handed her the requested invitation, and then I'd expected her to come round "for coffee" the following afternoon. 
 
    We hadn't arranged an exact time, so when she didn't appear after lunch I wasn't too bothered. But as time wore on and she still didn't show up I got more and more frustrated, until finally I had to accept that I was being stood up and I eased my frustration by practising a little diy. I had been so sure she'd turn up too. Never mind, I thought, perhaps something had come up and she'll be around tomorrow instead. But she wasn't. In fact I didn't see hide or hair of her for the next three days. Mind you, the weather wasn't that good, so I kind of convinced myself that was the reason. 
 
    I talked on the phone about it with Tina (she knows I have other women and isn't jealous because she has her husband), looking for a little sympathy and advice on how to get her back into my bed, but she gave it to me straight. Isla had chickened out. Giving in to her bi-tendencies had been more than her background could take, and she was simply avoiding me so that I'd work that out for myself without her having to tell me. I suppose I'd already known it, but it took Tina's forthright words to bring it home to me. I would have to shrug and move on, but I knew I would miss the fun that Isla and I might have had. 
 
    But it seems that Isla is nothing if not unpredictable, for the very next day, as I resigned myself to having all work and no play, there was a rather hesitant knock on my kitchen door. I knew immediately who it was, simply because no one else would call at my back door, and I'll readily admit to wondering how, or even if, I should answer it. But of course, I did. 
 
    'Hello.' She said, sounding very timid. 'Can I talk to you?' 
 
    'Of course.' I answered, trying not to look thrilled to see her. 
 
    I ushered her through into the lounge, wondering quietly where she would choose to sit. To my surprise she sat at the end of the sofa, exactly where she had the last time. 
 
    'Would you like a coffee?' I asked, trying to sound upbeat by adding. 'No strings attached.' 
 
    'Thank you, yes. But first can I say sorry?' 
 
    'You just did.' I told her, turning away to hide the smile I couldn't suppress. 'Apology accepted, and now I'll make some coffee.' 
 
    I think I could sense her smiling too as I made my way into the kitchen, but by the time I came back a couple of minutes later, the smile had gone and she was sitting with her knees together, looking very prim and very thoughtful. I guessed that whatever she wanted to say had been rehearsed a number of times over the last day or two. Even so we sat in silence for a few minutes. I let her stew. 
 
    'Look.' She said suddenly, half turning in her seat to look at me. 'After I got home I thought about what happened, and I don't think we should have done it.' 
 
    I sat and said nothing, hoping she'd go on. I thought I had an idea what had happened, it had been too much for her ingrained morality to handle all in one go and she was on a guilt trip. If that was the case, then maybe all was not lost. 
 
    'It's not fair on either of us.' She blurted. 'I can't start a full on thing with you. I'm married and you've got someone.' 
 
    'And?' I asked. 
 
    'And?' She echoed, thinking I meant "so what?". 
 
    'And there's more to it than that, isn't there?' 
 
    She went silent again. I don't think I was following her carefully thought out script. 
 
    'Didn't you enjoy what we did?' I prompted her. 
 
    'Yes.' She looked into my eyes and smiled wanly. 'That's the trouble.' 
 
    I raised my eyebrows in silent query. 
 
    'Look.' She said again. 'I loved us watching each other and I loved it when you touched me and made me come, but you'll want me to do the same for you and I don't think I could do that. I'm sorry.' 
 
    I had the distinct feeling that maybe she hadn't really come over just to apologise, that was a sort of cover for her being several days late due to her indecisiveness. I remembered the greedy way she looked at my pussy when we were masturbating together and I was pretty sure she wanted much the same as I did, if only she could let herself go. I rather guessed that she'd been struggling with her conscience since then and that in the end her conscience had lost out, and that was really why she had called round. I also guessed that she could quite easily be scared off again. If I was to get anywhere I would have to tread very, very carefully and seduce her all over again. 
 
    'Then don't, it's ok.' I told her. 'Nobody should ever do anything they're not comfortable with. Neither of us would get pleasure out of that.' I was carefully keeping an "us" in it. 
 
    'But if we did anything together you'd want your pleasure too.' 
 
    A promising choice of words. 
 
    'Yes, and you've seen that I'm perfectly capable of doing that for myself, especially when someone is watching.' 
 
    She giggled, the first relaxed sound she had made. 'So am I, especially when someone is watching.' She acknowledged, echoing my words. I got the idea that the thought was starting to turn her on again. 
 
    'There is one thing you can rely on.' I told her, waiting for her attention before continuing. 'If anything was to ever happen between us in the future, you can always call a halt, anytime, no problem. Remember that, just in case.' 
 
    She sat considering what I'd said. 'Do you think something could happen in the future?' 
 
    That was one hell of a question and I took my time before I answered. I wasn't going to say it wouldn't, but I didn't want to push things either. 
 
    'I don't know. I won't hide the fact that I'd like it to, because you already know that. But only as far as you would be comfortable with. I mean, if you'd ever like us to just play in front of each other again sometime without anything else happening, then that's fine by me.' I smiled encouragingly. 'I got a heck of a buzz from it the last time.' 
 
    'I must admit that so did I.' She paused, looking pensive for what seemed ages before she spoke again. 'If that ever happened again we wouldn't have to do anything else, would we?' 
 
    Things were definitely going my way. This was one day when I hadn't worn a bra at all and I could see her keep glancing at my hardening nipples showing through my top. 
 
    'We don't have to do anything at all.' I reminded her. 'But it would be lovely if we could see each other play with ourselves sometimes.' I chuckled, adding. 'Without having to watch over the garden fence.' 
 
    'Yes it would, wouldn't it?' 
 
    Got her! Now to reel her in. 
 
    'Are you in a hurry?' I asked, knowing that she would understand exactly what I meant. 
 
    She paused for so long I thought I'd blown it. 
 
    'No. I've got plenty of time.' Her voice had that sudden thickness that comes with intense arousal. 
 
    'Remember.' I tried to reassure her. 'Nothing that we're not both happy with.' 
 
    She nodded, and then there was another long silent pause, but this time it was while I summoned up the courage to take that all or nothing step. If I began and she didn't follow, then that would be that. She was obviously turned on, her lips were parted and I could actually hear her breathing, but that didn't mean she'd join in with me. But I would never find out without trying. I crossed my arms and took hold of the hem of my top, looking straight at her to gauge her reaction. 
 
    'Shall I?' I asked, pushing as hard as I dare. She gave the quickest of little nods, staring at my hands and waiting for me to make the move. 
 
    I hauled my top over my head and dropped it on the floor beside me, watching her all the time. She swallowed hard and licked her lips, she clearly wanted to, but would she? I stood up and unbuckled my belt, reaching for my zip with my eyes fixed on her face. At least she hadn't run out of the door. I pushed down my jeans, resting each foot in turn on the sofa to ease them over my heels, purposely letting her see my legs and the crotch of my panties. Now they were all I had on, and still she hadn't acted in response. I was going to feel utterly humiliated if I took them off and all she did was to walk out. I was pretty certain she wouldn't, but I needed some indication that her reaction would be positive. I stretched a hand out to her, hinting for her to stand and do as I had done. 
 
    Isla reached up and took my hand, letting me raise her to her feet before releasing me and starting to unbutton her blouse. I think the phrase is "my heart sang", and now I know why people say it. I felt such a quiet elation it was unbelievable. I was sure now that we would become lovers, even though she had stressed that she didn't think she could go that far. But I had the beginnings of a plan based on the little movements she had made during her climax the last time, and if it panned out then she would find she wanted to go further than she had imagined. 
 
    I watched as she undressed, smiling encouragingly. She smiled back. It seemed that she was satisfied with the compromise decision she had finally made and she was gaining in confidence with each item she took off. Soon we both stood clad only in our panties; appropriately mine were as blue as my intentions and hers an innocent white. I hooked my thumbs into my waistband. 
 
    'Sure?' I asked, giving her a last chance to back out and praying that she wouldn't take it. 
 
    She nodded and I pushed down my panties, stepping out of them with my eyes fixed firmly on the floor, trying to give her the space to follow my lead. When I straightened up and stood naked before her I was just in time to see her step out of her own and carelessly kick them away to the side. She saw me staring in surprise at her casualness. 
 
    'Well, I'm not going to need them for a while, am I?' 
 
    'No.' I replied, adding. 'I hope not anyway.' 
 
    She gave a tiny smile. 
 
    'Like before?' I asked after a moment or two. 
 
    She nodded and I collected the cushions from the chairs and divided them between us, making a little pile in the opposite corners of the sofa. 'We might as well be comfortable.' I told her with a smile, sitting back in my seat. 
 
    She sat at the opposite end and, just like before, we swung ourselves around to face each other, opening our legs and interlinking them with my left outside of her right and vice versa. Because of the extra cushions we were closer than before, not quite within touching distance but pretty close, and my heart was hammering away inside my chest at the thought of what might happen if I could just change her mind about nothing more than masturbation. It might happen, and it would if I had my way. 
 
    It's strange. You'd think after all the talk we'd now be eager to get going, we were both certainly randy enough, but instead we both sat, stark naked and with our legs wide, each waiting for the other to begin. But hey, at least the wait gave me chance to take in the beauty of this petite blonde again. I mean she is stunning, well worth just looking at, so sexy, with pert little breasts tipped by lovely pale pink nipples and the most gorgeous shaven pussy. I was tempted to just launch myself along the sofa at her. God, I wanted that woman, but softly, softly and all that. 
 
    I don't think she noticed me staring like a love struck teenager because her eyes were also fixed on me, taking in the same parts that I was gazing at on her and waiting perhaps to see me start playing with them. I forced myself to stop staring; it was time to concentrate on the seduction that I was hoping to pull off. I put a hand on my thigh and let it softly slide along towards my pussy. 
 
    I've already said how much I like being watched masturbating. I know it sounds odd, but I like that just as much as watching someone else do it. So this was going to be a double pleasure for me, and I hoped for Isla too. I forked my fingers over my labia and parted them, opening myself up to her gaze in the hope that she just might take the implied invitation to touch. Unfortunately she didn't take the hint, but instead she just looked at me there, and then, with a quick glance at my face, she did the same thing, placing her hand over her pussy and holding her lips apart, letting me see its lovely pink interior. I hadn't expected that reaction, but I liked it. For a little while we stayed like that, each of us openly gazing at the other's shining wet pussy. I could hear her breathing deepen even more and I could see the lust in her face, but I wasn't quite sure if the reason for that was her looking at me or knowing I was looking at her. 
 
    Nice as it was, we couldn't stay like that forever, and so I started to stroke my pussy, running the two fingers up and down between my outer labia, keeping them apart but catching my clit and dipping just slightly into my entrance. I heard Isla's breath catch at what I was doing and then she began to copy me, her slender fingertips tracing the inside of her slit. I could feel my own breathing getting ragged at the sight. 
 
    My fingertips seemed to settle on my clit of their own accord and I began to play in earnest with my eyes still pinned to Isla's pussy, shining wet with her marvellous juices as she became hotter. Her fingers too soon found her button and we sat facing each other watching each other strumming, our gazes going from face to pussy. We caught each other's eyes from time to time, smiling sexily at each other. It seemed to me that we were both so much more comfortable than the first time, maybe because Isla felt safe from things getting too far out of control, although I hoped that wasn't the case. 
 
    She must have been pretty relaxed this time, because after a few minutes she closed her eyes and let her head rest back on the sofa, one hand rubbing urgently on her pussy and the other going to her breast, squeezing it and pulling tightly on her nipple. I listened to her little gasps and groans, sure that, although she seemed almost oblivious to my presence, she was truly enjoying the knowledge that I was watching her. Whatever it was doing for her, it was definitely working for me. It was keeping me so turned on I couldn't take my eyes off of her lovely pale pussy, just watching her fingers going rapidly back and forth across her clit. Her entrance gaped wide, wet and slippery and so damn inviting. Once more I had to stop myself from pushing my luck. It seemed to me that she was going to come soon and I didn't want to put her off. Just like the last time she was coming very quickly and just like last time I was not going to be very far behind her. 
 
    She didn't announce her orgasm this time, but there was no need. Her gasps became more frequent and her body began to twitch and judder, her bottom almost dancing on the sofa, and then I saw her pussy pulse with little contractions as she reached the edge. Her eyes popped open, fixing on me in a strange unfocussed kind of way, and she was there. Her pelvis lifted from the sofa as she pushed herself up against her flying fingers, her other hand grabbed hard at her breast and she let out one long gasping sigh before she lowered herself back down, jerking and shuddering as her short powerful climax subsided. Her involuntary movements had brought her closer to me so that our feet were level with each other's hips and our pussies only about eighteen inches apart. Her closeness was such an invitation, but we were only supposed to touch ourselves. I just hoped she was tempted as much as I was. Maybe she was, because she looked at me and smiled softly, and I smiled back through clenched teeth, my fingers now rubbing my button as hard and fast as they could. 
 
    Isla watched me intently trying to make myself come, her hand dropping back between her legs to tease me by very gently playing with herself. I stared at her, my eyes wide, my mouth dropping open, one hand tugging at my nipple and the other strumming my clit. I was getting closer and closer, partly because of Isla watching what I was doing, partly because of watching her and also partly because of what I hoped might happen between us. I could see her eyes glinting with excitement at watching me play, and I knew it was not going to be long before she would get her wish and see me come. I could feel it building, that warm pressure in my pelvis that would very soon burst out into an orgasm. 
 
    Once again her presence made my orgasm so much stronger than normal. It surged through me like hot lava, overloading my nervous system, making my muscles tighten and my toes curl. I cried out, a long gasping cry of pure pleasure as my hips jerked and quivered, bouncing on the seat of the sofa. I looked across at Isla, wanting her to somehow share my ecstasy, and saw her smiling tightly with excitement, her fingers now playing more meaningfully with her own pussy, chasing another climax. 
 
    Eventually my orgasm subsided and I slumped back, still making little noises, still shuddering from the little aftershocks that always follow such a powerful climax. I gently took my hand from my pussy, cupping both breasts as I looked down, deliberately letting myself slide forward a little so that my pussy and Isla's were only inches apart. It had worked out so far just as I had anticipated. Any closer and her knuckles would have made contact with me as she played, and I didn't think she was up for that yet. 
 
    I stared intently as she played with herself, not touching myself apart from squeezing and mauling my breasts, but just watching for her second climax. This was the key to my hoped for seduction. She looked back at me and smiled. 
 
    'You don't mind...?' She gasped. 
 
    I certainly didn't, I needed her to. I shook my head and she carried on, once again closing her eyes and letting her head drop back onto the cushions behind her. I let go of my boobs and reached forward to put my hands on her knees, softly stroking part way along her thighs and hoping that she wouldn't object. She didn't, she was too far gone for that, for her hips were already beginning to twitch under her approaching orgasm. I stared, waiting for my chance, waiting for her pelvis to lift as it had before. 
 
    And then it started, lifting as she pushed herself against her own fingers. At first it was only a little, but as she got closer she raised it higher - and I took my chance. I twisted my position and, while her body was raised from her seat I let myself slide further along the seat so that when she came down her pussy naturally rubbed just softly against mine, and we were automatically in the scissors position. 
 
    'Oh my god!' She gasped, abruptly going stock still from shock. 'I'm so sorry.' 
 
    She was apologising for doing exactly what I wanted her to do. I couldn't help but feel a tiny surge of predatory triumph. I held onto her thighs, stopping her pulling away and gently moved my pussy against hers. 
 
    'Don't be.' I whispered. 'I don't mind. In fact it feels nice.' 
 
    She just lay there, still fully aroused but with her climax having fled for the moment. Then her hand came out and gripped my knee, pulling me towards her, her hips starting to stir to match my own soft movements. 
 
    'Oh my god, Jackie.' She repeated. 'We're doing it, aren't we? What we said we wouldn't?' 
 
    'We can stop if you want.' I risked. 
 
    She didn't answer. Instead she began to rub against me more firmly and I knew I'd done it. Now I was certain we would become lovers, proper lovers. The relief was profound, almost a climax in itself. Just for a moment I thought of Tina, but I knew she would be happy for me. 
 
    Tribbing can be wonderful, and this was no exception. The feel of her soft, wet, squishy pussy pressed on mine and the hardness of her pubic bone stimulating my clit was fantastic, and if it was like that for me, then it should be like that for Isla too. It certainly seemed to be, she was rubbing herself harder against me, gasping with each movement and each time I pushed against her. Soon her movements became jerky, more erratic, and I knew her delayed climax was building again. 
 
    'Oh, I'm going to come.' She confirmed my thoughts. 
 
    I could feel the first signs of a second climax for me too, but I knew I wouldn't get there before she did. It didn't matter, there would be more times, I knew there would. 
 
    'Come then, baby.' I told her, even though it was clear that she didn't need my permission. 'Let it happen.' 
 
    Her fingers were gripping into my leg ever more fiercely as she crushed her pussy into mine; pushing harder at me, pulling harder on my leg, until finally she jerked forward, grinding herself into me almost painfully. It hurt, but it didn't matter, all that mattered was that Isla was coming. Suddenly she let out the long hissing 'yeessss.' that I remembered from the first time, and abruptly the pressure was gone as she let go of me and slumped back onto the cushions, panting for breath. For maybe thirty seconds, while she regained her breath, we both just lay there, but then she opened her eyes again, licked her lips and looked down to where our two pussies were still touching. 
 
    'Thank you.' She told me. 
 
    'What for?' I tried to rebuff her thanks. 
 
    'You did that on purpose.' 
 
    'I didn't intend to.' I lied. 'I just couldn't resist.' 
 
    She nodded slightly and gave me a tiny smile as she digested my admission. 
 
    'Can I kiss you?' She asked softly. 
 
    'Of course you can, any time you like.' I answered, my heart soaring and meaning every single word of it. 
 
    She disentangled her legs from mine and sat for a moment screwed up in the corner of the sofa. I'd expected her to clamber off and kneel beside me, but I was wrong. When she did move she just launched herself along the sofa, much as I'd wanted to do just a short time before, landing half beside and half on top of me and making me exhale sharply. 
 
    'Sorry.' She said, grinning too much to mean it and sounding as excited as I felt. 'I just couldn't resist either.' 
 
    Before I could think of a suitable reply her mouth was on mine and my arms were finding their own way around her. 
 
    It did feel good having her slender body pressed against me and her agile tongue finding its way between my lips. We kissed deeply. Not particularly fiercely or passionately, or any with other adjective that romance writers like to use, but deeply, just savouring each other, our open mouths pressed together for our tongues to explore, our bodies just wriggling slightly each against the other, my arms locking us together, her hands holding onto me where they couldn't reach around my back. It was beautiful, that's the only word for it, because we both knew without saying it that we were giving ourselves to each other now without holding back. 
 
    At some point her thigh found its way between my legs and mine between hers, so that our pussies pushed gently on each other's bare skin. We rocked together as we kissed, feeling the pressure lift and then return, quietly stimulating ourselves on each other. Isla groaned softly into my mouth, an inarticulate pleasure sound that vibrated into my throat, making me return it twofold. It felt so good to have her moving gently against me. We were making love properly now, seduction as such was over, we wanted each other and anything could happen so long as I didn't force the pace. Then her hand left my shoulder and, with only a little hesitation, began a slow journey down my side. I thought I knew where she was heading and my heart tried to bludgeon its way out of my chest with excitement. It was the first time she had taken the lead in anything we did. 
 
    I held her close as her hand drifted softly southwards, but then when she reached my hip she stopped, raising her head and looking at me as if seeking a reaction. I smiled up and mouthed the word "please", not daring to speak without revealing how excited I felt. She smiled in return before carefully levering herself from on top of me to lay beside me, trapped between my side and the back of the sofa. Now she could complete her journey in both senses of the word, fulfilling her need to be with a woman and her hand completing its trek to my pussy. I opened my legs a little more in encouragement, waiting for the moment when I first felt her fingers touch me. 
 
    She moved on, her fingers leaving my hip and travelling so very slowly and lightly across the skin of my belly that I felt it ripple in response. Soon her fingertips were resting right on the edge of my mound, waiting as if gathering courage for that last commitment, and there she stayed. She stared at me, looking into my eyes, wanting approval once more. As if she needed it. But it wasn't my consent she needed, but her own. God, I wanted to grab her hand, thrust it down between my legs and clamp it to my pussy, but I knew it had to be in her time. I nodded my permission up at her, licking lips gone dry with anticipation. 
 
    Still gazing up into her eyes I felt her fingers lift, flutter, hover, and then finally move, settling tentatively on my hot and very wet pussy. I sighed. I didn't intend to, but I couldn't help it, it was such a relief to feel her hand actually on me after so much hesitation. She giggled. 
 
    'Sorry.' I whispered. 
 
    'Don't be.' She giggled back, her fingers beginning to explore my slit. 
 
    I just lay back and let her do it, my eyes half closed and little grunts of pleasure forming in my throat every time her fingertips moved. She pushed down between my legs and I opened them as far as I could, letting her go wherever she wanted, feeling her fingertips reach over my entrance right down onto my perineum. Then she began the slow return, exploring me, investigating, probing, one finger briefly circling the edge of my hole before passing on to trace a path along the inside of my labia until she reached my clitoris. She rubbed at me gently, making me murmur my pleasure before shuffling down a little beside me to take my nipple into her mouth, at the same time giving herself more reach to explore me with. 
 
    She sucked at my breast, nibbling and gently chewing my nipple, bringing more noises from deep in my throat. I think I felt her smile around my nipple in response, and then her fingers began the return journey down my slit, touching and identifying my parts, learning all the time how it felt to touch another woman. I know it sounds silly but I felt almost privileged to be her tutor. She hesitated at my entrance, hovering there before backing away, evidently not quite ready for that step yet, and returning to my clit. I felt a twinge of disappointment, but then her fingers found my clit again and all was forgiven. 
 
    This time she touched me as if she meant it. All hesitation was gone and she rubbed my button with the clear intention of making me come. She knew just how to do it too, using her own practise as well as remembering what I did to myself as she watched. Her fingers flew lightly over the tip of my clit at first, just barely touching me, teasing me until my hips began to lift, trying to persuade her to press harder. Slowly she did, two fingers running over me, back and forth, pressing a little harder, and then a little harder still, and quicker too, until she was strumming my clit just how I like it. I moaned, my head turning from side to side, desperate to do something to her in return and yet scared it might make her stop. I would pleasure her next I promised myself, feeling my climax building inside me. 
 
    I was getting closer and closer. I looked up at her, seeing her looking down intently, wondering perhaps if she would be able to bring me off and how close I was. I could have told her - yes, definitely and very close. I wanted to scream at her to tell her not to stop, but surely she could tell how near I was by the way my hand was gripping her shoulder. 
 
    God, she was good. I could feel my muscles beginning to tighten as a wonderful feeling built in my pelvis, making me grit my teeth and grab onto her shoulder with my free hand. I could see in her eyes that she knew I was coming, she strummed me as hard and as fast as she could until suddenly she stopped. I looked up in alarm. My hips were twitching; I was on the edge of coming. 
 
    'No, don't stop!' I called out instantly, not thinking about anything else but my imminent climax. 
 
    'Don't worry. I'm not.' 
 
    He fingers slid along my slit, down to my entrance, plunging right into my slippery wet vagina. 
 
    'God, yes.' 
 
    My delight was even greater than my distress. even though her sudden change had wrecked my orgasm for the moment. I'd wanted her to do this and now she was. 
 
    'Sorry.' She whispered in my ear. 'I guess I mistimed things.' 
 
    Now that her two fingers were thrusting in and out of me it didn't matter. 'No problem.' I gasped. 'That's lovely.' 
 
    We gazed into each other's eyes as she fingered me, each seeing pleasure in those of the other. Soon I could feel my delayed climax building again, that incredible sensation rapidly intensifying once more. 
 
    'I'm going to come.' I told her, wanting to be sure she knew. 
 
    She nodded. 'I can tell.' 
 
    We didn't say anything else, the only sound the wet thrusting of her fingers into my pussy until I was back to teetering on the edge, and then I couldn't keep quiet. At first I groaned quietly each time her fingers plunged deep into me, but the groans got louder and longer as I got closer to coming until, suddenly, I cried out when my climax exploded inside me, a long animal noise of pure ecstasy as wave after wave of wonderful sensations flooded through me. My body went rigid, my hips lifted and my pussy trying to engulf Isla's hand. I could feel myself clutching hard onto her shoulder, the stray thought that I hoped I wasn't hurting her flashing through my mind. Then, with a long gasp, my orgasm was abruptly over and I slumped back on the sofa, spent and trembling, and gasping for breath. She made to pull her fingers from me but I shook my head wildly, grabbing her hand and holding her to me. 
 
    'No, not for a minute.' I pleaded, wanting just to feel her there. 
 
    For a couple of minutes neither of us spoke, I shuddered and gasped each time the slightest movement of her fingers triggered an orgasmic aftershock, until finally I released her hand and let her pull away. The first thing she did was to shimmy along the sofa and kiss me. 
 
    'Thank you.' I said, still breathless but remembering my promise to myself to pleasure her. 'Give me a moment and then it's your turn,' 
 
    She shook her head with a smile. 'No, I should be thanking you for being so patient. And can it be my turn tomorrow? If I don't get back soon Martin will be home before his dinner is ready.' 
 
    She rolled from the sofa onto her knees, feeling around for her clothes before she stopped and gave me curiously serious look. 
 
    'I really will turn up this time.' She told me, kneeling there still naked. 'I suppose I didn't want to admit to myself how good it had been. But now I have accepted that I can enjoy both men and women, and that's wonderful.' 
 
    I knew exactly what she meant. A bi-sexual friend pointed out that she could enjoy anyone, but straight and gay people were limited to only half the population. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 27 
 
    After I finally split with my womanising boyfriend I moved into a large Victorian house that had been turned into a number of small apartments. It seemed that they were mostly occupied by single woman, but with the mood I was in then I only saw that as a plus. My apartment is best described as 'okay', a bit small, but then there was only me, and somewhat oddly proportioned because of its earlier life, but it was handy for shopping and convenient for work and so I figured it would do nicely. 
 
    As I was busy moving in a woman from an apartment down the hall came out to welcome me with an offer of a coffee, which I thought was nice. 
 
    'Hi.' She said. 'I'm Cara and I guess you're my new neighbour. I bet you haven't got everything working yet, so would you like a coffee, I've just made a pot?' 
 
    'Thanks, yes, I'd love one.' I brushed wayward hair out of my eyes and looked around at a tall, beautiful blonde. 'And I'm Alison.' 
 
    She was right, I hadn't got my coffee pot working yet and I felt the need of a break. She was maybe fifteen or twenty years older than me, somewhere in her early forties, but that didn't seem to matter, we were soon chatting away as if we'd known each other for years. Eventually, after an hour that seemed to fly by, I had to excuse myself and carry on with my move, though I genuinely felt reluctant to get up. Cara seemed disappointed that I couldn't stay longer and extracted a promise to call around to see her again as soon as I could. It never occurred to me at the time that there was any ulterior motive behind her friendliness. 
 
    It was a few days before I got the chance to pay a return visit, and then only because when I came home a note through my door informed me that a parcel had been delivered when I was out and it had been left with her. I grabbed a quick sandwich and went round to see if it was the set of tablemats that I'd ordered. 
 
    'You've got a brilliant sense of timing.' She told me as she hooked an arm over my shoulders and ushered me down the hall, past a stand with a tablemat shaped package on it. 'I've just opened a bottle of wine so now we can share it and welcome you properly.' 
 
    It was perhaps a bit presumptuous, but I didn't really mind because I'd enjoyed her company so much the last time. 
 
    She guided me into a seat at one end of a cream leather sofa and then disappeared into the kitchen, leaving me looking around a wonderfully uncluttered lounge, not a bit like my untidy place. On a table to one side stood an open bottle of red wine and one half full glass, so I guess she was telling the truth about the wine, even though I did wonder about it later on. 
 
    A minute or so later she reappeared carrying another glass, which she filled and held out to me. Our hands touched as I took it, and it seemed that maybe she held on just a second or so too long, but again I thought nothing of it. What I did wonder about was why she went to stand behind the sofa without taking her own glass. I was soon to find out. 
 
    'You have lovely hair.' She said, reaching over the sofa back and playing idly with my long dark tresses. 'I think I prefer brunette.' Her hand rested momentarily on my shoulder as she played. 
 
    'Thank you.' I replied, wondering about the frisson of pleasure her touch had provoked. 'I always wanted to be blonde like you.' 
 
    'Oh no, Alison.' She exclaimed, her hand resting lightly on my shoulder again. I was wearing a singlet style top and her fingers felt warm on my skin 'With eyes as dark as yours blonde would look all wrong.' 
 
    I didn't reply and she stood silently behind me, her hand cupping my shoulder before very softly and gently wandering down my arm as far as she could reach. It felt good, but a little confusing because I wasn't sure what had made her want to stroke me like that. 
 
    'Your skin is lovely too.' She spoke softly, still running gentle fingertips along my arm. 'Oh, to have young skin like yours.' 
 
    'Thank you.' I answered again, any doubts calmed by the compliment. I changed my glass to my free hand to take a sip from my wine. 
 
    'Nice?' She asked. 
 
    I wasn't sure if she meant the wine or the touch of her fingers on my skin, but it was true of both although I couldn't understand why she was stroking my arm. 
 
    'Yes.' I told her, taking another sip of wine in an attempt to show I was answering for that rather than for the feel of her fingers. 
 
    I felt rather than saw her smile knowingly and her hand went back to my shoulder, gently pushing my hair out of the way so that her fingertips could caress my neck. It made me shudder with pleasure, and I think she realised it because she pushed my hair further out of the way and quickly bent down to plant a tiny kiss on the nape of my neck. That kiss, just a tiny touch of her lips, set the alarm bells ringing, but it felt so nice. It was the first sign of affection that anyone had shown me since before I'd caught my ex texting his latest conquest. Without thinking I bent my head forward, inviting more, but Cara simply chuckled and walked around the sofa to come and sit beside me. 
 
    'Drink your wine.' She instructed me calmly, totally ignoring what had just happened. 
 
    Confused and slightly anxious I quietly obeyed, downing the rest of the wine and then sitting for a short while with the empty glass in my hand before I suddenly realised and leaned over to put it on the table. 
 
    When I sat back she twisted in her seat to face me, reaching out with her hand to start again stroking my arm with the back of her fingers. I sat staring straight ahead with my hands on my knees and my heart beginning to beat faster and louder. I knew now what was happening, but I felt like a passive onlooker who could do nothing to stop it - nor wanted to. It was as if all I could do was to let it happen. I'd never had a woman come on to me before and she was stirring uncomfortable feelings that I didn't know I had. 
 
    Her hand roamed up and down my arm and along my shoulder, further each time until she reached my neck. But this time she let her fingertips slide forward, caressing my throat so gently until she cupped my chin, exerting gentle pressure to turn my face towards her. My head turned before my eyes did, but eventually I had to turn my gaze to her face, to see pale blue eyes regarding me warmly as her full mouth moved slowly towards mine. 
 
    I let her kiss me. It wasn't anything passionate or intense, just a tender meeting of lips lasting seconds before it was over and she pulled away again. 
 
    'All right?' She asked, looking questioningly into my eyes and sounding faintly anxious. 
 
    For some reason that slightly nervous tone in her voice helped. I nodded and cleared my dry throat. 'Yes. 
 
    She leaned in for another kiss but this time her arm slid over the back of the sofa to pull me towards her as well, and this time the kiss was just a little firmer, just a little less tentative. I didn't kiss her back, I was far too nervous and my heart was still beating far too fast for that, I just passively allowed her to kiss me. She pulled back a little way and looked hard at me as if to understand my reaction, and then she kissed me again. Her kisses now followed one after the other, her arm around my shoulders held me tighter and the other reached across me to clutch my arm and enfold me in a complete embrace as she kissed me, so that slowly but surely I began instinctively to respond, my lips parting slightly and pressing themselves against hers. 
 
    She didn't push things, her tongue didn't force its way into my mouth even though our lips were parted, so that it seemed more affectionate than sexual. Even so I intuitively knew there was a distinct sexual element to what she was doing and soon my own free arm had found its way across to hold her arm too. We were cuddling properly and now our tongues came into play. We began to probe between each other's lips, and I'm not absolutely sure who started it - but it felt nice. 
 
    As we kissed I felt her hand run slowly up and down my arm. I enjoyed the feel of her caressing me like that, until I suddenly realised that the heel of her hand was brushing against my breast more and more each time. Once more my mouth went suddenly dry and my heart pounded again. This was definitely sexual, there was no disguising it, although I think she was trying to stealthily move right over onto my breast before I realised what was happening. I just sat there and let her kiss me as she did it, unable or unwilling to say anything, passively allowing her to feel my breast through my summer clothes. I could have, should have, stopped her, but it was too nice and it just felt good to be wanted. 
 
    For a little while she fondled my breast as we kissed, making me feel unexpectedly thrilled, until all of a sudden she stopped and pulled away, looking closely at me again. For a moment I felt confused, rejected almost, and wondered what was wrong. But then she smiled and stood up, holding her hand down for me to take. 
 
    I reached up and climbed to my feet, feeling her arms go around me and pull me into a full embrace, kissing me briefly before whispering in my ear. 
 
    'Shall we go and do things properly?' 
 
    It was phrased as a question but she was already leading me through into her bedroom. 
 
    It was quite a big bedroom, larger than mine anyway, with the high ceilings inherited from the room's past life and a massive window that the late sun shone through. It was as strangely proportioned as mine but Cara had kept it entirely feminine and cosy with lovely soft furnishings and a net curtain over the window to keep it private. The bed itself was a king size with a simple white duvet and pillow set that contrasted beautifully with the deep pink of the carpet. I was taking all this in even as she led me to the bed, kicking off her shoes and waiting as I did the same. 
 
    She embraced me again, kissing me deeply before her hands went to the hem of my top and began to work it up between us. I whimpered softly as my fears cut in. 
 
    'Don't be nervous.' 
 
    I wasn't nervous, I was confused and terrified. My heart had begun hammering once more and I could hear my breathing harsh in my ear. Moving into the bedroom had suddenly brought the reality of what was happening home to me and I was scared stupid. But the trouble was that I didn't want it to stop and I couldn't explain the contradiction. It was like riding a train where I was enjoying my journey but frightened to reach my destination. I raised my arms submissively as she pulled my top over my head and then looked about wildly as her hands went around me to unclip my bra. Then I just meekly stood there as my bra joined my top on the floor, gazing resolutely downwards as she held me at arm's length to look at me naked to the waist. 
 
    'You are beautiful.' Cara told me in a whisper. I sure as hell didn't feel beautiful, but it was good to hear her say so. 
 
    She held me by the shoulders for a minute or so and then her hand went to the fastening of my skirt, I heard the buzz of the zip and then the sight of the skirt pooling around my feet. She dropped to her knees and her fingers sought the waistband of my pale lemon panties. I couldn't suppress the sudden thought that yellow was just the right colour for the way I was feeling right then. I gripped her shoulders for balance and obediently raised each leg in turn for her to work them over my feet. I was naked in another woman's bedroom and trembling from a mix of fear and excitement. 
 
    She stepped back and I raised my eyes to meet hers, watching as she reached back and unzipped her long summer dress, allowing it to fall to the floor without taking her eyes from me. We watched each other intently as she unclipped her deep red bra and shook her arms to let it fall, and then balanced herself on the edge of a cupboard a she pushed her matching panties down and stepped out of them. 
 
    I couldn't help it; I stared at her, taking in the view of a beautiful, grown-up, naked woman. She wasn't slender and girlish like me; she was a mature woman with a mature body, full, curvy, and very feminine. I couldn't keep my eyes off of her, especially when I saw that she had shaved her pubes. I'd seen shaved pubes in porn films and a couple of my friends admitted (while drunk) that they shaved theirs, but I'd never come across it in real life, so to speak. I thought it wonderful, especially suited to Cara's colouring, blonde and pale skinned. 
 
    She let me look at her for a few moments and then she climbed onto the bed, sprawling on her side and patting the space next to her in obvious invitation. This really was it; I was nearing that destination I'd been so worried about. I was being seduced by another woman and this was the moment of no return. I either went with it or pulled back from the brink and although my mind still hesitated my libido wanted to go on. My libido won, I found myself walking around the bed like an automaton and then climbing on to lay on my back beside her, arms and legs straight down and staring anxiously at the ceiling. 
 
    She leaned over and kissed me long and passionately, making me very conscious of our nakedness with the warm sensation of her skin on mine all the way down my body before she leaned away to rest on one elbow and gaze down at me again. 
 
    'All right?' 
 
    I nodded and licked my lips. 'Yes.' 
 
    She smiled and reached over to run her hand up and down my body, reaching down to just below my navel and then flipping it over to trail its way up, with the backs of her fingers catching on my nipple as they rode over my breast and making me quietly catch my breath. Several times she did this, watching me intently each time as if to be sure I was enjoying her touch. Then, satisfied I was, she laid her hand on my breast and drew lazy sensuous circles around it with her fingertips. 
 
    'Don't be nervous.' She whispered. 
 
    'I'm not.' I assured her, lying through my teeth. 
 
    Yes, I was nervous, very nervous, but not in the way she meant, it was a different sort of nervous now. Before I'd been nervous about her touching me, nervous about being seduced and maybe even made love to, but now I was nervous that it might not go right, that I might chicken out, or she would decide she didn't want to, or anything that might leave me high and dry. Like I said, it was a very different kind of nervous, but I tried to reassure her by putting one arm around her neck and draping it across her shoulder. 
 
    She played with my breast and I enjoyed letting her do it. The feel of her fingers circling around my nipple, and then squeezing my breast or gripping my nipple and tugging on it, all served to turn me on. Soon I wasn't just letting her touch me; I was actively encouraging her with little sounds of enjoyment. I was becoming more and more aroused. Eventually she must have come to the conclusion that the time was right and she wriggled down a little way, leaning over to replace her fingers with her lips, taking my nipple into her mouth and sucking it hard. At the same time her hand slid down and across my stomach, coming to rest with her fingertips buried in my bush. I waited excitedly; knowing what was coming but not entirely sure if she would go straight there. 
 
    My arm tightened on her shoulder, trying silently to press her over a little more and encourage her hand to explore further, but she still teased me for a few minutes, running her fingertips lightly up and down over my stomach at the same time as she licked and sucked my breast. I tried to entice her, letting my legs deliberately drift a little way apart and making little pleasure sounds every time her fingers strayed close to my pubes, but at first she was having none of it. It almost got to the point of me directly asking her to touch me before she finally relented and lifted her head from my breast and gazed at my face again while her fingers ploughed through my bush and down onto my pussy. 
 
    The feel of her cool slender fingers gently exploring me was all I needed to make everything all right. They were so different from anything I was used to that the fact that they were attached to another woman ceased to matter at all. I had already given in to the idea that a woman could turn me on and now I found I was so right. All the men I had ever been with - not that I'd been with that many - had rather clumsily sought out my hole and blundered in, but Cara didn't even go there at first, she just gently stroked my curls out of the way and explored me all the way from the tender skin between my holes right up to my clitoris, and I loved every bit of it. 
 
    Soon she was homing in on my clit, wandering closer each time until finally she was concentrating solely on my little button. She knew just what to do, of course she did, and soon she had me wriggling with pleasure as she rubbed it, stroked it, flicked at it and even took hold and squeezed it between finger and thumb. All the time she looked directly at me, locking her gaze with mine, so that I was pinned by her lovely pale blues eyes, unable to do anything but enjoy her touch. It seemed no time at all before I began to feel a climax building, my first ever from another woman. 
 
    She could sense that I was getting near and her movements began to speed up, rubbing me faster and harder so that I gasped from the sensation that flooded through me. Then as I got closer to coming and my breathing became ragged and my muscles began to tighten she did something I really didn't expect. When I was right on the brink she placed the heel of her hand on my mound and raised her fingers, bringing them down sharply to play a rapid rat-a-tat-tat on my clit so that a shock of sensations shot through me and I pretty much exploded into an orgasm. I'd never thought of doing that to myself, but it sure worked because my climax was one of the longest and most ferocious I've ever experienced. When it passed all I could do was to lay there panting for breath and trembling from head to foot, uttering little gasping cries from each aftershock. 
 
    Cara just rested her hand quietly on my pussy and, when my breathing returned to something like normal, leaned down to kiss me gently on the lips. 
 
    'Was that nice?' She asked, grinning. 
 
    'What do you think?' I responded between breaths. 
 
    'I'm glad.' She smiled. 'I wasn't sure how you'd react.' 
 
    I wasn't sure if she meant rapping my pussy or seducing me into bed in the first place, but the answer was the same for both. 'A whole lot better than I might have expected to.' I told her ambiguously. 
 
    She smiled knowingly, still propped on one elbow and looking down at me as if she understood exactly what I meant. The look on her face was so warm and caring that I couldn't help a sudden surge of affection that flooded through me. I pulled her down towards me. 
 
    'Kiss me.' 
 
    She smiled again and then she did as I asked and her mouth came down on mine, kissing me hungrily. I kissed her just as fervently, my tongue dancing with hers as I held her close. 
 
    'I like your kisses.' I told her truthfully when we eventually pulled apart. 
 
    'Oh, I can do better than that.' She smiled sexily. 
 
    I stared at her with my lack of understanding plainly written across my face. 
 
    She smiled broadly. 'Wait and see.' 
 
    I still didn't understand, but then she leaned down and gave me a quick peck on the lips before wriggling from my embrace and heading down the bed. It took me a moment or two even then before comprehension finally dawned, but when it did, my heart gave a sudden lurch and I found myself trembling with anticipation. Cara was intending to go down on me. She'd said she could kiss me better and that was what she had meant. I closed my eyes and waited. 
 
    She settled herself between my legs, urging them further apart before she used her thumbs to push my bush out of the way and then part my labia. I waited with my eyes tight shut, knowing she was staring at my pussy from so close up that I could feel her breath on my skin, and I was feeling both excited and embarrassed because of it. 
 
    I didn't have long to wait, but her first touch was so light I wasn't even sure I'd felt it. It must have been the very tip of her tongue that just gently touched my clit, and then trailed lightly all the way down my pussy. I felt myself tense just for the moment at that first contact, but then I relaxed and gave a quiet sigh as she licked me from one end to the other. I'd never been licked so tenderly before, it was almost a caress by her tongue as it descended and then turned and made its gentle way back along my slit. 
 
    Her fingers moved out of the way now and her hands rested on my thighs, pushing them further apart ready for the strokes of her tongue. The next time she licked me it was slightly firmer and so was the one after, and soon I realised it was the flat of her tongue that I could feel now, the tip just flicking out at the end of its journey and making me gasp as it caught my clit. I opened my eyes and looked down, catching sight of her eyes returning my gaze from under a mass of blonde hair that moved slowly up and down as she pleasured me. I think I felt her smile as our eyes met, but I couldn't be sure. 
 
    One thing I was sure of was the smile on my own lips, I'd got over my awkwardness and I just lay there and enjoyed what she was doing to me. It was beautiful. She was making each pass a little more positive than the last until she was nuzzling firmly between my pussy lips, her face getting wet from my juices as she buried her mouth in me. My hips were soon beginning to twitch of their own accord from the sensations I was feeling and I knew I was going to climax for a second time under Cara's attentions. She must have realised how close I was becoming, for she suddenly moved her hand from my thigh and slid two fingers right into my pussy, thrusting roughly in and out of me and heightening my pleasure. I was right on the very brink of coming again and enjoying a woman in a way I would never have dreamed possible, and then for a split second I felt almost guilty and I promised silently that I would repay her before I surrendered to the waves of happiness that washed over me. 
 
    Afterwards she cupped her face in her hands and gazed quietly up at me, smiling at my breathless fulfilment until I finally managed to speak. 
 
    'My god, Cara. What have you done to me?' 
 
    The question was almost rhetorical. I was really asking how she had managed to persuade me to enjoy a woman's touch, and in a way I was thanking her for it. 
 
    'Only what you needed doing Alison.' She replied, equally ambiguously, climbing onto her knees and gazing down at me. 
 
    I nodded silently, thinking about what was happening and making no attempt to cover myself. I'd come out of a heterosexual relationship with all the hurt and regrets that entailed, so perhaps Cara had caught me at just the right vulnerable moment. Whatever the reason I was enjoying being with her and learning just what a woman could do. 
 
    All those thoughts ran through my mind, taking my attention so that I hardly noticed when she moved closer and lowered herself onto all fours over me, the feel of her full breasts brushing over my smaller ones the only thing that caught my notice. I glanced down, enjoying the unexpected sight of her heavy breasts beneath her, her nipples standing stiff and engorged over mine. I wanted to reach down and fondle them, but I wasn't quite confident enough to do that just yet. 
 
    She lowered her mouth to mine, still propping herself up on her hands and knees as we kissed gently. I wrapped my arms around her and tried to pull her down into a full embrace but she pulled her mouth away and shook her head. 
 
    'Touch me, Ali.' She whispered, using my pet name, moving forward a little so that her breasts hung invitingly in front of me. 'It's your turn.' 
 
    I knew it was my turn. All the while until then it had been what she had done to me, the pleasure that she had given me without anything in return. Maybe it was simply a statement of fact, or maybe she wanted to remind me that everything had been one way traffic so that guilt would make me respond. 
 
    It didn't really matter which because I was already longing to join in and her request gave just the assurance I needed. Emboldened, my hands threaded their way between us to cup her suspended breasts, and it felt wonderful to have Cara's firm mature globes nestling in my palms. I fondled them, squeezed them, and tugged at them, pinching and rolling her nipples, all the while listening to the tiny little pleasure sounds that she made. And that helped too, because I was in unfamiliar territory playing with a woman, and her little noises let me know I was getting it right. 
 
    She moved a little higher on the bed, purposely I think, to bring her dangling nipple level with my mouth, mutely insisting that I took it into my mouth. I did as I knew she wanted, taking the firm little cylinder between my lips and sucking on it. She let out a noise from deep in her throat when I did that, a lovely noise of satisfaction and arousal, making me smile around her nubbin. 
 
    I was fondling one breast and sucking at the other, but my free hand, that had been holding her breast, now had nothing to do and so, almost as if of its own volition, it began to stroke her belly from below, fingertips running along her torso from breast to hip. I knew what it was doing, and I knew where it was headed, but it was as if I had no say in the matter, even when it found the join of her legs and held her pubic mound in its palm. I let it have its way, sliding under and between her thighs to cup her pussy and feel its wetness on my palm. Cara was so aroused, so turned on that she immediately began to press herself into my palm, moving her pelvis sexily to work my fingers between her pussy lips. I helped her, seeking and finding her clit, letting my fingertips rub it before her hips and my hand moved me lower, this time to find and enter her vagina. Whoever would have thought that I'd be doing this, and enjoying it? 
 
    I thrust in and out of her pussy with my fingers, letting the heel of my hand rest against her clit so that her own movements could stimulate her there. I'd never touched a woman sexually before, but it seemed the right thing to do, and it appeared to work for she was soon squirming more and more and beginning to make little noises in my ear, much as I had not too long before. I knew then that she was going to come and I couldn't help smiling to myself at my success in bringing her off. It was not long before her wriggling became so pronounced I was worried that she would dislodge my hand, but just as I was sure my fingers would slip from inside her she exhaled noisily and pushed herself hard onto my fingers, her whole body shuddering as she came. She held herself like that, gasping loudly and with her hips twitching as her climax surged through her, until finally she suddenly relaxed, slumping on top of me and panting for breath. I disentangled my hand and she shuffled down until our faces were level and then she whispered breathlessly in my ear. 
 
    'I just came.' 
 
    It was a totally unnecessary remark made as if in surprise, but I couldn't help but feel suddenly proud; I'd made a woman come. I put my arms around her, aware of placing my dampened fingers against her skin, and held her close, feeling her heart thudding against me. 
 
    For a few minutes we just lay still together with Cara partially on top of me, but then her mouth sought out mine and we kissed again, long and lovingly. I was no longer fazed by the affection she showed in her kisses, it seemed as right and natural as a man's kiss would have done, and twice as tender. I kissed her back, my hands roaming up and down her back as far as I could reach, feeling the soft firmness of her skin. She murmured her pleasure softly into my mouth, her body moving gently against mine as she responded to my caresses. 
 
    But then I realised that she was somehow straddling my leg, her thigh had slipped between mine and mine between hers, so that each was pressed against the other's pussy. It wasn't something I'd intended, and I'm pretty sure Cara hadn't either, but the unexpected feel of her leg pressing lightly on my pussy turned me on again almost instantly. I began to move, rubbing myself gently against her thigh, feeling her respond almost immediately by pressing herself onto me a little firmer. I wanted us to share what to me was a new pleasure and so I bent my knee a little raising my own thigh so that it pressed in turn against her and waited for her to take the hint. 
 
    'You minx.' She mumbled, smiling into a kiss as she began slowly to follow my lead. 
 
    At first it was a gentle movement, but soon, as we both became aroused again, the pressure became firmer and our wet slippery pussies slid over each other's thighs. I raised my leg knee further, turning slightly onto my side so that I could press harder against her, holding her as tight as she was holding me. Kissing was quickly forgotten, we were soon panting into each other's ears, thrusting and squirming, just waiting for the moment when our climaxes would flood our bodies with sensations. 
 
    Cara came first, even though she had climaxed not long before, rubbing herself frantically against my leg, gasping harshly into my ear as I tried my best to hold my leg firm against her thrusts. Hearing and feeling her climax against me very quickly sent me over the edge too and we ended up writhing against each other, feeling the fabulous flood and surge of our climaxes and crying out in our joint ecstasy. 
 
    This time when it was over we rolled apart and just held hands while we struggled for breath. I looked across at my new lover and burst out giggling when I saw her red-faced and trembling, looking every bit as spent and satiated as I felt, with her chest heaving and making her magnificent breasts rise and fall delightfully. I wanted to lean across and kiss them, but I just didn't have the energy. 
 
    'I hope you'll come again.' She said finally when she'd got her breathing under control. 
 
    'Would you like to explain what you mean by that?' I asked, raising my eyebrows and grinning at her ambiguity. 
 
    She laughed. 'I meant.' She explained. 'That I hope you'll visit me again, although the other coming again wouldn't be a bad idea either.' 
 
    'Then yes please to both.' I told her. 
 
    We lay quietly for a few minutes, just relaxing and enjoying each other's silent company, but then a thought crossed my mind and I rolled onto my side to ask her. 
 
    'How did you know?' 
 
    'How did I know what?' 
 
    'That I had...' I stumbled over what I wanted to ask. I tried again. 'How did you know that I was 'bi' when I didn't know myself?' 
 
    She turned her head and looked at me very seriously. 'I didn't. I was attracted to you the first time we met and I just hoped.' 
 
    I thought about it for a minute. 'I suppose that's what we all do with potential new partners, isn't it?' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 28 
 
    My name is Christine and at the time of this story I was eighteen and just starting a new job in the offices of a major transport firm. I was young, naïve and innocent - well, not completely innocent, I mean I wasn't a virgin or anything, but I wasn't very sexually experienced, and to be honest the idea of having some guy huffing and puffing on top of you until he squirts his load up you was not exactly my idea of fun. I even found it a turn off to have the rough hairy chest of my first, and only, boyfriend rubbing on my own soft skin. So you can see that sex wasn't exactly at the top of my wish list. Done it, didn't like it, parked it, that was my attitude to sex and I just didn't think about it very much. Perhaps if I'd ever orgasmed with him I might have enjoyed it more, but that was something I'd only ever done for myself up to then. 
 
    But maybe if I'd been more sexually active I'd also have been a bit more savvy and worldly-wise, and perhaps then I would have been suspicious when Karen invited me around to her place for coffee one evening in my first week at work, but I thought she was just being friendly to a newcomer. It never occurred to me that when a twenty seven year old invites a teenager, whom she had never met before, to visit her home, then there just has to be some ulterior motive. Oh well, hindsight and all that. 
 
    Karen and I had met at the photocopier and got talking while we waited for her rather lengthy copy run to complete itself. She was a tall, slim, and extremely good looking redhead with beautiful green eyes, a disarming smile and an openly tactile nature. I mean, at different times her hand rested on both my shoulder and my arm while we stood there talking, but only with the sort of innocent touches that one might share with a friend. The upshot of our chat was that, when she discovered that I lived only a ten minute walk from her place, she invited me to call round, and I accepted because I liked her. 
 
    After work I changed from my business suit (the kind I wrongly thought everyone in the office should be wearing) and put on a loose and comfortable summer skirt. I kept my white blouse on, mainly because I thought it went with the skirt, but also because I didn't want to look too scruffy for my new friend. Then, at eight on the dot, I was knocking on Karen's door. 
 
    When the door opened and I was invited in, that's when I got my first surprise of the evening. Karen was wearing just a loose black towelling bathrobe. She stood back and motioned me past her. 
 
    'Come in Chris. I'm sorry you've caught me like this. I'm running a bit late and I've just had a shower. I got a bit involved in something else.' There was a strangely shy smile on her face as she said that last bit. I couldn't help but wonder what it was she'd got involved with. 
 
    'Do you want me to call back?' I asked, not sure what else to say. 
 
    'No, of course not, it's my fault. I'll get you a coffee and then I'll go get dressed.' 
 
    Her living room was one of those naturally relaxing rooms where everything seemed lived in without being shabby, and it just generally felt inviting. There was a soft brown couch across in front of the open fire with a deep red leather chair either side, several occasional tables were dotted about carrying magazines, coasters, pens, and so on - the usual detritus of untidy everyday living. The only thing that struck me was that both leather chairs seemed to belong to someone, if you know what I mean, because they each had a cushion at a particular angle and different things placed beside them. Karen must have picked up on this. 
 
    'I'm not married, but I'd better explain that I do have a housemate, Tia, who shares with me. But don't worry, she's out tonight.' 
 
    I wasn't worried, why should I be? She indicated for me to sit on the couch and headed for the door. 
 
    'I'll just make us some coffee.' She paused as if considering something. 'Unless you'd like a glass of wine?' 
 
    'I'd prefer wine, if I may.' I didn't, but it sounded more much grown up and sophisticated than coffee, and I was still at the "trying to impress my elders" stage. 
 
    She nodded and exited, leaving me alone to look about me. I was impressed by the state of the art sound system and the fact that there were not one, but two, lap tops on the rich mahogany side table. Then I remembered about Tia. My eyes flitted around, taking in the rest of the furnishings. I must admit that the conservative dark red mahogany that Karen seemed to prefer is not to my taste, but it did lend warmth and it did suit the feel of the room. I was gazing at a large old-fashioned sideboard when I saw something that made me gasp with surprise, because there in full view, standing on its end, was a white plastic vibrator, the standard kind shaped like an eight inch pointed plastic cock, and anything more incongruous to the setting would be hard to imagine. I couldn't help but smile to myself, because at least now I'd got some idea why she was running late. 
 
    Vibrators weren't something that appealed to me with my self imposed celibacy, but I wasn't so out of touch that I didn't know how popular they had become. I just hoped Karen wouldn't feel too embarrassed when she realised she'd left it out on show. I was torn between pointing it out and ignoring it, and ignoring it won out simply because of my own shyness. 
 
    She bustled back in carrying a bottle and two glasses, still wearing just her robe, making me blush by bending over to put the wine down and presenting me with a brief view of two gorgeous breasts and one lovely pink tipped nipple. It wasn't seeing her boobs that made me colour up, but the fact that I found myself almost craning my neck for a better view. If she'd seen me looking I'm sure I'd have been on the receiving end of a sharp tongue, and rightly so. 
 
    She opened the wine, poured a generous amount into each glass and then plonked herself down on the couch beside me. 
 
    'So, how is your first week at the office?' She asked, still apparently completely unaware that her front was partly open. 
 
    'Better than I expected.' I told her truthfully. 
 
    'Yes, it's not a bad place really.' She smiled and took a deep drink of her wine, making me feel bound to follow her example. 
 
    For a little while we discussed our mutual workplace and the people there. She advised me about who was nice, who was bitchy, who had their nose tinted brown and who you could trust, and so on. It was all valuable information if I was to get on in such and environment. Once again she was very tactile, her hand resting on my arm more than once, not that I minded particularly, it was nice to feel so close to someone so quickly. She topped up our glasses each time we took a drink from them, and so that I found myself drinking more than I was used to. 
 
    At one point my eyes were wandering around the room again, as you tend to do in strange surroundings, when they lit on that vibrator again. I'd pretty much forgotten about it and so when I saw it I started in surprise, making Karen's gaze follow mine. 
 
    'Oh!' She said. 'I'd forgotten about that.' 
 
    I half expected her to jump up and hide it, but she simply shrugged and left it on show. Just like her state of dress, it didn't seem to bother her. 
 
    'Never mind.' She said. 'I expect you've got one too.' 
 
    I shook my head, a little more vigorously than perhaps the situation demanded. 'No, I've never had one.' 
 
    'No?' She asked in surprise. 'Have you never used one?' 
 
    'Never.' I affirmed. 
 
    'You should, you'd love it.' She got up and went across to it. I must have done a good imitation of a scared rabbit, because she laughed when she turned back and saw the anxious look on my face. 'Don't worry; I'm not going to ask you to use it now or anything.' 
 
    She sat down again beside me, holding the thing up for inspection. 'You know how it works, don't you?' She turned the base and I heard it buzz into life, and for all my aversion I couldn't help feeling curious about it. 
 
    'Hold your hand out.' 
 
    It came out as a no nonsense instruction, sounding just like a teacher about to administer discipline, and that was probably why my hand shot out so quickly facing upwards, just like in school. She rested the toy across my palm and I felt the vibrations pulse through my flesh. It did feel good, and I could understand instantly why some women might enjoy using one elsewhere. 
 
    'Close your hand round it.' 
 
    Very tentatively my fingers began to fold over it, until I was very, very lightly enclosing it in my hand. 
 
    'No, not like that.' She told me crossly. 'Hold it properly, grip it, or you won't feel a thing.' 
 
    She was wrong, I could already feel quite a lot, and I was also only too aware of where it had probably been, but nevertheless my hand closed firmly around it. 
 
    'There.' She said. 'Now doesn't that feel nice?' 
 
    'Yes.' It did feel nice. Strange, but nice. 
 
    'Can you imagine what it would be like in your pussy?' 
 
    I couldn't. I'd never had anything buzzing away like that on my skin before, let alone inside me. But the thought was curiously attractive rather than repulsive. 
 
    'I'm not sure.' I hedged. 'It's hard to imagine.' 
 
    'Don't you think it would feel good?' 
 
    'Well, yes, I suppose it would, but I just don't know.' 
 
    I didn't want to admit it, but mentally transferring the sensation in my hand to imagine feeling it in my pussy did make it an attractive idea. But I wasn't about to admit that I was beginning to fancy trying it for myself. 
 
    Karen looked at me as if I were stupid and then suddenly pulled the vibrator out of my hand before leaning further across with the tip pointing at my crotch. I instinctively closed my legs more tightly together and put my hand over myself to prevent her reaching her goal. 
 
    'For goodness sake.' She sounded exasperated. 'Move your hand.' 
 
    Rather reluctantly I did as she asked. Not reluctantly because the thought of a vibrator touching me was so terrible, but reluctantly because I was already forming the prospect of doing it myself, and in private - if I ever got up the nerve to go out and buy one. But as it was, the sheer force of her older and more mature personality made me submit to her wishes. After all, she was only touching the vibrator to my clothes, not to my bare skin. 
 
    Her vibrator came down at the very top of one leg and then she slid it into the vee of my thighs right on top of my pubes, although through my skirt of course. She was right about the sensation. Straight away I could feel the vibrations through my clothing. Even though the sex toy couldn't reach very far with my legs so tight shut I could still feel it stimulating the top of my pussy as far down as my clit, and I would be lying if I said it didn't feel exciting. 
 
    Shocked by what was being done, but feeling somewhat shy about objecting and becoming somewhat turned on by it all too, I just let it happen, allowing my hands drop to my sides and then sitting there as if paralysed while wonderful vibrations melted my pussy. I looked up at her anxiously, my worried excitement clear on my face. She smiled back reassuringly. 
 
    'Nice, isn't it.' 
 
    It sounded more statement than question, but I nodded my agreement anyway. 
 
    'Then just enjoy it for a minute or two, just to see what happens.' 
 
    Afterwards I understood what she meant, but at that moment I didn't cotton on, so I settled back nervously into my seat and let her continue. She pressed down gently with the tip of the vibe and my legs parted almost of their own volition. Now she pushed my skirt down between them so that the tip of the toy was on top of my clit, and the wonderful sensations became suddenly intensified. I was getting fully aroused now, and so I just closed my eyes to hide my embarrassment and let the unaccustomed feelings wash through me. 
 
    I felt her move beside me and my eyes shot open again. She had turned sideways in her seat to face me, and in doing so her robe had fallen open almost to her waist. Once again she seemed not to notice, or if she did, then she seemed not to care. But I noticed, very much I noticed, I couldn't take my eyes from her lovely full breasts with a scattering of freckles between them. Her nipples were that lovely rose pink colour that redheads tend to have, and they were conspicuously erect and very appealing. I had a sudden urge to reach out and stroke them, but I didn't have the courage, and even if I had, the sensations between my legs were growing stronger by the second and demanding my attention. 
 
    It was as if, deep inside my pelvis, someone had lit a tiny fire, one that was spreading a lovely warm glow through me, coupled with just occasional flashes of intense heat that ran all along my nervous system and made me gasp each time. My legs fell further open and Karen promptly pushed the vibe further down between them, laying the barrel along my slit so that I could feel every vibration the length of my pussy, even through the layers of clothing. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the feelings, not sure what was happening but enjoying it far too much to worry. It took me a while, but then I realised that for the first time in my life I was about to have an orgasm that wasn't self induced. 
 
    It was like a dam that built up pressure behind it, giving wonderful enjoyment that grew stronger and stronger until the whole thing suddenly became too much and it burst, flooding my entire being with absolute ecstasy, so nice, so powerful that my body took on a life of its own. I was jolting and shuddering involuntarily so much that I actually became frightened and looked up at Karen for reassurance. She smiled back reassuringly, holding the vibe against my pussy even as it jerked about under her hand. 
 
    'It's all right.' She told me softly. 'Just let it happen, just enjoy it, ride with it.' 
 
    Her unspoken promise that nothing was wrong comforted me, letting me do exactly as she suggested and ride with my climax, gasping and jerking for what seemed like forever until it finally began to pass and I could slump back into my seat, panting and trembling, and with tears of joy prickling in my eyes. She took the vibrator away from my pussy, switching it off and letting it rest on my skirt. 
 
    'I think I just came.' It had been so strong that I still needed the reassurance that what I had just experienced was normal. 
 
    'Yes, you sure did.' She giggled girlishly. 'First time with a toy?' 
 
    I nodded my head mutely; embarrassed at having to confess such a thing, but glad that at long last I'd joined the ranks of normal womanhood. 
 
    'Don't worry.' She told me. 'They're like buses. You get one and then no end will come along one after the other.' 
 
    I couldn't help but giggle at that, but what a brilliant prospect. For a few minutes we just rested like that while I got my breath back, on my part using the time to adjust my thoughts to what had happened. In the end Karen held up the vibrator and raised a light-hearted questioning eyebrow. 
 
    'Can you go again?' She asked me. 
 
    'I don't know.' I answered semi-truthfully. I wanted to, by God I wanted to. I'd never felt anything like that orgasm and I badly wanted to feel another the same, but couldn't expect Karen to spend her whole evening helping me catch up with what I'd missed out on. 
 
    'I bet you can.' She announced, and then her hand came down and grabbed hold of the hem of my skirt, lifting it and throwing it back to expose my legs and panties. My startled eyes shot wide, but before I had chance to react the vibrator was switched on and planted firmly back against my pussy, this time with only my thin cotton panties between me and it, and then I didn't want to react. 
 
    I just sprawled back and allowed Karen press her vibrator onto me, letting myself be swept away in the flood of beautiful sensations. For a moment or two it occurred to me to wonder what Karen was getting from playing with her vibrator on me, but I kind of put it down to her enjoying the novelty of doing it and let it go at that. All I cared about was that her little toy was placed squarely onto my pussy with almost nothing between them to deaden the vibrations. I could already feel that wonderful warmth beginning to grow again. I looked into Karen's eyes, seeing a knowing look that told me she knew it was going to happen for me for a second time. 
 
    'Does that feel good?' She asked. 
 
    'Very.' I gasped out. 
 
    'Want it to feel even better?' 
 
    I was confused, how in hell could it ever feel better? But I nodded anyway, after all this was an evening of discovery. 
 
    Her next actions surprised me greatly. She turned the vibe off and slid from the couch to kneel in front of me, getting tangled in her robe at the same time by kneeling on it. I suppose I expected her to stand up again to disentangle herself, but instead she just shrugged and lifted the offending knee before she pulled the belt undone and slid the robe from her shoulders, leaving herself crouching naked in a puddle of black towelling. I stared at her in surprise, primarily marvelling at her beautiful figure, but also admiring her lack of self-consciousness. But before I could do more than just take in the view she had reached forward to pull down my skirt zip and take hold of the waistband. 
 
    'Ease up.' She instructed. 
 
    I guessed what she was going to do, and I was too turned on to mind. I wasn't sure if she wanted to take my panties off as well, though part of me hoped she might, but my skirt was unquestionably going to join her robe. I lifted my hips and let her start to pull it down, feeling thrilled when she sought out the top of my panties and eased them down too. My heart started to hammer at the thought of being practically naked in company, but I knew it was from excitement rather than fear and I welcomed it. Within moments the only clothes we had on between us were my blouse and my bra, and it suddenly seemed so unreasonable to keep them on. I've never undone my buttons so quickly, especially considering how much my hands were shaking, but it seemed that my blouse was off almost before I'd made my decision, and then I was reaching behind to unfasten my bra. 
 
    I stared at Karen, taking in her nakedness, feeling excitement rush through me that we were now naked together, and she seemingly not caring that I stared at her. But then, she was openly looking at my body too, her eyes going from my breasts, a little smaller even than hers, to my legs and belly, before they settled on the brown curls at the join of my thighs. I was still fighting an urge to touch her, and her gaze was not helping me control my arousal. I was worried that if I did lose control and reach out for her my action might actually be unwanted and then everything might stop. 
 
    I still wasn't quite sure why she was doing these things for me, or for that matter, why I was letting her. I knew she was taking pleasure in it, her breathing betrayed her satisfaction, but I had no idea why and whatever her reason, I was having a wonderful evening. 
 
    'Sit back.' She told me. 
 
    Her voice sounded a little odd, as if she had read my mind and was trying to forestall anything I might do, so I kept my hands to myself and did as I was told, my pussy now throbbing from anticipation. Her hand came out to rest on my inner thigh, pushing it back and making sure I couldn't close my legs, and then the other hand brought the vibrator into direct contact with my naked pussy, pressing it against my clitoris. 
 
    She'd promised that the sensations would be even better and they were, although I suppose the difference was more psychological than actual because my panties had been so thin anyway. But knowing her vibrator was in contact with my bare flesh seemed to amplify the vibrations out of all proportion, and I was instantly brought back to the point of nearly coming. 
 
    Karen didn't seem to want me to come too quickly, because she immediately stopped doing it so hard and began to tease me, slowly and gently running the vibe up and down my slit, her eyes following it as it drifted along my pussy, pausing for a few seconds at the entrance to my vagina before travelling up to my clit, waiting again, and then skating back right down to my perineum on its way back to my vagina. I was hovering on the verge of coming and I lifted my hips, trying to draw it into me, but Karen simply rode with it, smiling as I tried to get myself penetrated. I could hear myself gasping and groaning, nearly pleading to be brought off, but still she kept me there on the brink of coming. 
 
    But then, just as I was beginning to think she would torture me forever, she placed the tip of the vibrator at my entrance and pushed hard, thrusting it right inside me and then holding it there with her palm flat across the base. I'd never felt that before, the sensation of a sex toy vibrating inside my body, and my reaction was immediate. I came, for the second time that day and the just second time in my whole life if you discount masturbation, I climaxed. 
 
    It was that same powerful feeling, the same intense sensation of warmth and pressure that kept on growing until it overflowed to send torrents of sheer ecstasy washing along my nervous system. I couldn't help it, I reacted in just the same way as before, calling out my pleasure, my body jolting and juddering as my nerves overloaded, and then finally collapsing back in my seat, shaking as if naked in a snowstorm and grinning like a mad woman. 
 
    'See, told you that you could,' Karen laughed at her own success. 
 
    'Okay.' I gasped. 'You were right. But I couldn't take another like that for a while.' 
 
    She giggled again, the same musical giggle that I'd heard earlier. 'I wouldn't expect you to. Just relax for a bit.' 
 
    She leaned over for the wine bottle, her gorgeous breasts dangling temptingly as she topped up our glasses on the table beside me, emptying the bottle. We sat drinking our wine, completely naked, and as Karen showed no signs of wanting to cover up, then neither did I. 
 
    'I enjoyed seeing you come.' She said abruptly, making me blush. 
 
    'I enjoyed it too.' It was true, I had. But I suppose with never having orgasmed that way before, it was such a mind-blower that any circumstances would have been enjoyable 
 
    'Would you like to see me come?' 
 
    That was out of the blue, something I'd really not expected, and it took me a few seconds before I could answer, and even then I answered before I'd thought it through. I should have understood what it entailed, but I didn't. 
 
    'I'd love to.' 
 
    'Here you are then.' She handed me the vibrator and opened her legs. 'Will you help me out? Doing it to you has got me so bloody hot I've just got to get off.' 
 
    My mouth opened to object, but my hand closed around the vibrator and I felt the most amazing surge of excitement, and so I closed it again. It was way outside of my comfort zone to use a vibrator on another woman, but I discovered abruptly that I wanted to do it. In any case, after what she'd done for me by helping me it was a small price to pay even if I'd found it distasteful, which I didn't. I twisted the base of the vibe, turning it on as I had seen her do, and leaned over to use it on her. 
 
    'No, kneel in front of me, it'll be easier.' 
 
    I did as I was told, crouching before her rather then kneeling, with one hand on her thigh to steady myself. At first I just looked at her pussy. It was different to mine, not that I'd ever seen mine from this angle and so close up. For one thing her pubic hair was sandy coloured and relatively sparse compared with my own dark bush, and for another her inner labia were longer, making a sort of delta shape around a relatively prominent clitoris. Fleetingly I remembered I'd once been told that the bigger a girl's clitoris, the bigger her climax, and for a split second I felt almost jealous, until I realised that a climax bigger than the two I'd just had would be too much anyway. Her outer labia were quite large too, although I think a lot of it was puffiness from her arousal, and she was certainly aroused because her vagina was visibly open and very wet from her juices. 
 
    I raised the vibrator and rather gingerly placed the tip onto her clit, feeling her jerk as the vibrations hit her. It was nice to get such a positive reaction, because I was more than a little bit apprehensive about using it on her, unsure of exactly what to do. 
 
    'Yes, that's nice.' She whispered, smiling down, her hands closing over her own breasts. 'Just play with me with it.' 
 
    I did then as she had done earlier, running it up and down her slit, from her vagina to her clitoris and back, probing under her clitoral hood with the tip, feeling her jump from the sensation, then using it to investigate her folds and run around the entrance to her hole. I was unexpectedly enjoying myself, using the sex toy on her, and I loved hearing her pleasure sounds, the little gasps and grunts that she made as I traced her slit. I felt almost superior when I could tell that she was getting hotter and hotter as a result of my actions. 
 
    In my mind was the memory of her slamming it right inside me when I was on the verge of coming, and I had every intention of doing exactly the same thing, and so I was taking notice of the intensity of her responses. It wasn't as easy as it sounds, for she was reacting much more blatantly than I had and I was finding it difficult to tell how close she was. I mean, I was inexperienced in almost all things orgasmic and so watching her gripping hard hold of her own nipples and twisting them made me believe that she must be close. But she wasn't, she just liked the pain, and soon her pelvis was giving little jerks and thrusts, sometimes hard enough to almost dislodge the vibe. I just hoped I could time it right, because I really, really wanted to give her the same incredible pleasure that I had enjoyed. 
 
    I was even tempted at one point to lean forward and lick her slit, knowing instinctively that it would probably make her come, and then shocking myself at the thought. I restrained myself, mentally giving myself a slap on the wrists and wondering where that impulse had come from. It must be said though, she did look enticing. Fortunately, when she got closer to coming she began to let me know, perhaps realising I wasn't skilled enough to be sure by myself, and that returned my attention to what I was doing. 
 
    'I'm getting close.' She cautioned me. 
 
    I stopped sliding the vibe along her slut and concentrated instead on her clitoris, touching the tip of the vibe to the head of her button where it emerged from its hood. She liked that, I could tell she liked that because her movements became more erratic and her moans deeper. 
 
    'I'm going to come.' 
 
    I still kept the vibe against her clit, but I readied myself to move it and ram it into her vagina. We stayed like that for a couple more minutes and then she started to twitch and jerk, her breath becoming irregular and her fingers just digging themselves into the soft flesh of her breasts. 
 
    'I'm coming.' She gasped suddenly. 
 
    I hastily trailed the tip of the vibe down her slit until it reached her gaping entrance, and just rammed it home, holding it in with my palm just as she had done. 
 
    'God yes!' 
 
    Her hips lifted from the couch and she grabbed at my free hand, holding it onto her leg and biting into it with her nails, her other hand mauling at her breast. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung open, and her forehead lined with concentration as her orgasm flooded through her. I watched, bursting with pride at my achievement, holding the vibrator inside her until her pelvis came down and stopped twitching and her eyes finally reopened. Then I just turned it off without removing it and crouched there, still holding inside her pussy. Don't ask me why I did that, I still have no idea, unless it was that I just didn't want it to end at that point. It wasn't until she placed her hand on my wrist and gently pushed me away that I finally let it slip out of her hole. 
 
    'Well, there's one thing.' She exhaled noisily through pursed lips. 'You might not have tried one before, but you've very quickly learned just how good a little toy can be.' 
 
    Remembering the pleasure it had given me, I was thinking it was more the person using it that the toy itself, but I didn't say so. My bent legs were getting stiff and so I clambered to my feet and sat on the couch beside her before I answered. 
 
    'It's better than my last boyfriend, that's for sure.' I didn't mention that my last boyfriend had also been my first boyfriend. 
 
    'Oh, they're more reliable than any man.' She smiled. 'More variety too.' 
 
    'More variety?' I knew they came in different shaped and colours, but as far as I knew were all basically artificial penises. 'How many varieties of cock can there be?' 
 
    She giggled for a moment and then, after a short hesitation, she stood up, reaching for my hand to pull me to my feet too. 'Come on, I'll show you something.' 
 
    Feeling very exposed I looked to find my panties, but she shook her head, pulling me towards the door. 'You won't need your clothes yet.' 
 
    I followed her up the stairs, watching her shapely bottom move before me and feeling a completely inappropriate buzz of excitement at the thought that she might be taking me to her bedroom. 
 
    She was, and it was a lovely feminine room with pastel colours and soft furnishings, all set off with swags of pink material draped above the windows and over the double bed. I liked the room, especially the bed, with its lace trimmed pillows, duvet and valance. I couldn't help but notice that it was laid with two sets of pillows, however. So although Karen wasn't married, she obviously didn't always want to sleep alone. She led me across to an old cherry wood chest of drawers that stood beside the bed and pulled open the top one. 
 
    'Take a look.' 
 
    I looked, and my mouth dropped open with surprise. It was full of sex toys. As I might have expected, there were several vibrators of different size and colour, but that was not all by a long way. I didn't know the names of them then, but I saw a pair of chrome balls tethered together with a short string, an egg shaped one with a kind of long pink tail, one with twin shafts in parallel, a long purple one that looked as though it were made of a kind of jelly and seemed to have a cock head at each end, and more besides. 
 
    'You see?' She asked. 'There's quite a variety.' 
 
    'Yes, isn't there.' I gasped in wonder. 'I wouldn't know what to do with most of them.' 
 
    'Well, they're fairly self explanatory. This one for instance.' She picked up the twin one. 'This is if you happen to like both holes filled at the same time.' 
 
    When the penny dropped I gasped audibly at the thought. 
 
    'And the egg.' She went on. 'Which has a separate remote control around here somewhere? You put that inside you under your clothes, then either you or someone else can switch it on anytime, and nobody about you is any the wiser.' 
 
    'Someone else?' I couldn't quite get my head around that. 
 
    'Yes, if you've got the nerve. Give it to whoever you're with and then they can turn it on, and turn you on, wherever you are. Even at the supermarket checkout if they're mischievous enough. It can be quite exhilarating.' 
 
    'My God.' I was certainly getting an education. 
 
    She paused, as if weighing something up. 'Did you notice this one?' She pulled out what looked like a vibrator in a tangle of straps. I hadn't noticed it, but now I watched while she sorted the straps out and then held it in front of her pubes. 'This one is for one girl to use on another.' 
 
    She stopped at that point as if waiting for me to say something, but I was just standing staring at her and it while all the bits fell heavily into place. I looked again at the layout of the bed, and then I looked at the strap-on dildo, and my mind's eye saw again the double ended toy, one end for each of two girls I suddenly realised, and I put it all together. Suddenly I knew what she was, and shockingly, I recognized what I was - and still am. No wonder sex with boys didn't hold any charms for me. 
 
    'You...' I began, stuttering. 'You... You're into girls, aren't you?' 
 
    'Yes.' She smiled at my confusion. 'I thought you'd understood. And so are you, aren't you?' 
 
    'I'm not sure.' I was pretty sure, but the discovery was so sudden that I just didn't want to say it out loud. 'Maybe.' 
 
    'And Tia?' I asked abruptly, hurting as understanding came. 'She's not just your housemate, is she?' 
 
    'No.' Karen shook her head. 'She's not just my housemate. She's my lover.' 
 
    I fell silent, just standing trying to take it all in, wondering about myself more than anything. I knew Karen was right, and it was making sense to me that I had lesbian inclinations, I'd looked at other women and found the attractive often enough, and I'd even been eying Karen's breasts up only a short while before, so why hadn't I acknowledged the truth? It had taken a sudden pang of jealousy about Karen and Tia to bring it home to me. I guess being gay was difficult to admit to myself when I'd ducked the truth all this time. 
 
    Karen stood and looked at me, obviously wanting me to accept what had happened but not knowing quite what I was thinking, and then getting completely the wrong end of the stick. 
 
    'Don't worry.' She said finally. 'We're not exclusive to each other; we have an open relationship. She knows that you're calling around this evening and she knows what I hoped would happen.' 
 
    That made it all the worse. Karen had seen my gay tendencies before I had, and that just made me feel ridiculous. Why hadn't I known it myself? I didn't mind what I was, in fact the knowledge of it made me feel more relaxed about things that had been bothering me for years. I had known, I just hadn't let myself admit it, and now I felt so stupid for hiding it from myself when it was so obvious to other people. I felt my eyes prickle and suddenly tears were streaming down my face. 
 
    'Oh baby.' Karen dropped the dildo and moved forward, her arms outstretched. 'Don't cry.' 
 
    I'm not sure that she understood what I was crying about, and for that matter at that moment I'm not absolutely sure I was either, but I found myself stumbling into her embrace and sobbing into her shoulder. When I thought about it later I realised I was crying from the shock of self discovery, the sudden revelation of what I'd been hiding from myself and supposedly from the world, and the absolute relief of bringing it into the open, and silly as it may sound, from the sudden understanding that I could have a normal physical relationship, albeit with someone of my own sex. 
 
    My crying jag didn't last long, but whilst it did Karen stood there and held me close, murmuring meaningless comforting noises into my ear and stroking my hair until it subsided and I stood there, snuffling and feeling foolish. 
 
    'I'm being silly, aren't I?' I whispered finally. 
 
    'Not if it helps, no.' She reassured me, one hand running quietly up and down my back. 
 
    We stood together embracing silently, the contact reminding me, now that I was noticing things again, that we were both still naked. I could feel her breasts against mine, firm nipples pressing into my skin, and the soft swell of her belly touching my own. I could even feel the light touch of her pubic hair. It felt good, reassuring and right. I began to stroke her back, feeling her soft skin under my hands, and she responded by doing the same. I pulled my head back and looked at her, seeing her eyes full of warmth and concern. She leaned hesitantly towards me, unsure of what my response might be, but I had been thinking the same and my mouth came forward to meet hers. 
 
    That kiss lit the fuse. That's the only way of putting it. It unleashed the need in her that she had held back all evening and the hunger in me that I'd suppressed for so very much longer. It was a bruising, all consuming kiss. Our lips mashed together, mouths were open, tongues probing, dancing, merging and fencing. We pushed ourselves hard into each other, our hands roaming over backs, legs thrust between legs and our torsos squirming in an effort to get even closer. The bed was behind us and it was inevitable that we would fall onto it. I landed on my back and she half on top and half beside me. I spread my legs and pulled her over me, wanting to feel her body pressing me into the bed, wanting to envelop her between my thighs, wanting, I suppose, to unashamedly fuck her. 
 
    She didn't land quite how I expected her to, but then that's probably because she knew more than I did. She ended up on top of me with one of her legs between mine and one of mine between hers. A little wriggle and she had us each with thigh pressed against pussy. Her lips found mine again and as we kissed she started to thrust, deliberately rubbing her pussy on my thigh and at the same time rubbing her leg against my pussy. I soon became aware of wet juices on my thigh where her pussy was rubbing back and forth; telling me how much she was enjoying what we were doing. It was getting to me too, the thrill of what we were doing, so new to me, made me gasp into her mouth with the sheer joy of it. Very soon I felt the signs of yet another orgasm growing inside me, but this one would be my first from making love with another girl, and I could tell it was going to be a strong one. 
 
    In the end it happened to her before me. She came hard, gasping loudly into my ear, pushing herself so forcefully onto my leg that I had to push back as much as I could just to stop her pressing it down. But I didn't mind, in fact it gave me a buzz to know that she'd been able to use me to reach a climax, and so I just held tightly on to her as she went through it, feeling my own building in the background. 
 
    Happily she didn't just collapse on top of me, or roll away from me, when her orgasm finally subsided. She must have known I was getting close, because she purposely held her leg tight up against my pussy to let me rub myself off on it. She held me just as tight as I'd held her, so that I could feel her body on mine, firm breasts and hard nipples pressing against my skin, warm belly touching mine and sliding on it as we thrust against each other. She kept her hands hooked under my shoulders to keep me close and then, as her breathing returned to normal, she began to whisper encouragement in my ear, telling me how nice I was, how lovely my legs felt, and how glad she was that I was there. 
 
    'Me too.' I managed to answer that one. 
 
    'Are you going to come?' 
 
    'Yes.' I gasped. She knew I was, she only asked to make me say so. 
 
    'Soon?' 
 
    'Very soon?' I nodded beneath her, staring up into eyes gazing back like bright emeralds in her face. 
 
    She smiled, parting her lips and then licking them sensuously as I rubbed myself faster and harder on her leg. 
 
    'I'm coming.' I told her, feeling the pleasure about to spill over into my long awaited climax. 
 
    She didn't say anything, she simply fastened her mouth over mine, forcing her tongue between my lips, knowing that I would have to come as she kissed me. I did come, as hard as ever, gasping and moaning into her mouth, gulping for air around her lips, and jerking and shuddering beneath her. The sensations were so powerful, so overwhelming, that I almost expected Karen to be feeling them as well. As it was, she must have felt my nails raking her back and even the roughness of my pubes scraping back and forth over the tender skin of her thigh. But she didn't complain, she simply held me and kissed me until it was over and I subsided, panting for breath and trembling like a leaf. Then she rolled to one side so that we lay next to each other, gazing tenderly at each other with her hand finding mine. 
 
    We lay like that for a few minutes and then, as if by some signal, we turned and wrapped our arms around each other. 
 
    'Was it worth calling for that coffee?' She asked with a smile. 'You know - the one you never got.' 
 
    'Was it ever.' I told her in all seriousness. 'You have no idea how good this has been for me, no idea at all.' 
 
    She didn't have, she couldn't have, any idea what the evening had meant for me. How could she have known that I had been able to be myself, to relax and enjoy my sexuality for the first time in my life? It had been a shock, an eye-opener, and it had been emotionally draining, but it marked a turning point after which I no longer had to deny myself to anyone, not even myself. A lot of things have happened since that night, both with Karen and with others, but I will never forget my first lesbian session with that beautiful redhead. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 29 
 
    I suppose I couldn't really claim to be the innocent party that night, because subconsciously I knew exactly what I was doing even if I just let things happen. 
 
    I was on my way home after being away on business and I'd pulled into one of those late night places that serve lukewarm coffee and burgers that seem to be made of a cross between carpet and cardboard. At the time I wasn't sure why I'd stopped because I only had another thirty or forty miles to go, but I figured later that it was because I just didn't want to face going home. 
 
    The reason for that was that I was pretty certain my husband was cheating on me, and so I'd told him I'd be away for a couple of days longer than I actually expected to be, with the intention of catching him in the act when I got home unexpectedly early. But in reality I was scared of the truth, petrified that I was right and he'd be in our matrimonial bed with another woman, and so I was putting off the inevitable confrontation. Yeah, I know, cowardly isn't it? You'd think that a thirty-four year old business woman who was used to facing down highflying men in their own boardroom would be able to cope with a cheating spouse in her own bedroom wouldn't you, but that's the way it was. And so there I sat, head down, a soulful look on my face, gazing into my muddy coffee and wondering what to do next. 
 
    'Are you all right?' 
 
    The voice brought me out of my gloomy reverie and back into the real world with a bump. I looked up and gazed around, startled. 
 
    'Are you okay?' The voice repeated. 
 
    It came from the next table across, where a smart blonde woman in a blue summer dress was staring across at me and looking very concerned. 
 
    'Yes, I'm fine.' I assured her. 'Just miles away in thought.' 
 
    'You looked worried to death.' 
 
    'A few things on my mind, that's all.' 
 
    She slid across and came to sit opposite me, still wearing a mother hen look. She was a few years older than me and probably for that reason her action seemed to show genuine concern rather than nosiness. 
 
    'Anything I can do?' She said. 'I'm good at listening if nothing else.' 
 
    'Just marital problems.' I told her, glad of someone to talk to, but not wanting to go into too many details. 'Being married isn't always easy.' 
 
    'Sometimes I'm glad I'm single,' She told me with a smile, raising a ring-free finger to show me. 
 
    'Sometimes I wish I was.' 
 
    She seemed to understand that it would be a good time to change the subject. 'I'm Celia, by the way. What brings you this way anyway?' 
 
    'Barbara, or Babs when I'm not working.' I introduced myself. 'I've been away on business, now I'm on my way home and don't really want to be.' 
 
    'Oh dear, things must be really bad if this place is preferable.' She swept a hand around to indicate our shabby surroundings. 'But then I suppose any place is better then somewhere you don't want to be.' 
 
    Her perceptive remark had me nodding in agreement and I was soon able to relax a little. Before long we were chatting about life in general and nothing in particular and I found that I enjoyed her company, so much so that the time slipped past without my noticing. Or maybe I was noticing it but my mind was pretending not to. In any case it wasn't until the waitress came over to say that they were closing that I was made properly aware of how late it was. 
 
    'Damn.' I said, looking out and watching raindrops glittering in the streetlights and bouncing from the asphalt surface of the road. 'I hate night driving in the rain.' 
 
    'Far to go?' She asked. 
 
    'Further than I'd like in this weather.' I prevaricated without understanding why. 
 
    'So why not stay over somewhere and drive on tomorrow.' 
 
    'Good idea, except that it's too late to book in anywhere now.' 
 
    'Yes, perhaps it is.' She nodded thoughtfully before her face abruptly brightened. 'But you can stay at mine if you like, I'm only just up the road and I have a spare room.' 
 
    I still couldn't face the possibility of finding my husband with his mistress and so the unlikelihood of such an invitation didn't hit me then. 'Thank you, I'd like that. If you're sure.' 
 
    Her place was indeed just up the road, only a couple of hundred yards from where we had met, and at the time it never occurred to me to wonder why she was sitting in a cafe when she lived so close. It was quite a small two bedroom house, with a small front yard and neat little porch that was just big enough for us both to shelter in while she fiddled for the key. 
 
    'Come in, I'll make some coffee.' 
 
    She ushered me through into a compact but very warm and comfortable lounge whilst she disappeared into the kitchen. But it wasn't coffee she was carrying when she came back, but a brandy bottle and two glasses. I must admit that I'm not a big drinker, alcohol quickly goes to my head, but it would have seemed rude to refuse and anyway brandy was a welcome alternative to the coffee I'd endured earlier. 
 
    We carried on chatting while working our way through a couple of glasses of brandy each, and this time we did talk a little about our personal lives. Celia had never been married, and so her question about why I didn't simply retaliate in kind just sounded a little naïve more than anything. I had been tempted, by a sales rep the night before for one, and I told her so, but I'd never seriously considered it. "I would" she informed me, and I believed her. 
 
    Eventually it became late and I began to yawn, and so she excused herself while she went to get my room ready. I was feeling a lot better by then, relaxed, contented and quite mellow, and perhaps that is why I didn't react when she came back with a strange look on her face. 
 
    'I've got a problem, Babs.' She began. 'I'd forgotten I'd got decorators coming in, and the spare bedroom has been stripped ready for them. There's no way you can sleep there.' 
 
    My hand flew to my mouth with sudden panic. 'But I can't drive after drinking all that brandy.' 
 
    'Don't worry about it, it's my mistake, I should have remembered. You can sleep in my bed and I'll sleep down here on the sofa.' 
 
    'But I can't kick you out of your own bed.' 
 
    'Yes you can. It's my fault, I invited you and I gave you the brandy.' 
 
    I still didn't feel comfortable with the idea; it was too much of an imposition on a comparative stranger. 
 
    'No I can't.' A sudden thought went through my head. 'Is it a double bed? Because if it is we can both sleep together, if you can stand sharing that is?' 
 
    'Well yes, we can, but are you sure you'd want to?' She asked doubtfully. 
 
    Normally, of course, I'd not have dreamed of sharing a bed with a strange woman, but brandy and necessity said otherwise. 
 
    'Of course I'd want to, I'm just grateful for a bed for the night.' 
 
    It was also brandy that banished any coyness as we both got ready. I kept my panties on under my nightshirt because removing them seemed a step too far, but otherwise I had no qualms about undressing in front of Celia, or she in front of me. In fact she made no attempt to hide the fact that she shaved her pubes when she stepped out of her briefs before pulling on her pyjamas. It must be said that she had a fabulous body for someone probably in her early forties, her large breasts were still firm and her stomach was as flat as a pancake. My own rounded belly and slightly pendulous breasts could take lessons. 
 
    We climbed into bed together, Celia leaned out to switch off the bedside light and then we said our goodnights and settled down for sleep. 
 
    I'm not sure how long it was, but I'd reached that hazy plateau somewhere between waking and sleeping when I felt a soft touch against my back. At first I took it to be an accidental touch from a hand stretched out in sleep, but then I felt it move, lightly caressing my back, gently but deliberately stroking me through the thin cotton of my nightshirt. There was nothing else, just the soft touch of her hand wandering over my back. 
 
    I suppose I should have reacted, made it indignantly clear that I wasn't that sort of woman, that I wasn't gay or even bisexual, but it felt nice, warm and friendly, and so instead I pretended sleep and just let it continue. The surprise of it was that I wasn't surprised. I think that somewhere at the back of my mind was the knowledge that all along Celia had been making a play for me, that all her actions had simply been a ploy to get me into her bed where she could seduce me. I'd been denying the obvious, but now I couldn't deny it anymore. The next surprise was that I didn't mind. My husband was getting his pleasure elsewhere so what the hell, why shouldn't I? In any case, if it became too much to handle I could just as easily pretend to wake up and then stop her. 
 
    But just at that moment I had no intention of stopping her for a while, it was far too nice, a silent expression of warmth as her hand moved slowly and softly across my back, roaming further as she gained in confidence, touching my shoulders and then moving down to the base of my spine, to the first curve of my bottom, before making the journey back up. I just lay there and enjoyed it, struggling to control my breathing, trying not to let her know I was awake. I was beginning to get turned on whether I wanted to or not. 
 
    I wondered how long she would keep going for, wondered if she would simply stop or if she would take things further, and I wondered how I would respond if she did. I was pretty sure that she would, because I could hear arousal in her breathing, and so I was fighting a silent battle with myself, wanting it to simply carry on as it was, but only too aware that it couldn't. But would I let her take it further? Did I want her to take it further? I didn't know for sure one way or the other, part of me was screaming yes, but another, less adventurous part, was yelling an equally loud no, but meanwhile I just enjoyed her wandering hand. 
 
    She began to include my arm in her caresses, fondling my shoulder and then running down almost as far my wrist, her fingers moving over the short sleeve onto my skin, touching so lightly it was raising goose bumps. God, but it felt so good. 
 
    And then it felt even better. Her fingertips, moving back along my arm, touched my breast as they went past. I'm sure it was inadvertent, but that brief contact sent a jolt of pleasure through me and I couldn't prevent a tiny murmur of pleasure escaping my lips. The time for pretence was past, and my mind had been made up for me. Celia knew I was awake now, and more significantly, she knew I was enjoying her touch. I rolled onto my back, automatically glancing sideways into the dark at where I knew she would be. 
 
    'Okay?' She whispered as if she knew I'd looked at her. I nodded my affirmative, then realised she wouldn't be able to see me. 
 
    'Yes.' The word came out as a quiet croak. 'I'm fine.' I stared at the invisible ceiling, nervous but excited. 
 
    I sensed a smile and her hand began to touch me again, this time running softly over my front, stroking my arms, my stomach, my neck and my breasts, always moving, never remaining in any one place, sending thrill after thrill coursing through me. The whole thing was bothering me; I shouldn't be liking it this much. 
 
    I wanted her to touch my breasts, to concentrate on them instead of wandering all around me, and so I deliberately let out a little pleasure sound each time her fingertips skated over them, involuntarily giving an extra loud one when she caught my nipple as she passed. She didn't stop moving, but now her fingers paused as they reached my breasts, cupping them and squeezing a little before passing on. It was the first overtly sexual move and we both knew it, and I deliberately moaned with pleasure to encourage her. 
 
    I was sure she must have already known that I was turned on, my nipples were like bullets and my breath was getting louder to my own ears, but she still didn't push things, she just carried on touching me with that one hand, stroking and caressing me, letting me feel comfortable with what she was doing. I knew that she would move on when she figured that she and I were both ready and until then she continued massaging my breasts, making me feel wonderful without stretching my limits too quickly. 
 
    After a while she shuffled a little closer, close enough that I could feel her breath on my face, and her hand began to wander further, reaching down over my stomach and nearly, so nearly reaching my pubic mound. I wanted to be touched more intimately, I can't deny it. Even through my nightshirt and my panties I knew that her touch would be wonderful. I parted my legs, not a lot but enough to send the right message. Her fingers tiptoeing across my stomach felt my legs move and she responded as I had hoped, exploring further, her hand going down and down until her palm cupped my mound and I gasped with pleasure. 
 
    She moved closer still, so that I could feel her next to me, softly trapping my arm against my side. I pulled it out of the way, threading it around behind her head to rest on her shoulder in the gentle semblance of an embrace, letting her move right up against me, making me conscious of the softness of her breasts even through our clothing. I could feel her breath on my cheek and I knew our faces were only an inch or two apart, and I couldn't help myself. I turned my face towards her, feeling her lips brush against my cheek as I turned. She backed away, but I followed, finding her lips, letting my own open mouth rest against hers, not actively kissing her but just becoming accustomed to the contact. 
 
    She moaned softly into my mouth, a sound full of both need and contentment, the first pleasure sound I had heard from her, and at the same time she pressed her hand more firmly against me, pushing down over my pubic mound so that she could rub her palm over my pussy. 
 
    That did it for me, I surrendered. She would do whatever she wanted and I would want whatever she did. My tongue sought hers and our lips moulded together as I pulled her to me, my legs opening further, telling her of my capitulation. She tugged at the hem of my nightshirt, reaching under it to press her hand against the crotch of my panties, rubbing my pussy as we kissed, making me hotter and making me want her even more. I was feeling randier than I had done for years and the beginnings of an orgasm were already building. I didn't mind coming so quickly because I was already sure in my own mind that Celia would make me keep coming until I was totally spent. I wondered suddenly if I would be able to do the same for her. 
 
    That thought had an amazing effect on me, multiplying my arousal and bringing me closer to orgasm simply because with it I had acknowledged that wanted to touch her, to give her pleasure, to make her come as strongly as I was on the verge of doing. I pulled my mouth free, wrapped both arms around her and held her close, hugging her fiercely as my climax drew nearer. 
 
    'Harder.' I gasped 'I'm coming.' 
 
    My hips started to rotate of their own free will; I really was going to come. 
 
    'Come then,' She whispered back, rubbing me through ever more forcefully through the thin material of my panties. 'I want you to.' 
 
    I wanted to come for her, I needed to come for her, I did come for her. My orgasm was like an explosion inside me, shock waves rushing out from my pussy and surging all the way through me, making me arch my back and grab onto Celia as hard as I could. My pelvis jerked and twitched as I thrust myself at her hand, and all the time I gasped and called out incoherently. Though short, it was the strongest climax I think I have ever had and when it subsided I lay back onto the bed, gasping for breath and with my heart trying to pound its way out of my chest. Celia's hand was still between my legs, but now it lay motionless as if to comfort my throbbing pussy. 
 
    'You enjoyed that, didn't you?' The voice came from the dark, carrying with it a sort of triumphant giggle. Her smile would now be a grin, though I couldn't see it. 
 
    'Can you switch the light on please? Just the bedside one.' I needed to see her face, to see if she was truly pleased with what she had done, or just gloating over another conquest. 
 
    'Yes, sure.' She sounded curious, but I heard her moving up to reach for the light switch. 
 
    'I'm a lights on sort of person.' I explained, breathlessly telling a partial truth as the warm yellow glow of the little bedside light spread over us. 
 
    'Me too.' She was kneeling on the bed gazing down at me, and the expression on her face seemed to contain genuine warmth. I smiled at her, happy now. 
 
    For a moment or two we just smiled at each other, sexy thoughts running through our heads, and then she began to unbutton her pyjama top. 
 
    'Good idea.' I told her, and scrambled to my knees, reaching for the hem of my nightshirt at the same time. 
 
    'You look good.' She announced as I dropped my nightshirt over the edge of the bed. I looked back at her, dressed now only in her pyjama bottoms, and thought how wonderfully sexy she looked too. I'd not looked at her in that way when we got into bed, but now I wondered why not. 
 
    'I'm not on my own.' I replied, taking in her youthfully feminine figure, unable to ignore her full breasts with long dark nipples so erect and inviting. 
 
    Again we just stared at each other for a few moments and then her hand came out towards me, her fingertips surprisingly hesitant as they stroked my breasts. I closed my eyes, soaking up the sensation of Celia's fingers just lightly going from one breast to the other, hardly touching with anything more than gentle fingernails skating over my skin. It was a delightfully erotic feeling, made even more so by my still being hot and shaky from my orgasm, and it was almost too beautiful to bear. 
 
    'Oh Celia.' 
 
    I opened my eyes and moved towards her, still on my knees, until we were up against each other, her hard nipples pressed very softly onto the soft skin of my breasts. Unable now to easily move her hand between us, she suddenly wrapped both arms around me and pulled me close, squeezing her bullet nipples into my flesh, making me gasp softly, partially from the embrace and partially from the absolutely wonderful feeling of being in another woman's arms. My arms went around her too as if of their own volition, and we hugged, cheek to cheek, body to body, both naked to the waist and enjoying the feeling of skin on skin, and for me the novel sensation of soft female skin under my hand, so different from a man's. 
 
    It was inevitable that we would kiss again, and we did, gently at first, then with increasing passion until we were forcing our mouths together, tongues probing, fencing, licking and tasting, moaning and murmuring, and ultimately gasping for breath. Her fingers around my back were biting fiercely into my flesh, hurting me, but pleasurably so because the discomfort told me how strongly Celia wanted me, as I did her. Soon her grip loosened a little, although we continued to kiss just as eagerly, and one hand began a cautious journey down my back. I knew where it was headed and my heart pounded faster in response. 
 
    She did not go straight for her target, instead she ran her hand down onto my bottom, stroking and fondling my buttocks through the cotton of my panties, making me groan with pleasure and anticipation. It seemed forever that she gently circled, and caressed me, although it cannot have been ore than a couple of minutes before she pulled her hand back onto my spine, leaving me in a frustrated panic for a split second before I realised what she intended. 
 
    Her fingertips found their way under the waistband of my panties, wriggling their way around to the front and then down until they were brushing through my pubic hair, seeking my slit. I wanted to be touched, played with, anything so I spread my legs wider to encourage her, trying not to lower myself out of her reach by doing so. 
 
    'I can see what you want.' She chuckled sexily into my ear. 'But shall we get rid of these first?' She twanged at the elastic of my panties. 
 
    I had my thumbs under my waistband and was pushing them down before she had chance to say anything else. She chuckled again as she watched me sit back and pull them over my feet and then kneel again in front of her, this time completely naked. She must have thought me eager, but I didn't care. 
 
    'Wow!' 
 
    I wasn't sure if her exclamation was at my action or at the result, but it made me feel good anyway. 
 
    'I'd better do the same, hadn't I?' She looked down at the pyjama bottoms she still wore, and then grinned at my excited nodding. 
 
    She slid from the bed, sitting on the edge as she pulled them off, kicking them away almost theatrically before standing in the light from the bedside lamp with her arms open, deliberately showing herself to me. 
 
    'There you are, now we're equal.' She declared with a smile. 
 
    'Celia, you are beautiful.' I told her, staring openly at her body and meaning every word. Her smile broadened. 
 
    'Now, where were we?' She asked as she climbed back onto the bed. 
 
    We seemed to instinctively know what to do, Celia sat back on her haunches and I knelt straddling her thighs and facing her, very conscious that my legs were wide and my pussy was delightfully available. 
 
    She reached up and wrapped one arm around my neck, pulling my head down into a kiss while at the same time she reached between my legs with her free hand. I felt her fingers glide easily over my pubes, unconstrained by clothing, and cup my pussy. In the middle of a kiss I gasped into her mouth at the sudden pleasure of her contact and felt her lips curl in a smile at my reaction. Tonight was the first time any woman had ever touched me so intimately, and to feel her hand on my naked pussy took my breath away. Nobody could have prepared me for how good it felt. 
 
    At first she didn't move, and I knelt quietly with her hand over my slit and her lips on mine, with my arms around her back, clinging to her and pulling her tight. Then, as her tongue pushed its way into my mouth again, I felt her hand press against me, pushing up, more and more firmly so that she was spreading my labia until they parted and without moving her fingers found my wetness, two fingertips right at my entrance and the heel of her hand pressed firmly against my clit. I froze; knowing what was coming and waiting for it. 
 
    I have been fingered many times before, of course I have, but always by a man and recently only by my husband, and this was different. It wasn't just simply a finger inserted into me and thrust in and out. For one thing Celia immediately used two fingers, sliding them in slowly, going deep but then bending them into a kind of hook that rubbed against the roof of my passage as she moved them inside of me. I pulled my mouth away and threw my head back, clinging to her and moaning, my hips pushing forward towards her, inviting her to penetrate me more deeply. God, it was good. 
 
    It was about to get better. I'm not sure what she did but it felt as if she was twisting her fingers inside me, withdrawing them until they were nearly out and then plunging them back, all the time wriggling them around. I could feel my fingers clutching at her, my muscles taut. I still had my head thrown back, with little gasps coming from my throat and my eyes closed, and so it was without warning that I felt her mouth clamp around my nipple, sucking at it, lapping at it with her tongue, and then tugging at it with sharp little teeth. I felt that glorious fire ignite again inside my pussy, pressure and heat building as quickly as it had done before. 
 
    'I'm coming.' I gasped ecstatically. 'I'm coming again.' 
 
    'Then do it, let it happen.' She replied, releasing my breast just long enough to speak. 
 
    It was good to have her go-ahead, to know that she was intentionally bringing me to climax, but it wouldn't have made any difference. There was no way on earth that I was going to be able to hold back. The sensation built and built until suddenly, like a dam bursting, it was released to race though my body unconstrained, wave after wave again, through my torso, down each limb, right along to my fingers and toes, each making my body tense in delight, only to relax again until the next wave struck. All the time she plunged her two fingers into me, rubbing my clit with her palm and doing everything to give me pleasure. 
 
    Eventually it ran its course, each succeeding wave diminishing until in the end I was just shuddering with aftershocks. Panting, gasping and trembling, I more or less collapsed over Celia, slumping onto her, my head on her shoulder, my arms draped around her shoulders and kind of sitting, open-legged, on her thighs. 
 
    'Oh God, Celia.' I panted. 'That was amazing.' 
 
    'Good.' She told me simply, stroking my hair with one hand. 
 
    Soon I opened my eyes and pulled back, still breathing heavily but wanting to look at her, to thank her properly for what she had just done. I was just in time to see her putting her other hand to her mouth. It was the hand that had just been between my legs. She was licking my wetness from her fingers, savouring me, and, judging by the wistful look on her face, enjoying the taste. She blushed and smiled bashfully as I watched, but that didn't stop her from sucking her fingers until all trace of me had gone. 
 
    I couldn't help but think how wonderful it was to see her enjoying my juices, and wondering if I would enjoy hers as much, and then all of a sudden I realised that I had been made to orgasm twice without Celia having taken any pleasure at all for herself. The urge, the need, suddenly came over me to return the favour, and more if I could. I had never pleasured a woman and I wasn't sure how good I would be at it but, I told myself, I was pretty sure I going to find out. 
 
    I pulled back a little more, planting my knees together and motioning to her to part her own, so that we reversed our positions and she was now kneeling over my legs with hers wide apart. She looked down at me with her arms draped over my shoulders, planted a kiss on my forehead and then closed her eyes in an obvious hint for me to begin. 
 
    I stifled a giggle at her lack of subtlety, but I was determined to take it slowly, to learn as I went, to try what I thought she would enjoy and see what her reaction was like. For a moment or two I knelt there, just looking at her, staring at a naked woman in a way I'd never done before, taking in the sight of her very beautiful body and wondering how to begin. 
 
    Eventually, with my heart beating like a drum and my breathing now coming in tight little gasps, I reached out one hand and began to lightly circle her abdomen, feeling her skin flutter under my gentle touch. Slowly I let my circles widen until I was stroking the underside of her breasts and the very top of her pubic mound, letting myself become accustomed to such erotic contact with another woman. All the time Celia just knelt over me, her hands on my shoulders, her head tipped slightly back, just as mine had been, and her only reactions were the little pleasure noises from deep in her throat. 
 
    Feeling more confident now I let my hand stray downwards, at first just cupping her mound with my fingertips touching the top of her pussy, but then as Celia pushed forward in encouragement, I reached further between her legs, my palm over her pussy and my fingers probing for her vagina and feeling the wetness around her entrance. I paused there, looking up into her face, ostensibly seeking her final permission, but really I was just getting myself together ready to do something I'd never expected to do. 
 
    'Yes.' She told me. 'Please, yes.' 
 
    There was no going back, in fact there was no wanting to go back and my fingers slid forward, two sinking easily into her slippery hole and the others curling up along her slit, bending me slightly towards her. 
 
    It felt so strange - nice, but strange. I'd only ever fingered myself up until then, and there was no way I could go that far into my own passage because I couldn't reach myself at that angle, and besides, doing it to someone else meant that I felt the entire sensation through my fingers without the awareness of my vagina getting in the way. It made for a strangely wonderful feeling because her passage, warm and wet, kind of pulsed and wrapped around my exploring fingers. I pushed into her as deep as I could, wriggling around, trying to take in the novel feeling of her vagina rhythmically opening and closing on me. My eyes were still staring up into hers, but now with a look of slack jawed wonder on my face. 
 
    'My god, you're good.' She told me in a hoarse whisper as I began to thrust in and out of her. I don't know how true what she said was, but it made me smile with pride. My first time touching a woman and I'm told I'm good. Now I had the confidence to do anything. 
 
    For a little while I carried on thrusting into her, but soon it became awkward with me bending forward to reach far enough and look up at the same time, and I wanted to carry on looking at her face because of the expressions of pleasure and delight that kept flitting across it. I gently pulled away, letting my wet fingertips slide up her slit as I straightened a little until I reached her clit. 
 
    Her clit was bigger than mine, a little nub like a miniature penis, engorged and hard, that stuck out from under its hood inviting my attention. My two fingers stroked very, very softly across its tip, just barely touching but making her jerk with the intensity of the sensations it generated. I looked at her, grinning to see her eyes close and her mouth open into a wide smile of enjoyment. I stroked her again, making her jerk this time too, and give a little groan of pleasure. Her eyes stayed closed, but her hips began to shudder every time my fingers passed over her clit. I pressed a little more firmly, rubbing her properly, and now her hands gripped my shoulders and she gasped, fingertips digging into my skin each time she jolted with arousal. 
 
    I glanced down, looking at her breasts as I played with her, tempted to suck on her gorgeously enlarged nipples. There were so many things I suddenly wanted to do to her, but most importantly I wanted to make her come and so I contained my impatience and continued to rub her clit. 
 
    I'm glad that I did, because it didn't take long. Soon her hips were swaying back and forth in front of me, encouraging me to rub her harder and faster in time with their movements, her head went back, her mouth stayed open and the ever louder pleasure noises she made told me that she was close to her climax. I watched her face with growing pleasure and excitement of my own, amazed and thrilled at my success, waiting for the moment when she would actually reach her orgasm. 
 
    'Yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! Yyyeeeessssssss.' 
 
    The words were an ever more rapid chant, until the final one came as a long drawn out wail at the same time as she pushed her pussy hard against my hand, the sudden explosive power of her orgasm making her hips thrust at me uncontrollably. Then her fingers dug into my flesh and her head suddenly swung forward for her to bury her face in my neck, kissing and biting my skin as ecstasy flooded her body. 
 
    Soon it was over and she slumped back, red faced and sweating, her legs trembling and her chest heaving, still kneeling over my thighs but resting her weight back on her haunches and now holding onto my shoulders for genuine support as I had done with her. 
 
    'You really are good.' She gasped, confirming her earlier remark. 'God, I hope there's more to come.' 
 
    It was an unexpected wish, but it made me smile and it made me determined to make it true. There would be more to come, I knew exactly what I wanted to do next, even though I could hardly believe my own longing. 
 
    'There is.' I told her. 'Lie down.' 
 
    I stood away from the bed while she arranged herself towards the top of the bed, flat on her back with her knees raised and legs wide apart. I don't know if she had guessed what I was going to do, but that was exactly how I wanted her. 
 
    Moving around to the foot of the bed I clambered back on to kneel between her feet, looking straight at her shining wet pussy with my heart hammering at the thought of what I intended. I'd never dreamed of going down on another woman, but here I was, just about to do it and looking forward to it. My hands were on her knees to hold her legs open while I gazed hungrily at her pussy, contemplating what I wanted to do to it as well as simply enjoying the sight of the shiny wet slit that waited for me. A quick glance up found her gazing back with an expression of lustful anticipation on her face. She wanted it as much as I did. No time to reflect, this was my first time and I didn't want to chicken out. 
 
    My feet and ankles overhung the end of the bed when I stretched out between her legs but I didn't care, I was too enthralled by the musky scent of her sex. I'd not noticed it before, but as my face came near to her it was the gorgeous smell of her arousal that got me going most. I wriggled a little nearer, staring longingly at the smooth folds of her labia and her shiny pink entrance, hesitating but impatient all at the same time. I moved closer still, slotting my arms under her raised thighs so that I could grip her hips, and then put out the tip of my tongue until I just made contact. She moaned softly and placed her hands on top of mine, pressing them against her. Now I wanted to taste her properly. 
 
    My tongue ran along the inside of her labia, up one side of her slit and down the other, making her flinch and gasp as its tip skated across her clit. I did it again, pressing my tongue onto her a little more firmly, tasting her juices on the flat of my tongue before I found her entrance and pushed the tip inside. It was a new and wonderful experience because she tasted as good as she smelled. Now all hesitation was gone. I licked her and kissed her, nuzzling my face into her wet pussy and pushing my tongue deep inside her, holding onto her hips and pulling her close to get as far in as I could. 
 
    Very soon her hips began to rise and fall gently and her hands began to clasp mine just a little harder, and her moans became louder to let me know that I was doing it right. I thrust my tongue right into her, licking around the walls inside her entrance until my tongue began to ache, and then pulled it out to run it the length of her pussy until I reached her clit. 
 
    At first I just ran to the tip of my tongue around the tip of her button, but I soon got carried away and licked her hard, making her jerk and gasp from the sensations. I smiled to myself, and then, taking advantage of its size, I covered my teeth with my lips and took the little button between them, gently biting and nibbling her until her behaviour and sounds told me she was soon going to come. 
 
    This time she didn't tell me she was coming, she didn't need to because her reactions made it only too clear. Her movements became more intense and more erratic as she got closer to orgasm, her hips bucking and her fingertips gripping onto my hands almost painfully. The moans had now given way to gasps and groans, guttural sounds from the back of her throat that got louder and more insistent as her climax got closer. Then, just as her climax became inevitable, she let go of my hands and twisted her fingers into my hair, pulling me down onto into her, pushing herself up into my face at the same time. I couldn't move even if I'd wanted to now, and anyway the discomfort of her pulling at my hair only made my delight in her climax even stronger, because it told me how much pleasure she was getting from it. 
 
    When she did come it was so powerful it was like an earthquake had struck. She called out loudly, her pelvis jerked and shuddered, her fingers tore at my hair and her legs came up to wrap around my head and shoulders, pinning me to her pussy. I never knew anyone could come that strongly. I tried to keep hold of her clit, but it was impossible and in her frustration she just rubbed herself hard against my mouth, covering my face with her juices and making me gasp for breath. Even when it began to fade she held me against her to make sure she got the last possible moment of pleasure, and in doing so, made sure that I did too. 
 
    Slowly her hold on my head slackened, her hands lost their grip and her legs dropped away as she lay shuddering and panting, and I was finally able to take a proper breath for the first time since she had grabbed my hair. Not that I had minded, but now I could look up at her face and smile at the look of worn out delight it carried. She saw me looking up and gave me a washed-out smile. 
 
    'Sorry. That must have been rough on you.' She gasped out, before suddenly giggling. 'Your whole face is wet. I am sorry.' 
 
    'Don't be.' I told her, gazing up and still smiling. 'I'm not.' 
 
    'You are something else, you are.' She looked down affectionately. 'Thank you.' 
 
    I shook my head and opened my mouth to counter that, but she raised a silencing finger. 'No, don't. I mean it.' 
 
    For a few seconds we just gazed at each other, she looking down over her heaving chest and me from my position still lying between her legs. 
 
    'Will you kiss me?' She asked. 
 
    'My face is wet.' I reminded her, hoping she wouldn't mind. 
 
    'I know.' She held out her arms to me. 
 
    I scrambled up, threading myself between her legs until she pulled me close to lie on top of her, feeling her breasts rising and falling against mine as she regained her breath. I wondered if she really wanted me to kiss her, covered in her own juices and still short of breath, but she opened her mouth in a clear invitation that I couldn't refuse. 
 
    Our first kiss was short, just a soft meeting of mouths that I pulled away from when I thought she needed to breathe. We looked at each other and then did it again, this time lasting a little longer before I ended it. 
 
    'Kiss me properly.' She demanded, frustrated. 
 
    I hesitated, still not sure, but she pulled my head down, raising her own to meet me. This time she wrapped her arms around me and refused to let me move, her mouth pressed hard against mine and her tongue probing between my lips, and this time it was she who broke away, gasping for breath again but grinning like the Cheshire Cat. 
 
    'That's better. You taste good.' She told me breathlessly, and then broke into giggles. 'Or maybe I taste good, I'm not sure which.' 
 
    I was sure. She did taste good. I had been introduced to lesbian love, and I was amazed how much I liked the experience. Maybe it had been there all the while, and I had been a closet bisexual. I didn't know and I didn't care. What I did know was that I was as horny as hell still. 
 
    I was lying on top of her, taking most of my weight on my elbows like a man would, simply to let her get her breath back. But I was so aware of my skin on hers, my body resting on her body and feeling wonderful, and I couldn't resist squirming around to get the most intimate feel I could get, rubbing myself on her, feeling her nipples hard under the soft fleshy tissue of my breasts, my own nipples, engorged and sensitive, pressing gently into hers. I could even feel her mound on the top of my thigh and I couldn't help but press my leg onto her. She gasped and moaned and pushed back, her hands clasped around me and moving continuously, massaging my back, stroking my neck and digging into me when she gasped with a particular pleasure. It was as if we were wrestling in a strange and beautiful way, looking longingly into each others lust filled eyes and almost trying to merge our bodies as we writhed as one. We kissed again and again, longer and more passionately as her breathing returned to normal, our mouths welded together, tongues pushing and probing, tasting and licking. 
 
    Suddenly I was aware that my leg had somehow pushed itself completely between hers with no conscious effort by me, and that hers too was now between mine, her knee raised and her thigh pressed onto my pussy. It already felt nice, but then she began to thrust up, deliberately rubbing her pussy on my leg, and it felt wonderful. I responded, moving my hips too, so that our legs and pussies rubbed together in concert. 
 
    It was exquisite, both of us still embracing and kissing each other while at the same time giving and receiving the much more erotic pleasure. I knew what she must be feeling because I could feel it too, the wetness of her pussy, the soft enlargement of her spread open labia, the hard little nub of her clit, all pressed against my leg just as mine pressed against hers and all spreading her juices along the length of my thigh. We writhed and squirmed together, moaning softly, each of us gripping harder onto each other's shoulders. Then, deep in my pelvis, I felt that wonderful sensation, the first sign of another orgasm. 
 
    'I think I can come again.' I tore my mouth free and gasped into her ear. 
 
    She nodded, a look of concentration on her face. 'Me too.' 
 
    We stopped kissing and just lay in a tight embrace, holding on closely, cheek to cheek, breathing heavily into each other's ears, my bottom rising and falling in counterpoint to her thrusting thigh as we rubbed ourselves to climax on each other's leg. 
 
    Soon I began to make little gasps of pleasure as my orgasm came closer, and my thrusts became harder and more forceful, my fingertips digging into her shoulders as I tried to keep her firm. I hoped that we might come together. 
 
    'Are you close?' I gasped. 
 
    'Nearly.' She replied excitedly. 'But don't hold back.' 
 
    I couldn't hold back, I really couldn't, even if I was to be disappointed that we couldn't come together. I could feel myself right on the brink, at the point where my fingers and toes began to curl and that gorgeous heat started to spread out from my pussy. I pushed against her leg, pressing myself harder and harder onto her, feeling my clit chafing on her thigh. It was going to happen, there was nothing I could do and I didn't want to anyway. 
 
    It happened for me a few seconds before it happened for her, rippling through me like a kind of tidal wave, spreading out from the centre until every little bit of me was overloaded with sensations. I ground my pussy hard into her leg, my teeth clenched and my eyes squeezed shut. Then while I was still at my peak, Celia came too, making an animalistic sound in her throat she suddenly grabbed me hard, crushed her pussy on my thigh and squirmed her body against mine, grasping me with fingers turned to talons and pulling me into her. For what seemed like forever we pushed and wriggled against each other, gasping and grunting into each other's ears, our mouths kissing and nibbling at each other's necks, totally gripped by our orgasms. 
 
    I'm not sure whose climax subsided first. It was as if it ended for both of us and then another wave of sensations would flood through one or the other of us and we would cling on for dear life once again, and even when these aftershocks seemed to have ended we weren't really sure it was over and we lay in each others arms panting and gasping, just waiting to see if there were any more. Finally things did subside and we kissed tenderly, passion spent and with pure affection now uppermost we expressed our feelings with a soft and gentle meeting our lips, hands now softly stroking instead of digging in, tongues just quietly exploring instead of invading. For me, although I was new to lesbian love, it seemed somehow so right that I didn't even think about who I was kissing so lovingly until afterwards, and even then it didn't worry me in the slightest. 
 
    I don't know if the bisexual leaning had always been there and it had taken Celia to bring it out, and I'm inclined to think it was or why would I have let myself be persuaded so easily. But maybe I did it as revenge because I believed, and later found to be true, that my husband was cheating on me, and not with just one woman. He and I soon went our separate ways and I now see Celia regularly. We have spoken of living together, but I'm not quite ready for that, although who knows what the future may bring. One thing I do know. That journey home changed my life for the better. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Story 30 
 
    It was hot, hot and sweaty, far too hot for housework and in fact just the sort of day to take advantage of Adam's new six foot tall privacy fencing and do a spot of nude sunbathing on the lawn. Nikki needed to top up her tan anyway for when they went on holiday next month, so it wasn't as if she'd be wasting the day. At least, that's how she justified things to herself when she collected together her blanket, book and sun cream before installing herself on the close cropped grass of her back garden. 
 
    Nikki was slightly above average tall, solidly built, black haired and brown eyed, with skin that tanned easily and naturally, her colouring a legacy of distant Turkish ancestry. With her colouring came a tendency to hairiness, her pubes a thick black wiry thatch that extended higher up her belly than most did, as well as scattering dark hairs at the top of her thighs and around her anus. Before she went on holiday in a bikini, she reminded herself, she would need to bring that aspect of her appearance back under control with a good waxing. But today there was neither bikini nor anyone to see her, so it didn't matter. 
 
    The sun held no terrors for her, but she still took the sensible precaution of coating herself liberally with high factor sun protection. She was far from mole free and skin cancer was one of her acknowledged horrors. Anyway, the feel of her own hands running over herself as she massaged the cream into her skin was always unexpectedly sensual, almost erotic, and had more than once led to a much more determined pleasuring. The feel of slippery hands, even her own, massaging her full breasts with their rubbery nipples made her eyes close with pleasure. Today though, she just wanted to relax and read while the sun did its work and she resisted the ever present temptation. 
 
    She preferred sunbathing nude, the sense of freedom along with that vague feeling of naughtiness appealed to her adventurous side. She loved too, the way an errant breeze could make her dark nipples respond and raise little goose bumps that were then soothed away by the warmth of the sun. What better way to spend a hot afternoon – just so long as she remembered to turn over from time to time and not cook either her front or her back. She didn't burn easily, but she could still get painful sunburn if she really overdid things. 
 
    She was soon deep into her book, a novel portraying the German occupation of France, identifying herself with the resistance heroine, feeling as if she too was fighting to free her homeland, with even the warm sun on her bare bottom turned into the heat of fires from a burning German fuel dump and the sounds of traffic on the nearby road converted into the clatter of tank tracks as a baffled enemy tried ineffectively to seek out his tormenter. So lost was she that the click of the gate brought momentary terror as thoughts of leather coated Gestapo officers come to haul her off for interrogation ran through her mind. In a blind panic she jerked around, covering herself desperately and ineffectually with her hands and looking uncomprehendingly at the suburban garden that had somehow replaced the vineyard. 
 
    "Well, I don't usually frighten people like that when I visit them." 
 
    The words of English and the amused tone of voice brought Nikki back to the present day and she gazed at her Aunt Bridget with sudden recognition. 
 
    "I'm sorry, Auntie Bridget." She gasped out, still trying to get her head on straight. "I was absolutely miles away. I thought for moment that you were the Gestapo." 
 
    Her aunt raised puzzled eyebrows. "I won't ask why, but if they do ever call I just hope that you don't greet them dressed like that." She looked pointedly at Nikki's nakedness. Aunt Bridget was not known for her liberal attitudes. 
 
    Nikki glanced down to where her hands still only half covered her 'naughty bits' and blushed. She offered the book in explanation, baring her breasts just long enough to hold the book up but still cupping her pubes in embarrassment. 
 
    "I don't know why you're bothering, girl." Her aunt's voice carried that same amused quality as before. "I've probably seen more of you than you have. You forget that I used to change you and bath you as a child." 
 
    "But I'm twenty-three now, so I'm not a child anymore, Auntie." Nikki told her hotly, putting her hand back across her front. 
 
    "No, that you're certainly not. But you shouldn't be ashamed of yourself either; you've developed a good figure, be proud of it." 
 
    "True, and I am." Nikki conceded, removing her hands but still keeping her legs firmly pressed together. She was still not comfortable about being naked, feeling a little like a young girl caught being naughty by an adult. 
 
    Bridget looked at the wine. "I tell you what, why don't I go get second bottle and another glass and then we can relax together, yes? 
 
    Nikki knew instinctively that her aunt was diplomatically giving her a chance to dress discreetly, but contrarily she decided to remain nude. It was after all, she told herself, her garden to dress in how she pleased; guests should accept her habits and not the other way around. 
 
    When Bridget returned she found Nikki laying on her back, defiantly relaxed, one hand by her side and the other shading her eyes so that she could study her aunt's expression as she approached. 
 
    "Good." Bridget said with a note of satisfaction. "Now you won't mind if I do the same, will you? 
 
    The question was rhetorical, but Nikki would have been too surprised to answer even if any such was expected. She lay opened mouthed as her aunt began to unfasten her front buttoned dress. Nikki had always considered Bridget to be a more than a little old fashioned, certainly more conservative than her forty-eight years would imply, and yet here she was stripping before her niece, apparently with a complete lack of concern. 
 
    Nikki watched, fascinated, as Bridget let the dress fall from her shoulders to reveal a quarter cup bra and hi-cut panties. Judging by those undies she had obviously misjudged her aunt, and badly. Bridget reached around her back and unclipped her bra, shrugging to allow it to join her dress pooled around her feet. Her breasts were full and round, higher than a woman of her age had any right to expect and tipped with long, pale pink nipples, each set in a large pale aureole that emphasized their candy colouring. She hooked her thumbs into her waistband and pushed her panties down, leaning sideways and stepping each foot out in turn, leaving Nikki embarrassingly captivated by the delicate puff of blonde hair that covered her aunt's pubes. She couldn't help but stare. 
 
    Bridget was not a 'proper auntie', or any blood relation, she had married Nikki's father's childhood best friend and became an 'auntie' by adoption. That was why she did not carry the family's trademark almost black hair and dark complexion. She was in fact a genuine platinum blonde with fair skin and blonde eyebrows and lashes. A marked and beautiful contrast to her olive skinned 'niece'. 
 
    "Well?" Bridget asked. "Will I do?" 
 
    Nikki pulled herself back into the real world. 
 
    "Sorry, what did you say?" 
 
    "I asked you if I would do. You were giving me such an intense once over as if you'd never seen a naked woman before." 
 
    Nikki blushed as she gazed up at this tall, well built blonde Amazon who now stood before her, still wondering how her frumpy aunt had managed to hide that sexy body all these years. 
 
    "I'm sorry Auntie Bridget." She said eventually. "I guess I just hadn't expected you to take your clothes off." 
 
    The explanation was close enough to the truth to suffice. 
 
    Bridget smiled enigmatically before she lowered herself onto the blanket next to her niece and lay back with a contented sigh. 
 
    "It all goes to show that you never can tell, doesn't it." 
 
    Nikki looked across quizzically. 
 
    "Let's just say my husband likes me to hide my light under the proverbial bushel." 
 
    Nikki still didn't quite understand and her face said so. 
 
    "What belongs to Ralph belongs to Ralph; especially when it comes to his wife and he believes that nobody else should even get a hint. That's why I have to behave a little more reserved than I might actually feel." 
 
    Bridget cocked her head to one side, silently asking if Nikki understood. She did. 
 
    "Oh, I didn't realize." 
 
    What else could she say? 
 
    "Never mind. How about pouring a drop of that wine?" Bridget asked, changing the subject. 
 
    Nikki did as she was asked, finishing the original bottle between them as she thought about this mature but clearly sexual woman who lay beside her. Her curiosity had been fired and she was dying to ask if her aunt and uncle were as reserved in private, but even after the wine she had already consumed that was a step too far. She passed the wine to her aunt without speaking, knowing full well that any attempt at small talk would almost certainly come out badly. 
 
    "Thank you." Bridget took the glass. "Have I surprised you?" 
 
    "You have a bit." Nikki acknowledged. "You get an image in your head about someone and it's difficult to accept when it's wrong." 
 
    She paused for a moment, considering what she wanted to say. 
 
    "But somehow I always felt I had more in common with you than my mother, so maybe I suspected something." She shrugged as if to say that she wasn't sure, conscious of her breasts bouncing a little as she did so. 
 
    "Well, thank you for that." Bridget smiled. "I'm afraid I burn easier than you, so do you think I could borrow a of your little suntan oil?" 
 
    "Borrow? You mean I get it back later?" Nikki teased her aunt, feeling suddenly at ease with someone not as stuffy as she imagined. 
 
    "Ok, I mean will you give me a little of your suntan oil? – please." Bridget added the exaggerated 'please' to forestall another tease, or so she thought. 
 
    "But I don't have any." Nikki told her, deadpan. 
 
    "What's that, there, in that tube?" Bridget pointed. 
 
    "That's not suntan oil." Nikki told her aunt in mock seriousness, then smilingly relented when she saw the confusion of Bridget's face. "It's sun cream. But you're welcome to that if you want some." 
 
    Bridget took a playful swipe at her niece, missing deliberately before taking the proffered tube. 
 
    "I should have known." She said ruefully. 
 
    Nikki propped herself on her elbows to watch Bridget apply the cream, pausing occasionally to sip her wine. For some reason the sight was fascinating to her and she felt unable to look away, though her aunt didn't seem to mind, or even notice. 
 
    Sitting cross legged on the blanket Bridget squeezed a little cream into the palm of one hand and began to rub it along the length of the opposite arm, spreading and massaging the cool liquid into herself with long strokes of her gracefully slim hands and working from her upper arms down to her hands. Her arms done, Bridget worked on her face, using long elegant fingers to give protection across her forehead, down her nose and cheeks, finishing under her chin. Nikki watched intently, still not sure what the attraction was, but unable to look away. Eventually Bridget caught her gaze. 
 
    "What is it?" She asked. 
 
    "Sorry, I'm staring aren't I?" 
 
    "Don't worry; I like to think I'm still worth a look, even heading for fifty." 
 
    As she was speaking Bridget had pooled more cream into her palms and had begun on her shoulders and upper chest, her movements making her breasts sway seductively. 
 
    "Auntie Bridget." Nikki told her seriously. "If I look half as good as you when I get to your age, I'll be very pleased with myself." 
 
    Bridget smiled and then gave her niece an undisguised appraisal. 
 
    "Seems to me that you've already made a good start." 
 
    Bridget began now to apply cream to her breasts, massaging them and squeezing them with undisguised pleasure, lifting each with one hand to reach beneath with the other before holding each and letting her grip slip off over her nipples, nipples that seemed to grow in length before Nikki's eyes. Her niece watched, the thought growing in her that maybe her aunt might be coming a little bit aroused, perhaps from what she was doing, but also possibly from the fact that she had an audience. She felt her own nipples respond in answer and felt confused from this unexpected reaction, covering up by draining her glass and turning to the unopened bottle. 
 
    "Refill, Auntie Bridget?" She asked, screwing the opener into the cork and trying hard not to see any sexual connotations in the action. 
 
    "Thank you, Nikki." 
 
    Bridget was now working on her abdomen, her hands sliding back and forth and making her breasts sway once more. Her aunt's stomach, Nikki noticed, was not washboard flat, but was slightly and very pleasingly rounded, just enough to give it a soft, feminine appearance and to allow her fingers to briefly make little furrows in the flesh as they passed. Nikki felt a warm flush race across her face as she watched. 
 
    This is silly, she told herself, wondering why seeing her middle-aged aunt coat herself with sun oil – no, sun cream, she corrected herself angrily, - should interest her so much. Perhaps she was seeing, in her aunt's reactions, the same responses that sometimes triggered her own arousal when she put on sun protection. But whatever the reason, there was a vague fluttering in her belly and an indistinct knowledge of dampness in her pussy. 
 
    Bridget moved on to her legs, raising first one and then the other, bending them at the knee to let her reach her feet and ankles, but in doing so giving Nikki a glimpse of her pussy. It was a neat pussy, Nikki noticed, the rather puffy outer lips neatly enclosing everything else and just allowing her a glimpse of the pale pink flesh they enfolded, beautifully in tune with the fluff of blonde hair that surrounded it. How unlike her own dark crimson slash that was surrounded by a veritable jungle of wiry black hair, with batwing lips and a long sensitive clitoris that always seemed to be peeking out from under its hood. She realised with a sudden adrenalin jolt that she liked her aunt's pussy. 
 
    Her aunt was doing her thighs – long shapely thighs, strong thighs, muscular but still feminine thighs; the kind that every man would love to get wrapped around him. Stop it, Nikki told herself, stop thinking such things and stop staring at your own aunt. She's a woman and almost part of the family as well for God's sake. But Nikki's heart was still beating faster than it should and her pussy was still feeling moist, and she knew it. 
 
    Another squirt of cream into her palm and then Bridget reached between her legs. Nikki's heart missed a beat, whatever was her aunt doing, didn't she know how good it looked to see her massaging her own pussy, even if it was just to coat it with sun cream? Bridget looked at Nikki and that vaguely amused look returned to her face. 
 
    "Don't you do that bit?" She asked her niece. 
 
    "Sorry Auntie Bridget. I'm staring again aren't I?" Nikki managed to summon up a neutral but friendly smile of her own and forced her words to sound natural through dry lips. 
 
    Bridget finished massaging herself and fiddled in her bag for a tissue to wipe her hands on. 
 
    "You can get sunburn on those parts too, you know." Bridget chuckled at a painful memory. "And believe me; if you do you'll walk like a duck for a week or so." 
 
    "Will you do my back please, dear?" Bridget rolled onto her front, her request catching Nikki by surprise. 
 
    "Yes - yes of course." Nikki reached for the tube, startled by a sudden jolt of happy anticipation. 
 
    Bridget lay flat on her stomach with her legs splayed slightly, rested her cheek on folded hands and closed her eyes, totally relaxed. Nikki looked at her comfortable, unpretentious pose and wished that she could be as confident of her body image as her aunt. Perhaps it would come with age, but she knew that right now she would be very self conscious if she had to lie naked under another woman's hands. She shrugged mentally and squeezed cream into her hand, then sitting beside her aunt and leaning over she dribbled the lotion onto the skin. In a strange way she was looking forward to her task. 
 
    Her aunt's skin was sort of like her own, but not quite. It was just as soft and smooth, just as feminine, but somehow because it belonged to someone else it felt nicer, the contact more exciting, maybe even a little taboo, though it should have had no more overtones than applying makeup for someone. 
 
    From her position sitting to Bridget's right and supporting herself on her left arm to use her right hand it was easy for her to work from the top of her aunt's back and go downwards, starting across Bridget's shoulders and then down her spine and spreading outwards to cover her entire back, applying the cream with her the flat of her fingers and then smoothing it into her aunt's skin with the palm of her hand, the intimate contact making her tingle with illicit pleasure. 
 
    Having eventually finished her back, and having taken as long over it as she dare, Nikki shuffled down the blanket to start on her aunt's legs. There she started behind each knee and covered the calves and ankles, massaging the cream into the smooth flesh firmly but gently, trying to put off the moment when she would be touching the back of her aunt's thighs. It wasn't because Nikki didn't want to run her hands up and down Bridget's thighs, but because she did. 
 
    Nikki had always considered thighs as a rather personal bit of anatomy; parts that are kept covered for the most part, and rarely touched by anyone except a lover. She was also still a little intimidated by her aunt, someone she had grown up to respect and look up to, and now here she was about to massage cream into the backs of those forbidden thighs. She was a little bit scared, and she understood that, but her heart was beating faster then pure nerves would account for, and that worried her. The fact that her nipples were like little peas and her pussy was melting also worried her; she just couldn't understand why it should be. 
 
    Aunt Bridget's thighs felt as firm and smooth as they looked. Nikki's hand ran along the back of each in turn, starting once more at the knee but this time running north, taking care not to stray too far along the inside, especially as she got near the top. She enjoyed doing it, but she was very conscious of the intimacy it generated and she felt oddly relieved and disappointed in equal measure when she could legitimately extend the task no longer. 
 
    "I see." Bridget looked over her shoulder at Nikki who was putting the top back on the tube. "So you think my backside is immune to sunburn then, eh?" 
 
    Nikki's face flamed in embarrassment. Somehow she had totally missed her aunt's bottom. It had just never occurred to her that she would be required to touch that part of her aunt's body and now she felt confused and self-conscious about it. Her hands literally shook with awkwardness as she silently unscrewed the cap once more. 
 
    This was the first time ever that Nikki had touched a woman's bottom, not counting her own, and she was surprised and pleased at how soft and curvy it really was. Each cheek seemed like a firmly full pillow as her hand slid over, inviting her to knead and massage it more than was strictly necessary. She couldn't help it, she just had to fondle and squeeze her aunt's buttocks as she applied the cream. She knew full well what she was doing, and felt almost ashamed to be taking pleasure from her chore, but Aunt Bridget's flesh felt so nice that she couldn't stop herself. 
 
    She wondered if she was becoming turned on, sexually aroused by touching her aunt, and she felt mortified inside from the possibility, but it felt so good. She massaged the soft flesh some more, her thumb slipping easily into the cleft between the two pillows, helped by the fact that her aunt had opened her legs just a little further. It was not enough to be obviously deliberate, but enough to make Nikki wonder. 
 
    Squeezing once again as her thumb dipped in between her aunt's cheeks caused them to open briefly, exposing her rosebud, pale and crinkled, to Nikki's view. Nikki held her breath, waiting for Bridget to complain, but no complaint came and she did it again, deliberately and a little harder. This time not only was her aunt's anus in view but the action momentarily separated the lips of her pussy, showing Nikki the shiny pink interior. 
 
    Nikki instinctively snatched her hand away, feeling sudden shame in knowing that she had intentionally tried to take advantage and peek at her aunt, her middle-aged respectable aunt. Nikki was thoroughly startled and even a little alarmed by her own actions. She had managed to cover her hand's hasty removal by pretending grab at a non-existent insect on her own stomach, but she didn't have the courage to touch her aunt again. 
 
    "There you go Aunty Bridget. You can fry in safety now." 
 
    To her own ears her voice sounded tense and squeaky, but Aunt Bridget didn't seem to notice and that was all that mattered. 
 
    "Thank you, dear. Lie down and I'll do you, because I'm sure you didn't do your own back properly. And it's time you had a replenishment anyhow." 
 
    'Replenishment'. Nikki giggled to herself at the odd use of the word as she laid herself flat on her stomach, the idea of refusing her aunt's request never entering her mind, not that she would have wanted to in reality. She lay on her stomach because the turmoil in her mind wouldn't let her do otherwise, both wanting and dreading the feel of her aunt's hands on her back. 
 
    Bridget didn't kneel to one side as Nikki had done; to her profound surprise her aunt straddled her back, obviously intending to use both hands to apply the cream. She was, she realised with sudden excitement, in the nude and between the legs of another naked woman. This very fact made Nikki's heart speed up, as she became conscious that Bridget's exposed pussy was suspended just above her naked back. The stray notion came that if her aunt became turned on, then a wayward spot of pussy juice might land on her unprotected skin. It was, she knew, a silly idea, but Nikki closed her eyes and breathed in deeply, savouring the unexpected thought and feeling her pussy go from moist to wet. 
 
    The sun was warm on her back but she still shivered a little with delicious expectation as she heard her aunt squeeze sun cream onto her hand. It was cool against her skin, cool and slippery, letting her aunt's fingers slide over her back with an almost sensual quality until it was massaged in and it was the warm skin of the Bridget's hands that she could feel against her flesh. She closed her eyes and relaxed, surrendering to her aunt's ministrations. 
 
    When her upper back was finally finished, and Nikki was sure that the cream had long since disappeared into her skin, her aunt wriggled a little further down to straddle Nikki's thighs and give her self access to her lower back and waist. As this happened Nikki felt sure, gloriously sure, that she had felt, just momentarily, the merest touch of pubic hair against the swell of her bottom as her aunt moved position. She wanted to ask her aunt to go back and do it again, to let her know for certain, and if so to let her feel that intimate and erotic moment over and over again. But, of course she couldn't, and so she just lay there and wondered with dry mouth and beating heart. 
 
    "Don't worry, I haven't forgotten your bottom. I'll come back to that." 
 
    Nikki heard her aunt chuckle as she finished her back and climbed to her feet, gently reminding her niece of her omission. Bridget moved to stand behind Nikki, just behind her bare feet, and then knelt, nearly kneeling on top of Nikki's ankles until she instinctively moved them, parting her lower legs to let her aunt kneel between them. 
 
    'My God', Nikki whispered to herself in instant alarm, 'she can see everything I've got'. But she made no attempt to move or hide herself and she quickly realised that she didn't mind, in fact she liked the idea, almost wishing that her legs were wider apart so that she might be properly on view. 
 
    Aunt Bridget's hands followed the same route that Nikki had taken, starting at the knee and working down, and then moving around to kneel to the side, starting again at the knee and working up. Now Nikki had the opportunity to close her legs, but even though she felt genuinely embarrassed that her aunt might easily get at least a partial view of her pussy, she found she wanted the embarrassment, that one fed upon the other so that the more embarrassed she became the bigger thrill it gave her. 
 
    Of course, the feelings intensified as Bridget's fingers made their way steadily higher up Nikki's thighs, especially as they worked up the inside of her legs. Nikki almost held her breath, hoping with half her being that her aunt's fingers would reach the very top of her thighs and touch her sex, and praying with the other half that she be spared such an unthinkable thrill. How should she react, she wondered, still half hoping and then feeling both relieved and frustrated when Bridget's fingers veered away as they reached the top. 
 
    True to her word, having finished with her legs Bridget did not ignore Nikki's bottom. Using just one hand and propping herself on the other, she leaned over to squeeze and massage Nikki's cheeks, pulling first one and then the other to one side as she applied the cream and making Nikki squirm with both shame at her hairy bottom and pleasure at what was happening. Behind Nikki's back Bridget smiled at the sound of her niece's breathing as her fingers dipped into her crack and skated across her anus, nearly, but not quite, touching her pussy. 
 
    "Roll over." 
 
    Bridget didn't ask if Nikki wanted her front doing, nor was there anything of a request about the words. It was simply an instruction that Nikki immediately and instinctively obeyed, turning over to lie on her back and await her aunt's attentions with her hands by her sides and her eyes closed in anticipation. 
 
    Again Bridget began at the top, smoothing the cream onto Nikki's forehead and nose and working it in with the ball of her thumb before the same thing to her cheeks and chin. Then she moved on to her niece's neck, shoulders and arms gently massaging the flesh and making Nikki smile with contentment. 
 
    Then she felt a cool dribble of cream on her breasts and contentment turned to illicit anticipation. She had no idea why, but the idea of someone, another woman, touching and massaging her breasts was so appealing that she again shivered slightly at the thought. 
 
    Bridget did each breast in turn, her fingers and palm sliding over the skin in a beautifully sensual way, more firmly, Nikki felt sure, than was actually necessary. Not that Nikki minded, the feel of her aunts fingers fondling and kneading her breasts was enjoyable in a way that she hadn't expected. It was similar to the way Adam touched her, though maybe a little more sensual, but what made it different, erotic even, was the thought that it shouldn't be pleasurable at all. Her heart began beating like a trip hammer as she tried not to respond and even though her hands were still lying by her side, they were now curled into fists as she tried to keep her feelings concealed. 
 
    Eventually Bridget's fingers slid either side of one of Nikki's hardened nipples and caught it within the fork, closing coincidentally at the same time to trap the nubbin and pull on it until it finally slipped free and snapped back into place. There was no way Nikki could help it, she gasped at the sudden tug and then groaned with pleasure at the sensation it generated, immediately blushing at her own reaction. 
 
    But Bridget seemed not to notice, her attentions were now moved to Nikki's abdomen and Nikki relaxed once more as a soft hand smoothed cream into the skin of her tummy. Only when her aunt approached close to the edge of her pubes did she wonder, just wonder and then only for a moment, how far the hand was likely to stray, but she quickly shook the thought from her head as her aunt fingers moved away again. 'You're being silly, so get your mind out of the gutter before you make yourself look an idiot' she told herself firmly. Even so, as she was forced to admit that Bridget's gentle hand on her stomach was pleasant, in fact more than pleasant. 
 
    When Bridget moved to put cream on Nikki's legs she did what Nikki thought of as a rather strange thing. She walked around to her feet, nudged them apart and knelt between her legs. Nikki did as she was mutely instructed, parting her knees perhaps a little more than was needed, too astonished, she told herself later, to do anything else. But Bridget hadn't finished with surprises yet. Taking hold of one of Nikki's ankles, she lifted the foot until it rested against her shoulder, flexing the knee and putting Nikki's pussy on full display. Instinctively Nikki's hands flew to cover her pubes, her shocked face staring up at her aunt. 
 
    Bridget smiled broadly as she applied cream in long flowing strokes, as if she was a harpist playing Nikki's leg. 
 
    "You needn't hide yourself, dear." She told her embarrassed niece. "I know what a pussy looks like, and in fact I was looking at yours only a few minutes ago, wasn't I?" 
 
    Nikki acknowledged the truth of that to herself and very self-consciously removed her hands, letting Bridget's eyes once more roam over her. 
 
    "I know, Auntie Bridget. I'm just a bit shy, that's all." 
 
    In truth Nikki was feeling very confused, unable to reconcile the thudding of her heart and the dampness of her palms with her natural inhibitions, and at the same time both excited and mortified at the thought that Bridget might detect the tell-tale wetness of her pussy. 
 
    Bridget leaned forward to massage Nikki's upper thigh, in doing so bending her leg right back until her niece was sure that every little bit of her was in full view. 
 
    "Besides." Bridget told Nikki, embarrassing her niece once more. "You've got a nice pussy. It's really womanly, like a beautiful flower opening for the bee, and I love the way your lips spread to show your clit." She smiled down at her niece and then continued. "You're colouring's nicer too, a lovely bright contrast. So much more attractive than my anaemic looking closed shop." 
 
    Even Adam had never spoken in quite such detail and Nikki was scarlet. 
 
    "Th- th- thank you, Auntie Bridget." She stammered eventually, unsure if she should be feeling the pride that her aunt's remarks had provoked. 
 
    One leg finished Bridget put it down a little further out to the side and then shuffled slightly the opposite way to pick up the other foot. 
 
    "I always felt that women got the best deal when it comes to our 'bits', don't you?" She went on, staring directly at Nikki's exposed pussy. "I mean, ours is so much nicer, tucked away inside instead of dangling in our trousers, don't you think?" 
 
    Nikki wasn't sure if the question was rhetorical, but she answered anyway. 
 
    "I suppose so, Auntie Bridget." 
 
    She was suddenly very conscious of the fact that somehow her legs had become spread much wider, nearly as far as a lover would want. But she had reached the point where it didn't matter and where she even welcomed her aunt's gaze so long as her state of arousal went unnoticed. 
 
    Her aunt was speaking again. "I mean, you can tell when a man is turned on by the lump in his pants, but we're much more discreet, aren't we dear?" 
 
    'Oh my, she can tell.' was Nikki's instant reaction, but she surprised herself by not covering up and when Bridget's remarks moved away from the subject she relaxed again, happy to have her aunt's hands on her skin and her eyes on her pussy. 
 
    "Besides that, don't you think the female body is inherently more attractive, with its soft curves and smooth hills and valleys?" 
 
    Nikki answered automatically. "I suppose so, Auntie Bridget." 
 
    Aunt Bridget was pushing Nikki's second leg back to reach her thigh. 
 
    "It's alright saying 'I suppose so', but do you agree?" 
 
    Bridget's fingers were just grazing past Nikki's pubes at the top of her leg. 
 
    "Sorry! What did you say, Auntie Bridget." 
 
    Nikki stopped holding her breath and turned her attention back to her aunt's remarks. 
 
    "I said, don't you think women's bodies are so much nicer than men's?" 
 
    As she repeated her question Bridget finished with Nikki's leg and placed it back on the blanket, leaving her with her thighs spread wide apart as she knelt between them. 
 
    "Yes, Auntie, I agree, much nicer." 
 
    Nikki was paying much more attention to disguising her own shallow breathing and quietening her banging chest than to her aunt's words. 
 
    "Just covering you with sun cream reminded me how much softer a woman is to touch, so much sexier." 
 
    "Why thank you, Auntie Bridget." 
 
    The undertones of Bridget's remarks had completely passed Nikki by. She was still too occupied in displaying her body to listen to what was being said. She was enjoying her aunt's open scrutiny and its effects, so much so that she was acutely disappointed when Bridget got up to go and lie beside her, propping herself on one elbow to look Nikki in the face. 
 
    "I enjoyed touching your body, Nikki. Did you like it too?" Bridget spoke softly and throatily, her voice catching with pent up emotion. 
 
    Nikki whispered her answer, the implications slowly dawning on her. "Yes, Auntie Bridget, I did." 
 
    "I liked it very much." 
 
    She added this last bit after a long pause during which the two women had searched each others eyes, and come to the same conclusion. 
 
    "Good." Bridget smiled conspiratorially. "Then lie still, because I've got just one more bit to finish." 
 
    Nikki instinctively knew which 'bit' Bridget meant, but she didn't mind, and she wasn't really surprised she saw that Bridget didn't bother to put sun cream on her hand before sliding it between her niece's legs. Even so, to be touched by her aunt in an openly sexual way came as quite a shock. It went against everything her upbringing had instilled into her. It wasn't just that her aunt was a woman, or that she was a generation older than herself, or even that she was 'family' in the wider sense. No, what came as the biggest shock to Nikki was that she welcomed the touch, wanted it even. 
 
    Bridget initially placed the palm of her hand gently over the mound of Nikki's pussy, making no attempt to enter or even to play, but quietly resting there awaiting Nikki's reaction. She was giving herself an 'out' if Nikki suddenly objected by leaving the door open for the action to be just that of spreading sun cream, although she knew that neither one would really believe that. But there was no reaction except for a very quiet 'ooh' from between Nikki's lips and she smiled with contentment. 
 
    Nikki was glad that her aunt's hand had simply been laid softly over her pussy, for it gave her the chance to get used to the feel and to accept it before any blatantly sexual act put her automatically on guard. So when Bridget began to mould and massage her pussy she was able to simply lie back and enjoy the sensations, ignoring who was doing it and simply getting pleasure from what was being done. 
 
    For a short while all that Nikki felt was Bridget's hand laid flat against her, but then it began making sinuous gripping and squeezing movements to her mound, the gentle, very sensual, non-invasive motions making her gasp softly with happiness. She wanted Bridget to go further, but as yet she didn't have the confidence to admit her enjoyment and even though she was very aware of her aunt's finger tip resting just above the slippery entrance to her vagina she didn't have the nerve to give the little jerk of her hips that might well be enough to make it enter her. Instead she lay there, trying hard to lie still and willing that fingertip to invade her. Surely she would feel it pushed inside her soon? 
 
    But it didn't happen, to Nikki's frustration Bridget began to stroke the outside of her pussy, running her fingertips up the inside of her outer lips and trailing them back down through the unruly nest of pubic hair. It wasn't penetration, but it felt nearly as good and within only a few minutes Nikki was rolling her head slowly from side to side from the intense sensation and emitting little groans and whimpers. 
 
    She kept her eyes tight shut, unable to look Bridget in the eye and admit her delight and passively submitting to her aunt's touch. Nikki had never been touched by a woman before, had never even thought about it, and she easily convinced herself that it must be her inexperience and lack of knowledge that was making her feel so passive, so willing to let her aunt lead. She decided it didn't really matter and pushed the thought from her head to allow the fabulous feeling of fingers running up and down her pussy take over. 
 
    Soon Nikki ventured to open her eyes and look at her aunt, but she was looking the other way, watching where her hand was placed over Nikki's mound and stroking it gently. For a moment or two Nikki looked at the side of her aunt's face, seeing her intent on what she was doing, but then she moved her eyes to gaze along the length of her own body to where Bridget's hand was working between her legs. Then both women intuitively looked towards each other at the same moment, their eyes meeting and a smile of agreement and pleasure passed between them. Intent and consent were both expressed in that one glance and Nikki opened her legs as wide as she could for her aunt. 
 
    As soon as she spread her legs Nikki knew that her aunt would begin playing with her with greater purpose, and she wasn't disappointed. Bridget's fingers now moved into her cleft, stroking between her labia, running up and down the length of her cleft from clitoral hood to perineum, making Nikki shudder and whimper with pleasure as the fingers touched and then left the very sensitive parts of her body. 
 
    Nikki could feel that she was lubricating freely, she was aware of her juices running from her tunnel and down towards her anus, the slight breeze across her lawn feeling cool from the moisture, and she could feel the teasing fingertips picking up her wetness and spreading it along the length of her pussy. The combination was a constant reminder of the fact that they were in the open, playing Nikki's back garden and exposed to anyone who might walk through the gate. Strangely, this possibility of discovery made everything all the more exciting and made her heart beat quicker still. 
 
    For a while Bridget simply stroked the length of Nikki's pussy, paying no particular attention to any part, skimming over her clit, the entrance to her vagina and her anus with the same speed and equally deliberate pressure. But as Nikki became more and more unable to disguise her arousal and started to respond openly to Bridget's touch, her aunt started to pay deliberate attention to her clit, pressing slightly harder as her fingers passed over it, occasionally doubling back to skate over it again, and then sometimes stopping directly on the spot and letting her fingertips investigate it's short shaft and little tip, bringing little unintelligible sounds from Nikki's lips. 
 
    This became more and more frequent and prolonged until Bridget was concentrating solely on Nikki's clitoris, lighting a fire inside her niece's pelvis that would soon bring her to orgasm. Nikki closed her eyes once more, reaching out to grip Bridget's shoulder in rigid fingers and surrendering to the sensations, her hips beginning to jerk and dance as the fingers played with her more and more intensely, rubbing softly around and around the head of her clit and then stroking tenderly back and forth across it. She no longer cared who was touching her or what they intended, she just wanted the feelings to continue until she came. 
 
    When Bridget could see that Nikki was getting close to orgasm she started to increase the pressure of her fingertip against Nikki's clitoris, still going around and around but now much more slowly and deliberately, augmenting the sensations and making Nikki's eyes fly open once again. On and on Bridget went, playing and manipulating Nikki's clit, bringing her steadily nearer and nearer to her climax, all the time looking into Nikki's face with a gentle affectionate smile reassure her niece that it was okay to cum. 
 
    "I'm cumming, Auntie Bridget." Nikki announced in gasps from between clenched teeth. "You're making me cum." 
 
    "Then let go, dear, enjoy it." Bridget answered her softly, smiling broadly now and unable to hide the satisfaction in her voice. 
 
    Nikki's hand gripped harder into her aunt's shoulder, her teeth clamped themselves together and for a few seconds she lay holding her breath, completely tensed up and rigid. But then her orgasm struck and it was like a damn bursting, the unbending tightness of her muscles suddenly relaxed to let her pelvis jerk and leap and her mouth flew open to scream at her aunt. 
 
    "Yesss! Oh God Yeeesss!" 
 
    Nikki had no control over her body as the orgasm flowed through her in one unending surge of pure pleasure. She shuddered, groaned, called out, jerked and shook her head from side to side, swept along in ecstasy so strong it hurt. Too soon it was over, her orgasm passed through her and left her shaking and panting, totally spent and hardly able to raise enough energy to return her aunt's smile of happiness. 
 
    "My God Auntie Bridget." She gasped eventually. "Thank you. That was so fucking good." 
 
    Her aunt placed her hand flat over Nikki's pussy once more and gave it a soft affectionate squeeze. 
 
    "Oh. You liked it then?" Bridget's question was both rhetorical and gently mocking. 
 
    "Did I ever?" Nikki returned her aunt's affectionate gesture by squeezing her shoulder. "I never came that hard before in my life." 
 
    "Would you like to do it again?" Bridget was smiling, but her question was in a tone clearly intended to be taken seriously. 
 
    Nikki answered without even thinking. "Oh, God. Yes, please!" 
 
    "Good. So would I." 
 
    Nikki had imagined that Bridget had meant on another occasion, but not so. Her hand still lay cupping Nikki's pussy and no sooner were her words out of her mouth than the fingers began to move again, once more gently exploring her soft flesh. 
 
    "Oh, Auntie Bridget, I don't think I can stand it again right now." 
 
    "Of course you can, dear, just relax." 
 
    Nikki tried to do as Bridget had instructed, but relaxing with nimble fingers playing with her clit was far from easy. She was soon building towards that second tremendous orgasm, lying with eyes tightly shut again and her muscles tensed as her already over-sensitized pussy made little jolts of pleasure from Bridget's touch. 
 
    Nikki felt completely passive, unable to influence what her aunt did to her, and happy to have it that way. She was still not completely comfortable with being masturbated – because that's what was happening – by a female family member, but the pure physical pleasure outweighed any moral reservations, so long as she didn't take an active role. She could let herself be played with, but not yet do the playing. 
 
    Bridget had changed her way of touching Nikki. Instead of fingertips going round and round the top of her clit, Nikki could now feel two of them rubbing across it from side to side, slowly and softly at first, but faster and firmer as soon as it became obvious that she was going to cum again. She tried to lie still, to let the strumming fingers do their work, but it was hard to stop her pelvis from lifting in an attempt to press back against those fingers and to prevent her hips from twitching their response Her pussy felt as if it were pouring with her juices, she could feel them trickling down her crack, spreading to the cheeks of her arse as she jerked and shuddered with enjoyment. 
 
    "Are you going to cum again." Bridget asked, her fingers moving faster still. 
 
    "Yes, Auntie Bridget, very soon." 
 
    "And do you like my touching you, or do you think it's wrong and you'd like me to stop?" Bridget paused in her play. 
 
    "Don't stop, Auntie Bridget." There was a note of alarm in Nikki's voice. 
 
    Bridget began to move her fingers again, pressing slightly harder and moving faster, making Nikki groan with relief. 
 
    "So can I touch you another day as well?" 
 
    Nikki was so close to cumming she hardly registered the implications of what was said, except that her already pounding heart leapt at the thought of this happening again. 
 
    "Yes, whenever... Aaagggghhhh!" 
 
    Nikki's words tailed into a scream as her second climax overtook her, sending waves of hot overwhelming pleasure coursing through her. This time her orgasm lasted longer than before, and all the time Bridget's fingers flew over her clit, fanning the flames and deepening the intensity so that when it was finally over she lay like a rag doll, her pounding heart trying to burst free from her heaving chest. As before when Bridget stopped playing she let her hand lie over Nikki's pussy, the fingertips tantalisingly close to her gaping hole. 
 
    "I meant what I said." Bridget looked into Nikki's eyes, her face carrying the kind of serious look that required an answer. 
 
    "So did I." Nikki still wasn't quite certain what she had agreed to, except that it would mean more orgasms like that one, and that was enough for her to confirm her willingness. 
 
    "Good!" Bridget told her, wriggling around as she spoke to allow her to look between Nikki's legs from above her pussy. 
 
    Totally unused to this sort of inspection Nikki instinctively began to close her legs. 
 
    "Open your legs, I want to look at you." 
 
    The voice was demanding and Nikki immediately obeyed, a warm flush spreading across her face as she did so. Nikki was strangely pleased that Bridget had taken command so easily and had allowed her to remain passive. It gave her an unaccustomed thrill to be under someone else's control. 
 
    She felt Bridget's fingers parting her long inner lips, spreading them and holding them wide open over the top of her outer ones so as to bare her innermost parts to Bridget's gaze. Nikki lay stock still, shocked at what was happening but thrilled too, knowing that her sodden pussy was laid open before her aunt's eyes. She could only see the back of Bridget's head, but somehow she knew that her aunt was smiling, pleased with what she saw. 
 
    "You have long pussy flaps." 
 
    It was an unexpected announcement and it made Nikki blush, but it soon became clear it was no criticism. 
 
    "I like long flaps, it makes a pussy all the more interesting, and nicer to eat." 
 
    "Yes Auntie Bridget." She didn't know why, but Nikki felt bound to agree. 
 
    Bridget's fingers stroked up and down inside Nikki's 'flaps', making her feel content that her aunt liked them enough to caress. 
 
    For several minutes whilst she stroked Nikki's pussy Bridget silently examined it, moving her head for a better view whenever necessary. It made Nikki feel wonderfully vulnerable knowing that her passage was stared into, her hair parted to see better, and that even the cheeks of her arse were held open by two fingers so that even her anus could be examined, shiny wet with pussy juice. Nikki knew that her face was scarlet, but she didn't care, she felt so astonishingly thrilled and delighted by the whole affair. 
 
    "Pull your knees back." 
 
    Once again Nikki obeyed at once and instinctively, at the same time watching her aunt lean forward at the same time to bring her face within inches of her pussy. She knew without asking what was going to happen next and she waited with baited breath and a trip hammer heartbeat. 
 
    "You have a lovely musk, Nikki." Bridget told her niece, breathing in deeply and appreciatively. 
 
    "Thank you, Auntie Bridget." Nikki gasped, her face still glowing red, although her embarrassment was now more from acknowledging her liking for what was happening than from having to exhibit herself. 
 
    Bridget bent her head down and Nikki felt her aunt's lips fasten over her clit and her tongue begin to dance around the tip. It was obvious that Bridget had done this before, her lips sucked at Nikki's clitoris, drawing it into her mouth while the tip of her tongue flickered around the tip of Nikki's clit like a serpent's. She no longer cared that she was having sex with a woman, it was too damn good for her to even think about it, she just wanted it to go on and on. 
 
    Nikki's hips began to raise themselves from the blanket in an unconscious effort to increase the contact, but Bridget rode with the movement, the only noticeable effect being a momentary contact between Bridget's nose and the entrance to Nikki's vagina, reminding Nikki that her scent must be filling Bridget's nostrils. Somehow she felt liberated by this very, very personal contact and any lingering reservations about what she was doing fled at that moment. 
 
    "You can do anything you want to me, Auntie Bridget." She gasped out the words, feeling that she just had to let Bridget know of her thoughts. 
 
    Bridget lifted her mouth for just a moment. 
 
    "Thank you, dear, I will." 
 
    It was said in a slightly mocking way as if to let Nikki know that her aunt had never thought otherwise, and Nikki gave a tiny, slightly acquiescent, smile of contentment. 
 
    Bridget's mouth resumed its position over Nikki's pussy, sucking on her clit and holding it nipped between lip-covered teeth while her tongue played over the tip, the brief tantalising touches bringing Nikki closer to her third orgasm. Her pelvis was beginning to react to the jolts of pleasure that Bridget was sending through her and she lay in excited anticipation, knowing that it would not be long before she came again. 
 
    Paradoxically she almost hoped it wouldn't be too soon, for she was loving every moment of her aunt's attentions and wanted them to continue. Besides that, the thrill of being naked and unprotected, and completely under the older woman's direction, almost her plaything, was giving her the biggest, most satisfying adventure of her life. Bridget's hands were placed over Nikki's bottom, stretching her pussy open and holding her cheeks apart to expose every last detail of her body to view, and that made her feel so beautifully submissive that she never wanted the exposure to end. 
 
    But soon she had more immediate pleasures to think of, because Bridget was now gently but firmly biting her clit between her uncovered teeth and was pulling on it, stretching it out until it slipped with a little flash of pain from between the teeth, only to be gripped in that wonderful bite once more. Each time her clit was pulled and jerked back into place a jolt of ever increasing pleasure blazed briefly, until finally it got to be too much and her orgasm took over, a roaring mind-blowing orgasm that made her cry out loud as it struck. 
 
    As fierce and overpowering as it was, Nikki's orgasm was not long lasting and soon she lay on the blanket staring almost uncomprehendingly at her aunt's wet face gazing over her shoulder back at her niece. Nikki tried to smile, tried to share her happiness with her aunt, but she was completely out of breath and her body seemed to spent to obey, too totally shattered to do more than lie trembling and sweating, and she could do little more than half raise her hand in mute acknowledgement. 
 
    Bridget smiled down at Nikki, wiping some of her juices away with the back of her hand, and then, without any warning, thrust two fingers deep into Nikki's pussy, giving her no time to recover from her climax before sending on the road to another. This time there was no pretence of gentleness; Bridget simply pumped her fingers rapidly in and out of Nikki's body, pushing them as deep as possible, wriggling and swivelling them inside her, and then withdrawing them almost completely. Nikki stared at her aunt in disbelief, wanting to ask her to wait, to give her time to recover from cumming, but unable to go against her aunt's wishes and scared anyway that everything would stop if she raised the slightest objection. 
 
    Bridget twisted her fingers around inside Nikki, making the young woman gasp and moan from the sensations and making her absurdly aware of just how wet and gaping her tunnel was, her juices running from it to pool around her anus as Bridget finger fucked her. But then Bridget's hand turned so that her thumb aligned with Nikki's clit, banging against it with each thrust of Bridget's fingers. Barely over one orgasm, Nikki could feel another beginning to form. 
 
    "Oh, Auntie Bridget!" Nikki exclaimed joyously. "What are you doing to me?" 
 
    "Letting you enjoy yourself." Bridget replied, plunging her fingers hard into her niece. "Isn't that what you want?" 
 
    "Oh, yes, oh God yes!" Nikki jerked her hips against her aunt's fingers. 
 
    "Are you going to cum again?" Bridget asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    "Yes, soon!" Nikki could already feel the tension, the beautiful ecstatic tension of an approaching orgasm. 
 
    Bridget's fingers were now plunging into Nikki as hard and fast as they could, causing the soft squelching noises that Bridget enjoyed hearing and Nikki no longer cared about. 
 
    "You're very wet, dear." Bridget told Nikki. 
 
    "Yes Auntie." Nikki panted blissfully, grunting from a thrust of Bridget's fingers. 
 
    "Cum then." Bridget told her, knowing that Nikki was almost there. 
 
    "Yes Auntie. I'm going to very soon." 
 
    For a few moments Nikki lay rigid, feeling the permitted orgasm creep closer with her hands gripping the blanket tight and her head thrown back in an elated distortion. 
 
    "I'm cumming." She gasped 
 
    "I'm cumming..." This time it was shouted and she began to buck and jerk as her climax took over. 
 
    Now she let go of the blanket and hooked her hands behind her knees, pulling her legs wide and back to give Bridget as clear an access as possible, wanting her aunt to push into her and wanting her to go as deeply as possible. Then, as her orgasm held her in its grip, her muscles went rigid and she started to shout, telling the world that she was cumming. 
 
    "Oh God, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm cumming." 
 
    Nikki repeated it in time to the final savage thrusts of Bridget's fingers and the last hard strikes of her thumb on her clit, jerking her hips each time, until Bridget, sensing that Nikki's climax was nearly over, pushed her fingers deeply home and screwed them backwards and forwards inside her niece's vagina. Nikki was reduced to incoherence from the fantastic sensations and simply grunted and groaned until her orgasm died away to leave her exhausted and whimpering. 
 
    Bridget silently withdrew her fingers to allow Nikki to lower her legs, and then lay down quietly beside her niece, waiting for her to recover. Meanwhile Nikki lay trembling and panting, a bright sheen of sweat coating her body and making her tanned skin seem oiled. When eventually her breathing began to return to normal she looked across to her aunt and smiled timidly, realising now that her aunt was not going to continue and the session was finally over. 
 
    "Thank you, Auntie Bridget." 
 
    Suddenly Nikki realised that her aunt had done everything and hadn't had any pleasure herself. She felt bound to offer to make up for that, and in fact, she suddenly realised, she wanted to do just that. What an afternoon this was turning into. 
 
    "Auntie Bridget." Nikki began hesitantly. "What about you? Aren't you feeling frustrated?" 
 
    "I'm fine, Nikki, don't worry about me." Came her aunt's response. 
 
    "I just wondered if..." Nikki paused. "If you'd like me to help make you cum as well?" 
 
    "No dear." Bridget smiled sexily. "I'm going to take care of that myself. But there is one thing you can do for me." 
 
    "What's that? Auntie Bridget." Nikki was pleased and excited to be needed." 
 
    "You can watch me." Bridget swung herself around and opened her legs wide so that her pussy faced Nikki's astonished gaze. 
 
    "But don't you need...?" Nikki began, confusion written over her face. 
 
    "No. You just watch. It will turn me on no end to have you watching me." 
 
    "Alright. I'd love to." Nikki was excited at the prospect, but she had other things to attend to first. "I'll be back in a moment, I just need to go pee." The urge to empty her bladder had crept up on her since cumming herself. 
 
    Bridget placed her hand between her legs and, looking straight into Nikki's eyes, parted her wispy blonde pubes and began to slowly play with her own clitoris. 
 
    "You can wait until I've finished." She told her niece bluntly. 
 
    The need, although becoming insistent, was not yet that urgent and Nikki settled herself sitting sideways and resting on one arm to stare candidly at her aunt's pussy. 
 
    Bridget smiled a little smile of satisfaction and opened her legs even wider to Nikki's view. Bridget was playing, Nikki noticed, by doing to herself exactly what she had done to her pussy, gently rubbing round and round the tip of her clit with the end of her finger. Nikki stared, fascinated to see the actions that had given her so much pleasure. Soon Bridget was beginning to breath more heavily and she began to give little involuntary moans, the display making Nikki pant with excitement and making her own pussy start to become wet again. 
 
    Suddenly Bridget stopped, as if she was abruptly determined not to cum quite that quickly, and slid her forefinger deep into herself, holding it right inside her own vagina whist smiling lasciviously at Nikki. Then she slowly and smoothly withdrew it, looked carefully at it as if inspecting its shiny wetness and then, apparently satisfied, slid it into her mouth between pursed lips to taste her own juices. After obviously licking it inside her mouth Bridget pulled the finger out and held it up between the two women. 
 
    "I bet you'd like to taste me, wouldn't you?" She asked Nikki, cocking her head slightly to one side. 
 
    "Oh God, yes." Nikki was hot from what she was witnessing and the idea held instant appeal. She wanted to very much. 
 
    "Not right now, dear. Maybe another time, if you're good." 
 
    Her aunt somehow managed to make it sound like a reward, but an excitedly happy Nikki only noticed the phrase 'another time' and completely missed the proviso attached. Good at what? 
 
    Bridget's hand returned to her pussy, holding her lips wide with two fingers for Nikki to look at her while she gently teased her own clitoris once again with a third. Nikki watched, spellbound by her aunt's finger stroking her clit, tiny sounds issuing from Bridget's lips confirming to Nikki her pleasure at being watched. But soon, as fascinated as she was, the pressure in her bladder reminded her of her own needs. 
 
    "I'll have to go pee, Auntie Bridget. Will you excuse me?" 
 
    Nikki intended the question simply as a courtesy, so Bridget's answer came as a surprise. 
 
    "No. You're old enough to control yourself, you'll have to wait until I say you may go." 
 
    Shocked, Nikki protested. "But I need to go Auntie Bridget." 
 
    Bridget was becoming more and more aroused and it was a few seconds before she could reply. When she did it was through clenched teeth, her finger now flying over her clit. 
 
    "I'm going to cum in a minute and I want you to watch me do it." 
 
    She involuntarily jerked her hips as her approaching orgasm got closer and then gasped. 
 
    "I didn't spoil your climax, so why do you think you should spoil mine?" 
 
    She knew the comment was unfair, but put like that there was little Nikki could do but try to hold on, especially as she desperately wanted to see her aunt cum. 
 
    Still feeling the pressure from her bladder Nikki watched her aunt, staring fixedly at the soft pink interior of Bridget's gaping pussy, the slickly wet flesh shining brightly in the sun as she massaged her clit faster and faster. Soon Bridget was arching her back, her bottom lifting from the blanket as arousal-tensed muscles flexed her spine, and her breathing came in sharp little gasps. She stared directly into Nikki's eyes. 
 
    "Watch me, I'm cumming." She mouthed at her niece before closing her eyes and surrendering to her orgasm. 
 
    Bridget's orgasm was intense but short-lived, her body jerked briefly and a series of harsh grunts came from her lips, but then it was over and she lay back on the blanket panting for breath, smiling up at Nikki as if in triumph. For a few moments neither woman moved, but then Bridget reached her hand back between her legs and began to play with herself once more. 
 
    "I want to cum again and I think I can, keep watching." She announced with palpable pleasure. 
 
    "I can't Auntie. I really do need to pee." 
 
    "It won't take me long, I can feel it starting up now." Bridget's fingers were strumming back and forth across her clitoris this time, already taking her towards her second orgasm. 
 
    "But I really can't wait." Nikki was desperate and couldn't understand her own need for Bridget's permission, knowing only that she did. 
 
    "Then do it here. Piss on the grass." 
 
    Nikki's eyes widened with the shock of Bridget's proposal, interpreting it as more instruction than suggestion. Bizarrely Nikki actually considered obeying her aunt, but then her background cut in and stopped her. 
 
    "I can't Auntie." 
 
    "Then you'll have to wait." 
 
    It was obvious that Bridget expected Nikki to obey, regardless of her bodily needs. Bridget scrabbled at the blanket, her urgency making her fingers clumsy as she pulled its edge closer to herself. 
 
    "Squat between my feet, then if you really can't control yourself I will watch you pee." 
 
    Her aunt's assertive tone overrode Nikki's qualms and she complied like an automaton, shuffling around to squat with her knees parted facing her aunt, knowing that as well as giving her an ideal view of Bridget's pussy as she masturbated, it would also give Bridget perfect sight of her own pussy, and if she really couldn't old back and had to pee, then her aunt would see her flow gushing onto the ground. The thought sent an unexpected shudder of delight through Nikki, making her close her eyes briefly with unbidden excitement. 
 
    To balance herself Nikki placed her hands on Bridget's raised knees and the two women gazed at each other without speaking. Nikki watched intently as Bridget inserted two fingers inside herself and wriggled them around to produce a sexy wet noise that excited both of them. She could see the wetness on Bridget's fingers as she withdrew them and then plunged them back into her own depths, grunting with pleasure each time. 
 
    "Do I look nice?" Bridget asked in a hoarse whisper. 
 
    Nikki nodded mutely, unable to find the words. 
 
    "So do you. Your pussy is as wet as mine." 
 
    She knew it was, watching her aunt had turned her on again. 
 
    "Do it, Nikki." 
 
    Nikki knew what her aunt meant, and she wanted to comply if only she could overcome her inhibitions. 
 
    "Do it. I want to see you pissing." Bridget's tone was more insistent. 
 
    Nikki's urge to pee was imperative and she could hardly hold back anyway. 
 
    "Do it now Nikki, while I cum" 
 
    Finally neither Nikki nor Bridget could stop themselves. Bridget stared openly between Nikki's legs as her orgasm crept closer and her pelvis started to jerk and twitch as before, while for Nikki her resolve finally gave way and with a loud sigh she let her urine gush onto the grass between the two women in a long hot stream. 
 
    Knowing that her aunt was staring at her pussy as she peed made Nikki blush scarlet, but at the same time it gave her one of the biggest thrills she had ever enjoyed. She couldn't understand it, but obeying Bridget's instruction to break one of her ingrained childhood taboos was so stimulating and so, so sexy. The feel of her urine flooding from her was nearly as good a release as an orgasm, and lasted for longer. She was so glad her aunt could see her peeing and glad she had done as she had been instructed. 
 
    Meanwhile watching Nikki pee seemed to have had its effect on Bridget, for her second orgasm was becoming far stronger than her first. She kept her eyes pinned on the stream gushing from her niece's pussy, watching it disappear into the lawn, little splashes bouncing back to make tiny droplets glint in the sunlight. All the time she watched Nikki, she played with her clitoris, the intensity of her building orgasm causing her to strum herself more fiercely, the fingertips hammering away at her sensitive little button in a way that would normally be quite painful. 
 
    Then finally her dam burst and her climax slammed through her, this time making her cry out loudly but unintelligibly as she tossed her head back in ecstasy. She pulled her head up and looked at the urine still flooding from between Nikki's legs, and another intense thrill coursed through her at the sight. Her eyes rolled up into her head, but she forced them back to stare at Nikki's pee, absorbing the jolts and shudders that were ripping through her in order to keep her eyes fastened on Nikki's deep red gash and the pale yellow stream that flowed from it. She knew that while she stared at Nikki, her niece was staring back, watching her slickly wet pussy gaping open and pulsing rhythmically from the effects of her orgasm, and this knowledge made everything all the more intense, strengthening and prolonging her climax. 
 
    When finally Bridget's orgasm faded and Nikki's bladder was empty the two women looked at each other intently, inevitably wondering 'what now?', and inevitably finding themselves unsure of the answer. The only things that both were certain of was that this would not be the only time they would meet like this and that it would be Bridget who called the shots. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 31 
 
    I first met Yvonne a few months ago when we both joined an evening art class and we became firm friends from there. She was a few years older than me, somewhere in her late thirties, but we hit it off together almost at once. It helped that we'd joined not only because we had an interest in art but also because we both found ourselves alone in the evenings - though for slightly different reasons. With me it was because Carl, my husband, had begun to work a late shift and was regularly out until the early hours, and with Yvonne it was because hers had walked out on her altogether. 
 
    At first we merely shared an after class coffee, but that soon developed into us meeting up at each other's homes at other times just for a good old-fashioned girlie gossip. That is, until one day at my place Yvonne took our chat off in an entirely different direction. She'd been looking a bit distant and preoccupied since she'd arrived, and then she suddenly looked directly at me as if she'd just come to a decision. 
 
    'Debbie, can I ask you a very personal question?' She asked me cautiously, sounding as if worried how I would react. 
 
    'Yes, of course.' I knew it was important by the way she'd called me 'Debbie' instead of the usual 'Debs'. 
 
    'I mean, you don't have to answer if you don't want to.' She was playing nervously with the hem of her pale blue skirt. 
 
    'No, it's fine. Fire away.' I was both puzzled and curious. 
 
    She looked up from gazing at her knees. 'Do you ever use a vibrator?' 
 
    That one caught me completely by surprise. I knew it was going to be something she found difficult, but that seemed so out of character. I just sat there with my mouth open and stared at her. 
 
    'It doesn't matter.' She was embarrassed by my startled reaction. 'I shouldn't have asked.' 
 
    'No,' I told her. 'I don't mind Vonnie. You just surprised me, that's all. The answer is yes, with Carl out so much I often have to.' 
 
    Her face cleared a little. 'What are they like?' 
 
    'They're better than just a finger.' I answered with a grin, trying to make light of the question. 'Why do you ask?' 
 
    A silly question really. I mean, the answer was pretty obvious. But maybe I just wanted her to spell it out. I hadn't expected a woman of her age not to know from her own experience. 
 
    'Well to be honest, I'm not sure.' She sighed. 'Ever since Jim left me I've been on my own.' She paused with her fingers still uneasily working at her skirt, and then continued. 'Well, we all have urges and I get really frustrated, but I'm not ready for another relationship yet. So I wondered if I should buy a vibrator. The trouble is that I know next to nothing about them and so I'm looking for advice.' 
 
    I thought about it for a moment and then told her. 'Well, I wouldn't be without mine, and that's a fact. Take a look through the online catalogues to see what kind you want, and then buy one through them, it's much less embarrassing that way.' 
 
    'Yes, I think that's what I'm going to do, but I've had a look at some online stores and there seems to be so many different kinds it's just confused me. They all seem to assume you know exactly what you're after.' She stated, sounding lost. 'You see, Jim wouldn't entertain the idea of anything like that. He said he should be enough and to be honest he was, in fact at times he was more than enough.' Her face brightened. 'Sometimes it gets me going just thinking about what we used to do together. So I never took a lot of notice of vibrators and such because I never needed to, but now he's gone, well it's a different matter and I need your help.' She stopped, and then asked suddenly. 'What sort do you have?' 
 
    The truth of the matter is that I have several different ones, so I wasn't sure how to answer. 
 
    'I've got more than one, but it depends what works for you.' 
 
    'I don't understand.' She said, sounding genuinely puzzled. 'How do you mean what works for me? Don't they work for everyone?' 
 
    'Well, different people like different things.' I waved my arms about, trying to explain without embarrassing myself. 'And so different vibes suit different people with different tastes.' 
 
    She still looked puzzled and so I tried again. 'It's simply that different designs are better at different things.' 
 
    'Yes, I've seen that's there's loads of different designs, but how am I supposed to know which one would suit me?' 
 
    This was getting awkward. I'd never dreamed that a grown woman could be so naive. I wondered which would be more embarrassing, to try and describe them or to show her some of my little collection. I opted for the latter, but I wasn't about to run up and down the stairs with different toys. 
 
    'Come upstairs, and I'll show you what I've got.' We got up together and made for the stairs, both of us looking thoughtful but for different reasons. She was no doubt wondering what she was about to see, and I was wondering what to show her. This was a side of my friend that I hadn't seen before. 
 
    I keep all my bedtime toys in a chest of drawers alongside my bed and so I sat on the bed next to it, indicating to Yvonne that she should sit the other side of me. I did that so that she wouldn't be able to see into the drawer. Carl and I don't get it together as often as I would like, but when we do we can be fairly experimental, kinky even, so there were some things in there that I wanted to keep private. Then as soon as she was settled I opened the drawer and fished around until I came up with my bog-standard seven inch white plastic vibe. It seemed a good place to start. 
 
    'Here Vonnie, this is just an ordinary one, but it can certainly get you off. Switch it on and see what it feels like.' 
 
    She looked at me incredulously and I suddenly realised what she thought I meant. 
 
    'Well, you can if you like.' I giggled. 'But I really meant for you to try it in your hand. You twist the bottom to turn it on.' 
 
    'Be careful what you say then, I might have taken you up on it.' She laughed. 'And Debs, twisting my bottom doesn't turn me on.' 
 
    'I'm glad to hear it.' I laughed back, our nervous amusement relieving some of the embarrassment. 
 
    She turned the knurled end cap of the vibrator and jumped as it buzzed into life. Then she wrapped her hand around it and began experimenting with the speed, turning it up and down, and then up again. 
 
    'I can see that feeling really nice.' She commented finally, holding it in her palm. 
 
    'It does.' I sat watching her, seeing the fascination in her eyes. 'You can use one like that either up inside you or just on your outside bits, or anywhere else for that matter. I think it works best with the tip pressed against your button. That really gets me going.' 
 
    'Don't say things like that?' She protested, smiling. 'You'll have my imagination working overtime.' 
 
    'You wanted to know about it.' I reminded her. 
 
    I was surprised how quickly our embarrassment was receding now that we had broken the ice on the subject. There was a lot less awkwardness than there had been to begin with. 
 
    'True enough.' She acknowledged, running the vibrator along the bare skin of her forearm. 'I must admit it does feel good, even on my arm.' 
 
    'Can you imagine how it feels somewhere else then?' I asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    'Stop it.' She giggled softly as the idea got to her. 'And yes I can imagine it.' 
 
    For a moment or two she simply sat there in contemplation with the vibrator buzzing against her arm, and then she laid it on her lap, on top of her skirt but with the business end resting at the join of her legs. 
 
    'Oh my god, Debs, I can imagine it now.' 
 
    'Can you feel it where it counts?' I asked. 
 
    'Pretty much.' She replied, letting her legs drift just fractionally apart and quietly pressing it down towards her pussy. 
 
    I smiled. 'I'm glad you like it, I'll show you a couple of different ones when you're ready.' 
 
    She didn't answer straight away, her focus was on the little humming gadget that she was holding against herself, but then she shook her head slowly. 'I'm not ready, I'm just getting used to this one.' 
 
    I didn't say anything else for the moment; I just watched her eyes, seeing her pleasure growing within them. She was, I noticed, also pulling her skirt gradually higher with her free hand. Whether this was an unconscious move or a whether she was doing it deliberately I wasn't sure at that point, but her fingers were slowly walking her hem higher and higher. Now I was transfixed too, wondering what she going to do next. Very soon her skirt was high enough for her pale lemon panties to come into view, but she was staring into space and seemed totally oblivious to what she was showing. 
 
    That is I thought she was, until she moved the vibrator over her rolled back skirt and deliberately placed it against her panties, sighing quietly at the stronger sensations. That didn't appear instinctive to me, and nor did the quick little sideways glance she gave me. It seemed she was trying the vibrator out as fully as she thought she could get away with. Her legs drifted further apart and she gently pushed the vibrator down between them so that her panties were the only thing separating my vibrator from her pussy. I didn't really mind too much, although it was a sight I hadn't expected to see. I just sat silently and watched, suddenly feeling my own body starting to react to what was happening beside me. 
 
    Her eyes were closed now and her face carried a frown of concentration. She was obviously getting turned on - and she wasn't the only one. 
 
    'God, this feels good.' Her voice was husky with arousal, but I had the impression she was really checking for my approval. 
 
    'I told you it could get you off.' I reminded her. 
 
    'You did.' She gasped in agreement, parting her legs further and pressing the vibe harder onto her pussy so that the buzzing deepened from the pressure. 
 
    I lapsed into silence again, just watching my friend play with my vibe. I began to think she was actually wanted to make herself come, because every now and then she would gasp at the sensations and her hips would jerk slightly. It was a fascinating thing to see, and very erotic too. I wondered if she could let herself come with me being there, and then I found myself hoping she would. 
 
    It was quickly clear that she could, her face still carried that frown, but she began first licking her lips and then biting the lower one, and then her free hand grabbed at her breast, mauling it through her summer top. Her gasps were becoming louder, more frequent and less restrained, and her jerking hips were jolting the bed so much that I could actually feel her movements. 
 
    I watched, feeling myself getting more and more turned on by what I was seeing and by listening to her gasps over the hum of the vibe, and knowing she was getting closer and closer. Soon her gasps became little cries and she went completely rigid, the muscles in her neck turning to chords - and then she was there, crying out a sibilant 'yes' and shuddering all over. 
 
    Slowly her orgasm subsided and her body lost its rigidity so that she slumped back on the bed, chest heaving, propping herself on her elbows with the vibe in her hand and gazing at me with a look of pure delight on her face. 
 
    'My god, Debs.' She gasped, her eyes wide in astonishment. 'That was something special. I don't usually come that quickly, or that hard. It caught me by surprise.' 
 
    'I guess you needed it.' I said, trying to stop myself from giggling. 
 
    'I suppose I shouldn't really have let that happen, should I?' The expression of pleasure faded and her face took on a guilty look.' I'm sorry, I got carried away.' 
 
    She turned the vibrator off and laid it on the bed beside her and then sat up, pulling her skirt down to make herself decent again, apparently regretting what she had done. 
 
    'Don't worry about it, because I'm not.' I assured her with a quick shake of my head. 'It was good to see someone enjoying themselves.' 
 
    I didn't add that I was probably almost as turned on by it as she had been. 
 
    'Right.' She began in a businesslike tone, seeking to get back in control of herself. 'I'm definitely going to have to get myself one, it's just a case of what sort now. You were going to let me see the different toys you have, weren't you?' 
 
    Yes, I thought, but not all of them. 'You're not thinking of trying them all out, are you?' I said it with a smile on my face but she still took me seriously. 
 
    'Oh, I'm sorry Debs, it won't happen again. I just got carried away.' She looked genuinely apologetic again. 
 
    'Don't be silly.' I laughed. 'I was only joking.' 
 
    'I thought for a moment I'd offended you.' 
 
    'No way.' I promised. 'I'm broadminded enough not to be bothered by someone trying out a sex toy. I don't mind if you want to try out some more.' 
 
    In fact I was bothered, but not in that way. I'd just watched a woman climax and now I was feeling jealous and as randy as hell 
 
    She looked as relieved now as she had apologetic before. 'The way I'm feeling I would probably wear them right out.' 
 
    'Don't worry, I've got spare batteries.' I told her, still chuckling to myself as I rummaged in my toy drawer once more. I knew what I was looking for, but sometimes things don't quite work out as intended. 
 
    'Take a look at one of these.' I held up two more vibes with a sudden flourish, my favourite rabbit vibe and one with a dolphin in place of the rabbit. Or at least that's what I meant to do. But a nipple clamp came with them, arcing through the air to land between us. It was one of the things in the drawer that I didn't want anyone to know about, and so naturally Yvonne was much more interested in the little device that I'd not intended for her to see than the two vibrators that I had. 
 
    'What's this?' She asked, picking it up and looking at it in the palm of her hand. 
 
    'It's a nipple clamp.' I told her, trying to make nothing of it but finding myself forced to expand on that when her face showed total bewilderment. 'You put the jaws around your nipple and then tighten them up with the little screw. The idea is to tighten them as much as you can stand, and then another half turn.' 
 
    'Doesn't it hurt?' She asked. 
 
    I nodded, not sure how to explain. Erotic pain is not like normal pain, its best described by the phrase that someone once conjured when they said "it hurts so good". Anyway, I don't go for it as much as Carl, he's well into it, and that was the something I was trying to keep private. 
 
    'Are you into pain, then?' 
 
    I found myself embarrassed again, but I had to try and explain without revealing too much. 'When you're turned on it feels good, even if it does hurt. The pain there seems to magnify the pleasure you get from whatever else is happening.' 
 
    'Hmmm, I'm not sure about that.' She began slowly, then suddenly grinned. 'What the heck, can I try it?' 
 
    I'd already said she could try other things, so I could hardly say no. 
 
    'Yes, of course you can.' I shrugged. 'There's a pair, do you want the other?' 
 
    'Please.' She was already pushing her top up and taking her white cotton bra with it. 
 
    Another quick dive into my drawer came up with the twin clamp and I passed it over. She reached out to take it while trying to fasten the other over one nipple, with the result that her top and bra both slipped back down, getting in her way. With a quick growl of frustration and a quick glance at the grin on my face, she pushed them back up and tried again, only to get the same result. 
 
    'Damn it.' She muttered, putting the clamps down beside her. She hauled both her top and her bra over her head, dropped them on the floor and sat there stripped to the waist. 'You don't mind, do you?' 
 
    I shook my head. I was a bit taken aback but I didn't mind, I was in a strangely adventurous mood. The idea of watching a half naked woman trying out my gadgets was somehow becoming quite appealing. And it has to be said that she had a lovely figure. Her breasts belied her years, not overly large, but full and still lovely and firm, and capped with gorgeous long pale pink nipples - just right for the clamps. 
 
    I watched silently as she looked down, frowning with concentration, and fastened one of my clamps over her nipple, fiddling with it before getting it fixed and tightening it up, giving a little hiss as it bit into her flesh. One done, she left it on as she gave attention her to the other, tightening it with a silent grimace that time. 
 
    'You're right; they do feel good when they hurt.' She gave me a quick smile. 'Shall I leave them on?' 
 
    'If you want to.' I told her. 'Tighten them a bit more when you feel you need to.' 
 
    She nodded her understanding. 'Now, you said they make other things feel nicer, so what were you going to show me.' 
 
    I still had my twin vibes on my lap, and so I presented them to her, one in each hand. I knew from what she had just said that she was going to want to try one out. Once again I didn't mind, in fact I think I was getting to the stage where I wanted to see her doing it. 'They both work much the same so it's whichever appeals.' 
 
    'That one.' She pointed to my dolphin. My preference is for the rabbit, I love how its ears work on my clit, but it was her choice. I passed it over to her, quickly explaining the controls and what did what. 
 
    'You know I want to try it properly, don't you?' She switched it on and ran her fingertips over the vibrating nose of the dolphin. 
 
    'I thought you might.' 
 
    'And I guess that, seeing as you've got two out, you must be thinking of demonstrating how the other one works.' 
 
    She was grinning, teasing, trying to embarrass me, but I don't think she had realised that by now I was aroused enough to rise to the challenge. 
 
    'I wasn't, but I will.' 
 
    Her eyebrows lifted in surprise and her face lit up. 'Without panties?' 
 
    'Well, yes.' I told her, thinking it was obvious. 
 
    She reached under her skirt and pulled them down, kicking them from her feet. 
 
    'Whoa, hang on.' I put my hand up in a stop motion, and then pointed to the jeans I was wearing. 'If I've got to take these off, you've also got to lose your skirt.' 
 
    'In which case I'll be naked, so you'll have to take your top off as well.' 
 
    That sounded fair but somewhat naughty too. I'd never done anything like it before in the presence of another woman, but I was in the sort of mood now to try virtually anything. 'Okay.' I agreed. 'Then we'll both be naked.' 
 
    It didn't take more than a minute or so before we had both stripped off rather self consciously, casting glances at each other and trying not to burst into giggles. Then, as women tend to, we stood and looked at each other, comparing ourselves and smiling when we saw that while I shaved down below she was natural. Don't get me wrong though, we weren't looking at each other in that sort of way, it was just curiosity. 
 
    We both seemed to come to the same unspoken conclusion at the same time - sitting on the edge of a bed is not the best position to properly try out a vibrator. So we climbed on and sat side by side with our backs against the headboard, completely nude, feeling very bold and now totally unable to prevent ourselves from giggling like schoolgirls, although I was still careful to make sure that I sat nearest to the toy drawer. 
 
    'Right.' She said with a grin, holding the vibrator out in front of her. 'You first, show me what to do with it.' 
 
    'You know what to do with it.' I told her, smiling just as broadly. 
 
    'But you said you were going to demonstrate it.' She reminded me, still grinning. 
 
    'I did, didn't I?' I agreed, not entirely sure that I had. 
 
    She was still looking to embarrass me in a fun sort of way, but with the mood I was in I saw it more as a dare than anything else. I think she must have triggered an exhibitionistic streak in me because the thought of showing myself to her gave me a rush of excitement. I switched my rabbit on and held the tip against my clit, feeling the vibrations surge through me. 'You can use it like a normal vibe, like this.' I told her, gasping from the sensations. 
 
    'What else?' She asked me, feigning innocence. 
 
    'Or you can switch the ears on as well and slide it right up inside you so that the rabbit's ears, or the dolphin's nose, are against your clit. That feels fantastic.' 
 
    'Show me.' She demanded. 
 
    I didn't argue. I took the rabbit, turned it all on and probed for my entrance with its pulsating tip. It wasn't difficult, I was wet through and the vibe slid into me almost of its own accord. I grunted with pleasure as it entered, then gasped as the little vibrating ears found my clit and looked self-consciously at Yvonne. I was enjoying having her watching, but I wasn't going to let her get away with it altogether. 
 
    'Now you.' I told her, holding my rabbit gently against my clit. 'Just let the nose of the dolphin touch your button.' 
 
    She glanced at me, giggling uncertainly as she sought her vagina and then sighing heavily as she found it and slid the vibrator in deep. 
 
    'God, that feels good.' She announced as the dolphin's nose butted against her clit. 
 
    I just nodded; I was enjoying myself far too much to bother giving instructions - not that any were needed. In fact for a while the only sounds were the buzzing of our vibrators, the faint wet sounds from our pussies and our increasingly heavy breathing. All we did then was lounge there, smiling conspiratorially at each other, and enjoy the feel of our vibrators. 
 
    I thought that I'd be the one to come first with Yvonne having already been there once, but instead she climaxed before me. I guess she was becoming less inhibited, or maybe it was that she just needed it more than I did. Whichever way, it didn't seem more than a couple of minutes before she announced that she was coming. 
 
    I sprawled beside her watching her head tip back and her eyes close, and listening to the tight little gasps that she made as she came. One hand found her breasts and tightened the clamps around her nipples, making her gasp just that little bit louder. Then she came, ramming the vibe harder into herself and gasping 'yes' at the moment of her peak, just as she had before. I just watched, getting a buzz from what I was seeing. I never thought I could get so turned on in a woman's company, but then, it wasn't as if we were touching each other, was it? We were just having fun. 
 
    For a few moments afterwards she just sat there, gazing upwards and blowing out through pursed lips, but then she loosened the clamps from her nipples and placed them on her bedside table, groaning at the pain of returning blood flow, and turned to look at me, her face full of happiness. 
 
    'Are you going to come?' She asked, still sounding breathless. 
 
    I nodded without speaking. I was just beginning to feel my own orgasm getting closer. 
 
    'Good.' She told me. 'I want to watch you.' 
 
    With that she twisted around to sit facing towards me on the bed edge with her feet on the floor and resting herself on one arm, and getting a full view between my legs in the process. I didn't mind, far from it. I found it exciting to have her gazing at me, especially when my hips began to twitch from my approaching orgasm and she smiled with delight. I opened my legs a little wider to her sight, pushing my rabbit harder against my clit, wriggling it as far up inside me as I could and moaning softly at the pleasure it gave me. 
 
    It didn't take long before I came. I just watched Yvonne staring at my pussy, feeling the climax getting closer and closer from my showing myself off to her, until suddenly I was there. My orgasm erupted and that lovely warm rush of sensations swept through me, making me gasp and groan in ecstasy. God, it was such a good one. My rabbit always makes me come hard, but because of the circumstances that climax was extra special, with wave after wave of pleasure coursing through me until, finally spent, I collapsed back against the headboard, panting and trembling, and grinning stupidly. 
 
    'Now that looked fantastic.' Yvonne chuckled. 
 
    'It was.' I whispered feebly, still fighting for breath. 
 
    'If that's what vibrators do, then I want some more.' She rose to her feet. 'Let's see what else you've got.' 
 
    Before I had time or energy to react she was around the bed and was investigating my toy drawer. Too late I raised an arm in protest, trying to maintain some privacy and maybe some dignity. But the damage was done. 
 
    'What's this?' She asked, pulling a spanking paddle from the drawer. 
 
    I shrank back in shame and embarrassment, but before I could even begin to come up with an answer, she had dived in again, this time producing my strap-on dildo. 
 
    'And what on earth do you need one of these for?' She asked in astonishment. 'Can't Carl, you know...?' She pointed vaguely towards her crotch. 'Does he need to use that instead?' 
 
    I wasn't going to be able to avoid some sort of explanation, that was clear, but whether she'd believe the truth or not was another matter. I decided to be honest and to hell with the consequences. 
 
    'Neither of them is for him to use on me.' I told her, still sounding a bit short of breath. 'They're for me to use on him.' 
 
    That was my big secret, that's what I'd been trying to keep out of sight. My husband is very submissive. He likes to be my bedroom slave, for me to order him around and to chastise him if he failed to please me, and sometimes he loved me to fuck him bent over the back of a bedroom chair. And, I have to admit, I am usually more than happy to oblige. Sometimes, rarely, he'll spank me instead, and I like that too, but usually it's me turning his bottom scarlet and then taking him from behind. You will realize why I wasn't keen to make our routine public, it's not something everybody can understand. 
 
    'Oh, ok. Well that's not something I've ever come across before.' Yvonne responded after a moment or two, thankfully sounding more intrigued than shocked. 'So doesn't he ever use this on you?' She was waving the dildo in front of me. 
 
    'No.' I told her, grateful that any further investigation into my toy collection seemed to have been forgotten. 'He never has.' 
 
    'Wouldn't you like him to?' 
 
    I hesitated before answering. Actually I would, just to find out what a strap-on cock was like, but I couldn't see it ever happening unless I ordered him, and that seemed wrong somehow. 'Sometimes.' I told her reluctantly, keeping to my intention to be honest. 
 
    'Yes, I can understand that.' She sat back on the edge of the bed, playing thoughtfully with the shaft of the artificial cock. 'So would I.' 
 
    There was a seemingly endless silence while she sat there, obviously deliberating something, and I sat wondering what it was. 
 
    'I'll do you a deal.' She said suddenly. 
 
    I looked at her, startled by the sudden decision. 'What sort of deal?' 
 
    She held the strap-on out towards me. 'You use this on me, then I'll use it on you. Ok?' 
 
    I stared at her open mouthed; more startled than ever by her sudden proposal, but then I felt an unexpected surge of desire. 
 
    'All right.' I said, answering before common sense overcame need. 'You've got a deal.' 
 
    'My goodness.' She exclaimed in obvious surprise. 'I didn't think you'd agree.' 
 
    'We don't have to...' I told her, feeling an unanticipated disappointment. 
 
    'Oh yes we do.' She grinned. 'We've got a deal. Remember?' 
 
    'Sorry, I thought you'd...' I let my words trail off in confusion for a second time. 
 
    'So, who's first?' She asked, ignoring my discomfiture. 'Shall we toss for who get's it first?' 
 
    I nodded without speaking, my heart suddenly trying to hammer its way out of my chest with excitement now that I knew for sure what was going to happen. 
 
    Still naked, neither of us had a coin, but with a little scrabbling around a St Christopher medallion substituted - and I lost. I reached for the dildo and began to strap it to me, feeling increasingly eager for us to use it on each other. 
 
    Yvonne watched me intently for a couple of minutes and then she lay back, opening her legs wide for me. That threw me for a second; I'd kind of assumed that she'd be on all fours just as Carl always was. The idea of doing it to another woman face to face nearly made me back out, but my eagerness was greater than my uncertainty. 
 
    Pulling the straps as tight as I could I knelt between her knees and looked down at my target, her wide open and very wet pussy. I'd never looked at a woman's pussy like this before and it looked unexpectedly sexy. Her lovely wet and shiny pink pussy was surrounded by dark curls, with her aroused clit clearly visible, peering out from under its hood, and her entrance gaping invitingly wide as if just waiting for my dildo. I suddenly understood why men like to gaze at a woman's vagina so much. 
 
    'Come on, Debs.' The impatient anticipation in her voice brought me out of my reverie. 'Do it. It's a long time since I've been fucked.' 
 
    I lowered myself on top of her, propping myself on one elbow while reaching back with my other hand. 'Ready.' I asked, sounding very impatient even to myself. 
 
    'And willing.' She replied, sounding just as eager. 
 
    Automatically I looked around for some lube, and then giggled silently to myself when I remembered that Yvonne was providing her own. I'd just been looking at her; she wasn't just wet she was soaking, her opening absolutely glistening with her slippery juices. Composing myself I took hold of the plastic shaft and directed it to her entrance, pushing gently until it entered her. It felt very different from when I fucked Carl, not only because I was doing it from an unaccustomed angle, but because she was so much smoother and softer than his harder, more angular frame. It was different, but oh so bloody nice! 
 
    I eased forward, pressing into her, briefly surprised by how easily the fake cock slid into her. Even with loads of lube fucking Carl was never as effortless as this. I pushed further into her, feeling her grab my shoulders as it slipped deeper and deeper until my own shaven pubes were pressed hard up against her from behind the base of our dildo. I began to thrust, pushing my cock in and out of her pussy, slowly at first, remembering how Carl needed time to adjust, but then harder and faster when I saw how much Yvonne wanted it. She wasn't just ready for this, she was absolutely desperate. She moaned with pleasure and pulled me down closer into her embrace. 
 
    'Fuck me with it, Debs.' She gasped into my ear. 'Fuck me harder.' 
 
    Smiling to myself from my own pleasure I did just that. I hammered it into her, thrusting as hard as I could, getting a strange thrill from the sensation of the dildo's base banging against my pubic bone with each thrust. It did feel good, the whole thing felt good, from the softness of her belly to the smoothness of her thighs against mine. I could even feel our breasts squashed together, her engorged nipples pressing into my flesh. I'd never been in another woman's arms before. Well I mean, I had, but only by way of a quick goodbye hug kind of thing, and certainly not stark naked and intimately connected by a strap-on dildo. The trouble was that I liked it, loved it. I wondered about myself suddenly, thinking that maybe it shouldn't feel this good with a member of my own sex. But we weren't making love, I told myself, not even kissing, we were simply playing with a sex toy. It was harmless and it was giving us both a lot of pleasure, I could hear Yvonne gasping and moaning with pure enjoyment as I fucked her. 
 
    But then Yvonne's increasing responses forced such thoughts from my mind. She was coming, making those same harsh little sounds she had made as she played with my vibrator, except that this time I was causing them. Her arms wrapped themselves tighter around me, fingertips digging into my back as tried to keep slamming the dildo into her as hard as I could. 
 
    'I'm coming.' She announced suddenly, breathlessly, as if it wasn't already obvious. 'I'm coming.' 
 
    'I know.' I smiled into her neck in eager anticipation, ramming my fake cock forcefully into her. 
 
    When her climax reached its peak she didn't say anything more, she just groaned heavily, dug her fingernails fiercely into my back and wrapped her legs around me, forcing me harder against her and the dildo further into her vagina as she shuddered and writhed beneath me. I grinned happily to myself at being the cause of such a reaction. It was an uncontrolled expression of pure happiness and it made me feel good for having given her such pleasure. 
 
    'Christ, that was good.' She gasped when it was over and we lay together, still connected by our toy. 'You should have been born a man.' 
 
    I think it was a compliment. 'I'll stay a woman, thank you.' I told her, panting just as hard as she was. 'Or you won't be able to return the favour, will you?' 
 
    'No, not unless you want to take it like Carl does.' She giggled. 
 
    'Thanks, but no thanks.' I answered as I pulled myself clear and rolled to one side. 'Not my kind of thing.' I began unfastening the dildo and pushing the harness over my feet before holding it out to her. 'So don't even think about it.' 
 
    Grinning, she reached over and took it. 'I promise.' 
 
    I was suddenly apprehensive as I watched her clamber from the bed and begin to strap the dildo to herself. I was desperate to know what it would be like to be fucked by a dildo, but I was both dreading the experience and longing for it, and I wasn't sure which emotion was strongest. I think curiosity won it in the end, but only by a short head. She pulled the last strap tight and stood there, stroking the erect cock standing out from her pubes. 'Your turn.' 
 
    I nodded and settled myself in the centre of the bed as she had done, certain that she would hear my heart hammering with anticipation, and opened my legs wide, gazing fearfully at her as she climbed on and knelt between my knees. The plastic cock looked twice the size it had when I'd been wearing it, a massive, rock solid weapon that I wouldn't possibly be able to accommodate in a thousand years. 
 
    She didn't give me the chance to change my mind; in fact she didn't even ask if I was ready. She just moved forward, leaned over me to rest on one hand while the other reached back to guide the dildo towards my pussy. The tip brushed my leg and I jumped, suddenly aware that it was still damp from her juices. For some reason that helped, acting as a reminder that she had been given pleasure by it and it was a pleasure that I was about to share. She found my pussy, sliding the tip up and down my slit until the head located my entrance, then she paused before pushing gently forwards, making me gasp at the strangely wonderful sensation as the dildo slid part way inside me. She still didn't say anything; she took her hand away, settled herself on top of me and then thrust it right into me. My anxieties fled, I had taken it and it felt fucking wonderful. She gazed down at me as she adjusted her position, her body moving gently but firmly against mine. 
 
    'This feels nice.' She said finally. 
 
    I nodded without speaking, smiling happily up into her face. It did feel nice, not just the feel of a dildo moving slowly in and out of me but the whole feel of having Yvonne fucking me, her breasts pressing into mine once more, her stomach flat against mine, the smooth firmness of her thighs between mine and even the firm but gentle way she was thrusting into me. Once again I wondered if I should enjoy it this much, and once again I dismissed my unease. Once more I told myself we weren't making love so it didn't matter, although I wasn't even sure if I believed that anymore myself. I shrugged to myself and surrendered to the sensations, wrapping my arms around my partner and pulling her closer to me, feeling her hair on my cheek now and her breathing on my neck. It was beautiful and I needed her to know it. 
 
    'Oh Vonnie, this is fantastic.' I breathed into her ear. 'I've never felt anything this good.' 
 
    'That's fine.' She whispered back. 'Because I want you to come like I did.' 
 
    'Do it to me properly then.' I told her, not really sure quite what those words really meant but just knowing I wanted everything she could give me. 
 
    Yvonne's interpretation of properly was different to mine, though probably closer to my real subconscious needs. She raised her head from my neck and looked into my face as began thrusting harder into me, pushing the dildo deeper with quicker, more forceful strokes. That was exactly what I thought I meant, but then when I opened my mouth to gasp in pleasure she clamped her mouth over mine, kissing me eagerly, her tongue finding its way between my lips. My instinctive response was to twist my face away, but before I could react she had rammed the dildo as hard as she could up into my pussy and I just groaned and kissed her back. Now we really were doing it properly, and that's what I truly wanted. We held each other close, gasping into each other's mouths from pure pleasure, our tongues dancing in and out between each other's lips, and all the time while she fucked me our bodies pushed and rubbed one against the other, smooth skin on smooth skin. I'd never expected anything like this to feel so good, but it did. Very soon I could feel a climax building inside me. 
 
    'Don't stop.' I gasped urgently. 'I'm going to come.' 
 
    She lifted her head and looked down, still thrusting the dildo in hard with her hips. 'So am I.' She grinned. 
 
    'Really?' I was genuinely surprised. It had been a turn on using the thing on her, but it hadn't got close to making me come. 
 
    'God, yes! It's catching my clit just right.' 
 
    'Lucky you.' 
 
    We didn't speak again. She just carried on driving it into me, hard and fast, her breath getting harsh as she got closer to coming. In return I held her tight, clamping her to me, writhing beneath her and wondering which of us would get there first. 
 
    It was as near as nothing a dead heat. Her breathing came quicker and quicker until she was making those same familiar sounds again, while I was teetering right on the edge of coming. Then she groaned loudly and hissed a triumphant 'yyessss', slamming the dildo deep into me as hard as she could. That did it for me, I came with her, bucking and wriggling beneath her, pushing back against her thrust while the powerful sensations of an almighty orgasm overwhelmed me. 
 
    I'm not sure who recovered first, maybe that was a draw too, but as the sensations subsided and I re-entered the real world Yvonne was sprawled on top of me gasping for breath and grinning like the Cheshire Cat, bright eyes gazing down at me. I unwrapped my legs from around her so that she could withdraw, but she just lay there looking at me, keeping the dildo hard up inside me. Then suddenly she lowered her mouth to mine and kissed me again, gentler and more affectionately this time, but pulling away more quickly as our need to breath overtook us. Then we just lay together like that until our breathing and heart rate came back somewhere near normal. 
 
    'Thank you.' She told me suddenly, before dissolving into giggles. 'You certainly taught me what a vibrator is like.' 
 
    I couldn't help but laugh too. We'd gone a whole lot further than we ever intended, but it had been wonderful and there was no way I was going to regret it. 
 
    'Well, if you want to know any more feel free to come round.' I told her with a thinly veiled hint. 
 
    'Oh, I will.' She nodded, still smiling. 'I saw one or two more things in your drawer that I think I should know about yet.' 
 
    And I thought I'd kept most of my secrets. But strangely enough I no longer minded, in fact I wanted to share them with her. I smiled back and pulled her down into a kiss of agreement. We lay together hugging and kissing for several more minutes before she pulled away, rolling onto her side and gazing at me thoughtfully. 
 
    'There is one thing you haven't got, or at least I didn't see one.' She announced abruptly, pointing at the still wet and shiny dildo standing out in front of her. 'And that's a double ended one of these. I've seen pictures of them online.' 
 
    'No, that's true.' I replied, bursting into laughter again as a thought struck me. 'But don't you think Carl would find it odd if I had?' 
 
    'Then I think I'll add one to my vibrator order and keep it at mine. I can always bring it with me whenever we get together like this.' 
 
    'Oh.' I said in mock surprise. 'You expect us to get together like this again, do you Vonnie?' 
 
    'Oh yes.' She smiled, nodding her head. 'I guarantee it. Why else would I buy a double ended dildo?' 
 
    'I can't wait.' I told her truthfully. 
 
    Carl was on a late shift, so I was sitting at my kitchen table drinking an early evening glass of wine and deep in thought when Yvonne came breezing in through my back door. 
 
    'I've ordered those things we were talking about, Debs.' She said brightly. 'And a couple of other things as well.' 
 
    'What things?' I asked vaguely, trying to get my brain into gear. 
 
    'The things we were on about when I was here before.' She frowned. 'You know.' 
 
    'Sorry, I was miles away.' I told her truthfully, of course I knew once I'd got my mind working again. Sex toys were what she meant, sex toys that she'd decided to buy the last time she was here. 
 
    'You've not got them already have you?' 
 
    'No, sorry Debs.' She made a face, and then grinned mischievously. 'Well, I have got one of them, it came this morning.' 
 
    I couldn't help but smile back. As a recently separated woman with rapidly growing frustration she had asked my advice on what vibrators to buy a few days before. That had led to me showing her my collection and then on to us watching each other using a couple of them. 
 
    But that wasn't all. Before I could stop her she'd delved into my toy drawer and unearthed a secret that Carl and I had hidden from the world. Carl is a submissive, almost to the point of being an outright masochist, and she found a spanking paddle and nipple clamps, along with one or two other things - including a strap-on dildo that had got her somewhat confused. When I'd explained that Carl liked me to use it on him and not the other way around she asked me why not and so I had to describe his fetish. I can't remember a more embarrassing moment, but Yvonne was non-judgemental and simply accepted what I told her. I also made it clear that I wasn't naturally dominant, far from it; in fact I often wished Carl would at least take the lead from time to time. She took all that without comment except for suggesting that maybe I'd like her to use the dildo on me some time so that I could experience it for myself that way. That idea came as a complete shock, but it triggered a sudden longing in me and in the end we actually did more than that, we used it on each other. When she left that evening she had said that she was going to buy some toys of her own that we both might have some fun with, and they were the ones she was referring to. 
 
    'Anyway.' She asked, suddenly serious. 'What were you looking so thoughtful about?' 
 
    'Just something Carl was talking about.' 
 
    I waved her question away, but Yvonne was having none of it. 
 
    'Are you going to tell me, or do I get the thumbscrews out?' 
 
    I knew it was no use arguing, she'd simply keep on asking until I gave in. I summoned up my nerve and launched into an explanation. 
 
    'You know that Carl likes me to do things to him?' I asked, fully aware that she did. 'You know, things that are a bit kinky?' 
 
    She nodded but said nothing. 
 
    'Well, one thing he likes me to do before we have sex is to tie him face down on the bed and then paddle his bottom with that leather spanker you found last time. After that he likes me to dribble molten candle wax all over the back of his legs and across his back. That gets him really turned on, enough so that he's ready for me to peg him with that strap-on dildo we used. But you know about that.' 
 
    'I didn't know about the tying to the bed bit, or the candle wax for that matter.' She corrected me. 'So what's the problem?' 
 
    'He wants to take it further, and I'm not sure I can cope.' I told her. 
 
    'So what does he want you to do?' 
 
    'He wants to buy a whip and get me to whip him whilst he's tied to the bed.' I answered. 'And he means a proper whip too, no one of those silly toy things, but one that will leave real stripes on his back.' 
 
    'Are you not up for that?' She asked. 'I mean, if he's silly enough to want you to hurt him and pain gets him randy, then why not oblige and get a good shag out of it? If he was my partner I'd tan his hide as hard as I could.' 
 
    'Well no, to be honest I'm not.' I frowned. 'I'm not really either the dominant or the sadistic sort. I don't get anything out of hurting him, in fact I wish it was the other way around and he was tying me to the bed, although I wouldn't want to go as far as he does.' 
 
    The truth is that I wouldn't mind a just little pain sometimes. I find the idea something of a turn on and sometimes I use nipple clamps on myself when I'm playing on my own. I'm more into being made helpless though really, so being tied to the bed is more my thing. I just wish Carl would think of my needs sometimes but he can't seem to understand that I'd like him to dominate me, even if just occasionally. 
 
    'If that's the case can't you just tell him to do it to you, and how far you want him to go?' Yvonne asked, looking puzzled. 
 
    'No, not really.' I told her. 'It wouldn't work. I want him to be in charge, not me doing it by proxy.' 
 
    'No, I can see that.' She frowned, but then brightened suddenly, her eyes sparkling mischievously. 'But if you fancy having wax dripped onto you and having your bottom spanked. I could always oblige. I mean, I don't mind being in control.' 
 
    'No Vonnie, I don't think so.' I told her, wondering if she might be serious and getting an unexpected kick from the thought of it. 'Nice of you to offer, but no.' 
 
    'Shame, let me know if you change your mind.' 
 
    My god, she was being serious! 
 
    'Meanwhile, I hope you're in the mood for this.' 
 
    I looked across quickly as she spoke, just in time to see her produce a rabbit vibrator from her bag. The moment I saw it I knew what she had in mind and a quick shiver of anticipation shot through me. That was something I was in the mood for, and all thoughts of Carl and his masochistic tendencies went straight out of my head. 
 
    'Talk about a rabbit from a hat.' I giggled. 
 
    'Yep, and it's been sterilised and batteried up ready to go.' She waved them in front of me. 'What do you say?' 
 
    I pretended to be puzzled. 'But we've been there with mine haven't we?' 
 
    'No.' She smiled triumphantly. 'It's very different to yours.' 
 
    I looked at her curiously, waiting for her to explain and knowing for sure that she would. Now that I'd taken more notice I could see that the shaft was different. 
 
    'Well you see, on this one.' She held her new toy up. 'As well as vibrating it lengthens and shortens so that it thrusts into you. So what do you think?' 
 
    'I've got something that thrusts or it's supposed to, it's called a husband.' 
 
    We both collapsed into a fit of giggles, both from what had been said but also from trepidation for what we knew we were going to do. We'd only experimented for the first time a few days before and it was all very new to us both. I guess we'd both known that first time wouldn't, couldn't, be the only time we'd have fun together, but the imminent reality of it turned us both into giggling schoolgirls. Eventually we pulled ourselves together enough for Yvonne to point a finger up towards the bedroom and for me to nod yes. 
 
    'Are we going to strip off this time?' I asked her uncertainly when we got there. 
 
    'Place the responsibility on me, why don't you?' She grumbled with a grin. 'I hope so, because I've got something in mind and that needs us both to undress.' 
 
    'Oh? So what have you got in mind?' I asked, smiling as she handed me her new vibrator. I took it without even thinking about it. 
 
    'Well Debs, what I was thinking.' She said slowly, teasing me. 'Is how about instead of using it on ourselves we use it on each other?' 
 
    For a moment my mind baulked at the idea, even though it made me shudder again with another unexpected surge of desire. I wanted to say yes, but it seemed just a bit too far for two supposedly straight women to go. But then I thought about us using the strap-on dildo on each other only a day or two ago and that hadn't seemed too far at the time. I hesitated for just another fraction of a second before agreeing. 
 
    'All right, why not?' 
 
    'Good. Get your things off then.' 
 
    We undressed, smiling nervously at each other. The last time we'd been here we had moved towards this point in almost unnoticed stages, but this time we were going straight to where we would end up and that wasn't so easy. I didn't mind undressing for Yvonne, I can be a bit of an exhibitionist at the best of times, but it seemed a bit premeditated and I had to push myself to strip completely. But in the end I forced my qualms away and stripped alongside her. But then the moment Yvonne's panties came off I noticed something and I forgot my shyness completely. Perhaps I shouldn't have been looking, but I was. 
 
    'You've shaved.' I exclaimed on spotting her newly smooth pussy. 
 
    She nodded. 'Yes, I've copied you, it looked so much sexier. And anyway when I had that dildo strapped on the last time it kept catching and pulling my hairs, so I figured I'd get rid of them in case we wanted to use it again any time.' 
 
    I hadn't had that trouble; I shaved all the time, but I could see how it would happen. 
 
    'It looks nice.' I told her, registering a kind of vague hope that she hadn't done it in vain. At least now I knew she wanted us to do it again sometime. Maybe we would use the dildo again, I kind of hoped so, but right then it was vibrator time. 
 
    A lovely picture of her with the pink plastic against the pale skin of her shaven labia had jumped into my mind and all of a sudden definitely I wanted to use the vibrator on her, and then as if she had guessed my thoughts she promptly climbed onto the bed and lay down on her back. 
 
    'I want to go first.' She told me when I gazed at her curiously. 'After all it is my vibrator.' 
 
    Her choice suited me and so I checked the buttons on the vibe just to make sure I knew what button did what and that it worked okay. It did, with the strong steady buzz of a new toy, the shaft went up and down and the rabbit ears vibrated just the way they should. I climbed onto the bed to kneel beside her legs, intent on ensuring she enjoyed it. 
 
    'Open up.' I instructed, my nervousness making me abnormally abrupt. 
 
    She did as I asked, threading her nearest leg behind me so that I was effectively kneeling between them. Once again I realised just why men love to gaze at a woman's pussy. I stared at her without the distraction of her bush, seeing it as if for the first time. Yvonne has quite fleshy outer labia and long inner ones; I could almost imagine them as bat wings wrapped around her prominent clitoris. But not right then, her pussy was wide open and glistening wetly, both because of her wide spread position and from the fact that she was totally turned on. 
 
    'Like what you see?' She asked, making me jump self-consciously. 
 
    'Sorry.' I apologised. 'But it really looks good shaved.' I'd said it without thinking, but it was true. To my eyes her pussy seemed so much nicer than my own. I had to fight down a sudden urge to run stroking fingers down her naked labia. 
 
    'Well thank you kind lady. Now for Christ's sake do something with it.' Her arousal was making her sound equally brusque. 
 
    I wondered for a moment how she wanted me to start, but she hadn't said anything and so I just switched the vibrator on low without making it thrust or making the rabbits ears vibrate. Then I leaned over to begin. 
 
    It was so unlike what I was used to that I wasn't sure what to do, and it wasn't just because of the different functions of the toy. For one thing when I use a vibrator on myself I'm reaching down, but now I was reaching forward and that was strangely different. I wanted to be sure I did it right and so my first touch against her was very, very tentative, and her gasp as the tip came into contact with her clit made me jump back in alarm. 
 
    'Do it Debs.' She frowned. 'It won't hurt me.' 
 
    'Sorry.' I muttered, and tried again. 
 
    This time I got it right and her response only served to stimulate me more. Her eyes went wide and she gripped at the sheets, her mouth forming a silent 'yessss' as I ran the blunt tip of the vibrator very slowly up and down her slit, watching as it pushed between her pussy lips. For a minute or two that was all I did, letting the tip glide from her perineum to her clit and back, but then I found her entrance with the tip and slowly inserted it into her, still not touching her clit with the rabbit ears. I watched it disappearing into her, turned on more by knowing that soon she'd be seeing that same sight with me. I turned up the vibrations a little more and started to slide it in and out of her, using it just like a standard vibrator. It wasn't enough. 
 
    'C'mon Debs.' She whispered huskily. 'Try it out on me properly.' 
 
    I kind of wanted to tease her some more, but I did what she wanted if only to make sure I didn't jeopardise my turn afterwards. I pushed it right inside her so that the ears were pressing against her clit, and then I turned them on full, listening to her gasps for a minute or so before I pressed the button to make it thrust up and down inside her. 
 
    'Ohh, oh my god, that's good.' She gasped, her eyes going wide with surprise. 'That's awesome. It's better than a cock any day! Is it full on?' 
 
    I wasn't sure about it being better than a cock, but it was clearly having the right effect on Yvonne. 
 
    'Why, how much more could you take?' I asked her, hungrily watching her clit vibrating under the gadget's little ears. 
 
    'Not much.' She agreed with a grin. 'God, I love how it's fucking me.' 
 
    She didn't say any more so I kept the vibe pressed into her and watched as she reacted to it. Her face took on a look of deep concentration and she began to bite her lower lip in between tiny gasps of pleasure. Her hips started to twitch and she grabbed at her own breast, squeezing it hard. I smiled to myself, remembering that was exactly what she had done as a climax crept up on her our first time. Soon she was really mauling her breast, her gasps were becoming louder and her pelvis began to lift from the bed as she tried to work the vibrator further inside. Then her gasps turned into little whimpers and all of her sudden she went completely stiff, all her muscles tensing as she came. 
 
    I turned off the vibrator and then gently withdrew it as she came down from her climax, letting her sprawl on the bed with her chest heaving. And Yvonne wasn't the only one who was breathing heavily, seeing her in the throes of an orgasm that I'd given her had made me even randier than before. 
 
    'My god, I'm getting to love those little things.' She panted as she waved loosely at the vibrator I was still holding. 'I thought you were going to tease me forever.' She added. 
 
    'I was.' I nodded. 'But then I figured you'd only get your revenge when it was my turn.' 
 
    'I might do that anyway.' She grinned, and then her expression changed. 'But I've got to ask you something first. Out of curiosity, when you tie Carl to the bed, how do you do it? I mean it isn't a brass bedstead kind of bed, so where do you tie him to?' 
 
    It isn't, it's a straight forward divan with a simple padded headboard, but that didn't matter. 
 
    'We've got some straps that go under the bed and have Velcro loops at the end to fasten around his wrists and ankles.' 
 
    'Where do you keep them, in there?' She asked, climbing clumsily from the bed and pointing to the small chest of drawers I have beside it and in which she knew I kept my own toy selection. 
 
    'No, it's such a job threading them under the bed that we leave them hidden under here.' I leaned down and lifted the edge of the valance to show her the end of a rolled up restraint strap. 
 
    I should have seen it coming, I really should have seen it coming, but maybe I was so turned on that my brain had turned off. 
 
    'You said you want them used on you, didn't you?' She asked, her eyebrows lifting questioningly. 'So why don't I strap you down whilst I use the vibrator on you? Then you'll know if you like it or not before you get someone to use candle wax and spanking paddles or whatever on you, won't you?' 
 
    I think I went white, and then bright red as I tried to deny the surge of sheer excitement the idea gave me. I didn't need to experience it to find out if I'd like it; I already knew that I would and I suddenly wanted it very badly. I really wanted to be made helpless while someone did things to me. I'd never thought of it being anyone other than Carl, but why not Yvonne? She was far more assertive than he'd ever be. It was just if my nerves would let me. 
 
    'I'm not sure I dare.' I told her. 
 
    'Yes you dare, and you know you want to. And I promise to let you go the minute you ask me to if you don't like it.' If she hadn't given me that get out clause I might just have been able to resist. 
 
    'Promise?' 
 
    'Absolutely.' 
 
    I didn't say anything; I daren't in case it came out as 'no'. Instead I just handed her the vibrator that I was still holding and lay down, my head up near then headboard and my arms and legs stretched wide like a human starfish. I looked up at her, waiting and wanting. 
 
    It didn't take Yvonne long to have me immobilized, she quickly unrolled the straps and fastened them around my wrists and ankles. I'm smaller than Carl and so my arms, and especially my legs, had to be spread almost uncomfortably wide for the straps to reach, but I didn't care and very soon I was completely powerless and totally vulnerable. My heart was hammering with a mixture of exhilaration and fear. 
 
    'You know something?' She asked, toying with the new vibrator and smiling playfully. 'I could have done with those nipple clamps we had last time. So I think I'll get them out just in case you need them.' 
 
    'No Vonnie, don't, I won't need them.' I didn't really want her delving into my toy drawer again, but she was taking no notice whatever. 
 
    'What's this?' She asked, pulling out what looked like a wire cylinder. 
 
    'It's a cock cage.' I answered. I didn't mind her knowing about that because for once its use suited both me and Carl. 'It stops him getting a hard on when he watches me play with myself.' 
 
    'Do you know, I learn more about you every day.' Yvonne gazed down at my spread-eagled body. 'You enjoy being watched?' 
 
    'Yes.' I admitted reluctantly. 
 
    'I take it these are the candles you melt over him, are they?' She had fished out three part used red pillar candles. 'You know, the ones you'd like to try yourself?' 
 
    'I didn't say that. Put them back.' 
 
    She replaced them in the drawer with a grin. 
 
    'Ah, here they are.' She finally found the clamps and placed them on top of the chest. But she had found something else too. 
 
    'Is it you or Carl who likes to be blindfolded?' She asked, dangling a black mask in front of her. 
 
    'I use it on Carl.' I told her, reddening again. 
 
    'And I'm going to use it on you.' She stated, advancing towards me with it. 
 
    I opened my mouth to complain, but somehow I knew it would fall on deaf ears, and in any case the idea of total blind helplessness was appealing. I raised my head to let her put it on me, closing my eyes as the blindfold slid into place. 
 
    I felt her sit beside me and then I heard the vibrator start up. I had no idea what she intended, but I instinctively wanted to open my legs further for her even though they were already held as wide as they could go. 
 
    'Ready for heaven?' 
 
    'This sort of heaven - yes. But not the painful type.' I trusted her, but I had to say it. 
 
    She leaned over my leg, and I was overwhelmingly conscious of the feel of her body touching my naked thigh. But nice as it was, it was nothing to the delicious feel of that little buzzing plastic cylinder as it found my pussy. I remember I let out a quick harsh gasp as Yvonne first dragged it softly along my slit. Christ but it felt good, especially as I knew I couldn't do a damn thing to prevent it. Being completely immobilised and sightless like that and having to just submit to whatever someone else wanted to do to your most intimate bits is the most awesome sensation I have ever experienced. Even without the lovely feel of the sex toy she was wielding it was electrifying. 
 
    At first she did just what I had done and allowed the tip of it to slide gently up and down my pussy, and I was quite content to let her. But then as she ran it upwards she gave my clit a quick flick with the tip, making me jump and gasp from the sudden jolt of sensations. She chuckled softly and did it again, twice, before running the tip back down to hover at my entrance. 
 
    'Ready?' She asked for a second time. 
 
    I licked my lips and then nodded, too excited to answer with words. This was going to be it. The tip of the vibe touched my entrance and then I felt her gently push it inside me. She didn't push it far inside, I couldn't see exactly, but it felt like maybe the first inch or so, and then she stopped. 
 
    'Sure you're ready?' She teased. 
 
    I nodded again, instinctively trying to move to engulf more of the vibrator. 
 
    'Are you sure you can stand it, it's a strong sensation.' 
 
    I kept nodding. 'Yes, I'm sure.' 
 
    'Really sure?' 
 
    'Really sure.' I croaked, nodding furiously. 
 
    'Ask nicely then.' She was giggling softly. 
 
    'Yvonne?' I asked, trying frantically to ignore the stimulating sensations of my vagina's first contact with that vibrating toy. 'Will you please, pretty please, pretty please with knobs on, push that fucking thing up me properly and turn it all on?' 
 
    'Why didn't you say so before?' She giggled, immediately thrusting her vibrator deep inside me and simultaneously pushing all its buttons - as well as all of mine. 
 
    She was right when she said that the sensations were strong ones. The vibrator burst fully into life inside me and I swear I could feel it right through to my teeth, and then, even though I was sure it was inside me as far as it could go, the end was thrusting rhythmically even further up me. That was awesome in itself but my clit was also being hit by a pair of vibrating rabbit's ears. I had never felt anything so fantastic. 
 
    Strapped to the bed and blindfolded I was very, very conscious of the fact that I could do nothing to help or hinder whatever Yvonne wanted to do and that feeling of defencelessness magnified the effect the vibe was having on me. Almost the moment she pushed it into me I knew that I would very quickly climax, and yet I knew she could let me come or prevent me from doing so at a whim, and the complete powerlessness of my position seemed to make the build up all the more powerful. I stared sightlessly up at Yvonne, knowing that she must be gazing at my naked pussy and watching me getting closer to coming, and hoping she wasn't thinking of teasing me again. Thankfully she wasn't and very soon I was squirming and pulling at my bonds, gasping out loud with the sheer pleasure of being so vulnerable. When I did come I found myself arching my back on the bed, trying to get more from a toy that had no more to give. 
 
    It was the strongest orgasm I could remember having for a long time, even better than the one I had experienced when she watched me use my own rabbit on myself. I jerked and tugged against my restraints, gasping loudly, my pelvis lifting spasmodically until, at the moment of my peak, it lifted high and stayed there, all my muscles going completely rigid. I'm not sure how long I held that position, but I could sense all the time that Yvonne was smiling broadly as she held the vibrator deep inside me until my orgasm finally began to pass. Eventually, as my noises abated and I collapsed back onto the bed, she switched it off and allowed it to slide from my pussy, leaving me trembling with the aftermath of my climax and gasping wordlessly. 
 
    'I can see you enjoyed that.' The bed moved as she pulled away to lie beside me. 
 
    I nodded and licked dry lips, unable to speak yet. 
 
    'You like my new toy then?' She asked. 
 
    Silly question I felt like saying, but I just nodded again. 
 
    'And did being tied to your bed make it better or worse?' 
 
    'Better.' 
 
    'I thought so.' She said sagely before she burst into giggles. 'You realise that I could leave you there now for Carl to find when he comes home?' 
 
    Just for a second I felt wild alarm, but then I noticed the smile in her voice and I knew anyway that she would do no such thing. But then if I hadn't trusted her she would never have got me into this position in the first place. 
 
    She must have seen momentary alarm flit across my face because she laughed. 'Don't worry, I wouldn't do that. In any case I think you'd probably starve to death before he noticed you.' 
 
    'Probably,' I agreed, looking towards where her voice came from. 'But you'd come back and feed me, wouldn't you.' I entered into the fantasy. 
 
    'And how would I feed you if I couldn't use your kitchen?' She asked. 'With my tits?' She giggled, leaning forward as if offering them to me. 
 
    Joining in the joke I pursed my lips in imitation of a child suckling and lifted my head towards her, certain she wouldn't let me get within six inches of her breast. 
 
    'Oh, hungry already, are we?' She chuckled, and then I felt her suddenly leaned down to present her nipple to my lips. 
 
    I know I was unable to move, but I could have turned my face away at that first contact, or simply refused to open my mouth, but I did neither. As soon as it touched and I realised what was happening my lips parted and her nipple was in my mouth, firm and inviting. I sucked. Maybe it was the shock of being offered, maybe it was instinct taking over, maybe I just wanted to experiment, or maybe I simply wanted it, but it seemed right at the time and for the next few minutes I sucked and licked Yvonne's nipple, nibbling it between my teeth and enjoying hearing the little sounds of pleasure that she began to make. 
 
    Suddenly she pulled away, sounding embarrassed. 'Hmm, that was a bit unexpected.' 
 
    That was all that was said, she didn't say if she meant her offering me her breast or me accepting it, or even her enjoying it - as I had. Instead she changed the subject, but I did feel her hand still resting lightly on my bare stomach, just below my navel. I didn't mind that very personal touch but somehow I think she realised that I had noticed. 
 
    'You've got nice skin, you know.' She told me softly, moving her hand away from my pubes a little but letting it begin to caress me gently at the same time. 'Lovely and soft.' 
 
    It felt nice and I didn't want to discourage her. I smiled 'Your hand isn't so bad either.' 
 
    She didn't reply, she just let her hand wander over me. Initially she moved hesitantly and simply stroked me very softly around my midriff, but when she could see that I didn't mind she began to roam further. It felt strange but nice to have her hand skating so delicately over my skin that it fluttered under her touch, and I just closed my eyes under my mask and let her continue. At first she concentrated around my belly but then also up my side and along my outstretched arm as far as she could reach, staying there for a moment or two before returning to run her fingertips along my underarm. She hesitated there and I had the impression that she was looking at me for approval, but I remained silent and I guess she took that as tacit consent, for her hand travelled across my front to caress my neck and then my other arm. This time I couldn't help a tiny moan of pleasure. 
 
    'Do you like me doing that?' She asked quietly, almost anxiously. 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    'Shall I keep going?' 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    I knew what she was asking. She wasn't asking permission to stroke my neck, she was asking me if I understood what lay behind her actions - and I did. Up until that moment I could have told myself that being restrained meant that I couldn't prevent her from touching me so I might as well enjoy it. But now I had to acknowledge that I wanted her to touch me as much as she wanted to. We had been pretending to each other and to ourselves that what we had been doing had just been for fun, and that there was no physical attraction to each other. But that was no longer true, she knew it and I knew it, and that it was about time we dropped the charade and acknowledged it. That moment was the tipping point, that is why she had asked and that is why I had said yes. Although nothing was said the message was clear and the pretence was dropped. 
 
    I think maybe Yvonne still needed a final confirmation of my agreement, because her fingers, which had still been gently stroking along my arm, now moved straight to my breast and began fondling my nipple rather deliberately. It felt so nice I couldn't help but give the soft involuntary sigh that answered her unasked question. She began to stroke me much more freely now, caressing my breasts, playing with my nipples, going from one to the other, squeezing them gently, tugging at them, and chuckling softly when I moaned with pleasure. 
 
    Other than those kinds of spontaneous sounds neither of us spoke. Yvonne was concentrating on what she was doing and the pleasure it was giving both of us while I felt overwhelmed by what was happening and too inhibited to say anything. 
 
    I felt so beautifully helpless and so vulnerable stretched out on the bed. I didn't know what Yvonne was likely to do next, and nor could I have stopped her no matter in any case. Not that I cared very much, I just loved the feeling of submitting to her wishes and I felt instinctively that I could trust her to push me to my pleasurable limits. Whatever Carl got from being strapped face down on the bed and spanked, I got twofold from being tied face up and played with by another woman. I almost owed him my thanks for giving me the urge to try it. 
 
    Her hand left my breasts after a while and headed south, and suddenly I tensed for what I believed she intended. But instead of that she bypassed my pussy and began to stroke my thighs, running her fingers down along the top of one to my knee and then returning along the inside before crossing over and repeating it on my other leg. I love my legs being stroked like that and Yvonne was fabulous at it. Her fingertips stroked and trailed along my flesh, just lightly touching sometimes and firmly stroking me on others, all the time getting so close to the join of my legs and then backing away again. It is so arousing to be teased that way, to be caressed and fondled so close to where I wanted her hand to go but without it going quite there. It was as if she was taunting me, trying to make me ask for her to play with my pussy. I knew that sooner or later she intended to touch me openly sexually; I just wanted it to be sooner rather than later. 
 
    But when she did eventually reach that point, it was not at all how I expected. Still running her fingers along the top of my thigh she suddenly leaned down and kissed my breast, taking my nipple into her mouth and sucking it just as I had hers a little while before. God, it was good. I could feel her lips and teeth nibbling at me while her tongue circled the end of my nipple. I wanted to push my breast into her mouth and to enfold her in my arms and hold her close, but I could do neither. Even when my arms instinctively tried to move and I pulled hard on my restraints they held me frustratingly firm. All I could do was to moan sexily in encouragement. 
 
    She raised her head and paused as if perhaps she was gazing down at me, before moving across and lowering her mouth to my other nipple. I moaned again, loving her kisses but wondering when her hand might move on from my leg. She gave my breast the same treatment as the first and then, just when I thought she might drive me mad from frustration, she paused again and shuffled far enough up the bed for her to be able to kiss me on the mouth. 
 
    We had kissed properly like that before whilst we were playing with our toys the first time, but this time was much more intense, much more erotic. Her tongue probed my mouth, finding my own tongue and sliding around it while her lips melded into mine so that we were breathing through our noses with little erotic noises starting deep in our throats. I could feel her breasts pressing against my skin, her nipples engorged and hard on my flesh, not quite against mine, but close enough that I could imagine. 
 
    I still wanted to put my arms around her and hold her as tight as I could with my body moving against her and my legs wrapping around her, but once again those beautifully frustrating restraints prevented me. I would do it another time I promised myself. It was then that I noticed her hand sliding up along the inside of my leg, and I knew instinctively where she was headed. 
 
    I twisted my mouth free. 'Yes, do it.' 
 
    'Do what?' She asked innocently, her hand still creeping closer to its target. 
 
    'You know what.' 
 
    'Oh, you mean like this?' She asked as her fingertips finally reached their destination. 
 
    I didn't answer for the moment, I couldn't, my heart was trying to hammer its way out of my chest and breath was suddenly hard to find. I just gave her the tiniest of nods because her touch was heaven with her two fingers drifting along one each side of my very exposed pussy, gently tracking up and down my labia. 
 
    'Yes, just like that.' I whispered huskily. 'It feels lov...' I couldn't finish that final word because her mouth had come down on mine again. I felt her smile through the kiss as her fingers began to probe my pussy. 
 
    I was wet and her fingers slipped between easily my labia, sliding along the length of my slit, making me groan into her kiss. She was exploring me, investigating every little crease and fold, spreading my own juices all the way from my clit to my perineum as she did so. I tried hard to lie still, but my hips were moving of their own accord, lifting and trying to thrust, wanting her fingers to do more, to do anything they wanted, and I still tried to enfold her in my arms even though I knew I couldn't. And then she found my clit. 
 
    She lifted her mouth from mine and moved down a little presumably to give herself room, and for a moment I felt almost apprehensive as to what she intended. But I needn't have worried, she knew exactly how to please me best, of course she did, she did to me what she normally did to herself I guess. Her fingers were placed flat to rub back and forth over my little button, slowly at first but then quicker and quicker until I was gasping from the sensations and straining once again at my restraints. I couldn't see her, but I could almost sense the frown of concentration on her face and maybe a bitten lip as she went faster and faster. I was gasping, groaning, squirming and tugging at my bonds, wanting it to continue but not sure if I could take it. And then, just when I thought I was going to explode into an almighty orgasm, she abruptly stopped and moved away. 
 
    I lay there in shock, wriggling with arousal, panting for breath, looking around with unseeing eyes, trying to work out what she was doing and desperate for her to do something, anything that would take me over the edge. In retrospect I think she must have been gazing down at me and deciding for herself how to continue, because it was a moment or two - a year long moment or two - before I felt her move, climbing from the side of the bed to get back on from the foot so that she was between my spread open legs. Again she paused, looking down at me I think, probably with her eyes fixed on my wet, wide pussy. I hoped so; the thought of being open to her view like that was doing wonders for my enjoyment. 
 
    Finally I felt her move, shuffling around into the position she wanted. For a moment nothing, and then I felt her hands on my pussy, two thumbs pushing me even wider open. At first I quite happily assumed that she just wanted a better view of me, but then I felt her breath on my wet flesh just before her lips came into contact with me and her tongue flicked out to lick my pussy. 
 
    All this I felt without seeing, but there was no mistaking what was happening, Yvonne was going down on me, what a thrill! I hadn't expected it, I really hadn't expected it, but I was so delighted. In my mind's eye I could see her, squatting between my legs, unsure if she wanted to, unsure if she would like it, or if I would like it, before making that ultimate decision and lowering her face to my pussy. 
 
    It is amazing being tied down and blindfolded and so being able to pass responsibility for anything that happens to the other person, and I used that to justify enjoying having another woman doing that to me, but at the same time I would have dearly loved to have watched her doing it and then to have been able to join in, perhaps even do the same thing to her. We weren't playing around anymore, we'd become lovers and I wanted to play my part, able to give Yvonne as much pleasure as she was giving me. 
 
    'Oh, Vonnie. Let me loose, let me help,' 
 
    She raised her mouth from my pussy and chuckled. 'Not likely, I've got you just where I want you.' 
 
    I could hear determination in her voice, she wasn't going to let me go and all I could do was just enjoy it. Who was I to argue when it felt so good to feel her running the tip of her tongue along my pussy, dipping into my opening and then lapping at my clit each time she reached it? I would have been quite happy to have just let her do that to me all day. But I think she wanted to explore me, to experiment with me, for soon the flat of her tongue was licking me in long broad sweeps all the way up and down my slit, as if tasting all of me. 
 
    I heard her making little throaty noises, expressing her own pleasure at going down on me, and I wondered vaguely how long she had waited to do that. Had she been bicurious for years or, like me, found sudden enjoyment in being with someone of her own sex. It didn't matter; I knew that now we'd started we'd be lovers from now on. 
 
    I could feel the stirrings of another orgasm starting inside me, and I think Yvonne must have felt it too, because she abruptly stopped licking the length of my pussy and began to concentrate on my clit, placing her mouth over it and tapping and flicking it with the end of her tongue. At first her tongue licked me quite gently, but then as I began to react, gasping and squirming as a climax crept up on me, she sucked my button into her mouth and flicked her tongue back and forth as hard and as rapidly as she could. She knew the effect it would have, and it did! Very quickly I found myself tugging at my bonds, wriggling and struggling, gasping and groaning helplessly with my pelvis lifting to push my pussy at her mouth as my climax come nearer. She couldn't use her thumbs to hold me open anymore, her hands were gripping my thighs to hold me still though she didn't need to, her mouth was too firmly fixed over my clit. Even when I came and I bucked and pushed in the throes of orgasm, hands and mouth combined to ensure she never lost contact or faltered in her rhythm. She was so much better than Carl could ever be. 
 
    When it was finally over and I lay panting and trembling she pulled back, just her hands on my thighs telling me she was still there, waiting quietly and patiently until I got at least some of my breath back. 
 
    'Nice was it?' She asked after a while, her voice betraying the grin on her face. 
 
    'You have no idea.' I answered, still breathless. 
 
    'No, not yet I haven't. But I will next time.' 
 
    My heart soared at her remarks. She did mean for it to happen again, and she did mean for me to take an active part. I felt a smile spread across my face. 
 
    She moved, pulling herself up along my body to lie on top of me, supporting herself on her elbows as a man would do as she leaned down and kissed me, letting me feel her engorged nipples pressing gently into my breasts. I moaned softly as I tasted my own juices on her lips, my tongue creeping out to meet hers. She lowered herself onto me as we kissed and wriggled her body over mine, her belly moving softly and gently across mine and her breasts feeling firm and full as they melded into my own. She pushed my blindfold up out of the way and looked straight into my eyes. 
 
    'I love being with you.' She told me anxiously, lifting herself up with her face making it very clear she didn't just mean as a friend. 
 
    I smiled happily. 'Me too.' 
 
    She didn't speak, she just leaned down and kissed me again, and this time I could see that her eyes were closed. 
 
    As we kissed I felt her move, hooking one leg over my own outstretched one and pressing herself onto my thigh so that I could feel her pussy touching my skin, gently rubbing against me. I wasn't surprised, so far I'd been the one to have all the fun and I knew she must be so wound up and frustrated. I think I hoped she would bring herself off on my leg, although I had no real idea if that's what she intended. 
 
    'That's nice.' I encouraged her truthfully, excited at the possibility. 
 
    She didn't answer, she just nodded, her half open mouth and hooded eyes betraying her arousal as she rubbed herself on me more openly. She kept rubbing herself on me, kissing me until she had to pull her mouth away and gasp her pleasure, and then returning for more. I could feel the moistness from her pussy cool on my leg as she moved along it and the urgency of her tongue between my lips. I loved it, I wanted to put my arms around her and hold her tight but perversely I was thrilled at being unable to prevent anything she wanted to do to me. I just lay there, getting pleasure from her enjoyment, especially as her movements became more and more imperative and her gasps louder and louder. And then abruptly she stopped, looking down at me with a strange thoughtful expression on her face before she rolled away and sat on the edge of bed panting. I looked at her, puzzled and a little alarmed at our sudden parting. 
 
    She sat there for a few moments and then, just as suddenly as before, she stood up and took hold of my nearest ankle, unfastening the restraint and releasing it. Instinctively I bent and straightened my leg several times, easing stiffened muscles and taut tendons while I waited to see what she would do next and half expecting her to release me altogether. 
 
    Happily, I was wrong. Instead she went climbed back onto the bed and sat between my legs, and then, rather tentatively, she threaded one of her legs under my newly freed and bent knee, and then shuffled herself closer. All of a sudden I realised what she intended and a groan of excitement escaped my lips. Yvonne was intent on scissoring with me. 
 
    This was something neither of us had done before and so getting into position wasn't easy. I couldn't help much; in fact all I could do in my tethered state was to raise my free leg and twist a little to one side so that she could push in close. I raised my head and watched as she lay back onto her elbows and wriggled closer, her legs going one to the side and one between mine until finally her pussy was within an inch or two of me. 
 
    'Let's make this good.' She whispered huskily. 
 
    I nodded. There was not a lot I could do, but I wanted it to be good too. 
 
    She wriggled closer and then all of a sudden I felt the touch of her soft pussy lips against mine. I think we both gasped at this most intimate of touches, I know I did. She pushed herself against me more firmly and then paused to allow us both to savour the contact before she reached out and grabbed my raised leg, pulling herself into me that way so that she could rub her pussy firmly against mine, her hips rising and falling slowly as she did so. 
 
    She had said that she wanted to make it good, and it was, I felt the soft damp flesh of her pussy slide over mine, her pubic bone catching my clitoris and giving little jolts of pleasure. She groaned deep in her throat and pressed herself into me harder still, rubbing more rapidly and firmly, and stimulating us both so that I joined in, rubbing myself onto her as well so that we were moving against each other and doubling the pleasure. Soon all I could hear was the sounds of our increasingly erratic breathing and the wet noises of our combined arousal. 
 
    We both came together, ramming ourselves into each other and groaning tightly. It was a fabulous orgasm, different but still one of the most intense I've ever enjoyed. I think it must have been the same for Yvonne, for she slumped back onto her elbows, gazing wordlessly at me, her chest heaving and her tongue licking at dry lips. I could feel her legs trembling where they still touched mine, or was it mine trembling against hers? Whichever, I think we were both shocked by the power of our climaxes and by the way we had created them. 
 
    For a minute or two neither of us spoke, but then I just had to break the silence. 'That was awesome.' I told her, a happy smile breaking across my face. 
 
    She nodded her agreement. 'Wasn't it just? Never had one like that before.' 
 
    That seemed to have galvanised her into action because she slid from the bed and, still breathing heavily, came around and released each of my restraints in turn, standing watching as I wriggled to ease my stiffness and then laying on the bed beside me. 
 
    For a few minutes we just lay side by side. I was thinking about everything that had happened and I think Yvonne was doing the same, but then she rolled to face me and scooped me into her arms. I snuggled close, my face against her breast, and smiled my thoughts racing ahead to the next time we were together. 
 
    'You know.' I began softly, turning my head to look up at her face. 'I've never felt anything as good as today. It was amazing to be tied down like that, bloody wonderful and so frustrating in a nice way. But just so that you know.' I hesitated before I went on. 'You don't have to tie me down every time. I'll let you do anything you want to me anyway.' I giggled with embarrassment at my own admission. 'So long as it doesn't hurt too much.' 
 
    'I'll bear that in mind, though I rather like having you like that.' She replied, wriggling down level with me and planting a quick peck on my lips. 'But when you aren't, then you can do anything to me that I want you to.' 
 
    I'd nodded my agreement before I realised what she'd actually said, but it felt right anyway. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 32 
 
    Jackie had put up the board and begun the task of working her way through the pile of ironing. Normally she found it a chore of mind bending monotony, but today, for some reason, it answered a need for quiet domestication and she was comforted by it. She just wanted a quiet morning in which to mull over recent events! So she was not over impressed when her close friend and fellow school governor, Denise Marsh, came breezing in without so much as a 'by your leave', cheerily told her to 'put that away while I make coffee' and disappeared off into the kitchen whistling a nursery rhyme. Nevertheless, she did as she was told and was sitting in the lounge wondering why Denise was so cheerful this morning and why "for Gods sake" was she whistling 'the Teddy Bears Picnic' at full volume, when the offending lady came bustling in with a tray of coffee and plonked herself down opposite her friend, still whistling! 
 
    "OK Den, what's up, and why are you whistling that bloody awful kiddies tune? 
 
    "You do recognise it don't you?" 
 
    "The Teddy Bears Picnic" 
 
    "And what are its first two lines?" 
 
    "If you go down in the woods today, be sure of a big surprise!" Jackie gazed at Denise in puzzlement. 
 
    "Well", said Denise triumphantly, "Max and I went down in the woods the other night and, oh boy, did we get a big surprise!" 
 
    Jackie felt the heat rise as she suddenly realised where the conversation was heading, but she had to be sure – on the slim off chance that Denise was talking of something else entirely! "And what surprise was that, Den?" 
 
    "Well, you know that parking spot up near the lagoon?" 
 
    Jackie nodded mechanically, realising that the slim chance had now become no chance! 
 
    "Well, we were walking towards it when we both saw a car that looked very much like yours and just at the front of it was a man who looked very much like your Andy, though it was getting dark and not easy to be sure" 
 
    'But you are sure, aren't you', said Jackie silently, and out loud "Go on". 
 
    "Well, the thing is, he was holding onto an ankle and at the other side of the car was another man holding another ankle" Denise paused and looked at Jackie for effect before continuing. "Now, it looked as though the two ankles were joined to legs and in between those legs was a woman lying across the car with her skirt hiked up and another woman licking her pussy!" 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    "I couldn't make out who the woman being eaten was, but she was about your build and her hair was much the same colour as yours – any ideas?" Denise had her head cocked to one side in mock questioning 
 
    Swearing to herself, Jackie gave in! "You do know how to put a lady on the spot don't you? Yes, Ok, so it was me, can't a girl have some fun these days? And I'll have you know it was fucking fantastic!" The last added almost defiantly! 
 
    "Yes, I got that impression from the sound effects, which, I might add, we heard before we saw you" Denise looked at Jackie hard. "It can be very disconcerting you know, having a quiet evening stroll with your husband and coming across one of your best friends, legs held open, with a woman going down on her and in the middle of a gigantic orgasm. So what I want to know is – how did that get to happen?" 
 
    "I'm sorry if I've embarrassed you, Den, but you've just done the same to me, and how did I know you were there?" 
 
    "Oh, you didn't embarrass me, far from it, in fact you turned both me and Max on so much that as soon as you'd gone he gave me the best fucking I've had for a long time, so thank you for that! But you don't get out of it that easy Jackie, – how did it come to happen in the first place?" 
 
    "I'm not sure to be honest, Den. Andy and I were feeling a bit fruity and we went somewhere we thought would be quiet - though it seems we were wrong! Then Andy had the back seat full of junk so we couldn't use that and somehow it ended up with me sprawled over the car so he could go down on me. I love oral sex, don't you?" 
 
    Denise didn't answer, so Jackie continued. "But while we were at it another car pulled up with this couple in. Now, I've often wondered what it would be like to have an audience and as Andy didn't seem to mind and I was far to hot to care, I thought we'd put on a show! And, I'll tell you something, Den, knowing someone is watching is a hell of a turn on!" 
 
    "So is watching! And for that matter, so is talking about it over coffee!" 
 
    "I know!" 
 
    The two women looked at each other thoughtfully for a few moments before Jackie shook the thoughts out of her head and said, "Anyway, back to the story!" 
 
    "Somehow or other, the couple in the car came to get out and stand next to us watching Andy giving me a good tongue lashing, and their closeness turned me on even more, especially when my legs tired and they each supported one, God did that feel good! It made me feel even more exposed, and so fucking horny! Eventually I think Andy's tongue wore out and Anne, that's the woman's name, just sort of naturally took over." 
 
    Jackie stopped for a moment, thinking. "No, I'm wrong, I got Andy to fuck me with them watching and afterwards he wouldn't go back down on me 'cos he's got this thing about tasting his own cum, and that's when Anne took over. And, God, she is good! But I suppose she's had the practise!" 
 
    "Didn't it bother you that it was a woman doing it? I didn't think you were into women!" 
 
    "I'm not, but somehow it didn't seem to matter, and anyway I'll tell you what, the orgasm she gave me would have registered on the Richter scale! I'd let her do it again anytime if the chance came up! And it might! Anne is supposed to be ringing me sometime to arrange for the four of us to get together again!" 
 
    Denise pointed out an obvious problem. "And what if she wanted you to return the favour?" 
 
    "I reckon it might be worth trying it just to get her to do me again, anyway, who's to say I might not like it?" 
 
    Denise wasn't sure if she should take Jackie's remarks seriously 
 
    "Though I must admit." Jackie continued. "The thought of doing it with a woman had never ever occurred to me until last night!" 
 
    "It occurs to me regularly, I've just never had the nerve to do anything about it!" Denise admitted quietly. 
 
    Her friend's admission caught Jackie by surprise. "Really? What? Oral? With a woman? Both ways – giving and taking?" 
 
    "Yes. I've often fancied tasting pussy, and anything else women can do with women!" Denise studied Jackie's face for a reaction. "Have I shocked you?" "Well, yes, I suppose you have, but not in a nasty way! I've known you so long and it never occurred to me that you might be bi' inclined." Jackie tried to lighten the conversation. "Well, fair's fair, if you ever get around to doing it, let me know, and it's my turn to watch you!" 
 
    "You're on! But don't hold your breath. I don't think I'll ever get up the courage!" 
 
    The phone rang. 
 
    Jackie frowned at the interruption of a very interesting conversation and picked up the receiver. 
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Hi, it's Anne." 
 
    "Oh. Hi Anne." 
 
    Denise made to get up, but Jackie waved her back into her chair. "No you don't, we haven't finished talking yet". 
 
    "Sorry, have I called at a bad time? Should I ring back in a while?" 
 
    "No, its ok, now's fine. My best friend, Denise, is here, but we've no secrets – well, not now anyway! – and we were just talking about you and the other night anyway. It seems she was hiding in the undergrowth with her husband, spying!" 
 
    "Oh, I see!" There was a worried note in Anne's voice. 
 
    "Yes, that's what I thought!" Jackie looked at Denise, who blushed! "But it wasn't intentional, so I've forgiven her, and in any case we earned her a bloody good shagging from her old man on the strength of what they saw!" 
 
    Anne's tinkling laughter came down the 'phone. "Good for her, always glad to help!" Then, more seriously, "You know we're supposed to arrange for a foursome, well, rather than do it over the 'phone, can I come around and see you? I'd feel much happier doing it face to face!" 
 
    "Yes, of course," Jackie was curious as to Anne's real motive. "When?" 
 
    "Well, I was thinking of now, but you've got company so you tell me when it's convenient." 
 
    "Now is fine, I'm sure Den would love to meet you. She's says that you've got a nice bum but that's all she's seen so far!" 
 
    "I did not!" Denise's mock outrage came with a smile. 
 
    "You mean she hasn't got a nice bum?" 
 
    "I didn't say that either. In fact, I didn't say anything, it's you teasing!" 
 
    Anne's laughter was spilling from the 'phone. 
 
    "Well, has she or hasn't she? You had a better view of it than me!" 
 
    "Yes, as a matter of fact she has, and if I do meet her, I'm going to ask her if you've got a nice cunt, on the grounds that she's seen more of that than I have!" 
 
    "Oh! And do I detect jealousy?" 
 
    "No, you do not detect jealousy!" 
 
    "Oh, so isn't my cunt good enough for you?" 
 
    "Stop trying to tie me in knots, I don't need your cunt, I've got one of my own!" 
 
    The 'phone was having hysterics! 
 
    "Anyway, just how much of my cunt have you seen?" 
 
    "Enough from the tennis club showers to know that you shave it, but I admit that's about all!" 
 
    Letting her embarrassed friend off the hook Jackie turned back to the 'phone and asked, "How long will it take you to get here, Anne?" 
 
    "Is your house the one with the big pyracanthus against the front door?" 
 
    "Yes, but how did you know that?" 
 
    "Well you gave me your address with your 'phone number, and now I'm parked just down the street looking at it, so it'll take me about one minute!" 
 
    "So I did! Good, just pull into the drive and come to the side door!" 
 
    "OK, see you in a minute." The 'phone went dead. 
 
    "You can be right bitch sometimes, Jacqueline Edwards, I hope you know that! You've already ruined my reputation with that poor woman and I haven't even met her yet, well, not properly anyway!" Denise was smiling as she said it, having met her friend's offbeat humour before and never taken her too seriously. 
 
    "No more than you deserve, creeping through the undergrowth and spying on a friend enjoying a little innocent fun!" 
 
    "Oh no! You're not catching me again, save the banter for Anne when she gets here. And talking of Anne, would you like me to go before she arrives?" 
 
    "Why, do you think we're going to rip each others clothes off and carry on where we left off? 
 
    "No, 'cos if I thought that I'd definitely stick around!" Denise grinned lustfully before she put on her serious face. "I just thought that if you've got arrangements to make you'd prefer to do it in private." 
 
    "No, I'd sooner you stayed and met her. If truth be known, I'm just a little apprehensive about meeting her again after.....well, you know, what if she regrets it?" It was Jackie's turn to feel embarrassment. 
 
    "I don't think that's likely, do you, really? But I'd like to meet the woman who 'expanded your horizons', to coin a phrase, so if you'd like me to, I'll stay put! 
 
    "Thanks pal, - now go and let her in!" Jackie had heard a car door close in the drive. 
 
    Denise just managed to open the door before Anne could ring the bell, catching her with finger outstretched as if pointing! 
 
    "Anne?" 
 
    "Yes. Denise? Is that right?" 
 
    "It is, but I prefer 'Den', come in." Denise stepped back to let Anne through. 
 
    The two women went through into the lounge, where Jackie sat, nervously waiting. 
 
    "Hi again Jackie" 
 
    "Hello again Anne, - would you like coffee?" 
 
    "Please, black." 
 
    "I'll go." Denise disappeared into the kitchen. 
 
    Left alone, the two women sat without speaking for several very long minutes, each looking at the other and trying to work out how to begin! 
 
    "I'm scared to ask what you think of me after our last meeting." Jackie finally broke the silence. 
 
    "And you of me" replied Anne. 
 
    "I'm not usually quite so wanton." Jackie sounded almost apologetic. 
 
    "And I'm not usually quite so forward." 
 
    "But I'm glad you were!" 
 
    "Glad you were what?" Denise breezed back in with coffees all round and looked for an explanation of Jackie's remark. 
 
    "Forward" said Anne, "I'd just said that I'm not usually so forward. In fact, truthfully, until then I'd never touched another woman, though I'll admit wanting to, I don't know what came over me." 
 
    "Good God!" Denise exclaimed, "And Jackie thought you were so good because you'd had loads of practise." 
 
    "No, none, but I'm so glad it was ok, I was worried in case it wasn't" 
 
    "Ok? It was bloody wonderful!" Jackie told Anne gratefully. 
 
    All three women were now smiling like Cheshire cats, the ice had been broken and the doubts cleared away. 
 
    "Oh, and by the way," Anne looked at Denise and then continued, "Jackie has a beautiful cunt, I just thought I'd save you asking!" "Oh, you could hear that down the 'phone, could you? Well I might have bloody known she would have, lucky bitch." 
 
    "Ignore her moans, I said she was jealous." Jackie cut in, to be rewarded by Denise sticking her tongue out at her. Then, looking at Anne, Jackie asked, "I know I enjoyed what you did, but did you enjoy doing it?" 
 
    "Oh, did I ever? Justin had got the hump 'cos he didn't get anything while we were there and wouldn't touch me afterwards, so I had to wait till I got home, but then I reckon I wore out two sets of batteries just thinking about it!" 
 
    "Yes, I was selfish, wasn't I? I never thought about your fun, I am sorry!" 
 
    "So you would return the favour then?" Denise was harking back to their earlier conversation, determined to get an answer from her friend. 
 
    Jackie was caught off guard for a moment, but then she said "Yes, I guess I would, in fact I think I'd like to!" 
 
    She stopped for a few seconds, then, "Anne, if you've never touched a woman before I guess nobody – female, that is - has done it to you?" 
 
    "Nobody." Anne replied, hoping she knew where this was heading. 
 
    "Then, if I was your first, will you be my first?" 
 
    "Oh yes please! Anytime you want!" 
 
    Jackie looked round at Denise. "Den, it would give me a hell of a kick if you'd watch us!" 
 
    "Always the bridesmaid, never the bride! But hadn't you better ask Anne about that, she may not fancy a spectator?" 
 
    "Oh, yes she would, I'm a closet exhibitionist as well as a closet bi!" Anne answered for herself. "There is just one condition though." 
 
    The other two looked at her expectantly. 
 
    "If one of us gets naked, we all get naked, ok Den?" 
 
    "I guess we'll all be naked then. Because I love to watch just like you two love showing off." Denise replied, turning to Jackie. "Oh, and Jackie!" 
 
    Jackie looked at her friend, eyebrows raised, wondering what was coming next!" 
 
    "Then I can check out for myself if your pussy really is beautiful!" 
 
    "Typical!" Said Jackie. "I guess the next question now is – when?" 
 
    "You know what we said earlier before Anne arrived, about talking about making you horny?" Denise asked 
 
    Jackie nodded. 
 
    "Well it still fucking well is, so how about right now?" 
 
    "Right now is just about as long as I can wait!" Anne was confirming her readiness. 
 
    Jackie looked at Anne, then at Denise, and then, suddenly realising that her heart was pounding with anticipation, she nodded agreement, rose from her seat and started towards the stairs! "Come along then girls, this way and don't take all day!" 
 
    "Ooohh, get her!" Said Anne in mock sarcasm, as the other two got up and followed. 
 
    "Sooner or later, I intend to!" Muttered Denise to herself. 
 
    Jackie reached the bedroom first, but then hesitated, wondering if she had the nerve to go through with it. She wanted badly to taste Anne, and to give her the pleasure that she'd received, but she wasn't sure if she knew how and the thought of messing up with Denise present was somewhat daunting. But then, all three of them were novices with their own sex and so who knew what was good and what was not! But even as she stood there wavering the others came in with Denise, up front as usual, demanding to know why Jackie hadn't started undressing! 
 
    "Because it would be impolite to start without you." She replied and began undoing the belt to her slacks. Once she had started it seemed that all doubts disappeared and the rest of her clothes came off without any hesitation, leaving her standing naked to watch Anne slipping out of her panties and Denise making a performance out of unclipping her bra. Very soon three naked women stood gazing at each others bodies with open desire, ragged breathing testifying to their arousal. 
 
    "Before we do anything else, can I do something a dearly wanted to do before, but couldn't?" Anne asked, looking at Jackie. 
 
    "Sure, go ahead, so long as it's nice." Jackie assented. 
 
    Anne walked forward, took Jackie in her arms and kissed her full on the mouth. A surprised Jackie responded without hesitation, embracing Anne in return and pulling her body to her own, their naked forms pressing tightly against each other. The kiss lasted for several minutes, during which time tongue found tongue and hands wandered up, down, and around, exploring and caressing every inch that could be reached. 
 
    Eventually the pair parted, gasping from excitement, until Jackie took Anne's hand and led her to the king size bed where the two lay down side by side, looking into each others eyes with unbridled lust. They kissed again, this time with Jackie taking the lead, pushing Anne onto her back so that she could lie almost on top of her partner. Lying together like that the pair pushed themselves hard against each other as tongues explored mouths, breasts rubbed against breasts, arms wrapped tightly around backs, hips gyrating sensuously, legs parting legs and finding their way between so that each could feel the dampness of their partner's pussy sliding along their thighs. 
 
    After some minutes Jackie disengaged her lips and tongue from Anne's reluctant mouth and began a slow journey down her body, softly kissing her neck and throat before descending to take her left nipple into her mouth. Anne had small pert breasts in proportion with her athletic figure, but with surprisingly large nipples, ideal for a mouth to lock onto, especially when they were as rock hard and engorged as they were now! Jackie squeezed and massaged Anne's breast while sucking hard on the nipple, nibbling it, gently biting it and skating her tongue across its tip. 
 
    Anne moaned with pleasure, pushing her breast at Jackie's mouth, trying to ensure it continued to be played with, and then groaning in dismay when Jackie eventually released it to continue her journey southwards. But her breasts were not forgotten even then. Jackie lay on top, reaching upward with both hands to play with her breasts while her lips and tongue played around and teasingly below Anne's navel. Jackie trailed saliva around the navel and across the taut skin below it, before gently blowing on it to send a small shiver of pleasure through her partner's body. Still playing with her breasts Jackie repeated the journey with a wet tongue tip, each time venturing a little further south so that soon she had left the navel behind and was closing in on her main target! Like Jackie, Anne had shaved her pubic hair and so, unable to actually see where she was going, Jackie's tongue reached very top of Anne's cleft sooner than she expected, an arrival that was greeted with a loud moan and a thrust of the hips. The thrust almost succeeded in its intention of pushing her pussy full on to Jackie's mouth, but that was not the intention at all and she managed to draw back just in time. She intended to creep up slowly on Anne's pussy, to let her tongue tiptoe down the woman's slit, taking it's time in reaching her pussy, absorbing the new tastes and sensations slowly and taking as well as giving, full pleasure in what she was doing. 
 
    Anne's legs were already spread wide, but now Jackie placed her hands on the inside of her thighs and folded them back. Realising what she was doing, Anne then hooked her own arms around the back of her knees and drew her legs right back so that her knees were by her shoulders and her feet waved in the air. This gave Jackie more control and much better access, not to mention a perfect view of Anne's beautiful pussy from the distance of about six inches, and she had never seen a woman's pussy before in so much detail, not even her own! Anne had a smallish clitoris, she noticed, smaller than her own at any rate, but large inner lips, which were shaped almost like small wings. Jackie's fingers deftly spread them apart so that the tip of her tongue could skip across them, bringing another moan from her partner. Drawing back a little to gaze again between the widespread thighs, Jackie was surprised at just how much lubrication was trickling from the open pussy. The whole lower part of Anne's slit was shining with it, slick and slippery right down to her anus. Looking at that Jackie knew that there was no way she was going to be able to stick to her intention to 'start at the top and work down', the way Anne's cunt gaped open demanded entering, just as the erotically perfumed juices demanded tasting! Jackie did both, taking the plunge at last she leaned forward and pushed her tongue into Anne's hole, licking it, tasting it, lapping at it and exploring as far as her tongue would reach. Her face was pressed hard against Anne's pussy, her cheeks pressed onto wet labia, her mouth against Anne's entrance, while her tongue gathered as much of Anne's juice as it could. Jackie was in heaven, she had never done this before, never dreamed that she would, but doing it was giving her an intense arousal and she even wondered if she could actually cum herself from licking a woman! As for Anne, she was beside herself with joy, it was the first time for her too and she greeted Jackie's mouth with a gasp of pleasure and a long sibilant 'yeesssss', pushing herself up to meet the invading tongue. She just couldn't hold still, writhing slowly under Jackie's attentions, thrusting slightly with her hips as the tongue flitted around inside her, searching her cunt for more nectar, and pulling her legs ever wider and further back to be sure that the probing could penetrate her as deeply as possible. All this movement had the inevitable effect of spreading lubricant all around her pussy and over a good part of Jackie's face, not that she minded, so that when eventually Jackie came up for air her mouth, cheeks and nose were covered in erotic lubricant. 'God, if I get that wet' she thought, 'It's no wonder her finger went up my arse so bloody easily'! 
 
    Jackie returned her attentions to the top of Anne's cleft, nibbling and licking the ends of her labia and working her way slowly but surely towards her clit. Soon she was there, and, going by what she liked Andy to do to her, she flicked her tongue over it and then burrowed the tip under the hood and onto the end of the clit. Anne immediately began writhing under her, trying to push her clit harder against the magical tongue, but having to make do with gentler pressures when that tongue's movements simply matched her own, maintaining subtle contact. But Jackie was taking account of her friends needs. Slowly she began increasing the pressure and the intensity of her clit licking, flicking her tongue tip hard against that of Anne's clit, then drawing the entire clit into her mouth and nibbling on it with her lips. The thrusting of Anne's hips was now completely involuntary, she was lost in her own world of ecstasy, warm pulses of pleasure spreading through her causing little cries and moans to escape from her lips. Her head was thrown back, her eyes were closed and she was entering the tunnel from which she would emerge in orgasm, and as the climax got closer, so Jackie's attentions became more vigorous. Instead of using her lips on Anne's clit, it was her sharp little front teeth that skated up and down its short length and then gripped it to pull on it, extending it until pleasure almost, but not quite, strayed over the boundary into pain. Then, just as Anne's orgasm was waiting in the wings to strike, Jackie, smiling wickedly to herself, deliberately and without warning thrust two fingers deep into Anne's pussy, with a third plunging full into her anus. That was enough to tip Anne over the edge, crying out loudly, she orgasmed, pushing hard against Jackie's fingers, burying them even deeper inside her, as far as they could possibly go! She bucked wildly against Jackie's mouth, crying out again in genuine pain as her own movements made Jackie's gentle bite on her clit become just a bit too hard for the tender bud. But the pain seemed only to serve to make her orgasm stronger, she grabbed hold of her own nipples from over her held back legs, gripping them until her knuckles were white and tugging hard on them until it seemed she must pull them clean off, while her head tossed from side to side and a continuous stream of little whimpers came from her throat. 
 
    Eventually her orgasm subsided, her movements slowed and then ceased and she let go of her now scarlet breasts. Jackie quietly slid her fingers from her body and using that same hand to prop up her chin she lay grinning up at her, watching her trying to regain her composure. Anne was flushed and gasping for breath and her body was glistening with sweat, but there was a look of pure ecstasy on her face! 
 
    "Christ, but that was so fucking good!" 
 
    For a moment the two women looked at each other, wondering where that very appropriate remark had come from, but then they remembered the third member of their trio – forgotten entirely in their mutual rapture – and both turned to look at Denise! 
 
    Denise was sitting in the bedroom's armchair, if sitting includes being sprawled across it with legs spread wide apart and one hooked over a chair arm. Her chest was heaving and she too was covered in the gloss of sweat. The reason was obvious – her right hand lay limply across her own very wet pussy with the two forefingers resting loosely against her clitoris! She made no attempt at all to hide herself from the others gaze, being too spent to move and too horny to care! 
 
    "What was so fucking good?" Enquired Anne innocently, lowering her legs down to rest either side of Jackie's recumbent form but still displaying herself openly to the other two women. 
 
    "That fucking orgasm, that's what!" 
 
    "Yours or mine?" 
 
    "I can't answer for yours; I was too busy enjoying my own!" Denise was still trying to steady her breathing. 
 
    "So much for 'I'd love to watch'!" Jackie interjected! 
 
    "If you could sit here and watch you two going at it without doing something about your own needs, honey, then you have more control than I have. Just watching the back of your head bobbing up and down between Anne's legs got me going, without listening to her moans and you slurping her pussy! After a little bit of that my fingers started moving all by themselves, and then I sort of lost interest in you two!" Denise closed her eyes and gently massaged her clit for a few seconds. "Now look what just thinking about it does! Can we change the subject or I'll be away again? 
 
    "This time we'll watch you!" said a grinning Jackie, scrambling round to join Anne, propped half sitting against the headboard. "Begin when ready!" 
 
    "Oh no! I didn't mind doing it with you two in the room, but I couldn't face the idea with the pair of you staring at me like a pair of theatre critics! 
 
    "Why not?" Anne enquired, "We'd applaud if you're good!" 
 
    "Sorry girls, just couldn't, that's all!" 
 
    "I'll pass the hat round if that'll help! You'd chip in, Anne, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Well," Anne began. "I would normally, but I don't seem to be carrying much cash with me today!" She pretended to look for pockets in her birthday suit! "And after the free show we've put on for you!" 
 
    "Perhaps I could sometime, but not right now, I just feel a bit shy, ok?" 
 
    Jackie and Anne looked at the embarrassed look on Denise's face and giggled. 
 
    "Sorry Den," Said Jackie, still smiling. "We're only teasing. Close your legs and join us on here, then we won't see that you're still hot!" She patted the bed on the side of her away from Anne. 
 
    While Denise swung her leg back over the chair arm and made her way to join them Anne leaned across to Jackie and spoke quietly in her ear. "While I think about it, you're not going to pretend that your finger went up me by accident, are you?" She paused for an answer but received only a tiny smile. "Well, whichever! But I gotta tell you, it was bloody nice and you can do it again when you like!" 
 
    As Denise climbed on to the bed Jackie shuffled herself a little higher so that she might spread her arms to enfold both her friends' shoulders and draw them both to her. "I am so glad you both came today! I've had my first taste of a woman, and it certainly won't be my last either!" She hugged her friends even closer as she spoke. "With your help?" 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 33 
 
    Vicki lives a few doors down the street from me. We've known each other pretty much all of our lives, although we were never really close friends until we began to go clubbing together. At eighteen we both had a highly developed sense of adventure, especially when it came to the opposite sex, but we each still needed another girl as mutual support, especially as men always seemed to hunt in pairs. So she and I took to going around together. 
 
    On this particular day I called on Vicki to see if she wanted to go into town that evening, her current boyfriend being away on a three month training course with the army and with me being, as they say, between relationships. But she wasn't in the mood she said, though it soon became clear that she had an altogether different motive for not wanting to go out. Her parents were away for the day and that gave her the opportunity to ask me a favour. 
 
    'Will you do something for me, Fliss?' She asked, looking rather hesitant. 
 
    Let me explain that my parents lumbered me with the name Felicia, which I don't like, and so I only answer to Fliss. 
 
    'What's that?' I asked cautiously, looking at her expression. 
 
    'So, you know Todd's away for a while.' She began. I nodded. 'I want him to have something to remind him of me, well, of the times we've had together, if you know what I mean.' 
 
    She was looking embarrassed now. She paused for a moment and when I didn't oblige by asking, she went on. 
 
    'Well, I've been trying to take a vid of me to send to him.' She paused again. 'One of me jilling off.' Another pause. 'But I can't hold the phone still and do it at the same time, and if I wedge it somewhere, it kind of doesn't look right.' A longer pause. 'Will you film me doing it?' 
 
    'Are you sure?' I asked in surprise. 
 
    'He asked me for a nude photo, but I think this would be better.' 
 
    'But what if he shares it around?' 
 
    'He won't do that.' She stated with more confidence than I would have felt and she must have seen it in my face. 'Trust me, it won't happen.' 
 
    She handed me her phone. 
 
    'Well, so long as you know what you're doing.' 
 
    'I do.' She nodded her assurance. 'Anyway, just thinking of having done it will keep me warm at night.' 
 
    'I suppose so.' I answered doubtfully. It wasn't what I was expecting to be doing, but I could see any real reason why not and, anyway, the thought appealed to my naughty side. 
 
    'Good, let's do it.' She was suddenly all excitement and enthusiasm, 'I'm just in the mood.' 
 
    I took that to mean she felt turned on by the idea, though I had no idea why. I was still feeling cagey for her. 'So long as you're absolutely sure.' I cautioned her. 
 
    She didn't answer; she was already stripping off, her clothes ending in a heap on the floor. By the time I'd got her phone figured out she was sitting on the sofa totally nude and looking up at me expectantly. 
 
    'Are you ready?' She asked. 
 
    'I guess so.' 
 
    'Start filming then.' 
 
    I sat on a chair opposite her and did as she asked, framing her face first and then drawing back to show that she was naked. 
 
    'This is for you.' She said to the camera, before slowly opening her legs wide and raising her knees, planting her feet on the sofa to either side of her. She reached down and spread her pussy lips, showing off the pink inside of her slit. 
 
    She'd told me what she was intending to do, but somehow I hadn't expected her to be quite that blatant. I must admit I was shaken by it and that I felt uncomfortable gazing at her, but I'd agreed to do it, and so I kept her phone cam pointed between her legs. Pretty quickly I found it was less embarrassing for me to watch the phone screen rather than to look at her directly. 
 
    Vicki seemed to have no similar reservations, her fingers had found their target and she rubbed gently at her button, smiling sexily at the camera as she played. 
 
    'I bet you're going to enjoy watching this, aren't you?' She whispered huskily. 
 
    I know she was talking to her boyfriend, but she was looking directly at me through the camera and it was as if I was the person she was talking to. It was rather disconcerting and not a little embarrassing, but I ignored it and carried on filming, watching intently as she put both hands between her legs, using one to spread her pussy lips wide while the other went for her clit. It was intentionally very explicit and so I zoomed in until her wet pussy filled the screen, with her red painted fingernails just coming into view from the top to play with her clit. I hoped Todd would find the sight as sexy as I did. 
 
    It must be said that Vicki does look good naked and she had a most gorgeous pussy. She has a quite large clit that stands out prominently from under its hood when she gets turned on, and she was obviously very turned on right then because it was standing to rigid attention. I could see that her vagina was wet and gaping open, looking very inviting between her rather neat labia. I could imagine Todd staring at it and wishing he was deep inside her. Vicki obviously thought so too. 
 
    'Looks nice, doesn't it?' She told Todd through me, speaking with a deliberately sexy voice. 'Now watch me enjoying it.' 
 
    I glanced momentarily away from the screen. She had closed her eyes and leaned back to rest her head on the sofa, still playing with herself with one hand but with the other now massaging her breast. I looked back at the screen and zoomed out so that the camera could see all of her again, though I wasn't sure if it would pick up her increasingly heavy breathing. 
 
    For the next few minutes I just kept the camera on her, watching her fingers beginning to speed up and her hand starting to pull at her nipple. She kept her eyes shut, but her mouth came open for her tongue to flicker out from time to time and lick her dry lips. She was getting more and more excited, and I must admit that it was beginning to get to me too. Suddenly her eyes popped open and she looked straight into the camera. 
 
    'Is this turning you on?' 
 
    For a heart stopping moment I really thought she was talking to me. In fact I was so convinced that I tried to come up with a reply, feeling my face go red when my immediate instinct was to answer her with a yes. Luckily before I could speak I realised that she meant Todd, and I just sat there behind the camera covered in confusion. 
 
    'I bet you want to do it too, don't you?' She whispered, not making it clear if she meant playing with himself or with her. Whichever she meant she was adding to my turmoil, because I think I would have joined in either way. 
 
    She was tugging hard at each nipple in turn now and so I zoomed the camera onto her breasts, anything to stop me staring at her open pussy. But even that did not stop me thinking about how nice she looked. I panned away, gradually moving south without consciously choosing to, taking the picture down over her naval, to where her wrist covered the start of her pubes, and then on to her fingers, strumming harder at herself as she felt her orgasm building, the red of her nails flashing back and forth over her clit. 
 
    'Oh, it's so good, knowing that you will see me coming.' 
 
    She was breathing very heavily now and so I pulled away to include all of her in the frame. I wanted to catch her facial expression when she came; after all, it's what her boyfriend would want to see. 
 
    Her orgasm erupted suddenly, almost without warning. It was clear that she was close, but she was rubbing herself hard one minute, her body writhing slowly under her fingers, and the next her legs flew wide, as wide as they could, and she was jerking and shuddering, her fingers no longer rubbing her clit, but slapping at her pussy in a rapid tattoo, quick staccato gasps issuing from her lips in time with her slaps. I'd never heard of anyone doing that before and I stared openly at her in surprise, even when the slaps and her orgasm finally died away and her hand rested limp and motionless over her pubes. 
 
    I kept the camera trained on her as she recovered, her chest heaving and her body trembling. She still had her legs raised and parted; still unashamedly displaying herself both to me and to the camera until eventually she motioned for me to put the phone down. But she still made no move to cover herself up. 
 
    'You have no idea how good that was.' She told me breathlessly. 'My heart's still pounding like a trip hammer.' 
 
    So was mine, especially after what she said next. 
 
    'I'm so bloody randy, I'm going to carry on. You don't mind, do you?' 
 
    I shook my head wordlessly, wondering vaguely if I could cope with witnessing her masturbating like that again. 'Do you need me to keep filming you?' I asked. 
 
    'No, but it would be nice if you wanted to do it as well.' 
 
    That shook me. I'd not expected it, but it sounded very exciting to me in the mood I was in. I sat there dithering; wondering what had made her say it. Had she read my mind, could she see how turned on I was, what was she thinking? I wanted to, I really wanted to, but I was embarrassed at the idea of masturbating with someone else there. 
 
    'Come on.' Vicki encouraged me. 'I'll feel self-conscious if you just sit there while I get myself off again. You can sit next to me, and then we won't see each other's bits.' She patted the sofa beside her. 
 
    It was the thought of Vicki being disconcerted that persuaded me, along with the fact that we wouldn't be face on to each other. I stood up and rather hesitantly began to undress, dropping my clothes onto the chair I'd just vacated. 
 
    'What if your folks come back?' I blurted, suddenly alarmed at the prospect. I'd forgotten all about them until that moment. 
 
    'They won't.' She chuckled. 'They're staying to take in a show this evening, so they won't be back until gone midnight.' 
 
    Vicki lowered her nearest leg to the floor to make room for me and I sat down alongside her, feeling very self conscious of my nakedness and of what we were doing. She looked at me, smiled a little shyly and reached back between her legs. 
 
    'You won't tell anyone what we did, will you?' She asked abruptly. 'They'll only take it the wrong way, especially Todd.' 
 
    'No way.' I told her. There was absolutely no chance of that. I'd be far too embarrassed to tell anyone at all, let alone her boyfriend. 
 
    'This is between us?' She insisted. 
 
    'Absolutely.' 
 
    I looked across as my own hand tentatively made its way down to my pussy. I couldn't see her pussy from beside her, but I could see her knuckles move rhythmically over her pubes. We were doing it. We flashed each other a quick conspiratorial smile and then leaned back, our eyes closing. 
 
    God, it was exciting, sitting completely undressed next to another naked girl and gently masturbating. It somehow seemed more naughty than sexual, even though we were both totally turned on. I was listening to her noises as I rubbed my clit, hearing her breathing, each exhalation starting with a tiny gasp of arousal, and hearing her rhythmic movements, the sound of skin moving over skin. I could feel her knee pushing against mine as we both tried to open our legs as far as we could. I could feel it was trembling slightly with excitement as it rubbed against my thigh in time with her play. I'd never known anything quite so thrilling and I just sat there, one hand on my pussy and the other massaging my breast. Deep inside I could feel the first signs that I would soon be coming. 
 
    Then I felt her move slightly and I opened my eyes automatically. She was adjusting her position, her face turning slightly towards me and wearing a self-conscious smile. 
 
    'I like us doing this, don't you?' 
 
    She sounded just a little concerned, but her expression turned to a smile of relief when I nodded and gasped out an agreement. Moments later I felt her free hand land on my side, move to find a comfortable position and then give my hip a little squeeze as if of affection. I looked across at her and smiled, finding unexpected pleasure in the feel of her hand against my skin. It added to my excitement to have someone's hand touching me as I got closer to coming. 
 
    It didn't take me long. I was so aroused from watching Vicki that my own climax came more quickly than I expected. Knowing that it was going to be a powerful one and knowing how noisy I can be when I come hard, I took my hand from my breast and rammed it into my mouth, wanting to muffle my climax. It helped a little, but I still made all kinds of strangled noises as my orgasm ripped through me. I couldn't keep still, my body jerked and juddered under the force of my finale, my hips lifting clear of the seat. In the distance I heard Vicki's voice complimenting me on my climax, telling me how good it was and how much she liked seeing it. I couldn't answer. Even after it was over and I slumped back into the sofa I was gasping too hard to speak, and so I just looked at her and grinned broadly with pleasure, nodding my agreement with everything she had said. 
 
    'Fucking hell, Vicki.' I gasped out as soon as I had the breath. 'That was fucking awesome.' 
 
    I had dislodged her hand from my hip as I jerked around, but now she placed it back, carefully and gently letting it rest just below my hip bone. I placed my hand over it and smiled, watching as she began masturbating once more. 
 
    'Can you come again?' She asked, looking hopefully into my eyes. 
 
    That's not usually a problem, although the second one is sometimes a bit slow to arrive, but I suspected the circumstances would help this time. And anyway, I still felt as randy as hell. 
 
    'I think so.' I hedged my bets a little on purpose. 
 
    'Keep me company then.' She asked. 'It would be lovely if you were still doing it with me.' 
 
    I'll agree with that, I thought. I put my fingers back on my climax sensitized clit and stroked it lightly, not rubbing myself off yet but just gently playing, looking across at Vicki at the same time. And it was lovely, the pair of us sitting side by side and masturbating quietly, both naked, both gazing and smiling at each other, our legs bumping in time to our gentle movements. 
 
    It wasn't long before Vicki began to breathe more heavily again, with little gasps of pleasure. Then she moved, sitting forward to reach further. I knew instinctively what she was doing, and the beautiful wet sounds as her fingers entered her pussy confirmed it. 
 
    'You don't mind Fliss, do you?' She gasped, aware of her own noises. 
 
    'God, no.' I told her. 'It's turning me on.' 
 
    It was too; although I was already as randy as hell, listening to her made me feel even hotter. My fingers were playing with my clit in earnest now. I wanted to come again if I could. 
 
    We were still glancing sideways at each other, but instead of a sexy smile her face was now furrowed with concentration and her eyes were shining with pleasure as her second orgasm began to develop. 
 
    'Vicki, are you going to come?' I asked her quietly, the prospect sending a little frisson of excitement down my spine. 
 
    'Yes.' She replied, her voice already thick with excitement. 'Are you?' 
 
    'Not yet.' I shook my head. 'Maybe soon.' 
 
    I was loving what I was doing, but there was no sign yet of my own second climax, although I knew the fact that I was sitting next to another girl, with both of us naked and both of us masturbating, was going to make it happen sooner or later. It still wasn't overtly sexual; I didn't think we fancied each other. It was just plain and simple being naughty. We were doing something we shouldn't, something that would be looked down on if anybody ever knew, and that, more than anything, was what was giving us such a buzz. You know what it's like when you're eighteen; you just can't resist pushing the boundaries. 
 
    I thought I was ready for Vicki's climax this time, I'd already moved my leg away a little to give her room, but this time when she came she lifted her leg and draped it over mine to get it as far open as she could. She looked at me, a timid apology in her gaze as she slapped her pussy into orgasm, making the same sharp gasps as before. Putting her leg over mine had pulled mine further apart, but it didn't matter, I'd stopped what I was doing to watch her shuddering with ecstasy beside me. 
 
    'Yes, I know it's a bit odd doing that.' She gasped when it was over. 'But it works for me.' 
 
    I knew what she meant. I didn't mind, all I knew was the look and sound of her smacking herself had me fascinated. Not that I wanted to do it myself. 
 
    'I don't mind.' I told her, meaning it. 
 
    'Thanks.' She replied. 'But don't stop. Finish yourself.' 
 
    I started stroking myself again, feeling a little self-conscious at first now she had finished, but too turned on to really care. I turned my face towards her, watching her watching me. She was making no attempt to hide her gaze, she simply stared openly at me, her eyes going from my face to my pussy, with her leg still hung over mine. I suppose I should have been put off by this unconcealed interest, but instead I found myself becoming even more excited by it. After a short while when she unhooked her leg and turned half on her side facing me I felt surprisingly pleased. 
 
    'Fliss, you know you're beautiful, don't you?' She said in a half whisper. 
 
    'Thank you, so are you.' 
 
    As a matter of fact I think she is better looking than me, her body is slimmer, her curves firmer, and her hair a more definite shade of rich brown than my mousy colour. But I still appreciated the compliment enough to go red, especially as I wasn't sure if she meant what I looked like or what I was doing. What happened next didn't make it any clearer. 
 
    She stared at me, watching me still playing with both my pussy and my breast until finally she reached out very tentatively and put her hand over my other breast. For a moment or two she just rested it there and looked into my eyes, waiting for my reaction. I wasn't about to stop her, I was far too turned on to object. I just smiled at her as she softly and uncertainly began to squeeze my breast. I think she had been getting up the courage for a while, because as soon as she saw I wasn't about to complain she squeezed it much more firmly and confidently. It felt lovely and so exciting it made my heart beat even faster. I didn't really look on it as a lesbian approach, though I suppose that strictly speaking it was. I just thought that she was helping me to masturbate and I loved it for that. I moaned softly in encouragement and closed my eyes, letting her do as she wished. 
 
    We stayed like that for some minutes, with me sprawled on the sofa with my legs wide apart and two fingers playing with my clit and with both of us massaging my breasts. But then suddenly her hand lifted from my breast. 
 
    My eyes opened in confusion, I had been enjoying her touch and I wondered what had made her want to stop. She looked back at me and smiled knowingly, and then, before I could say anything, her hand clamped around my wrist and lifted my hand away from my pussy. I frowned at her in surprise and displeasure. She smiled back once more and then she placed her own hand firmly over my pussy, replacing mine. 
 
    This time she didn't show any uncertainty or hesitation. It was as if she knew that my reaction would be positive before she started, and she was right of course. I gasped in astonishment but I didn't try to stop her, I didn't even think about doing so. I just opened my legs a little further and submitted to her touch, knowing without asking what she wanted to do. She began to gently rub my button, her fingertips flicking back and forth across it, obviously intending to bring me to a climax herself. I'd never had anyone, anyone at all, let alone another girl, touch me like that and I wasn't at all sure what to make of it or even if I should let it continue. But it felt so good to have Vicki masturbating me that I just sighed and let her. 
 
    Even so, I was still nervous and I found myself wanting to put my hand over hers, maybe to guide her and maybe to stop her if I felt I needed to. But I didn't want to do that, I wanted to let her bring me off, and so I kept my hands well out of the way, playing with my breasts instead. It was the first time I'd been able to play with both my breasts at the same time and so I made the most of it, mauling them, squeezing them, pushing them together and then tugging at my nipples, all the time letting Vicki stroke and rub my clitoris. Before long I felt an orgasm building and I was moaning softly, my hips beginning to gyrate in an attempt to amplify the sensations of Vicki's fingers. 
 
    'You're getting close, aren't you?' She whispered suddenly. 
 
    'Yes.' I nodded quickly, too turned on to say more. 
 
    She moved, taking her fingers from my clit. I was alarmed, thinking that she didn't want me to come, but then I felt her thumb replace her fingers and the fingers themselves feel around my entrance, looking for the way in. 
 
    'Oh yes.' I gasped, feeling her two fingers slide deep into my soaking wet pussy. 
 
    Another first for me. I'd had my boyfriends finger me, usually with one finger and very briefly, but never a girl. It didn't matter though; or rather it did, because she was so much better than any boy. I suppose that is because she knew what a girl likes, and she was doing it. She was thrusting two fingers in and out vigorously but not violently, hooked slightly to rub against the roof of my vagina, where they say a 'g' spot is. And all the time her thumb was pushing against my clitoris. It was guaranteed to get me off, and it was doing just that. I turned myself a little towards her, hooked an arm about her and rested my head on her shoulder in total surrender. 
 
    'You're making me come.' I gasped into her ear. 
 
    'That's the idea.' I could hear both delight and triumph in her voice. 
 
    This time I tried to muffle my orgasm with my face in her neck, pulling her towards me with my arm around her shoulders, but it still sounded horribly loud to me. It seemed to me that I just came and came and came, every time her fingers plunged into me another wave of sensations followed and every time her thumb moved across my clit I called out with pleasure until eventually it all died away and I was left panting for breath with Vicki's fingers still buried inside me. For a little while we didn't move, other than me shuddering and gasping each time her fingers twitched or moved inside of me, both of us just enjoying the moment, but finally she pulled away and sat beside me looking pleased with herself. 
 
    'Oh my god, Vicki.' I whispered breathlessly. 'I've never felt anything like that.' 
 
    'You didn't mind, did you?' She asked with sudden concern. 
 
    'No way.' I told her. 'It was out of this world.' 
 
    'I just wanted to know what it was like.' 
 
    'What?' I asked, confused by her question. I was the one who had been on the receiving end. 
 
    'I wondered what it would be like to touch a girl.' She answered, making more sense. 'I've wondered for ages.' 
 
    We lapsed into silence for a minute or so as we both digested what she had said. Then she asked. 'Can I look at you?' 
 
    'If you want.' I answered, perhaps not fully appreciating her meaning. 
 
    She untangled herself from my arm and slid from the sofa to kneel in front of me. I sat straight on the sofa again and let my legs drift open, beginning to understand what she wanted. She smiled up at me and then, placing a hand on each knee, she pushed my legs wide so that she could see everything. I should have felt so embarrassed, but for some strange reason having Vicki staring directly at my pussy felt absolutely the right thing. My inhibitions from earlier had completely vanished. 
 
    I let her gaze at me for what seemed an age, but just as I was beginning to feel puzzled by her silent stare she slid her hands along my thighs and used her thumbs to push my labia apart. Then she stopped, kneeling in front of me and staring at my pussy again until, very abruptly, she leaned forward and planted a sudden quick kiss on my clit before pulling back again. I gasped with surprise. That was the last thing I expected. I didn't mind, in fact it was amazingly nice, but she caught me completely off guard. I suppose instinct should have made me slam my knees together, but I didn't. I don't know why, I just didn't. 
 
    'Good?' She asked, grinning cheekily. 
 
    I nodded, unable to form words. 
 
    Vicki took that as permission and leaned forward again, and this time it wasn't a quick kiss. This time it was full on oral sex. I couldn't refuse it either, I had a girl going down on me, and I didn't care. This time I definitely did not want to slam my knees together. 
 
    She was still pressing my pussy open when her mouth landed neatly in the middle, right in the centre of my still very sensitive slit. I felt her tongue begin lapping at me, licking between my inner and outer labia, up one side and down the other before going right up the centre, making me gasp and judder with pleasure. I had never felt anything as good, I just sprawled on the sofa and moaned, one hand back to tugging at my nipple and the other clamped over Vicki's head to stop her from moving away. I knew, I just knew, that if she carried on I could come again for an unprecedented third time. Even on my own I'd never managed more than two. 
 
    At first she was simply licking me, I think mainly because she too was new to what she was doing, but then as she began to know what she was about and as she grew in confidence that I wanted it done, she began to use the flat of her tongue, nodding slowly to press it along the whole length of my slit, dipping fleetingly into my hole at the lower end before flicking my clit with the tip at the top. I gasped each time, a quick gasp of surprised ecstasy as each time felt better than the one before. 
 
    Soon she began to probe my entrance, pushing her tongue as far into my vagina as she could, licking around it and thrusting it in and out like a tiny cock before she dragged it up the length of my pussy until she reached my clitoris. Once there she licked me yet again and then flicked the tip of my clit with the tip of her tongue before closing her lips over it and sucking it into her mouth. For a few moments she just sucked at it, but then, as if that were not nice enough, she began to bite my clit with lip covered teeth, gripping it tightly between them and tugging at it each time until it pulled itself free and recoiled back, sending the most wonderful sensations zipping through me. That, more than anything, made it certain that I would have my third orgasm. I still had my hand on the back of Vicki's head and as I got closer and closer to coming I had to force myself not to push her face into my pussy and stop her tugging at my clit. In the end I took my hand away to join the other, and squeezed my own nipples, and squeezed them hard. 
 
    This final orgasm was the most powerful of the three and had me gasping out loud with each wave of pleasure that flooded through me. My body shook and shuddered all the time, making it hard for Vicki to maintain her contact. But she did, bless her, and I enjoyed the best climax I've ever had. She pulled and licked at my clit, keeping it up until in the end I just sagged into the seat and pulled myself free as the sensations finally began to die away. God, it was so good. 
 
    'My god, Vicki.' I gasped eventually, not needing or even able to say more. 
 
    She scrambled to her feet and came to sit beside me, hooking an arm around my shoulders and hugging me to her. 
 
    'I think that was worth it, don't you?' She asked. 
 
    I nodded quickly in agreement, but as we sat there silently recovering from it all my mind was working overtime. Something didn't quite ring right. 
 
    'Are you going to send Todd that video now?' I asked her after a while. 
 
    'Yes, a bit later, when I've got time.' 
 
    'You're not, are you?' I looked her straight in the face. 'You don't intend to send it, do you?' 
 
    'No.' She admitted finally. 
 
    We sat silently for another while before she added. 'He did ask me for a nude photo, but there's no way on God's earth I was going to let him have one. It would be all over the internet in next to no time. I just wanted us to get together, and that seemed like a good excuse. And anyway, I enjoy showing off, so even if it hadn't worked out it would still have been worth it.' 
 
    I sat quietly digesting what she had told me. 
 
    'Are you mad at me? She asked. 
 
    I'd just climaxed more and harder than ever in my life, how could I be angry? But I was a bit sore at getting seduced that way. 
 
    'No I'm not mad.' I smiled at her. 'But I suppose you'd like me to do it to you now?' 
 
    'It would be nice.' She told me, shifting optimistically in her seat. 'Do you want to?' 
 
    'Yes.' I told her truthfully, watching her as she opened her legs ready. 'But it won't be today.' 
 
    I reached for my clothing. 
 
    'I'm off home, and you can go without while you think about how you tricked me. That's your penance. But the next time we meet, well that'll be a different story.' I grinned lasciviously at her. 
 
    I got dressed and went to the door before I looked over my shoulder at her still sitting naked on the sofa. 'Do you taste nice?' I asked. 
 
    'I don't know.' She answered, surprised at my question. 
 
    'Well, I'm going to have to find out next time.' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 34 
 
    I threw the last forkful of wood-shavings and old straw onto the bonfire and flicked a droplet of sweat from my eyebrow before turning to my long time friend. 
 
    "Thea. Whatever gave you the notion that a day in the middle of August when there isn't a cloud in the sky would be a good time to clean out your old chicken shed?" 
 
    Thea (Dorothea to her mother) smiled ruefully and leaned her rake on the shed door. "It seemed like a good idea at the time?" 
 
    "Sitting on the lawn with a nice cool white wine and lemonade seems a better one." 
 
    "But not half as satisfying. I've been meaning to do it ever since we moved in. Now Barry can start turning it into a studio." 
 
    "So, for the sake of your amateur daubs, I've had to get dried chicken shit in my hair, get covered in muck and dust, and ruin a perfectly good top?" 
 
    "Lucy, in answer to your list of complaints, I'll wash your tee-shirt myself and lend you one of mine for tonight, and the shower works just fine so you can decontaminate yourself as soon as we put the tools away. Now quit whinging!" 
 
    Thea and I are not the same size, she is shorter and proportionately just a little slimmer. But where we really differ is in the chest department. I'm blessed with full breasts - too heavy in my mind although Phil likes them - and Thea is almost flat-chested. It's been a standing joke between us that I got her share as well as my own, so how I would fit into one of her tops was a mystery. But we'd worry about that when the time came. 
 
    "And to top it off I expect you'll want a hand preparing dinner?" 
 
    "No, that was all prepared this morning. It just wants cooking." 
 
    "Which slave did you get to help you with that?" 
 
    Thea took a playful swipe at my backside and set off for the house. 
 
    "Come on, let's get cleaned up. We've no dinner to cook so we'll still get time for that wine if we don't stand here gabbing." 
 
    Stripping in front of Thea is no problem, we'd met at college some ten or twelve years ago and over the years we'd seen each other naked many times. 
 
    "How about you soap my back and I'll do yours, so long as you don't mind?" 
 
    It sounded fine to me; I didn't mind someone touching my back, though my front might be another matter. Thea adjusted the shower and we stood together under the warm cascade, smiling quietly at each other as the water flushed away the loose dirt from our bodies. 
 
    "That feels better." She said, squeezing shower gel into her hand before passing it to me. 
 
    As I filled my own palm with gel I watched Thea begin to soap herself up, noticing that her little breasts were so firm that they didn't seem to move at all even when she lifted her arms to soap her armpits. If only I could keep my over generous bosom but have it as firm as that. Then I noticed that she was watching me looking at her. 
 
    "It's alright for you." She told me. "At least you've got a good figure. I have to keep walking when I'm in a timber-yard, because if I stood still they'd sell me as a board." 
 
    "Sorry Thea, I was staring, wasn't I?" 
 
    "No problem. At least you don't look and laugh like most women would." 
 
    "Hey." I told her, trying to sound open-minded. "If men or women were all made to the same plan, wouldn't life be boring?" 
 
    She smiled cheerfully and ran soapy hands over her breasts, watching me do the same to mine. There isn't a lot of room in Thea's shower and it was strange but pleasantly intimate to be showering in such close proximity to another woman. We found ourselves looking directly into each other's eyes as we worked our way down and half smiling in conspiratorial pleasure. 
 
    "This is a nice way to finish off a hard days work." She remarked suddenly as she lathered her stomach, suds running into her bush. 
 
    I just smiled silently and nodded, relaxing under the warm water and my own soapy massage. But then she reached down between her legs to wash her pussy and I noticed her eyes close just for a moment in pleasure at her own touch, and I realised she was feeling randy. 
 
    "Hot weather having an effect is it?" I asked her, smiling innocently. 
 
    She looked at me curiously, then blushed as she realised what I meant. 
 
    "Always does, doesn't it get to you sometimes?" 
 
    "Regularly." I told her, abruptly feeling that today no exception. "Though I've no idea why. Maybe it's because we all wear fewer clothes." 
 
    "Maybe. Whatever it is perhaps the menfolk will oblige us when they finally get home?" Our respective husbands were out fishing for the day and not expected back until evening. 
 
    "What! Both together?" I deliberately misconstrued her remark and feigned bewildered surprise. 
 
    "Don't worry, you're safe. I can't see those two going for same room sex even if we would." She answered as if she'd taken me seriously and now I was genuinely bewildered. 
 
    "You never know your luck." I told her, still teasing. 
 
    "One day." She sighed, and I looked at her in amazement, understanding suddenly that she really was serious. I wondered briefly what had started that off for her, but then pushed the thought to one side before we talked ourselves into trouble, but it had sort of set the tone for the day. 
 
    We let it go at that, standing facing each other and stooping slightly with our hands between our legs supposedly washing ourselves but taking far too long over that one little bit. 
 
    "There isn't room in here for us both to bend down, so how about we do each other's legs as well as our backs?" Thea asked eventually, breathing just that little bit heavier. 
 
    "Yes, fine." I could see what she meant; we'd probably bang our heads together if we both tried to reach our legs. 
 
    Thea squeezed more shower gel into her palms and then half crouched, half squatted in front of me, looking strangely defenceless with the shower water cascading over her head and shoulders. She soaped up my calves, then my knees and worked her way up my thighs, just once brushing the side of her hand against my pubic hair as she reached the top of my leg. It was only a very brief touch, but I was incredibly conscious of it. She gave no sign of noticing and I didn't say anything, but afterwards it was as if I could still feel that tantalizing touch. 
 
    "Turn around." 
 
    I did as I was asked, presenting my back to her and folding my arms away on top of my head. She began at my feet and worked her way up to the back of my thighs, stopping at the top of my legs to begin again at my shoulders. It is a lovely sensuous feeling to have someone's soapy hands massaging your back and I was feeling really warm and relaxed by the time she reached the base of my spine, so much so that it didn't even occur to me how intimate it was to have someone rubbing soap all over my naked bottom. I just enjoyed the sensation, only really becoming aware when her fingers delved between my cheeks into my crack, and then only to notice how nice it felt. 
 
    Thea unhooked the shower head and rinsed me off, making me feel good as she looked me over at the same time. The water felt so relaxing, sluicing over my skin and directed by someone else's hand for a change and I didn't care that she was looking at me. It was nice to be so uninhibited with somebody, normally I only feel that free with my partner and I'd never felt so easy in the presence of another woman. 
 
    "My turn." She announced, handing me the shower gel. 
 
    It wasn't until I squatted in front of her and noticed her pussy was literally inches from my face that I became aware that just like Thea I was more than slightly turned on, although whether that was from the mention of exhibitionistic sex, or from our showering together, or just the hot weather, I wasn't sure. However, as she planted her feet a little way apart for me to begin, I did notice, somewhat irrelevantly, that she had neat inner lips, like tiny little wings around her clitoris, and I surprised myself by wondering what they would be like to touch. 
 
    Thea has lovely long slim legs tapering to very trim ankles, and the feel of them under my hands was marvellous. There was no superfluous flesh on her at all, but she wasn't over muscular either, just nice and firm and toned. I took my time running my hands up and down, taking pleasure in my task, especially when it came to her gorgeous thighs. 
 
    I did each thigh separately, running a palm up both the inside and outside at the same time so that I could do it a little firmer without pushing at her, and just like Thea, I continued up until the side of my hand just touched her pubic hair. Unlike Thea I did it on each leg and more than once, getting a surreptitious buzz from being as bold as I dare. Even so, I wasn't trying to touch her any sexual sense, it was just pushing at the conventional boundaries of a bit. 
 
    "Okay, now you turn around." 
 
    Thea took up a very different position to the one I'd adopted, standing almost like a suspect waiting to be frisked, leaning on her hands placed against the wall with her legs a couple of feet apart. I must have looked puzzled, because she grinned at my expression. 
 
    "If I stand upright, you'll push me over." She joked. 
 
    "Ha - bloody - ha!" I told her, grinning myself in acknowledgement of my comparative stature. 
 
    Now I washed the backs of her legs much as I had the front, encircling each one in wet soapy hands and watching my fingers slide over her skin. I'd done most of her legs from the front, and so it took only a minute or so before I reached the tops of her legs and began to work on her bottom, only to realise that I would be able to do it better standing up. 
 
    I left her bottom for the moment and went to work soaping her back, beginning by lathering her from shoulders to waist in long sweeping movements, feeling her beautifully smooth wet skin slide under my hands. She felt soft and silky, completely unlike the hirsute hide that Phil boasted. It made a very pleasant change to wash a feminine back. 
 
    Her back done, I squeezed more gel into my palms and started once again on her bottom, standing almost directly behind her and placing one hand on each of her cheeks. That didn't work too well, so I moved to one side, holding her hip with one hand to steady myself and massaged her behind with the other. That worked fine, and felt nice too, because her bottom was firm and smooth, the flesh moving under my touch but without any sign of flabbiness. 
 
    It felt so nice that I spent more time there than was strictly necessary and only moved on when I got worried that Thea might notice and get the wrong idea. Still holding on to her hip I let my hand slide sideways into her crack, slipping easily between her cheeks on the coating of suds that had fund their way there. That felt nice and I felt Thea adjust her stance to give me more room, so she obviously didn't mind either. My hand automatically turned over so that my fingers could explore her properly and I suddenly found myself with the tip of my forefinger sliding back and forth over her anus as I rubbed her. 
 
    It was one of those excruciatingly embarrassing moments during which you panic, try to rectify a mistake and only succeed in making matters worse. I jumped in alarm, and my hand, which was moving forward at the time, slid onward, thrusting my two longest fingers straight into Thea's vagina. She let out a gasp of surprise and I yanked my hand away yelping as if I'd been stung. 
 
    "Oh Thea, I'm so sorry, I didn't intend to do that." I babbled. "So sorry, Thea, it was accidental, I don't know how that happened." 
 
    "It's alright." She said, turning round to face me and breaking into a huge grin at my crimson face. "It doesn't matter." 
 
    "But what must you think? Please don't think I did it on purpose. I'm truly sorry." 
 
    "I've said, it doesn't matter. I didn't mind." 
 
    I still babbled apologies. 
 
    "Thea. Please forgive me. I wasn't trying to take advantage, honestly, I'm so, so sorry." 
 
    "For God's sake, Lucy, don't worry about it, I'm not. If I hadn't been feeling randy it wouldn't have been so easy, so blame me." 
 
    "But Thea, I know I shouldn't have done that. I'm really sorry and it was an accident." 
 
    Thea was smiling at my embarrassment by this time. "I know you didn't do it on purpose, and I'm not bothered about it. Now for crying out loud forget it and rinse me off." 
 
    Still feeling foolish I took the shower head, adjusted the water and sluiced the suds from her body, starting at the top and working my way down. I must admit that when I got to her middle I felt a bit hesitant about directing the flow onto her pussy, but she didn't seem worried and in fact had parted her legs ready. I just washed her down and said nothing; the humiliation of accidentally touching her was still at the forefront of my mind. When I'd done and she was clean of soap I turned to turn off the shower, but she stopped me, taking the shower and readjusting the water. 
 
    "Just a minute Lucy, you've got some soap in your bush." 
 
    I looked down, but couldn't see any soap. 
 
    "Open your legs a bit; it's just around your pussy lips." 
 
    I did as I was told quite innocently, believing all that she said until she turned the shower onto my pussy and I immediately jumped back to be trapped by the shower wall. It was lovely and warm, but she'd turned the pressure up so that it was like little needles playing over my labia and clitoris. It felt fantastic. 
 
    "Now I get my own back." She giggled. "Now stand still and let me do it, `cos if you try and stop me I'll tell the men what you did." 
 
    She was joking - I think - or at least she wasn't meaning it nastily, but I was already embarrassed and I didn't like the thought of Barry or Phil knowing I'd fingered Thea, no matter how accidental it had been. I stood still, opening my legs a bit further, glad in a way, I suppose, of the excuse to let her continue. 
 
    Now, I don't know if you've ever done that, played a power shower over yourself, but take my word for it, the sensations are exquisite. It is so nice, so stimulating, that it verges on being painful. Several times as she did it I had to stop my hands from covering myself up and getting a little relief from that wonderful feeling. Before long I could feel myself climbing towards an orgasm. 
 
    "For Gods sake Thea, stop it. I can't stand it; it's so fucking good it hurts." 
 
    She laughed and concentrated the water onto my clit and the entrance to my vagina. I was squirming with the intense sensation of it and at times it was so strong that I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out at the exquisite torment. A few seconds later my orgasm overwhelmed me and I leaned against the wall as wave after wave of pure ecstasy surged through me. 
 
    "You bastard." I told her through the rolling power of my climax, making her giggle once more. 
 
    "Well, now you know. Touch me again and I'll make you cum again. It's only fair isn't it?" 
 
    My orgasm began to decline and I shook my head, smiling inside at her revenge. "You're still a bastard, but a nice bastard." I gasped. 
 
    Thea turned off the water, still laughing at the sight of me leaning on the wall, head hanging, fighting for breath, legs trembling and chest heaving, my body still quivering from the last pulses of orgasm. 
 
    "You bastard." I told her again, unable to prevent a wry grin from tugging at my mouth. "You complete bastard." 
 
    "Seemed fair to me." She told me, grabbing for a towel and trying to look innocent. "You touch me and I touch you." 
 
    "But I did apologise." I protested. "And it really was an accident." 
 
    "I know it was, but you got so flustered and embarrassed that I couldn't resist teasing you." 
 
    "That's why you're a bastard." 
 
    She was busy coiling a second towel around her head, while I was still naked and leaning against the back wall of the shower stall, water still running off me. 
 
    "I must admit though." She had that mischievous twinkle in her eye again. "I didn't expect you to cum that easily. Feeling randy are we?" 
 
    I was beginning to get my breath back now, so I squeezed the water from my hair and stepped out of the shower to wag a mocking finger in her face. 
 
    "You can talk." I told her. "You must have been fucking horny for my fingers to have slid in that easily." 
 
    "I've already admitted that I was, and for that matter I still am." She giggled again. "But I didn't expect you to try and help me out. Why didn't you tell me you'd turned gay?" 
 
    We're both straight, so it's a good job I know her warped sense of humour. 
 
    It didn't take us long to dry off and very soon we were both relaxing in a couple of Thea's big armchairs and sipping on the wine that we'd been promising ourselves. She had found me a top that I could get into, a loose baggy green affair that made me look like my granny, but at least it fitted. 
 
    "Do you know?" She remarked suddenly. "You're the first woman I've ever seen having an orgasm, apart from myself that is." 
 
    "Shut up Thea. You're embarrassing me." She was the first woman ever to see me cum, and I felt very red faced about it. 
 
    "No, you shouldn't be embarrassed." She assured me. "It looked pretty damn good to me." 
 
    "How else should I feel? I touched you where I shouldn't and then orgasmed in front of you." 
 
    "What would you have done if I'd have returned the favour instead of just turning the spray on you?" She asked me abruptly. 
 
    "You mean, if you'd have touched me?" Her question had caught me unawares. 
 
    "Yes. If I'd done to you what you did to me?" Although the words sounded reproachful, there was a strange mixture of lust and curiosity in her tone of voice. 
 
    "You mean, on purpose?" 
 
    It was a silly question, but I didn't really quite know how to handle this conversation. I could see that Thea was very turned on, and that was generating a strange and unexpected excitement in me, so much so that I was beginning to lubricate again. 
 
    "Yes. Would you have stopped me?" 
 
    I could see now where this might lead us, but I was curious enough to let things go on a bit longer. 
 
    "I don't know." I thought about it for a moment. "Possibly not." 
 
    "Only possibly?" 
 
    "Well, alright, probably not." The way I felt right then that was closer to the real truth. 
 
    "How would you feel if we'd touched each other?" 
 
    This was getting a bit heavy for me, but the trouble was I was feeling as randy as hell and this sort of talk was only making me hotter. I tried to stop it escalating any further. 
 
    "But we didn't." 
 
    "Shame." Said Thea quietly. 
 
    "Yes, shame." I echoed before I'd realised what I'd said. 
 
    We sat gazing at each other, stunned into silence by our own admissions, knowing that we couldn't leave it there but not daring to take things any further. It was Thea who eventually broke out of the embarrassing cul-de-sac that we'd talked ourselves into. 
 
    "Stand up and kiss me." She demanded softly. It was as if she'd come to a sudden decision. 
 
    Now I looked confused. "What?" 
 
    "Kiss me, and let's see how we feel then. Because if we don't do something we're going to wonder about this forever." 
 
    She was right of course. 
 
    I stood up and went towards her, and she stood to greet me. It's a romantic novel cliché‚ to say we melted into each others arms, but we did. It was as if our bodies wanted to meet, each wanting to accommodate the other so that we fitted together perfectly in a tight embrace. 
 
    Even so, the kiss was a bit tentative at first from both sides, our lips just softly brushing together. But then we gained in confidence, knowing that there was no real reluctance from either one, and we came together fully, lips and tongues meeting passionately. We clung together like that for several minutes, exploring each other's mouths and luxuriating in the feel of two bodies pressed close. The fact that nothing, except a kiss or two, was going to happen, made all my inbuilt misgiving about being in the arms of a woman disappear. This was just a try out, I told myself. 
 
    "Wow!" Thea exclaimed when we finally retreated to arms length. "That was definitely worth waiting for." 
 
    "What?" I asked her, stunned again by her remark. "What was worth waiting for?" 
 
    "That kiss was." She told me. 
 
    I stood shocked into silence, wanting an explanation but not daring to ask. 
 
    "I've wanted to kiss a woman for years, just to see what it was like." She went on without prompting. "And I always hoped it might be you." 
 
    I must admit I was very surprised at that, because she had never showed the slightest interest in me sexually, but in a strange way I was quite pleased. And, when I put her gender from my mind, I'd enjoyed it too. 
 
    "In fact." Thea added slowly. "I've never told you, but I have wondered once or twice what it would be like to go to bed with you." 
 
    I was very aware that it couldn't have been easy for Thea to say what she just had. It meant we'd taken a step that couldn't be reversed, and I didn't want her to suddenly pull away in embarrassment and for that to damage our friendship. She needed to be reassured that her hidden desires wouldn't harm our bond. In any case, I was finding it surprisingly pleasurable to be fancied by my best friend. 
 
    "Then we'd better kiss again." I told her. "Just to prove to you that I can enjoy kissing a woman too." I moved forward and our mouths merged together again. 
 
    All the time we were kissing our hands were caressing each others backs, but I suddenly became aware that one of Thea's hands had worked its way under my top and was stroking my bare skin. Not only that, but it was resting on the side of my body and getting dangerously close to my breasts. The realization brought me up with a jolt, and just for a moment I stopped kissing her and drew back. But then I smiled and kissed her again, no longer caring what she was up to. 
 
    Thea took this as tacit permission to continue, which I suppose it was, and openly pulled my top up above my bra, and I felt both of her lovely cool soft hands roaming around the skin of my back and belly. I moaned a little, I couldn't help it, it felt so nice. 
 
    Moments later she had unhooked my bra and pushed it out of the way, her hands cupping and moulding my naked breasts. We stopped kissing and stood slightly away from each other to give room, with my hands on her shoulders and hers on my breasts. She looked at me and smiled, cocking her head slightly to one side in an unspoken question. I closed my eyes for a moment to soak in the sensations of her fingers playing with my nipples and smiled back, and when I opened them again she was gazing very tenderly at me. I melted at that moment and then I knew that I actively wanted her to make love to me. 
 
    Now my hands slid from her shoulders and began unbuttoning the front of her blouse, tugging it out from her skirt so that I could pull it away from her breasts. She was wearing a tiny quarter cup white bra that only just covered her nipples and, as I pushed her blouse from her shoulders, Thea reached back and unclipped it, allowing it to fall to the floor with her blouse and leaving her naked to the waist. Moments later my top and bra had joined Thea's things on the floor and we stood gazing at each other. 
 
    Thea's small breasts are tipped with little pink nipples and pale aureole. They're very different to mine. Mine verge on being `heavy' and have quite large dark nipples. I wondered momentarily if she liked her nipples pulling, but I dismissed the thought and wondered instead if I'd enjoy kissing them. 
 
    I think, maybe, given a little longer, I might have persuaded myself to try, but Thea's arms went around me again and we went back into a clinch. Holding Thea was lovely, but so very different from embracing a man. For one thing I was immediately conscious of soft breasts with hard little nipples pressed against my own breasts, and she was so much smaller, softer and smoother than any man. The contrast was rather nice; for all that I'm basically straight. 
 
    Thea's hands were still wandering up and down my back, and mine were doing the same to her, both really just luxuriating in the feel of smooth soft skin. But then Thea ran her hands down onto my bottom to cup my cheeks and pull our bodies tight together, something comparatively easy for her to do being so much shorter than me. I didn't mind her touch, after all her hands were on the outside of my slacks and, in any case, the sensation of her hands on my bottom was very pleasant. Once again we began to kiss deeply and any misgivings I might have gathered vanished as her tongue entered my mouth. 
 
    My hands were still holding resting on her bare back, but Thea's now began to wander once more, with one returning to caress my back while the other roamed around my bottom touching first one cheek and then the other. I murmured my pleasure into her mouth, especially when it pushed lightly between them. 
 
    I didn't notice at the time, but I was letting myself be seduced. With her hard little nipples brushing mine, her soft breasts cushioned against me and her hands roving around my body, I'll readily admit that I was getting very turned on and I never noticed that everything we did took us closer to `that' moment. 
 
    Eventually she shifted her weight to put a little space between us and brought her hand from my back to gently squeeze my breast and even then I just let her continue. It wasn't until her other hand wandered from my bottom around to my front and started to cup my pussy through my slacks that I realised what was going to happen. It was time to take the bull by the horns and let my newly discovered wish come true. 
 
    "Take me upstairs." I whispered to her. 
 
    She didn't answer. Instead she took my hand and led me to her bedroom, almost pulling me up the stairs in her eagerness to get us there. We were just about to take that final step and I think she was scared that one or the other of us might chicken out. She needn't have worried about me; now that the decision was made I was as eager as she was. 
 
    "Shall we undress?" She asked, even though we were already halfway there. 
 
    I nodded a silent answer, suddenly feeling the weight of what we were about to do. Life and our friendship could never be the same, and I was abruptly aware also that I was about to cheat on my husband with my best friend. Mentally I hesitated and almost ran, but physically I wanted this far too much to back out now. 
 
    I undid my slacks with trembling fingers, my heart beating like a trip hammer and my breath coming in short little gasps. I was feeling horny, scared, excited, worried, and happy all at once. I pushed my slacks down and sat on the bed to pull them over my feet, looking up to watch Thea undress as I did so. She showed none of my nerves, slipping out of her skirt and looking at me with that same tender smile she had melted me with before. 
 
    It helped, but it didn't take away all my anxiety. After all, when we started I had expected it was just going to be a simple kiss at most, but now I knew we were going the whole way. 
 
    We were both now dressed only in our knickers, which in Thea's case were the briefest of white bikini briefs and looked stunning on her petite frame. She did look beautiful, with her long slender legs and little perky breasts she was everything a man might desire, but I'm not a man and I was still finding what I was about to do hard to handle. 
 
    "Come here, sweetheart." 
 
    She held out her hands to me, and I obediently rose from the bed and went into her arms. She had taken charge and I'm glad she did, it relieved me of an awful lot of responsibility 
 
    The kiss was a gentle meeting of mouths. Yes, our lips parted and her tongue entered my mouth, but it was so tender, so understanding and so warm that a lot of my fears disappeared and some of the excitement and pleasure of downstairs returned. The second kiss was much more passionate and came equally from both of us. She hugged me for a few more moments then held me at arms length. 
 
    "You can stop shivering now; everything will be ok, just wait and see." She smiled that smile again. 
 
    "Ready?" She asked me with her thumbs tucked under the waistband of her briefs. 
 
    "Yes, I'm ready." 
 
    We both slid our knickers off together, tossing them to one side and gazing at each other's bodies. 
 
    Once more taking the lead, she reached out to me again and drew me to her, enfolding me in her arms and just holding me close. Fear and pleasure were mixed for me, I wanted it, but I feared it. So there we stayed, body against body, skin on skin, until I had adjusted to my feelings and tilted my head to kiss her of my own accord. This kiss had definite sexual overtones from both of us, our tongues explored each others mouths, each fencing with the other, darting in and retreating, licking and tasting, drawing little pleasure noises from both of us. 
 
    That first entirely passionate, meaningful kiss lasted until we both ran out of breath, and during that kiss we held each other as tight together as we could, our nipples hard against each others breasts, our bellies and legs touching, pleasantly conscious of our nakedness. 
 
    When we broke for breath we relaxed a little and instead of our hands just clutching us together, we let them begin to roam, caressing each other's body and taking pleasure once more from the feel of soft smooth feminine skin. The uncertainty was gone, there was no danger now of either of us backing out. We had led each other down a road of our own choice and now we were going to enjoy reaching our destination. 
 
    We kissed again, but more softly, more gently and far, far more intensely. Even though I was still a bag of nerves I could feel my arousal deepen, my nipples began to harden and my pussy came alive once more. It was my turn to take command for the moment and I manoeuvred us around until the back of my knees came up against the bottom of the bed, and then I simply fell backwards, landing on the bed and pulling Thea down with me. 
 
    "That's one way of telling me." She giggled, as we shuffled ourselves further onto the bed and sorted ourselves to lie side by side with Thea on my right. 
 
    "I like to make things clear." I replied, smiling back. But it was only bravado that had propelled my action. 
 
    We came together again, knowing that we were confirming that we were to become lovers by the act of kissing naked on a bed. Then we paused and rested on our sides, one bent arm supporting our heads while we looked at each other silently. Thea's free hand came out and stroked my cheek, trailing her fingertips over my lips and down onto my neck. Again she did it, but this time her journey included my neck and up to my ear. The sensation of her soft hand on my face sent tingles through me and brought goose bumps to my skin. I was torn between the genuine excitement I felt at her touch and the screaming in my head that kept reminding me that Thea was a woman. 
 
    "I'm petrified, Thea." I confided to her. "Make it work for me." 
 
    How I expected her to make it work I don't know. We were both first time lesbians, if there is such a phrase, but I think I looked to her because she had at least fantasized of being with me. 
 
    "I will." She looked at me with genuine fondness, as if instinctively reading my mind. "Just relax. You don't even have to touch me if you'd rather not." 
 
    With that she pushed me gently but firmly onto my back, leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips, her tongue staying firmly in her mouth. She is the sort of friend every woman should have. 
 
    She raised herself onto one elbow, looking down at me, her free hand once again stroking my neck. I lay looking back into her eyes with one hand resting on my thigh and the other resting lightly behind her back, softly stroking the area between her shoulder blades. Then, still holding my gaze as a sort of reassurance, she allowed her hand to drift gradually down until it rested on my breast. 
 
    Even though I saw it coming, as soon as her hand touched my breast I couldn't repress a quick shudder and my hand instinctively stopped moving across her back. Seeing my reaction Thea immediately moved her hand away, resting it on my shoulder. 
 
    "No Thea, don't stop, I want you to touch me, really." 
 
    Most of me did want to feel her touch, but there was just this hard core of reluctance in my brain. Thea seemed uncertain if she should continue, not wanting to offend or repel me, so I raised my other hand from where it still rested on my leg and used it to put her hand back on my breast, pressing her firmly onto my flesh. 
 
    "Can you feel my nipple, Thea?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "If you can feel how hard it is you know I do want it to happen, because it wouldn't be so hard if I didn't. It's just new to me, that's all." I'm not sure which of us I was trying to convince. 
 
    She smiled, her hand resting gently on my breast, her face telling me of her need but saying she was still not sure of my consent. 
 
    "It's new to me too, sweetheart." She reminded me. 
 
    I wriggled a little to get myself absolutely flat on my back, placed my hands on the bed away from my body, and opened my legs a little in an unmistakable signal that I was surrendering to her attentions. 
 
    "Play with me, Thea. Just do nice things to me." 
 
    She leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips, then straightened up and watched my face closely as her hand began to move across my breasts, stroking and caressing. She moved it in a kind of figure of eight, circling each breast before skating over the top and catching the nipple with her finger as she passed. It was very erotic and quite stimulating, and my nipples became hard little bullets from their treatment. 
 
    Thea kept up that up with just variations of pressure, speed and scope, sometimes slowly and very, very softly creeping over the mounds of my breasts, sometimes moving in wide sweeping caresses around most of my upper body and then sometimes, just sometimes, pausing at my nipples to give them a little pull or tweak. 
 
    Ten minutes of that and I was beginning to truly feel very hot and horny, my anxieties and reservations about being with a woman were rapidly receding and I was getting to be as relaxed as I had been earlier when we had first kissed. My sudden receptiveness must have got through to Thea, probably through the little noises I'd begun making, because instead of peering anxiously at my face, she was now gazing down at my body, watching her fingers trace patterns over my breasts and seeing my nipples grow as her thumb and forefinger did their work. 
 
    After a while her hand stopped moving and settled on my left breast, and rested her arm lightly across me. She concentrated on that one breast, moulding it, kneading it stroking it, flicking and plucking my nipple, bringing little grunts and whimpers from me as my arousal grew. The sensations were electric, at times her touch was so soft I could scarcely feel her fingertips skating over my breast, then she would dig in and squeeze almost painfully, before perhaps pinching my nipple between finger and thumb. Then, I guess when she judged that it was time to move to the next level, she bent and took my other nipple into her mouth, suckling on it, licking it, nibbling it between her lips and even nipping at it with her teeth. 
 
    Thea was an instinctively expert lover, of that there could be no doubt, and she brought all her skills to bear on me. Now she had me willing her on, wanting her to do more intimate things to me, wanting to do intimate things to her, wanting, and expecting, us both to orgasm at least once. I could no longer lie still, I had to squirm with pleasure under her attentions, to wrap one arm around her and hold her close while using the other to clamp her hand to my breast. I heard myself moaning, felt my legs open of their own accord in sweet anticipation, and felt the cool air that signalled the wetness of my pussy. I was on my way to heaven. 
 
    Eventually, when she knew I was just beginning to climb that long orgasmic slope, she transferred her mouth to my other breast, leaving her hand free now to slide slowly down my body until it cupped my mons. I felt it settle there, just above my pussy and I let out a long sigh of happiness and anticipation. She heard my sigh and smiled, mischievously lifting her face from my breast and wriggling back up to kiss my mouth once more. I hoped this wasn't a sign of her backing off, much as I liked her kisses I wanted everything else she could give me. 
 
    I wasn't disappointed; as soon as her tongue began to probe between my lips once again her hand crept over my pubes and dived between my legs, her fingers coming to rest against my waiting pussy. This time my sigh wasn't of anticipation, but of pure pleasure, for she immediately began burrowing into my cleft. Feeling Thea's tongue moving in my mouth while her fingers were exploring my slit was just an amazing new experience. The little signs of an approaching orgasm that had appeared when she nibbled at my nipples came on in full force, making my pussy open to Thea's probing fingers and my clit stand proud and erect like a miniature cock. 
 
    "You really are wet and wanting, aren't you?" It was a rhetorical question and I didn't answer. 
 
    She was running her two of her fingertips up and down my cleft, dividing them to trace my labia on the way down, but combining them on the way up, hooking them slightly into my vagina and then catching and rubbing my clit as they passed. It was fantastic, the momentary frustration of the near penetration followed by a surge of sensation at my clit were rapidly bringing me closer to cumming. I wrapped my arms tightly around Thea and held her to me, gasping and pushing my tongue deep into her mouth. Then she changed tactic, and instead of moving up and down the length of my pussy she concentrated on my clit, hooking two fingers a little then making quick little scratching movements over the tip of my clit with them, one after the other in rapid succession. I felt my orgasm explode inside me and I clung onto her as it threatened to overwhelm me. 
 
    All the time my body was convulsing under the waves of intense pleasure that rolled over me, my head kept reminding me that this was lesbian sex, it was a woman doing this to me, it was a woman whose mouth was on mine, and that I shouldn't be enjoying it so much. Then I remembered that she had wanted me and kept that urge to herself in order to preserve our friendship. That was how much she had valued our friendship. Somehow that made everything so worthwhile and made my orgasm so much more powerful. I was glad I was with a woman, and glad that the woman was Thea. 
 
    By the time my orgasm was over I was lying with my chest heaving and my heart hammering, completely spent for the moment at least. Thea looked at me, gave me a little peck on the lips then went back to my breasts, gently kissing and sucking my nipples, at the same time as stroking my pussy just enough to keep me interested until my body recovered. 
 
    "I think it's time I explored a bit, don't you?" She asked when my breathing returned to near normal and when I'd smiled my gratitude to her. Without waiting for a reply she ran her fingertips back and forth all the way from my clit to my anus before hovering just at the entrance to my tunnel. 
 
    "Shall I see what I can find in here?" 
 
    Her voice was cracking with arousal and nervousness, coming in thick, tight little gasps as two of her fingers slipped unhindered into my depths. My back arched and I groaned as I felt them slide in, trying hard to nod agreement at the same time as her lips returned to my breasts. 
 
    She began very slowly to push in and out of my pussy, positioning her hand so that her thumb collided with my clit at each stroke, and all the while covering my breast and nipple with little nips of her teeth, tiny little bites that hurt but didn't hurt, all at the same time. I groaned and moaned in harmony with her thrusts, moving my hips in an effort to push her fingers deeper into my very wet tunnel. 
 
    I could have stood that treatment for hours, but she had more on her mind and she shuffled lower to begin licking my stomach with the tip of her tongue, bringing with it the first signs of another orgasm. 
 
    Her tongue wasn't so much licking as in lapping but more as in tracing random patterns over my skin with the wet tip; it was a sensation that was very, very erotic, especially combined with her fingers playing just inside my pussy. Then she blew gently across my dampened skin, the coolness bringing instant goose bumps to my abdomen and moans of pleasure to my lips. I was still gently thrusting with my hips, wanting her to bury her fingers inside me as deeply as possible, but she rode with me, seemingly intent on teasing me, making me wetter and wetter, my hole dripping with the juices that I could now feel were running down my crack and across my arsehole. 
 
    As I thought about things afterwards I came to the conclusion that Thea had intended working her way south until her mouth met my pussy, but for some reason she either got sidetracked or simply changed her mind, because after a few minutes of hot kissing and cool blowing, she allowed her fingers to go deep inside me once again. But this time it wasn't to finger fuck me, it was to collect some of my juices on her fingers -- fingers that she pulled from my tunnel to show me them glistening in the sunlight that dappled her bed. 
 
    "Do you taste as nice as you look?" She asked, cocking her head to one side. 
 
    It must have been a rhetorical question, for she immediately continued. 
 
    "Let's find out," she said and put them into her mouth, sucking my wetness from her fingers. A surge of adrenalin coursed through me and I groaned at the sight of her licking up my juices. 
 
    "Yes, you do." She told me, putting her fingers back into my pussy and scooping more of my fluids onto them. This time she offered her fingers to me and I eagerly licked them clean again. 
 
    "Don't you think so?" She asked me. 
 
    I nodded quickly, trying to stop my hips from jerking and thrusting in the hope that she would notice and return her fingers to where I felt they belonged. She ignored my silent plea and reached down between her own legs, smiling sexily to herself as she did. I moment later she was showing me her fingers, this time coated in her own juices, which she offered to my mouth. 
 
    "Tell me if you like my taste." 
 
    She pushed her fingers into my mouth almost before I had the chance to open it, but I wanted to anyway. My brain was yelling at me to remember that this was another woman's pussy juice that I tasted, but all that did was make it even more exciting, and I greedily licked her fingers. She tasted wonderful. 
 
    "Good girl." She said. "Was that nice?" I nodded happily. 
 
    Now she ran her fingers down my abdomen, across my tightly trimmed bush and back to my pussy, searching for and finding my swollen clit. Then she turned her head to fix me with her eyes and started flicking the tip of my clit with her fingers, picking up speed until she had me arching my back with the intensity of the sensations. I wasn't going to stand that for long, and within minutes my orgasm engulfed me and I was jerking my hips and crying out with the pleasure of another woman induced climax. All the time I was aware of her eyes fastened on mine, drinking in my excitement, her arousal feeding on my pleasure, getting hotter within her as I soared higher. 
 
    As I came down from my climax and lay back on the bed, I became aware of Thea's breathing becoming ragged and her eyes glazing with lust. The sight of me orgasming on the taste of her pussy had affected her deeply and her own need was now becoming urgent. She wriggled up the bed to lie next to me again breathing heavily and trembling with desire. I realised guiltily that I had been on the receiving end of all the fun and I resolved to return the favour, but she was to beat me to it. 
 
    When my heartbeat had calmed down and my breathing returned to something near normal, I smiled my thanks up at her and reached up a hand to stroke the side of her face. I had intended this as a prelude to touching her breasts as she had mine, and then to playing with her and bringing her to orgasm. But as soon as my fingers touched her skin she moaned softly and leaned down to kiss me passionately once more. The kiss was delicious and my arms automatically entwined themselves around her neck and pulled her closer, bringing our breasts and upper bodies into close contact again, a contact that became even closer when, with a little wriggle, Thea rolled fully on top of me. We were now pressed against each other from head to toe, her stomach against mine, her thighs resting on mine, and even our toes touching, it was amazing. 
 
    Still kissing me deeply and with her tongue between my lips, Thea shuffled her position slightly, threading one leg between my thighs, so that her thigh lay against my pussy and her own pussy rested on my leg. Then she began to rock gently back and forth, softly rubbing our bodies together and pressing her leg against my pussy. The feeling was gorgeous and I raised my thigh a little so that her pussy was rubbing more firmly against it. She smiled and closed her eyes, pressing herself back just a little against my leg and rubbing just a little harder. 
 
    Gradually, with her eyes still fast shut, Thea changed her movement from back and forth rocking to full blooded thrusting with her hips, pushing herself harder against my leg, making it slippery with her juices, as she rubbed her pussy harder and faster against my thigh. Her face took on a look of total concentration, her jaws clamped shut and her eyes screwed tight, as her movements became more and more intense and she pressed against my leg so hard that I had difficulty in holding it still for her. 
 
    She was now more crouching than lying on top of me, having brought her knees further up to gain better leverage, and she now pushed her arms under mine to hook onto my shoulders from below and held me even tighter. Still with her eyes closed she rubbed her pussy hard on my thigh, clearly close to cumming and totally lost to the world. From her lips came a tiny keening noise, interspersed with almost inaudible little `oh's', the sound and the words getting steadily louder and more urgent as she came closer to climaxing. 
 
    Then suddenly she was there, she yelled incoherently in my ear and pushed herself hard against me, not rubbing now but just squirming from side to side to keep the contact total and using her grip on my shoulders for leverage. I held my leg muscles rigid, trying to maintain the contact, and even curled my toes into the bed sheet to stop my leg slipping away under the pressure. But then, just as I was sure I couldn't hold still for her any longer, the pressure suddenly slackened and she collapsed on top of me, panting and gasping for air, her climax spent. I allowed my aching leg to slide flat onto the bed and we lay together, Thea recovering from cumming and me just being pleased with myself for getting her there. 
 
    "I needed that!" Thea's statement was a little breathless, but said so matter of factly that I couldn't help but smile. 
 
    "And what are you laughing at?" She was smiling herself. 
 
    "That really was stating the obvious!" I answered. 
 
    "You reckon so, huh?" She raised herself onto her elbows to look down at me. "Well, here something else that's obvious. You need to do a bit more of the work." 
 
    She said it with a smile on her face and wasn't being serious, but it was true anyway. However, before I had time to make an offer, she clambered off and swung around, straddling me facing the other way, shuffling herself towards the classic sixty-nine position. 
 
    "Does fifty-fifty sound fair?" 
 
    Her voice came to me over her back as she crouched down over me, pulling my legs back to gain access to my pussy and presenting me with hers all at the same time. 
 
    Up to this point I hadn't actively touched her at all, or any other woman for that matter, and I hadn't even seen her pussy close up, so I held her bottom away from me for a minute or so to allow myself to simply look at her. I think she was probably doing the same thing with mine, because I could feel her cool breath on my wetness, but that was all. 
 
    Thea had a trim pussy, if you know what I mean. Her clit and her labia were both swollen with her arousal, but they were not over large and nothing hung or sagged. Her clit just peered out from its hood, looking every bit the little soldier that it often gets described as, and her outer lips followed a neat arc from top to bottom. Even the entrance to her tunnel seemed tidy, almost perfectly oval and open just enough to be inviting without looking loose. The whole of her cleft shone and glistened with her juices and exuded the most erotic musky scent, fresh and alluring. To top it off (from my angle anyway) she had the tightest little pink rosebud anus you will ever see. I was ready to kiss a woman's pussy for the very first time. 
 
    Slowly my hands allowed her to descend on me, adjusting my position a little as she came so that I could extend my tongue and make a first tentative contact with her clitoris. She groaned softly and seconds later her lips kissed my clit. She was holding my legs right back by tucking them under her arms so that my pussy and my arse must have been easily available, and that knowledge was wonderful. 
 
    My only knowledge of performing oral sex on a woman came from knowing what I liked Phil to do to me, so I let Thea take the lead at first, simply doing to her what she was doing to me, but with my own interpretation. So it was that I fastened my mouth over her clitoris, flicking it with my tongue just as she was doing to me, and tasting her juices at source, so to speak. She tasted every bit as nice as her wet fingers had promised. 
 
    Thea's mouth on my clit was at first very soft and gentle, as if she were scared to be too passionate in case it didn't work out, but by now I felt so horny that I had stopped caring about gender. All I wanted was for her to lick and suck me with all the enthusiasm that Phil usually showed, and so, to encourage her, I began to take the lead myself, sucking her clit hard and then pushing my tongue as deep as I could into her pussy. Even so it was a little while before she really went to work on me, but when she did it made all the waiting worthwhile. 
 
    Then her tongue danced around my clit, teasing, flicking, and licking, while her lips nibbled away at my labia whenever they had the chance. Every now and then she would stop playing with my clit to push her tongue deep inside me, licking my juices from my vagina and spreading them around my cleft. She even once let her tongue stray down until she was softly licking my arsehole, though it must be said that I'm not sure that she meant to do that. Meant or not, it was another wonderful experience. 
 
    I tried my hardest to keep track of her actions and replay them on her pussy, but I was so aroused and so much enjoying her attentions that I several times lost track entirely, just lying there with my tongue pressed motionless against her pussy as I soaked up the pleasure of her tongue on my clit. When I did manage to work on her as she was dong on me I was rewarded with tiny whimpers of pleasure that grew steadily louder and more pronounced as I got better. Not that I was silent, I know that I was making moaning noises triggered by the sensations that coursed through my being, and I didn't care. Soon I knew that I was getting close to cumming, and I realised also that Thea wasn't very far away either, so I tried even harder to match her lick for lick. 
 
    All this time I was, of course, lying on my back, gazing up at the wonderfully firm little bottom that pretty much filled my view, not that I was complaining. I was also looking at a beautifully aroused pussy, wet and slick with juices that were spread all around, even as far as her lovely puckered little anus, shiny now with wetness from her pussy. I loved that view and for a few moments I held her away with the palms of my hands, just to absorb the sight of her exquisite body. 
 
    Then I slowly let her descend again so that my tongue touched her clit, trying to burrow under her hood to lick its tiny shaft. Thea moaned with pleasure. For several minutes I circled her clit with my tongue, noticing with supreme delight that she stopped teasing my clit and just crouched above me as she felt an orgasm begin to build. I badly wanted to make her cum with my mouth and I redoubled my efforts, pushing my tongue out to enter her tunnel, covering my teeth with my lips to nibble and tease her and then gripping her clit to pull it out as far as I could. This seemed to have the best effect and so, having pulled and gently released her clit several times to the accompaniment of groans of pleasure, I seized her clit between my uncovered teeth and pulled on it hard, extending it away from her body and holding it there, increasing the pull until finally it slipped from my mouth and snapped back to its normal size. 
 
    The effect on Thea was immediate, she went into the most tremendous orgasm, crying out loudly as she came and jerking her hips so that her pussy was rubbed back and forth over my face. This caught me by surprise, but her wetness felt so good spread over my mouth, my nose and my chin that I simply held out my tongue to let her own movements do the licking. 
 
    I was had been hovering on the brink of cumming for ages and Thea's climax threatened to topple me over. In actual fact I think I would have cum anyway even if Thea hadn't then accidentally triggered me by biting my clit as she shook and juddered in orgasm. That accidental bite hurt, in fact it hurt that tender part of me quite a lot, but the sudden pain also had the effect of setting off my own climax. A yell came to my lips, only to be smothered by Thea's pussy as we both came together, and any audience would now have been treated to the erotic vision of two women bucking and moving together, mouths and tongues frantically trying to maintain contact with heaving pussies, and arms and legs thrashing as we tried desperately to cling to each others bodies. 
 
    I don't think either of us had ever had such a mind blowing climax, or lost control to anywhere near that degree. All I can say is that when it was all over there were two, panting, gasping, trembling, sweat-covered women lying in an untidy heap on the bed, both with smiles reminiscent of the Cheshire cat. 
 
    "Wow!" I exclaimed after a few minutes, unable to find any better comment. 
 
    "Definitely." Thea responded, and we fell into reflective silence again. 
 
    "Was that a once only?" She asked me after a few more minutes. 
 
    "Yes." I told her, watching her face fall like a stone. 
 
    "Once only today. But then there's always tomorrow." I went on, grinning. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 35 
 
    'Oakland Drive'. Becky's heart sank as she heard the words and as a sheet of paper bearing the names and house numbers, and any known political affiliations, of the residents, was thrust into her hand. 
 
    'But the houses there are massive and they're all miles apart.' She had protested without success. 
 
    'You've got young legs, you'll survive.' She had been told, wondering morosely how young her legs would feel after having slogged up and down the long winding drives in the heat of a summer's day. She already did as much exercise in the gym as she needed to keep her lithe frame fit and healthy without that. 
 
    Oakland Drive was not natural territory for her party. Wealthy and conservative, the residents were almost inevitably right wing and were not shy of making their feelings known to what they considered left wing softies. Never mind, everyone had to be canvassed if her candidate was to stand a chance of being elected and, having volunteered, she could hardly complain about being given a job that she knew somebody would have to do. It was her first election, having only reached eighteen a few months before, and she was determined to do her bit for democracy, and so she had forced a smile and set about what she expected would be a thankless task. 
 
    Now she stood at the start of a winding drive while contemplating calling on the sprawling single story edifice that stood at the other end of it. She already knew who lived here, the sheet in her hand informed her that it was Brian and Janet Ellison, and that information did nothing to put her at ease. She also knew that Mr Ellison was away, his business visit to China in search of sales had been trumpeted by the local newspaper, but Mrs Ellison was a daunting prospect in her own right. 
 
    Becky had never met her, but she had seen her on the television news, a tall, slim, elegant lady of indeterminate middle age, her long prematurely silver hair at odds with an upright carriage and unlined face. In the program she had been putting news reporters, local business men and the chairman of the local council, all firmly in their place over the need for better car parking facilities in the city centre. She was not a woman to be approached lightly with opposing views and so it seemed likely to Becky that she'd be sent away with a flea well and truly buried in her ear. 
 
    Oh well, she might as well get it over with. Becky trudged up the seemingly endless drive with some apprehension, blaming the heat and the sun for the sweat that she could feel breaking out but knowing the fault really lay with her nerves. But at least the effort was not to be all for nothing, for the red 'E' Type Jaguar that Mrs Ellison was famous for driving was parked in front of the house, confirming that at least she was at home and a second call would not be necessary. 
 
    She pushed the doorbell, hearing it ring somewhere in the depths of the house, and waited. Nothing. She pushed it again, listening for any sign of life and hearing none. Perhaps whoever was at home was sunbathing out by the pool; it was the right sort of day for it and there just had to be a pool. Becky hesitated, then plucked up her courage and began the trek around the side of the house, hoping that she would not be castigated for disturbing them. 
 
    The pool was large and deep, a genuine swimming pool rather than a show piece, but again nobody was to be seen, although an abandoned half empty glass beside a sunlounger and towel showed that someone had been there very recently. Becky looked around, her eyes taking in a sweep of empty lawn behind the pool that ran up the slope, ending in a flowering hedge and a gate onto a small orchard. In for a penny, in for a pound, Becky set off across the lawn, determined not to abandon her quest and thinking maybe that Mrs Ellison could be in the orchard. It was just the place to get out of the sun if swimming in the pool wasn't inviting enough. 
 
    She was right. As she got nearer she could make out a mass of tumbling silver hair through a thin part of the hedge. Mrs Ellison was indeed taking refuge under a tree; leaning back and relaxing with her eyes closed in sleep. Becky now faced a dilemma, should she leave her resting target and slink away undetected, or take the risk and disturb her? She'd got a job to do and she'd come this far, and so she took her life in her hands and decided to wake the sleeper if she could do it ostensibly by accident. 
 
    But then, as soon as she reached the gateway and got her first clear view she realised she'd got it very wrong. Janet Ellison was only a few yards away against the first apple tree, but she was naked and her eyes weren't closed in sleep but rather in passion. Becky stood at the gateway and watched, one hand over her mouth in total shock, the other gripping the top of the gatepost for support, unable to move, scared to continue but equally powerless to turn away. Here was probably the most erotic and sensual sight she had ever seen, a woman gently masturbating in front of her, carried away on a sea of pleasure and totally unaware that she had company, and Becky hadn't a clue what to do except stand and stare. 
 
    Mrs Ellison was beautiful and somehow contrived still to be elegant even at such a moment. She was leaning back against the wide trunk of the old apple tree, soft, blemish free skin against rough bark, her knees raised a little and parted just enough. The pale hair falling over her shoulders framed a small face with high cheek bones and a finely sculptured nose above full pink lips and a gently pointed chin. Tiny lines around her eyes the only giveaway for her age other than her hair. Her body was slim and well defined, her breasts, although small, were full enough to be interesting with only the very first sign of sag, and they were tipped with the most beautiful long pink nipples. She was teasing them with one hand, caressing them with tender fingertips, gently circling and stroking, coaxing them into hard little peaks and making tiny pleasure noises as she played. 
 
    Her other hand lay over the gentle curve of her mature stomach to dip between her legs, unhurriedly rubbing and fondling her smoothly shaven mound. Long slim fingers touched and caressed her labia, parting them to stroke either side of her opening as if keeping the final goal until later. 
 
    Becky couldn't help it, she felt her body begin to respond, her own nipples hardening inside her top, then, as she saw the fingers sink between the labia, delving and searching, she gasped, quietly but audibly, freezing instantly in alarm at the prospect of discovery. But it seemed she had escaped detection for Mrs Ellison, her eyes still closed, played on, two of her fingers now rubbing at the little button of her clitoris, pressing her labia open and showing the rest of her slit, pink and moist. 
 
    Then the busy fingers ventured down, creeping steadily towards their objective before sinking together into the cleft of her pussy, one finding the entrance and disappearing inside her vagina, only to emerge again, slick and shining, before returning into her depths, pushing, playing, her legs parting further, her hips thrusting in counterplay, inviting the finger ever deeper. At first the thrusts were slow and gentle, but soon they became urgent and forceful, the second finger joining the first and showing wet and slippery as her juices flowed, trickling from her in a discernable little rivulet. Her hand became smeared in wetness, passing some of it on to the soft skin of her inner thighs, making her excitement all the more obvious. There was no way that Becky could move now. She was riveted to the spot, scared and breathless but aroused and held by a sight such as she had never seen before; careless now of discovery if that was the price to pay for her voyeurism. 
 
    The other hand now left the little breasts with their hardened nipples and crept down, over the abdomen, resting briefly on a hip before tracing the path where leg met body until it joined its partner between the two limbs. Mrs Ellison sighed, a long soft sigh of pure ecstasy as fingers joined fingers, exploring and probing her cleft so that a third finger could play with her clitoris as the others thrust into her. Her lips parted and her tongue darted out to wipe along each lip in such a lascivious movement that it had Becky's pussy throbbing in its turn. 
 
    The fingers not exploring her vagina and clitoris now played around Mrs Ellison's pouting labia, stroking the puffy swollen lips as her rhythmic thrusts brought them into contact. She was teasing herself, quickening her pace until she began to whimper with need, and then slowing until the fingers barely moved, entering her tunnel slowly but inexorably while her clit was caressed so softly as to be hardly touched at all, before arousal took over all over again and her plunges and massage became urgent once more. Becky gazed in complete admiration, stimulated beyond reason by the sight, her reason for calling completely forgotten. Her only thought now was self criticism because she daren't touch herself while watching this wonderfully erotic display. 
 
    Meanwhile Mrs Ellison was getting close to finishing, her thighs were opening and closing around her hands as if to press them more firmly to her, and the skin of her belly was rippling and fluttering under the sensations that were now clearly surging through her. Her head went back, her lips parting to emit little sharp gasps and the muscles of her neck stretched taut and rigid. Now her fingers were moving more quickly, rubbing hard and hurriedly at her clit while at the same time she stabbed her vagina with the two others, the thrusts not so deep but rapid, as if she was unable to move quickly enough. Then she arched her back, shoulders pressing into the tree, heels pushing hard at the grass so that she lifted herself towards her delving fingers, little staccato sounds now coming from her until a long hissing sigh replaced them and she collapsed back against the tree trunk, shaking and shuddering under the force of her orgasm. 
 
    She lay there visibly trembling, her chest heaving and making her pert breasts rise and fall seductively even after her fervour, and with her hands lying limp between her open legs. Becky stood and looked, knowing her discovery was almost inevitable but still unable to move, even when Janet Ellison's head turned slowly towards her and her eyes came open, to stare directly and knowingly into hers. 
 
    'I knew someone was there, I just didn't want to know who.' Her voice was throaty after her orgasm. 
 
    'I'm sorry Mrs Ellison....' 
 
    'Janet, my name is Janet.' 
 
    'Janet.' Becky nodded. 'But I'm sorry, I shouldn't have stayed. I should have left when I saw what you were....' She stopped, her face blazing red with shame. 
 
    'That's all right.' Janet Ellison smiled fleetingly. 'It made it better for me.' 
 
    'I still should have left you alone, Mrs Ellison. It would have been more respectful.' 
 
    'And so would calling me by the name I've requested.' She tilted her head questioningly at Becky. 'Wouldn't it?' 
 
    'Yes Janet. Sorry.' Becky's mind was in a whirl, this was not what she had expected at all.' 
 
    'You're forgiven. Now forget the Mrs Ellison bit, just remember I'm called Janet. And yes, you did make me come harder by being there.' 
 
    Becky noticed that she made no mention of embarrassment, or of any discomfort the intrusion must have caused, in fact Janet still lounged with her legs apart, her pussy covered only by her hands. She wondered what to do now, but then Janet spoke again. 
 
    'You're supporting the wrong side around here.' She said, indicating the rosette that Becky wore to indicate her allegiance. The raised hand revealed her still shiny pussy and Becky couldn't avoid staring, feeling an unexpected and unwanted response between her own legs and then dragging her eyes away. 
 
    'But can I give you a leaflet?' She asked, only too aware of the absurdity of her question. 
 
    'Where do you think I would put it?' 
 
    There were several interpretations of that question and Becky felt her face flame again as her eyes were once more drawn to Janet's sex. 
 
    'No, not there,' Janet laughed, a tinkling, unashamed laugh that took the discomfiture from Becky's expression and substituted a smile of her own. 
 
    Janet rose gracefully to her feet and crossed the few yards that separated the two women to stand uncomfortably close, blue eyes looking under lowered lids into Becky's brown ones. 
 
    'You're a very pretty girl.' Her hand was unexpectedly laid softly on Becky's forearm sending tingle of erotic excitement through her. 
 
    The effect was so immediate that Becky wondered what was happening. She instantly felt that wonderful tingling irritation between her legs, along with the expectant tightening of her breasts and the swelling of her nipples. She shouldn't feel like that, shouldn't respond like that to the touch of a woman, especially one so much older than herself. Okay, so she'd just watched this admittedly attractive woman at play, but she was straight, ramrod straight. She'd never felt like that before, never. Well, actually that wasn't quite true. She'd had a crush on a school prefect at one time that had resulted in her exploring her own pussy as she had wanted to do with the older girl, but that was all. Just that one innocent little time, and now she had got turned on like a light switch. Other than that one occasion she was entirely straight and she couldn't understand the effect of Janet's touch, or maybe, she realised, she simply couldn't allow herself to understand it. 
 
    Janet Ellison's fingers traced the skin on her arm, making her shiver as they made their way past her elbow to the edge of the short sleeve of her top, where they veered away across the material to the political rosette pinned to her front. 
 
    'You'll not make many friends around here wearing that.' Janet's voice seemed to come from far away. 
 
    Now her fingers were playing with the rosette, undoing its pin and then letting it fall to the ground, unheeded, unwanted, before they gently outlined the breast beneath it, her nail buzzing against the material of Becky's top and then briefly circling the nipple, the rigid nipple that was standing proud and proclaiming her excitement, and moving on up to her neck, softly trailing around and behind, under her ear and down beneath her chin, fingertips just in tender contact with her skin. Becky stood and let it happen, a little awed by who was doing it, frozen to the spot, unable to register anything except the fact that her breath was coming faster. 
 
    For some moments they stood like that in tableau, Janet ignoring her own nudity as she caressed Becky's neck, her other hand now resting quietly unnoticed on Becky's hip, affirming the contact without restraining her. All the while Becky stood still, her own hands by her side, one pointlessly clutching the election leaflets while the other was balled by nervousness into a loose fist, her mind still racing as it tried to make sense of what was happening. 
 
    'What are you doing?' Becky asked, her voice sounding distant and husky. 
 
    'It's all right; nothing will happen that you don't want to.' 
 
    Becky nodded, accepting Janet's assurance even though she knew the truth that lay behind it. The truth that said that there was nothing she didn't want to happen. Not really. 
 
    Janet's hand dropped back to her breast, the fingers now deliberately stroking and massaging the soft flesh through her tee-shirt, looking into her eyes as if challenging Becky to say this was something she didn't want. But of course she couldn't, the hardness of her nipples, the sensation of swelling and dampness between her legs, all combining to deny her. Of course she wanted it, and more. Janet sensed that this was the moment, the moment to make her move, and she came closer, standing full square in front of Becky. Then, still stroking her breast with the one hand, the other moved to behind Becky's head and gently, slowly and gently, pulled her towards her, opening her mouth in an unmistakable signal as she did so. 
 
    The first kiss was little more than lips grazing against lips before Janet pulled away to survey the younger girl's face, making sure she had not misinterpreted the signs. But Becky's mouth had followed Janet's for a moment as she withdrew, unmistakeably wanting the kiss to continue. Janet smiled, a smile almost of triumph that flitted across her face so quickly that it was gone before it was noticed. She was aroused, still wet between the legs, still wanting more than just the single self induced orgasm of a few minutes before. Her mouth moved forward again, this time pressing firmly onto Becky's. 
 
    Becky was in a state of confusion, the strangeness of kissing another woman had somehow heightened her arousal so much that was her body was aching for release and yet her mind was still rebelling against the idea of contact with someone of her own sex and who was not even of her own generation, It was bewildering, but she could do little about it. Even as Janet kissed her she found herself pushing hard onto the other woman's lips, her own opening in invitation to a tongue that had entered with eagerness, meeting hers and letting the two dance around each other, exchanging saliva as they flitted in and out of each other's mouths. 
 
    Janet's hand was now on her back, running up and down her spine and sending shivers of delight along its length. Becky passively enjoyed it, until, with a tiny moan she surrendered entirely and her own hands went around Janet, scattering leaflets everywhere, holding her, feeling the soft warmth of her naked skin, letting her hands run the length of the older woman's back from the nape of her neck to the first curve of her bottom. 
 
    Almost immediately Janet responded. She released Becky's breast and, using both hands, she began to tug at Becky's top, pulling it loose from her slacks and then working it up her body, all the while maintaining the kiss, the kiss that said everything was all right. Eventually of course, the kiss had to break to allow the tee-shirt past, but instantly their lips parted Becky raised her arms high, wanting the top removed so that they could continue. Janet smiled and complied, hurrying the top over Becky's head, reaching high as she tugged it urgently along her arms and away, letting it fall carelessly to the grass. 
 
    Now the two women came together, embracing tightly, not kissing this time but resting their faces on each other's shoulders as they touched and stroked, hands running up and down each other's backs, each writhing slightly against the other to feel the soft flesh of their breasts press one on the other, firm breast on firm breast, hard nipple on hard nipple. 
 
    'Come.' 
 
    Janet finally broke away to take Becky by the hand and lead her the few yards away from the gateway where they both still stood to the dappled shade and soft grass beneath the apple tree that had been the site of her earlier pleasure. There they kissed again, not an urgent, exultant kiss this time, but a slower, deeper meeting of mouths that allowed tongues to explore properly and let each woman delight in the sensations. Now one of Janet's hands worked its way around to the front, slipping between their two bodies to cup Becky's breast, fingers finding and rolling her nipple, fondling and massaging her flesh. Becky moaned softly into Janet's mouth, her own hands gripping at her shoulders as if scared that she would move away. 
 
    It seemed like only seconds before Janet's hand moved from Becky's breast, making her want to protest, to reach and pull it back, but then she realised that it was heading south, travelling smoothly over her skin until it reached the waistband of her slacks. She automatically pulled her stomach back a little, giving Janet room between them while maintaining the wonderful sensation of breast against breast, her heart leaping as she felt fingers fumbling with her slacks, and then racing as the pressure around her waist slackened when the fastening was released. 
 
    Janet's hand now moved on, pushing at Becky's slacks, widening the opening, scrabbling their way down until they were on top of her pubic mound, only her tiny cotton panties between her most personal of flesh and that questing hand. Becky pulled her mouth from Janet's, her breath coming too quickly for a kiss to be comfortable, and rested it on her shoulder, gently nuzzling the older woman's neck as she waited for the next touch. Long slim fingers inched their way down, over the mound, hooking a little to find their way between Becky's thighs, thighs that seemed to part of their own accord to allow access. She felt the tips briefly press against her swollen clitoris before they worked their way further down her into her slacks, almost pressing the cotton material of her panties into her. God, how she wished Janet had found her way under them. It would come, she knew it would come, but she was impatient, her mind wanting every sensation at once, her body wanting everything done to her that one woman could do to another, even though she wasn't too sure what that might be. 
 
    'Yes.' She whispered into Janet's ear, hoping that the word would be correctly interpreted. 
 
    'Yes.' Janet responded, the reply sounding a bit like a question. 
 
    Becky nodded into Janet's neck and waited, standing still and tense to see what would happen. 
 
    There was another instant of panic when Janet's hand was pulled from her slacks, but then it joined the other and both were on the waistband, easing them over her hips and down her thighs. Becky was conscious of Janet's face passing close to her crotch as she pushed them down, wondering, half hoping, if Janet would catch a whiff of her arousal, and then half scared that it would be too strong to be pleasant. She couldn't help it, she knew that she was wet through, fully turned on. But Janet seemed not to notice, she knelt before Becky and lifted each foot in turn to ease her shoes off and the slacks over her feet with no sign of anything untoward. Becky placed a hand on Janet's shoulder to steady herself, gazing down in awed anticipation as the woman reached for her panties, pulling them down and off before tossing them carelessly to one side as if to say they wouldn't be needed anymore. 
 
    Now Janet's face was straight in front of her pussy and Becky held her breath. Would she do it? They were both naked now and anything was possible. Becky didn't even want to think exactly what she wanted in case the thought pushed away the possibility. 
 
    But then Janet rose to her feet and an unexpected fleeting disappointment swept through Becky as she stood before her and as an arm reached around her to pull her back into a kiss, a normal mouth on mouth kiss. Only a very short time before even this from a woman would have seemed way over the top, but now she wanted everything and kissing those lips was not really enough. In compensation however, they were both now totally without any clothes to get in the way and Becky could feel the warmth of Janet's skin the whole length of her body. Her arms went around Janet just as Janet's did around her and the two women stood close, pressing themselves onto each other and enjoying the feel of skin on skin as they kissed. 
 
    Becky pressed her pubes against Janet, trying to feel the other woman's mound through the pad of her pubic hair, wanting to know the full extent of their intimacy. Janet moaned quietly into the kiss and pushed herself forward, parting her legs slightly and adjusting her position to allow Becky's thigh to find its way between hers and her own to push between Becky's, each pressing and squirming against the other and bringing home the exquisite eroticism of their embrace. Becky could feel the smooth skin of Janet's pussy against the top of her thigh, the hairless flesh beautifully warm and moist against her own skin. She wanted to touch it, but before she could muster the courage she felt Janet's hand sliding down her back, over the top curves of her bottom and around her hip, gently but firmly making its way down her front until the fingertips were exploring her pubes, this time without the hindrance of her panties. 
 
    Becky parted her thighs, breaking the kiss as she readjusted her position to entice Janet to explore further, and then gasping with pleasure as fingertips found their way over her mound and onto her slit. Janet bent slightly to reach further, her fingers walking over Becky's pussy, reaching for her entrance and finding it wet and open ready to receive her. She paused and looked up at Becky expectantly, her silver hair swinging seductively across her face. 
 
    'Oh.' Becky gasped in delight at the prospect of being touched there by a woman. 'Yes, do it.' 
 
    Janet smiled at Becky before bending a little more and kissing the top curves of her breasts as she unhesitatingly thrust two fingers deep into her slippery passage. She moved again as Becky spread her thighs even wider, taking Becky's nipple into her mouth, nibbling and sucking it while the flat of her hand slithered along the young woman's pussy, pushing between her labia so that the heel rubbed on her clit even as her fingers pistoned in and out. 
 
    Becky was panting with excitement, overwhelmed by the sensations she was feeling as she draped herself over Janet's shoulder, staring along her bent back but without really looking, her eyes unfocussed as her mind tried to cope with the absolute ecstasy she was experiencing. Already she could feel the first signs of a climax building deep in her pelvis. Janet's thrusts quickened, becoming more urgent and more vigorous as if she understood what was happening and was determined that Becky's orgasm would be as powerful as possible. 
 
    When it came it came suddenly, exploding inside her with wave after wave of pure pleasure racing outwards from her pussy, flooding her body and turning her muscles to water. She jerked and shuddered, inadvertently wrenching her nipple from between Janet's lips, the brief pain only adding to her enjoyment. 
 
    The orgasm was fierce but brief, leaving her panting and wobbly, her mouth hanging open, her eyes staring into nothingness but closing briefly when aftershocks tore through her from little movements of the fingers still buried inside her. She could feel herself trembling, her body spent and weak from the violence of her climax, and she was clinging to Janet to prevent herself from collapsing altogether. 
 
    'Good?' Janet enquired, smiling contentedly when Becky could only nod mutely in reply. 
 
    She disentangled herself gently, withdrawing sopping wet fingers and putting her arm around Becky so that she could lower them both gently onto the grass. Becky let herself be placed on her back, still panting and drained, only her arm moving to encircle Janet's shoulder as if determined that the older woman would not move away. 
 
    Not that Janet had any intention of doing so, she propped herself on one elbow beside Becky and began to draw soft circles around her nipple with one fingernail of the other hand, saying nothing but just smiling quietly until Becky had got herself together once more. 
 
    'My God.' Becky whispered eventually. 'That was awesome.' 
 
    'I'm glad.' Janet replied softly. 
 
    For a few minutes longer they lay silently together, Becky regaining her breath and getting her head around what had happened while Janet traced little circles over her skin. It was nice to feel a woman touching her so tenderly and so erotically, so different to a man's touch, nice but strange. Somehow she didn't feel wrong about lying naked in the dappled shade, gazing up at the sunshine filtering through the apple leaves and just enjoying the feel of Janet's fingertips. This was the way to enjoy her post orgasmic lethargy she told herself, wondering at the same time if there was any more to come or if that was to be it. She wanted to ask but just didn't have the nerve this still rather intimidating older woman. 
 
    But then, as Becky had rather hoped that she would, Janet took the initiative by rolling onto her back and then reaching over to take Becky's hand and place it softly but firmly on her own breast, pulling Becky onto her side and partly on top of her as she did so. She squeezed it onto the soft flesh and smiled seductively in an unmistakeable invitation. Becky was surprised for a moment, but then the smile reassured her and she began to squeeze and massage the firm breast, feeling the already engorged nipple harden further under her touch. All the while Janet's hand remained over Becky's, providing gentle pressure and the unspoken encouragement that allowed Becky to enjoy this very new sensation. 
 
    Not that Janet remained silent. Soon she was making tiny little pleasure sounds, little whimpers that revealed how her arousal was growing. Then her hand pressed more firmly on Becky's, making her grip on the soft breast tighten until she knew it must be hurting. But Janet only pressed harder still, squirming and wriggling under the pressure. It was exciting and exhilarating for Becky to be able to do this to a woman she had so recently been in awe of, but now her problem was that she didn't know how to proceed. She badly wanted to make Janet come, just as she had with her, but she didn't know how to go about it. 
 
    Once again Janet took the lead, moving things along determinedly, taking Becky's hand from her breast and pushing it down her body at the same time threading her own arm under Becky's shoulders to guide her head towards the newly uncovered nipple. Becky moaned with delight as she understood what was required of her, eagerly letting her mouth be steered to the miniature button of Janet's nipple and her hand to the smoothly shaven curve of her mound. 
 
    Happy now that they both wanted the same thing she wriggled down a little to make herself more comfortable, so that her lips closed more easily around the nipple without stretching her neck. It was another new sensation, and a beautiful one, the feeling of soft breast flesh that moved and gave as she suckled on the hard little nubbin at its peak. She was so captivated by the idea of kissing and sucking Janet's breast that for a moment she even forgot that her hand lay a fingertip distance from the most amazing sensation of all, until Janet's urgent hand around her wrist reminded her. 
 
    Now she had moved she could reach over Janet's mons and onto her pussy, but before she did she shuffled slightly further closer, determined to take things as far as she was allowed. She had felt her own pussy many times, but now she wanted to feel the wet warmth of another woman's love tunnel and she wanted to be able to reach as far in as her fingers would go. Without realising it she actually held her breath in tentative anticipation, still not convinced that she was permitted to play with that most intimate part of the other woman. She held her mouth motionless on Janet's breast as her fingers crept almost shyly onto the soft folds of her pussy, but then Janet sighed quietly and relaxed back, just draping the nearest arm slackly over Becky's shoulder with the other resting by her side, almost as if to say that whatever she wanted to do was fine. 
 
    Reassured, Becky released her breath and resumed licking and sucking on Janet's nipple, at the same time letting her fingers lightly examine the unfamiliar pussy. Every time before when she had touched and explored a pussy it had been her own and there had been the simultaneous corresponding sensation of being touched, but this time there was no such thing. Now she could roam around without distraction, investigate, relish, enjoy, her fingertips stroking labia, parting them, gliding along between them, finding and touching the little protuberance that she knew was Janet's clitoris, if only from the gasp that her touch elicited. She could feel her excitement growing again, the pounding of her heart sounding loud in her ears and the need rising inside her to simply ram her fingers deep into Janet. She resisted, savouring the thought, feeling her own pussy open again, wetness flowing at the thought of what she was going to do. She was more in control now, at least for the moment, and remembering her earlier episode with her prefect, unable then to do anything about it, but suddenly realising how much she had wanted to and now could. 
 
    She opened her mouth wider, enclosing as much of Janet's breast as she could, licking the flesh, running her tongue around and over the swollen nipple, marvelling at the wonderful feeling she got from kissing another woman's breast. Now she could resist no longer and her fingers tiptoed downwards, along Janet's slit, leaving her clit behind to seek their goal. It was not hard to find, Janet was soaking wet, her entrance running with a tiny stream of juices. Becky paused, partly from nerves, but mainly to take pleasure in the joy of what she was about to do. She stayed still, two fingers resting at the very opening to Janet's body, just feeling the wetness and the heat of her vagina. Janet squirmed beneath her, her hips lifting, pushing herself at Becky, impatient to be entered. 
 
    Becky waited no longer, her fingers moved as if of their own accord and slid all the way into Janet's passage, the wet warmth enclosing them. When playing with herself she could never reach this far in and she enjoyed the sensation of wriggling them right inside Janet, hearing the woman moan long and deep and feel the walls of her vagina contract, her hips once more rising and pushing against the probing fingers. She began to finger fuck Janet, a little uneasily at first, but as Janet responded she pushed in and out more quickly, more firmly, and as deep as she could reach. Soon she had set up a rapid rhythm, her fingers slamming into the slippery tunnel, creating wet noises that added to the eroticism. Janet was writhing and squirming, trying to get Becky to enter further, faster, harder, making little noises of her own. Her arm was no longer just draped over Becky's shoulder, it was holding her tight, fingers digging into Becky's flesh as she felt an orgasm approaching. But if Janet was becoming more turned on, then so was Becky, she too could feel that wonderful sensation inside her that forewarned of the possibility of another orgasm, and this from the eroticism of the situation without Janet touching her at all. She wondered anxiously if she could hold off long enough to bring Janet to orgasm before she had to surrender to her own climax. 
 
    But once again Janet changed things. She was out of control, driven by the fabulous feeling between her legs, enjoying the younger woman's attentions but wanting to take it to its ultimate conclusion. Abruptly, without warning, she twisted out from beneath Becky, leaving her partner shocked and momentarily disappointed. But Becky needn't have worried, Janet pivoted around, threading her leg between Becky's and thrusting it up behind her back to push herself up between Becky's thighs like two pairs of interlocking scissors. All of a sudden Becky understood and cried out with delight. She opened her legs to allow Janet to move up between them until their pussies almost met, each with a leg along the other's spine and the second bent before them. 
 
    For a moment they both paused and looked at each other along the lengths of their intertwined bodies and then, as if by arrangement, they simultaneously grabbed each others knee and pulled, hauling their bodies together so that their labia slapped into each other with bruising force. Becky cried out at the contact, the ultimate thrill of feeling Janet's lower lips pressed against her own and mixed with just a little hurt had brought her instantly to within a hairs breadth of orgasm. She looked wide eyed across at Janet, propped on one elbow and smiling back with delight and groaning. They grinned at each other, writhing and pulling at each others legs to increase the pressure. Their pussies flared open, soft tender flesh pressed against soft tender flesh, clitoris on clitoris, juices running and intermingling, squashing and squelching as they rubbed themselves frantically on each other. 
 
    Becky felt her orgasm explode within her and heard someone scream, realising without embarrassment that it was her own voice she heard letting rip with all the passion and pleasure she felt. Both women were now beyond control, rubbing and pulling frantically, both under the control of their orgasms, riding the crests of wave after wave of pure ecstasy until at last it was dying down and they lay shuddering and whimpering as each diminishing wave passed through them, each less extreme, less powerful than the one preceding. 
 
    Afterwards they lay quiet, still interlocked, sweating and trembling in the dappled shade, both breathing heavily but smiling happily at each other until Janet eventually broke the silence. 
 
    'My god, girl. I don't think much of your politics, but you sure as hell get my vote.' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 36 
 
    Katie and I were at a local women only club. The interior was dark, with occasional subtle lighting. The music was pounding in my ears and the alcohol was flying through my veins. Katie and I were on the floor, grinding closely against one another. Seeing and feeling her move like that made me horny as hell. We started to make-out while still gyrating to the music. Her tongue explored my mouth, sliding along my teeth and battling with my own tongue. She would pull back occasionally to suck my lower lip into her mouth. She grabbed my ass, pulling me closer to her. I could feel her breasts crushed against mine, the sweat from our skin allowing us to slide easily against each other. Her hands roamed freely over my body, teasing me with her nails and light touches. God, her touch could set my body on fire. I could feel her riding my thigh, the front of her skirt inching up with every thrust. Suddenly I felt her bare pussy against my equally bare thigh. I gasped in response and momentarily broke our kiss. 
 
    She grinned mischievously at me and roughly pulled me back to her to resume our kiss. Damn! I couldn't believe she went commando in that short skirt. If she bent down or moved the wrong (or maybe right) way, someone was going to get an eye-full. I had thought for a while that perhaps she was a bit of an exhibitionist and this had me thinking about it again. Then a wicked idea occurred to me. I laughed inwardly. She would like this. 
 
    Katie continued to grind against me for the duration of the song. After it ended I led her off the floor. I knew she was worked up now. I could see her nipples poking through her top and I could feel her juices cooling on my thigh. I led her over to a different area of the club. Along the wall were several "rooms", four foot by four foot cut-outs in the wall. These cubes were partially concealed from the rest of the club by semi-shear curtains. They allowed you to see through if you were within a few feet; otherwise they blended in to the wall. This area was darker and a bit quieter, for more...intimate conversations. 
 
    I brought Katie inside and gently pinned her back against the wall opposite the curtain. I let my lips graze hers, making her chase me for firmer contact. She became impatient and used her hand to pull my mouth to hers. The kiss started out soft and gentle, but soon built to a breath-taking intensity. Katie's mound began to move against my leg once again as she tried to satisfy her growing arousal. I teased her, occasionally pulling my leg away to deprive her of the contact she so desperately wanted. I let my hands roam freely over her body, caressing her cheeks, down her chest, lightly grazing her breasts and nipples. I continued down to her hips and around to her back, letting my nails scrape against her skin. My hands wandered up her back to her shoulders and then back down, feeling the goose bumps I had left in my wake. I let my hand come to rest on her hips. I slowed her movements on my leg. I let my lips make their way back to her ear, stopping to nip and lick along her neck. She gasped at my mouth's activities and used her hands to steady herself on the wall. I traced my tongue around in her ear and pulled back slightly once I heard her breathing heavily. 
 
    "No panties tonight hmmm?" My warm breath moved across her ear. 
 
    "No panties and a short skirt? You know if you bent down or sat down someone would see your bare pussy. You wouldn't want that would you?" I let my hands move up to cup her breasts lightly. A light nip on her ear lobe. 
 
    "Or maybe you do. Does it make you wet to think of a complete stranger seeing your naked mound? What would they think of you? What kind of slut goes around inviting strangers to look at her sopping cunt? Were you hoping that it would turn them on? Maybe they would go home and masturbate thinking about you. Does it make you hot to think of someone plunging her fingers into her soaking cunt and teasing her hard clit while fantasizing about your exposed pussy?" I received no answer, but I did not expect one. My words were having the desire effect on her; I could feel her chest heaving beneath my hands. I started to massage her breasts, making sure to avoid her nipples. 
 
    "Or did you expect to get fucked right here? Were you hoping to ride your sensitive clit on my hard thigh to a thunderous climax right on the dance floor?" I flicked my fingers over her nipples. She gasped. I continued, "All those people around you...do you think they would notice? Would you be able to keep your cries and screams of pleasure to yourself, even as I grabbed your ass and forced you down harder on my leg?" I focused solely on her nipples, rolling them between my fingers and sometimes pinching them. She whimpered. "Or perhaps you would want them to hear?" 
 
    I paused to tease her ear again, tracing along its perimeter with my tongue. She shivered at the touch. I pulled her nipples away from her chest, her back arched in attempt to follow my hands. I let her hard buds slip through my fingers when they could be pulled no further. 
 
    "Oh God!" The first words I had heard from her in quite some time. 
 
    I let my hands slide down, past her hips to the bottom of her skirt. My hands moved up the insides of her thighs, gently nudging her legs apart. My hand cupped her mound. I allowed my fingers to trace along her lips, up and down, up and down. I slowly sunk one finger fully in her liquid center and started moving it steadily in and out. 
 
    "No, Caitlin please. Not here." I grinned at her feeble protest. She made no attempts to stop me. 
 
    I pulled my wet finger out of her pussy and immediately replaced it with one from my other hand. I let my dripping finger com up and trace along her lips. She quickly licked them clean. I placed my finger on her lips, waiting for her to open and accept it. She hesitated for only a moment before opening. I slid my finger in, feeling her sucking it in and circling it with her tongue. I slowly moved my finger in and out of her mouth, matching the rhythm of my finger in her pussy. Her breathing became erratic as she continued to suck on my finger as if it were a miniature cock. 
 
    "No? Your body says yes. Your pussy is all hot and wet and ready for me. I can feel it gripping my finger. Can you feel it? Your lips are swollen and so responsive to my touch. I can feel your nipples, so hard, digging into my chest. I bet you would like me to take one in my warm mouth and soothe that aching feeling you have. Can you feel my hot mouth enveloping your throbbing nipple, lashing it with my tongue? Wouldn't you like to feel my mouth sucking hard on your buds and grazing them with my teeth?" I removed my finger and shifted to circle her clit. "And your clit," I pressed harder and felt her tense, "I can feel it throbbing under my fingers, poking out of its hood. Can you feel it throbbing and growing under my finger? Does it feel good?" 
 
    I pulled my finger from her mouth, hearing the oddly satisfying popping noise it made as it came out of her mouth. I paused and, hearing no response, I removed the pressure on her clit. She hunched her hips, looking for my fingers. 
 
    "Hmm? Does it?" 
 
    "Yesss." She answered in a long, drawn-out hiss. 
 
    I returned to her clit. Putting a finger on either side of it, I began stroking it. Her clit was pinned between my two fingers, her hood being pulled up and down with each stroke. 
 
    "Oh...Caitlin not ahhhere. What if ssssomeone comesss?" 
 
    I chuckled, "Don't worry. The only one that will be coming is you." 
 
    She groaned and her head tilted back against the wall. I felt her legs shaking. She was getting close. I moved my fingers back to her slot. I teased her, moving my fingers along her slit, but not entering. 
 
    "You do want to cum don't you?" I asked, still gliding along her entrance. 
 
    "Yes!" she answered explosively in one breath. 
 
    I sunk my fingers into her quickly. She moved her hips in rhythm with my thrusting. 
 
    "My, you're soaked. I can hear your juices sloshing around in your cunt. I don't know if I've ever seen you this wet. Is it because I'm fucking you in public? Is it because any moment someone could walk by and see and know exactly what I'm doing to you?" 
 
    I felt her muscles contract at my last question, "Fuck! Yes." 
 
    She was on the edge again. I removed my fingers and used both of my hands to pull her skirt all the way up. Her pussy was now completely exposed to the open air. Her ass was bare now too, resting against the cool wall. I could've sworn that I saw her juices begin to roll down her thighs at being open completely. I heard her make a strange noise in her throat that I found infinitely sexy. 
 
    "There. Now if anyone comes by they can see everything." My body was still blocking most of the view, but there was no doubt that Katie felt exposed. I moved my fingers back and started fucking her again. "But isn't that what you wanted? You wanted them to see your naked, wet cunt, didn't you?" I took my other hand and began to stroke her large clit between my thumb and pointer finger. 
 
    "Yes!" I could feel her trembling. I knew she was close, but I wanted to keep her on the edge a while longer. I constantly changed my pace with my fingers, never letting her hips catch up with me. I stroked her clit lightly to let her calm down as she tried to meet my fingers to increase the pressure. I slowed the pace of my fingers in her cunt, making her hips move to keep the thrusting movement going. When she would finally settle, I would increase my efforts, driving her to the edge again. 
 
    "You want them to see what a slut you are? You already look like one. Your legs spread so wide and you humping my hand in the middle of a club. You want to let your juices gush all over your naked pussy and dribble down your thighs?" Tap, tap, tap on her clit. 
 
    Her legs were shaking, straining to keep herself up. Her breathing was heavy and irregular. I could see her sweating profusely. The smell of her arousal permeated the air. 
 
    "Please. Oh Caitlin please!" 
 
    "Tell me what you want." I knew I was driving her to the edge of her sanity. 
 
    "I-arghh...want to c-cum!" 
 
    "You mean want me to make you cum like the slut you are, your wet, juicy cunt cumming all over my hands?" 
 
    "YES! Please make me cum like the slut I am. Make my wet, juicy cunt cum on your hands!" 
 
    That was the admission I had been waiting for. I resumed the stroking on her clit. 
 
    I whispered, "I hope you don't scream too loud babe. Wouldn't want anyone to hear," my grin evident in my voice. 
 
    I picked up the pace with my fingers and moved my mouth down to her nipple. I bit Katie's nipple and felt her go stiff. She inhaled, and in the next instant her cream was pouring over my hand, her muscles gripping my fingers tightly. I heard her scream and thought, for a moment, that she might be heard over the thumping music. Her hips were now jerking wildly and I struggled to keep my fingers on her clit. I used my body to control her movements as much as I could. I wanted her orgasm to last as long as possible. 
 
    I moved my fingers in and out faster while pinching her clit. 
 
    "Ohhhhh...mmm...AHH!" 
 
    She moaned and I felt her entire body tremble. The cum was literally leaking out of her as I continued to stroke her. I felt as though I could feel the waves of her pleasure washing over her body. Her climax must have lasted at least a minute. I slowed and then stilled my hands as I felt her calm. I looked up and saw her eyes were still closed. Her chest was rapidly rising and falling and her hands were clutching the wall. I smiled at her and moved my head down level with her pussy. 
 
    I tentatively licked along her slot and felt her jump. 
 
    "Caitlin! Not again please." Her hands went to pull my head away, but she was too weak. My body was no longer blocking her from view and I knew she could now see out through the curtain. She could see all the people on the floor dancing, clueless as to what was going on a little distance away from them. I could only imagine Katie's excitement at the site. 
 
    I pulled her lips apart with my thumbs and stuck my tongue deep in her hole. I started to tongue-fuck her in earnest. I knew she wouldn't last long because she was sensitive from her last orgasm. I pulled my mouth up to her clit and began to lightly suck on it. I eased one finger in her pussy and, once it was good and wet, I worked it into her ass. Her hands gripped my head, pulling at my hair. I sucked her clit harder while whipping it with my tongue as I continued to pump in and out of her rosebud. She shrieked and her hips uncontrollably humped my face. My mouth struggled to keep up with the copious amount of fluids that were dripping out of her pussy. I could feel her shaking as she gasped for breath. 
 
    I withdrew my finger from her ass and rose to hold her. She leaned heavily on me, her head resting on my shoulder. I could feel the aftershocks running through her body as I rubbed her back to help calm her. 
 
    After about five or ten minutes she leaned back against the wall. 
 
    "You bitch. You nearly killed me," but she smiled as she said it. I laughed and moved forward to kiss her briefly. 
 
    "Ready to go?" I asked, lightly touching her cheek as I looked into her eyes. She pulled her skirt down and started to walk forward. 
 
    "Ugh, I can't move." 
 
    I grinned at her and wrapped my arm around her waist to help support her, "Come on." 
 
    She wobbled a bit as she tried to walk, "I've never come so hard in my life," she paused, "How did you know?" 
 
    I shrugged, "I don't know...little clues you dropped without knowing that I picked up on." 
 
    We were silent for a while but when we reached the car I heard her speak, "You sure as hell better believe I'll have your ass for that." 
 
    I smiled. Oh, I knew. I knew and I was already looking forward to it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 37 
 
    I was finally on my way home from work and looking forward to a long weekend away with my girlfriend. It had been a stressful week. I had been working overtime to get all my work done and I was relieved to be home. Katie had booked a friend's cabin up in the mountains for a four day weekend. She said it was a nice cozy place in the woods. It sounded perfect to me. Plus, she had mentioned it had a hot tub and that was just what my body needed right about now! 
 
    I walked through the door to find Katie bringing down her suitcase from upstairs. 
 
    "You ready babe?", she asked me. 
 
    "Most definitely." I stated and went over to give her a kiss. I hugged her and leant my weight on her. Man I was tired. She hugged me tight and rubbed her hands up and down my back, massaging the tension from the week away. 
 
    She leaned back a bit and looked sympathetically into my eyes, "It's been a rough week hasn't it?" 
 
    I smiled at her and said, "Yeah but it's already one hundred percent better now that I'm here with you." She smiled and I gave her another quick kiss on the lips. 
 
    "Let's go." 
 
    "Don't you have to pack?" 
 
    "No, I packed last night. My suitcase is already in the car." 
 
    "I guess someone is ready for a break." 
 
    I chuckled at that; I was definitely ready. 
 
    We took off and though Katie offered to drive, I drove. I knew that long drives could stress her out and I really didn't mind. We talked for a while in the car about how our days went. I made my usual sarcastic comments that made her laugh. I liked being able to make her laugh. I loved talking to Katie, she made me feel so relaxed and at ease. After a while we fell into a comfortable silence, driving down the highway and listening to Jack Johnson. Katie put her hand on my thigh. I smiled at her, took her hand to my lips and gave it a kiss and placed it gently back on my thigh. She smiled back and I put one of my hands on top of hers. 
 
    We settled in to the cabin and put away our suitcases. The place was really nice. It was small, only one bedroom, but it had a king-size bed and a separate shower and two-person tub. The rest of the home was open and airy, which was nice. The sitting area looked out on to the back area of the cabin which was surrounded by tall green trees and a creek that weaved in between them. It was beautiful. 
 
    I was washing the dishes from our light meal at the sink while Katie went back to the bedroom to freshen up. Suddenly I felt Katie's body come up behind me. I felt her breasts press into my back and immediately felt goose bumps rise up from my legs to the back of my neck. I had stopped washing at this time, and stood there, waiting for her next move. She slowly wrapped her arms around my waist and gently scraped her nails across my stomach underneath my shirt. I gasped at this and sucked in my stomach a bit. She continued the motion and started to kiss the nape of my neck. At this I felt the hairs my neck stand up and I braced myself on the counter with both of my hands. She continued to make abstract patterns on my stomach and ribs with her nails while simultaneously kissing, licking, and nipping at my neck. Her hands were slowly making their way to my breasts but they were taking their sweet time. At this point I was breathing heavily and I could feel my hard, excited nipples scraping against my shirt as my chest heaved. She moved her hands up to my breasts, her nails circling around the orbs but never touching my aching nipples. They moved up further to my shoulders and slipped off the straps of my bra. On their way back down to my breasts, her hands flipped the cups of my bra downward, further exposing my nipples. She then began massaging my breasts directly but still not giving my nipples any relief. I tried to move to guide her hands to the place I wanted them the most, but she was too quick. So I stood there enjoying the sensations coming from my neck and my breasts, letting her tease me. 
 
    She continued this for I don't know how long. Minutes, hours, days. I was lost and couldn't bring myself to do anything but stand there. Then, with a breathtaking suddenness, both of her hands moved to my nipples, twisting and rolling them. At the same time she sucked hard on my neck and roughly pushed her hips forward, causing my crotch to grind against the countertop. 
 
    "Oh God" I moaned at the sudden attack on my body. 
 
    She then whipped my body around and locked me in an urgent kiss. Her tongue slid against mine as she thoroughly explored my mouth. I eagerly sucked on her tongue and stroked my hands up and down her back as our kiss deepened. 
 
    During that amazing kiss we somehow ended up in the bedroom. I felt the back of my knees bump into the bed as Katie gently lowered me down on to it, her lips never leaving mine. My hands gripped her ass as she straddled my hips and moaned into my mouth. 
 
    Her lips then started to move along my jaw line, back towards my ear. She slowly traced the perimeter of my ear with her tongue and then sucked the lobe into her mouth. I turned my head to further expose my neck and ear as my body squirmed underneath her. 
 
    She kissed down my neck and tongued the hollow of my collarbone. She continued downward until she came to the first button of my shirt. She unbuttoned it and kissed the newly exposed skin. She continued this until my shirt was totally unbuttoned. She kept kissing my tummy, each contact of her moist lips making me shiver and arousing me further. 
 
    Katie finally made her way back up to my breasts. She started licking around one, making circles that were getting closer and closer to my straining nipple. As she circled my aureole I sucked in my breath. Just as I thought she would capture my nipple, she reversed her course and headed for my other breast. I exhaled my disappointment. 
 
    By the time she made it near my other nipple I was squirming on the bed from the teasing. She had started to massage my other breast with her hand and I was more aroused than ever. Just when I thought my torment would never end, she sucked my nipple hard into her mouth, her teeth scraping along the sides. At the same time her hand captured my other nipple and twisted it hard. My back arched at the sudden contact and my hands clutched the bed sheets for dear life. 
 
    "Katie!" I squealed as she continued the expert manipulation of my breasts. Her mouth switched back and forth between by breasts as I thrashed on the bed in pleasure. 
 
    I was still lost in my euphoric daze when I realized that Katie's face was now level with my own. She smiled and placed her lips on mine. She started to kiss me with a hunger that I had never seen in her before. She once again explored my mouth and greedily sucked on my tongue. Her hands moved my arms above my head and her nails began to lightly scrape along them, up and down. My head was spinning from the sensations even after she broke the kiss and stared into my eyes. I was still panting when she bent down and playfully bit my nipple. Reflexively I started to move my hands down to my chest, only to realize that they would not move. Curious, I looked at my arms and saw that they were now tied to the headboard. The little sneak had tied me up. 
 
    "What the..." I began. 
 
    "Remember that day you teased me at the mall?", she asked. I smiled. How could I forget? It had been a devious plan. I cornered her in a stall in the bathroom at the mall. We had been out shopping for Christmas. I had brought a short, fat plug that I managed to work into her pussy while sensually making out with her. She had thought that perhaps I was looking for a quickie in the bathroom, but no. I continued to tease her with the plug and my kissing as I strapped on the butterfly vibrator I had bought a week ago. I quickly pulled her out of the stall and out of the bathroom before she really had a chance to comprehend what I had just done. 
 
    "What are you..." but before she could finish I turned the butterfly on its lowest setting with the remote. Her eyes opened wide and she gripped my arm, her knuckles turning white. 
 
    "You bitch." I just smiled and led her away from the bathroom. She tried to go back, but I held tight and led her into a nearby store. 
 
    We were at the mall for about 4 hours that day, shopping and eating. I teased her the whole time with the vibrator, keeping her on the edge of coming while the plug subtly fucked her with every step she took. She looked at me the whole time as if she was going to kill me, but she still allowed me to go along with my plan. By the time we got home she was begging and moaning almost constantly. When she finally did cum it was harder than I had ever seen her cum in all the time that I had known her. And I kept eating her out until she begged me to stop. I had a feeling that she would secretly like my plan, and apparently she did. 
 
    "It's payback time." I was brought back into the present by her voice. My stomach lurched at her statement. 
 
    "I was trying to find a way to get you back. And then a couple weeks ago I was on the computer and I stumbled upon a certain someone's stash..." 
 
    She grinned evily at me and I gasped. I kept a file on my computer with my favorite erotic stories. I have always been secretly in to bondage but never really had any experience with it. It was an awkward request to make to a lover for me. The thought that she had seen stories like these and pretty much knew my fantasies made me feel naked and exposed. I tried to swallow the growing lump in my throat as Katie laughed at my predicament. 
 
    She traced her nails down the sides of my torso, making me squirm. She quickly unbuttoned my jeans and slid them off me, along with my panties. She then took two more scarves that she had previously attached to the lower legs of the bed and tied one to each of my ankles. I was now tied spread-eagle to the bed. I struggled to test my bonds, but I was clearly going nowhere without Katie's help. 
 
    Katie then tied a black blindfold on to my head, plunging me into darkness. She had grown quiet and I listened intently for any type of clue of what she was up to. I heard her unzipping something and then routing through some stuff. It once again grew quiet. A couple of minutes later I felt something gently brush against my arm. I twitched in reaction. It was such a brief contact I wondered if I had perhaps imagined it. It went away and I was once again waiting. 
 
    The contact was back again. This time it went slowly and gently from my wrist, down my armpit, and down my torso. It tickled and I writhed in my bonds. It moved across my stomach, right below my belly button, to the other side of my torso. It then repeated its path back up to the other wrist. 
 
    As traced past my armpit I groaned with my realization. It was a feather. She was going to drive me crazy! 
 
    "Katie...no, please..." I begged, though my pussy was now dripping. 
 
    She pinched my ass in response and continued her teasing caresses with the feather. The feather made my skin tingle and made it especially sensitive. 
 
    She finally made her way to my breasts and circled my nipples with the feather like she had done earlier with her tongue. When she actually touched my nipples they sent jolts of pleasure to my pussy and my back arched off the bed as far as it could while being tied down. Far from relieving my aching nipples, the feather seemed to just further my need for her touch. 
 
    When she tired of tormenting my breasts, she moved lower, tickling my inner thighs and the area right above my mound. She then started to make a triangle with the feather, tracing the hollow where my thigh meets my pussy, to right over my clit, back down across the other hollow. With this movement my hips started to rock back and forth, begging her to fuck me. After some time she started to glide the feather along the lips of my pussy, down over my asshole, and finally over my clit. My hips rose off the bed, suspended by my head and my ankles. I started to really buck my hips trying to intensify the teasing caresses of the feather while simultaneously trying to get away from it. I was seeing stars behind my tightly closed eyelids and my hands were clenched shut. The feather did little satisfy my tingling pussy. Actually it just made the feeling more intense, making me mad with desire. 
 
    "Oh God Katie, please stop!", I pleaded. I couldn't take much more of this. 
 
    She laughed, "What's the matter Caitlin, can't take a little teasing?" I groaned in response. 
 
    But she did stop. I tried to catch my breath before she made her next move. I felt her strap something around my hips, and then she slid a dildo into my soaking wet pussy. I moaned with the feeling of being filled. I began to rock my hips, only to realize the dildo did not move; it appeared to be held in by the straps around my hips. She then placed more straps around my hips and something settled over my clit. 
 
    "I believe you remember this guy...", she said as she turned the butterfly vibrator on low. My hips began to rock once again and my breathing became heavy. 
 
    "Oh...", I moaned at the feeling of the little vibrations on my hard clit. 
 
    I felt Katie move around on the bed. She was now right next to my ear; I could feel her breath on my neck. She brought her hand up to my nipple, rolling it in between her fingers, sending sparks of pleasure to my cunt. 
 
    "Now, don't you think you deserve to be punished for what you did to me?" she asked in a sweet low voice that made me shiver. At the thought of her punishing me my heart skipped a beat and my breath caught in my throat. But before I could pull myself together to answer, I felt a sharp pain in my nipple. 
 
    "Ow!" 
 
    I realized that she had attached a nipple clamp. And though the pain had receded there was now a dull throb in its place. She repeated the process on my other nipple and laughed when my chest arched and I whimpered as a result. 
 
    "I'll give you some time to think about it then.", she said. She turned on the dildo, which at that time I realized was a vibrator, and left the room. 
 
    The buzzing on my clit and in my pussy together with the throbbing of my nipples was driving me insane. I was frantically bucking my hips, thrashing in my bonds, and moaning continuously. I quickly realized that while the light vibrations on my clit aroused me to no end, it was not enough to get me off. I wasn't able to close my legs to intensify the feelings of the vibrator. I groaned as I recognized that I wasn't going to cum until she let me. My helplessness and lack of control only made me hornier. 
 
    How long she let me lay there I have no idea. My world was centered on my nipples, pussy, and clit. Nothing else existed. The blindfold only added to the feelings because I had no visual distractions. I began to wonder what else she was going to do to me. I almost came at the thought of her taking me over her knee and spanking me. 
 
    By the time she came back into the room I was jogging my hips wildly and moaning. She quickly removed the butterfly and the vibrator from my pussy. I groaned as my body once again landed on the sheets. 
 
    "So, are you ready to be punished?" Katie asked me. 
 
    "Yes!", I eagerly said, desperately wanting some kind of sensation to replace the one that had been driving me wild just minutes ago. 
 
    "Yes, what?" she asked as she suddenly removed one of the nipple clamps. The blood suddenly came back to my nipple and gasped at the sudden pain. I calmed myself to answer her. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "Try again" she replied and emphasized her point by removing the other clamp and slapping my breast. I groaned at the pain from the clamp and the slap. I was so aroused I was having trouble breathing. 
 
    "Yes...mistress", I whispered in a barely audible tone. Just calling her mistress made my pussy contract as it now became clear that one of my fantasies were coming true. 
 
    She untied me and led me to another area in the room. 
 
    "Kneel" 
 
    I immediately knelt and felt the soft carpet under my knees. Her hand soon came to my back and applied a gentle pressure, indicating I should lean over. I felt her smooth skin against my chest and realized I was lying across her lap. She then cuffed my hands together in front and then stepped on the chain in between the cuffs, leaving me with little room to move. 
 
    "Spread your legs" 
 
    I spread my knees further apart on the carpet. I felt one of her hands gliding over my thighs while the other one rested on my lower back. Her hand then traced up to my ass cheeks, drawing random patterns in them with her nails. Two of her fingers lowered down towards my pussy, tracing along the edges of my lower lips. Her fingers continued on this path, back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. Slowly she moved her finger along my ass crack and flicked it over my asshole. I inhaled sharply at the sensation and ground my crotch against her thigh. 
 
    "Now, what do you need slut?" 
 
    "To be punished mistress.", I replied. Her calling me a slut was turning me on and she knew it. 
 
    "Beg for it and I may give it to you." 
 
    The thought of me begging her to punish me made my heart beat wildly. 
 
    "Please punish your slut mistress." 
 
    She grabbed my hair, forcing my head up and leaned in close to my ear, "You sure slut?" 
 
    "Please mistress.", her taunting driving me nuts. 
 
    "Alright, you asked for it." 
 
    Her hand started caressing my ass again, warming it. I waited, my breath becoming shorter. She lifted her hand from my ass and I tensed, expecting her to strike. She did not. I waited. Once I again relaxed she let her hand fall on my cheek. 
 
    SLAP! I jumped at the contact and groaned as the sting spread on my cheek. She gave me little time to rest. SLAP SLAP SLAP. After about 15 or 20 my ass was really starting to hurt and I was wondering how much more I could take. The blows seemed to be coming down harder and my crotch started to grind against her thigh. But as she continued to spank me I found the pain turning to pleasure and I started moving my ass towards her punishing hand. Much to my embarrassment I began to moan with each slap. I felt the pleasure from my tanned ass merging with the pleasure from my clit sliding on her thigh. My breathing came in shallow gasps and my legs started to tremble. I could feel the sweat all over my body and my body shivered from the sensations. Katie seemed to notice my impeding orgasm and stopped abruptly. 
 
    "Someone is enjoying her punishment I think", she stated. I could tell she was smirking as she said this and was quite pleased with herself. All I could do is pant in response. 
 
    She let her fingers wander down to my pussy and slide her finger into my cunt. I moaned as she wiggled her finger inside like a worm on a hook, making my hips jerk uncontrollably. She removed her finger as my pussy clenched in protest. She started to tease my asshole with her soaked finger, circling it and then applying light pressure. 
 
    My head rose slightly, "No! Not there!" 
 
    She paid me no attention as her finger applied a steady pressure and my ring slowly gave way. She slowly fucked me with her finger. I found that I began to like the feel of her finger in my ass and started to rock my ass back towards it. All too soon she removed her finger. I thought I was going to cry. She had been teasing me all night and I didn't know how much more of it I could take. My body was wound tight and was just waiting for release to let it all go. 
 
    I was interrupted from my frustration by something entering my pussy. Katie left it there only momentarily before removing it and lightly pressing its tip against my anus. My hips moved back towards the object, but she moved with my hips. 
 
    "Would you like me to stuff your ass with this plug, slut?" 
 
    "Yes, mistress" 
 
    "Tell me what you want." 
 
    "Please..." 
 
    "Tell me." 
 
    She was going to make me say it. I could already feel my cheeks blushing. 
 
    "Please stuff my ass mistress" 
 
    "Stuff whose ass with what?" 
 
    "Please stuff your slut's ass with your plug!", I quickly said. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment. 
 
    With that she applied a steady pressure to the plug and it started to slide past my ring. I winced with pain as the plug filled my tight ass, but found the pain passed as she gave the plug a final push and my ass tightened around it. 
 
    "How does that feel?" 
 
    "S-so good mistress...I f-feel so full." She pulled on the plug, fucking my ass with it. 
 
    "Oooh...God" 
 
    I was getting into the rhythm of the ass-fucking when I felt SMACK on my pussy, directly on my clit. She continued using one hand to fuck me with the plug while the other slapped my pussy with a hard, flat object. I felt intense waves of pleasure coming from my clit. My body began to shake and my pussy rocked as hard as it could towards the object. Every time I thought I would cum I found that my arousal just continued to build. 
 
    "Oh please, please...please don't stop. Please let me cum mistress! I'll do anything, please!", I pleaded with her to have mercy and not to stop. 
 
    "Cum for me slut", she ordered as she smacked my pussy harder and harder still. 
 
    With her words I felt my body fall into a realm of ultimate pleasure. The fire that had been slowly building in me all night had reached its peak as it consumed my entire being. I felt its heat shoot through my veins as I writhed in pleasure. I shrieked as I felt every muscle in my body tense and thought surely that my skin would be ripped off from the pressure. Then as my muscles released I felt the strong waves of pure pleasure radiate from my clit and spread throughout my entire body. My muscles continued to randomly twitch as my hips continued to strain towards her hand hitting my clit. Each strike seemed to produce a new pulse of pleasure that caused a new orgasm to run through me. As one particularly strong burst of pleasure raced through me, I felt my muscles give completely as I slumped in her lap. The stars I had been seeing behind my eyelids ceased and I fell, relaxed, into darkness. 
 
    I awoke later to Katie gently wiping my face with a damp washcloth. I was now lying in the bed, untied. 
 
    "Welcome back", she said as she grinned at me. I groaned in response, but smirked at her, which caused her to laugh. 
 
    "So did you like that?", she questioned. It amazed me that she had to ask, what with me having the best orgasm of my life but I saw a bit of uncertainty in her face. 
 
    "It was fucking incredible", I answered. She looked relieved, glad that she had not misjudged me. She climbed on top of me, cradled my face in her hands and then kissed me passionately. I moved my hands up and down her back as she ran her hands through my hair. Her tongue traced along my sensitive gums and then sucked on my tongue. The intensity of her kiss was so great I thought that she might suck the air right out of my lungs. She sucked on my lower lip as I tried to catch my breath. 
 
    She smiled at me and said, "Now you know what will happen to you when you mess with me." 
 
    I smirked back at her and looked her straight in the eyes and said, "In that case I'll be sure to do it again." 
 
    She grinned evilly at me, "Oh, I'm not done with you yet. We still have three more days." 
 
    My pussy clenched at the thought and I tried not to let the effect of her words show on my face. I'm sure I failed. 
 
    "I guess we better get some rest then" 
 
    "Yeah, you're gonna need it.", she whispered as she spooned against my back. This was going to be a long weekend. I'm sure that if I hadn't been so exhausted I would have stayed up wondering what she might have planned. But instead I snuggled back against her and held her hand across my chest. She kissed my neck and I closed my eyes to fall into a peaceful slumber. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 38 
 
    Kasey sat at a table in a local restaurant waiting for her number to be called. Though she appeared to be staring at the table, she was looking right through it. She was totally unaware of her surroundings at the moment, for she was lost in a world of thought. She felt foolish and unloved. Savanna had broken up with her after they had been together for almost a year and a half. Kasey had been completely blind-sided by the split. She saw nothing wrong with their relationship and was thinking that the two would perhaps spend the rest of their lives together. But Savanna had said she wanted to have a 'normal' family, including a husband and kids. Savanna seemed to suddenly realize she was getting older and her window of opportunity was shrinking. Kasey was devastated. Had this just been a fling to Savanna all along? Was she just someone to fill the gap until the right person came along? Would she be alone all her life? Whether these questions any truth or not Kasey did not know. She felt foolish for not seeing what was coming sooner. But then how could she? Everything had seemed great. 
 
    Regardless, Kasey felt used and more down than she had been in many years. She had left her apartment to come eat here because she could no longer stand to be in the place that she had shared with Savanna for so long. Adding to her despair was her emptiness that she felt inside, which was only magnified when she was at home. Each and every room held memories of her and Savanna. She had nowhere to hide from her feelings in her own apartment. Each room brought on old memories and a new wave of sadness. Savanna had removed the last of her things last week and now the apartment was emptier than ever. The missing belongings served as an unnecessary reminder of Savanna's absence. As if Kasey could forget. 
 
    Savanna had tried calling her a couple times this week; she seemed genuinely worried and concerned about Kasey. Somewhere inside Kasey knew that it must have been difficult for Savanna to tell her what she needed to do, but it didn't make her feel any better. After Savanna had told her, Kasey became lost to the world. Once she heard that Savanna was breaking up with her, she was gone. She left Savanna's apartment, even with Savanna trying to stop her. She heard Savanna saying something to her, but the words didn't register. Kasey was in shock then, and she knew that she would soon be in tears. She had to leave before Savanna saw her like that. She hated for people to see her cry. 
 
    She had raced back to her apartment and had immediately started crying once she shut the door. She reached her bedroom and curled up into a ball on her side on the bed and wept. Dark thoughts entered her mind as sobs racked her body. At one point she thought she heard banging on her front door, but knew she would not answer it. She wouldn't let anyone see her this upset. She could no longer control her crying. Her mind was quickly falling into a bleak place she had not been to in many years. 
 
    Kasey was brought back to the present by a single hot tear slowly rolling down her cheek. She quickly reached for a napkin on the table to wipe it off before anyone happened to notice. She looked around, hoping that no one was watching her. She relaxed when she saw that nobody was paying any attention to her. 
 
    Eager for a distraction, Kasey scanned the crowd in the restaurant. She was watching a mother feed her infant son when she saw her. In walked an absolutely beautiful woman. She wore a simple business suit, but Kasey could still detect the woman's feminine curves underneath the conservative clothing. Her heels accentuated her long, toned legs, as well as her tight ass and full breasts. She had dark brown (almost black) hair that went just past her shoulders. It seemed to caress her lovely face as she moved. But most of all, Kasey noticed her eyes. Her dark almond eyes drew Kasey to her like a moth to a flame. Kasey felt a tinge of excitement in the juncture of her thighs as those entrancing eyes made the briefest of contact with hers. 
 
    Kasey felt lightheaded and realized that she had been holding her breath the entire time she had been looking at her. She broke her stare and took a few deep breaths to regain her composure. 
 
    "Excuse me miss? Ma'am?" 
 
    Kasey turned toward the voice and realized that her food was now ready. Her face turned a bit red as she recognized that they had been calling her number for quite some time now. As she moved to the counter to get her food she again scanned the room to find the dark haired beauty. She cursed inwardly when the woman seemed nowhere to be found. Sighing at the loss, Kasey grabbed her tray and turned to once again find her seat. Upon turning, her tray bumped in to someone, spilling some of her food on her shirt and her water on the person in front of her. 
 
    "Damn it! Watch where you're going!" A voice shot at her. 
 
    "I'm sorry" Kasey replied as she looked up to see the woman she had been checking out only moments before. Her breath caught in her throat and she suddenly seemed incapable of moving. 
 
    "Give me that." The woman said, taking a couple of napkins from Kasey's tray as she turned to walk away. "Idiot." 
 
    Kasey felt her heart sink at the woman's harsh words. She felt her eyes begin to water as she watched the woman walk away to get more napkins to dry herself off. 
 
    No longer feeling hungry, Kasey wiped the food off her shirt and threw the rest of it away. She could feel her tears threatening to fall, so she hurried back her apartment where she once again lost herself to the sobs that were now becoming all too familiar in her life. 
 
    ***************************** 
 
    Angie was dabbing her shirt dry as she looked around the restaurant for the woman she had just ran in to. True she had had a horrendous day at work, but that was no reason to take it out on a complete stranger. After all, Angie had run in to the other woman too. She saw the woman practically running out the door. She immediately felt guilty for being so harsh and rude. The woman was obviously very upset and Angie felt horrible for reacting the way she did. She would have to find her and apologize. 
 
    ***************************** 
 
    Angie had stopped by the restaurant everyday since the incident, hoping to find the woman again. It was now Thursday and she was disappointed that she had still not found her. But then again, how many times do people eat in the same place in the same week? Perhaps it was not the best plan, but it was all she could think of to do. 
 
    Angie was feeling tired and wanted to let loose a bit so she decided to go over to a nearby bar. She walked in and ordered a drink. She looked around for a place to sit, and then she saw her. Although Angie did not get a very good look the first time, she immediately recognized the woman from the restaurant. She was sitting by herself in a booth, staring blankly at the seat across from her. Angie noticed the woman's toned legs in the tight jeans that seemed to fit her like a second skin. She had gorgeous red hair with occasional bond highlights that cascaded past her slender shoulders and on to her back. Angie felt her pussy become wet at the sight of the girl as her mouth suddenly became dry. She stood there for a long while, admiring the woman from a safe distance, and trying to work up the nerve to go and talk to her. 
 
    Finally, after what seemed like an hour, Angie walked over to talk to the woman. 
 
    "Hi there. Mind if I have a seat?" 
 
    The woman seemed startled and a bit flustered upon seeing Angie. Did she even remember her? 'She must', thought Angie. 
 
    "Uh...oh, umm sure." 
 
    "My name's Angie by the way." Angie started, smiling as she did so to put the woman at ease. Angie reached out her hand. 
 
    "Oh, I'm Kasey." 
 
    Angie's breath was taken away at the contact, as well as her ability to think. Luckily though, the contact was brief and her mind once again kicked in. 
 
    "Listen, I really wanted to apologize for how rude I was to you the other day. I--" 
 
    "Oh no, I understand." 
 
    "No. I was having a bad day and I took it out on you. I'm so sorry. Honest, I'm not usually such an ass." Angie paused and looked into Kasey's emerald green eyes. "Can I buy you a drink...please?" 
 
    Angie felt butterflies in her stomach as she waited for Kasey's answer. She now really wanted to be around this woman, not just to apologize. 
 
    Kasey smiled and Angie felt her heart leap in her chest. 
 
    "Sure." 
 
    Angie, upon hearing Kasey's answer, settled into her seat and signaled the waitress over. After ordering another drink for herself and a refill for Kasey, Angie began to make small talk and get to know Kasey. The woman was shy at first but like most people, she opened up after a couple of drinks. Angie could see the redhead was not only intelligent, but also witty as she continued to talk to her. Though she liked to hear Kasey talk, she also seemed to enjoy listening to Angie's stories, laughing and smiling at Angie as she carried on. Angie felt that the woman had an innocent and vulnerable quality about her that only drew Angie to her more. 
 
    Angie saw that the bar was closing down and knew that they would soon have to leave. She didn't want to. 
 
    ********************************* 
 
    "I suppose we should leave before they kick us out." 
 
    Kasey looked around and realized that Angie was right. She was so lost in their conversation that she hadn't even noticed that the bar was closing down. She was disappointed that their night was now coming to an end. She hadn't had this good of a time since before her ordeal with Savanna had started. She had found herself constantly smiling and very at ease with Angie. There were no awkward silences that you would expect with a stranger. It startled Kasey to think how easily she related to this woman. As they were walking out the door, Kasey wondered if she would see Angie again. 
 
    "So when do you want to get dinner on Friday?" 
 
    Kasey was broken out of her thoughts by Angie's question. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I seem to remember me ruining your dinner the other night, so it's only fair that I take you out and buy you some food." 
 
    Kasey was thrilled that she would get to see this wonderful woman again. 
 
    "How about 7:00?" 
 
    "Sounds good." 
 
    They exchanged phone numbers before saying their goodbyes. 
 
    Kasey returned to her apartment with a smile on her face, something she had not done in quite a few weeks. She no longer felt depressed at seeing the place that she and Savanna had shared for so long. Perhaps a friend like Angie would help her get out of her "funk" and get back to her normal life. 
 
    **************************** 
 
    Angie picked up Kasey promptly at 7:00 and took her to a local casual Italian restaurant. The food was excellent and Kasey found herself once again enjoying the company of her friend. Once the meal was over, Kasey invited Angie back to her apartment. 
 
    "Make yourself at home." Kasey said as she gestured toward the couch. 
 
    "Thanks." 
 
    Kasey made her way to the kitchen to get the two of them something to drink. She poured two glasses of Merlot and wandered back into the room. 
 
    "Who's this?" Angie inquired, pointing to a picture sitting on a bookcase shelf alongside the T.V. 
 
    Kasey felt her heart sink in to her stomach at the question. She had not been able to get rid of the picture of she and Savanna; it had been her favorite. She was beginning to get upset again upon seeing the picture, but answered Angie, "My ex-girlfriend." 
 
    Kasey knew the tremor in her voice had been audible. Despite herself, she felt tears start to well in her eyes. Damn, she really didn't like people to see her cry. She turned her body slightly in a lame attempt to hide her eyes from Angie. But when she felt Angie's arms wrap supportively around her, she broke down and started crying. Angie gently led her to the couch and held her as she cried. 
 
    Kasey felt Angie's hand rubbing her back, helping her to calm down. "I'm sorry honey. Let it all out." 
 
    When Kasey felt calm enough to talk, she started to tell Angie what happened with her and Savanna. Kasey felt comforted in Angie's arms as she told her story. She was surprised to find that she felt much better talking about it with someone. She really hadn't talked to anyone about it and it felt good to share her feelings with someone other than herself. She was surprised that she had felt comfortable enough around Angie, a person she just met, to talk to her about Savanna. 
 
    Kasey hoped she hadn't scared off Angie with her sudden outburst. Still sniffling a bit she looked up at Angie, "Sorry about that. I guess I have been holding that in for too long." 
 
    "It sounds like it." 
 
    Angie smiled reassuringly, seemingly not put-off at all by Kasey's tears. 
 
    "I swear I'm not a mess like this all of the time," Kasey remarked while smiling. 
 
    Angie laughed, and her dark brown eyes seemed to sparkle. Kasey found herself yawning, suddenly feeling the effects of her emotional ordeal. 
 
    Angie smiled at Kasey and started to get up, "I think maybe you need some sleep." 
 
    Kasey agreed and saw Angie to the door. Angie turned to exit, but Kasey caught her hand. 
 
    "Thank you." 
 
    ***************************** 
 
    Angie was becoming enchanted by this young shy woman. She desperately wanted take their relationship further, but she knew that she would have to take it slowly. Kasey's recent confession made Angie realize that she would have to be weary about how she would proceed. Kasey was obviously not over her ex-girlfriend. 
 
    During the past few weeks she and Kasey fell into a comfortable rhythm. They would get together for lunch occasionally during the week and dinners on the weekend. Angie thought that Kasey really seemed to be enjoying her company. She had opened up much more since they had first met, allowing Angie to see more of her witty humor and her sharp mind. But she was also seeing more of Kasey's shapely yet firm body. The two had started working out together, taking regular jogs through a local park. Seeing Kasey in her tight, thin running shorts greatly tested Angie's patience. She could only imagine what lie underneath. And she did, many a night alone in her bedroom with her favorite vibrator to ease her sexual frustrations. 
 
    After one of these runs she and Kasey returned to her house. Angie went to her kitchen to get them some water to re-hydrate. She went to hand a glass to Kasey but stopped short when she heard the woman give a yelp of pain. Kasey sat on the floor and clutched her calf while wincing in pain. 
 
    "Kasey are you OK?" 
 
    "Ah...Charley Horse!" 
 
    Fortunately the cramping stopped and Kasey calmed. 
 
    "Damn, I hate those." Kasey sighed, massaging her calf. 
 
    "Here, let me see." Angie replied, delicately taking Kasey's calf in her hand. She used her thumbs to gently ease the tension in Kasey's muscles. Angie's felt her heart beating wildly in her chest as she realized she was finally touching the object of her desire. She felt Kasey's muscles relax a bit under her ministrations. However, she continued to touch Kasey's leg, though now much softer, almost caressing instead of massaging. Angie was becoming short of breath and noticed Kasey now had goose bumps on her leg. She looked up at Kasey to see her face flushed and her eyes partially closed. And she could have sworn she heard a soft moan coming from the woman. 
 
    Kasey's eyes opened wide seeing Angie looking at her. She moved her leg and began to stand up. 
 
    "I...I should go home and take a... take a shower." Kasey stuttered nervously, heading towards the door. "I'll see you later." 
 
    "OK." Angie replied as Kasey left. 
 
    Angie sat thinking. Has she lost control and scared Kasey off? She thought she had seen the desire on Kasey's face, but perhaps she was wrong. Maybe it was still too soon for Kasey. 
 
    ******************************** 
 
    Kasey sat in her apartment staring out the window. She couldn't believe how aroused she had become at Angie's touch. She had instantly become wet and had found it hard to sit still. She felt her arousal must have been apparent on her face when Angie looked up at her. She was so embarrassed by her reaction that she left in a hurry. She couldn't deny her attraction to her friend but she should have been able to control herself. Angie was straight as far as she knew; she had never mentioned having a girlfriend. Angie had become her best friend in the past few weeks and had really helped her through some rough times. She wasn't going to let her hormones ruin the best thing she had going for her right now. 
 
    ********************************* 
 
    Kasey had been going through hell the past few weeks. She was desperately trying to control her feelings and libido around Angie. But it was proving extremely difficult for her. The two were together so often and Kasey seemed to be in turmoil every moment they shared. She was hoping that her feelings would dissipate with time, but she found that they only grew. It was tearing her up inside and her emotions were starting to get the best of her. 
 
    "Kasey? Hellooo?" 
 
    "Huh?" Kasey's train of thought was interrupted by Angie's voice. 
 
    "I said should I attempt to cook something or should we order some Chinese?" Angie turned to look at Kasey, a concerned expression on her face, "Are you alright?" 
 
    Kasey felt her eyes begin to water as frustrations came to the surface. Why couldn't she keep her emotions in check around this woman? She felt Angie embrace her and she buried her face in the crook of Angie's neck. She couldn't stop her tears from falling. She could feel Angie's warm body and smell the floral scent of her body wash. To be this close to the woman she had come to love and know that she couldn't have her caused her heart to ache like never before. 
 
    "Kasey...Kase?" 
 
    Kasey could feel Angie's muscles tighten in distress. 
 
    "What's wrong?" 
 
    Kasey looked up into Angie's eyes before again lowering her head. 
 
    "I'm in love with someone I can't have." Kasey responded in a barely audible voice. 
 
    ****************************** 
 
    Angie said nothing because she did not trust her voice. She felt her heart sink at Kasey's words. She thought that Kasey had been making some emotional progress since Angie had met her. But it was now apparent to her that Kasey was still in love with Savanna. She held Kasey tighter to her, moving her own chin to rest on top of Kasey's head. Angie hoped that the redhead would not notice her few stray tears that were slowly streaking down her face. 
 
    Angie felt Kasey slowly relax and calm. She composed herself, taking a few deep breaths and broke their embrace. She looked at Kasey and forced a smile to her face. Angie saw the woman timidly smile back. 
 
    "How bout we order that Chinese and watch a mindless comedy to cheer you up?" 
 
    "M'kay." 
 
    Angie sat with Kasey on the couch watching the movie, their dinner long finished. Kasey seemed to have recovered from her earlier incident. She was now occasionally chuckling at the movie. Angie was not so fortunate. She couldn't take her mind off of Kasey. Maybe she could help her get over Savanna. But she couldn't stand to lose Kasey as a friend either, which was a possibility if she did make a move on her best friend. Her mind bounced back and forth for a while before her heart won out. 
 
    Angie turned toward her friend, "Kasey?" 
 
    "Hmm?" 
 
    Angie tried to form the words that she had planned in her head, but found herself unable to speak. Instead, her body began to lean in towards Kasey. There was little distance between the two to begin with, and Angie could now feel Kasey's breath on her skin. Seemingly without conscious thought, she closed the remaining distance and brushed her lips against Kasey's. Their lips glided slowly yet sensually past one another in a gentle and tender kiss. 
 
    Angie, realizing what had happened, broke the kiss and looked at her friend. Kasey's eyes were still closed, her lips still half-parted, and her body was still leaning toward Angie, as if eager for more. 
 
    Angie was flustered upon seeing Kasey's eyes once again open. 
 
    "Kase...I know I'm not Savanna, but we've been getting along so great and I care about you so much...and I know maybe this isn't what you were hoping for...but...but I love you." Angie blurted out, stumbling over her words. 
 
    Angie felt the tears tracing a path along her cheeks as she made her confession. She was unable to meet Kasey's eyes, afraid of seeing anger or rejection. She felt completely vulnerable and it was upsetting to her. She was aware of Kasey's hand gently tugging her chin up to look at her, but Angie kept her face cast downward. She felt her shift on the couch and settle in Angie's lap. 
 
    "Angie." Kasey's hand caressed her face, her thumb lovingly wiping away a lone tear from Angie's face. Angie looked up at those emerald eyes, moist with tears and saw Kasey gently smiling at her. 
 
    "Angie, I love you." Kasey took Angie's lips to hers again. Angie felt her heart soar at Kasey's words. She raised her hands to grab the back of Kasey's head and pull her head closer. She tentatively traced Kasey's lips with her tongue, seeking permission to venture further. Angie felt the redhead's lips eagerly give way to her tongue as she probed inward. Her passion increased as she felt Kasey enthusiastically suck on her tongue. She heard Kasey whimper as their tongues battled, smoothly sliding against one another. 
 
    Angie let her hands roam Kasey's body, sliding down her back, around her hips to the front, feeling the smooth skin underneath her shirt. Her hands continued onward, up the redhead's sides to gently cup the undersides of her breasts. Angie heard Kasey moan at the tender contact. She was encouraged by the noise and began massaging the firm yet yielding globes in her palms. 
 
    Angie let one of her hands head south and slip underneath Kasey's pants and then panties. Angie heard both of them groan when she made contact with Kasey's wet lower lips. She let her fingers explore lightly up and down the mound, finally settling on the erect clit. She started to circle the small knob and felt Kasey's hands move to her shoulders, gripping them tightly. She increased her tempo, loving the feel of the woman squirming in her lap. 
 
    The wetness seeping from the hole below her fingers became too much of a temptation for Angie so moved them down. Her finger slid easily into her lover's molten pussy. She quickly added another and began pumping them rhythmically in and out. Kasey broke their kiss, breathing heavily, and rested her forehead against Angie's. Angie moved her fingers quicker and moved her eyes to look at Kasey's face. Her eyes were closed but her mouth was open, emitting occasional moans. A sheen of sweat made her skin glisten in the light, a few stray hairs sticking to her flushed face. Angie thought it was the most erotic sight she had ever seen. 
 
    Angie's own arousal increased and she suddenly felt the overwhelming desire to see her lover cum. She moved her thumb up to Kasey's clit, stroking it firmly. 
 
    "Oh!" Angie felt Kasey's nails dig into her shoulders and her hips gyrate more frantically. She could feel the redhead's breath move over her face as she got closer and closer to climax. 
 
    "Hmmm...Ah! Please!" Kasey begged. 
 
    Angie curled her fingers upward, firmly massaging her lover's special spot. 
 
    "Oh GOD!" Kasey's body went completely rigid as her head snapped up. In the next instant she was wildly humping Angie's hand, using her hands on the brunette's shoulders as leverage. Angie could feel Kasey's cunt muscles squeezing her fingers. She pressed her thumb harder to her lover's button, determined to draw out her orgasm as long as possible. 
 
    ****************************** 
 
    Kasey's pleasure centers were overloaded by the orgasm that was rocking her body. She had never felt such intense pleasure in her life. The emotional and physical pressure both released at once and combined to give her release like never before. Her pussy gripped Angie's fingers, trying in vain to trap them inside. The force of the thumb on her clit caused her hips to jerk with its movements as her juices trickled down her thighs. 
 
    Kasey felt her orgasm begin to subside, though the tingling in her pussy and clit still remained. Her breathing slowed and her mind settled. She looked in Angie's deep almond eyes and saw the love there. She smiled and dipped her head to kiss her lover. The kisses were soft and soothing to Kasey. Kasey let her hands roam freely over her lover's torso, feeling her body react to her touch. She felt Angie's hips begin to slowly move beneath her. 
 
    Kasey moved her lips along Angie's jaw and back to her ear. She teased the dangling lobe with her tongue, flicking it and occasionally sucking it into her mouth. Her hands reached the hem of Angie's shirt and quickly pulled it over her head. She then reached behind her lover and release her bra, sliding the straps from her shoulders. She trailed soft kisses and nips down the side of Angie's neck, to her chest. She carefully blew hot air over one of the hard straining nipples, seeing Angie's chest heave as she was teased. Kasey took the nubbin in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. Angie moaned at the contact and Kasey sucked harder in response. Kasey felt her lover's hands cradle her head to her chest, caressing her silken locks. She lightly bit the nipple in her mouth while rolling its partner with her fingers. The brunette squealed and arched her back, gasping for her breath. Her grip on Kasey's head tightened as her fingers wove in to the long red hair. 'Hmm...those must be sensitive', thought Kasey. She continued tormenting Angie's tits, sucking, biting, massaging, pulling, and pinching. Angie's rocked her hips wildly, while her head thrashed back and forth. Her hands released Kasey's head and instead gripped the cushions on either side of her, digging her fingers into the soft material. 
 
    Kasey released Angie's nipples and made her way down towards her waist. She undid the jeans, pausing to dip her tongue in the cute navel that was now at her eye level. Angie's eyes were still closed and her hands still maintained their death-grip on the couch. Kasey yanked those hips toward the end of the couch and peeled the jeans down her lover's long toned legs. Her panties soon followed. She hooked those legs up over her shoulders, looking up to see Angie's head tilted back, breathing heavily. 
 
    Kasey took one slow swipe with her tongue right up the middle of Angie's slot, finishing with a flick on her clit. Her hips snapped at the sensation and her hands entangled themselves in Kasey's hair. To Kasey her juices tasted sweet and she quickly returned to the source. Her tongue delved as deep as it could go. Then she used her thumbs to pry the lips wide apart so she could probe further. Angie hunched her hips forward, meeting Kasey's tongue thrust for thrust. Each thrust seemed to be entwined with a moan that was like music to Kasey's ears. Occasionally Kasey's tongue would elicit a whimper from the brunette and she would quickly seek out the tender spot again. 
 
    Kasey could feel Angie's muscles tightening and her hands pulling her head in towards her pussy. She knew her lover was close so she moved up to take the large clit into her mouth. She used her idle fingers to pull back the hood and expose the knob. With that she took it in her mouth, sucking on it and lashing it with her tongue. Angie howled and her hips lifted high off the couch. 
 
    "Oh...oh...yes, yes, YES!" 
 
    Kasey felt her lover's fluids on her chin as she rode the waves of pure bliss. It was an incredible rush for Kasey, having the woman she loved writhing in pleasure under her tongue. She eased up on Angie's clit, instead introducing two fingers into her slot. Angie groaned as the fingers filled her. Kasey loved the silky feel of Angie's insides. She felt her lover responding her pumping fingers so she again took her clit into her mouth. 
 
    Kasey ate Angie with a passion that she had never felt before. It was almost savage, the way she fucked, sucked, and licked her lover. Angie tried to push her away, the pleasure becoming too intense for her. But Kasey refused to relent. Instead she wrapped her free arm around Angie's waist to keep her from getting away. Kasey lightly nibbled her lover's clit, causing her to fly over the edge. She came with a keening wail as her juices poured from her pussy. Kasey hurriedly moved down to lick up the wetness on the engorged, quivering lips. She heard Angie exhale and then felt the thighs that had been holding her captive go limp. 
 
    Angie lay motionless on the couch, her heart beating wildly in her chest. She felt her muscles twitch as the once-intense pleasure slowly ebbed away. She felt Kasey kissing up her body, up to her lips and returned it with as much energy she could muster. She wanted desperately to hold her lover, but found that her muscles wouldn't respond. The aftershocks ran that through her body abated, leaving her in a warm glow. 
 
    "I love you." 
 
    Angie felt her hands come alive at Kasey's words. She gently caressed her lover's face, while looking directly into her eyes. 
 
    "I love you too." 
 
    Kasey smiled at her words and Angie felt her heart soar. Saying those words felt so right and hearing the redhead say them felt even better. 
 
    "Come on." Kasey directed and took Angie's hands, pulling her to her feet. 
 
    Angie's legs, however, did not want to cooperate. She wobbled as she tried to stand. Kasey chuckled at Angie and put her arm around her to support her. 
 
    "Having some trouble?" Kasey asked, still grinning at Angie's inability to function properly. 
 
    "I don't know what you're talking about. I always walk like this." 
 
    Kasey laughed again while leading Angie to her bedroom. Once there, Angie collapsed on the bed, exhaling in the form of a groan upon making contact. The sheets felt cool on her naked skin and made it tingle when she moved against them. She looked over to see Kasey still standing. She was removing her remaining clothing, seemingly unaware of Angie's hungry gaze. 
 
    Angie sat up, legs hanging off the side of the bed to better watch the show before her. Kasey's back was to her, allowing Angie to trace the curves of her smooth, flawless back with her eyes. Kasey bent to remove her pants and Angie felt her breath catch in her throat when she saw those two gorgeous half-moons split by a tiny red thong. When the panties were removed and Angie saw Kasey's glistening pussy, she gasped out loud. Kasey, realizing that she was being watched, looked over her shoulder and blushed. 
 
    "You're so beautiful," Angie whispered, the sincerity evident in her voice. 
 
    Kasey smiled and looked down at the floor shyly. Angie extended her arm and trailed her hand slowly down her lover's arm, raising goose bumps in its wake. Her hand found Kasey's and she gently pulled her to the bed. 
 
    They lay side-by-side facing each other, emerald eyes staring into almond-brown. Angie let her hand glide along Kasey's shoulder, down along her ribs, and over her hip. She felt Kasey shiver beneath her at the gentle caress. Her hand moved up following the same path, traveling past the redhead's shoulder, nails raking lightly up her neck to her jaw. Angie smiled at Kasey as she tucked a stray lock of hair behind the ear of her beautiful lover. 
 
    Angie leaned forward and let her lips brush against her lover's. The teasing contact, however, didn't last long. Angie felt her lips molded to the redhead's as their kiss deepened. She traced her tongue along Kasey's upper lip before plunging in to the warm silky cavern underneath. Tongues battled as passion rose. Angie moaned at the feel of Kasey sucking on her tongue. Her body became restless from the dizzying soul-piercing kiss as it yearned for something more. Soon her need became too great and she quickly moved on top of Kasey, pushing her on her back. 
 
    Kasey felt herself being moved on her back. The move startled her for a moment, but she soon regained her bearings. She could feel her lover's naked flesh on her own and moaned through the searing kiss at the contact. She felt wonderfully pinned under the brunette's weight. 
 
    Kasey opened her eyes slowly upon feeling Angie break the kiss. She felt her lover shift and groaned when she felt their mounds come into firm contact. Angie joined the palms of each of their hands together, entwining their fingers. With their hands coupled, Kasey felt her hands being moved shoulder level as Angie began a slow grind into her. Angie's eyes never left hers as her pleasure mounted with each thrust. Kasey returned the intense loving gaze as well as the plunging motion, her hips moving in rhythm with her lover's. 
 
    She felt Angie adjust her position with a roll of her hips and Kasey opened her eyes wide. Her breath caught in her throat and her grip on the hands in hers tightened. Her clit now came into direct contact with Angie's clit on every stroke. Each pass sent an electric bolt of pleasure through her hard nub. She felt the tension in her lower back rising and she knew she wouldn't last much longer. Kasey could feel the brunette's hot breath on her face, rolling over her sweaty skin. Her nails dug into the back of Angie's hands as she managed to focus her eyes again on her lover. The look of love and intense pleasure in those almond eyes inches from hers sent her over the edge and she came with a shout, her hips bucking wildly. She felt Angie's movements become ragged and saw her head snap back as she heard her name pass from her lover's lips when she too suddenly fell into the pleasurable abyss. 
 
    Kasey felt her muscles relaxing as Angie rolled to her side, lying on her back. Kasey rolled with her, draping her leg across the brunette. She moved her arm to lie across Angie's chest and rested her head in the crook of her lover's neck. She felt Angie's arms wrap around her and sighed in contentment at the warm embrace. Her breathing slowed and soon matched that of the chest rising and falling beneath her. Kasey smiled as her eyes closed and her conscious began to slip. She was experiencing something that she had never felt before; she felt whole. She fell asleep, the look of peace and happiness remaining on her face as she slept. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 39 
 
    I had been writing stories about experiences I thought were worth telling, but since apparently readers are interested about relationship sex too, here's a recounting of the time when my ex and I slept together for the first time. 
 
    This was a while ago, before I chopped off all my hair. I decided to cut my hair because 1. Because it's a lot easier to take care of. 2. I was bored with my old hairstyle. 3. I was tired of receiving attention from men. I'll probably grow it out again when I get tired of it, but right now it works the best. At the time, my hair went down to about my mid-shoulders. It was a light brown with natural blonde highlights, and extremely thick. Hairdressers would always comment on the thickness as they ran their fingers through my hair and literally sigh. The specific shade of my hair depended on the lighting or something though. Sometimes people would say I was almost blonde, and sometimes it was a darker brown...very definitely brunette. I've never dyed my hair in my life since I never needed to. I have very light brown eyes, almost the same shade as my hair was on my more blonde days. I'm 5'4 and 120 lbs. People say I'm the perfect thickness for my height, and apparently I have good muscle tone. I think it's from the sports I play, one of which is softball. 
 
    Softball is the best sport ever. I'm a catcher, so whenever the ump calls a time during a game, I'll have an opportunity to talk to the batter on the other team. There was this one game where somebody did something wrong, I'm still not sure what happened exactly, but the ump was distracted for about 10 or 15 minutes talking to the scorekeeper. The batter up at the plate happened to be very pretty. She had long, straight, kind of sandy colored hair that she kept tied back in a ponytail. She was American and had the classic blue eyes and very slight freckles. She had well defined cheekbones and from what I could tell from her uniform, a nice body. She was thin but she had some muscle, instead of just being all bony and hard like some of these girls are. 
 
    We started talking about how she was a pitcher. She was actually really good at pitching, and since I have some experience in that department I know how freaken hard pitching is. It's a lot harder than it looks. The conversation moved on to more general things, and soon we were laughing and talking as if we'd known each other forever. A friend who was watching the game took a picture of us for the yearbook, with a caption that said something like, "Michelle is always a good sport" or something like that. I had apparently said something hilarious right before he took the picture because I was saying something and smiling while she was bent over laughing. I cut it out and gave it to her when she moved for college. 
 
    The ump eventually got everything sorted out and the game moved on. She got a hit and after a while ran home. Someone threw the ball at me and I tried to tag her out but ended up hitting her right on the face with my glove instead, knocking her helmet off. After the game, I apologized profusely but she laughed it off. We decided that "we should hang out sometime" and I gave her my number. She told me her name was Lauren. 
 
    She called the next day and we made plans to go watch a movie and eat dinner afterwards. We watched some horror flick that wasn't memorable enough for me to even remember the name, and which we both agreed over dinner was a lot worse than we thought it would be. 
 
    I was talking about how I don't like when movies just focus on the gore, and she started talking very in depth about horror movies and their use of blood and body parts. She impressed me with her intelligence and insight. I thought, "So she's smart. Ten points for her." What was even better was that she wasn't snobby about it. Most people don't think so in depth about stuff like that, but she wasn't most people. I really hate it when girls are stupid, it's an immediate turn off. And what's even worse is when they're actually not, but they act stupid because they think guys go for it. And what's even worse than that is that it actually works sometimes. Why would you want to date a stupid girl? How could you ever have a conversation with her? Talking about superficial things is fine, but when you're actually going out with someone you have to have more depth to your relationship than that. 
 
    We were discussing the movie in this restaurant that I really like and still go to all the time. The food is really good and well priced, and the atmosphere is relaxed and comfortable. It feels more like I'm in my living room than at a restaurant. The décor is modern and sort of minimalistic, which fits my taste perfectly. The wait staff is excellent, also. It's completely made up of gay men for some reason, but they are very attentive and polite. We were sitting next to each other on one of the black leather couches behind a table that we were eating off of. Once we had finished eating, we just sat on the couch for a while listening to the reggae band playing and talked about life in general. We had so much in common it was kind of creepy. Sometimes you go for people who are the total opposite of you, but it's easier to get along with people who are a lot like you. Less conflicts. 
 
    As we were enjoying the band, I put my arm around her shoulders and she snuggled into my shoulder. She was exactly the same height as me, so she fit perfectly. It felt so comfortable and so right to be holding her. A few of the gay guys that were around (there were maybe 3 girls, including us, in that entire restaurant) looked at us knowingly and smiled. I love gay guys, usually. I know I'm stereotyping here but it seems like gay guys are usually more sensitive and all around nicer. I have four gay godfathers and I love them all to death. One couple just got a puppy and they're just this cute little family, Ben, Will, and Cookie. 
 
    Anyway, at one point we realized that it was 12:30 in the morning. Or at night, whatever. Time had flown by so fast I thought it was still around 9 or 10, and she expressed the same surprise. We decided to call it a night and she drove me home. When we parked outside my house, we said the usual "I had a great time" and "We have to do this again sometime". I was just about to get out of the car when she said, "Wait" then caressed my cheek, running her thumb over my cheekbone. I was lost in the sensation of feeling her hand on my face. It was so soft and gentle. I put my hand up and touched the back of her hand, but that was all that happened because she took her hand away and said, "Good night." All I wanted was for her to keep touching me. I would have been happy to stay like that forever, but I just got out of her car slightly out of breath and went straight to, um, bed. She later told me she did the same thing. 
 
    The next time we hung out, we were going to go to this place where there are a lot of vendors that sell different kinds of things, including food, and it's the place to be on Monday nights. Kind of like a fair but without rides or games or anything. We met there and walked around, just sort of window-shopping. There was a huge crowd, and in one particularly crowded area I grabbed her hand so we wouldn't get separated. When we got out and started walking side by side, we kept our hands together and interlocked our fingers. Her thumb (My god, I later learned to love that thumb. She could work wonders with it) rubbed the back of my hand and all I could think about was the feeling of her hand in mine. While we were holding hands, we ran into my best friend Rachel. She's the type of girl that's always busy and is always somewhere doing something with people. I have to reserve her like 2 weeks in advance if we want to hang out. She also has this tendency to speak without thinking first. So when she saw us, she blurted out, "You didn't tell me you had a girlfriend!" 
 
    Lauren and I looked at each other uncomfortably. I broke the silence and said, "Um, sorry." Lauren gave me a surprised look, but I thought she also seemed happy. Rachel gave me a look like, "You better tell me all the details later". I introduced them and we chit chatted for a while until Rachel spotted some other people she knew and headed off in that direction. When Rachel was gone, Lauren suggested we go get some ice cream because she was getting tired of fighting her way through a huge crowd. 
 
    As we shut the car doors, the noise of the crowd was immediately muffled and the radio station she had on was playing slow songs from 6-12 pm. Over the sound of some Brian McKnight song she said, "So am I your girlfriend, then?" 
 
    She said it with a completely neutral tone so I wasn't sure what she was thinking. I said, "I guess so, if you want to be." 
 
    "I want to be." And that settled that. 
 
    When she was dropping me off at my house again that night, this time I leaned over and gave her a kiss on the lips. She kissed back and her hand stroked my cheek like it did before. I broke it right when things started heating up to tease her a little and make her want me more, then smiled at her and told her good night. Again I went straight to bed, making myself climax in a record 30 seconds or so. 
 
    My team was playing a make up game on Friday evening and her team didn't have a game, so she came and watched mine. I was expecting her, but had totally immersed myself into the game. I was catching and I dived to the left to catch a wild pitch. The runner on first was trying to steal second so as I got up I heard her voice call out, "Go Michelle! Nice catch!" When I heard the sound of her voice, I immediately dropped the ball and the runner was safe on second. 
 
    I couldn't concentrate for the rest of the game, knowing that she was right behind me watching my every move. Luckily I did better than usual, other than when I dropped the ball, catching 5 or 6 foul balls and keeping almost all the balls, including the wild pitches, in front of me. After the game she came up and congratulated me on my performance. We had decided earlier that she would sleep over at my house that night, so together we drove to my house. 
 
    After I'd showered and changed, I went downstairs and found her deep in conversation with my father. He's a very intimidating kind of guy, but he took to her immediately. They were discussing something about law, which I know nothing about but she seemed interested in it. My dad was very pleased to find someone willing to talk to him about the different types of bankruptcy. 
 
    My mom joined us for dinner and she also really liked her. Lauren was very polite and charming, which parents always just eat up. That's the secret to making parents like you: be polite. Lauren did a lot of that but she also let her personality show through. Everyone was having a great time but personally, I was dying. I had to sit through this whole dinner before we could be alone together, and from the rate it was going I knew it would be a long, long while. During the dinner, we kept exchanging glances when my parents weren't looking. I was sitting next to her and suddenly I felt her hand on my thigh. She trailed her fingertips up my thigh slowly, slipping them under my shorts. She kept teasing me, rubbing my inner thigh but never touching my now wet pussy. I crossed my legs so she had to stop. At last dessert (chocolate chip cookies) was eaten and all the dishes were cleared away, and my parents settled down to watch a video in the living room. Lauren and I went upstairs to my bedroom. I locked the door and dimmed the lights. I have a dimmer, not just an on/off switch, which proved itself useful that night. I turned around to find her right behind me. She took my face in her hands and gave me a kiss. I put my arms around her waist, rubbing her lower back. Her tongue pushed its way into my mouth and mine met it. Our tongues twisted together sensually as our bodies pressed against each other. Her mouth tasted like chocolate chip cookies but underneath it, I could taste her own distinct taste. I had to get more of it so I kissed her harder, my tongue exploring all the little corners of her mouth. She did the same to me, then as we were kissing she ran her hands down my neck and onto my chest. She squeezed them through my shirt, making me gasp. I hadn't worn a bra under the shirt I was wearing so my nipples had started poking through it. She pinched them lightly through the shirt which made me gasp again. She broke the kiss to pull my shirt off then immediately dived back in, her hands feeling all over my bare torso except where I wanted them the most. She finally took my breasts into her hands, eliciting a low moan from me. She massaged them softly for a while, then passed her thumbs over both my nipples at the same time. 
 
    I had to feel her skin so I took off the t shirt she was wearing and undid her bra. I pressed our bodies together again and I could feel our nipples rubbing into each other's. It felt electric. We kissed and she pressed in harder. We rubbed from side to side, causing little jolts of pleasure to go shooting down from our nipples to our clits. We moaned into each other's mouths at the same time, then without breaking the kiss she pulled my shorts down. I pulled them down the rest of the way and stepped out of them, still not breaking the kiss. I hadn't bothered with underwear so I was completely naked. I unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down over her hips, but I had some trouble since they were very tight. We finally stopped kissing and she practically tore them off, then pulled our almost naked bodies together and kissed me again with such intensity. Our hands were running all over each other's bodies at a frantic pace. I loved the feel of her smooth, bare skin against my hands and her hands on me. Everything pressed together very nicely. 
 
    We managed to find our way to my bed without stopping the kiss and we fell on top of it. I was on top of her so I took the opportunity to start grinding my pussy against her hipbone. I started kissing and sucking on her neck, moaning every once in a while. She spread her legs so that my thigh slipped between them. She raised her hips and started grinding herself against my thigh. I could feel her wetness through her panties, but I wanted to feel it straight from the source so I knelt and pulled them off of her. I stopped to admire the view...her pubes were slightly darker than her hair color and were well trimmed. I could see some moisture clinging slightly to the hair around her entrance but mostly it was running down her crack. The insides of her thighs and her hipbone was also wet, the latter from my own juices. 
 
    I ran my finger lightly up her slit, which caused her hips to jump up a little. She moaned, and I crawled up and kissed her deeply before kissing her jaw. I kissed behind her ear, licking it a little, then trailed my tongue down her neck. I heard her start panting and she ran her fingers through my hair, pulling a little. I kissed down to one of her nipples, taking it into my mouth and slowly rolling it with my tongue. I sucked on it, causing her to moan again, then I ran my tongue over it for a few minutes. I moved on to the next nipple, increasing the pressure and this time she pressed my head a little into her chest. Her hips started raising up against my stomach and getting my stomach all wet. 
 
    I kissed down her flat stomach, also running my fingertips down her sides as I did so. I dipped my tongue into her belly button, drawing a figure 8 with my tongue over it then running my lips softly over her abdomen and down to the front of her pussy. 
 
    I licked the front over her hair, then put her thighs over my shoulders. I inhaled her scent then licked up and down her slit several times, flicking her clit with my tongue when it passed by. I loved her taste, very musky and smooth and just a little bit tangy. I sucked one of her outer lips into my mouth as I ran my fingertips over the sides and backs of her thighs. She trembled and moaned. I sucked the other one into my mouth and ran my tongue along it, then pulled both lips wide apart. I saw her entrance, which was a very deep pink color. It contracted and relaxed over and over again until I stuck my tongue in it and wiggled. Lauren moaned then made a whimpering sound that didn't stop until I started rubbing her clit in slow circles with my fingers while my tongue was still in her. The whimpering sounds were replaced by low moans, which got much louder when I started using my tongue instead of my fingers. 
 
    I stopped what I was doing long enough to tell her that she had to be quiet, then went back to circling her clit with my tongue. She put a pillow over her face but didn't stop moaning. I sucked her clit into my mouth and continued to circle her clit. This made her hips buck and I increased my pace and pressure. She wouldn't stay still, but I kept my mouth glued to her clit and she came onto my face, her juices dribbling down my chin. Her cries were muffled in the pillow and eventually turned into half moans, half sighs. She put the pillow to the side and I crawled my way up her body so I could share her taste with her. Her juices got all over the sides of my mouth and chin, but I wiped it off and slipped my fingers into her mouth. She sucked my fingers clean, then flipped me over so I was laying on my back. 
 
    We kissed again, our sweaty bodies rubbing against each other desperately. She started kissing her way down my body, which was a kind of torture for me. I wasn't in the mood to be teased even a little so I guided her down lower so her face was hovering above my pussy. I spread my legs wide for her and raised my hips, letting her know I was more than ready. She licked up and down my slit, except each time she reached the back of my pussy she went closer and closer to my rosebud. A lot more people are into rimming than you'd think. I used to think that it was something only very few people were into but people do it a lot. She bent my legs so my knees were almost touching my chest, then started flicking her tongue over my rosebud. This felt really good, causing me to cry out. It felt sort of like she was licking my clit, except not. I don't know how to describe it. It wasn't enough to make me come though, and my pussy was throbbing and it needed some attention. 
 
    She covered my pussy with her mouth and sucked on it, running the flat of her tongue over my lips. This made me reach up above my head and hold onto the headboard as I moaned her name softly. She sucked each of my outer lips into her mouth, then went to work on my clit, her tongue rapidly flicking up and down. I pushed harder against the headboard as I said her name louder and louder. I soon felt intense waves of pleasure starting in my clit and radiating out through my whole body, making me struggle not to scream. It just went on and on. I'm not sure if it was one really long orgasm or if it was several in a row, but it felt so good I almost couldn't handle it. Usually when I come I feel it mostly in my groin area, but I felt this one from head to toe. 
 
    It took me a long time to come down, and I wasn't really aware of anything for a few minutes. All I could do was lay there and pant. She slid her body up mine and we kissed long and slow. It was more of an expression of how we felt for each other than anything else. Kissing is one of the most intimate things you can do with another person...your faces are basically pressed up against each other. Your tongues, which normally don't touch any other people, are touching each other. I felt like I was sharing my most intimate parts with her, which I suppose I did. 
 
    She wiped the sweat from my forehead then said that she loved me. We fell asleep with her head on my chest and my hand caressing her hair and side. This is how my mom saw us when she walked in the next morning, but she was cool about it. She's one of those parents that figures that girls are going to experiment, you know, that I'm just going through a phase, and she was just glad I wasn't getting myself pregnant. 
 
    To all the people complaining about how I don't retype my physical description in every story I write: Okay, I'm lazy. Sorry. I had assumed (incorrectly, obviously), for some reason, that everyone would read the story "I Thought She Was Straight" first. Don't ask me why I thought that, I just did. So I figured that I didn't want to make the effort to retype something over and over again because I thought the reader would just skip over it anyway because they'd read it already. So I'm wrong, you're right. And to the reader who "thought (they)'d follow (my) example, skip reading (my) story, and vote a 2" because I'm "just fucking lazy", as they so eloquently put it: if you're reading this, could you send me your email address so I can reply to your message? I have something I'd like to explain to you. 
 
    So here it is: I have very short brown hair, but that's the only butch thing about me. I wear skirts, heels, and makeup when I want to look my best. I spike my hair, and a lot of older women (among other people) compliment me on it and tell me it's beautiful. When a guy spikes his hair, old women shake their heads and complain about kids these days, but apparently when a girl does it it's beautiful. I also have light brown eyes and lightly tanned skin. I'm 5'4 and 120 lbs, with an athletic body. By athletic I don't mean ripped, I mean toned. I'm not fat at all but I do have fat, apparently in the right places. People are always complimenting me on my ass, saying it's very nice and rounded. I just think it's big. 
 
    On with the story. One of my previous stories was about the first time my ex-girlfriend and I fooled around. We stayed together for several months, before she had to move for college. After a couple months we decided to try to just kiss each other for as long as we possibly could, just to see how long we could stand it. The rules we had set up were that we couldn't touch each other's breasts, ass, or pussy. Anything else was fair game. We also couldn't rub our pussies against anything. We could press our pussies together because that happens naturally when you kiss, but no rubbing and no unnecessary pressure. We also couldn't rub our nipples against each other's deliberately. Our mouths had to stay above the other person's neck. And we had to be naked. 
 
    We were sleeping over at my house again. In the beginning of our relationship I was surprised that my mom kept on letting her sleep over after catching us in bed together our very first time, but she said it was a part of growing up. What can I say, she was in her prime during the 60's. Apparently all the "free love" had an effect. 
 
    We decided to time it. We agreed that at exactly 9:00 pm, we'd start. This meant we had a lot of time to kill. She came over around 6 and ate dinner, so when we went to my room to hang out it was 7:15 or so. We hadn't even started our little game and I was already having to restrain myself. She looked really good in this white pleated miniskirt and a tight, light blue wife beater. I could tell from her bra straps that her bra was also a light blue, and as we were sitting on my bed talking, all I could think of was how she looked without her shirt off. Just imagining myself running my fingers over her shoulders and sliding the straps off made my clit start throbbing a little. I shifted my position so my pussy was pressed up against the heel of my foot, but instead of easing the tension it just increased. I think she was feeling it too because she kept squirming, until she finally said, "Maybe we should just start now." 
 
    I quickly agreed and we mechanically stripped off our clothes, avoiding looking at the other's body. I had seen her naked many times, but even then the sight of her nude body still turned me on. I couldn't resist and sneaked a peek at her. Her skin was light colored, without any tan lines. She had just a hint of freckles on her face and the tops of her shoulders, which I always thought was cute. Her breasts were the perfect size, just a little more than a handful. Her nipples were already hard. What I liked about her nipples was that they weren't too big. From reading the stories on literotica, it seems like a lot of people get turned on by very large nipples and areolas, but not me. Her nipples were also perfect, a little bit bigger than a pencil eraser and the same pink color. Her areolas were about the size of a quarter. She had a well-trimmed pussy with sort of dirty blonde colored hair, which I could see was getting a little wet already without us even having to do anything to each other. 
 
    I laid back on the bed, smiling and holding my arms out to her. She paused to look at my body and sort of giggled, saying, "I don't know how long I can last" then knelt over me. I looked at the clock, noting that it was 7:34. I wrapped my arms around her, starting to pull her body into mine, but she resisted. She took my arms and put them by my sides, then still kneeling above me and holding my arms, she kissed me on the cheek. I lay there helpless as she continued to kiss my face, kissing both my cheeks several times before kissing my forehead and my nose. Her kisses were so tender and loving I almost melted. 
 
    She paused and said softly, "You know I really care about you a lot. If you don't like this I'll stop whenever you want to." 
 
    I had never had a serious relationship before, and haven't had one as serious since then. I wasn't used to having people tell me sweet things and look at me as if I was the only thing that mattered. Right then, it felt like my heart would explode. I know this is so cheesy, but I just kind of felt overwhelmed with love and affection for her. I said, "I don't want you to ever stop," and kissed her on the lips gently. 
 
    She kissed back just as gently and let go of my arms. I turned so I was lying on my side, and she laid down next to me and put her right arm over my side, pulling me in close. I could feel our bodies pressed against each other, her nipples poking into my breasts. Her head was resting on my arm, and as my arm curled up and wrapped around her shoulders she rubbed her cheek into my arm and kissed it once. 
 
    "No breaking the rules," I whispered, then realizing that it would be unrealistic to do that, added, "Not yet anyway." 
 
    She gave me a smile and went back to kissing my face. I closed my eyes and she kissed each eyelid as her thumb traced patterns on my side. I wasn't even really turned on anymore, I felt more protected and loved than aroused. She kissed my cheeks and her kisses got closer and closer to my mouth. I ran my fingers through her long, kind of blonde hair. She said, "Don't move your lips," then ran her tongue along my lower lip. My mouth opened a little involuntarily but she kept licking my lips, moving up to the top one. She sucked my upper lip into her mouth and ran her tongue along it at the same time, then repeated it on my lower lip. She kissed each of my lips several times, then said, "Okay you can move now," and pressed her lips into mine. We stopped moving our hands and concentrated on the feel of our lips against each other's. 
 
    Her lips were so soft and gentle. I never get over that. Every time I kiss a girl, even if I've kissed her before I always marvel at how nice her lips feel. She was no exception...my entire world became my lips and hers. We moved our lips against each other's and slowly I felt excitement building up again. Our kiss slowly grew less loving and more demanding. 
 
    We pressed our bodies harder into each other's, restraining ourselves from rubbing or touching. It took a lot of willpower. I think we slipped our tongues into each other's mouth at the same time, because suddenly our tongues were swirling and dancing together. We moaned into each other's mouths and our breathing grew heavier. Suddenly she pulled back and said breathlessly, "Slow down," and kissed me again, using her tongue but this time at a slower, more languid pace. 
 
    Her tongue explored every part of my mouth, running over my teeth and feeling underneath my tongue. She tickled the top of my mouth then pressed the flat of her tongue harder against it, soothing the itch away. Her tongue ran between my lips and teeth and over the sides of my mouth. After a while she started pushing against my tongue, and I played with her tongue for a while. Then I did the same thing she did to me, my tongue feeling the smoothness of her teeth and seeing what she tasted like in all the little crevices of her mouth. 
 
    My hand started running up and down her side and suddenly I was very aware of her body, not just her mouth. She had pulled away a little earlier, but our breasts were still pressed against each other. Her nipples were touching mine, but not rubbing really. Her fingers ran down my spine and I shivered and arched my back so my body was pressed harder into hers. Her hand rested on my hip, her thumb rubbing my hipbone. We naturally moved so that we ended up with her on top of me, with her resting on her forearms on either side of my body. I could feel her hands on my sides just behind the sides of my breasts. 
 
    I had totally lost any loving, caring feelings I had earlier. I mean, they were still there, it's just that desire and lust had set them aside for the time being. I wanted nothing more than for her to touch me. I could feel her wetness spreading on the front of my pussy and hips, trickling a little onto my own pussy. Not only could I feel her wetness, but I could feel her clit pressing right into mine. Our kiss grew more passionate again and our hips automatically started rubbing against each other. I don't think either of us could have stopped at that point and I just raised my hips higher and rubbed harder. We both spread our legs, which caused our clits to come into greater contact. Her hands finally reached up and started playing with my breasts, her thumbs and index fingers rolling my nipples. I moaned into her mouth and we kept going like this for a long time, kissing and rubbing our clits, with her pinching my nipples. 
 
    I broke the kiss, saying that I needed to taste her. We both needed to come badly by this time though, so she got up and turned around in the classic 69 position. Usually if I'm just trying to come, 69 doesn't work too well but neither of us could wait long enough to make the other come first. 
 
    She lowered her pussy onto my mouth and went to work on mine. She spread my lips and ran her tongue between them, then flicked her tongue over my clit. My hips jumped up as I took her clit into my mouth, sucking on it. While still maintaining suction on her clit, I ran the flat of my tongue over it like I would a lollipop or ice cream cone. She stopped flicking her tongue, then started copying what I was doing. I moaned onto her clit, which made her moan onto mine. That's the good thing about 69, soon you're both moaning and usually you can feel the vibrations in your clit. It's like having someone go down on you at the same time as using a vibrator. 
 
    I started coming, wrapping my legs around her upside down head and pulling her hips hard into my face. My thighs were tingling where I could feel her hair tickling them. My tongue went into overdrive as I started screaming into her pussy, feeling the much needed orgasm. A few seconds after my climax hit, I felt her body tense up and she ground her pussy into my face. A trail of her come dripped onto my face, smearing over my nose and mouth, which made my orgasm even more intense. We both shuddered and lay still for a couple minutes, savoring that post-orgasmic glow. She turned around and laid back on top of me, looking me in the eyes. She kissed my lips, licking the juices off. She slowly licked and kissed off the rest of her juices from my face. Usually I wouldn't think that someone licking my chin would be a turn on, but the way she did it was so tender that I actually liked it. We snuggled up together and fell asleep, totally forgetting about our little game. 
 
    One thing about her was that whenever we fooled around it was almost always an expression of how we felt about each other. Yeah, sometimes we'd just need a quick orgasm but usually it was very loving. So I hope that satisfies everybody's need for a story with emotions behind the sex. 
 
    Lauren had decided to go to college in California, which meant that we would have to break up in July or August. Both of us were really sad since if she didn't have to move, we would probably still be together now and for years to come. We still keep in regular contact, but I'm not going to California anytime soon so no relationship. It's also confusing right now because sometimes I develop feelings for people that I actually see on a regular basis, but I still care deeply about Lauren. We told each other that if we find someone else to just go for it, which we both have, but those are different stories. 
 
    Anyway, we were both spending as much time together as we could before she left. We had planned to go out clubbing and then have her spend the night at my house on the second to last day before she left. We wanted to show the whole world that we were each other's while we still were. PDA is nice in moderation and if it's not in front of friends. People who make out with each other in front of their friends are so inconsiderate; it's one of my pet peeves. But we were planning on dancing with each other in front of strangers, so I didn't feel guilty. I love dancing. There's something so erotic about how some beats sound. I guess that's one of the reasons I sort of enjoyed myself when I did an impromptu strip show at one party (read "Stripping Isn't So Bad" if you want to read about it). 
 
    She came over to my house and we got ready there. We showered and shaved everything, making ourselves smell and feel nice. I dressed in a very, very small, creamy white, almost sheer ribbed tube top and brown miniskirt. If you looked sort of hard, you could see my nipples through it. The top started right above my nipples, and ended just above my belly button. My strappy 4 inch heel black sandals and a pair of silver hoop earrings completed my outfit. Not wanting to be outdone, she put on a lacy black spaghetti strap top that showed her boobs almost down to her nipples and left part of her midriff bare. She topped it off with a black miniskirt and 3 ½ inch black heels. She hadn't put her hair in the usual ponytail and left it flowing over her shoulders, coming to about mid-boob. When she asked me how she looked I said, "Hot! Good enough to eat." 
 
    She said, "Maybe later," and kissed me on the lips quickly before applying her makeup. 
 
    We went to a dance club, finding that the line was almost a block long. We went up to a group of four or five guys near the front of the line and flirted with them until it was our turn to go in. As we walked in, Lauren and I went straight to the bar and ordered water, ditching the guys. Neither of us wanted to be drunk on our last night together, and she had to drive anyway. 
 
    We started dancing, finding a not too crowded spot on the dance floor where we could move around. She looked so sexy, the colored lights flashing over her and the dry ice machine making it seem like she was an angel on a cloud. An angel dressed in a miniskirt and heels, shaking her ass to some rap song. We were dancing so that it was obvious we were dancing with each other, but not close enough so that we were touching. We still got a lot of looks, from men and women. 
 
    The song "Just a Lil' Bit" by 50 cent came on. We both like this song and we instinctively moved closer until our hips were bumping against each other, then separating for a second before touching again. I was deliberately leaning back so that our breasts wouldn't touch and the only contact our bodies had would be our hips. People were outright staring now, watching us dance together. We pressed our bodies together and I wrapped my arms around her neck, grinding our hips in time to the beat. Her hands came up to rest on my hips and she pulled me in even harder, rubbing her pussy against mine through our clothing. 
 
    I slipped my thigh between her legs and started grinding against her thigh, rubbing my pussy up and down while my hands ran along her sides. She did the same to me, then whispered in my ear, "People are pointing at us. Behind you." I turned my head and looked them straight in the eye. Some group of guys stared back and I looked away without smiling, but told Lauren to cup my ass with her hands to put on a little show. She did, squeezing and kneading my cheeks lightly. 
 
    I heard the song "Tell Me" by Bobby Valentino start playing and I lost myself in the beat and in Lauren. Her arms went around my neck this time and our bodies rubbed and ground against each other to the rhythm of the song. I could feel her pushing her breasts into mine and her nipples pressing into my breasts. Since we were dancing, our nipples would rub together and soon it was obvious to anybody watching (and that was like half the club) that we were turning each other on. Our nipples were straining against our tops and my black silk thong was getting pretty wet. 
 
    I decided that I wanted to know if she was wet too so I pulled my body away a little and slipped my finger into her thong quickly, before taking it out and revealing that my finger was glistening with her juices. I said in her ear, "Someone's a little wet," and smeared her juices over her lips with my finger. I had totally forgotten about anybody else at this point. 
 
    She licked her lips, then said, "I bet you are too." She didn't need to check, though, since I lifted our skirts up a little and started grinding against her thigh again. Without the skirts between us, my panty-covered pussy was rubbing directly against her thigh. I was wet enough so that I spread some of my juices over her thigh. She did the same to me, and soon both our thighs were sticky with the other's juices. We were starting to breathe harder through our mouths and we were covered in a very light layer of sweat. 
 
    Our faces were inches apart and she looked at me and said in a voice that was both husky with desire and at the same time kind of tearful, "This is the last time we'll ever dance together." 
 
    I said, "Let's not talk about it," and leaned in so our mouths were almost touching, but not quite. We instinctively opened our mouths wider but still we didn't move forward that last couple millimeters. I said into her mouth, "Stick out your tongue." She did and I slowly took her tongue in my mouth, sucking on it. We started grinding our hips a little more violently as I felt a new rush of wetness coming on. I stuck out my tongue so that our tongues were caressing each other's, but outside our mouths. We both leaned in closer and started kissing normally, her arms wrapping around my head and her hands playing with my hair. 
 
    We went on like this for God knows how long, but suddenly she pulled back and separated herself from me. I was confused, but she said, "I have to have you. Now," and took me by the hand and led me out of the club past all the people staring wide-eyed. I was flushed and out of breath, but managed to walk out as dignified as possible considering there was a trickle of my juices running down my thigh that I thought everybody must be seeing. 
 
    We walked as fast as we could with our heels to the car. A car ride has never been that long. It felt longer than that time when I drove from Washington state to Wisconsin. Don't ask me what I was doing in Wisconsin, since I sure as hell don't know. It's a long story. 
 
    We finally got to the house and I fumbled with the house keys, trying to find the right one as Lauren came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, kissing the back of my neck. I finally found the key and I opened the door, stumbling inside before Lauren closed the door and shoved me against the wall, kissing me hard. I was afraid somebody might be in the kitchen or something but the house was silent. We alternated between trying to get to my bedroom and making out, finally getting to our destination and tearing off all our clothes. We left the shoes on since it would take too long to take them off. I don't really like having sex with shoes on, but I was too turned on to care right then. 
 
    Lauren was being more aggressive than usual. She pushed me down on the bed and got on top of me, grinding her literally dripping pussy on my hipbone. I spread my legs wider and she moved between them, pushing our clits together. She rubbed at a frenzied pace, making the bed bang against the wall. That doesn't happen very often with lesbians. 
 
    The room was filled with the sounds of moaning and a soft, wet squishing sound. Our moans got louder and louder until Lauren cried out and pretty much pounded her hips onto mine as her muscles started clenching. This sent me over the edge, my hips bucking against hers and increasing the friction. 
 
    We slowed down our pace and eventually stopped, trying to get our breathing under control. We made love slowly for the rest of the night, enjoying the feel of each other while we still could. I never wanted to stop, but eventually the sun rose and she had to leave to pack and get ready. We sat naked on the bed for a while, crying into each other's necks and stroking each other's faces. We told each other several times how much we loved each other, and how we'll never forget each other. Hearing that never got old, especially since it came from her. 
 
    She left the next day, looking back at me as often as she could while she was standing in line to get her carry on bags checked. When she was cleared, she turned around and stood there, just looking at me. I think she was trying to burn that image into her brain. She blew me a kiss and turned around, walking around a corner and out of sight. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 40 
 
    Everyone looks forward to their prom night. Girls start shopping for dresses months in advance and constantly obsess over who they're going to go with. On the actual day of the prom, they'll spend hours getting themselves ready and looking perfect. I thought I was done with all that, but I got invited to a friend's prom. He said there would be a lot of people from my class that were invited, and that it should be fun. I was fairly skeptical, since prom had always sucked before. Nobody danced so the DJ gave up and played slow songs the entire night both times. Not that anybody noticed since everyone was standing around outside in the lobby, waiting for prom to be over so we could go to the after party. Not even the food was good, but that was to be expected. The point is, I was expecting a pretty bad time but Patrick is one of my best friends so I went just to make him happy. Besides, I didn't have to pay for anything. 
 
    We both got there about an hour and a half late, all dressed up and looking very good. It was true that there were a lot of people from my class; I knew almost everybody there. I was pleasantly surprised and went over to talk to some of my friends while my date did whatever it is guys do at prom. I think he was eating. I didn't feel too bad about ditching him because he had his friends that he hung out with, and I didn't really talk to them. 
 
    So me and the girls were chit chatting about who was looking hot tonight and the other girls' dresses when the DJ started playing some hip hop instead of slow songs. I immediately started moving to the beat almost unconsciously while sitting my chair, and one of my friends grabbed my hand and led me to the dance floor. All the girls in my group followed and other people joined us until the dance floor was packed, even though about 80% of the people dancing were female. I wasn't complaining. Everyone was raising their hands above their heads and getting down. It was so different from the proms I went to before. This time, everyone seemed determined to dance and have a good time. 
 
    I was dancing in a group of about five girls. I knew all of them, but was really close with one of the girls. Kate is her name. We've gone through high school together...she's a good friend. I was always aware that she was very pretty, but had never looked at her in a sexual way. She was totally straight and as far as I knew, had never experimented with another girl and never had the desire to. She knew that I was a lesbian and had no problem with it; she treated me the same as all her other female friends, which meant a lot of touching. She's one of those girls that like to cuddle with other girls and is just generally a touchy-feely kind of person. 
 
    The five of us were dancing and eventually we started getting pretty sweaty. The dance floor was so crowded we all had to dance really close. We kept getting in each other's way, our arms and legs bumping against each other. People came and went, but eventually the girls got tired and dropped out until it was just me and Kate left. In fact, the dance floor was getting pretty empty by then because people had been dancing for a couple hours and everyone's feet hurt. Kate and I both love to dance though, so we ignored the pain in our arches (dancing for a few hours straight in 4 inch heels will hurt) and kept going, even though it was just us and maybe 5 other people dancing in their own group. She was so hot. Her hair was slightly out of place and she was covered in sweat as her body gyrated to the music. 
 
    She looked at me and said, "I guess it's just us now," 
 
    I smiled, throwing my head back and immersing myself in the beat. The song "Me and You" by Cassie was playing and I love that song. I raised one arm above my head and said, "Careful. People might think I turned you lesbian and we're going out. See the teachers looking at us?" as I wiped off some sweat from my face and neck, my fingers trailing down my jaw line to my collarbone and my chest. 
 
    She gave me a mischievous smile and said, "Well let's give them something to watch then," and turned around, grinding her ass into me. She is exactly the same height as me, so everything fit together well. I was taken by surprise but recovered quickly, my hands resting on the sides of her hips as I pushed my hips forward so I was pressing my pussy against her ass. Our hips were moving together perfectly. That's one thing about grinding with girls: first of all, you're probably around the same size so you're not grinding against someone's thigh or stomach. Second, guys kind of move to a different beat than girls do. It's hard to time yourself when you're dancing with a guy, but when you're dancing with a girl you can match each other's rhythm easily. 
 
    It had started out as a joke, but I was starting to get a little turned on. I don't think she could tell at first since I was already flushed and covered in a light sheen of sweat. For all I know, she could have been as turned on as I was then since she was in the same physical condition. Either way, I'm sure she was able to feel my clit getting harder against her ass. I spread my legs a little and my hands moved to her stomach, playing with the seams of her dress. She leaned her head back so my cheek was pressed against the side of her head and I was breathing into her ear. She put her hands over my hands and threaded her fingers with mine. Impulsively, I kissed the area directly behind her right ear, then trailed my tongue along the edge of her entire ear. Her mouth opened slightly and she shivered, gripping my hands tighter. 
 
    A slow song came on, and she turned around and wrapped her arms around my neck. I held her pretty close, putting my hands flat against her lower back. She smelled good, a little bit like perfume and a little bit like girl sweat. We started out without any part of our bodies touching except arms, but soon our breasts were pressed against each other's. To my embarrassment, my nipples reacted and started poking against her breasts (neither of us was wearing a bra because of the type of dresses we were wearing). My embarrassment soon faded when I felt her nipples pressing into me. 
 
    She broke the sexual tension a little and pulled her head back, looking at me with a little pout. "You know, this is the last time I'm ever going to dance with you since I'm transferring after this year," she said. "Aww I'm going to miss you." 
 
    Our faces were so close together I could feel her breath on my lips as she talked. I realized that our entire bodies were pressed against each other's and I had subconsciously slipped my thigh between hers earlier. 
 
    I said, "I'll miss you too," and leaned forward to kiss her cheek, as a friend would. She turned her head so that instead of kissing her cheek, I was kissing her full lips. We kissed gently for a second and I pulled back, saying, "I didn't know you were into kissing girls," and raised my eyebrow. 
 
    She laughed nervously and said, "I've never done this before. I've never even thought about it before...the thought just never crossed my mind." She added thoughtfully, "It's nice, though." 
 
    I smiled and said, "You think so?" while leaning in, almost kissing her but not quite. 
 
    She said "Yeah" and smiled back before I kissed her again, sucking on her bottom lip and biting a little before pressing our lips together. We swayed gently to the music while we kissed all over each other's faces, her right hand coming up and resting against my jaw and neck. Suddenly the lights came on and totally shook us out of our own little world. People were starting to leave the dance floor and over the DJ announcing that prom was over I told Kate, "Let's go somewhere after this. Ana and Mary are getting a suite at one of the hotels, but it's not going to be a party-party with lots of drinking. Just a place for people to relax. So chances are there's not going to be a lot of people there..." 
 
    Kate took the hint and grinned at me. "The less people around the better," she said as she turned around and went back to the table to get her purse. We said our goodbyes to everyone and keyed some asshole's Lexus who'd parked in two parking spaces so nobody could scratch his car before making our way to the hotel. When we got there, there were maybe 5 people watching TV, a couple of them drinking a beer but overall it was very laidback. This is generally not my type of party but I wasn't really looking to get drunk that night anyway. 
 
    We sat down on the couch and watched some show where celebrities learn how to surf. After a while Kate and I both needed to pee so we went to the bathroom in the master bedroom together. When we walked into the bedroom we discovered that Ana and Mary were having their own private party and we quickly shut ourselves in the bathroom. We did our business and I looked at Kate and said over the moaning coming from the bedroom, "I really don't want to go out there again." 
 
    She agreed with me and we sat down to wait it out. That was a long night. For the first couple hours, we tried to talk but Kate got tired so she went to sleep in the bathtub. I don't know how she managed to sleep with the all the noise. Eventually the screaming died down so I opened the door and peeked out. Ana and Mary were cuddling on the bed and they both gave me a dirty look so I hurriedly made my apologies and shut the door. As I locked the door behind me, Kate startled me by saying, "Are they done yet?" and raising herself on her elbows to look at me. 
 
    "Oh you're awake. It doesn't look like they're finished, but I think it'll be less than an hour," I said as I sat down, leaning against the door. Kate pulled herself out of the bathtub and stood up, saying, "So are we ever going to make out or what?" 
 
    Finally. I stood up and put on a stern face. "Maybe if you hadn't fallen asleep in the bathtub..." 
 
    She said, "Well now I'm totally wide awake," and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her body into mine. 
 
    I replied, "I can tell," and kissed her, using only my lips at first but then slowly ran the tip of my tongue over her bottom lip. My hands reached up to caress her face and as my fingers lightly rubbed the side of her neck and the area right behind her ear, she shivered again. By then our tongues had found each other and were twisting together. I ran my hands through her hair and moved so I was kissing and licking right behind her ear. She stood completely still and let out a soft moan/grunt/sigh. I don't know what to call that noise that only girls make. It's like a high-pitched, breathy "Uhhh". Anyway, she made that sound and I moved my mouth over her ear and very softly touched my tongue to the inside of her ear. I sucked her earlobe into my mouth and ran my tongue over it, then continued running my tongue along the edge of her ear before biting the top ridge gently and kissing her on the mouth again. 
 
    She took my arms and laid down on the floor, pulling me down on top of her. We kissed deeply, our breathing getting heavier and quicker. I started rubbing my whole body against hers, stimulating our nipples and clits. By now her nipples were poking straight through her dress so I pulled back and started pinching both of them through the dress. She closed her eyes and moaned, arching her back so her breasts were pressing into my hands harder. I massaged her breasts as I rolled her nipples between my fingers, which soon had her moaning and writhing on the floor below me. While I was still doing this I kissed her neck right below her jaw, then ran my tongue down to her collarbone where I kissed and licked the indentation right above it. I could taste the sweat that was starting to form on her body. I slid her sleeves off, trailing my fingers on her shoulders and pulled her dress down to her waist. Her breasts were heaving and glistening with sweat, her head thrown back and her mouth open, making little whimpers and sighs. I remember wondering that if she responded like this just to stimulation of her breasts, how she'd react to someone going down on her. 
 
    I took one small, pink nipple into my mouth and ran the flat of my tongue over it, then teased it with the tip of my tongue. First she pushed her breast into my face, then a second later her hips came up and started grinding against my stomach. She pulled her dress up so it was above her hips, revealing a white thong which was completely see-thru, it was so soaked. She went back to grinding and I could feel her hard clit surrounded by the softness and wetness of the rest of her pussy against my stomach. 
 
    I couldn't stand it anymore and pulled her thong down, positioning myself in between her legs that she had just spread wide open for me. I stuck my tongue in her pussy, wiggling it around and feeling her wetness surrounding my tongue. I started fucking her with my tongue as my nose rubbed against her clit, her hips moving up and down with each thrust and her hand reaching down to press my head into her pussy harder. Her juices were getting all over my face and all I could see or smell or taste was her pussy. I looked up and saw one of her hands roughly massaging her right breast and her stomach muscles spasming, her breath coming in short gasps and grunts. 
 
    Before I even had time to start licking her clit, her back arched and her body became rigid as her hips started jerking against my face. She let out a long, loud "Ooooooh" as a small gush of liquid flowed over my tongue and straight into my mouth, some of it slowly dripping onto the floor. Her moans turned into panting as I licked her clean and slid up her body. At her request, I wiped my face and swallowed before kissing her. 
 
    "So what did you think?" I asked as I laid on my side next to her, my hand absently running over her stomach. 
 
    She didn't say anything for a while, then said, "I don't know. It was fun, and I was turned on, but I don't think I could go down on another girl. Like, I didn't even want to kiss you after you went down on me. And I can't see myself in a relationship with another girl." She paused. "But I feel bad that I didn't give you anything back after what you gave me." 
 
    I said, "No, it's fine. You know, I think Ana and Mary are done now if you want to go watch TV or something," and stood up. She stood up too and pulled her dress so that she was wearing it properly again and put on her thong. As we walked out of the bathroom, Ana and Mary were sitting on the bed, staring at us with absolutely shocked expressions on their faces. 
 
    I said, "Now you know how it feels except you weren't basically trapped in a bathroom for five hours," and left. They never brought it up later, but Kate has mentioned to me that she made out with another girl. I think she's straight but is attracted to girls. Time will tell. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 41 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Heather came awake with a jolt, surprised to be surrounded by darkness. Semi-dazed as she was two questions occurred to her immediately: “Where?” and “How?” 
 
    “How” wasn’t too tricky to answer. It had been James’s twenty-first party last night. James was on her course but had taken a year out before starting university. He also had a ridiculously rich and dotingly besotted aunt who’d insisted on giving him the “best twenty-first ever experienced, anywhere, ever”. 
 
    And hadn’t she succeeded! Hiring a smart hotel a mile from campus, one with room for three hundred or more guests, she’d additionally made sure the bar was free for the first two hours. 
 
    Big mistake! Give canny students any edge and they’ll exploit it to the full. And a free bar was an edge beyond most students’ wildest dreams. Everyone had arrived even before the doors opened, ready to drink the place dry. No, make that ready, willing and able. Even Heather, more than financially stable herself, had joined in the gold rush, ordering potent, exotic cocktails three at a time, downing them as if there was no tomorrow. 
 
    Good job she didn’t do hangovers. If she did she’d have been seriously under the weather. 
 
    Try as she might Heather struggled to remember much after that opening blast. She’d socialised and flirted while still relatively sober, naturally, but somehow she must have pulled while utterly, absolutely blitzed. 
 
    No change there, then! 
 
    Yet there were several only too apparent changes this morning (assuming it was morning). She never fell asleep with a new lover, so actually waking up with one was not a regular occurrence. Why should she ever sleep with a fresh babe at hand? Why waste even forty winks? 
 
    Okay, her mind reasoned, so I’m playing with words. “Sleeping with” was no more than a simile. She’d very rarely “slept” with a lover of either sex. Yet last night she’d undoubtedly dropped off on the job. 
 
    Thanks to that excess of alcohol, of course. At least she had a genuine reason. It wasn’t as if she was getting old before her time or, God forbid, losing her stamina. 
 
    Not her. 
 
    Yes even now, awake only a few nanoseconds, she had no doubt her appetite hadn’t deserted her. 
 
    In fact she was decidedly wet down below . . . decidedly ready to resume. 
 
    Which brought her back to “Where?” 
 
    Maybe coming awake in a strange bedroom was unusual but finding herself in one was not. Regularly of a morning she stared at her surroundings, trying to identify local landmarks, meaning spider webs in remote corners, lavish patterns on quilt covers and questionable tastes in wallpaper; run-of-the-mill things like that. 
 
    Call it limited loss of memory; she often got carried away and took a moment to recall exactly who she had been with. Heat of the action, and all that . . . 
 
    Today it was too dark to even try. She reckoned whoever she was in bed with had blackout drapes as curtains, and possibly soundproofed walls. That distinction definitely put her in the new lover category: her regular lovers all liked daylight and open windows. 
 
    Well, most of them did. 
 
    Then something awful occurred to her. What if she was in bed with James? 
 
    Or with any man, come to that. She was supposed to be off men yet again, and this time it was meant to be forever. 
 
    Wishful thinking as it was, she’d sworn solemn vows to herself. If she had betrayed her best intentions she would be obliged to do the decent thing. 
 
    Out alone on the university green, armed with a duelling pistol and heaps of self-recrimination . . . 
 
    Fortunately she felt the curvy shape of her bedfellow and relaxed before suicide was a real possibility. They were lying on their sides, her bedfellow to the fore, a slinky ass pressed into Heather’s receptive groin. 
 
    No guy could possibly feel like that. 
 
    No wonder she was wet down under. 
 
    And how silly was she to suspect the worse! There was a world of difference between the tastes and aromas of men and women. Right now everything felt, smelt and tasted of girl. 
 
    What a scaredy-cat she could be! 
 
    Reassured by all the evidence she was still left the question of “Who is she?” Or was it “Where am I?” Having already ditched the idea of being with an old flame Heather reconsidered; perhaps some old acquaintance had invested in new dark curtains . . . else maybe it was still very early morning. 
 
    When did it get light this time of year, anyway? 
 
    Ever practical, she decided to explore. In so doing her logic was simple; she knew lots of girls by their feels and smells; if she explored a little, surely she would recognize this one. 
 
    Unless she really was new, in which case exploring would be even more fun. 
 
    Hampered as she was by the pitch blackness, lying tight together like spoons, Heather had her trusty left hand free. Although officially ambidextrous she had always favoured her left. Giving it the right to roam seemed only fair. 
 
    Moving slowly, so very slowly, her trusty left slid up an impressively smooth stomach, ever higher and higher, until it met the underswell of an undisputedly fine pair of breasts. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! 
 
    Heather had a decided “thing” about boobs. She adored them, large or small, firm or floppy, pert and blatant or practically non-existent. She also believed she could “fingerprint” a past lover by feeling her chest. 
 
    Wrong! 
 
    Now, try as she might, enjoying every last grope, she couldn’t come up with an identity. Yet she could, however, instigate excitement. Her mystery lover might be soundly asleep but, out of simply nowhere, she was purring and sighing. 
 
    And her nipples were suddenly harder than diamonds. 
 
    Clueless as to the girl’s identity Heather pressed on, eventually causing a climax and then, when her purring, sighing victim didn’t wake, she did it again and again. 
 
    Pressing her nose tight into the back of the girl’s head, attempting to identify her by a familiar perfume or hairspray, Heather had to admit defeat. Both her senses of smell and taste were beaten. Lady juice clogged her nostrils, and it wasn’t an immediately recognizable brand of lady juice at that. 
 
    Leastways she didn’t think it was. Maybe it was too sweet, too intense to recognize. 
 
    After inflicting three breast orgasms without rousing her happy subject, Heather decided to explore a little more thoroughly. For some reason it occurred to her that a lady’s juice tasted direct from fingers might be readily identifiable. Or maybe she just wanted to ease fingers into her mystery lover’s pussy. 
 
    Come to that, maybe muscle contractions would be more recognizable than scent and smell. 
 
    Or maybe familiar contours of a love tunnel would provide a decent clue . . . 
 
    As a plan it worked fifty-fifty. Sliding her hand back down the girl’s stomach was a joy. So too was the swell of her groin: clean-shaven and stolen off the statue of a goddess. Feeling inside of her was utter bliss. Making her buck, wriggle and writhe . . . 
 
    Well it was awesome. 
 
    And turning her onto her back, sliding all of herself along that exquisite body, slowly pressing into her a lascivious tongue . . . 
 
    It was glorious. 
 
    But glorious never lasts, does it? 
 
    Loving every second of everything, Heather’s inner calm was abruptly crushed by an outraged female scream. 
 
    ‘Get off, get, off, what are you doing to me, you evil cunt!’ 
 
    The use of Heather’s least-favourite word triggered her to hastily withdraw. ‘I thought you liked it,’ she responded, somewhat feebly. 
 
    The female screeching didn’t abate. Using tons of “C” and “F” words it castigated Heather as wanton, as a whore, and much, much worse. 
 
    It also called her by her given name and showed no immediate sign of abating. 
 
    Baffled, Heather wondered how mystery lover knew everything about her and she knew not one thing in the other direction. 
 
    Perhaps I’m still blotto, she mused. Perhaps this is my punishment for not getting hangovers. 
 
    But then Mystery Lover reached out and switched on her bedside lamp. Wincing at first, her eyeballs aching painfully, Heather finally worked out where she was. 
 
    She was in bed with Naomi, the captain of the university women’s rugby league team. 
 
    She laughed automatically, thinking of at least a million worse places to be. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Naomi was not impressed by Heather’s laughter. She was not a typical rugby player, either. Very tall, slender and athletic, she was a back rather than a forward, which was unusual in a way. Male players typically called male backs “the girls”. Anyone who called Naomi a “girl” was apt to get a smack. 
 
    She led by example, not by appearance. 
 
    And she was not in any way a lezzie. 
 
    Well, not before last night/this morning. 
 
    ‘Keep laughing and you’ll get a bust lip,’ she warned. 
 
    Heather wasn’t scared of anyone on the planet, male or female. She had faced down Brutus, the prize bull on Hunters Farm; Lennox Lewis looked like a little lamb compared to Brutus. Even Rocky himself would have taken one glance at the massive beast and then scarpered. 
 
    ‘How did this happen?’ Heather replied. ‘I remember my ninth Pina Colada, but then everything gets a bit hazy.’ 
 
    At last stopping swearing, perhaps deciding busting Heather’s lips was an unlikely option, Naomi took a deep breath. 
 
    ‘What a night,’ she said more rationally, ‘and sorry for going off on one.’ 
 
    ‘All is forgiven . . . at least it will be if you tell me what really did happen at James’s party.’ 
 
    Naomi shook her head and spooned again with Heather (presumably because her bed was a single and she didn’t want to get up). This time Heather made sure she stayed totally hands-free. 
 
    (And it went without saying that she kept her groin more or less to herself.) 
 
    ‘I got a bit hazy after my ninth gin and lemon,’ Naomi admitted in a reasonable-enough tone. ‘I guess your chat-up lines were too much to resist. We had a lot of dances, I remember that. But I don’t recall much else.’ 
 
    ‘So I did some chatting up and here we are?’ 
 
    ‘Looks like it, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘I wish I’d recorded those chat-up lines,’ said Heather. ‘This is the best waking up I have had in years.’ Then, squeezing Naomi’s shoulder to stay objections, ‘I don’t normally do waking ups. You surely are the exception that breaks the rule.’ 
 
    ‘Is that good?’ 
 
    ‘It’s stratospheric.’ 
 
    ‘We didn’t have sex,’ said Naomi, asserting boldly, yet without any real confidence. 
 
    Heather could still taste and smell Naomi’s most intimate allures. They had had sex without any doubt but she wasn’t about to state the obvious. If Naomi wanted it not to have happened . . . if she had told herself that convincingly enough . . . then who was she to rock her boat? 
 
    Who was she, even if she did have the evidence clogging her nostrils? 
 
    ‘Okay,’ she said calmly, ‘as far as I’m concerned nothing happened. If anyone asks, I’ll say we drank a lot of wine and that’s that.’ 
 
    Naomi frowned. ‘Do you think folk will ask?’ 
 
    ‘We must have been seen together. Not that I remember us really being together, but you know what lezzies are like. One side-wards glance and everyone’s on an alert. I strongly suspect we’ll have been noticed.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose you’re right,’ Naomi conceded, ‘but I’m not a lezzie.’ 
 
    Heather skimmed over that denial. Okay, it might be true, but she had just inspired three, maybe four orgasms to prove it was not necessarily the case; that her door was definitely ajar. 
 
    And goodness only knew what she’d inspired when they both been out of it! 
 
    Pointing such facts of life out to her was very, very tempting. 
 
    But there was a time and place for everything, and Naomi’s time was not now. 
 
    ‘As I said,’ Heather maintained, I’ll never breathe a word about what happened.’ 
 
    ‘Nothing happened,’ Naomi snapped. 
 
    ‘Precisely,’ Heather agreed. ‘And I suppose that means I’m showering alone.’ 
 
    Sadly . . . or maybe not so sadly . . . not breathing a word didn’t do a lot of good. Turned out a million or more students had witnessed their copping off. That’s to say a million or more who were a tad more sober than Heather and Naomi had been. 
 
    Merely walking to Mr Khan’s Emporium for chocolate and energy drinks elicited a dozen enquiries. 
 
    Did you, didn’t you? 
 
    Being polite and discreet Heather declined to comment. Of course she had, but of course she felt the need to protect her newest lover’s reputation. 
 
    Except was she really a lover? 
 
    Sure as she was, Heather wasn’t completely certain. She had the lingering taste and the smell but no memory. Naomi was keen to deny everything but didn’t have right on her side. Forgetting last night’s encounter . . . which might well have entailed absolutely anything . . . she’d cum those three times this very morning. 
 
    Or maybe four . . . 
 
    But to Naomi nothing had happened. Trying to argue with her . . . 
 
    Well, just anyone would be on a loser. Arguing with her would be a waste of breath. 
 
    Gallantly denying everything, Heather played her regular Saturday morning hockey match (scoring twice, having another perfectly good one disallowed) then hit the Union Bar around two o’clock. 
 
    Naomi hit it perhaps three minutes later. She looked as good as ever but was slightly reserved . . . at least to begin with. 
 
    Heather met her with a (possibly faint) smile and no little trepidation. 
 
    ‘I’ve said nowt to nobody,’ she said, ‘in spite of intense provocation.’ 
 
    ‘Me too,’ Naomi agreed, ‘although simply everybody knows we copped off.’ 
 
    ‘Do they?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. There are photo-shots of us and all sorts; kissing, mostly, but with intent. I’ve tried to pretend we were just larking around, but not with much success.’ 
 
    ‘Who has the photos?’ 
 
    ‘James. His aunt hired a photographer for the evening. Can’t say I recall seeing him, but he certainly saw us. I must have seen a dozen snaps of us, dancing cheek to cheek and what have you. Getting progressively moreish, if you know what I mean.’ 
 
    ‘What, he’s had photos developed already?’ 
 
    ‘Get with the times, Hev. The guy used a digital camera. There wasn’t any film to develop; he just sent the images to James by email.’ 
 
    Naomi hadn’t ever used “Hev” before. Heather tended to reserve “Hev” for physical lovers and most of her friends knew that was the case. Sensing a thaw in relations, keen not to set in a fresh freeze, she glanced around the barroom. 
 
    Lesbians’ Corner was misnamed in that it wasn’t really in a corner or even corner-shaped. But that bit of floor-space was exclusively populated by “women who have sex with women”. It must have seen all sorts and varieties of “lesbians” over the years. And normally it was receptive to new talent that had at last crossed the divide. Rounds of applause were common and standing ovations not unknown. 
 
    Today the girls on The Corner were subdued. It wasn’t as if Naomi’s entrance had gone unnoticed. All eyes were currently on the pair of them and the air buzzed with muttered comments and innuendos. 
 
    No sign of applause or ovation, though. All the denials must have sown seeds of doubt. Naomi hadn’t been totally accurate when she’d said everyone knew they’d copped off. Heather reckoned everyone suspected but nobody knew for sure. 
 
    And that probably included Naomi herself . . . 
 
    Not Heather, however. She didn’t know what had occurred, not precisely, but she’d got the gist and “nothing” wasn’t even on the list of possibilities. 
 
    She thrust a fiver at Naomi and told her to get two pints of Marston’s. ‘I’m going to collar James,’ she said, nodding towards the nearest pool table. ‘I need to see those images.’ 
 
    ‘You need to learn to keep your hands to yourself, too,’ said Maxi, heading for the bar, falling in step with Naomi. ‘You were all over the poor girl.’ 
 
    Heather grinned at her. Maxi was a decade or so older than she and, as well was a mature student, a veteran of the women’s peace camp at Greenham Common. Her gaydar was second-to-none. If even she wasn’t convinced about last night then Naomi’s secret might just be safe. 
 
    Well, hopefully . . . 
 
    James had a state-of-the-art laptop computer (courtesy of that generous aunt of his) and was only too happy to show Heather the digital record of his big bash. With three other party-goers crowded round them he flicked through a series of images featuring drunken couples (male/female mostly, but by no means exclusively). To Heather’s relief the ones featuring her weren’t too conclusive. 
 
    Okay, there were several of her and Naomi kissing like lovers, not in the least “larking around”, and her hands were noticeably out of control now and again . . . 
 
    But lots of couples were kissing like lovers, lots of couples were groping like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    ‘Did you?’ one of the party-goers enquired, nodding towards Naomi, who was stood at the bar, deep in conversation with Maxi. 
 
    ‘I’m afraid we’re just good friends,’ Heather fibbed. 
 
    The party-goer (otherwise known as Tricia) sighed expansively. ‘I bloody-well would have,’ she said. ‘And I’m not even bi-curious.’ 
 
    ‘But precisely who would you have bloody-well done so with?’ Heather wondered, ‘me or her?’ 
 
    ‘Either or preferably both,’ Tricia giggled. ‘And maybe I am curious after all.’ 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Naomi was struggling with her emotions. All those images James had shown everyone! Heather and she had to feature in half of them. And “larking around” wasn’t a realistic explanation. Not when times were included with the snaps; not when there was a clear progression from flirty at first to . . . 
 
    Well, to downright amorous as the meticulously recorded minutes and hours ticked by. 
 
    To her surprise Heather had called it quits in the bar around three o’clock, saying she needed to catch a few zeds before Saturday night. Naively, Naomi had asked what she’d got planned for later. 
 
    ‘I’m playing life as it comes,’ Heather replied lightly. ‘If I don’t get any decent offer there’s always beer and curry.’ 
 
    Sensing hundreds of lesbian eyes on her Naomi had left The Union shortly after Heather, heading for home and suddenly in need of zeds herself. Ignoring the trash-mail shoved in her letterbox she went upstairs, mumbling to herself incoherently, still in denial about what might or might not have happened and still believing she was one hundred per cent straight. 
 
    Then, entering her bedroom, she gasped. 
 
    Being a student she hadn’t remade her bed earlier that morning. Being a student she’d merely pulled up her quilt and considered it good. Maybe the black-out curtains had played their part in that, maybe she really had been acting like a carefree undergraduate under cover of darkness . . . 
 
    But now the curtains were open; now it was light and she could see. 
 
    That quilt of hers had only been laundered a day or so ago, yet now it was covered in cum circles; not just one or two circles but dozens. So too was the sheet under it. 
 
    There really were too many stains to begin to count. 
 
    Moving like an automaton she stripped the bed and took the incriminating evidence downstairs to her washer, putting it in and pressing buttons at random, by a fluke persuading the gadget to work. 
 
    Then, in need of a drink, she went to her fridge and . . . Cue shock number two. 
 
    Yesterday she’d had three bottles of pinot chilling in there. Now she had perhaps half a bottle. Had a wine thief called by, or had she shared the rest with . . . 
 
    Well, had she shared the rest with the girl who’d subsequently shared her bed? 
 
    Hev had said something about supping lots of vino, hadn’t she? She must have known. And then they must have . . . 
 
    Must have . . . 
 
    Drinking the dregs of the bottle took Naomi all of five minutes. Then, uneasy and massively unsure of everything she’d ever been positive about, she went upstairs again, replaced the sheet and quilt cover and, removing most of her clothes, flopped on top of the bed. 
 
    Sleep wasn’t even on the horizon. Sleep was miles away, maybe as far off as Kansas City. 
 
    Racking her brain, asking herself questions she had previously avoided, Naomi wondered about her sexuality. On the face of things she had forever been straight. But truth be told, she had occasionally had thoughts about the girls on The Corner. That was a university thing, of course. Before uni she had been a million per cent into guys . . . although without being a total slut, naturally. 
 
    Now, a grown woman at uni . . . 
 
    Well, she had from time to time wondered what it would be like. And, sticking to the truth theme, she’d often fantasised. 
 
    Oh all right then, in common with all the rest of the world, she’d watched the videos, impressed by the way the “actresses” undoubtedly enjoyed themselves. 
 
    Could fantasizing about something so unmistakably fun be any sort of a problem? 
 
    No, she’d decided, it couldn’t possibly be a bad thing. After all, she was open-minded. And having fun couldn’t ever be deemed as negative, could it? 
 
    Consequently she’d fantasized quite a lot. 
 
    Make that lots and lots, even if always very covertly. 
 
    Okay then: lots and lots and lots. 
 
    Heather had featured prominently in those fantasies, perhaps because she was the sexiest person on the planet, female of not. 
 
    And besides, fantasies were fantasies, weren’t they? They were an escape. They didn’t actually mean anything. 
 
    Not even when she imagined that they were . . . 
 
    Were . . . 
 
    Jumping off course, Naomi tried to look at last night through fresh eyes. She and Hev had been drunk without a doubt. All those digital images . . . prominently timed as they were . . . proved they had been together the whole evening. And, by “together” she meant “intimately together”. They’d quite obviously clicked. Jackie Collins had written less passionate novels than the hunger evidently there between the two of them. 
 
    How had it happened? That was a poser. Both of them had reputations for getting fresh and forward. She was as bad as Hev in that respect, except she always got forward with guys, while Heather was apt to grab anyone close to hand. 
 
    No, that was unfair. Heather was mostly apt to grab any girl close to hand, yet still equal opportunity, if in a begrudging sort of a way. 
 
    Forgetting the how, Naomi accepted they must have clicked. And that, having clicked, they had got on like a house on fire. Then, somehow, they had decamped to her place to down two and a bit bottles of white before stripping naked and sharing her bed, with at least one of them cumming repeatedly, like a runaway train. 
 
    In her heart of hearts Naomi knew she was the one who’d cum out of control. Heather was notoriously known as “Hurricane”, allegedly a force of nature. Last night someone had clearly gone off beyond all reason, and there was only one logical suspect as to who had benefited from the onslaught. 
 
    And why oh why all of a sudden didn’t she feel guilty for not feeling guilty? 
 
    Earlier that morning she’d been prepared to blame Heather for pressing, maybe even forcing her into sexual acts she wouldn’t normally have contemplated. But they’d been equally boozed up and they’d ended up at hers, swigging the old vino. 
 
    There wasn’t a lot of “forced” in that, was there? Not unless she’d forced Hev to accompany her. 
 
    Those cum stains were mostly hers. She just knew they were. 
 
    And whatever had happened in reality last night, she was still here, wasn’t she, still the same Naomi with no bruises or wounds, still alive, undamaged in every sense of the word. 
 
    If only she knew what had happened in reality! 
 
    If only the blinkers were off!! 
 
    Except maybe the blinkers were already off . . . 
 
    Somehow, in the most subliminal of actions, Naomi’s hand had ventured into her panties. Currently it was on her, stroking her, and her mind was filled with pictures of Heather. She tried her best to blink them away but they simply wouldn’t go. 
 
    Cumming abruptly, Naomi had a trace memory about earlier. She had woken up that morning thinking she’d had one of her rare but not unheard of wet dreams. Now she just knew Heather had caused it in a physical way, along with a whole load of other, much earlier ones. 
 
    Had she really been as deeply asleep as she’d made out? Maybe, with the benefit of hindsight, hadn’t she been faking? That great wet dream of hers had been followed by two additional orgasms, inspired by expert attention to her tits. She’d been dreamily playing along until her lover slid down her body. 
 
    Only then, when she felt springy, self-supporting boobs pressing on her thighs, had she realized who was pleasuring her. 
 
    It was a first but nobody else had boobs like that; Dolly Parton eat your heart out. 
 
    Only Hev was so well-endowed. Experience-less as she was, she’d know in an instant. 
 
    And she had reacted like a panicky little girl. Anyone with half a brain would have begged for more. 
 
    How dumb had she been, burning her bridges as she screamed and swore like a fishwife. 
 
    Another fantasy or three and Naomi realized that, amazingly, all her (non-existent) same-sex aversion had vanished, along with hordes of wraiths before dawn. 
 
    Not that she’d ever really had any aversion in the first place. 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Heather’s afternoon nap had been infinitely more successful. She was only roused by the tinny sound of her mobile, there on the bedside cabinet. 
 
    ‘What?’ she said uncivilly, answering without checking the caller’s number. 
 
    ‘Hev, is that you?’ 
 
    Shit, it was Naomi. 
 
    ‘It certainly is,’ Heather resumed, instantly all sweetness and light. ‘I just wasn’t expecting you. In fact I didn’t know that you had my details.’ 
 
    ‘Neither did I.’ Naomi sniggered. ‘You must have given me them last night.’ 
 
    Heather double-clicked and sniggered with her. ‘I’ve got yours too, now I come to look. We must have swapped at some stage.’ 
 
    ‘Great minds think alike, no?’ 
 
    ‘I guess they do.’ 
 
    ‘That’s why I’ve been knocking out the zeds along with you. Or why I tried to knock them out, anyhow. Are you refreshed and ready for a big Saturday night?’ 
 
    Intrigued, Heather considered the question from all angles. ‘Yes,’ she said cautiously. 
 
    ‘I’m not so refreshed but I’m still ready for anything,’ Naomi volunteered. ‘I suppose you have a date.’ 
 
    Heather didn’t usually bother with dates; opportunities arose often enough to make “dates” redundant. But, unexpected as this out-of-the-blue call was, she could recognize a gilt-edged opportunity when it smacked her in the face. 
 
    ‘I’d hoped to be out with half the women’s rugby league team,’ she said as casually as she could, ‘yet as I said, I am open to other offers, and I mean it. I’ll even give you a thrashing at pool if you like.’ 
 
    Naomi laughed out loud. She was the university pool champion; guys and gals. There again, Heather was probably her nearest rival. And Hev was best at darts and Space Invaders 
 
    ‘I’d love to put you in your place on the pool table,’ the unexpected enchantress went on, ‘but I feel the need for privacy. How does the John O’ Gaunt sound?’ 
 
    ‘It sounds good to me. When have you in mind?’ 
 
    ‘What about half past seven?’ 
 
    Heather double-checked her mobile. It was after six already, but gilt-edged opportunities didn’t come along every day, not even for her. 
 
    ‘I’ll be there on the dot,’ she said decisively, ‘wearing a white carnation.’ 
 
    As it happened the carnation shops were all shut. Blossom-less, Heather arrived at the pub early and in some confusion. What was Naomi after? She’d talked “dates” and avoiding The Union, as if . . . 
 
    Well, as if she wanted to shag again. 
 
    Ad to Heather’s mind, massive blank spot or not, they had shagged last night. Not just early morning but extensively. If only she could remember the ins and outs . . . 
 
    Or was that a sexist thing to think? Ins and outs, indeed! 
 
    At that time of day the John O’ Gaunt was relatively quiet. Early doors drinkers were departing before the night shift came out in force. And good grief, who would believe it! Two of her few fellow-boozers were of renown. 
 
    They were Maxi and Tricia, to be precise. 
 
    Uncertain if she’d been spotted, Heather turned towards the bar, trying to hide her face. As if! Maxi was there beside her in two seconds flat. 
 
    ‘This is just social,’ Maxi began. ‘Me and Tricia, I mean. But fuck me; I think this is your pull for tonight. With you denying everything! Tell that to the marines!!’ 
 
    Yes, Naomi had arrived. And what an entrance! Expecting an awkward, uncomfortable night, Heather had gone for student togs: trainers, denims and a uni-branded sweat. Naomi had gone for a sliver of a skirt, sheer nylon stockings and a blouse that didn’t seem to have any buttons at all. 
 
    Just looking at her gave Heather palpitations. 
 
    Just looking at her made her somewhat damp, too. 
 
    (Not as if she hadn’t been self-lubricating ever since that unanticipated phone call, over an hour ago!) 
 
    Where oh where is this going she wondered, keeping her wildest hopes to herself. 
 
    ‘I’ll leave you love birds together,’ Maxi said caustically. 
 
    ‘Get back to your innocent virgin,’ Heather’s mouth countered, not engaging her brain at all. 
 
    For one second Maxi glared at her, a seasoned peace warrior prepared to fight armoured oppressors all the way to death and beyond, but then she laughed. 
 
    ‘Takes one to know one,’ she said, ‘tarred with the same brush and all.’ 
 
    Coming from anyone else Heather would have responded with (relatively moderate) violence. Coming from Maxi she chuckled. Both knew she was more than a match for oppressors, armoured or not. 
 
    Instead of facing Maxi off Heather offered up her fist. Maxi bumped it. 
 
    ‘Solidarity, sister,’ they said as one. 
 
    Then, Heather’s nature getting ahead of her, she added, ‘Give Trish one for me.’ 
 
    Not to be outdone, Maxi offered up her fist, saying ‘No, you give Naomi one for me.’ 
 
    Heather bumped knuckles a little more enthusiastically than strictly required. 
 
    ‘Solidarity, sister,’ she said again. 
 
    ‘Same in spades,’ Maxi replied. 
 
    ‘Does she follow you everywhere?’ 
 
    Heather blinked at that. ‘Maxi, you mean?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Naomi persisted. ‘Everywhere I go I see the two of you. Not together, I hasten to add. It’s more like she’s stalking you.’ 
 
    Heather laughed at that. She’d once had a male stalker. It had taken her two weeks and a dozen tip-offs to realize he even existed. Notified by friends, she’d literally led him down a blind alley and given him a kicking . . . but only a little one; opponents in mixed martial arts had suffered much worse. 
 
    But there again, opponents in mixed martial arts knew what was likely headed their way. 
 
    Well, most of them did. 
 
    ‘So,’ Heather said aloud, ‘this is a . . . a date?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve reconsidered this morning’s position,’ Naomi said readily, ‘and I admit I was in the wrong.’ 
 
    ‘How is that?’ 
 
    ‘I claimed nothing happened. On second thoughts, it obviously did.’ 
 
    ‘Oh,’ went Heather, and left it at that. 
 
    Glancing around the bar she was grateful to see Maxi and Tricia just about as far away as possible. 
 
    ‘Listen,’ she began. 
 
    ‘No,’ said Naomi, ‘you listen. I’ve worked it all out. We both got ratted on the free bar and got together in the heat of the moment. I’m blaming me for that, because I’m supposed to be . . .’ 
 
    ‘Naomi, please . . .’ 
 
    ‘Shut up and listen for once. Where was I? Yes, we got together in the heat of the moment, us kindred spirits and all that. Then we danced and kissed, caressed and groped for at least another four hours.’ 
 
    ‘But . . .’ 
 
    ‘No buts. I’ve worked it all out. After the party we went back to mine. We drank lots of wine, got naked and had sex . . . you on me, I would guess . . . and I’m now sure I enjoyed it immensely. No hesitation in my estimation of that.’ 
 
    ‘Naomi . . .’ 
 
    ‘Don’t stop me when I’m on a roll. Where was I?’ 
 
    ‘Enjoying yourself immensely,’ said Heather, ‘or so I sincerely hope.’ 
 
    ‘So are we going to do it again?’ 
 
    ‘Do you want to?’ 
 
    ‘I am here, aren’t I; doesn’t that give you a clue?’ Then, her only too bright eyes skittering away from Heather’s flashing green ones, ‘unless it happens you don’t want to.’ 
 
    What was that about unavoidable opportunities? 
 
    Heather nodded. ‘Go on then, if you insist’ 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    ‘What suddenly makes you so sure?’ Heather asked as they sipped fresh drinks, still at a safe distance from Maxi and Tricia. ‘This morning you were totally convinced in the opposite direction; convincingly so, at that.’ 
 
    ‘I checked and must have found over a thousand cum stains on every item of bed linen I own.’ Naomi tittered. ‘And exaggeration aside, I had to admit someone had cum massively last night, me being the Suspect Number One.’ 
 
    Recalling tastes and smells, Heather said nothing. 
 
    ‘So I reconsidered my take on life, the universe and everything,’ Naomi pressed on. ‘And I played with myself as I reconsidered. You featured prominently in my thoughts. In fact you often have. Today, this early afternoon, was by no means a first time. You’ve featured very prominently before.’ 
 
    Heather swigged down half a pint of best bitter. Ever the optimist, she’d never expected anything like this. And thank goodness they had picked a relatively secluded table; right then the girl seemed to be in the mood to come out with just anything. 
 
    Rapid transformation or what! 
 
    Not that Heather was likely to complain, bemused or otherwise. 
 
    ‘When you say you . . . played with yourself . . .’ she ventured. 
 
    ‘I meant I used my imagination. I truly can’t remember every last daydream, but I speculated at length on what you might have done to me last night.’ 
 
    Naomi took Heather’s hand across the table, squeezing it tight. ‘What can you really remember?’ 
 
    ‘As I said before, it’s a big fat zero,’ Heather confessed, ‘But I know I had some sort of sex with you. I know all the signs.’ 
 
    ‘Do you really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I do, very well. I don’t need to see soiled bed linen to be positive; but I take soiled bed linen as a promising sign, more often than not.’ 
 
    ‘So tonight’s on, is it?’ 
 
    ‘You bet it is.’ 
 
    ‘What are you going to do to me?’ 
 
    That brought Heather back down to ground. ‘Assuming you’re even remotely serious, I don’t intend to do anything you don’t want me to do,’ she said. ‘Kisses and cuddles all night is fine by me. Not kissing is okay as well, if you don’t fancy it.’ 
 
    ‘I fancy kissing a lot, and cuddles sound good, too.’ 
 
    ‘So we have a deal. My place it is, kissing and cuddling.’ 
 
    ‘You can go further than that,’ said Naomi. ‘This morning you put your mouth on me . . . down there.’ 
 
    ‘Well . . .’ Heather hedged. 
 
    ‘I over-reacted before,’ Naomi confessed. ‘Playing with myself; reliving the little I could recall, was like a big awakening. I liked having your mouth on me. No, I loved it. I shouldn’t have said what I did and I apologize for the crap I came out with. I pray you’ll forgive me.’ 
 
    ‘I do,’ Heather said as graciously as she could, self-lubricating more copiously than ever. 
 
    ‘I want it to happen again,’ Naomi persisted. ‘And this time I’ll be duly appreciative.’ 
 
    Gift horse or what! ‘In that case I’m sure something can be arranged,’ Heather conceded. 
 
    ‘Wait right here. I’ll get more beer, and then we can discuss the whys and wherefores.’ 
 
    While Naomi was at the bar Heather watched Maxi and Tricia. What a surprise pairing was that! Until that afternoon Tricia hadn’t displayed the slightest lezzie tendency, in spite of intense provocation. Yet here she was, only too evidently out on a same-sex date. 
 
    And that earlier display had been misleading, to say the least. She had clearly implied she liked girls who looked like Heather and Naomi; in other words girls with curves and looks. 
 
    Not that Heather sincerely thought herself to be beautiful. Yes, she had a mirror so knew everything was exactly where it should be. And, well accustomed to being called the best this and that, she saw a fine figure of a woman looking back at her. Tall, maned with long, straight black hair and equipped with those flashing emerald eyes, she could instantly stop any conversation dead in its tracks. 
 
    But her nose was too straight. And those self-supporting boobs of hers looked artificial, although they were one hundred and ten per cent authentic. 
 
    In her considered opinion Naomi was infinitely superior. Blessed with a dash of Hispanic blood, the girl could have graced any global catwalk. Naomi’s jet-black hair was a colour match for her own, if a lot shorter (short hair was a good idea, given her sport of choice, where the opposition was liable to snatch at anything within reach). Those bright eyes of hers flashed hotter and hotter and hotter. And best of all, she was nice. 
 
    Well, she was as nice as any rugby player ever could be. Out there on the pitch she gave as good as she got, but she always punched opponents with a winsome smile. 
 
    Nice people had always appealed to Heather; especially nice people who smelt and tasted of nectar. 
 
    Looking back towards her fellow students she supposed Tricia had been fibbing about curiosity. And that she’d been blagging about the appeal of (supposedly) girly girls. Maxi was as far from being girly as it was possible to imagine. 
 
    Well, Angie aside, she was. 
 
    As always, Heather felt a stab to her heart even thinking about dear, departed Angie. Angie was two years older than her and had graduated and gone. Appearance-wise she was a fierce skinhead who’d take no crap from anyone. Devil-like, even, but in bed she was an angel, beyond divine. 
 
    Maxi was just as masculine as Angie and also excellent between the sheets. She didn’t have Angie’s smile, though. She didn’t have the ability to magically switch from fearsome to beguiling. 
 
    Nobody did . . . or ever would. 
 
    When Naomi returned with fresh pints, acting on impulse, Heather took her turn to approach the bar. ‘Those two,’ she said to the young barman, pointing out Maxi and her new friend, passing him a fiver, ‘get them the same again, and keep the change.’ 
 
    Leaving the pub Heather suggested a curry without eliciting any interest whatsoever. 
 
    ‘I’m low on my learning curve,’ Naomi replied, pecking her on her (too straight) nose. ‘And I don’t want tonight to be vindaloo-flavoured.’ 
 
    ‘I like vindaloo!’ 
 
    ‘So I’ve heard, but I don’t mean in passion, I mean emotionally and physically. I’m sure you can run to a snack or two later.’ 
 
    Less than certain yet more than encouraged, Heather said she supposed she could. 
 
    In no time at all there they were in her bedroom, shoes deposited downstairs on the mat, kissing as if kissing had always been top of the programme. 
 
    (And, as Naomi now seemed to be writing the script, perhaps it had!) 
 
    ‘Okay,’ Heather said after thoroughly enjoying her best-ever snog, ‘it’s time to get naked. One item at a time and you can go first. Best start with your blouse, since it’s been undone all evening anyway.’ 
 
    To her credit Naomi didn’t hesitate. Two of her buttons were actually fastened. Undoing them took no seconds at all and there she was, high and very ripe breasts restrained by a very efficient bra. 
 
    ‘Now you,’ she commanded. 
 
    Taking her time about it, Heather slowly removed her uni sweatshirt, unleashing her unfettered boobs, almost ashamed by their natural firmness, terrified her companion would see them as implants. 
 
    As if! 
 
    ‘Fucking majestic,’ Naomi cried. ‘You ought to be starring in porn, alongside whatshername, Lisa Ann. I bet you’d double her earnings in no time at all. And oh my, your nips are big as thimbles.’ 
 
    To Heather’s astonishment Naomi leaned in and licked her nipples, one after another, not hurrying in any way at all. 
 
    ‘Time to see yours,’ Heather said finally, feeling a physical wrench as that lovely, so lascivious tongue left her. 
 
    Naomi stripped off her bra like . . . well, like a professional stripper. And, very highly excited, Heather took her turn to lick nipples. 
 
    Excited! She was drenching her panties and, if her nipples were thimbles, Naomi’s were eggcups. 
 
    As bodily introductions went, it was a good one. 
 
    ‘Skirt off,’ Heather instructed. 
 
    ‘No,’ said Naomi, ‘you get those jeans off first.’ 
 
    Not sure why, struggling with the tight fit and needing to sit on the bed, Heather complied. Down to a pair of white ankle socks and not much of a pair of (sodden) panties, she asked Naomi to go next. 
 
    Naomi’s tiny skirt became history in an instant. And her (also sodden) panties didn’t cover much. 
 
    But she still had on her sheer nylon stockings. Out of seemingly nowhere, Heather wanted to feel that supreme fabric against her, tightly grasping her, preferably with two strong legs wrapped tight around her urgently moving back. 
 
    ‘Socks and knickers,’ she said, amazed her voice sounded so calm. ‘I’ll take off mine before you take off your . . . your thong or whatever you call it. But leave on your stockings. Your stocking are a must.’ 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Being a proactive sort of a girl, Heather sank to her knees as soon as Naomi discarded her panties, eating her with great enthusiasm. She recognized the tastes and smells too, alcoholic amnesia or not. 
 
    Yes, she had definitely buried her nose in that fanny before. Her nose, tongue, fingers and goodness knew what else; only the vaguest memories maybe, but all of them positive. 
 
    Naomi’s response was off the scale. For a supposedly straight woman she was suddenly bucking as if she was breaking a bronco; bucking and shrieking like a banshee. 
 
    Accustomed to grateful responses as she was, Heather glowed inside. 
 
    In all honesty, she glowed in places most familiar to a gynaecologist. 
 
    Eating Naomi was beyond mere fun. And wasn’t she appreciating it! Copious with her own lady juice as Heather was, she was seriously impressed. However low on a learning curve she might be, this girl was in there with a will. 
 
    Yes, with a will and the ability to cum multiply. 
 
    Kindred spirit or what! 
 
    Eventually, deciding it was time to progress, Heather stood, scooping her guest up in her arms, taking her to the patiently awaiting bed. Naomi gasped at being swept off her feet (literally) and laughed as if she’d only just guessed her destination. 
 
    ‘I’ve never been so aroused,’ she murmured. ‘The answer is yes to anything and everything.’ 
 
    Heather strongly suspected that her idea of “everything” was oceans away from Naomi’s. But she had already planned a certain course of action. Having the girl there on her back, her legs wide, showing no sign of any reluctance and the ravenous appetite of a lioness . . . 
 
    Well, there was only one way to go, wasn’t there. 
 
    So Heather just as ravenously went for it. 
 
    Reclogging her nostrils was no hardship. Neither was having Naomi orgasm beneath her. 
 
    That was as fine as sex got. 
 
    The world’s sexiest, slenderest yet still strong set of hips, thrusting up hard, ever wanting more from her, practically insatiable, thrusting incessantly, always thrusting . . . 
 
    It was tricky not to be flattered. 
 
    It was also tricky not to want to give Naomi more of the same for ever and ever. 
 
    Superhumanly, Heather stopped eating and brought herself upright, on Naomi, sliding her slick wet sex over the dusky beauty’s sweaty, appreciative skin. Sliding and sliding, not pausing to make one tiny suggestion, letting her progress speak for whatever it meant. 
 
    (Destination mouth: that’s what it meant!) 
 
    Naomi responded with lips and tongue, not seeming reticent in any way at all. 
 
    How could an innocent girl react like that? How could she so instantly excel! 
 
    Not that Heather wasted much time marvelling. Instead she took her turn to buck and thrust, gasping out loud, expressing the most sincere moans and groans of appreciation in her extensive repertoire. 
 
    Then, out of nowhere, Naomi switched from kissing and licking to chewing; not hard, not really hard at all, but certainly hard enough to be noticed. 
 
    Cue Heather cumming like Old Faithful, except twice as powerfully. 
 
    Naomi didn’t seem to mind being drenched by thousands of gallons of boiling hot fluid, not her. On the contrary, she seemed to be greatly encouraged. Switching back to lips and tongue she carried on and on and on. 
 
    If she’d had any air left in her lungs Heather would have cheered. 
 
    Maybe half an hour later . . . maybe much more . . . Heather lay on her back and sighed. She adored sex and had always preferred experienced girls but, innocent or nay, Naomi was simply stupendous. Everything about her was luscious. Never mind her lovely personality, she had genuine charisma. 
 
    And she couldn’t half shag! 
 
    Expert in the subject, Heather liked shagging. A handful of blokes were okay at it but most were good as useless; twice in a night? What good was that! Who wanted a mere twice with thirty possibilities or more there in the equation? 
 
    But what was Naomi’s take on all-nighters? Some girls were as useless as guys after the first hour or two. A lot weren’t, of course, but there were learning curves and mind-sets to take into account. 
 
    Still a trifle anxious about Naomi, she stayed as she was, breathing as slowly as possible and keeping her hands to herself. 
 
    ‘Like I said,’ Naomi said apropos of nothing, ‘I masturbated thinking about you earlier. And it wasn’t for the first time.’ 
 
    ‘I’m honoured,’ Heather replied awkwardly. ‘Truly I am.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck honour. Fuck me instead.’ 
 
    So much for learning curves and mind-sets! 
 
    Besides, it would have been rude not to. 
 
    Heather introduced her new lover to the joys of a long, leisurely sixty-nine, taking care to alternate top and bottom, already assured of the skill of Naomi’s tongue. After maybe two hours of alternating, with her currently topping, it occurred to her the time had come to trib. 
 
    What a good idea was that! 
 
    And didn’t Naomi take to tribbing well. Within moments Heather’s wish came true and silk-stockinged legs were gripping her tightly as she urgently thrust and thrust and thrust. 
 
    The sensations were awesome: sleek nylon moving on bare flesh and, better still, a very wet fanny on an equally wet fanny. Unprompted, Naomi arched her lower body, offering herself with eagerness and taking everything that came her way. 
 
    In other words she was a sitting target and, having once been a farm girl, Heather didn’t miss sitting targets, be they ducks, rabbits or any other small, tasty creatures. 
 
    Joking aside, shagging with Naomi was bliss. Not to mention very moreish. They must have been at it six hours altogether before Heather remembered her promise to provide “snacks”. 
 
    ‘I won’t have much in the way of food,’ she said as she exited the bedroom. ‘Cheese on crackers is as good as it’s likely to get. I don’t food shop often.’ 
 
    ‘Do you wine shop?’ 
 
    That made Heather laugh. ‘Oh yes,’ she confirmed, ‘wine is no problem. I prefer pinot and Shiraz, but other varieties are available.’ 
 
    ‘Pinot and Shiraz sound good to me. And I prefer Lancashire cheese.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, well you’d better rein in your hopes. Stale Red Leicester or mouldy Cheddar is much more on the cards.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll risk whatever you rustle up,’ said Naomi. ‘If you’ll eat it, so will I.’ 
 
    (Her accompanying shrug bounced her breasts, and very becomingly at that.) 
 
    To Heather’s surprise she found a packet of crackers within their sell-by date and several packets of cheese. Most of the packs of cheese were already open (maybe not mouldy yet, but probably beyond their sell-by) and one unopened, still in date. 
 
    And ye gods, it really was Lancashire! 
 
    ‘Tonight’s my lucky night,’ she said cheerfully, liberally pasting butter onto two dozen crackers before generously applying slices of the local cheese. 
 
    Choosing the vino wasn’t so easy. At heart she favoured Shiraz but she sensed Naomi preferred pinot and Naomi was after all, her guest. So, after due deliberation, she grabbed herself two bottles of white and one of red. Then, because she had a lot to carry, she recruited the assistance of a wooden tray. 
 
    ‘Here I am,’ she declared, kicking open her bedroom door, ‘a naked whore bearing bountiful gifts.’ 
 
    Then her eyes narrowed. 
 
    Last she’d seen Naomi was flat out on the bed, purring and waiting for . . . well, snacks and very likely a lot more close, personal attention. 
 
    But now she was up and exploring. And guess where she was exploring. 
 
    ‘That’s my toy drawer,’ Heather said accusingly. 
 
    ‘I can see that,’ Naomi replied. ‘And I know it’s infamous. That’s why I had to have a look for myself.’ 
 
    ‘It’s supposed to be private.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not what the girls on The Corner say. They think that it’s open season, every day of the year.’ 
 
    Then, stark naked and grinning broadly, ‘I can guess the use of most of your toys, but what are these expensive silk scarves for; all one thousand and one of them?’ 
 
    Heather shrugged, hoping her boobs bounced as becomingly as Naomi’s. ‘They’re for tying-up games and occasionally I use them as blindfolds.’ 
 
    ‘Oh my, you are perverted, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m an adult who likes to have fun. Tying-up games aren’t perverted. Not when I’m involved.’ 
 
    ‘Do you always do the tying-up?’ 
 
    ‘It depends who I’m with. More often than not we take turns.’ 
 
    ‘Hmmm,’ went Naomi, replacing a multi-coloured selection of scarves. ‘Is that Lancashire cheese I spy on that tray?’ 
 
    ‘It is. And I have gallons of vino to wash it down with. Close that drawer and come, enjoy.’ 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Afterwards Heather could never credit it. By some strange logic she sank two bottles or more of plonk while Naomi restricted herself to a couple of glasses. And, following another master class in the art of tribbing (or should that be mistress class?), she somehow fell asleep. 
 
    Flipping Naomi must have contrived it. Indeed it was beyond doubt. She, the girl who never fell asleep on the job, had just done so two nights on the trot. 
 
    Maybe she’d been influenced by Rohypnol or something. 
 
    More likely she’d just been a greedy pig and slurped direct from the bottle neck; no, perhaps she had slurped direct from three bottle necks. 
 
    Anyhow, whatever the excuse, she’d undoubtedly, shamefully dropped off before all was done. 
 
    Again! 
 
    Only to awake to find herself tied fast by her arms to her own bed, bound by her own silk scarves . . . and blindfolded by yet another, to boot. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ she protested, for once unsure of herself. 
 
    ‘Tough luck, cookie,’ Naomi replied. ‘You had illicit fun with me yesterday morning, now it’s my turn.’ 
 
    ‘Naomi, please . . .’ 
 
    ‘Not listening.’ 
 
    That last was said with a definite air of finality. 
 
    Torn between enthusiasm and fear, Heather wondered what lay in store for her. That secret drawer of hers held all sorts of treats. As a non-lezzie she suspected Naomi wouldn’t understand all of them. As a woman she suspected Naomi would swiftly get up to speed. 
 
    ‘Listen,’ she began carefully (oblivious to having being told that “listening” was out of the question). ‘I’ll be up for any game you want to play. Just uncover my eyes.’ 
 
    ‘We’re going to play lots of games,’ Naomi countered, ‘but uncovering eyes doesn’t come into it.’ 
 
    ‘It wasn’t my fault it was dark yesterday morning.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe not, but I liked it. Leastways I did after the fact. Now shut up and let me progress.’ 
 
    Naomi’s tongue on her felt better than ever. Heather’s protests lasted less than a minute. Then she was cumming massively and emitting banshee shrieks of her own. 
 
    ‘More, more, more,’ she yelled, ‘yes, yes, yes!’ 
 
    Very little change there, then. 
 
    Bound and blindfolded Heather truly was at Naomi’s mercy; knowing that made her both hot and cold. 
 
    The girl was relatively innocent and sweet, if not dainty. She had never detected an ounce of malice in her, rugby brawls aside. Yet she’d never been bound, blindfolded and at her mercy before, had she? 
 
    Turned out she needn’t have worried. 
 
    Forever gentle, Naomi proceeded to shag Heather with a wide variety of (Heather’s own) toys, using almost all of them apart from the double-ender, any one of her harnesses and the strapless strap-on. 
 
    As an experience it was second to none. Heather only wished she had been blindfold-free and able to see Naomi’s face as she switched between rabbit, basic vibrator and everyday dildo. 
 
    Not that she didn’t ask, beg and plead. As if Naomi heeded. She stuck religiously to her own agenda. 
 
    And, Heather had to agree, it wasn’t a bad one. 
 
    But then, after a lengthy spell of shagging a hungry fanny with one of Heather’s larger dildos, Naomi called time. 
 
    ‘My hand feels like it’s dropping off,’ she complained. ‘There are red crease marks on my wrist.’ 
 
    Silence ensued, Heather back in breath-catching mode, her guest who knew where, doing who knew what. 
 
    ‘Naomi,’ she ventured eventually, ‘where are you? Are you still here?’ 
 
    The bedsprings recoiled in response as somebody re-joined her on the mattress. 
 
    ‘I’m definitely still here,’ Naomi assured her. ‘It just took a while to work out how your thingy works’ 
 
    ‘What thingy are you on about?’ 
 
    ‘The black leather thingy with all those adjustable straps; I think I’ve finally got it, and I selected one of the more interesting inserts.’ 
 
    Good grief, she’d equipped herself with a harness! 
 
    And some of those dildos really were interestingly shaped . . . 
 
    ‘Listen, my darling,’ Heather babbled, ‘this is a practiced skill. It is if I’ve guessed right, anyway . . .’ 
 
    In response Naomi drew the tip of a dildo . . . probably the very knobbly purple one . . . slowly up and down her clit. 
 
    ‘Men do it all the time,’ she practically whispered, ‘so it can’t be too tricky. And my wrist is wasted but my lower body isn’t. Let me learn as I go along.’ 
 
    Without waiting for an answer . . . be it positive, negative or otherwise . . . she boarded Heather like a pirate boarding a galleon laden with gold. 
 
    ‘Careful,’ gasped Heather. 
 
    Again she needn’t have worried. Naomi’s touch was as gentle as a dove, being penetrated by her was not a chore, it was a great privilege, and rutting with her . . . 
 
    Well it was beyond brilliant. Their “tribbing” roles reversed, Heather wrapped her bare legs around the girl’s bare back just as tight as tight could be, relishing every last stroke, breaking universal cumming records, enjoying herself as much as ever before. 
 
    ‘Wonderful,’ she wailed, ‘don’t stop . . . whatever you do, please don’t stop.’ 
 
    Obviously into all-nighters after all, Naomi dutifully obliged. 
 
    Bliss, bliss, bliss!! 
 
    After the best shagging she’d ever had Heather might have dozed off again. Maybe she blinked at the wrong time behind her sleek blindfold. Next she knew Naomi was straddling her, harness-free, clearly intending to do a little face-sitting of her own. 
 
    ‘Please,’ Heather gasped, ‘think about it. I didn’t do this in a blackout, I let you see.’ 
 
    Naomi seemed to consider a moment before removing the blindfold. 
 
    Heather practically squealed at the sudden explosion of light. ‘What time is it?’ she managed. 
 
    ‘It’s now ten twenty-three, Sunday morning; and a sunny Sunday morning at that. I hope you haven’t missed some sporting engagement. And I hope you enjoyed your extended lie-in.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll enjoy it more if you unfasten my arms.’ 
 
    ‘How do I know you won’t overpower me, using kung fu and karate to beat me to a pulp?’ 
 
    ‘Because I promise you I won’t. And because I want to hold your ass while you ride my tongue.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you would say that . . .’ 
 
    ‘I’m saying it because it’s true. You have a divine ass. I can’t tell you how much I want to hold onto it.’ 
 
    After another pause for consideration Naomi unfastened the rest of Heather’s bonds. Being released triggered an acute attack of cramp. Never mind “red creases” on her wrists, Heather’s arms suddenly seemed to belong to someone else right then. 
 
    Leastways she seriously wished they belonged to someone else. 
 
    But she was a strong, extremely healthy woman. Thirty seconds and the cramp had reduced itself to pins and needles. Thirty seconds after that everything was functional and her hands were gripping a tight hold on the sexiest buttocks in the known world. 
 
    Then, in no time at all Naomi was matching her in the Old Faithful department. 
 
    Not that Naomi erupted every hour and a bit; she was more like every five minutes. 
 
    And Heather loved every last gush. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Story 42 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Angie found the business card while she was rooting in her wallet, searching for proof of membership for her local library. Somehow the card had got in-between her provisional driving licence and one of the credit cards she tried never to use. 
 
    She'd forgotten she had it but instantly realized what it was. 
 
    It was her link with Felicity, the very helpful sales assistant in a certain Manchester sex shop. 
 
    No, make that the very alluring, older sales assistant in a certain Manchester sex shop. 
 
    She smiled and tucked the card back in a more prominent place. Felicity was drop-dead gorgeous as well as very helpful. And she'd been promised feedback on the most daring of Angie's purchases. 
 
    How did a woman like that slip my mind? Angie wondered, recalling long legs and hair so blonde it was almost white. Why oh why didn't I ring? 
 
    Then, grinning: And is three months later really too late? 
 
    By now Angie had been "home" for a week. For the first five days she'd slept in her parent's bed with Sandra, her beautiful black girlfriend from school. After a full term at different universities they'd had a lot of catching up to do . . . obviously. Those parental bed springs had taken a pounding. 
 
    Yes, hadn't they just! 
 
    But Mum and Dad had got back from Lanzarote in the early hours of Friday. And Sandra was going to return to her own bit of academia that very morning. By now Angie'd been sexless for thirty-one hours and was beginning to feel deprived. 
 
    Well, okay, she'd as good as arranged to screw away most of this afternoon with another old school chum, Abigail. And she'd totally arranged Monday night with her former art teacher . . . 
 
    Thinking about "Miss Pearce" made her grin again, inside and out. Apparently fucking a teacher was taboo, even if that teacher didn't actually teach her willing pupil. 
 
    Not in the classroom definition of "teaching" anyway. 
 
    Personally, Angie didn't give a toss about taboos. Not when they were stupid ones. No, as far as she was concerned, being illicit only made the liaison more fun. 
 
    And fucking a thirty-something who looked like a young Brigit Bardot was fun in the first place, wasn't it? 
 
    Make that another yes. 
 
    Sneaking up to Miss Pearce's house, rapping on her door, wondering what delicious state of undress she'd reply in this time . . . 
 
    Wondering how few seconds it would take to get them in bed . . . 
 
    And wondering if they would make it to the stairs, come to that, never mind all the way up them. 
 
    Impatiently fucking semi-clad on the welcome mat had not been unheard of. 
 
    Truth was that sex was essential, wasn't it? And so too was novelty. While it was always a pleasure to rekindle old flames, fucking with someone new and different was something else. 
 
    Yes, fucking with someone new and different was not to be sneezed at. 
 
    Unilaterally deciding it was unlikely to help her studies, abandoning the local library without looking back, Angie made her way to the nearest phone box and dialled Felicity's number with a slightly trembling hand. 
 
    'You won't remember me,' she said when her call was answered, 'but I bought a few items from you in September. I said I'd give you feedback and then forgot until now.' 
 
    'We sell a lot of items,' said Felicity with a friendly, salesperson's chuckle. 'Do you have a name?' 
 
    'I'm Angie. I bought a harness, a couple of dildos and a strapless affair. You gave me plenty of good advice about the strapless affair. I . . .' 
 
    'I recognize your voice,' Felicity cut in. 'You're tall and broad-shouldered with a skinhead, aren't you?' 
 
    Guilty as accused, Angie laughed. 'That's me. I look like a bloke.' 
 
    'Not in my memory bank you don't.' Felicity chuckled again. 'Of course I remember you.' 
 
    'Do you really?' 
 
    'Sure I do. I've thought about you every now and then ever since. So how's it going? Was I right about the Double-Your-Pleasure toy?' 
 
    'You were spot on. My only conceivable complaint is that one of my girlfriends keeps pinching it. For use on another girlfriend, I mean. I wouldn't complain at all if she only ever used it on me.' 
 
    Felicity's chuckle was becoming ever warmer and evermore familiar. She seemed to be in no hurry to hang up. Angie was getting wet just listening to her. 
 
    'I think you should rename it Triple-Your-Pleasure,' she went on playfully, 'or maybe even Quadruple. I cannot thank you enough for recommending it. I might well have to call in and buy another.' 
 
    Felicity paused a beat before asking: 'Do you get into Manchester very often?' 
 
    'No, but I'll be passing through next week, on Tuesday or Wednesday, most likely.' 
 
    'I have Wednesday afternoon off. I'd hate it if you came in when I wasn't here.' 
 
    'Me too,' Angie agreed, her antennae eagerly twitching. 
 
    Sure enough, Felicity threw her an opening. 
 
    'There again,' she said seductively, 'it could be quite convenient if you were in town on my afternoon off . . .' 
 
    Angie never failed to marvel at the ease of hooking up. What was the lesbian population of the UK supposed to be? Wasn't it reportedly less than two percent of all women? If that was anywhere close to true, she was incredibly lucky. 
 
    No, she was lucky beyond belief. She did tend to mix with girls from LGBT and the university's own Lesbian Society, but even so her record for home runs was better than Babe Ruth and Mickey Mantle combined. To be thirty-one (now going on thirty-two) hours without sex was, quite frankly, shameful. 
 
    Twelve hours was usually stretching it. 
 
    The call to Felicity had ended with agreement to meet on Wednesday, in the bar of a hotel in the city centre. Felicity was a member of the hotel's gym and, she said, she always put in an early hour there on her Wednesday afternoon off. 
 
    'We can have a drink and a chat after I'm done,' she enlarged. 'You can go into finer detail about your likes and dislikes.' 
 
    'If we're talking about sex toys my dislikes won't take long,' Angie replied. 
 
    'Well whatever,' Felicity said, laughing. 'I like talking about sex toys and customer feedback is always valuable. If nothing else we can have an intimate chinwag and scandalize all the sexy-assed waiters.' 
 
    Angie laughed in her turn. 'What,' she said, 'aren't they any sexy-assed waitresses?' 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    (Wednesday 14th January 1998) 
 
    The train journey between Nottingham and Manchester Piccadilly took two hours. Fresh from a second night in her art teacher's bed, Angie caught an early one and found herself close to the main shopping area maybe half past eleven. 
 
    Meaning maybe thirty minutes before Felicity knocked off for the day. 
 
    Acting on one of her impulses, she went into the sex shop and stopped to admire the "leisure wear for ladies" section. In fact she feasted her eyes on the displays. She liked the look of all the accessories and costumes. Not that any of them would work on her. Not with her mannish body. 
 
    And not that she cared anymore. 
 
    At one with herself nowadays, Angie accepted that as far as being provocative went, she was better off naked than kitted out for bawdy burlesque. For some crazy reason clothes never did work for her but bare-assed worked just fine. 
 
    Well it did for quite a few discerning females, anyway. 
 
    No, make that an awful lot of them. Two percent! Like hell! Make it ten or even twenty!! 
 
    Excluding truly straight girls, that was. 
 
    Not that really, truly straight girls actually existed in her experience. 
 
    Not at uni when temptation was so readily at hand. 
 
    Twitching deep inside, forcing her body to be outwardly stern and unflinchingly stoic. Angie strolled across to the harness and dildo section. Felicity appeared as if by magic, out of simply nowhere, as she drew to a halt. 
 
    As mirages went, she was a good one. 
 
    'Well hello again,' she said brightly, like the perfect salesperson she was. Then, sotto voce: 'Is there some problem?' 
 
    'No,' said Angie, picking out a green Double-Your-Pleasure. 'I just felt an urgent need to buy another of these. And I reckoned I'd buy it while you're still on duty, so you get the commission.' 
 
    'You're too considerate,' Felicity replied, her sales smile less forced, visibly relaxing. 'I don't suppose you want my advice as how best to use it?' 
 
    'Of course I don't,' said Angie. 'I want to compare very detailed notes about using it, not take advice.' 
 
    'We're still on for half past one, then?' 
 
    'You bet we are. I'll be in the bar, waiting agog. Come to that, what's your poison; some sporty energy drink?' 
 
    'Not after a workout,' said Felicity. 'I'll be drinking spritzers.' 
 
    'Does pinot work for you?' 
 
    'It certainly does.' 
 
    Exiting through the automatic doors Angie felt a gravitational pull towards the coffee shop opposite. 
 
    Window shopping or a hot drink and a greasy sandwich, she mused. 
 
    Not much of a contest, was it? 
 
    She bought a large regular coffee with cream and ordered an even larger sausage, bacon and egg in a barm cake. Then, borrowing a Daily Express from the generally available rack, she took a window seat and let the world go by while she caught up on a (slightly right-wing) view of the world's events. 
 
    Apparently the "new roubles" in circulation in Russia weren't going to trouble the almighty dollar . . . 
 
    Felicity left her place of work at two minutes past twelve. And, seen from a distance, what a sight she was. If asked before September, Angie would have guessed that a sex shop worker dressed like a . . . Well, like a sex worker. But that clearly wasn't the case. Felicity dressed like a high-powered PA. 
 
    No, scrap that sacrilege! 
 
    Felicity dressed like a high-powered CEO with a herd of personal assistants of her own. 
 
    Most of them probably sourced via the Chippendales. 
 
    Even as she sniggered Angie took in more specifics. Felicity was wearing a short, business-like black skirt, tasteful (and tasty) black stockings, a startlingly brilliant white shirt and a jacket that matched just everything. 
 
    Angie wasn't the only one watching her sashay down the city centre street. 
 
    Hell, she was merely one of hundreds. 
 
    As the sight for sore eyes disappeared around a corner Angie's sandwich arrived. She had seen much smaller footballs but set into it with a relish. Then, using a napkin to wipe the brown sauce and grease from about her person, she checked her watch. 
 
    Forty-five minutes to go. What was it going to be; more coffee or the hotel bar? 
 
    Even less of a contest! 
 
    Angie went into the hotel and paused in the lobby. It was, she had to admit, an impressive set up with lots of dark, shiny wood surfaces and acres of polished marble floors. She felt as if she'd jumped back a century or so, back to the days where customer service counted ahead of budgets. 
 
    Or had she? As she cast around, searching for the bar, her attention was caught by a sign. 
 
    Usually advertisements interested her as much as horny young boys . . . meaning not at all. But this one was different. Approaching the reception desk, she read it more closely. 
 
    As their contribution to the "Manchester Experience", the hotel was supporting the January Sales by hiring out rooms on a one-night basis (weekends excluded). Comparing the special rate with a nearby list of tariffs, Angie could see they were being generous indeed. Hell, one night in a double room was cheaper than her rail fare from the East Midlands! 
 
    And an "all you can eat" breakfast could be added on for a fiver a head. 
 
    Angie chuckled at that, wondering exactly how many guests the powers-that-be expected to stay in one of their double rooms. 
 
    'Can I help you, madam?' a clerk asked. 
 
    Doing her utmost not to laugh, reckoning it was the first and last time she'd ever be called "madam", Angie pointed to the advert. 
 
    'Does one need to book in advance?' 
 
    'No madam, one just needs to sign on the dotted line.' 
 
    Go for it, Angie's pet little red devil urged, perched as always on her left shoulder. 
 
    As per (almost) always, Angie went for it. 
 
    'I'll take a double room for tonight,' she said boldly, 'and two breakfasts.' 
 
    The clerk clicked a few keyboard buttons and held out his hand. Provided with Angie's debit card he clicked a few more then beamed at her. 
 
    'Room 444,' he said. 'It's on the fourth floor.' 
 
    Kismet or what! Angie's room in halls of residence was number 444 . . . on the fourth floor. Convinced the gods were smiling down on her, she accepted the key. 
 
    'Thank you so very much,' she said to the clerk. Then, flirtatiously, 'Has anyone ever told you that you look a bit like Leonardo DiCaprio?' 
 
    She had, naturally, been lying about DiCaprio. The clerk looked more like Godzilla on a bad-hair day. 
 
    But hey, he'd cut her a very good deal. Why not flatter his ego? It wasn't as if he was likely to be there in the morning, ready to share that breakfast, was it? 
 
    And, judging by the movement of his eyes, he obviously thought her tits were film star quality. 
 
    Angie was, as ever, travelling light: one small backpack and a medium-sized sports bag. She strode over to the elevators and had to admire their efficiency. Back at uni you could be trapped in a lift for hours if you were unlucky. With these she'd hardly pressed the button for 4 before the car stopped on her desired floor. 
 
    And the doors immediately, smoothly opened. 
 
    Feeling like the Queen of Sheba (or maybe Cleopatra's favourite handmaiden), Angie made her way to 444 and ditched her things in a corner, not bothering to unpack. The room was, she decided, quite acceptable if bog-standard hotel. 
 
    It would do, however the rest of the day turned out. 
 
    Well, wouldn't it? 
 
    The bar turned out to be easy to find but, very sadly, it wasn't equipped with proper hand-pulls. Angie scowled at a range of free-flow lagers and ciders and finally went for a pint of Guinness . . . or maybe "finally" had nothing to do with it. In her opinion Guinness was the only free-flow option that wasn't full of gas. 
 
    The actual bar was large and about half-full with few solitary drinkers to be seen. By far the majority of the other customers were in pairs or small groups. Frowning, Angie wondered if Felicity was a regular in there. 
 
    And she wondered about Felicity, full stop. 
 
    The girl was sex on legs; no doubt about that. She had also openly admitted she was a woman who liked to have sex with women. 
 
    But how did she prefer it, precisely? 
 
    Picturing her ass strutting down a crowded street, it was easy to take her to be a woman who wanted to be in charge: in other words a woman very much like Miss Pearce. But on the phone she had been all soft and compliant. 
 
    On the phone she'd been very much a woman who wanted to be fucked. 
 
    Even now, experienced as she was, Angie struggled with other women's desires. So far as she could tell they all chopped and changed like the weather. Take Miss Pearce; one minute she could be strict and in command. The next she could switch to "Veronica mode" and be writhing and begging. 
 
    Grinning to herself, Angie drained her glass. 
 
    The world would be very boring if everyone was always exactly the same, wouldn't it? 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    By one thirty Angie had bagged a reasonable remote table and was sitting at it with another Guinness and a freshly made spritzer. Her heart leapt as Felicity came into the bar. 
 
    Like omigod wow! 
 
    The working day clothes were gone. In their place Felicity was wearing pink trainers, black leggings (which perfectly showcased her shapely ass) and a jumper . . . 
 
    Her jumper was woollen with horizontal stripes in pink and white. It clung to her in all the right places and told the world she'd not bothered with a bra. 
 
    Angie got a dozen jealous glances when she caught Felicity's attention and beckoned her over. 
 
    'You look good enough to eat,' she said in greeting. 'I can't tell you how glad I am you came.' 
 
    Felicity laughed at the double double-entendre. 
 
    'Ditto and likewise,' she said. 'Is that drink for me?' 
 
    Angie had put the spritzer beside her rather than across the table. 'Of course it is.' Then, patting the chair positioned close to her right: 'Please take a pew.' 
 
    Felicity leaned in first for air kisses which skimmed both of Angie's cheeks. Angie waited until she sat before leaning in to kiss her mouth, keeping it mild but going for something that said a lot more than simply "hello". 
 
    'You must be hungry,' she said as they broke for air, 'all that bench-pressing and what have you. Can I get you a snack?' 
 
    'I usually go to a sandwich bar down the road,' said Felicity. 'It's cheaper than in here, if not quite so healthy.' 
 
    Angie thrust a bar menu at her. 'Pick something. I insist.' 
 
    'Okay, but I'll pay for it.' 
 
    'Like heck you will. This is my treat. So pick something.' 
 
    'What are you having?' 
 
    'I already had a month's cholesterol in a barm cake. You'll be on a relative diet whatever you chose.' 
 
    'I'll have a grilled bacon roll,' Felicity said after some consideration. 
 
    'You can have something more substantial if you like.' 
 
    'No thank you. That'll do for me.' 
 
    Angie went to the bar and ordered the roll and another round of drinks. 
 
    'Tell me about you,' Felicity said as she retook her seat. 
 
    She got the abridged version. Angie was, she said, an undergraduate reading Mathematical Sciences at a nearby university. Outside of her studying her interests were limited to LGBT and Lesbian Society affairs. 
 
    Then she laughed. 
 
    'That sounds as if I'm a political mover and shaker. I'm not. I'm really only interested in having affairs with certain members of LGBT and the Lesbian Society. And trust me, I don't mean affairs of state.' 
 
    'What type of "certain members"?' Felicity wondered. 
 
    'The female type,' Angie said truthfully. 'Orientation and looks don't come into it, much. Not that I don't like pretty girls,' she added hastily. 
 
    Felicity really was pretty. Back in the sex shop she'd been wearing quite heavy makeup. Okay, it was professionally and tastefully applied, but heavy nonetheless. Now, recently showered, she wore none apart from a faint touch of the palest pink lipstick. 
 
    She always looked good but now she was even better. Despite her blonde hair she was the sort who obviously tanned whatever the weather. Yes, even in a Manchester winter. 
 
    She also had very fetching sprays of brown freckles high on her cheeks, under her icy-blue eyes. 
 
    'Good enough to eat,' Angie murmured, the words slipping out before she could stop them. 
 
    'Why thank you.' Felicity chuckled. Then, more seriously: 'Are any of your female affairs particularly meaningful?' 
 
    'No, I'm determined to stay a free agent. Love as many of 'em as I can . . . That's my approach.' 
 
    Felicity smiled and finished her first spritzer. 
 
    'Your turn,' Angie said into the silence. 'I've shown you mine. Now show me yours.' 
 
    'I left school a decade ago,' Felicity began, 'after my A-levels . . .' 
 
    Her story wasn't elaborated much more than Angie's. Since school she'd worked in "retail", initially in fashion outlets. The novelty of that had soon worn off, though. Then, five years ago, she'd got her big chance in the sex shop and never looked back. 
 
    'I love everything about it,' she said. 'Nervous customers, over-confident customers . . . the chitchat we have between us salesgirls about the various merits of the products.' 
 
    'Would that be chitchat amongst girls with personal knowledge?' 
 
    Felicity just chuckled and reached for her second drink. 
 
    'No, really,' Angie persisted, expecting a denial, only wanting to progress the conversation. 'Have you tried out all of those hundreds of products?' 
 
    'Naturally I have, most of them too many times to mention. How could I possibly give tips and advice if I hadn't?' 
 
    'Omigod, I think you mean it.' 
 
    'I do.' 
 
    'What about the male-specific ones?' 
 
    'One of my colleagues tests most of those.' Felicity chuckled again. 'I'm not entirely a man-free zone, but we have an agreement. I get first go with all the girl-specific samples and she gets all the men's. Afterwards we compare notes and decide whether to venture into the unknown.' 
 
    'You mean you sometimes go with a guy to check out an interesting new device?' 
 
    'Well, not very often, but sometimes I have to see it for myself. And sometimes I have to sleep with my colleague so she can see for herself, too. It's hard work but someone has to do it.' 
 
    'Dedication to duty,' said Angie, 'I can't fault that.' 
 
    Then, curious: 'Have you anyone who's meaningful at the moment?' 
 
    'Yes and no.' Felicity shrugged. 'I'm not so sure. My girlfriend . . .' 
 
    She clapped her mouth shut as a waiter put her sandwich on the table in front of her. Judging from his rosy cheeks, he'd caught her gist. 
 
    And, judging from the way she picked her story back up, Felicity didn't give a fig for his sensitivities. 
 
    'Roxanne's been backpacking for the last six months,' she said. 'Last I heard she was getting ready to set off into the Australian outback with her travelling companions.' 
 
    'So she's not alone.' 
 
    'No; there are four of them: two girls, two guys. And, before you ask, they're not platonic. They'd been taking turns to shag each other during the planning stage, and that lasted ages.' 
 
    'You mean they coupled off?' 
 
    'I mean they coupled off on a rotating basis. By now, six months in two tents they'll be . . .' 
 
    Leaving the sentence hanging, Felicity had a bite of bacon roll. 
 
    'And that's not counting folk they've met on the way,' she resumed. 'I daren't think how many notches Roxy'll have on her bedpost. There can't be much of her post left.' 
 
    Angie grinned. 'Who have you been trying out your new toys with?' 
 
    'I'm flat-sharing while Roxy's away,' said Felicity. 'My two lesbian friends had a spare room when they finally got it together, if you know what I mean. I'm currently in the one they don't need anymore.' 
 
    'And they've been helping, have they?' 
 
    'They've helped me on several occasions.' 
 
    Angie's grin widened: 'Have they done that individually or both at once?' 
 
    'Both at once,' Felicity laughed, 'at least officially. Unofficially my lips are sealed. Enough of that; tell me about your experiences with your first Double-Your-Pleasure.' 
 
    Five minutes later, after listening to Angie's exceedingly frank account, she laughed some more. 'It sounds to me you're more of a giver than a taker.' 
 
    'I've always liked giving,' said Angie. 'I like receiving too, of course, but giving has always been my big thing. And giving a girl one with a toy like that . . .' 
 
    The waiter was hovering again. This time his cheeks were brick-red rather than rosy. This time it was Angie who didn't give a fig about him listening in. 
 
    'We'll have more drinks, please,' she said as he collected Felicity's empty plate. 'Put them on 444.' 
 
    Felicity stared at her. 
 
    'Where was I?' said Angie. 'Oh, yes. That toy is something else. Every time I feel those ridges rubbing on my clit I think of what you promised me. And you were right about it in every respect. I undersold it when I said it should be renamed "triple" or "quadruple". I'm going to think of it as "sextuple" from now on. That has a ring to it, doesn't it?'' 
 
    '444 sounds like a room number,' said Felicity. 
 
    'It is,' Angie replied. 'But don't think I'm presuming anything. I've been impulsive, not presumptuous. I saw a sign in the lobby, encouraging me to enjoy the "Manchester Experience" and the prices were so cheap I had to go for it.' 
 
    Felicity was still staring at her. Her expression was suddenly difficult to read. 
 
    'Honestly,' Angie rushed on, 'I wasn't even certain you'd actually turn up. And I never intended to drag you into anything you didn't want to do. Plan A was to have this chat then to take you out for a bit of a pub crawl. Believe it or not, I've never visited Manchester socially. Well, apart from a quick raid on the shops, I haven't.' 
 
    'And what was Plan B?' 
 
    'To go out by myself on a solo pub crawl; anything being preferable to going back alone to an empty hall of residence.' 
 
    'Good recovery,' Felicity conceded, smiling a little but still mostly inscrutable. 
 
    Angie couldn't help but glance at the other girl's chest. Her nipples had been quite visible through her jumper all along, maybe semi-erect. Now they weren't semi anything; they were standing out loud and proud, whistling and waving. 
 
    'I must admit the idea of inviting you to my room did occur to me,' Angie went on softly. 'I am human, after all. But I never presumed.' 
 
    Felicity reached down into her sports bag and produced a plain paper bag. It obviously held some sort of rectangular box. 
 
    'I brought you this,' she said, passing it across. 
 
    The logo-free bag was identical to the one containing Angie's new purchase. Waiting until the waiter had been and gone, leaving them their latest round, she examined its contents, using the table as a makeshift screen. 
 
    '"Wireless, remote-controlled love egg,"' she said, reading from the blurb on the front of the box. 
 
    'That's right,' said Felicity, 'have you already got one?' 
 
    'No, but I know what it is . . . I think.' 
 
    'So what is it?' 
 
    'It's some subtle sort of vibrator.' 
 
    'Subtle,' echoed Felicity, chuckling, 'as if!' 
 
    'Okay then, maybe it's not so subtle.' 
 
    'It isn't. It's outrageously candid. And using it is to die for. I was going to ask you to try it out. And I was going to invite you back here afterwards, to talk through its pros and cons. As research, I mean. So I could pass your feedback on to other interested parties.' 
 
    'Like a practical survey sort of thing?' 
 
    'Something along those lines, yes. I was going to reward you by buying you a few drinks and letting you keep the egg.' 
 
    'That's very generous of you.' 
 
    'The egg's a sample, so I got it for next to nothing. But it's brand-new and unused. And trust me; I was really looking forward to hearing your opinions.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'But you've been presumptuous enough to get a room so why wait?' Felicity laughed and grinned and patted her hand. 'Drink your drink, lass, then I'll show you exactly how it works.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    The first thing Angie did in 444 was something that she'd wanted to do forever: she hung the DO NOT DISTURB sign out on the door handle. Then, after pulling every bolt and turning every lock, she did something she'd wanted to do ever since Saturday. 
 
    She kissed Felicity. 
 
    Standing there in her room, mouth to mouth, she reckoned they were a good fit. She was a couple of inches taller, much broader across the shoulders and three or four stones heavier than Felicity. Or, in other words, she was built like a man and Felicity was built like a babe. Common sense decreed they had to look good together. 
 
    Not that she wasted time on common sense. No, there was nothing remotely "hello" about that first private kiss; it started off hot and only got hotter. 
 
    Felicity's hands gripped Angie's ass. Not to be outdone, she gripped Felicity's tight buns through the thin material of her leggings. And one of them started to grind groins. 
 
    Well, maybe both of them started. It was the sort of situation where things just happen. 
 
    Hands gripping ever more strongly, lower bodies grinding stronger still, Angie became aware of heat building rapidly inside her. She would have gasped but Felicity was fiercely sucking her tongue. Fuck it; this wasn't a moment to dither. 
 
    Angie thrust hard with her slivery organ. Even lodged in place as it was, between Felicity's and the roof of her mouth, it moved. 
 
    So too did Angie's insides. 
 
    She juddered and contracted once, twice, thrice and then felt the gush. 
 
    Another pair of jeans ruined. 
 
    Hey, ho! 
 
    Felicity moved with her, their groins continuing to grind in unison then, perhaps five minutes after Angie's first big release, she pushed her away. 
 
    'My word, lass,' she said raggedly, 'you like to go for it, don't you?' 
 
    Angie just grinned at her, equally ragged. 
 
    'So here I am,' Felicity resumed. 'I take I you want to shag me with your latest new toy.' 
 
    It was a statement, not a question. 
 
    'Of course I do,' said Angie. 'I already told you that I'm only human.' 
 
    'Here's the deal,' the blonde went on. 'I'm happy to let you take me all afternoon . . . but only if you let me have my girly fun first.' 
 
    Unsure what she meant, Angie shrugged. 'Sounds like a promising deal. Tell me more.' 
 
    'We're going to kick off with the egg,' said Felicity. 'It's like all sex acts . . . good but much better when someone else does it for you. But you're sweet and innocent when it comes to eggs. So I'll give you a solo demo first, and then we can use it on each other. Okay?' 
 
    'And then I get to shag you?' 
 
    'Yes, lass, and then you get to shag me.' 
 
    'How do you want it?' 
 
    'Do you mean once I've finished egging around and opened my legs?' 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    This time the blonde's laugh was somewhat breathless. 'That's rather down to you and your sextuple toy; isn't it?' 
 
    'Sounds like a promising deal,' Angie repeated. 'Go on, duck, after you.' 
 
    Aware Felicity wanted a measure of control, Angie slowly stripped for her. Then watched as Felicity did likewise, almost dying when it transpired she had a white T-shirt under her jumper. 
 
    How unfair was that! 
 
    And just how near diamond-hard must those nips be to stand out so far through two layers!! 
 
    Naked, Felicity perched on the edge of the bed and adroitly opened the box. 'This is the remote,' she said, holding up something similar to the contraption Angie's dad used for his TV. 'And this is the egg. It's made of silicone and has several settings.' 
 
    'You sound like a school teacher,' said Angie, kneeling on the carpet before her. 
 
    'And teacher is always right,' Felicity replied, grinning. 'And by the way, this is a look but don't touch lesson. No, it's a look, listen and learn lesson. I'll let you know if and when you're allowed to touch.' 
 
    'Go ahead; I'm all eyes and ears.' 
 
    'Okay, so it's basically a vibrator. Have you used vibrators before?' 
 
    'Yes. Mostly my straight friend's rabbit; we've used it a lot together.' 
 
    Felicity's brow creased. 'How straight is this friend of yours?' 
 
    'She's about the same as my other straight girlfriends: curious and inclined to stray.' 
 
    'I see.' Felicity shook her head and pressed the remote, the vibrations making the blue egg wobble about on her palm. 'Right then; this little beauty has four patterns and three speeds. That's a dozen lovely, mind-blowing combinations. Home alone, a girl can run through them one after another, time after time. But, with a girlfriend in charge of the remote, it's a different kettle of fish. A certain degree of teasing and tormenting comes into play . . . Plus the thrill of the unexpected, naturally.' 
 
    'I'm not sure I quite understand.' 
 
    'Don't worry,' said Felicity, you soon will.' 
 
    Realizing she already had the thrill of the unexpected, Angie laughed and kept listening. 
 
    'These things are supposed to be silent,' the blonde went on. 'As you can hear, they're not, not quite, but they certainly aren't loud. Girls have been known to use them in restaurants and bars . . . Under cover, so to speak.' 
 
    'You mean . . .' 
 
    'I mean a couple like you and me, sat at a table, you sipping soup and cutting your sirloin, me bringing you off at irregular intervals with the remote. Sounds fun, no?' 
 
    'It sounds debauched,' said Angie. Then she laughed again. 'And yeah, it sounds like enormous fun.' 
 
    'Okay, so here's the demo. Normally I'd suggest a dash of lubricant, just in case. And I'd warn about overdoing it; the egg can pop straight back out if you overdo it.' 
 
    'It's exclusively internal then?' asked Angie. 
 
    'No it isn't. But everyone I know prefers it internally. If you'll shut up and pay attention, I'll try to show you why.' 
 
    'I'm so sorry, ma'am.' 
 
    Felicity gave her another look and half a smile. 'Right then,' she said briskly, 'seeing as I'm as wet as I've been in ages, I'm skipping the lube. See this drawstring?' 
 
    Angie saw it all right but leant in closer anyway. 
 
    'We take care to leave it outside,' Felicity continued, 'just like you-know-what. And we also take care to push the egg in very, very slowly.' 
 
    Angie watched as her friend gradually eased the bright blue ovoid into herself. 
 
    'If I was on my own,' Felicity said, not quite swallowing the toy, 'I'd set it vibrating now. I have the most amazing bunch of nerve endings right here.' 
 
    You and me both,' Angie agreed. 
 
    'But, in the interests of the demonstration . . . Well, onwards and inwards.' 
 
    The blonde pressed the egg further in. Fascinated, Angie watched as it gradually disappeared, pink lips hungrily engulfing it, urging it on its way. 
 
    'It's quite possible to alternate,' said Felicity. 'Vibrating or not, I can push it in with my fingers, pull out with the string. See what I mean? It's like going for a different rhythm within the multiple rhythms.' 
 
    'Do you feel full?' Angie asked, genuinely interested because the toy seemed so small. 
 
    'Pussies are tight and retentive,' said Felicity, remarkably cool considering what she was doing. 'Mine is particularly so. So yes, it fills me. And doesn't it feel good!' 
 
    She had been sitting on the edge of the bed. Now she shifted position and lay back with her head on a pillow. Not wanting to miss one word of the lesson, Angie followed her, kneeling on the duvet, closer than close. 
 
    Pressing a button on the remote, Felicity proceeded. 
 
    'This is the basic pattern on the slowest speed. Can you hear it?' 
 
    'Yes. I'd hear it in a restaurant, too.' 
 
    'What, over background music and all the other sounds of folk eating and chatting?' 
 
    'Hmmm, possibly not, but I wouldn't be sure. Not if I actually knew it was vibrating, I mean.' 
 
    'Trust me . . . You'd know!' 
 
    'I guess I would,' Angie admitted, suitably enthralled. 
 
    'Maybe a bit of uncertainty adds to the occasion,' said Felicity. 'Maybe we should try it the next time we get together, downstairs in the bar.' 
 
    'Maybe we should, but what else does it do?' 
 
    In response Felicity pressed another button. The faint buzz accelerated, becoming a little louder. 'This is the same pattern on medium,' she said, her composure less complete, slightly ruffled. 'Two minutes of this and I'll cum.' 
 
    'Go ahead, be my guest.' 
 
    Angie edged in closer still. Felicity was shaved clean down there. Streaks of lady juice were running in all directions, soaking the bed covers. She smelt of shampoo, feminine deodorant and woman. 
 
    She smelt heavenly. 
 
    'This is what I like,' Felicity murmured, inching her right hand towards her clitoral hood, moving it over her clit, the incessant buzzing resounding. 'And it's better to have an audience.' She moaned, gasped and laughed. 'I've never had an audience before. Not like this, anyway.' 
 
    Dismissing "look but don't touch", Angie kissed the inside of Felicity's thigh. 
 
    Felicity sighed and said, 'Oh yes.' 
 
    Encouraged, her eyes still fixed on Felicity's firmly, regularly stimulated clit, Angie kissed the inside of her other thigh. 
 
    Felicity groaned. 
 
    'Oh yes, oh yes, yes, yes.' 
 
    Her orgasm was ballistic. Swapping kissing for licking, Angie put in as much extra effort as she could. 
 
    Swapping the first pattern for the next, still sticking to medium speed, Felicity started over. 
 
    'Two minutes of this and I'll cum,' she promised. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Somehow mid-afternoon became late-ish evening and Felicity wanted to buy dinner. 
 
    'It's my shout, she insisted. 'And you're supposed to be a penniless student, so shut up and join me in the shower.' 
 
    Angie could have claimed she'd recently earned her keep behind the Union Bar. Or that she was flush with "Christmas Money" from her parents. But she could see that Felicity meant business. 
 
    So she shut up and joined her in the shower. 
 
    Showering together was great fun and drying each other afterwards was . . . Well, girly but interesting. 
 
    No, it was girly and very, very interesting. 
 
    'Dinner on me,' Felicity said, smiling into Angie's eyes. 'And, seeing as you've done all the giving, you get the star prize.' 
 
    Angie scowled. 'I thought I already had the star prize.' 
 
    'No you haven't. Not yet. Tonight, Angie, you get to go out with an egg. And don't bother arguing; I am not listening.' 
 
    'I am not going out with an egg up my pussy,' Angie argued. 
 
    'I dare you,' Felicity retorted. 
 
    That did the trick. 
 
    'I dare do anything,' Angie countered . . . rashly. 
 
    'I know you dare. And I knew you'd say that.' 
 
    It wasn't easy to tell if having the (as yet inert) egg inside her was a turn-on. On the one hand Angie was hopping from foot to foot, expecting the by-now familiar buzz at any second. On the other hand the suspense was killing her. 
 
    So how the heck was she supposed to form a reasoned opinion? 
 
    How with Felicity smirking, sniggering and leaving her to stew? 
 
    Felicity knew where the "best" restaurant was. Fresh from the shower, she was back in her après gym kit of pink trainers, leggings and striped jumper. And, due to the time of year she had added her smart work jacket. 
 
    The remote control was in her left-side jacket pocket. 
 
    And her left hand was forever hovering . . . forever hovering without pouncing. 
 
    At least it was as yet. 
 
    The bistro wasn't a million miles from the hotel (it was only sexual tension making it seem like several light years away). A very pleasant, middle-aged guy who may have been Italian ushered them in and up to a prime corner table. 
 
    'A day without wine is like a day without sunshine,' he said. 'What can I bring you?' 
 
    'It's pinot every time for me,' said Felicity. 'One of those litre carafes will do very nicely. 
 
    Angie nodded. 'Make it a two litre carafe,' she said. 'She's paying.' 
 
    'Bellissimo,' he replied with half a theatrical bow, not necessarily proving his ancestry but confirming he knew how to suck up to his clientele. 
 
    'Felicity . . .' Angie began, more on edge than ever. 
 
    'Relax,' the blonde replied, sniggering. 'Anticipation is most of the deal, yeah?' 
 
    'Felicity . . .' 
 
    Her objection was interrupted by the arrival of their wine. And the massive carafe was chilled within an inch of its life. Condensation was constantly forming and trickling down with gravity, leaving wet snail-trails in its wake. 
 
    'You pour,' said Felicity, 'then get a load of the menu.' 
 
    Angie was slightly wrong-footed. Her blonde friend had obviously dined here often enough to know the ropes inside out and upside down. 
 
    She also still had her finger on the remote. 
 
    'I'll go for the minestrone and a steak,' Angie said, not bothering to look at the carte du jour. 
 
    'I always did have you down as a soup and sirloin girl,' said Felicity, sniggering again. 
 
    'Ah well, you're wrong. I'm going for the fillet with pepper sauce, not the sirloin.' 
 
    'Let's just call it a close miss.' 
 
    'Cheers,' Angie replied, touching her glass to Felicity's. 
 
    The maître d' was back, notebook in hand. Angie's hostess expertly gave him their order then covertly slipped her hand back into her jacket pocket. 
 
    Angie nearly died. By then she was familiar with all of the egg's patterns and speeds. Felicity had set it off again on the second pattern, and at its slowest pace. 
 
    Even so, the bloody thing was buzzing like a swarm of bees. Fighting off sheer panic, Angie somehow convinced herself she was "hearing" vibrations which were inaudible to anyone outside of her body. 
 
    But hey, it was a hard sell! 
 
    Felicity, meanwhile, was sniggering and pressing more buttons. Sticking to the slowest pace, she very casually ran through one pattern after another . . . again and again and again. 
 
    Angie kept sipping vino and somehow didn't spontaneously combust. An afternoon of full-on sex was not a patch on this. Not even no-holds-barred with a new lover. Not even with all the toys and tricks in the universe. 
 
    An afternoon of full-on sex wasn't to be sneezed at, that went without saying, but the excitement here and now was up and off the scale. 
 
    And how the hell could no-one hear that buzz! The small bistro was crammed and she could feel it in her teeth. 
 
    Not to mention in her . . . 
 
    Her . . . 
 
    Congratulating herself on her self-control, Angie rode through the sequence of ever-changing patterns without mishap. Well, okay, she was unmistakably building and building, but today's latest flimsy pair of panties was not as yet wrecked. 
 
    Not quite, anyway. 
 
    Then their starters arrived: Angie's soup and prosciutto for Felicity. 
 
    And then, before Angie could ladle up her first spoonful, the vibrations stopped. 
 
    How unfair was that! 
 
    'I'm going to get you,' Angie hissed across the table. 'Never mind going home to have an early night. I am going to get you for that.' 
 
    There was venom in her tone . . . and intent, too. Saying she was "as satisfied as ever", Felicity hadn't committed to a return to bed. She was tired, she'd made out. Tomorrow was another day . . . 
 
    Not now it wasn't. 'I mean it,' said Angie. 'I'm going to get you so bad.' 
 
    Felicity didn't appear to be particularly concerned. She stuck out the pink tip of her tongue in the usual worldwide gesture of disrespect before clicking her remote. 
 
    Straight in at pattern three . . . in middle gear! 
 
    Angie had been (so to speak).abandoned there on the sheer edge of a very high cliff. She'd actually fallen backwards, away from that edge, in an awful, painful slow-motion. Her minestrone forgotten in the blink of an eye, she re-climbed. 
 
    And she re-climbed faster than the fastest mountaineer. A champion at abseiling couldn't have gone down as fast as she went back up. 
 
    'Omigod,' she breathed through clenched teeth, perversely wishing Felicity would spare her. 
 
    She didn't. 
 
    'Isn't the food in here wonderful?' Felicity said sweetly, conversationally. 
 
    Angie usually came like a nuclear event. Right then she came like planets colliding head-on . . . and big rocky ones at that, not gas giants. 
 
    Exhibiting superhuman strength, she managed not to disturb other diners. 
 
    'Why thank you, Felicity,' she said, surprised by the evenness of her own voice. 'That had to be one of the best starters ever.' 
 
    'Good,' said Felicity, pressing another button. 'More is yet to come.' 
 
    Angie grabbed the blonde ten yards away from the bistro, pulling her into what was more like a side street than an alley, releasing tons and tons of pent-up energy in one mighty, passionate snog. 
 
    Without rhyme or reason their groins were grinding again. It may have been in Angie's imagination, but their contact seemed pre-ordained. 
 
    'Jesus, yes,' Felicity grunted. 
 
    Angie, very conscious of the dormant-again toy inside her, pressing Felicity up hard against a plain brick wall, ground on and on. 'Come on duck,' she urged, 'come on and cum for me.' 
 
    She already knew that Felicity could cum for England, that her restraint and reserve was just as poor as her own. 
 
    Or should that be just as joyous and plentiful? 
 
    Whatever, three minutes of grinding and Felicity was after her remote. Grabbing her scrambling hand, Angie grinned into her tense, taught face. 
 
    'Oh no,' she said. 'Forget going home for an early-ish night after having a few quiet drinks.' 
 
    'Having a few quiet drinks sounds good to me,' Felicity protested. 
 
    Then, defying everything, she hit the buttons for pattern one on top speed. 
 
    Angie ripped her hand out of her jacket pocket and wildly jabbed buttons herself, getting it wrong first time before finally clicking the damn thing off. 
 
    'Back to the hotel,' she snarled, 'right now, this second.' 
 
    Felicity laughed. 'Okay, she said, 'if you insist.' 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    (Thursday 15th January 1998) 
 
    Angie woke with a feeling of deep satisfaction. Her second session with Felicity had been much more energetic than their first and she'd been quite splendidly dominant. 
 
    Not that she needed to be dominant, of course. It was more a matter of pride. Felicity had been well in charge in the bistro; subsequently taking her to bed and fucking her until she couldn't walk was only fair payback. 
 
    And the loss of mobility was only temporary. 
 
    Well, assuming three hours total listlessness counted as temporary . . . 
 
    It was nearly eight by the time Felicity came round. She had to be in work by nine so they had a quick shower together then breakfasted. Then it was time for her to go and they were in the lobby, holding hands and kissing, not giving a toss about other people's opinions. 
 
    'I know you don't do relationships,' said Felicity. 'But do you ever go back over old ground?' 
 
    'Frequently,' Angie replied. 'When have you got in mind?' 
 
    'I get every second Wednesday afternoon off.' 
 
    'Brilliant. Wednesday afternoons are lecture-free for me. They're reserved for sporting activities. Shall we say in here in a fortnight, at one thirty?' 
 
    'Yes, I'll be here, ready to be sporting and ready for a very in-depth egg report. And I'm paying for the room next time. You can wine me and dine me later on.' 
 
    'Okay, wining and dining it is. And you can have your egg up you-know-where.' 
 
    'It's your egg, not my egg.' 
 
    'Whatever.' 
 
    'Sounds like a deal.' 
 
    Waving her friend off Angie went back to 444. She didn't have to vacate until eleven so, rehanging out the DO NOT DISTURB sign, she treated herself to an hour or so of Double-Your-Pleasure. 
 
    Yes, even after a night of hot, rampant sex, she was up for more. 
 
    Inexcusable though it was, she did self-justify. For most of yesterday she'd been riding the pony. The poor old horse needed help in catching up. 
 
    Honestly! 
 
    And, sad to say, she did not think about Felicity for one second. No, she truly and very sincerely liked the girl, but she'd already been filed away in a drawer marked "Week After Next". Felicity was a good laugh, great at sex and without doubt a pleasure to enjoy again. 
 
    She was temporarily in the past, however. 
 
    And other past lovers warranted more immediate attention. 
 
    Angie was itching for the new university term to begin. Never mind the poor old horse; she had lots of catching up to do. And right then, perhaps thanks to the motion of that toy inside her, she was thinking of one lover in particular. 
 
    Sarah-Jayne was transgender. In Angie's opinion she was a girl with a cock, not a guy with tits. 
 
    Truth was that Angie loved penetration. In a perfect world she'd be a girl with a cock herself, running riot and rampaging amongst like-minded females. 
 
    Like-minded females who hadn't much time for men but weren't averse to having long, hard objects deep inside them. 
 
    Sometimes Angie wondered about herself. Attraction-wise, she was exclusively girl. Okay, she could appreciate the odd good-looking guy, but she rarely wanted to fuck with one. Yet Sarah-Jayne was a bit of an oddity. 
 
    Not that there was much odd about her. Her looks and body were superb. Her rather large cock aside, she hadn't any mannish features whatsoever. 
 
    Fucking with her was great fun. 
 
    Slowly, gently frigging herself, Angie recalled their last, most recent time. Although she could be hard forever Sarah-Jayne needed regular timeouts. Ever considerate, Angie usually used a hand on her as she "rested". 
 
    To be quite frank, Angie probably abused Sarah-Jayne, taking full advantage of any occasional lull in proceedings to amuse herself in a lazy, indulgent sort of a way. 
 
    Yes she'd relentlessly play with her, knowing the poor thing was already spent, that she wasn't really in the market for another cum . . . and was definitely nowhere near the market for two or three cums in relatively quick succession. 
 
    Her semen no longer spurting, more like gently trickling over Angie's hand and Sarah-Jayne's board-flat tummy. 
 
    Yum, yum! 
 
    That last time had been a week or so before the end of Angie's first term. It felt like forever ago. 
 
    It felt like time to do it again. 
 
    The train journey didn't take long. Angie was standing in the doorway of the Union Bar soon after it opened. 
 
    Standing there, breathing in the smoke and the beer fumes, loving every second of everything. 
 
    As a non-smoker (as far as tobacco was concerned) Angie had always wondered why she was into smoky bars in such a big way. She wasn't an alcoholic, at least not yet, anyway, and the combination of smells should not have affected her so intrinsically. 
 
    But it did. 
 
    And she knew it always would. 
 
    The bar was fuller than it had been a week or so ago and the jukebox was, as always, blaring out. 
 
    Apparently some stupid with a flare gun had fucked everything up. 
 
    Her eyes instinctively moved to Lesbian's Corner. In keeping with the rest of the bar, the average age there had dropped from mid-thirties to early twenties. The undergrads were back, not all of them, but enough to make a difference. 
 
    Bad news was that her particular crowd of lesbian undergrads wasn't as yet well represented. Ruby aside, she had no favourites to round on. 
 
    And Ruby was hardly a favourite. 
 
    Quickly moving her eyes away from the green-haired girl, Angie assessed the other customers. All the video machines were occupied, mostly by spotty-faced lads, and so too were the three darts boards. 
 
    Well, less spottily occupied. 
 
    Angie laughed. 
 
    Eileen had to be one of the best darts hustlers on earth. She was predictably on her usual board, the one with least stuffing bursting out of the trebles, playing a dozen or so youngsters. They were mostly but by no means exclusively male, engrossed in a game of Killer, all of them very imminently about to become a pound in the pocket poorer. 
 
    Meaning Eileen was very imminently about to become at last a tenner richer. 
 
    Yes, yet again. 
 
    Humming along to the music, Angie headed for the bar. 
 
    Dum, dum, dum; dum, dum-de-dum . . . 
 
    "Smoke on the water," Ian Gillan intoned. 
 
    "A fire in the sky," Angie dutifully responded. 
 
    From behind the bar Joe greeted her with a smile. 'Angie, I've missed you, babe!' 
 
    For once his attention wasn't totally fixed down there on her tits so she took his words at face value. In fact, overcome with the occasion, she leant over and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    Okay, so she kept her tongue to herself, but it wasn't just a mate-to-mate kiss. 
 
    And screw the Corner. Let the gossipy cows think what they liked. 
 
    'I missed you too,' she told Joe. 'Is the Marston's still on form?' 
 
    'Wash your mouth out,' he countered, mock-indignant. 'My Marston's is never less than perfect.' 
 
    'In that case I'd better have a pint. I've got crappy Everards coming out of my ears.' 
 
    'Everards isn't so bad,' said Joe, pulling her a pint. 
 
    'I know it isn't, but I've been deprived. Try finding a pint of Landlord in my neck of the woods. You've got more chance in London.' 
 
    Joe scowled at that. Local opinion was torn between Marston's, Landlord and Boddingtons. Because of "brewery pressure" he wasn't allowed to sell Landlord. And lots of his customers hailed from "over the moss" in Yorkshire, where "Boddies" was a dirty word, Marston's was unheard of and Tetley's and Taylor's ruled supreme. 
 
    Needless to report, Joe openly despised "shitty Yorkshire ale" whilst secretly wishing he had access to twenty barrels a week. 
 
    'Who's in?' Angie asked. 
 
    Joe didn't need a translation. 
 
    'Billy's back,' he said, 'but I haven't seen her since yesterday dinner. Apart from her you're stuck with Ruby. Unless you fancy . . .' 
 
    'How's Professor Parkinson?' said Angie, bisecting him before he could offer. 
 
    'She's . . . Well, she's the same as always.' 
 
    'So she's in here once or twice a year, is she?' 
 
    'No,' Joe admitted. 'She's in here most nights.' 
 
    'Quelle surprise!' 
 
    'Listen, Angie . . .' 
 
    'No, you listen to me. She's obviously doing something positive for you. Enjoy it while you can.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'But absolutely nothing, Joseph; I'm a ship in the night. Like Be Bop Deluxe, except less reliable.' 
 
    Joe looked gutted but still smiled. 'I suppose a free pint won't change your mind.' 
 
    Angie checked for snoops before replying. 
 
    'It might help you get back into my knickers. But not on a permanent basis.' 
 
    As if on cue the music changed. Possibly as far removed from Deep Purple as could be, Elton John and Kiki Dee were in harmony, determined not to stray. 
 
    Strange partnership or not, the old tune resonated. Angie almost believed she was listening to a pair of love birds. 
 
    "I couldn't if I tried . . ." Kiki endorsed. 
 
    Speaking of which, Joe was still staring soulfully into her eyes. 'Okay,' he said, his smile a shade less strained. 'In that case please have two free pints and a complimentary baguette.' 
 
    Angie's plan was to eat her complimentary baguette at the bar, washing it down with her first free pint before going to join Eileen over by the darts boards. 
 
    Eileen being, of course, not quite the totally straight girl she seemed to be on first sight. 
 
    But Ruby had other ideas. 
 
    'Hey, Ange,' she said, deliberately bumping her short ass into her at the bar, getting up close and very personal. 
 
    It would have been rude to ignore her. 'Hey Rubes,' Angie replied, 'You're looking good.' 
 
    'Not as good as you, babe, wanna go fuck?' 
 
    Angie hesitated. She'd got off to a bad start with Ruby by sleeping with her "wifey". That hadn't been entirely her fault; "wifey" had neglected to mention Ruby's existence. Hell, if she'd known she would have kept well away from Charlie. 
 
    That is to say she might possibly have kept away. If nothing else she'd have played a little harder to get. 
 
    Anyway Ruby had soon found out and gone off on one. They'd been at daggers drawn for weeks. And Ruby had been quite nasty with it, not least because Angie had paid Charlie several more visits. 
 
    No way was she going to obey the green-haired gobshite's orders to keep her hands off. 
 
    Not when Ruby wasn't asking very nicely . . . And definitely not when she was still enjoying the "sinful" aspect almost as much as Charlie was. 
 
    (As in Charlie who liked confrontation and Ruby's subsequent punishments way beyond all reason!) 
 
    It hadn't been a good public situation, though. Rather than calming over time Ruby had got evermore abusive. Angie hadn't been afraid of her but eventually proposed sex in a bid to call a truce. 
 
    Anything for an easy life! 
 
    In her opinion they'd got to the point where the choice was to fight or fuck. And fighting wasn't the solution to anything, was it? 
 
    So why not take the peaceful route and offer a revenge fuck to dampen Ruby's fire? 
 
    It had worked, too. Maybe it had worked too well. The green-haired witch had been back for more in a matter of days. 
 
    In the run-up to Christmas she'd been back a dozen times at least. 
 
    And, even if public punishments were not allowed in their new agreement, their private clashes had all been more than acceptable. 
 
    No, they had been top notch. 
 
    Mentally waving Eileen goodbye for now, Angie rounded on the smaller girl, taking in her green talons and flashing emerald eyes, shrugging off the potential damage to body and self-esteem. 
 
    Recalling all their times before; breasts pressing against breasts, hot groins clamped tighter than tight. 
 
    Prehistoric antagonism seemed totally unworthy, given the circumstances. 
 
    'Well,' said Ruby, 'do you?' 
 
    'Yes,' Angie replied, 'as it so happens I do.' 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    (Friday 16th January 1998) 
 
    Angie woke up with Ruby's tongue in her. She had had less pleasant awakenings. 
 
    And, although it was only too often articulating insults, Ruby had a simply marvellous tongue. It knew every last fold of a girl's sex. Inside and out, it was deftness and precision personified. 
 
    At moments like that Angie was only too ready to forget old differences. Running her fingers through spiky green hair, stroking slender bare shoulders, feeling erect nipples rubbing along her thighs . . . 
 
    What was there not to like. 
 
    'Oh yes,' she sighed, 'more, more, more!' 
 
    Ruby seemed to be happy to oblige. At one stage they had snuggled under the duvet but by now that was long gone, carelessly kicked away. By now all that mattered was Ruby's never-ending attention inside her, forever inside her. 
 
    Perhaps deliberately, behind the scenes Ruby was always tender and loving with Angie. In the Union Bar she was Queen Bitch, ranting, raving and all but clawing. But get her alone in a bedroom and she was sweetness and light. 
 
    Still sighing, Angie began to move, the rhythm of her lower body matching Ruby's attentions, allowing her total control while endorsing everything she did. 
 
    'More, more, more,' Angie begged. 'This is so, so good.' 
 
    She wasn't particularly exaggerating and could have happily let Ruby eat her all day. As it happened Ruby lasted to nearly eleven o'clock before finally stopping, citing "jaw-ache" and "repetitive strain". 
 
    Angie proposed a shower and a trip to the Union Bar. 'I owe you a few beers for that,' she said. 'And I owe you a large helping of something similar later this afternoon.' 
 
    'Charlie's back this afternoon.' Ruby made a face. 'I need to get the bedsheets in the washer and do some shopping at Tesco.' 
 
    Angie laughed. It had been unwashed bedsheets that blew her cover with Charlie that very first time. Well, unwashed bedsheets, Ruby's unexpectedly early return and Charlie's devil-may-care attitude. 
 
    'Don't tell me,' she said, 'your little wifey might show up at any moment. You've been running a risk as an added thrill.' 
 
    'No I haven't. She's on the three o'clock train and she's as regular as clockwork.' 
 
    'Three o'clock is still four hours away. We could sneak in a few quickies.' 
 
    'Sorry Ange, there simply isn't time. You'll have to repay me next time we snatch an opportunity.' 
 
    'We're not done, then?' 
 
    'Not by any means.' 
 
    'Okay, so don't worry, I will repay you properly. What about those beers in the meantime?' 
 
    'I'm not so sure . . .' 
 
    'You should be.' Angie grinned. 'Imagine the faces on the Corner watching us at the bar, laughing together and yucking it up. They won't know what to think.' 
 
    Ruby liked that. Her grin matched Angie's. 'Let's go for it,' she said. 
 
    Ricky collared Angie the second Ruby left the Union. 
 
    'Ye gods, girl,' he practically gasped, 'give me the inside story.' 
 
    Ricky was hired help behind the bar. He was also the university's gossip par excellence. Angie didn't do title-tattle but knew how the grapevine worked. One word out of place with Ricky and it may as well be headlining tomorrow's newsletter. 
 
    Or maybe even the Daily Mirror. 
 
    Still, she was infamous already, so why not? 
 
    'Whatever do you mean?' she asked ingeniously. 
 
    'You and Ruby,' he replied eagerly, clearly amazed she was obliging him. 'I've seen you pairing off before, but I've never seen you so . . . so utterly friendly.' 
 
    'You've noticed before, have you?' 
 
    'Haven't we all! But before you were growling at each other; just now you were practically in love.' 
 
    'Love doesn't come into the equation,' said Angie, 'but just now we have reason to be friendly.' 
 
    'Pray do tell.' 
 
    Angie leaned across the bar and lowered her voice. 'Did you see us pair off yesterday?' 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    'What time was it?' 
 
    'I dunno, maybe two o'clock.' 
 
    'And what time did we arrive today?' 
 
    'Before twelve, I reckon.' 
 
    'So we were gone twenty-two hours. Knock off an hour or so for travelling time and there's your story. At least ten hours each.' 
 
    'Ten hours,' he echoed. 'What do you mean?' 
 
    'I mean ten hours each. Work it out for yourself.' 
 
    Ricky gaped at her. 'Oh my God,' he murmured. 
 
    'Makes you feel inadequate,' Angie said lightly, 'as a man, I mean.' 
 
    'Makes me wish I'd been a fly on the wall,' he replied. 'Oh my God, what are you both like!' 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Unusually tired, occasionally even yawning, Angie revisited her halls for the first time in a fortnight. A quick siesta was, she reckoned, somewhat overdue. Two weeks of relentless sex left one weak . . . so to speak. 
 
    And Friday night lay ahead of her like a beckoning whore. 
 
    Not that she ever thought of women as whores. Herself excluded, she only ever thought of women in positive terms. 
 
    Girls just wanna have fun, yeah? 
 
    Removing her Docs and stripping off her jeans she lay flat on her back, studying the ceiling. 
 
    And for no reason whatsoever, found herself thinking about Professor Parkinson. 
 
    Well, for no reason aside from the warm hand instinctively cupping her even warmer sex. 
 
    Officially, Angie hated the professor. She was maybe forty, wrinkle-free and far too good-looking. She also had Joe twisted around her little finger. 
 
    Unofficially, Angie liked Joe a lot. He was very much a man but it wasn't his manliness that she liked, it was him. She liked him as a person. 
 
    Perhaps she liked him too much . . . for a man. 
 
    And perhaps her hatred for the predatory bitch was overstated. She hated the cow as a person almost as much as she liked Joe. But she would never kick her out of bed. 
 
    No, right now in her vivid imagination she had the Parkinson woman beneath her, thrusting something unforgiving and very hard into her, thrusting it in deeper and deeper, again and again. 
 
    And Professor Bitch was staring up into her eyes, wailing and pleading . . . wanting more . . . wanting less . . . sounding like a banshee as she put forward both sides of the same old argument. 
 
    The head of the bed was banging against the wall as Angie pounded and pounded. 
 
    Angie could feel herself readying, could sense the edge of the only-too familiar cliff fast approaching, but forced everything back, away from the drop. Rap, rap, rap went the bed against the wall. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, fuck went Angie's vigorous groin. 
 
    Half asleep as she was, realization suddenly dawned. That rapping wasn't imaginary, it was very real. 
 
    There was someone knocking at her door. 
 
    "Open the door," Paul McCartney's voice whispered to her, "and let 'em in." 
 
    'Who is it?' Angie mumbled. 
 
    In reply her door opened and Helen stepped into the room. 
 
    'Hiya sleepyhead,' she said, 'I come bearing gifts.' 
 
    Angie's jury was out on Helen. She'd had sex with the girl but always in Madhu's company. Weird as it was, they'd only ever done threes. 
 
    That is to say, they'd only ever done threes when Angie was involved. She had reason to believe that Helen and Madhu had done plenty of twos without her. 
 
    Come to that, she had reason to believe Helen was on the prowl when it came to Madhu. 
 
    'Hello,' she said out loud, still reserving judgment. 'To what do I owe the honour?' 
 
    Helen had her back to the closed door, blatantly concealing something. Laughing and with a flourish, she produced it. 
 
    'Call me the Lost Property Department,' she said. 
 
    She was waving a red Double-Your-Pleasure strapless. Angie would have bet millions it was the one Madhu had "borrowed" from her. 
 
    And she'd have bet zillions that Helen wanted to use it. 
 
    Like imminently . . . Like just about now. 
 
    And what was that strong twitch inside her? Was it a sign of consensus from the hung jury? Was the foreperson about to give a verdict? 
 
    'Where's Madhu?' she asked, testing the water. 
 
    Helen comfortably sidestepped. Then again, she would, wouldn't she? 
 
    'She's not back until tomorrow morning,' she said airily. 'That gives us a window, doesn't it?' 
 
    The foreperson cleared her throat and shrugged. Obviously the decision was not unanimous. 
 
    Helen seemed to take silence for assent. Smiling serenely, she stripped. Still fuzzy-headed and short of sleep, Angie watched her. The girl wasn't at all bad, she had to admit. Small tits, large ass and a waist like an hour glass. 
 
    Not to mention the morals of an alley cat. 
 
    Or, tits, ass and waist notwithstanding, could she possibly be thinking about herself? 
 
    Taking a new lover was always good. And, with Helen being a sort of new lover, the experience was a lot of fun. Having her individually was in its way more exciting than having her in tandem. 
 
    Or should that be having her in trandem? 
 
    Whatever it was, Angie didn't care. Helen might not have Ruby's skilled tongue but she was as eager as any girl she'd ever known; as eager and twice as forward. 
 
    Joining her on the single bed she kissed Angie deeply. Angie closed her eyes and felt the so-familiar swirling sensation. Dismissing the jury as no longer relevant, she kissed back passionately. And then Helen's hand was on her bare thigh, sliding up and tugging her panties aside. 
 
    The pony end of the red Double-Your-Pleasure was inside her before she realized what was going to happen. It felt a bit strange wearing it semi-dressed, but not disagreeable. And it felt even better when Helen gave her the world's best blowjob. 
 
    Talk about a lengthy series of peaks and troughs! Helen perpetually threw her off cliff tops but never once let her crash down to earth. No, she'd halt the fall maybe halfway down and ease her back up to the summit. 
 
    And then throw her off again, naturally. 
 
    Even lacking Ruby's tongue, she performed excellently. 
 
    All good things come to an end but that one only turned into another treat. Ripping Angie's sweatshirt off, Helen rolled onto her back and opened her legs wide. 
 
    'Fuck me,' she commanded. 'But not with that. Use your harness and the biggest dildo you've got.' 
 
    Angie's drowsiness had miraculously vanished. She'd have preferred to use the strapless toy but who was she to disobey? 
 
    'I know you're renowned,' Helen said as Angie stepped into her harness. 'And I know you've always been holding back when Madhu's around. But this is just me and you. I want you to fuck me hard and long. In fact I want you to fuck me harder and longer than you've ever fucked anyone.' 
 
    So Angie did. 
 
    'Don't you want to know how I ended up with your toy?' 
 
    It was about eight in the evening, time for a break. Lying naked and embraced, Angie had been idly thinking about beer and fish and chips. The Double-Your-Pleasure hadn't featured in her musings at all. 
 
    Well, only as an option for later, after they'd been out for refreshments. 
 
    'I got together with Madhu over Christmas,' Helen went on. 'She invited me to her mother's for three days. And what house that was! It must have had ten bedrooms, all of them taken up by friends and relatives.' She laughed. 'Fortunately Mrs Khan is a modern woman. She didn't mind me sharing with Madhu.' 
 
    Angie was surprised by the sudden stab of envy. 
 
    'Anyway,' said Helen. 'Three days wasn't enough so I invited Madhu to my mother's for the next week or so. Mum was away, you see. It would have been madness not to, wouldn't it?' 
 
    Having "house minded" with Sandra under similar circumstances Angie couldn't argue with that. She could, however, feel herself alienating from Helen. She was being far too smug and matter-of-fact. 
 
    And Madhu was sweet and innocent. What oh what was she getting into? 
 
    Madhu had brought her teddy with her to uni, for God's sake! Of course she was innocent!! 
 
    'I couldn't believe it when Mrs Khan took me aside,' Helen said, chuckling throatily. 'She is seriously sexy, by the way. Have you met her?' 
 
    'I have once; when Madhu was moving in to 443.' 
 
    'Did you want to fuck her?' Helen immediately answered her own question. 'Of course you did. You're mission is to fuck every lez on the planet, isn't it? Anyway, she took me aside and told me Madhu has no secrets from her. And that she understood I was more than just a friend.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' went Angie. 
 
    'Madhu's going to want to talk to you when she's back,' Helen continued. 'She's got big news. We're going to be an item from now on.' 
 
    Omigod, thought Angie, worser and worser! 
 
    'Do you mean like loyal and faithful to each other?' she ventured. 
 
    'That's what she wants.' Helen hunched her shoulders. 
 
    Resisting an impulse to throttle the girl, Angie asked: 'And what do you want?' 
 
    'I want to nail Madhu as often as possible. Three times a week was okay, but not enough. From now on it's going to be six or seven. Is that cool or what?' 
 
    'That's not what I meant,' Angie said through gritted teeth. 'I meant do you want to be loyal and faithful too?' 
 
    'I can take it or leave it. I mean opportunities arise, don't they? Never say never and all that.' 
 
    'Is that what you agreed with Madhu; that you'd never say never?' 
 
    'Not in so many words. But what she doesn't know can't hurt her, can it?' 
 
    Deep down Angie supposed Helen believed they were two women of the world, batting a bit of breeze after consensual sex; that her infamous record of bed-hopping made her a heartless cow, amused by the idea of some innocent wanting commitment. But Angie was far from heartless. 
 
    And she loved Madhu like the sister she'd never had. 
 
    'Did you come here on purpose?' she growled. 
 
    'What?' 
 
    'Did you come to my room deliberately, to get one over on me? Or perhaps even to get one over on Madhu?' 
 
    'No.' Helen looked genuinely bemused. 'It's just obvious we won't be doing threesomes anymore. So today seemed like our one and only chance. You and me, I mean, without you-know-who. Plus I didn't half fancy getting nailed.' 
 
    By that point everything about Helen was annoying Angie. From her overall, carefree attitude to the way she said "lez" and "nailed". Okay, Angie knew she was the last person with a right to complain about language used by others. To her the least acceptable four-letter word was usually "love". 
 
    But not right now. 
 
    'Get out of my room,' she snarled. 
 
    Helen got off the bed but didn't leave. 'Hey,' she said, 'what's with you? Today was no more than light entertainment, not something heavy. No need for Madhu to know, is there?' 
 
    'Listen to me,' Angie replied. 'If you ever hurt Madhu in any way, I will kill you. And that's a promise.' 
 
    'Oh my God,' Helen exclaimed, 'you're jealous!' 
 
    'Get out of my room.' 
 
    Helen picked up her clothes but made no effort to put them back on. 'I can't believe it,' she practically sneered. 'You could have had her all to yourself but you wanted your freedom. You didn't realize that you wanted her. But now she's gone, you do. How ironic is that!' 
 
    'It's ironic enough to get you a broken arm,' said Angie. 'You've got three seconds.' 
 
    Opening the door bare-assed, Helen still lingered. 
 
    'I won't tell,' she said, 'about you forcing me to have sex this afternoon, I mean. If you keep mum then so will I. But if you blab, I'll expose you as a sexual predator. And Madhu knows what you're like.' 
 
    'I forced you!' 
 
    'That's the way I'll spin it, my word against yours. If I have to, that is . . . If you don't see reason.' 
 
    Helen sneered again then, seeing Angie's ferocious expression, exited hastily, stage right. 
 
    And Angie, convinced her world had just ended, buried her face in her hands. 
 
    Meanwhile, in the back of her mind, Elton and Kiki were off again. 
 
    "Don't go breaking my heart . . . I won't go breaking your heart." 
 
    Too late, though. It was already broken. 
 
    Angie hadn't cried since she was twelve. Following a knock to her head she'd lost her hair overnight, fallen out, never to properly grow back. 
 
    From having a luxurious back mane flowing halfway down to her ass she'd suddenly been very much a fully-fledged skinhead. 
 
    Her one claim to glamour snuffed out, just like that. 
 
    Not that she cried now. 
 
    No, somehow holding back the tears, she merely sobbed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 43 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Image this! Me, writing a love story . . . no, a goddamned romance!! 
 
    How crazy is that? 
 
    As the youngest of three siblings I've always been the least likely to get involved in a love affair. If in need of a likely suspect you'd never need look further than my big sis. Erika has "romance" tattooed on her heart. Six years older, she used to mother me as if I was her personal, lifelike doll. At least ten times a day I'd be changed, bathed, wrapped up in swaddling clothes . . . 
 
    Okay, "Exaggeration" maybe my middle name, but emotionally and practically me and Erika have always been chalk and cheese. I loved her and I loathed her. As soon as I was old enough to protest about her endless attentions I begged her to leave me alone. 
 
    For maybe a year she ignored my protestations. 
 
    Then, very grumpily, she finally obliged. 
 
    Erika spent her formative years reading the Famous Five, absorbing them all word for word before moving on to the Secret Seven. Then, as she aged like a fine old wine, she soaked in every word ever written by the Bronte sisters and Jane Austen. 
 
    Trust me, never mind "a truth universally acknowledged", that particular young lady could quote a girl anything from Agnes Grey to Pride and Prejudice, and woe betide anyone who put even a comma out of place. 
 
    Cue tons and tons of awesome admiration from me. As far as Erika is concerned Ms Austen is the best, end of. If Ms Austen says Mr Perfect is Captain Wentworth then all other competitors can simply fuck off. 
 
    Not that Erika would ever succumb to uncouth language in any way. 
 
    Not even when she's right and all doubters are at the wrong end of a donkey's ass. 
 
    Please excuse me if I seem less than convinced! So far as doubters are concerned I'm up there with big sis. Ms Austen rules okay. Nobody else come close, not even Emily B. 
 
    Well, Emily does come close, but not quite close enough. 
 
    Here's a little more detail about me: my personal teenage reading focused more on Martina Cole and, as I matured rather than aged, Mandasue Heller. Yes, I did take a detour via Agatha Christie but mostly I wanted "gritty" and "real". If I ever needed a digression I'd go read an article in one of Dave's classic collection of magazines. 
 
    Failing that I'd front up with personal experience. 
 
    I was good at fronting up, so why not? 
 
    Dave is my "middle" brother, by the way. He is barely two years older than me in reality but in fact he is mentally at least a decade younger. That said, his collection of glossy porn is second to none. 
 
    Leastways in my very limited understanding of porn, it is. 
 
    Note to Dave: Find a better place to hide those antique mags; right there under your mattress! 
 
    As if!! 
 
    Enough of the beating about the bush, let's get down to it. I'm basically at heart a ballsy go-ahead girl who relished every last minute of the sixth form. And I headed off for university determined to add to my sex education in every last way. Okay, I was pig-headed, belligerent and thought I knew it all. But I did really believe that I was in control of my emotions. 
 
    Wrong! 
 
    Two terms of spreading it around and I fell in lust with a guy who was, to say the least, athletic. 
 
    All I can say in my defence is that he was stacked. Not that size is everything but trust me, he had enough to always make me smile myself off to sleep. 
 
    Did I just say size isn't everything! Try combining size, technique and a fair measure of experience and then tell me I am mistaken!! 
 
    Not that being stacked is the be all and end all . . . 
 
    Cutting to the chase, I had two semesters playing the field before falling in lust with Mick. Then, in lust deeper than I'd ever believed possible, I had wasted another seven months being totally faithful to him. 
 
    Meanwhile he was increasingly less than faithful to me. 
 
    I know it's the same old story but, supposedly "together" although with Mick off AWOL more often than present,' I found myself unaccompanied at a Christmas party; unaccompanied and entranced by a well-built black guy with the world's most attractive grin. 
 
    I'm not going to explain myself in any great detail. At that moment in time my alleged regular lover had been less than attentive for several weeks and I'd never really cared for him in the first place. 
 
    Okay, I'm over-elaborating (or else making excuses), but the diminished attention wasn't a figment of my imagination. We'd gone from five times a night, every night, to once or twice a week. 
 
    In other words I was missing out, big-time. 
 
    Being caught underneath an enthusiastic, very well-built black guy wasn't exactly a disaster. 
 
    And please do not for one instant imply anything to do with me and skin colour, I didn't succumb to the guy purely because he was black . . . Well, I did, but only to the extent that he looked good in his skin and he looked good on me . . . 
 
    And he felt good on me because we were human beings and our bodies worked together ever so well. 
 
    Yes, yes, he pleased me. Yes, yes, he pleasured me. Maybe I got off on his blackness sliding on me, over me, but only in the nicest of ways. In all honesty I soon forgot all about our colour-clash and perceived differences. 
 
    Far as I am concerned, different toned skins look good together. End of. There's nothing kinky or perverted about it. On the contrary, it's natural. 
 
    Opposites attract and all that. 
 
    I guess we're overdue introductions. My birth certificate says "Dorothy" and I would much prefer to be known as "Dot" but I've been "Dotty" ever since my seventh birthday; nothing to do with me and not of my doing. Best I can say is my primary schoolmates realized I didn't have a dog called Toto and didn't resemble Ms Cotton off Eastenders. 
 
    (|'m not so bothered about missing out on the Emerald City, but can't help being glad I wasn't ever taken for Nick Cotton's mum.) 
 
    As background I'm just gone twenty-one and currently a final year student in a university up in the north west of England. I am five ten in height, not in the slightest overweight and, with longish, straight blonde hair I have never struggled for dates. 
 
    Yeah, yeah, I've struggled with being known as Dotty . . . implying that I'm halfway insane . . . but I have long since come to accept that arguing only makes folk more intransigent. In other words I'm just stuck with it and moaning isn't going to do me any good. 
 
    A girl has to know her strengths and weaknesses, no? 
 
    So Dotty I am. And nowadays I take it as a significant strength. 
 
    But enough of all that. Let's get on with the tale and drop back a couple of months in time. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    For my sins I am an undergraduate in Mathematics. And yes, I know what horror that inspires in a lot of right-thinking folk. But I just happen to have a logical mind. I sailed through all my scientific A-levels and saw Maths as the easiest course for the future. 
 
    Ask me, most people are afraid of Mathematics. They're beaten before they even begin. Take off the blinkers, follow logical steps . . . 
 
    Okay, okay, I'll ditch the sales pitch. As I said a moment ago, I have a logical mind and Maths was an obvious choice for me. 
 
    The coursework was logical, too. Our entire first year was an amalgamation of everything that had supposedly been already ingrained into us, quickly running through a zillion or more disparate A-level subjects, pulling everyone up to speed before going boldly beyond. 
 
    (Rather like Star Trek!) 
 
    Back in those early days we used the largest lecture theatres, mostly on K Floor and above, filling them with at least a hundred students at a time. Back then it was tricky to get to know everyone; there were simply too many faces to link names with. 
 
    That all changed with the start of my second year. Suddenly, instead of a zillion disparate subjects we were obliged to pick six each. Consequently we were left with different groups of up to say twenty, meeting in much smaller theatres or tutorial rooms. And just as consequently, we all got to know each other much better. 
 
    My third year followed the same pattern. That is to say we were supposed to remain in our second year groups and press on for our finals. In reality nothing is set in stone so there was a certain amount of chopping and changing, but only in a superficial sort of a way. 
 
    Theoretically it was, anyhow. 
 
    In other words I was surprised to arrive at my opening tutorial . . . the dreaded Numerical Analysis . . . to see three unfamiliar faces. 
 
    Three in twenty was a big proportion, no? 
 
    Told you I was good at Maths! 
 
    As per always I arrived at the last second, barely one pace ahead of our tutor, a notorious political incorrect who was one of the university's best-loved. Somewhere in his fifties, cranky as heck, the guy could say simply anything without fear of criticism. 
 
    Criticising him would be like criticising John Lennon. It was not allowed to happen. 
 
    Grabbing the nearest available place, I sat and did my utmost to look as if I'd been waiting ages in eager anticipation. 
 
    Mr Wooller grinned at me, fooled not at all. 
 
    'Order,' he said, using considerably more authority than Black Rod, and getting considerably more respect. 
 
    'So new beginnings,' he went on. 'And a few new faces too. Let me make some introductions. Mr Clark, please stand and address this learned gathering.' 
 
    A guy on the back row stood up and awkwardly bowed. 
 
    'Mr Clark loved his final year so much he's doing it again,' Wooller said. 'God only knows what his total indebtedness will be when he finally waves us farewell.' 
 
    I laughed along with everyone else. Avoiding repayment of student debt was a hot topic. And now I looked again, I recognized "Mr Clark". He was the sort who'd stay in higher education forever if at all possible, and then only apply for low-paid jobs, avoiding repayments indefinitely. 
 
    Not that I blamed him. I just personally wanted a highly-paid job. Sooner I settled my student debt the better. 
 
    'Mr Smith,' said Wooller, 'please take your turn.' 
 
    A very sporty guy stood, self-confidence personified. I recognized him too. He wasn't only one of the university's leading sportsmen, he'd played cricket professionally for Lancashire. 
 
    Okay, so Lancashire weren't all-conquering Yorkshire or even Surrey, but they were probably next best after the two county giants of the game. 
 
    'I caught one with my right eye,' he said without being prompted. 'I was keeping wicket and the so-and-so of a ball came up off of the stumps.' 
 
    'Mr Smith was lucky not to lose that eye,' Wooller added. 'Fortunately he was very well insured as a cricketer. So ladies, all of the drinks are on him.' 
 
    More laughter ensued. 
 
    'Last but by no means least is Ms Fisher,' Wooller continued. At that the girl beside me waved in a very embarrassed sort of a way. 
 
    I looked at her with surprising interest. At this point I must explain that I had never had a same-sex thought in my life . . . well, hardly one thought. Okay, so I was capable of admiring another girl's looks, but doing something about it . . . 
 
    Like no way José. 
 
    Something about Ms Fisher attracted me, though. She was as tall as I was but somehow seemed to be petite; short, jet-black hair and a face to die for. And no, at that moment in time I didn't spare a glance at her tits. 
 
    No, I saved that for at least 24 hours. 
 
    And they were glorious in every way. 
 
    'Ms Fisher has relocated from Bath,' Wooller enlarged. 'Please make her welcome.' 
 
    That was about as much as she got. I kept looking askance at Ms Fisher, wondering why such a southern superstar would head north and coming up with zilch as an answer. 
 
    Every time l looked at her she looked better. 
 
    How dotty was that! 
 
    Way it turned out Ms Fisher's six courses matched mine spot-on. With a zillion options to choose from that was a miraculous enough coincidence. So was my urge to find out more about her. Already I had a great need to be her friend. 
 
    Don't ask me why; it's just how it was. 
 
    Yes, not one hour after setting eyes on her I needed to be her friend. And it wasn't an urge, it was a craving. 
 
    On our way to our second tutorial I found out her first name was "Michelle". And, after that second tutorial I suggested coffee. She dithered. Then I suggested beer or wine and she rewarded me with a coy smile. 
 
    'I'm not exactly looking for a confidante,' she said, her voice soft and sexy. 
 
    If that was meant to alienate me it didn't work. 'I'm not cut out to be a confidante,' I replied. 'But I am intrigued as to why you're here. Isn't Bath supposed to be one of the best universities in England, if not all of the world?' 
 
    Cue a weighty hesitation, followed by a reluctant nod. 'I had a major break-up,' Michelle admitted in almost a whisper. 'I'm not really ready for any sort of a relationship yet.' 
 
    'I beg to disagree,' I said sincerely. 'I'm not going to force myself on you, but I reckon you need a good old chinwag, whether you realize it or not. So what's it going to be, beer or wine?' 
 
    'It's only eleven o'clock in the morning.' 
 
    'It's actually just past. The Union has been open two minutes already. Come on, I'm buying.' 
 
    We looked at each other and something audibly clicked. 
 
    'You're a bad influence,' said Michelle, 'but go on, twist my arm. 
 
    So I twisted Michelle's arm and we stood there at the bar for over an hour, swilling dry white wine and becoming closer by the second. 
 
    Trust me; I had no idea about her orientation right then. 
 
    And trust me further; innocent as I was, fully informed, I wouldn't have changed anything, not even as much as one second of anything and everything. 
 
    Michelle attracted me in ways I had never previously imagined. Come to that she attracted me in a lot of ways I did not at all understand. 
 
    Craving is right. It was inexplicable but I simply had to be her friend. Ninety minutes of small talk only added to her allure. 
 
    Talking about small talk . . . 
 
    I set off by expounding about classmates in the two tutorials we'd already had, then moved on to expound about classmates she'd not yet met. And I was honest and accurate with it. Covering males and females, I gave Michelle my best opinion on everyone's characters, good and bad. 
 
    'So,' she said when I at last stopped for air,' 'nearly everyone's footloose and fancy-free.' 
 
    'Apart from the ones I've described as committed,' I corrected. 
 
    'What about you?' she replied. 'Are you committed?' 
 
    Wincing internally, I gave her a brief recap of my affair with Mick and its somewhat abrupt ending. Michelle laughed. 'Way to go, girl,' she said, but otherwise didn't comment. 
 
    I soon realized that I wasn't going to get any feedback about her broken relationship. Not at that very early stage in our budding friendship, anyway. So I didn't press her at all. Instead I told her that I had appointed myself as her next-desk-mate for the foreseeable future. 
 
    'We're in all the same classes,' I said, 'so why not?' 
 
    'Why not indeed,' she replied, perhaps succumbing to my enthusiasm if not my charm. 
 
    Where do you go after?' I persisted. 
 
    'Where do I go after what?' 
 
    'I mean after our academic day is over and done with. Where do you eat and drink?' 
 
    'So far I've been eating in the refectory and drinking in my room.' 
 
    'Boring,' said I. 'Cheap and practical, I agree, but why run up all those vast, mighty mountains of debt without enjoying yourself? I know a dozen different eating places and thousands and thousands of watering holes. Let's make an evening of it.' 
 
    Michelle rolled her eyes, looking all the more alluring. 
 
    'You,' she began, 'you're . . .' 
 
    'Twisting your arm again,' I finished for her. 'So what's it gonna be girl, yes or no?' 
 
    Quite late at night we strolled back towards halls, our arms hooked casually, the way girls do, in no way meaning anything, 
 
    'I can't.' Michelle said as we drew to a halt twenty yards from the main entrance. 
 
    By then we were both tipsy and full of vindaloo. 'You can't what?' I asked, bemused. 
 
    'Kiss you goodnight,' she explained. 'I want to, but I just can't.' 
 
    I gave her a matey peck on the nose. 'There,' I said, 'goodnight to you and thanks for giving me a day to remember.' 
 
    Michelle flinched at that. 'I want to give you a day to remember,' she said mysteriously, 'I really do. But I can't. Not yet.' 
 
    Then she pecked me on my nose and exited rapidly, stage left (as if pursued by a bear). 
 
    It took me nearly an hour to fully appreciate what she meant. Then, for the first time in three years or more, I went to bed alone and jilled . . . and rather vigorously at that. 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    By Thursday lunchtime I'd spent an awful lot of time with Michelle. We'd sat side by side for every last lecture/tutorial, we had swigged coffee, vino and ale together more often than was strictly healthy and we had eaten snacks, curries and Chinese in half dozen local venues. 
 
    And I'd jilled every night without fail. 
 
    Straight as I supposedly was, I had it bad. 
 
    Cards on the table; that urge, the craving to be Michelle's friend had only got stronger. And it had been very powerful to begin with. By Thursday I was prepared to do absolutely anything to further that aim. 
 
    Yes, absolutely, utterly everything . . . even if I didn't quite understand what I really wanted. 
 
    For once, as we scoffed cheese baguettes and swigged Marston's in the Union Bar, Michelle was subdued. When I asked if she had a problem she shrugged. 
 
    'It's halls,' she finally admitted. 'I'd forgotten how primitive they are. There are rules and regulations everywhere you look, but it's still a zoo. I hardly got a wink of sleep last night. Some nutter played The Last Post on a trumpet every five minutes.' 
 
    'What are you doing back in halls anyway?' I wondered. 
 
    'As you know, I left Bath in a hurry. I was offered a package that included halls and I snatched at it. Now I wish I hadn't been so eager.' 
 
    My heart sank. The idea of a disillusioned Michelle quitting was horrendous. It couldn't be allowed to happen. 
 
    'Find somewhere else,' I urged. 'The town is full of student accommodation, In fact . . .' 
 
    At that moment my housemate Martha arrived at our table. 
 
    'Girlfriend,' she said, punching me medium-hard on my shoulder, 'and you must be Michelle.' 
 
    Michelle smiled back at her. 'You must be Martha.' 
 
    'Yes, guilty as accused. I'm only surprised Dotty has mentioned my name. Lately whenever I have spoken to her she only ever goes on about you.' 
 
    I rolled my eyes at that. Martha never has spared time for tact of sensitivity. I love her to death but regularly have to keep from strangling her. Like maybe ten times a week. Fortunately Michelle took to her instantly. 
 
    'Girlfriend, we have a problem,' Martha said. 'Get me a pint and I'll reveal all.' 
 
    It did happen to be my round so I bought three more beers. And, while I was being served, I had a glance back at our table and almost died. Martha and Michelle had their heads together, laughing and joking like lifelong buddies. 
 
    Already, faster than the speed of light! 
 
    The stab of jealousy was immense. And no doubt about it, it was directed at Martha. Loving her as much as I did, she was invading my territory. 
 
    The strangling impulse was more mightily in me than ever. Somehow I overcame it and shipped three pints back like a perfect little barmaid (meaning a busty German blonde one, dripping suds and full of promise). 
 
    'So what's the score?' I demanded, ruining the blonde barmaid impression by slamming down the glasses and glaring at Martha. 
 
    What followed was one of those coincidences that would never work in a book. 
 
    'Our darling landlord rang,' Martha told me, 'he said our summer deal is over. Carole has to stump up for this month by next Wednesday or she's out on her ear. And he will be looking to us to cover the shortfall if she is.' 
 
    I groaned at that. Carole was our third housemate. While Martha and I had stayed put for summer she'd swanned off as a tour guide, supposedly learning new lingos while downing gallons of ouzo and screwing dozens of hapless holidaymakers. She'd been expected "home" a fortnight ago but hadn't as yet showed. Not that that was a shock. Carole and timekeeping were not compatible. If she said she'd meet you somewhere at eight you might as well turn up at ten the day after. 
 
    Not that I didn't love her like a sister; she was just utterly unreliable. In all honesty, when Michelle had mentioned her need for new digs, the idea of offering her Carole's room had only been fleeting. It was only two weeks: by Carole's standards she could turn up tomorrow and be relatively punctual. 
 
    'That bastard irked me,' said Martha, referring to our darling landlord, 'so I rang that landline that nobody ever answers. And I got this French girl who spoke English better than you. She said Carole was supervising water polo and went to fetch her.' 
 
    That was a massive leap in the right direction. Usually if anyone answered that number they could only speak Serbian . . . or at best Egyptian. 
 
    'And,' I prompted. 
 
    'Do you want the long version or the conclusion?' 
 
    'Cut to the chase.' 
 
    'She ain't coming back anytime soon. She said maybe after Christmas, but her putting money into anybody's account isn't going to happen.' 
 
    'I thought she was quids in.' 
 
    'Yeah, and apparently she's staying that way.' 
 
    'What about her course?' 
 
    'Trust me, Dotty; she's more interested in the next hard tourist dick than her course. Ask me, she won't be back in years, if ever.' 
 
    'So we need a new housemate,' I said flatly. 
 
    'How much?' asked Michelle. 
 
    I'd almost forgotten she was there. While I gaped at her Martha told her the monthly rent. 
 
    'Cheap at twice the price,' said Michelle. 'Count me in.' 
 
    'You haven't even seen the place,' I objected, not knowing why. 
 
    'I've seen dozens of student digs, from all ends of the scale. And cheap as your place is, I'm sure that you don't live in a dive. I only have to look at you both to see that.' 
 
    'But . . .' I said uselessly. 
 
    'You need to see ours before we agree anything,' Martha interrupted, 'but if you ask me we are a marriage made in heaven. Where are you living now?' 
 
    'In halls . . . and hating every second of it.' 
 
    How fast can you get out?' 
 
    'I haven't actually paid them a penny yet. I'll speak to the powers that be tomorrow. And with a fair wind, I'll move in with you two on Sunday.' 
 
    The speed of all this staggered me. Don't get me wrong, from fearing Michelle might quit to having her as a housemate . . . 
 
    Well I was scared in a way I can't begin to explain; scared, aroused and in urgent need of another prolonged session of jilling. 
 
    'How about this for a plan,' said Martha, taking over as per always: 'you speak to the powers that be tomorrow then call round at ours in the evening. We'll prove we don't live in a dive and then go out for a night on the town. I bet you have little experience of the local pubs and curry houses. No?' 
 
    'I've been in one or two nearby, but I'm sure there are many more.' 
 
    'So is that a deal in principle?' 
 
    'Too right it is.' 
 
    As for me I was ignored. Nodding donkeys had been paid more notice. 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Lots of Friday passed me by in idle speculation. I wanted to be Michelle's friend more than ever but I had developed a paranoid fear that she would favour Martha. In a way I wanted Michelle to be in halls forever. Yet I also wanted her to live in the bedroom next to mine. 
 
    Except that was the bedroom between mine and Martha's. And I didn't want her to be sleeping in a bed anywhere near Martha. 
 
    Crazy I know; dotty, even. Martha was straighter than straight. And so too was I, come to that! Yet suddenly I was seeing my best friend as a rival. 
 
    Come to that suddenly I was seeing simply everyone as a rival, male or female. As far as I could tell, everyone on earth had to want to fuck Michelle. By that I mean every man and every last woman; leastways every last woman with half of a brain cell. 
 
    I certainly did. 
 
    And what a confession was that! 
 
    I spent most of that day in a funk, worrying over the implications of Martha's idea of "a night out" and the rest worrying if I might make a fool out of myself. In explanation I'd say that Martha is straight but not at all averse to group sex. Blushing furiously as I write this, I have to admit that, since Carole went off abroad, we had occasionally brought home two, three or even four guys at once. 
 
    That's right; just the two of us. 
 
    And yes, we'd fucked with all of them, ensuring all present were involved, swapping partners from time to time but without ever doing anything outrageously "lezzie". 
 
    Trust me; that was not easy. Guys like to watch girls don't they? Not least when they've gone all floppy and are in need of a little revitalization. 
 
    Most me and Martha ever did was kiss and cuddle. That felt good and never failed to revitalize our latest two, three or four visitors . . . 
 
    It was an act, though. Yes, our parts were pleasant to play, but we only ever performed before an audience. We never got carried away when we were alone together. Apart from once when we'd been very drunk and woke up in Martha's bed, unsure about what may or may not have happened. 
 
    Well, I was unsure, Martha only ever sniggered if ever I mentioned it. 
 
    And omigod, I hope my mother isn't reading this! She almost murdered me when I lost my virginity at . . . ahem . . . a legal but young age. If she learns I've watched Martha being penetrated doubly and even trebly . . . 
 
    And that Martha had watched me following suit. . . 
 
    Casting motherly fears aside, it was fair to say I was in two minds when, after yet another day in close company with Michelle, more enchanted than ever, I went home, showered and waited for her arrival. 
 
    At seven on the dot she knocked at our door. Making sure I got there first, I opened it to meet her with a rather sloppy kiss. That seemed to surprise her but she didn't object. In fact her hands closed on my buns and I laughingly pushed her away. 
 
    'Save it for later,' I said cryptically. 
 
    Her right eyebrow went up like Roger Moore's in his best James Bond mode. 
 
    But she said nothing. 
 
    Encouraged despite myself, I led her into our digs. And she whistled appreciation. 'This is no less than a palace,' she said softly. 'Bloody hell Dotty, are you sure you quoted the right price?' 
 
    I laughed. 'It was Martha who gave you the price, but she wasn't making it up. And amazingly, she didn't try to overcharge you. I think she really wants to have you as a housemate.' 
 
    Michelle's silence lasted maybe as long as a minute. 
 
    'I like Martha,' she said finally, 'but I like you more.' 
 
    The surge inside me almost split my heart. How happy was I to hear that! How absolutely, totally happy and how still unsure as to where I was going. 
 
    No, as to where we were going. 
 
    Doing the full estate agent bit, I showed Michelle all around. The one room we missed out on was Martha's . . . protected as it was by a DO NOT DISTURB sign, stolen from a nearby hotel. 
 
    'Usually that means she's on the job.' I explained, 'but this is early, even for her. Right now it only means she's busy putting on her face.' 
 
    'I meant it,' said Michelle, surprising me, gripping my hand tighter than tight, 'I like Martha but I like you even more.' 
 
    What did I just say about being straight? The temptation to kiss her there and then was massive. Being superhuman, I fought it off. 
 
    Or maybe it was pure luck. 
 
    Whatever it was, we exchanged meaningful glances. And, total innocent as I was, I knew only too well that from that moment on I really would do anything for her. 
 
    Yes, I'd do anything. 
 
    No qualifications, I'd do anything at all. 
 
    Martha emerged from her pit while I was sharing a bottle of rosé with Michelle. 
 
    'She's convinced,' I said in greeting, 'and you've been downing shots, haven't you?' 
 
    Martha was dressed much like the two of us: exceptionally short skirt, tight blouse and a cut-off leather jacket. And yes, she'd clearly had a Sambuca or six in the privacy of her own room. That was her trait, you see. Sunday to Thursday she was a model student. Then, Friday evening, she would do a werewolf impression, transforming from studious and benign into an extreme party animal. 
 
    I already mentioned the games she liked to play. Fridays and Saturdays were her fun-time. Those times she enjoyed herself to the full and who could blame her? 
 
    Not me, obviously. I've confessed I played the same games. 
 
    And I'd take opportunity to stress that everything we did was voluntary. I never for one second felt as if I was being used. No, even with two men pounding into me at the same time, I invariably was in control. In honesty I sometimes believed that I used the guys; that they were fulfilling all my fantasies rather than the other way around. 
 
    That's one for a crazy-doctor though, not a mathematician like me. And it was definitely not one I wanted to run by the likes of Michelle. Not at this early stage of our steadily blossoming friendship. 
 
    'I've had one or two small shots,' my housemate told me, lying through her teeth, 'and they tasted better than that pink crap you're supping. So are we hitting the Green or not?' 
 
    The "Green" was away from the university, right in the heart of town and named after the ancient "Church Green". All I can say is that those long-ago parishioners must have had a thirst. There on and around the Green was one (admittedly impressive) church and no less than seven public houses. 
 
    Yes, it was possible to get totally pissed in an area of maybe a hundred square yards. 
 
    Being good UK citizens and diligent students, the Green was a Friday night must. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Not that we made it straight to the Green in a matter of mere minutes. There were several pubs lying in wait between us and there, and we stopped in three of them. And, in the third, Martha's antennae twitched. 
 
    'Lookie, lookie, lookie,' she crooned, 'her comes nooky.' 
 
    I'd heard that before and wasn't exactly astonished to see a group of guys at the bar. It didn't take Einstein to class them as rugby players. 
 
    Yuk, I thought. Not tonight of all nights . . . 
 
    Martha (as per always) had other ideas. 'Over here, boys,' she called, 'let the dogs see the bone.' 
 
    I nearly convulsed at that. Calling us "dogs" and mentioning "bones" . . . 
 
    Typical frigging Martha! 
 
    Within perhaps two seconds our table for four had eight clustered around it. In other words it was exceptionally cosy if not downright crowded. 
 
    One of the five keen guys (the one with a flat nose, cauliflower ears and shoulders wider than the Titanic) focused in on Martha. He was obviously the leader of the pack and quite rightly saw her as a sure thing. For her part Martha smiled, simpered and as good as splayed wide her legs. 
 
    Nothing new there, then! 
 
    To my chagrin three of the rest of the mob were slavering over Michelle. Okay, so I couldn't blame them but I was envious. And the one remaining guy who'd homed in on me . . . clearly seeing me as a last resort . . . was barely nineteen with acne and bad breath. 
 
    Okay, so perhaps I'm doing him down. But fuck me . . . my right hand would be preferable to him every time. 
 
    Somehow my glass had got empty. Martha's and Michelle's were still half full so, extracting myself from my bad-breathed admirer, I went to the bar. Ten seconds later, with no sign of any attention from any serving bar-staff, a hand closed on mine. 
 
    'I want to get out of here,' Michelle said into my ear, almost hissing. 
 
    'You and your three new boyfriends,' I replied, hardly thinking. 
 
    'It's them I want to escape from. I want out of here and now.' 
 
    Her urgency was infectious. 'Okay,' I said, 'let's do one.' 
 
    'What about Martha?' 
 
    'Martha can look after herself. Trust me in that.' 
 
    The indecision in Michelle was only too apparent. 'We can't leave her outnumbered five-to-one.' 
 
    'Let's give her the choice,' said I, clutching Michelle's hand tighter than ever, drawing her back to our table. 
 
    'We're leaving,' I told Martha, 'places to go, people to see.' 
 
    Martha sniggered. 'I guessed that was the way the wind was blowing. Go forth and multiply.' 
 
    Coming from anyone else I'd have punched her. Coming from Martha I told her to take care. She cast a glance at her cauliflower-eared suitor and laughed. 
 
    'Don't warn me, warn him.' 
 
    Our four would-be suitors didn't approve of our early departure. Like we cared! We left the pub in a hurry, took a couple of turns and were soon lost in a maze of backstreets. 
 
    'I hated that,' Michelle told me, 'gross men staring at my tits.' 
 
    I laughed. Scantily dressed as we were, men were always going to stare at our body parts. That was the name of the game, wasn't it? 
 
    'Men aren't always gross,' I said in a throwaway sort of a way. 
 
    'They are to me,' said Michelle, 'I can't believe Martha allows them have their way with her.' 
 
    Stunned, I stopped in my tracks. I had hoped and prayed that Michelle might tend to like girls, but I had never suspected she was militantly anti-men. 
 
    'Oh,' she said, staring at me, 'I've dropped the bombshell and you've reacted. Now you'll want me to fade and disappear,' 
 
    As if! 
 
    'Your relationship . . . the broken one . . . was with a girl?' I hazarded. 
 
    Michelle nodded. 'Please feel free to jump ship,' she said. 
 
    I didn't rise to the bait. 'Your ex must be mad to let you go. No, she must be stark staring bonkers.' 
 
    Michelle's brow creased but she didn't storm off. 
 
    'I have my bad points,' she confessed. 'And you don't have to be so very understanding about the way I am. I'll look for somewhere else to rent tomorrow. As you said, there's plenty of accommodation to be had in these parts.' 
 
    'You will do no such thing,' I said sternly. 'You're moving in with us on Sunday, end of.' 
 
    'Look me in the eye and tell me you don't have a problem with lesbians.' 
 
    'Michelle,' I said as seriously as I possibly could, 'I have no problems at all with lesbians. In fact I am delighted that's how you are. It's the best news I've had in ages.' 
 
    That put her back a step. 'Really?' she murmured. 
 
    Instead of answering I kissed her properly, using my tongue. She didn't object in the least, sucking on my invading organ of taste, pressing her body tight against mine. Let's just say we went at it avidly. 
 
    And let's also say it was a heavenly experience. Everything about her was good; her perfume, the feel of her tits on mine, the grip of her hands on my ass . . . 
 
    Heavenly, heavenly, heavenly! 
 
    Perhaps half an hour later we broke for air, my knees weak and my knickers decidedly damp. 
 
    'Was that evidence enough?' I gasped. 
 
    She nodded. 'You bet it was. And I was wrong. It's not too soon. It's been far too long.' 
 
    Still short of the infamous Green I steered Michelle into a pub I'd never previously frequented. It was, you see, a notorious lesbian pub known as The Pride. And before you ask, I was aware of it because I had eyes in my head and had seen all the fliers littering the campus. According to the fliers The Pride was very much "girl friendly" and had "live acts" every weekend. 
 
    Even so I was quite startled as we went in. The place was packed with women of all sizes, shapes and descriptions and, as far as I could tell, men were barred. Everyone present, including the bar staff and bouncers, was female. 
 
    And those bouncers were a sight for sore eyes. Not that my attention lingered on them long. No, it swiftly focused on the night's live act, happening on a stage off to our right, beyond the bar. Currently clad in fishnet stockings, a sliver of a thong and a basque, an extraordinarily well-put-together young lady was singing and gyrating. 
 
    Except on closer inspection her basque was either unfastened else cut off. Said young lady's bare breasts were juggling about like a stall full of luscious ripe melons. 
 
    My but she was spectacular. Usually an excess of pale makeup and black kohl revolted me but for her I made an exception. 
 
    Oh me, I thought, gazing at those wondrous perpetually moving melons, one kiss and I've turned 180 degrees! 
 
    'Bloody hell,' Michelle said into my ear, shouting over the blaring music to be heard, 'I don't need this much evidence.' 
 
    'We're here now,' I shouted back at her. 'I'd be rude to leave without having a drink.' 
 
    Michelle laughed and ordered two large pinots, served up by a punky, tattooed and multi-pierced barmaid who quite openly ogled our cleavages. Not that she did so in an offensive way. And not that Michelle seemed to mind. 
 
    Neither did I mind when Michelle put her hand on my ass as we turned to watch the diva on stage. The Pride was that sort of a place. Girls obviously went there to ogle and be ogled and, in a few rather obvious instances, to exceptionally thoroughly grope and be groped. Trust me, one friendly hand on a pert and eager bum was nothing compared to some of the goings-on around us. 
 
    It would have taken a bucket of icy-cold water to separate some of those couples. 
 
    And the night was still young. What on earth would the atmosphere be like later on? 
 
    Come to that, what would the diva be like later on? By then the basque was gone altogether. As we watched the thong also went west. Then the music changed and everyone was singing along with her. 
 
    "Sisters are doin' it for themselves!" cried a hundred voices, louder than loud, probably using more decibels than AC/DC ever could. 
 
    Without hesitation we both joined in, staring at the singer's increasing rapidly moving sex, possibly salivating (I was, anyway!) and automatically, instinctively past of the sisterhood. 
 
    'That was great,' Michelle told me as the song changed to You Don't Have to Say You Love Me, (even more voices at it now, few of them sounding remotely like Dusty) 'but I can't hear myself think in here. Let's go somewhere where we can chinwag.' 
 
    I obediently finished my drink and, casting a final lusty glance at the suddenly naked songstress, we made for the exit. 
 
    Just in time to bump into Jade and her date of the night. 
 
    'Dotty,' she screeched, 'out at last, hallelujah and thank the Lord.' 
 
    Never one for conventions, Jade kissed me smack on the lips. Then she evaluated Michelle and gave approval. 'Thought you'd go for butch but hey, your taste is excellent. See you both later. And do not do anything I wouldn't.' 
 
    'That narrows the field down not at all,' I replied smartly. But too late; she was already gone. 
 
    'Who in hell was that?' Michelle wondered in the relative peace and quiet of the street. 
 
    'That was Jade. She's been trying to convert me for yonks.' 
 
    'Has she had any success?' 
 
    'No, she hasn't. You're the first who's going to succeed.' 
 
    It was Michelle's turn to come to an abrupt halt. 'You go in places like that and you're a virgin?' 
 
    'I've messed around a bit,' I said, blushing furiously. 'Kissing and cuddling, I mean. I don't think that really counts.' 
 
    Michelle responded by taking her turn to kiss me. My response was to say the least, enthusiastic. Indeed it wasn't hungry, it was downright ravenous. 
 
    'I can't wait,' she said, nuzzling me, her hand on my buns again, squeezing me, pleasing me and (if I'm sticking to honesty) making me cum beyond control. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    I won't bore you with the next few pubs, some of them actually on the Green but we carried on getting to know each other. And, even if she flatly refused to discuss her ex, Michelle was open enough about her other lovers. 
 
    Exclusively female, she said she had never had a positive sexual impulse towards a man. No. she didn't actively hate men, she simply had no desire to ever "succumb" to one. Succumbing to a fellow female was different altogether. She had no fear of penetration when it came from a fellow female. In fact she relished everything which came from a fellow female. It was men who did nothing for her at all. On the contrary ever last woman had something going for her. She could see redeeming features in all of them, whatever colour, shape or size. 
 
    I hedged when it came to my sexual experience, making it sound like I admired every woman I'd ever met without ever doing anything about it. It's fair to say that Michelle saw straight through me. 
 
    'I don't think I've been with a virgin before,' she told me. 'Leastways not one who's ever admitted it. And between you and me, I can't wait.' 
 
    So much for her reticence and uncertainty! 
 
    Then my doubts set in. Not emotionally or sexually, I hasten to add. I was as impatient as Michelle was. But I hesitated to invite her back to mine . . . or ours, as it soon would be, 
 
    What would we find there? Would Martha have limited herself to just Cauliflower Ears or may she have indulged in two lovers . . . or four or five! 
 
    'I need to talk to my housemate,' I said awkwardly. 'We need to agree ground rules.' 
 
    'Is she anti-lezzie?' 
 
    'No, she is absolutely not. We just need to clear the air, if you know what I mean.' I gulped before going on. 'I want to share at least a few nights in your bed. Martha needs to know that. And she needs to control some of her bad habits. Trust me; it's not a conversation you'll want to be involved in.' 
 
    'The sort of conversation best held over the breakfast table.' 
 
    'Yes, got it in one.' 
 
    'And is Sunday on the cards for our first bed-sharing session?' 
 
    'It's already in my diary, triple underlined.' 
 
    'Okay, I can live with that. Are you going to walk me home?' 
 
    By then it was approaching midnight. Lots of pubs would be open for hours yet but we'd downed a few. Going home was the sensible thing to do. But hey, we were students! 
 
    'Isn't it early?' I asked. 
 
    'I still need to catch up on my beauty sleep after that moonlit trumpet player.' 
 
    'Sleep works for you,' I observed cornily. 'I've never seen anyone so beautiful. Not in real life.' 
 
    Michelle took her turn to roll her eyes, and very fetchingly too. 'So what happens next?' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'I mean that it is ages until Sunday. Don't you want to see me tomorrow?' 
 
    Her question took me aback. Cosily, I'd got so used to seeing Michelle all day and just everyday that Saturday hadn't come into the equation. 
 
    'Yes I do,' said I hastily. 'What have you got in mind?' 
 
    'I'm into ladies football.' 
 
    'Are you really?' 
 
    'Yes, they play on the pitch next to the men and it's much more fun when they kiss after scoring a goal. And they score more goals, so you can't lose.' 
 
    'I think you're trying to turn me into a perv.' 
 
    'I think you want to be turned.' 
 
    'Fair enough, I can't argue with that!' 
 
    Because we had ended up at "that side of town" again, I walked Michelle back onto the campus. And I wondered about another kiss every step of the way. Why not, the devil inside me prompted. 
 
    Turned out Michelle's devil was a mile or two ahead of mine. 
 
    I'm not going to describe the north side of campus. Let's say it had been constructed maybe ten or less years ago but in a style which instantly looked old-fashioned. You know what I mean; developers pour out a million tons of concrete and it looks 1960s before it even sets. 
 
    Yes, two decades into the new millennium and those modern geniuses were still three light years behind the Romans, Vikings and Normans. 
 
    Call me radical but fucking hell! I've as much idea about architecture as I have about origami, but I'd do a far better job. 
 
    Pick some homeless blind person off the street and so would she or he. 
 
    Excuse me while I get off my soapbox. 
 
    So there we were, strolling through concrete city, arms hooked again, me wondering if and when a kiss might be appropriate. 
 
    And suddenly Michelle tugged me off the beaten path. 
 
    'Down here,' she said, 'I have to show you something.' 
 
    By now you've probably realized I'm a "woman of the world". Mischief was clearly intended and no way was I about to resist. So I eagerly let myself be drawn away into the dark shadows, along several side tracks, all ever-increasingly murky. 
 
    Then, not fifty yards from that original beaten path, Michelle kissed me. 
 
    Excuse me for diverting to Fantasy Island. In my (retrospective but considered) opinion, girls are much better at kissing than guys. Okay, so I didn't realize it at the time (or even remotely think about it) but to me it's a fact. Just messing around with Martha was better than kissing any bloke. 
 
    Yes, it was as simple as that. 
 
    But messing around with Michelle . . . 
 
    God help me but it was marvellous. 
 
    Locked away from the world, outside but in an oasis of privacy, I gladly let her kiss me. To expand on that, it was suddenly her tongue in my mouth and I was the one doing all the sucking. 
 
    Then her hand edged up inside my skimpy blouse and I came like a volcano. 
 
    Call me impulsive but you had to be there in my shoes. Or rather, you had to be there shaking and quaking in my ridiculous heels. 
 
    One touch on my tits and off I went! 
 
    I didn't know whether to be proud or ashamed. 
 
    Not that Michelle waited for me to make up my mind on trivialities. 
 
    Arbitrarily abandoning my chest, her hand slid down then up again, inside my skimpy skirt. 
 
    Did I protest? 
 
    Heckers like I did. 
 
    'Oh yes,' I endorsed, briefly breaking our delicious mouth-to-mouth contact, 'oh yes, more, more, more.' 
 
    Michelle certainly got the message. 
 
    God in Heaven, didn't she just!' 
 
    Don't ask me how she so easily accessed my panties. At the time I didn't care. All I wanted was for her to be on me, in there and on me. 
 
    And in me; most of all I wanted her in me. 
 
    At this point I'm going to repeat myself. Girls really are infinitely better than guys. Okay, so some guys aren't half bad at sex, but girls really know, don't they! 
 
    And Michelle seemed to know more than most. Right then all I wanted was for her to thoroughly feel me inside and out. 
 
    Call me a slut and ask me if I'm bothered. 
 
    Orientation had just hit me big-time. 
 
    So I stood there, ever widening my legs, permitting access to invasive fingers and cumming twice, if not thrice . . . 
 
    Or maybe six hundred and seventy-thrice . . . 
 
    Maybe an hour later Michelle decided I'd had enough. Leastways she did after very showily licking her fingers and telling me I tasted divine. With rubber bands for leg muscles, leaning on her for support, I let her lead me back to civilization in the shape of her halls. 
 
    'I've half a mind to smuggle you in,' she said. 'There are so many things we could do.' 
 
    I had half a mind to be persuaded but there was an uncompromising security officer to get past: a big ugly one at that; the sort who took no prisoners. 
 
    'Let me sort out Martha,' I suggested. 'Then let's sleep together at mine tomorrow night. Bugger waiting for Sunday.' 
 
    Michelle nodded and kissed me one last time. 'Football in the morning,' she said, 'drinks for lunch and sex in the afternoon. Then a night out followed by more sex. Then I'll move in and we can sleep together anytime we like.' 
 
    'Sound like a plan,' I endorsed. 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    My legs fortunately recovered, I left campus and went home, encountering groups of drunks here and there but not being molested in any way. Opening the front door I wondered how many pairs of shoes I'd find on the mat. To my surprise there were only two: Martha's outrageous stilettos and size twelve Reeboks. 
 
    Lucky old Cauliflower Ears' footwear, if I wasn't very much mistaken. 
 
    Sure enough, the DO NOT DISTURB sign was back on Martha's door. Unable to resist, I put my ear to the wood and listened. Yes, that was definitely the slap, slap, slapping of human groins. And, in Sherlock Holmes mode, I swiftly deduced Martha was enjoying herself on top. Her favourite rhythm was a dead giveaway. 
 
    'Sweet dreams,' I called before heading off to my own pit. 
 
    Not that I went straight to sleep. My excitement level was still off the scale. Cue extensive use of my trusty right hand. And oh my, the fantasies I indulged in! 
 
    Being blunt and to the point (if that's not an oxymoron), I have always liked having attention paid between my legs. Up until then the attention payers had all been male. And yes, I could get off on the feel of a guy's fingers, lips and tongue. I was, however, much more skilful when I did it myself. 
 
    Or so I'd believed. Right then my opinions had changed dramatically. Michelle had been so, so brilliantly good. She'd pleasured me in ways I hadn't imagined possible. 
 
    She was so supremely superior! 
 
    And so far she'd only used her hand! What on earth was her mouth going to feel like!! 
 
    My God, what would it be like to have her tongue inside of me!! 
 
    Ignoring a sudden chorus of squeals from the neighbouring bedroom (reckoning Martha wanted me to know she'd just orgasmed again), I wondered if all females were as skilled as Michelle. Well, all lesbian females. And, although my immediate plans centred very much on my favourite black-haired beauty, I decided I had to find out at some stage. 
 
    Jade would probably renew her attempts at seduction now she knew for sure. I could easily give her a try. I pictured her naked, her head bobbing away at me down there . . . 
 
    Then I remembered the singer in the pub. A woman like that had to be very experienced, if hard to ever actually pull. She probably had fifty indecent proposals to choose from after every gig. 
 
    Cue images of jiggling melons and real-life clenching muscles! 
 
    Hard to get but even harder to forget!! 
 
    Next into my imaginings came the bouncers, swaggering, looking tough and sexy as heck. 
 
    What had Jade said; something about me preferring butch? Maybe she was right. Maybe that was another voyage of discovery I needed to undertake. 
 
    But, fantasies aside, I wasn't ready to experiment, not quite yet. Michelle mattered too much. As soon as my fantasy uniformed ladies made me erupt I switched back to my memories (forsaking the inquisitive if a tad punky barmaid), recalling every step of that diversion into the shadows and striving hard to relive every second of everything. 
 
    Finally, who knows how long later, I drifted off into contented slumber. And yes, my dreams were sweeter than sweet. 
 
    Eight thirty was early for me on a Saturday morning but I had agreed to meet Michelle at quarter to ten. I also desperately needed to pee. Consequently the sound of the shower in the bathroom didn't deter me. Far as I was concerned it was my house and my bladder took priority. Whoever it was in there, Martha, Cauliflower Ears or both of them . . . it didn't matter one whit. 
 
    As it happened it was Cauliflower Ears in there on his own. Comfortable in my nakedness, I just strutted in and told him to excuse me. It's fair to say he gaped as I sat and relieved myself. It is also fair to say he was extremely excited by the time I went to brush my teeth. 
 
    Not that I could think of any particular use for him at that moment in time. Still, it was nice to know I appealed to guys as well as gals. 
 
    Shifted environments and all, why burn bridges? 
 
    'See you around, Big Boy,' I said in parting. 
 
    Suddenly aware of his hard-on, he flushed and turned away from me. But by then I was as good as back in my room, examining my knickers. 
 
    How ruined were they! I hesitated to class my outflowing as "divine" but there certainly had been lots of it. 
 
    Dumping last night's togs in my wash basket I selected suitable autumnal clothing: tight blue jeans and a figure-hugging sweater. Yes, the weather thus far had been warm, but I was more interested in looking good than anything else. 
 
    No bra and eager tits . . . that was the ticket. 
 
    And oh, if only my tits were as splendid and eager as that singer's in The Pride! 
 
    Still, I was on my way to watch girls scoring goals and kissing each other. There had to be worse ways to spend a morning. 
 
    Leastways they were after I got through my showdown with Martha. 
 
    I found her downstairs sitting at the kitchen table, swigging coffee and wearing her usual X Certificate dressing gown. How to describe it! Martha was, to say the least, voluptuous. And her gown was at the best inadequate. If she pulled the top together to cover her tits it rode up, exposing her ass. And, if for some reason she tried to cover her ass (an unlikely event in itself), out popped her chest. 
 
    Needless to report, guys like Cauliflower Ears loved that gown. 
 
    And so did I, even if I hadn't realized it until that very moment. 
 
    'Sweet dreams my arse,' she said in greeting. 'I haven't slept a wink.' 
 
    'I've just seen Big Boy having a shower;' I countered 'He seems to have a little left in the tank.' 
 
    'Have you been flashing again?' 
 
    'I needed to make water; he just happened to be there.' 
 
    'And he's got more in the tank?' 
 
    'Yes, maybe as much as eight inches more.' 
 
    Martha swigged more coffee but didn't bite. 'So why come home so soon?' she said instead, 'Did you get cold feet?' 
 
    'Whatever do you mean?' 
 
    'I mean you and your chick were all over each other. And I'm prepared to bet she has been there before. So did you do a runner or what?' 
 
    'She did things to me,' I said, feeling my cheeks heating up. 'No, she did things for me. Trust me, Martha; if we ever role-play again I'll have a million new ideas.' 
 
    Martha didn't seem in the least surprised. 'What happens next?' she asked. 
 
    'Next we have sex. Me and her, I mean,' I added hastily. 'This afternoon has been proposed.' 
 
    'Want to borrow my DO NOT DISTURB sign?' 
 
    'No, I just don't want to fall out with you. And Michelle . . . she's rather anti-male.' 
 
    'In other words you don't want me to let on about some of the games we've played. And you want me to bring guys home one at a time in future.' 
 
    How well did Martha know me! 'Something along those lines,' I admitted. 
 
    'No problem.' 
 
    'Do you mean it; as easy as that?' 
 
    'Of course I mean it. And I mean this too, Dotty. I'm glad you've met someone who's right for you.' 
 
    For an instant I almost blubbered. Then Martha reverted to type. 
 
    'Next time we role-play,' she said, 'I will expect to be totally entranced. If I can breathe as much as a single breath after you are done I'll be disappointed in you.' 
 
    The university playing fields covered a large area. Never mind the women's team being located next to the men's, there were as many as twenty football pitches, all side-by-side with half a dozen rugby pitches and goodness only knows what else. 
 
    (In case you haven't noticed I'm not exactly sporty. If I'd been old enough to be in the Spice Girls I would have been Baby or . . . in my wildest dreams . . . Scary.) 
 
    Thankfully Michelle knew where to go. She was also eerily well-prepared. The weather was still relatively balmy but she'd brought along a thermos of hot coffee. More reassuringly, she had brought along a hip flask full of Jameson's whiskey as well. 
 
    Irish coffee was therefore the order of the day . . . well, without the cream but with the ingredients that happened to matter. 
 
    Bum-squeezing was also an order of the day. Michelle had no problems with cuddling against me, her hand on my butt. Naturally, I followed her lead and I had no difficulty with goal celebrations. As I had been assured, every score was celebrated with floods of kisses. Being on the sidelines, away from the sweaty celebrating footballers, we had to settle for kisses with each other. 
 
    Make that lots and lots of kisses. In fairness, although lots of goals were scored, we kissed maybe every five minutes and didn't particularly wait for superb finishes. 
 
    Well, not superb finishes from sweaty footballers, anyway. 
 
    The sequence probably went something like this: kiss; coffee; kiss; whiskey; kiss; goal; kiss, kiss, kiss . . . 
 
    'I'm so happy we're together,' Michelle told me at half-time. 'But what does Martha make of us?' 
 
    'She's happy I've found somebody,' I replied, rubbing my nose against hers, feeling her tits press onto mine, feeling her groin against me, slowly, almost imperceptibly moving on me. 
 
    There we were, out in the open, not closeted away in a lesbian pub or hidden in the depths of our campus, wantonly expressing mutual attraction, without a doubt loud and proud. 
 
    'I didn't see Martha as the understanding sort,' Michelle said, staring into my eyes. 
 
    'Neither did I, but she was amazingly considerate. You could actually have listened in without any awkwardness at all.' 
 
    'Did you tell her about our plan?' 
 
    'Having sex this afternoon was mentioned.' 
 
    'Was she cool with it?' 
 
    'She was cooler than a cucumber. And she wasn't anti-lezzie at all. If anything there a danger she might want to join in.' 
 
    'Not my scene,' said Michelle. 
 
    'Not mine either,' I lied. 
 
    'So shall we go for it?' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'Shall we go ahead with the plan without further ado?' 
 
    'There's another forty-five minutes yet. It's too early for lunchtime drinks.' 
 
    Michelle patted my buns, 
 
    'I ain't talking about drinks, honey, I'm talking about bed.' 
 
    I gulped. Then my heart skipped as I realized I was imminently going to find out. About her tongue I mean: I was going discover how it felt on me and in me. 
 
    'We can have drinks first,' she went on, 'if you absolutely, totally insist, but I want to introduce you to Shelly.' 
 
    'Shelly?' I said dumbly. 
 
    'Shelly's my girly side,' Michelle explained. 'And believe you me; she wants to get to know you a whole lot better . . .' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 44 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Having full-on sex with Martha was astounding. When we'd messed about before we'd never actually been on our own. No, much as it pains me to admit this, before we'd almost always done it for show. 
 
    Yes, before we'd almost always done it because we had guys with us and they wanted to see us making out . . . or at least pretending to make out. 
 
    Thanks to my obsession with Michelle I'd been ignoring Martha for weeks and weeks; longer than ever in recorded history. Well, my time with Mick aside, I had. Mick had been a male error of mine. I'd been faithful to him far too long. Meanwhile he paid less and less attention to me and more and more attention to anyone else in (or out of) a cute short dress. 
 
    Thinking about it, with the benefit of hindsight, in the weeks and months after Mick I did become rather wild. From footloose, fancy-free I'd raced through devout, almost nun-like to . . . to . . . 
 
    Well, as I said, after Mick I'd partied a lot. And, aided and abetted by Martha, I'd graduated from having one guy at a time to having as many as I could lay my hands on. 
 
    In other words Martha's naked body was not something I didn't know. Following our unwritten but very clear guidelines, I'd kissed and caressed all of it up from the underside of her breasts. And she'd done likewise to me. 
 
    Lower down I'd never touched but I had seen her have sex, and not always with only one partner. 
 
    And yes indeed, she could say the same for me. 
 
    But that limited kissing, caressing and watching hard cocks gliding in and out wasn't a patch on us being alone together, with every last boundary scrapped. 
 
    At the risk of sounding all "Mills & Boon", kissing Martha was nostalgic, like stepping into familiarly worn slippers. Not that I'm really comparing her to a pair of old footwear. No, I'm trying to say that she was warm and comfortable and cosy. 
 
    She was the one who had seduced me, however. She was the one who didn't want comfortable or cosy. 
 
    There on my bed, me taken by surprise in panties, bra and hold-up stockings, Martha in nothing at all, I tried to make our embrace linger. 
 
    Fat chance of that! 
 
    Pressing hard on my shoulders, she forced me lower and lower, not even letting me break off to say hello to her luscious tits. Almost immediately I was into what used to be forbidden territory. 
 
    And my already stratospheric excitement soared. 
 
    She means it, I thought. She means it and by golly I'm not going to say no. 
 
    Taking for granted our old rules were now old hat I homed in on her sex. 
 
    She came instantly. 
 
    I came just as quick and twice as hard. 
 
    Result! 
 
    Not sparing her in the least, I focused on her clit. She screeched and squealed and the next thing I knew it was four in the morning. 
 
    Take this as a criticism-free observation: Martha wanted and expected those first few hours to be all me; yes, all me on her. 
 
    And take it from me I was only too happy to go with the flow. 
 
    Talk about flowing . . . 
 
    Martha very evidently, very liquidly enjoyed the experience, possibly as much as I did. And no, for once I am not exaggerating. Right then I hadn't a clue which way I'd go in the future, giving or taking and all that. But right then I didn't care. All I knew was that I got off on bringing a girl off. 
 
    Yes, bringing Martha off again and again was a colossal thrill. 
 
    At the time my thoughts were centred entirely on her; the rest of my life mattered not, be it looking forward or back. All I wanted to do was pleasure her and pleasure her. 
 
    Four in the morning was pushing it, though. Leastways it was when I was doing all the work. 
 
    'Timeout,' said I, rolling off her, making the time-honoured hand signal. 
 
    'Holy Jesus,' Martha groaned, staring up at the ceiling. 'Remind me; why did I ever waste time on men?' 
 
    'I've been asking myself that for the last month,' I replied, ragged but truthfully. 
 
    'I'm so glad we've done it again,' Martha went on. Then, maybe more hastily than necessary, she added: 'It was like the good old days.' 
 
    'We fit together like feet in a pair of worn slippers,' I agreed. 
 
    'Is that meant to sound flattering?' 
 
    The overheads were off but I'd left my bedside lamp on. Turning my head, doing best to keep my greedy eyes off Martha's tits, I gave her a grin. 
 
    'I've already had that argument with myself. And yes, it is meant to sound flattering.' 
 
    'Okay then; consider me flattered.' 
 
    'Consider me exhausted.' 
 
    'Is that my lot?' Martha laughed. 'Are we over and done with for the night?' 
 
    'Are we heck over and done with; but I know your sexual appetites, babe. That why I stopped the clock. Give me ten and I'll be back like Arnie.' 
 
    'I'd prefer you to be back like Dotty.' 
 
    'Well said; as charming as ever. But you still need to give me ten; unless you want to take over.' 
 
    Martha made a see-saw motion with her hand. 'I do and I don't. Let's leave that treat for later.' 
 
    I laughed. 'How much frigging later can tonight really get?' 
 
    'It's Saturday,' she replied saucily. 'Time doesn't really matter. I'm cool until say, nine o'clock.' 
 
    I reminded myself of the current time (she expected another five hours!) and groaned. 'Fucking hell, girl, do I look like Wonder Woman?' 
 
    'Hair colour aside yes, you do, actually. Okay, so she's maybe a couple of inches taller, but the rest of you compares.' 
 
    What a crock of crap! 
 
    'I've heard better lines in The Pride.' I observed wryly. 'In fact I've heard better lines from guys.' 
 
    'Maybe you have. But I really do mean it.' 
 
    There was a light in Martha's eyes that made me gulp. It made me speechless too, come to that. 
 
    She, the woman with the mostest, clearly did mean what she'd said. 
 
    Okay, she was horrendously wide of the mark, but hey, thoughts count; even when they miss their target by light years. 
 
    'All right,' I said breathlessly, 'eight more minutes then we'll see how long I can last.' 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Waking up face-down in Martha's tits was a lifetime high. Only vaguely aware it was daylight outside I asked what time it was. Okay, so maybe I muttered and mumbled more than asked, Eloquence is not easy around a mouthful of luscious breast. 
 
    'Half nine,' Martha replied, 'you fell asleep on me but don't worry about it; it's Saturday. You ain't missed anything yet.' 
 
    I had a nipple close to my tongue so I licked it; it would have been rude not to. And, when it almost immediately came erect, a bolt of sheer delight ran through me. 
 
    No regrets or second thoughts from her, I concluded gleefully. Far from it! 
 
    There were no regrets or second thoughts from me, either. Ashamed as I am to admit it, I did not think of anything or anyone other than the there and then. 
 
    And miracles do happen! 
 
    Before I could go back down on Martha she pushed me onto my back and went down on me. 
 
    Heaven, heaven, heaven! 
 
    You know me and comparisons; I'm simply not going to make any. Let's just say there was not a thing "virginal" about the way she had me. Let's just say her efforts were exquisite. 
 
    We took yet another timeout around ten thirty. Nose-to-nose and tit-to-tit with Martha on top, I couldn't help but smile. 
 
    'You're right,' I said, 'we wasted far too much time on men.' 
 
    'Fuck all mankind,' she countered. 'Or rather, let someone else fuck all mankind. I only want to fuck you from now on.' 
 
    That grounded me with a bump. 
 
    'I know,' Martha said. 'I know, I know. This has to be our little secret, right? It can't happen again.' 
 
    'I want it to happen again,' my mouth said of its own accord. 'Why don't we stay in bed all day?' 
 
    'I'd love to do that, but I have a very important hockey match at two o'clock. And I'm seeing Craig afterwards.' 
 
    'Craig?' 
 
    'He's the guy who lent Michelle his wheels. Unfortunately I made him certain promises I'll have to keep. And talking about Michelle: shouldn't you be keeping in touch?' 
 
    Rats. I'd forgotten about my number one girlfriend's mission of mercy. Or was it really a mission of begging for forgiveness? 
 
    Noting my creased brow Martha assisted. 
 
    'Your phone's buzzed a dozen times. At least one of them must be from her.' 
 
    'A dozen times; how long have you been awake?' 
 
    'I was too happy to sleep. Now check your mailbox, for God's sake.' 
 
    I had several missed calls and five texts, one of them from Michelle. Ignoring the rest I opened it. 
 
    BREAKFAST NOT A PATCH ON MADCHESTER AND STILL NO DECENT ESCORTS TO BE SEEN. I AM LEAVING NOW. HOPE TO BE IN TRURO IN TIME FOR LUNCH AND AFTERNOON VISITING. I WILL RING YOU THIS AFT. HUGS AND KISSES. AND REMEMBER TO KEEP YOU-KNOW-WHAT WARM FOR ME. 
 
    I checked the arrival time. 'She's a good hour or more down the road by now,' I told Martha. 'She hopes to be in the big city for lunch.' 
 
    Martha has always been able to read me. 'What is it? Have you a problem I don't know about?' 
 
    I ditched my mobile on the bedside table and hesitated. Before Michelle I'd always told Martha all about everything. I'd even described the feel of some nameless guy's cock in me. But since Michelle I had told her nix. 
 
    And she was the best friend I'd ever had or ever would have . . . 
 
    'Between you and me,' I began carefully, 'I have my doubts.' 
 
    'Do you mean about Michelle?' 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    'Pray do tell more.' 
 
    'You don't really like her, do you?' 
 
    'We get on but that's neither here nor there. And I certainly don't actively despise her. So tell me more.' 
 
    As if I could have ever fobbed Martha off so simply! 
 
    'The Michelle we see everyday isn't the only one,' I said awkwardly. 'In bed she's different again.' 
 
    'Aren't we all?' 
 
    'Maybe we are; but not this different.' 
 
    'So please enlarge.' 
 
    I gulped. 'Ninety per cent of the time she goes all girly. She even calls herself "Shelly" when she's in that mode.' 
 
    'Shelly, okay;' Martha sort of shrugged and raised her eyebrows, 'so what about the other ten per cent?' 
 
    'When she's in her strap-on she's the absolute opposite.' 
 
    'You fuck with a strap-on?' 
 
    'Of course we do. Why do you think we make so much noise?' 
 
    'Silly me; of course you do.' Martha surprised me with a big grin and by landing her hand on me. 
 
    (I'm far too modest to say just where but trust me, it was intimate contact indeed.) 
 
    'Is she good?' Martha asked with a catch in her voice. 'With her strap-on, I mean.' 
 
    'She's beyond brilliant.' 
 
    'Should I take that as a recommendation?' 
 
    'Yes; it is a recommendation.' 
 
    'In that case you'd better go down on me again while I consider the possibilities.' 
 
    Fucking hockey matches! 
 
    What sort of lunatic invented hockey and planned matches for two o'clock on an afternoon? 
 
    Okay, so maybe hockey wasn't strictly "invented". Maybe it evolved thousands of years before soccer or rugby, but why should anyone ever plan a game for a Saturday afternoon when I wanted to have sex? 
 
    Concluding my conversation with Martha, she reckoned all girls acted differently in bed. To her it was black and white: girls who weren't "butch" or "femme" switched to please their partners. I told her that Michelle went with prostitutes and she thought the idea was empowering. 
 
    'The super-sexy lady fucks ladies,' she said. 'You openly admit that there were no tracks on your escort's arms and insist she made Beyoncé look like a limp rag. And that she fucked you like a tigress in heat. I'm sorry babe; I can't see your problem.' 
 
    'Prostitution can never be right,' said I, doing my best to believe my own words. 
 
    'Prostitution stinks,' said Martha vehemently. 'I've heard of hotels where girls trawl the corridors to knock on doors, asking for "business" . . .' 
 
    'It wasn't like that,' I objected. 'It was a very posh hotel and Michelle arranged for Amber to visit in advance.' 
 
    'So you said. And I don't doubt you for one instant. Now forget about her and think about our little problem.' 
 
    'What problem?' 
 
    'How are we going to find more opportunities to get it together again?' 
 
    That hit home. 
 
    'I don't know,' I admitted. 'We can't rely on non-fatal car crashes every week.' 
 
    'There has to be something we can come up with,' Martha insisted. 'Doing it again has given me a hunger for you.' 
 
    'You keep saying "again".' I frowned. 'Do you know something I don't?' 
 
    'Hand on heart you really don't remember that drunken night in my bed?' 
 
    'I don't. Not a thing. But you obviously do. So tell me.' 
 
    'Go down on me again. I'll tell you afterwards.' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    It was approaching lunchtime when Martha finally told me we'd drunkenly sixty-nined. 
 
    'Clumsily but very satisfactorily,' she went on. 'I'm surprised you don't remember the taste of me. I certainly remember the taste of you. Never mind old slippers, you taste divine.' 
 
    It wasn't the first time I'd heard that. Frowning again, I struggled to recall that long ago night then, when nothing came to me, I thought about my recent taste of Martha's sweet juice. And a bulb lit up in my head. Yes, my old suspicions had been confirmed: her individual flavour did strike a chord. 
 
    'I do and no I don't,' I said cautiously, 'but why didn't you tell me when I asked before?' 
 
    'Because I supposed you were embarrassed, maybe hiding the truth from yourself.' 
 
    'I might have been,' I conceded. 'But I wish you'd told me.' 
 
    'Oh bugger off, girlfriend. I was protecting your finer feelings. Okay?' 
 
    'Right; if you say so.' 
 
    'I do, so it is. End of.' 
 
    That was typical Martha. Never mind my "finer feelings", she wanted to maintain the upper hand. 
 
    (Come to mention her hand: somehow it had crept back between my legs.) 
 
    'Oh yes,' I sighed. 
 
    'Oh yes, that's the end?' 
 
    'Oh yes I don't want this to ever end. Keep on exactly as you are doing.' 
 
    For a while Martha was silent and kept dutifully on. I wondered how long we'd sixty-nined and who'd been on top, but only briefly. I had better things to think about; better things by far. 
 
    Then Vesuvius erupted and I did my best to scream the house down. 
 
    And in all fairness, I did it well. 
 
    Not to mention loud, proud and careless of snoops. 
 
    'What about our little problem?' Martha eventually resumed. 
 
    'Depends if Michelle bothers to come back,' said I. 'If she doesn't then we don't have a problem.' 
 
    'Of course she's coming back. She keeps begging you to keep this warm for her, no?' She patted my pussy in illustration. 
 
    I gritted my teeth and asked the question I had been delaying. 
 
    'Do you think Michelle has a split personality?' 
 
    The response came without hesitation. 'I think she is being the girl you want her to be; switching from minute to minute. I think she's being the same as every other girl under the sun. But I also think me and you need to fuck more, and sometime soon at that.' 
 
    She kissed me harder than ever, 
 
    'When,' I gasped, breathlessly. 
 
    'Can't be tonight,' Martha replied. 'So let's make it tomorrow afternoon. Then we need a plan.' 
 
    'I'll speak to her,' said I. 'She doesn't want a relationship so I'll speak to her and find out what she does want.' 
 
    'Do you mean like having one night a week free to fuck around?' 
 
    'I suppose I do, but I'd have phrased it more politely. And I'd prefer to keep you out of the equation for the time being. Knowing I want to . . . ahem, have sex with you might affect her decision.' 
 
    'That makes sense. When do you intend to open negotiations?' 
 
    'I'll do it Monday or Tuesday. I'll keep you posted as we go.' 
 
    'What if she wants fidelity?' 
 
    'She won't.' 
 
    'But what if she does?' 
 
    'Then we really are going to have to scheme and plot, aren't we.' 
 
    'Okay.' 
 
    Martha's fingers tightened on my pussy. 'You're cool with the idea of two-timing?' 
 
    'No,' I said truthfully, but I'll do it for you.' 
 
    'Will you really?' 
 
    'Yes; really and without a second thought.' 
 
    'Like you didn't have a second thought with that bouncer?' 
 
    I gaped at her. 
 
    'Twenty-odd minutes for a pee,' Martha scoffed, 'with Miss Big Tits in there with you all the while? I may look innocent but I'm aware of the ways of the world. As you know; yeah?' 
 
    Yes, I knew the ways of the world. I'd seen Martha cheerfully being double-penetrated more than once. And, as you already know, she knew all the dirt about me even better than I did. 
 
    'Miss Big Tits is quite nice,' I said defensively. 'And I wasn't in there long enough for anything to happen.' 
 
    'Bollocks! It takes you two minutes at most to pee, wash and dry. Even if you dump . . .' 
 
    'Martha,' I cried, horrified. 
 
    But she was remorseless. 
 
    'Your longest recorded pit stop is five minutes. Okay, so you're not a threat to Lewis Hamilton, but you are predictable as him. He always wins; you are always back drinking your drink in the flash of an eye. Twenty minutes means you got fucked.' 
 
    'Not necessarily.' 
 
    'Come on, Dotty. You were gone far too long and came back with lippy all over the place. And she followed you straight in there. And to cap it all, you came back with that look in your eyes.' 
 
    'I don't do lippy.' I protested, 'not much, anyway.' 
 
    'You're sparing, I agree. But you do use some. And most of the lippy I saw smeared on you was too pale; not your colour at all.' 
 
    I cursed at that. Using minimal cosmetics meant I rarely checked my appearance in mirrors. Last night mustn't have been an exception. It was a fair cop with no point pretending it wasn't. 
 
    'We did have a quickie,' I confessed. Then, out of nowhere my treacherous mouth added: 'Well, three quickies if you must know.' 
 
    'You had three quickies with that big, butch babe?' Martha sounded impressed if not awed. There again, she'd drawn the attention of a very manly wannabe back there in The Pride. Manliness clearly did something for her. When I'd got back on the scene she'd been visibly devouring the wannabe and practically drooling. 
 
    In contrast I preferred sexy babes . . . At least I thought I did, one big butch bouncer aside. 
 
    'I'll tell her you're interested,' I told Martha. 'In Robin, I mean.' 
 
    'So Ms Three Times in Twenty Minutes is Robin, is she?' 
 
    'Yes, she is.' 
 
    'And you'll be seeing her tonight?' 
 
    It was my turn to seesaw my hand, mentally crossing my fingers. 'Ziggy's on tonight,' I said aloud. 'I might go leer at her a while. But Robin will be working (what a porkie!) so she won't be a factor.' 
 
    'Naturally,' Martha purred. 'Apart from fucking you again in the ladies' she'll hardly be there at all, will she?' 
 
    I did my best to come up with a pithy response and failed miserably. 
 
    'You've worn me out,' I mumbled. 'Perhaps I'll watch Strictly and have an early night . . .' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Martha effed off for her frigging inconvenient hockey match around one o'clock. Very much at a loose end, I wandered back to campus and dined in the Union Bar on pie with mushy peas and lashings of beer. 
 
    Not to mention two spoonsful of delicious mint sauce. 
 
    (On my pie I mean, not in my pint: I'm not a complete heathen.) 
 
    Saturday afternoons in the Union were creepily quiet compared to weekdays, which were rowdy to say the least. Replete with food but still needing more fluids I sat and mused. 
 
    Just how much of a slut was I? Without arguing the toss whether Michelle had deserted me or not, I had jumped straight into another's arms without pause for thought. 
 
    No, I had jumped straight into two other's arms without pause for thought. 
 
    As I moodily stared into my slowly settling pint of best bitter someone approached me. 
 
    'May I?' she asked politely. 
 
    I recognized her as a prominent local lezzie (the Union Bar was full of them; there might possibly have been more in there at any one time than there ever was in The Pride). 
 
    Except now it wasn't more of "them"; it was more of "us". I'd crossed the divide once and for all. 
 
    'Please do,' said I, hoping to match the girl for politeness. She was my sort of age, punky but very pretty with a shiny stud in her tongue. No doubt about it: I found her attractive. 
 
    And what would shiny stud feel like on my . . . 
 
    'Alone in a crowded room,' she said, talking a seat opposite me. 
 
    'It's not so crowded.' 
 
    'Sorry, but that's my favourite opening line. Shall I try starting again?' 
 
    As if on cue my mobile rang. Expressing sincere apologies, I answered it. 
 
    'It's me,' Michelle began without preamble. 'Where are you?' 
 
    'In the Union,' I replied, 'about to be chatted up by a girl who looks a lot like Lisbeth Salander.' 
 
    Michelle wasn't noticeably worried. 'Have you inspected her dragon tattoo?' 
 
    'Not yet. She's only just sat down.' Then, as "Lisbeth" rolled her sharp blue eyes: 'Where are you?' 
 
    'I'm in a pub opposite Treliske Hospital. Well, actually it's half a mile down the road, but it's decent and nearest. Ten times as expensive as the centre of London, though. They don't half know how to rip off tourists down here.' 
 
    'The locals will get discounts,' I volunteered, 'their pints will only cost a pound.' 
 
    'What, a pound?' Michelle laughed out loud. 'Trust me, babe; you don't even get a pound in your change from a fiver in there parts.' 
 
    'How's your ex?' I asked as Lisbeth re-rolled her eyes. 
 
    'They're still a bit concerned about her leg, but she's in good spirits.' 
 
    'And she's speaking to you?' 
 
    'She cried when I showed up. And yes; she's speaking to me. In fact she seems delighted to see me.' 
 
    I ground to a halt at that. Without a punky companion I might have made early enquiries about the ins and outs of our "relationship". Watched as I was by those sharp blue eyes, I didn't dare. 
 
    'So her leg is looking good?' I asked, foolishly. 
 
    'Her leg's in a cast and suspended in the air,' Michelle replied tartly. Then she laughed again and let me off the hook. 
 
    'The prognosis is much more promising now. Even Claire's stopped fretting . . . unlike the mother from hell.' 
 
    'Ronnie's mother is there, then,' I said, aware Michelle hated the woman. 
 
    'You bet she is. And the crash was entirely my fault. If I hadn't split with Ronnie she wouldn't have been on the A30 There again, if I hadn't been such a bitch, she'd have had a different life altogether. If I did not exist she would have been somewhere else and safe as houses.' 
 
    'Ronnie's mother sounds like the Wicked Witch of the West, except nastier.' 
 
    'Trust me, Dotty: she gives wicked witches everywhere a bad name. I could swear that she hopes Ronnie loses her leg, just so she can blame me.' 
 
    'You can't possibly be to blame.' 
 
    'Don't introduce reason or logic when it comes to that cow. She makes her own rules.' 
 
    Lost in the labyrinth, I asked what happened next. 
 
    'I'm going back for evening visiting later on. And I'm heading north first thing in the morning.' 
 
    'Where are you overnighting?' I couldn't help but wonder. 
 
    Don't ask what answer I expected. Whatever it was, I got one out of deep left field. 
 
    'Claire has booked a B&B. I'm going to stay with her.' 
 
    'Claire?' I echoed. 
 
    'She's the girl who tipped me off about the accident in the first place. My old buddy from Bath. She was here when I arrived. And the Wicked Witch hates her almost as much as she hates me. Let's just say we've formed an alliance.' 
 
    'Not groin-to-groin,' I said thoughtlessly. 
 
    'Not yet,' she replied with a chuckle. 'But there's even less choice of escorts down here than there is in Bristol. All these nearby ports and no girls! What's that all about?' 
 
    would have gone into more detail but I didn't want Lisbeth's eyes to pop out of her head. Hearing one half of the conversation seemed to be affecting her. And my half was the modest half. 
 
    'Do I need to tell you to behave yourself,' I asked instead. 
 
    'Don't worry about me, Claire and a double bed.' Michelle chuckled again. 'Between you and me, she's become Ronnie's best friend. And she's done it since I've been off the scene. We're rivals in a way, but not deadly rivals. My chances are slim.' 
 
    'Keep off the 0898 numbers.' 
 
    'I will. Give Ms Salander one for me. Bye.' 
 
    And Michelle was gone before I could reply. 
 
    As I rang off Lisbeth rose to her feet. 
 
    'Something I said?' I wondered. 
 
    'Yes, something too complicated for me. Let's resume at a later date.' 
 
    I looked at her small buds of breasts and felt loss. 
 
    'My life isn't always going to be complicated,' my mouth said. 
 
    Lisbeth laughed in parting. 'Want to bet?' 
 
    Common sense told me my best option was to go home, catch up on lost sleep. Instead I went home, showered and dressed like a whore. Well, hopefully like a tasteful whore. I know I mentioned "sultry" a while ago but then I was referring to conditions in my bed. Outside it was warm for the time of year but far from sultry of an evening. 
 
    Consequently my attire wasn't entirely appropriate for a breezy October night. 
 
    Not according to Puritan opinions, it wasn't. 
 
    Fully aware that I shouldn't be doing it, fully aware that I had given Robin half a promise, and fully aware Michelle was spending a night with some "buddy from Bath", I tricked myself out in my shortest leather dress and my sexiest shiny black over-the-knee boots, 
 
    My halter top wasn't much less revealing, come to that. 
 
    Come to that it couldn't have revealed more if it tried. 
 
    Applying (by my standards) an excessive amount of eyeshadow and just a relative hint of lipstick I called myself good. 
 
    Well, I was good for something, anyway. 
 
    To tell the truth and shame the devil: I won't say I was provocative but I had seen a few porn stars looking more ready for a Sunday morning in church. 
 
    Not that I watch porn videos. Honest! 
 
    Digression over; back to the tale. 
 
    So, tits mostly out, wearing a too-tight top but otherwise clad in shiny black leather and alone for once, I made my bold way to The Pride. 
 
    Signs advertising Ziggy were everywhere. I'd never noticed so many signs before. Tiger Lily didn't get nearly so many. And Tiger Lily bared all, for God's sake . . . 
 
    A bit like I would if anything slipped so much as an inch. 
 
    When I got there it was early. Someone was due on as a warm-up but, as yet she was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Fortunately, and to my great delight, Robin was there to be seen, standing at the bar and casually dressed. Her ailing friend had obviously recovered so she was on a night off, drinking large whites. 
 
    My approach was always intended to be full-on. So far she'd made all the running and I wanted to be seductive if nothing else. Seductive and then submissive. I guessed both were in the script and did not have a problem with that. 
 
    And casual dress for Robin only made her look better. 
 
    Tonight, instead of her distinctive "uniform" of mostly black with a bow tie she was in fashionably slashed blue jeans and a man-sized, very well-ironed white shirt. 
 
    The sight of her tanned flesh through those fashionably slashed denims weakened my knees. 
 
    How fit is she! I thought, and not for the first time. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    'Fancy seeing you here,' I began, subconsciously thinking of Lisbeth, wishing I had a catchier opening line. 
 
    'Just fancy,' Robin replied, eying me, her expression neutral. 
 
    'Frances recovered then?' I asked, waving to yet another punk barmaid, indicating the same again times two. 
 
    'Yeah, but her judgment's lacking. She just let you in, didn't she?' 
 
    'She must have liked my boots,' said I. 'Do you?' 
 
    Robin redirected her gaze away from my face, almost tangibly passing over my tits and down to my feet. 
 
    'Yeah,' she admitted, 'I like them a lot.' 
 
    I paid the barmaid and swigged vino. Confidence bolstered, I asked Robin if she was cool with me being here in her place of work. 
 
    'Maybe I'd prefer somewhere else,' she said. 'But you're here to see Ziggy.' 
 
    The warm-up act was on stage as she spoke. She looked like Kate Bush but didn't sound like her in the least . . . as if anybody possibly could. And it wasn't as if the girl even tried. No, she sang what I assumed to be Britney covers in a modern pop way. 
 
    Big disappointment or what! 
 
    Forgetting the long-haired songstress, I put my mouth close to Robin's ear. 
 
    'Here's the latest news,' I whispered, 'I'm not here for either of the acts; I'm here for you.' 
 
    Robin downed her new drink in one and favoured me with one of her rare smiles. 
 
    'In that case let's go,' she said. 
 
    As always her smile captivated me. Tall, strong and transformed into incredible beauty, what was there not to like? 
 
    I swigged off the rest of my pinot with alacrity. 
 
    'Take me away from here,' I said. 'Take me anywhere. No, bugger that, just take me . . .' 
 
    I can't credit how corny those last few words sound. But when I did say them I meant every syllable from the bottom of my heart. And, for the record, I had no thoughts for Michelle at all. Or for Martha, come to that. As far as I was concerned I was a free agent. Michelle was in a B&B having sex with a girl called "Claire", who just happened to be her supposed rival! As if!! 
 
    And Martha was paying for Michelle's car-loan in the most fundamental way of all. Looking at life like that, why shouldn't I be footloose? 
 
    Michelle was also determinedly avoiding all discussions about "us", "relationships" and anything in general along those lines. She had even encouraged me to have a go at "Ms Salander" . . . a girl she had probably never even seen. 
 
    Added in to the equation, Robin really was sex on legs. 
 
    If I was exaggerating as per usual, I'd say my head was in turmoil as we left The Pride. It wasn't. I was more sexually excited than ever, but my head was fixed solely on want. 
 
    I wanted Robin so badly it hurt. 
 
    Two female doorpersons nodded at us as we passed. 
 
    'That was fast,' one of them said, not trying to pretend to hiss an aside. 
 
    Knowing they were teasing their workmate I jumped in before Robin could respond. 
 
    'I'm a fast worker, me. I've always an eye for the main chance.' 
 
    'You might have bitten off more than you can chew.' 
 
    'That might be the way I like it.' 
 
    Both bouncers crowed, momentarily dropping their tough, professional personas. 
 
    'Go for it Rob,' one cried, 'give the girl what she wants.' 
 
    'Watch your ass,' added the other, 'this one isn't quite as innocent as she looks.' 
 
    I didn't know whether to take that last comment as a compliment or an insult. But who in her right mind would argue with two ginormous doorpersons? I laughed along with them and let Robin lead me by the hand down the street and into another pub. 
 
    I don't really want another drink,' I told her. 'You know what I want.' 
 
    'One drink,' she said, stern as ever. 'I want to talk.' 
 
    'I want to fuck,' I replied, surprising myself . . . and somewhat shocking myself too. 
 
    Heading for the bar Robin gave me another of her only-too rare smiles. 'I guess that is apparent. Worry not; it is going to happen. In the meantime let's chat. Get to know each other . . . let's do girly things like that.' 
 
    Don't ask what we chatted about. I sincerely do not know. Maybe it was girly or maybe my supposedly seductive front was as transparent as glass. All I do remember is me constantly asking Robin to take me home to her bed and, at last, thank all the gods, she finally said yes. 
 
    'It's early,' she told me, 'but you're very persuasive.' 
 
    'Screw persuasive,' said I, just like a heroine in one of my big sis's Jane Austen novels (not!), 'why don't you just club me and carry me off over your shoulder?' 
 
    'Because I respect women,' Robin replied. 'To be quite honest I love all women, whether they are straight or not. Clubbing a girl isn't ever gonna happen.' 
 
    'What if she wants to be clubbed?' 
 
    'Still isn't ever gonna happen.' 
 
    'What about a passive arrest?' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'What about skipping the foreplay and just carrying me off over your shoulder?' 
 
    That rewarded me with yet another endangered smile. 
 
    'I suppose that could be arranged,' she conceded. 
 
    Yet again I drained my glass. 
 
    'Thank fuck for small mercies. Let's go for it!' 
 
    Robin's cottage was off the cover of a chocolate-box. Even in an advanced state of arousal I admired the mullioned windows and thatched roof (okay, so I am lying about that roof!). But it was marvellously unexpected and feminine. And stepping into her bedroom was mind-blowing. 
 
    Unlike the rest of her home, her bedroom was modern yet stylish. I loved it on sight. 
 
    Not that I wasted much time on sightseeing . . . 
 
    By then we were both pawing at each other. I still expected to be submissive but frankly could not wait. Slightly less forward than she had been the night before, Robin kissed me, in a sweet, endearing way. 
 
    And just how endearing was that! Last night she'd been all hunger and passion. Now haste wasn't a factor. Now she was slow, hot and thorough. 
 
    There went the muscles in my legs again. How good was she! 
 
    How better than good. 
 
    Breaking off the best embrace ever, she gripped my halter top and pulled it up and over my head. And then, seamlessly, she unhooked my bra. 
 
    Like wow! I did that every day but no way as efficiently as her! 
 
    'Gorgeous tits,' she said before munching on them deliciously. 
 
    I moaned and groaned and sounded like the girls in those videos. (You know; the one's I allegedly don't watch). 
 
    'Anything,' I gasped, 'anything, anywhere. Just make it soon.' 
 
    Robin responded by unfastening her shirt and I nearly died. Well-developed babe or what? Every last thing about her was perfection. 
 
    On first sight her tits looked enhanced. On closer inspection I realized that her pecs were stronger than strong. She was self-supporting and looked fantastic for it. Penthouse pets couldn't hope to look nearly so good. 
 
    Very few of them were as deeply tanned, either. As well as working out like a demon she had to be a sunbed freak par excellence. 
 
    As for the rest of her . . . well fuck me and say thanks. Although her shoulders were twice as wide as mine she seemed tall rather than broad. In other words she must have trained so she looked good as well as felt good. And hadn't she trained! Her arms made Charles Atlas look like a wimp, and don't get me going about her six-pack. 
 
    You already know that I have fucked a few men in my time. But I'd never fucked anyone with a body like hers. And yeah, I'm taking all aspects of body-shape into account. Women are much sexier, obviously. But very few men could compete with Robin when it came to visual impact. 
 
    When it came to first impressions the girl was immense. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Robin wanted me to keep on my boots. I cheerfully obliged. One fleeting glimpse of her pussy would have persuaded me into anything. A short, inverted pyramid of blonde-white, deliberately pointing downn to the gates of Paradise itself . . . 
 
    Resisting the invitation wasn't an option. Forgetting submissive, I sank to my knees and ate her. 
 
    And ate her and ate her. 
 
    How delightful was that! 
 
    Finally, after ages of mutual excess, she tensed and then convulsed. 
 
    I mentally squealed along with her. By then I'd expected to have been royally fucked. Bringing her off instead was a massive bonus. 
 
    'Knickers,' she commanded, assuming control. 'Make them history.' 
 
    I obeyed like the keenest grunt in the class. 
 
    'I'm boss from now,' she said sternly (yet still visibly trembling). 'Got that all right?' 
 
    'Got it good,' said I, stepping out of the garment in question, quite efficiently avoiding snagging on my boot heels. 
 
    'Awesome,' she crooned. 'Get on your ass on the bed this second. And keep those frigging boots on, whatever you do.' 
 
    As if I was likely to resist! 
 
    Having sex with Rob was an experience to remember. And yes, she became "Rob" as soon as she hit on my clit. 
 
    What a tender touch! 
 
    How brilliant was she!! 
 
    By now you know me and my reluctance to compare. Keeping up appearances, let's just say that Rob was skilled beyond belief. 
 
    Trust me; Robin soon proved she didn't tell lies. Older women truly were much more experienced; yes, much more experienced by at least a million miles. 
 
    After letting me eat her she went down on me. Then she gave me a mistress class in tribbing. And then she surprised me with an induction class in scissoring. 
 
    I'd never done scissoring before and had heard that it felt awkward and uncomfortable. But take it from me: not with Rob it didn't. With Rob it felt spectacular . . . almost as good as having her on top of me, rubbing all of her sex on my hungry clitoris, making me cum and cum. 
 
    Finally, after taking me through all seven heavens, winding up face-to-face, me with my boot-clad legs wrapped around her, she came. And maybe as long as five minutes later, she stopped all of her grinding and groaning, shrieking and moaning. 
 
    Trust me, mere videotape couldn't do her justice. You had to have been there. 
 
    'Splendid,' she gasped. 'Do you like strap-ons?' 
 
    I dithered a moment, although I didn't relax the grip of my legs on her. Rob was an exceptionally strong woman and I was in her home, practically at her mercy. In my murky past I'd have never gone to a strange guy's home so readily. And only last night she'd vigorously fingered me. What if she was vigorous again? What if she was too vigorous by far? 
 
    Then again, nothing that had happened so far had been in any way objectionable. She'd proved she could be strong and caring at the same time. 
 
    Trusting her, I nodded. 'I like penetration,' I said softly. ''You can if you want.' 
 
    Rob untangled her gorgeous body from my clutches and walked across her bedroom, stopping at a wide set of drawers and rooting about inside the second one down. 
 
    'Which would you prefer?' she asked, holding up dildos. 
 
    I laughed out loud. I'd already been through this conversation with Michelle, but she only had two to choose from. Rob was holding up four and she'd been rooting a while. I got the impression she had more options if needed. 
 
    'That one,' said I,' indicating what I took to be second-largest, not wanting to poop the party. 
 
    Rob tossed me a harness, astounding me. Yes astounding me. 
 
    'You get to go first,' she added, passing over the chosen dildo. 
 
    Up until that memorable Saturday night I'd only ever had strap-on sex with Michelle. And the majority of that had been with me on the receiving end. Rob's harness was simpler, though: I got it on with no problems at all. 
 
    And, once on, I knew what to do with it. I had had an almost indecent number of male lovers in that murky past of mine, remember? Indeed I'd enjoyed having male-female sex. Cutting to the chase, I knew what felt good to me and what did not. 
 
    So, after going down on Rob to ensure she was ready . . . 
 
    As if! It was patently obvious Rob was ready for anything; I went down on her again just because I wanted to. 
 
    'Yes, yes,' she murmured as I rather reluctantly slid back up her incredible, deeply tanned body. 
 
    Well, what I did was this: I'd stored in my memory banks everything about fucking I liked. And I did my utmost to give Rob all my old faves. You know what I'm saying: I varied my rhythms, speed, depth and everything else that occurred to me, focussing on her responses, ever-changing but only re-using techniques that seemed to please her. 
 
    I hate to blow my own trumpet, but I screwed her good. We communicated as we fucked, you see. I suppose she realized what I was doing and . . . without ever discouraging me in the slightest . . . she let me know what worked for her and what didn't. 
 
    Not that there was much that didn't. 
 
    Top of my hit parade was with Rob on all-fours on the bed. I clambered on her, my legs gripping her flanks, my hands gripping her tits . . . 
 
    Yes, me and tits! But hers were beyond wonderful. I wouldn't have been human if I hadn't wanted to maul her. 
 
    And that was my first real go at them. Somehow I'd previously failed to give them their due. 
 
    Yes, as I said not too long ago, I screwed her good. 
 
    Except next she took control of the harness and blasted me into outer space. If I qualified as good she was super-duper cosmic. She was tireless, too. Believe it or not, I nearly ran out of orgasms. For an hour at least she held me up there in the far reaches of the universe, but happily so; I'd never been so happy to be unable to cum. 
 
    God only knows the garbage I came out with along the way. When we did at last, ultimately climax together, I remember saying this a second . . . or maybe a third . . . time: 
 
    'Just ask, anything, anywhere, anytime.' 
 
    We were face-to-face again, Rob's artificial cock still deep inside me, the heels of my boots now digging deep into her bare back. 
 
    'Have I moved up to number one?' she enquired, expression neutral again, rare smiles nowhere in sight. 
 
    I groaned as I fell to earth faster than that old Bowie film. 
 
    'My sex life is complicated,' I managed. 
 
    'You're talking about Trouble,' said Rob, her pet name for Michelle. 
 
    'We live together,' I admitted. Then I thought about Martha and accepted "complicated" was hardly the word to use. 
 
    Rob clearly took my silence as an indication of guilt. 'So tonight was a one-nighter?' 
 
    'No,' I said hastily. 'I want to see you again, and not just once. It's just . . . Well, a bit awkward.' 
 
    "Awkward" wasn't the word either. After over a month living 24/7 with Michelle not being with her was strange. So too was my jealousy when she had flit off to see her injured ex. Even though Ronnie was probably in traction or whatever they called it nowadays, I'd had images of them making up and Michelle never coming back. 
 
    In other word I'd pictured them screwing on a hospital bed. Call me perverted but that's how I saw it . . . automated positional bed adjustments only helping them achieve their goal. . . 
 
    Flimsy excuse for the weekend, I agree. I hadn't just dressed like a whore, I'd behaved like one. 
 
    No, I'd behaved like one of the very worst. 
 
    And I hadn't even charged anyone! 
 
    'I need to speak to Michelle when she gets home,' I went on. 
 
    'Michelle?' 
 
    'She's "Trouble" to you. We need to lay out guidelines. When we have, I'll get back to you. And I'll make it sooner rather than later.' 
 
    Rob stared down at me, unsmiling. Strong as she was (and as strongly as she'd fucked me) she'd not for one instant been less than considerate and obliging. Now she had her bouncer head on again. Now she was laying down the law. 
 
    'Tell you how it is,' she began, 'I'll give you a fortnight. In the meantime if you come in The Pride with Trouble I'll keep my distance and say nothing. If you come in alone, I'll bring you back here and fuck you.' 
 
    'Sounds reasonable,' I conceded. 
 
    'But if you come in with anyone else,' she continued, 'I'll rip your girl's heart out and then I'll bring you back here and fuck you. Get my drift?' 
 
    I nodded. 'I like simple rules and regulations,' I said. 'Yours are easy enough to understand.' 
 
    'A fortnight,' Rob repeated, surprising me by starting to move inside me again. 
 
    'Hey,' I said, 'already!' 
 
    This time Rob did smile. 'Anything, anywhere, anytime,' she quoted. 'No time like the present, is there?' 
 
    'No there isn't,' said I, not at all reluctantly. 'Go for it Rob.' 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    I rolled up in the Union Bar half an hour late. First person I saw was Lisbeth who took one glance at my whore's clothing and rolled her eyes. Then she burst out laughing and applauded. 
 
    Taking that as endorsement, I made my way to the bar and ordered a pint of Marston's. Gloria, who'd been running that bar since God was a lad, sorted me out with three expert pulls of her beer-pump. Two of them long, the final one much shorter, expertly topping my beer without killing the head. 
 
    She'd have gone down alright in any bar in Yorkshire, would Gloria. She knew how to pull a pint. I had spent time "south" (meaning anywhere south of Derbyshire) and knew how a perfect beer should be presented. Flat as a fart might be okay in Norfolk or London but it could cause riots "up north". 
 
    Being late but still earlier than Martha (who wasn't as bad as our previous housemate, Carole, but did have certain similarities), I cast around me. Sunday lunch in the Union varied from the usual cold baguettes; today hot roast lamb baguettes were available. The smell of mint sauce was in the air. 
 
    Again! 
 
    So probably was the smell of me. I had showered in Rob's idyllic cottage but my knickers needed changing. Leastways I assumed they did. I couldn't personally smell anything totally untoward but my reaction to being out and about with Rob hadn't exactly gone unnoticed. 
 
    Not by me, anyway. 
 
    Yes, I'd cum in my panties as soon as I'd set eyes on her there in The Pride, waiting for me. 
 
    Ready for me . . . 
 
    Rob! 
 
    What was I like!! 
 
    And how the fuck was I going to sort out my other relationships? 
 
    Living with one girl, wanting to take the odd night off to screw another one . . . 
 
    No, wanting to take the odd two nights off to screw another two . . . 
 
    Whichever way I looked at it, guys were easier to deal with. I only ever wanted a guy on a throw-away basis. Kiss 'em, fuck 'em and forget 'em . . . unless one of them performed really well and deserved kissing and fucking a second time. Girls were trickier to handle. Girls were so moreish . . . 
 
    'Alone in a crowded room,' a familiar voice said, diverting me. 
 
    'Lisbeth,' I replied, somewhat startled. 'Good to see you again. 
 
    The attractive punk rolled her eyes again. 'I'm Liz,' she said firmly, 'not Lisbeth. And my surname certainly isn't Salander.' 
 
    'You still look like Rooney Mara, and that ain't anything to be ashamed about.' 
 
    At that point two things happened: Martha entered the bar and my phone rang. 
 
    And shit, I'd been ignoring it for the last twelve hours or more. 
 
    'I need to get this,' I told Liz, recognizing Michelle's number. Martha, meanwhile, asked Gloria for a pint and glared at my companion. 
 
    'Time to go again,' said Liz. 'See you around.' 
 
    'Hiya Dotty,' Michelle said into my ear. 
 
    Hearing her voice was oddly spooky. I really hadn't expected her to come back. But here she was, presumably speeding up the country to see me. 
 
    No; speeding up the country to see treacherous, unfaithful me. 
 
    'Hiya,' I replied and, trusting my stupid gob to find something to say, added: 'Please tell me you're not phoning and driving on that awful A30.' 
 
    'I left the A30 an hour ago. I'm on the M5. And I'm not driving anywhere soon. Those motorway maintenance bastards have decided to resurface the pigging thing. I've been stood still the last twenty minutes or so.' 
 
    'Where exactly are you?' 
 
    'According to a blue and white sign I'm 22 miles from Gloucester. According to my phone that is at least 200 miles from home. God only knows when I'll get there.' 
 
    Guilt stabbed my heart. She sounded as if she really, really wanted to see me again. 
 
    'How's Ronnie?' I asked, secretly hoping for a relapse, maybe hoping for something like a get-out-of-jail-free card. 
 
    'She's bearing up. Between my two visits yesterday, her doctor told her she thought her leg would make it after all. Ronnie told me my first visit had made all the difference.' 
 
    I tried hard not to vomit. Martha, who by then was standing where Liz had been, eyed me like I'd suddenly grown two heads. 
 
    'So all friends again,' I stuttered, aiming for brightly cheerful, missing badly. 
 
    'Ronnie is still with Claire,' Michelle protested, her tone sincere. 'But that doesn't mean that I can't be friends with her again. And it doesn't mean I'm ever going to desert you.' 
 
    Gulp! 
 
    Oh my fuck; what had I done while she was away? 
 
    'Yes,' Michelle exclaimed, 'we're moving again.' Then she groaned. 'Bollocks, it's just someone who's overheated, moving onto the hard shoulder. I've got the feeling I'm going to be stuck here all day.' 
 
    Knowing me as you do, I expect you believe I took Martha home to bed and fucked her that afternoon. If that is the case you are only half correct. I took Martha home (safe in the knowledge Michelle was at least 200 miles away) with every intention of fucking her. 
 
    But we'd both had too many late nights. Friday/Saturday aside, I'd had a sex marathon with Rob. And, to quote Martha, Craig had given her "a seeing to like no man ever has before". 
 
    That's my roundabout way of saying we fell asleep after a brief but satisfactory sixty-nine. 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Waking with my face in Martha's pussy was not an unpleasant experience (it favourably compared to waking up with my face in her tits). But I woke in panic all the same. Until I'd established ground rules with Michelle my face shouldn't be seen in anyone's pussy. 
 
    And where in hell was she? 
 
    Come to that, what sort of time was it? 
 
    'Five o'clock,' Martha advised me. 'She can't possibly be due anytime soon.' 
 
    I knew she was right but showered and redressed exceptionally quickly, plumping for student stuff with T-shirt and denims (and taking care to put on uncontaminated panties). Not that I needed to hurry the way I did. When I checked my mobile I found a text timed at 4:42. 
 
    'BASTARD MOTORWAYS! THREE HOURS I WAS STUCK THERE; THREE FUCKING HOURS! THEY DON'T RESURFACE IN SUMMER WHEN TOURISTS ARE ABOUT, DO THEY? HOPE TO BE HOME FOR MAYBE EIGHT. WILL DROP OFF CRAIG'S MOTOR ON THE WAY. KEEP IT HOT FOR ME. LM" 
 
    As it happened it was more like ten o'clock when she showed, visibly worn out. 'I need my beauty sleep,' she said after the minimum of pleasantries. 'You two drink vino and talk girl talk. I'll catch up in the morning.' 
 
    Martha looked at me as our housemate made her way upstairs, sighing wearily as she went. 
 
    'You and Liz,' Martha said, surprising me as per always, 'did I interrupt last night's reunion?' 
 
    'Liz?' 
 
    'Don't give me that. I mean the punk who looks like you-know-who and fancies the ass off you.' 
 
    'We're just getting to know each other,' I admitted. 'I only ever set eyes on her yesterday.' 
 
    'Best try Specsavers,' said Martha. 'I still think I'm straight but I set eyes on her two years ago. In my considered opinion, she is hotter than hot.' 
 
    'I think I've unleashed a demon in you.' 
 
    'More like a dragon, and a hungry one at that.' 
 
    We laughed the way only true friends could laugh, but then Martha became serious. 
 
    'Go to her,' she said. 
 
    'Go to who; Liz?' 
 
    'No you clown. Go to Michelle.' 
 
    'She's absolutely knackered.' 
 
    'I know she is, but go to her. It's what you both want.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'But fuck off with the billy goat impression, she needs you, whether she knows it or not. Just go and be with her.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'Fuck off Dotty! That's an order.' 
 
    Ladylike as she was in bed, Martha always could always otherwise order me about. Isn't that one quality of being "ladylike" in the first place, forever being in command? 
 
    I followed in Michelle's footsteps obediently, hoping for the best. 
 
    The stolen DO NOT DISTURB sign was on Michelle's door handle. Ignoring it, being discreet, I went in as silently as a ghost. Michelle was already in bed, not snoring (she wasn't a girl who snored) but breathing in deeply, like a girl who needed her kip. 
 
    Still silent, I took off my (not so whorish) clobber and eased into bed with her. 
 
    'No,' she sighed. 
 
    'It's me,' I replied. 'I don't want anything. I only want to hug.' 
 
    'Hugging is good,' she countered, shoving her warm body against mine. 'Let's just hug all night.' 
 
    So all was very sweet, innocent and loving, right? 
 
    That's how I saw it until I opened my eyes next morning to see the large, purple-brown bruise on her shoulder. 
 
    Except it wasn't a "bruise", it was a love-bite. And it was a serious one at that. Teeth-marks were very visible. Michelle hadn't taken that without knowing what was what. 
 
    Perhaps naively, perhaps indignantly, I prodded her awake and asked what had occurred. 
 
    'Must have been Claire,' she said in response, smothering a yawn or two. 'She tends to lose it in moments of passion.' 
 
    'You slept with your ex's new girlfriend?' 
 
    'Yeah, her B&B room didn't have a settee so I had to join her in bed.' 
 
    I glared at her. She smiled back at me as if mountains were molehills. 
 
    'I thought we were together,' I grated, 'and I thought Claire was with Ronnie.' 
 
    'We are together, but we're commitment-free. And I've been fucking Claire for years. In fact I was fucking her before I even met Ronnie.' 
 
    That shocked me. 'Is she the reason you two split?' I asked instinctively. 
 
    'I don't want to talk about that. But no, Claire's not the reason.' Michelle smiled again and put her hand on my leg, stroking it. 'I like fucking around,' she said softly. 'You didn't really expect me to quit, did you?' Not just like that? 
 
    Somehow, without even trying, I'd answered my commitment conundrum. I didn't feel successful though. If anything I felt empty. 
 
    'I suppose I didn't,' I murmured, 'but I did think we had something going.' And despite my whorish behaviour, I meant it. Unrealistic I know, but I was hurt. 
 
    'Remember Amber?' Michelle purred, as if I could ever forget her. 'Being with the two of you was my best ever. I'm never going to hire an escort again without inviting you along too.' 
 
    'Is that meant to be a compliment?' 
 
    'Yes, and it's a sincere one.' Michelle's hand slid significantly higher. Suddenly she was on me, in me. 
 
    And I couldn't think of a single objection. 
 
    'Did you pick up that girl?' she asked, her fingers steadily plunging in and out of me, teasing and tormenting. 
 
    'No,' I gasped. 
 
    'Why didn't you?' 
 
    'You put her off.' 
 
    'I wasn't even there.' 
 
    'Hearing half of our phone conversation was enough.' 
 
    'Not like the real Lisbeth, then.' 
 
    'Not really, only in her looks. And fuck me, Shelly, that feels good.' 
 
    'It's meant to feel good.' Michelle laughed knowingly. 'So who did you fuck last night? And don't lie to me. I can see it in your eyes.' 
 
    I hesitated, trying to put my thoughts in order. 
 
    'Someone you don't know,' I eventually replied. 
 
    'Was it a he or a she?' 
 
    'She's very much a she.' 
 
    'Do you want to fuck her again?' 
 
    'Yes, I do.' 
 
    'How does Thursday sound?' 
 
    'I'm not with you.' 
 
    'Thursday night is Girls' Society night. I've wanted to attend forever. Why don't you fuck your slut and let me see what transpires?' 
 
    I'd heard of the Girls' Society. In fact it was legendry. It had been founded by a girl with Peter Pan tendencies. She'd come to university at eighteen and, now in her mid-thirties, was here still. Professor in Feminism or something, she'd never gone home. 
 
    She was also seriously fit: a cross between Siouxie Sioux and Joan Jett who seemed to be twenty or maybe even eighteen . . . 
 
    'My friend is not a slut,' I protested, relishing the feel of fingers probing into me. 
 
    'But you could fuck her again on Thursday?' 
 
    I hadn't a clue about Rob's work commitments but nodded anyway. 'Possibly,' I admitted. 
 
    'Job sorted then. You sleep over at hers. I'll sleep over wherever.' 
 
    I wondered how to bring Martha into the equation and failed badly. 
 
    'What's the deal?' I asked. 'Are we talking just one Thursday night or more?' 
 
    'We're talking once or twice a week.' Michelle grinned at me. 'Rest of the time we share a bed. But once or twice is nice, no? Change'll do us good.' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 45 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Agreeing to have an afternoon of sex was a bigger deal than kissing and being fingered up against a concrete wall. And agreeing to move the kick off forwards from (maybe) three pm to noon was . . . 
 
    Well it was mind-blowing. Michelle might have been there, got the T-shirt but I was very much an innocent abroad. Okay, so I had screwed with plenty of guys before, but that had always been a night-time sort of thing, usually fuelled as much by alcohol as lust. 
 
    You know how it is. Out for a few quiet ones, no thoughts of sex at all and . . . 
 
    Well, it's the oldest one in the book, isn't it? Too much wine and beer and suddenly some spotty-faced teenager looks like a youthful Robert Redford. 
 
    Not that that particular mistake was likely to happen to me again. I'd been converted with a capital C. 
 
    So there I was, five to twelve, sober apart from a handful of Irish coffees, unlocking my front door, ushering in Michelle with the sole intention of fucking and fucking and fucking. 
 
    Talk about sexually aroused! I'd ruined last night's knickers even before our fingering episode. By now I'd ruined a second pair, and nothing much had happened. 
 
    (Nothing much apart from being with Michelle, regularly patting and squeezing asses, kissing and devouring each other with our eyes.) 
 
    Now, three hours ahead of schedule, here we were. Here at what was soon to become Michelle's home as well as mine. 
 
    Here to fuck and fuck and fuck. 
 
    The only downside was that I hadn't much of a clue what to do. Added to which, Michelle had told me she wanted me to meet her "girly side": someone she called "Shelly". 
 
    Hmmm . . . What was that all about? 
 
    No time to wait and wonder. Kicking off our shoes we scurried upstairs hand-in-hand, eager to get on with it . . . whatever it was going to be. Okay, maybe we didn't scurry too much. Stopping for a kiss was such a must it happed three or four times. Finally, at last, we were outside my room, laughing. 
 
    My housemate had hung her stolen DO NOT DISTURB sign on my door. 
 
    'See,' said I, 'Martha really doesn't disapprove.' 
 
    'Where is she?' asked Michelle. 
 
    'I don't know and I don't care. As long as that sign's there she'll never barge in on us.' 
 
    'What if she's in there, in bed with someone herself?' 
 
    'Not a chance,' I said confidently. 'Not in my pit. She wouldn't dare.' 
 
    Fortunately my confidence was well-founded. Ten seconds later we were safely locked away from the world, kissing more passionately than ever. 
 
    Don't ask who took control of that embrace; I honestly do not know. Perhaps it was a flat fifty-fifty, with both of us ramping up the odds. 
 
    Later, a timeless time later, Michelle broke contact. 'I love your sweater,' she said, 'but take it off. I need to see what's underneath.' 
 
    Surprising myself with my dexterity I pulled up and off the figure-hugging garment cross-handed in one fell swoop. And my spirits soared as my bra-free tits bounced out most becomingly. Trust me, the effect couldn't have been stage-managed any better. 
 
    Not even with a cast of thousands and six months of rehearsals. 
 
    'Gorgeous,' Michelle purred before kissing me, this time totally in control. Sucking avidly on her invading tongue I wondered why I had the feeling something was wrong. Then it hit me. 
 
    Her hands were stoking my bare shoulder blades. Whenever we'd kissed before they had always firmly gripped my buns. As if simultaneously realizing the oversight, her wonderful fingers crept down my spine and took a hold of their preferred target. 
 
    Relieved, I stopped wondering what was wrong and began appreciating what was right. And I set off with the feel of my unprotected breasts against Michelle's clothed ones. Fully dressed, I'd adored the feel of our tits pressing together. Now, unprotected and brushing against the material of her old Bath University sweatshirt, my adoration soared. 
 
    How sensational was that! 
 
    Then things only got better. Abandoning my mouth Michelle rained kisses down on my face, on my nose, my forehead and my (hastily closed) eyelids. Next she nibbled my ears before, practically convulsing me with pleasure, running her hot tongue under the line of my jaw. 
 
    However much I've exaggerated the power of my orgasms; that was one I will never forget. The earth didn't just move; stars imploded and whole galaxies were born. 
 
    Having my shoulders and upper chest attended to was simply scintillating. And, although it wasn't entirely new, having lips, teeth and tongue on my titties was a delight beyond compare. 
 
    At this point I have to say I ain't gonna compare. My previous same-sex experience had been with Martha, and we'd been role playing. In other words we'd made out before a male audience, purely for their entertainment, And unwritten but implicit rules had been in place. 
 
    Kissing, caressing and so on was fine so far as our upper bodies were concerned but any contact lower down was forbidden. In other words we were free to lick the undersides of keen, eager breasts but anywhere south of there was out of bounds. 
 
    Initially Michelle played by the same set of rules. But, being perfectly aware that we were alone in a bedroom and audience-free, I responded like never before. 
 
    How hot was she! And how hot for it was I! 
 
    Answering my own question I climaxed three times, or maybe only once but for ten times as long as ever before. 
 
    When I eventually stopped juddering she was grinning at me. 'I've seen yours; wanna see mine?' 
 
    Speechless, I nodded. 
 
    Twice as dextrous as me, Michelle whipped off her sweatshirt. She had on a push-up bra but that was gone in the blink of an eye and suddenly I was ogling her tits. 
 
    Beyond magnificent! 
 
    Height-wise, the two of us were much the same; build-wise I was curvy while she was relatively petite . . . but tit-wise she was spectacular. 
 
    'Kissy, kissy,' she prompted. 
 
    There was nothing Miss Piggy about her so I obliged with alacrity. And now she was giving me all control. 
 
    Now our bare tits were pressing together . . . 
 
    Heavenly, heavenly, heavenly! 
 
    Stopping kissing her mouth was a Labour of Hercules. Raining kisses on her face was a gift from the gods. And paying attention to her tits with my hands and mouth . . . 
 
    Double heavenly! 
 
    Later, maybe half an hour later . . . far too soon . . . she pushed us apart. 
 
    'Get those jeans off your sexy ass,' she commanded. 
 
    Who was I to object? Because my denims were painted on I sat on the edge of the bed and slowly peeled them off. And I was slow because time was not a consideration. A guy would have stripped me in no time at all in the rush to get his end away, but this was different. 
 
    This was different and infinitely more exciting. 
 
    Kicking off my sexy white ankle socks without waiting to be asked, I got back on my feet, modesty only preserved by exceptionally damp panties. 
 
    'Supreme,' Michelle said before copying me by sitting and removing her blue Wranglers and sexy red ankle socks, much as I had. 
 
    That next kiss was cosmic. Bare tits together, bare legs together, hungry hands on my buns and a hot, clammy groin moving against mine . . . 
 
    What sort of a girl wouldn't cum again under provocation like that? 
 
    Not me. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    'Panties,' said Michelle breathlessly. 'You take off mine then I'll take off yours. 
 
    Needless to report I'd never taken another girl's panties off before. Using "slow" as my watchword I sank to my knees before her and gently took hold of the fabric. It was only then that I saw she had a tattoo. Just one, not quite visible thanks to her exceedingly skimpy knickers, which also exposed the top inch of an intriguing landing strip. 
 
    Something about that combination stirred me. How brave was she to be tattooed there, on the left side of her mons. And how stylish was that landing strip likely to be? 
 
    If only I had been so bold! 
 
    If only I hadn't shaved my own groin clean as a whistle!! 
 
    As I steadily peeled the sodden garment from her more was revealed. The tat metamorphosed into a butterfly and the landing strip turned out to be perhaps three inches long, very thin and finely trimmed. Not that they entirely held my attention. 
 
    Michelle's sex was engorged and visibly dripping lady juice. The smell of her was intoxicating. It took all my self-restraint to keep from diving in there, nose first. 
 
    'My turn,' she said, pulling me to my feet then pausing, looking at me critically. 'I'm going to take yours off on the bed,' she told me. 'Or rather, Shelly is, Shelly wants to make you the happiest woman on the planet.' 
 
    I threw myself onto the bed without a second's hesitation. 
 
    I can't start to begin to explain how good it was when Michelle went down on me. Remember Martha and I had a Berlin Wall of a borderline. And remember that guys only ever wanted to get their cocks in me. 
 
    Yeah, yeah, I'm being unfair . . . but slowly-paced, sensual lesbian sex was obviously my forte. Up until then I'd always wanted a cock in me as well. Now, confronted with my new knowledge . . . 
 
    Who actually needed a cock? Cocks were unreliable, prone to go off prematurely or else fail at the worst possible moment. And guys' tongues didn't have one clue about routeing the right way around a girl's body. 
 
    Not that I'm passing myself off as some sort of expert. I'm just saying Michelle was superb. 
 
    Or Shelly or whoever it was doing such wonderful things to me! 
 
    After revisiting my face with a blizzard of kisses, re-licking my jawline and mauling my tits she slid oh so slowly downwards. What's the distance from the underside of a girl's breasts to her pussy? Is it one foot or two? Should be travelled in an instant but it took her ages and simply ages and she must have kissed every millimetre of me along the way. 
 
    And oh my God, didn't she enthral me when she stopped licking my belly button and closed in! 
 
    Suddenly I was conscious of her tongue on me as it flickered and flashed from the insides of my thighs, over all the best parts of me without ever quite homing in on my core. 
 
    Superlatives aside, she was brilliant. Even as she avoided my clit and hood I came and came as if I was up there on Venus. 
 
    (Class that as Sapphic if you will!) 
 
    Cumming on the end of her tongue was exceptional, beyond all bounds of reason. Being with her in a relatively tatty bedroom, wriggling and writhing as she pleased me and pleased me . . . 
 
    Again, she went, again and again. And again I went with her. 
 
    Yes, again, again and yet again and again. 
 
    Then she assaulted my clitoral hood . . . but ever so tenderly. I'd never been nearly as tender with a guy's foreskin as she was with my prepuce. 
 
    That made me cum even harder and only encouraged Michelle. 
 
    Dab, dab, dab went her tongue on my glans. 
 
    And off I went in vertical take-off, just like a Harrier Jump Jet. 
 
    In practice Michelle held me down on the bed; there was no real danger of me crashing through the ceiling. No, she held me down and brought me off repetitively. 
 
    Heavenly, heavenly, heavenly! 
 
    Finally, ultimately, I'd had enough. When she slithered lower, running that knowing tongue of hers over my legs I took a hold of her short black hair and yanked her into a more acceptable position (one where she was on me face-to-face, tits-to-tits). 
 
    'Was that good?' she enquired, her voice as always softer than snowflakes on snow. 
 
    And omigod, never mind snowflakes on snow, how good would it be to a few land butterfly kisses on that Red Admiral tat of hers? 
 
    Or to run the tip of my nose up her short, thin landing strip? 
 
    'I want a go,' I gasped. 
 
    'Don't want,' she responded, 'just fucking do it.' 
 
    That was probably the first swearword I'd heard from her but it seemed appropriate at the time. 
 
    So I just did it. 
 
    With the benefit of hindsight I probably wasn't the world's greatest female lover. Not that first time. For my part I felt cack-handed. Michelle had been so very clever, alternating fingers and tongue, on and in me, never seeming to repeat patterns, forever taking me to new heights. 
 
    How could little old me compete with a talent like hers! 
 
    In reality I did my best and . . . miraculously . . . my best appeared to be good enough. Michelle's cries, endorsements and entreaties were as least as robust as mine had been. 
 
    'More, more, more,' she yelled. And 'Yes, yes, yes,' she screamed. 
 
    How can I explain how I actually felt when I made her climax? How can anyone explain how they really feel about doing something like that? 
 
    Little old me pushing all the right buttons! 
 
    Part of me wants to say I felt powerful but that doesn't adequately express it. Yes, I was in control of pleasing Michelle, but physically pleasing her was far more important than just being in control. The best I can come up with is that we were in a sharing situation: she had brought me off countless times and it was an honour to start balancing the books. 
 
    And if I tasted "divine" I can't begin to explain how superb she tasted. Let's just say she was very moreish. The more she trickled the happier I became. 
 
    Five hours into our bedroom debut Michelle told me she was hungry. She also reminded me we had missed our lunchtime drinks and had the whole night ahead of us. 
 
    'No,' she added, 'not just one whole night, a whole academic year of nights.' 
 
    I reminded her that the best local curry house didn't open until six and she asked me if I wanted to trib until "the witching hour". 
 
    'We do it like this,' she said, not waiting for me to explain I didn't know what she was on about. 
 
    Before I knew it my legs were parted and that delicious groin of hers was in the process of rubbing mine. 
 
    Forget what I said about double heaven, those new sensations were other-worldly. 
 
    How good was this! 
 
    How exceptionally good was she!! 
 
    Gradually, as Michelle took me to ascending plateaus, I realized the awesome truth. She might be acting as though she was fucking me but really she wasn't. Really she was making love. And not just there and then in more or less a missionary position, but she'd been making love all afternoon long. 
 
    What a revelation that was! 
 
    We weren't just fucking; we were co-existing in perfect harmony. 
 
    'I'm cumming,' she grunted, slightly spoiling the illusion, 'cum with me. Please cum with me.' 
 
    It took us half a dozen attempts to time it just right but, in the end, we got it cock-on. 
 
    (Make that cock-less on!) 
 
    Then we shared a shower and I lent her a fresh pair of knickers. That used up pairs three and four for me. I'd hardly any left. Obviously the washing machine required an urgent visit. 
 
    'We can drop by halls while we're out,' said Michelle. 'There's something I need. I can collect fresh panties for both of us while I'm at it.' 
 
    Martha was downstairs in the kitchen, eating fish and chips out of the paper. 
 
    'Hi girlfriend,' she said in greeting, scoffing the last bit of battered cod before I could pinch it, 'and hi to you as well, Michelle. Sounds like you two really have got to know each other.' 
 
    'Have you been snooping?' I asked, pinching a chip, relishing my housemate's excessive use of salt and vinegar. 
 
    'A girl doesn't have to snoop with you two bellowing like that. Whatever you were up to must have been satisfying.' 
 
    'We're together,' Michelle said, holding my hand as she spoke. 
 
    'So I gathered,' said Martha, pulling the last few chips out of my reach. 'And I'm cool with it,' she went on. 'More power to your elbow . . . Or whatever it is you're using on each other.' 
 
    I frowned at that. There seemed to be tension between the two of them and that was the last thing I wanted or needed. 
 
    'We really are together,' I said as diplomatically as possible. 'And we'll cut down on the bellowing.' 
 
    'Either that or buy me a set of earplugs,' Martha retorted. 
 
    That thankfully, made all three of us laugh. 
 
    'What's on tonight?' Martha wondered, screwing up her fish and chip wrapping, carelessly tossing it in the general direction of the waste bun. 
 
    'A curry, a few beers and back to bed,' I said, before Michelle could answer. 
 
    'Sounds good and I suppose I'm not invited. What pubs have you in mind?' 
 
    'We're off to The Pride,' said Michelle, this time beating me to the punch. 'Dotty's mad about Tiger Lily.' 
 
    I looked at her, not understanding in the slightest. 
 
    'You must have heard about Tiger Lily,' Michelle persisted, addressing Martha. 'She's famous and has tits just like yours.' 
 
    Martha chuckled. 'Should I take that as a positive?' 
 
    Michelle chuckled along with her. 'You bet you should.' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    'Tiger Lily,' I said as we walked to the best curry house in the known universe. 
 
    'The girl in the fishnets and sod all else,' said Michelle. 'Please don't pretend you didn't notice her. Your eyes were out on stalks.' 
 
    She was of course referring to Friday's "act" at the local lesbian bar. And yes, my eyes had been out on stalks . . . Along with those of everyone else present, I hasten to add. 
 
    'She has a good voice,' I said, admittedly limply. 
 
    Michelle only laughed, seeing right through me. Then, as if proving it, she asked: 'What exactly is the score with you and Martha? Am I stepping on toes?' 
 
    'We've kissed and cuddled,' I said after gathering my thoughts, 'but only above the waist. And we did once sleep together, although I don't know what happened.' 
 
    'You don't know?' 
 
    'We were drunk and it just happened.' 
 
    'I thought you were a virgin with girls.' 
 
    'I am. Or at least I was. Until yesterday and you . . . Or today or whenever we officially crossed the divide.' 
 
    'What does Martha say about the night you slept together?' 
 
    'She insists she can't remember. Like I said, we were both drunk. I tend to think we fell asleep as soon as our heads hit the pillows.' 
 
    Michelle chewed on that awhile. 'She's protective about you,' she said eventually. 
 
    'And I'm protective about her. She's like my sister, only not so clingy. I love her.' 
 
    'But you've never had sex?' 
 
    'Not fully and knowingly. Not so far as I'm aware.' 
 
    Our curries were as excellent as ever and the chicken liver starters were to die for. Fortified with fine food and two pints of Cobra we headed off for The Pride, hand in hand, loud and proud. 
 
    Getting there earlier than the night before it wasn't actually so loud. Yes, it was just as busy but, according to a sign outside, Tiger Lily wasn't on until nine o'clock. That was two hours away and the crowd of eager onlookers were still stoking themselves up. 
 
    Passing two well-built door-ladies I felt the hairs bristle on the back of my neck. When I turned to look I recognized one of them but not the other. The one I'd seen before was taller than me (and I am five ten), broad-shouldered and with muscles on her muscles. Her hair was short and so blonde it was almost white. 
 
    Yes, she was impressive and sexy as fuck. 
 
    Thankfully we passed the initial inspection and were allowed indoors where, as I had expected, no men were anywhere to be seen. Michelle bought us two large pinots and the barmaid (who wasn't last night's but had even more tattoos and piercings) ogled our chests. Not that we complained. It was that sort of place. Girls went there to meet . . . or at least eyeball . . . girls; end of. 
 
    As we turned from the bar four girls came onto the stage off to our right. 
 
    Except that one in the front wasn't a mere girl; she was Ziggy Stardust. 
 
    At this point I should explain that my dad was David Bowie's biggest fan, back in the early years. And that this female "Ziggy" was a spitting image of David at his androgynous, red-maned best. 
 
    The rest of the would-be audience ignored the start-up band's arrival but I was captivated. How could anyone have any percentage of Bowie's presence? If he hadn't have died I would have been certain it was him. 
 
    (And nobody properly impersonates Bowie; millions copycat Elvis or Cliff, but Bowie is out on his own.) 
 
    Michelle was chuntering away about something, as good as talking to herself when the band's first chords rang out. 
 
    Avoiding strict track listings (and going for David's most common B-side) they kicked off with one that wasn't even on the album: John, I'm Only Dancing. And Ziggy's voice was pitch-perfect. How she could be slim, sexy and gritty at the same time escaped me. All I knew was that I was witnessing raw talent. 
 
    By then others had noticed too. 
 
    'She turns me on,' everybody chanted as one, 'don't get me wrong . . .' 
 
    Next up the band went for Five Years and thereafter they really did follow the track order. I lasted until Ziggy was like some cat from Japan, being the nazz with God-given ass, and suddenly realized I desperately needed to pee. 
 
    Leaving Michelle to buy more vino I went and obeyed the most natural call of nature. Then, when I came out of my cubicle I found myself face-to-face with that familiar bouncer: the tall blonde-white one with shoulders and muscles. 
 
    She was blocking my way to the hand basins. 
 
    'Thought it was you,' she said, her face stern, without a trace of a smile. 'Seen you before, haven't I?' 
 
    'I was here last night,' I managed, overawed by her physical presence. 
 
    'So I noticed; two nights in two. Are you freshly out of your closet?' 
 
    I hesitated. Unsmiling as she was, this beast of a woman didn't seem threatening. Well, not much. 
 
    'I've been curious a while,' I hedged, 'but now I'm out. So yeah, you've got me to rights.' 
 
    'That girl's no good for you.' 
 
    'What . . .' 
 
    'That girl who's fucking you blue is no good for you. She's nothing but trouble.' 
 
    Generally short-fused, I fired up at that. 'Excuse me, but Shelly's only been in town a week. You can't possibly know anything about her.' 
 
    'I only need to look at her. I know the type.' 
 
    The big woman took a step towards me and I must have cringed. That produced a very first smile and transformed her face. From grimly attractive she became impossibly beautiful. 
 
    'I'm Robin,' she said, holding out her hand. 'And I'm pleased to meet you.' 
 
    I automatically held out my hand, expecting her manly fist to crush my feeble fingers, surprised by her relatively gentle grip. 
 
    'I mean it,' Robin said, hanging on to my hand longer than was strictly necessary. 'That girl's not good for you. You need an older, more experienced lady. When she breaks your heart come looking for me.' 
 
    For a second I thought she might kiss me. 
 
    And I might have let her, flummoxed as I was. 
 
    'I am rough and I'm ready,' Robin went on. 'And I'm a better option than her. Think about it. Make sure you come to see me when you finally find out the truth.' 
 
    Then, with a passing peck on my forehead, she was gone. 
 
    'Where have you been?' Michelle demanded, thrusting a 250mil glass into my hand. 'I was just about to send out search parties.' 
 
    I tended to doubt that. Her eyes were on Ziggy who was now minus a top but otherwise still fully clad. In other words she'd ditched her glittery blouse and depended on a loose-fitting jacket to keep her honest. 
 
    Compared to Tiger Lily she was a paragon of virtue. But she was still hotter than hot. And her tits were more pronounced than I'd reasonably expected . . . 
 
    Yes, me and tits. I guess you think that I have a fixation on breasts. And I guess you may be right. Two weeks ago I'd hardly spared a nice pair a glance. Now they were all around me, alluring as heck and preferably right in my face. 
 
    Yes please, yum, yum. 
 
    'Where do you think I've been?' I replied. 
 
    'Oh wherever; chatting up some horny chick: probably a younger babe than me.' 
 
    'I wouldn't look at a younger chick,' I said, not quite lying because Robin had to be thirty at least. 
 
    'What about Queen Bitch up there?' 
 
    I followed Michelle's glance back to the stage. Seeing Ziggy again gave me a sexual boost. Just how fit was she! And how could anyone's body move as perfectly as hers! 
 
    'She's so swishy in her satin and tat,' everyone around us sang, 'her frock coat and bipperty-bopperty hat . . .' 
 
    Forgetting else deliberately ignoring Robin's warning, I snuggled up to Michelle. 
 
    'I have an urgent need to be tribbed again,' I told her. 'I could even be persuaded to trib you. Are we on or not?' 
 
    Turned out we were. 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    The diversion to halls didn't waylay us for very long. I loitered outside under the unrelenting gaze of a security guard who made mountain gorillas look like Liberace. 
 
    Okay, so that's maybe another of my exaggerations, but that guy was uncompromising. If I'd been given the choice I'd have chosen the mountain gorilla every time. 
 
    Then Michelle was back with me and we were heading for home; for my home, soon to be hers as well. 
 
    'What did you need to collect?' I wondered. 
 
    'I needed fresh panties for two and a couple of other essential items.' 
 
    Reassured about knickers but intrigued by "other items", I pressed for details. Stonewall Jackson couldn't have deflected me better. We arrived home with me none the wiser, regularly advised that I had to "wait and see". 
 
    Martha was not in evidence. Presumably she was out somewhere with Cauliflower Ears or a few of his teammates. We would have probably ignored her anyway but, in her absence, we went straight up to my room and stripped relatively swiftly, keen to get back to it. 
 
    Leastways I was keen. I knew Michelle had something up her sleeve and wanted to find out what it was. 
 
    Not that she kept me waiting much longer. 
 
    'Panties for two,' she said, carefully placing two neatly ironed pairs on my bedside table, 'and . . .' 
 
    Grinning at me, more endearing than ever, she held up what seemed to be a complicated network of black leather straps. 
 
    'It's my harness,' she said, answering my quizzical stare. 'And this is your choice of what I get to use in it.' 
 
    Now she was holding up two dildos: one maybe six inches, the other significantly larger. 
 
    Determined not to wimp, I pointed to the larger one. 
 
    'Excellent decision,' Michelle purred. 'I can make you happier than any man ever has with this.' 
 
    More than slightly dazed, I watched her step into her harness, put the chosen dildo in place and tighten a baffling variety of straps before grinning at me yet again, her artificial cock standing upright and very evidently ready for action. 
 
    'I mean it,' she said, 'I'm going to make you happier than any man ever has.' 
 
    And she was as good as her word. 
 
    This is where I get nervy. Not that I resisted Michelle's attentions in any way at all. And not that she failed to live up to her claims. Trust me; I had never been fucked as thoroughly or skilfully. Michelle had me six ways from Sunday and I loved every last stroke. 
 
    But Shelly was gone, as was the love-making. Maybe it was that strap-on cock, but the girly side of her had vanished. 
 
    Please don't think I'm crying "rape!" No way was she rough or violent. If anything she was strong but tender and considerate. All I'm saying is that there was a noticeable difference. When in Shelly mode she was nothing but loving. But give her an artificial cock and she wanted to rule the world. 
 
    And psychologists everywhere please excuse me! I'm a mathematician, not a crazy-doctor. All I'm really trying to say is that girl-on-girl relationships seem to be changeable. 
 
    Yes, thrilling, fulfilling and very, very changeable. 
 
    I'm going to skimp a bit about our harness fucking exploits, not least because so far this story seems to have been little other than sex, sex, sex. 
 
    Nothing wrong with that, I hear you cry. 
 
    And I agree whole-heartedly. I simply see the need to move our situation on a tad. 
 
    But not necessarily without a clash or three more of hungry female groins; please don't think that I want to sell you short. 
 
    At first Michelle must have had me in ten very different positions, setting off with me kneeling by my bed, her kneeling behind me. Then I lay on the bed while she knelt before me. Then I got on all-fours and she had me like that. 
 
    Best of the best, she had me flat on my back, face-to-face, tits-to-tits, the missionary way. I didn't contribute overmuch in that. Well, apart from wrapping my arms and legs tight around her and jerking my body up to meet her increasingly energetic thrusts . . . 
 
    Fuck me but she was good. And she was right too. She made me happier than any guy ever had. 
 
    Maybe about midnight Michelle told me it was my turn. 
 
    (That's right; Shelly still AWOL, she didn't invite or seduce me, she told me.) 
 
    'Fuck me as hard as you like,' she added. 'I want it even more than you do.' 
 
    As if that was remotely possible! I did my utmost to make love to her whilst still giving her as much stimulation as I could. And that wasn't easy. Michelle had masses more experience than me and, men aside, I'd never previously indulged. 
 
    But stuff the false diffidence: I fucked her good. I fucked her so good I'm not sure which of us got most out of the experience. By silly o'clock in the morning both of us were screaming, No, both of us were howling at the moon. 
 
    And then, as I collapsed on her, still in her, her wickedly knowing fingers stole down the cleft of my ass. 
 
    Perhaps three seconds later, I had a finger in me. 
 
    'This ain't a virgin asshole,' Michelle crooned, 'this is one that wants what I want. Can I?' 
 
    I hesitated. 
 
    'Come on girlfriend,' she went on, 'you know you want to.' 
 
    I gulped and pointed to my bedside cabinet. 'There's lube in there.' 
 
    'Way to go, girl.' Michelle whooped with glee. 'And don't worry,' she added, 'I'll use the small one.' 
 
    The use of "girlfriend" disturbed me although I can't explain why. But of course Michelle was spot-on correct: I did not have a virgin asshole. And yes . . . tell the truth and shame the devil . . . I did like to take it up there. 
 
    So Michelle fucked me anally. And she was as amazing as ever. 
 
    She also made me marvel as she possessed me with pure expertise and BOG standard precision. Why oh why had I ever wasted time with guys? Compared to her guys couldn't lick a clit for nuts and their cocks weren't exactly infallible. Remind me again what I ever saw in them. 
 
    On the other hand, don't bother. Even with Shelly still mysteriously absent, Michelle was in a class of her own. 
 
    Yes, wherever and however she fucked me, I was cool with the result. 
 
    The only downside came after, when she told me that, as far as asses were concerned, she'd give but wouldn't take. At the time I took the news with a pinch of salt. Way I saw it giving was a generous thing and taking was selfish. How could I blame the girl of my dreams for being generous? 
 
    Give, give, give . . . 
 
    How could I blame Michelle for anything? 
 
    And Robin reckoned she was trouble? 
 
    Not from my viewpoint she wasn't. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Let's flash on a while. Michelle (or Shelly and whoever else in hell she could be) moved in as planned and the two of us slept together every night. Usually we went girl-on-girl . . . meaning harness-free . . . and she was always a willing, very-loving, caring partner. In other words she was most usually Shelly whether on me or under me. 
 
    Most usually she was, but not forever. In three weeks she wanted to fuck me three times, but only once up the ass. Being as I was, a girl of the world, I took that as being reasonable. As I have already admitted, I actually liked it up the ass and her touch was, to say the least, perfection. 
 
    During those three weeks we spent literally every last minute together. We sat close in lectures, always right next to each other, often touching each other under our desks; we invariably ate lunches together; we supped copious amounts of beer together and, needless to report, we always ended up in the same bed. 
 
    (Hers one night, mine the next. Don't ask why; it just seemed to be the right thing to do.) 
 
    So there we were, three weeks of living as lovers and suddenly it was her big birthday. 
 
    Twenty-one with the key of the door and all that! 
 
    'My Mother's booked us a hotel in Manchester,' she told me a day or so before. 'Well, she thinks she's booked it for me, but the room's a double so I've called and told them to expect you as well. And the hotel sounds great. It's got a spa, a gym and a sauna. We're there two nights: from Friday evening to Sunday morning. We've also got complimentary drinks and the breakfasts are self-service; go back as many times as you like. Isn't that just fab?' 
 
    Having a certain addiction to bacon and eggs, saunas and complimentary drinks, I agreed it was. 
 
    And our first night in room 666 (I kid you not!) went swimmingly. We luxuriated in bubble baths; we spent far too long on sunbeds, we quaffed gallons of complimentary cocktails and we fucked like two randy rabbits. 
 
    No change there, then! 
 
    On the fucking front, I mean!! 
 
    Saturday followed much of the same pattern, although Michelle did insist that we visited Legoland and a rather large aquarium filled with fish of astounding colours. Over a stupendously good supper, I asked how her mum could afford such extravagance. 
 
    'It's my dad,' she explained, 'he's on a mega salary. The more Mum spends, the harder he works and the more he earns. And he spoils both of us terribly. Mum more than me, I hasten to add.' 
 
    After several drinks in the hotel bar (none of them in the least complimentary) we went upstairs to fuck. That went as smoothly as ever until, at maybe 9pm, there was the rap of a knock on the door. 
 
    That'll be Amber,' said Michelle, untangling herself from me and heading off to answer. 
 
    'Who's Amber I asked, aghast. 
 
    'She's here to help us celebrate.' 
 
    At that moment in time I was on the bed rather than in it. And I had an urge to cover myself but not a clue where to start. Tits or pussy, I wondered frantically. 
 
    What on God's own earth had Michelle got us into? 
 
    As I lay there helpless the world's most beautiful woman came into our room and my jaw dropped. 
 
    Black, six feet at least and beyond stunning, Amber grinned at me. 'You must be Dotty. And you are even better than Michelle promised. I like you immensely.' 
 
    Her voice was Caribbean: meaning deep and even sexier than the rest of her. Trust me; hearing from her moved the ground under my . . . 
 
    Well, there wasn't actually ground under any of me. Let's just say the bedsprings reacted in very sincere appreciation. 
 
    Michelle took the initiative. 'Amber, if you like Dotty so immensely you'd best get on with it. I was just about to give her a thorough tonguing. You do it for me.' 
 
    Any friend of mine would have retorted scornfully. To my amazement Amber stripped off without a moment's hesitation, revealing the greatest pair of tits I'm ever likely to see. 
 
    Then with even less hesitation she went down on me. 
 
    Call me stunned, but I was unable to resist. 
 
    I helplessly stared at Michelle but she was avidly watching us and masturbating as she did so. 
 
    'Go for it, Amber,' she said between self-inflicted gasps, 'give her what she wants.' 
 
    It's her birthday, I told myself. It's her big birthday and Amber's obviously a very special friend of hers to turn up like this . . . 
 
    And my, wasn't Amber talented! Being so hot-looking she could probably have brought me off with one single smile . . . but her skills were much more profound than that. 
 
    Two lashes of her tongue and I gushed. Three lashes and I flooded her face. 
 
    What ecstasy!! 
 
    Very much unperturbed, Amber brought me off again and again . . . one, two, three, four . . . it was as simple as that: fast, efficient and proficient. Yet, amazingly, I did demonstrate some measure of control for the last pair of cums. When I glanced at the clock more than half an hour had passed. Thirty-five minutes of sheer rapture. 
 
    Lucky me! 
 
    Somewhere along the way Michelle had stopped jilling long enough to strap up. She also seemed to think four big ones were plenty enough for the time being. 
 
    'Amber,' she commanded, 'on your back.' 
 
    Amber obeyed, smiling sweetly as she did so. 
 
    'Sit on her face,' Michelle instructed me shortly. 'Don't argue, just do it.' 
 
    Well, it was her birthday . . . And it wasn't the harshest of orders to be given, after all, was it? 
 
    So I straddled Amber's lovely face and she stuck her even lovelier tongue in me. 
 
    Even more ecstasy!! 
 
    For a blissful age I got off on Amber's attentions while Michelle knelt between her legs and very vigorously fucked her. 
 
    You may well be wondering at how easily I fell into that threesome. But as I have already admitted in print, I had previously indulged with guys. Like with me and Martha and several guys at once. 
 
    (Meaning I'd done it in twosomes, threesomes and more-somes!) 
 
    Call me a slut and ask me if I'm bothered! We'd been consenting adults behind closed doors and I had never failed to enjoy myself. Deciding to go in an all-girl three didn't seem to be such a big deal. 
 
    In fact it seemed like a bloody good idea. 
 
    And in practice doing it with girls was different in all sorts of ways. Yes, it was different and it was better by far, especially when I turned through 180 degrees and lowered myself once more back onto that waiting and very knowing tongue. 
 
    Turned, I got to see the action. As I relished Amber's mouth I watched her tits moving in time with Michelle's powerful thrusts. I also watched Michelle's tits bobbing as she relentlessly pounded away. 
 
    (Yes, I know! Me and tits . . . again!! Anyone would think I had a thing about them!!) 
 
    Watching the large dildo go in and out of a wet pussy was entertaining too. So were all the sounds and smells. Moans and groans, grunts and sighs mixed with the regular squelchy slaps of genuine full penetration. Three different perfumes blended with three different types of sweat; three different types of outpourings of juice blended even better. 
 
    All too soon I came. Then I came again. And, a very, very short while later, I came a third time, as hard as if all the heavens had crashed down on me. 
 
    How knowing was that tongue! 
 
    On I pressed, riding Amber's mouth, doing my best to be gentle while my body wanted to go off in its own wild, possibly berserk direction. Somehow I fought off the impulse and my patience paid off. 
 
    Yes, that next cum was my best-ever. The time there really was a chance of crashing up through the ceiling. 
 
    As I peaked in ultimate perfection, a phone rang. 
 
    'That's my alarm,' said Amber, allowing me to shudder and judder to a halt before shoving me off. 
 
    Just like that, without further ado. 
 
    'How much for another half hour?' asked Michelle. 'I'll make it worth your while.' 
 
    What! I shook my head, thinking I'd misheard. 
 
    'Sorry babe' said Amber, putting her clothes back on. 
 
    'Fifty for twenty minutes,' went Michelle, 'in cash here and now, between you and me The agency doesn't need to know.' 
 
    'Tempted but I've another gig on the other aide of town. I can't be late.' 
 
    My jaw was again gaping as I watched Michelle let Amber out of the door. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    'Michelle,' I began tentatively. 
 
    She sat beside me on the bed, her artificial hard-on pointing to the heavens. 
 
    'Wasn't Amber something else?' she said. 'I only wish I'd booked her for longer.' 
 
    I wasn't nearly so amenable. 'Let me get this straight. Amber isn't a friend of yours; she came here because you booked her to have sex with us.' 
 
    'Got it in one,' Michelle chuckled. 
 
    'I don't believe it. I hate and despise prostitution.' 
 
    'She's not a prostitute; she's an escort.' 
 
    'She's still being exploited whatever you call her. And now we've helped exploit her! Omigod, I'm as bad as her pimp!' 
 
    'She doesn't have a pimp,' said Michelle. 'She works for Girls4Girls.' 
 
    'Who on hell are they?' 
 
    'I found them on the Internet. They specialize in female escorts for women. I paged through girls they had available for tonight and Amber sort of leapt out at me.' 
 
    'Hold on a second, when did you book her?' 
 
    'On Thursday, while you were having your one-to-one with Professor Robinson.' 
 
    I bit my tongue. It's hard to explain how I felt at that moment. Having sex with Amber had been a good experience . . . no, it had been great . . . but I had serious problems with "the oldest profession of all". Far as I was concerned girls were forced into it and used to fuel addictions. Indeed addictions were often purposely inflicted on them, to keep them in line. 
 
    'I wish you'd told me,' I finally grumbled. 'I thought she was a girlfriend of yours, here to join in the celebrations.' 
 
    'I didn't want to give you chance to opt out.' Michelle grinned at me. 'And admit it; I made a good choice, didn't I?' 
 
    I hummed at that, conscious it was still Michelle's birthday, genuinely surprised at her wanting to pay for sex but unsure if I was over-reacting. 
 
    Does she get a thrill out of it, I wondered. Calling in a total stranger and fucking her. 
 
    'Have you been with prostitutes before?' I asked out loud. 
 
    'Escorts, you mean?' 
 
    'Whatever. Have you paid for it before?' 
 
    'Maybe once or twice,' Michelle patted my bare leg. 'Listen girl, it's a career, not torture. Girls like Amber rake in a grand a week. And they don't have to come in contact with sexist male pigs. Ask me it's an honourable thing to do. And I bet they don't pay much tax or NI either. It's win-win all the way.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' I said again. 
 
    'Never mind Amber,' Michelle went on, her hand moving onto my pussy. 'Forget her; she's gone so we'll have to celebrate on our own. Now then, where were we . . .' 
 
    I didn't necessarily buy everything Michelle said but I did spend a lot of the next few days lost deep in thought. 
 
    How well did I actually know the girl? Despite all the hours we'd been together there were gaping gaps in her history. Okay, so I knew her sexual preferences inside out, but what did I know about her previous lovers? Zero: that was what. So far she had told me sod all about her break-up. I didn't even know her ex's name, never mind anything more detailed about her. 
 
    And what did "maybe once or twice" actually mean? Was it literally once or twice or had she been using prostitutes regularly? Had the habit contributed to her break-up? 
 
    Regularly seemed unlikely due to the cost. I had looked up Girls4Girls and blinked at their hourly rates. Amber (who really did leap out of the page at you) was one of the most expensive. And yes, if she was splitting the charge 50-50 with her agency, she could well be on a thousand a week. 
 
    I dwelt on that a while. A thousand a week for having sex with women in plush hotels . . . 
 
    Hmmm . . . student debts could soon be cleared at rates like that. And maybe the girls got chance to work overtime. Girls like Amber surely would. 
 
    Michelle, meanwhile, was all sweetness and light. Or should I say Shelly was? After Amber left us in 666 she gave me control of her harness and behaved like a delighted little girly. 
 
    Was she an accomplished actress? Had I misjudged her altogether? 
 
    In the end I gave her benefit of the doubt. 
 
    Yes, talk about addictions; I wanted her too much to properly doubt her. 
 
    The shocking news arrived early evening the following Thursday. I was out with Michelle (like as per always) and we'd bumped into Martha in one of the less rowdy student drinking holes. Martha was in one of her conversational moods and the three of us were having a good laugh. 
 
    Then Michelle's mobile rang. 
 
    'Hello,' she said. 'Hey, hiya Claire, long time no hear.' 
 
    As I wondered who Claire was I saw the blood drain from Michelle's face. 
 
    'What do you mean?' she snapped. 
 
    Martha and I looked on as she listened and got paler and paler. 'Treliske,' she said after an age. 'Okay, I'll be there as soon as.' 
 
    She rang off and stared blankly at the two of us. 'Ronnie's been in a car crash,' she said, 'I have to go.' 
 
    I grabbed her hand as she rose from her seat. 'Whoa,' said I. 'Who is Ronnie and where in fuck is Treliske?' 
 
    'Ronnie's my ex,' she said. 'And Treliske is somewhere near Truro.' 
 
    'That's nearly 400 miles away,' said Martha. 'We used to holiday in Cornwall every year. And the motorways are hell on earth. Plus you've been drinking. This is not the time to go charging off.' 
 
    For once Martha was talking sense. Michelle sank back onto her stool and we debated the best ways to travel to Truro. Flying was obviously quickest but none of us had a private jet and the options from Manchester seemed dubious. 
 
    (Don't take this as gospel, but I got the impression flights down from Manchester at best involved bi-planes and the risk of encountering the Red Baron.) 
 
    Trains seemed more likely, if hardly cheaper. But we weren't convinced. The national news had recently been full of delays, work-to-rules and the wrong sort of leaves on the track. 
 
    At that point Martha took over. Michelle could drive but didn't have a car and hiring a motor was prohibitive (not least because she'd maxed her "emergency" credit card out on hiring Amber!). 
 
    Give me two minutes,' said Martha. 'I think I have the solution.' 
 
    She pulled out her own mobile and dialled one of her numerous boyfriends. 'I need to borrow your wheels,' she said after a second or two of small-talk, 'Don't worry about the lack of mobility; you won't be needing it seeing as you'll be fucking me most of the time it's gone.' 
 
    The guy . . . God only knows who he was . . . said something and Martha laughed. 'Saturday night and all Sunday morning,' she said. 'And yes, you're on for a little you-know-what. You know that I like doing that anyway. So have we a deal?' 
 
    It was as simple (and as sordid) as that. Don't ask me exactly what Martha promised but she got the loan of a "roadworthy Mini" from lunchtime Friday until evening Sunday. Leastways Michelle did. 
 
    I was grateful for Martha's intervention but still had renewed doubts about my lover. She had been through the biggest break-up ever, right? She'd moved 200 miles north to get away from her past. But one phone call and off she scurried. 
 
    In fairness it did sound like an emergency. Ronnie had been visiting her mother in St Ives and had got involved on a pile-up on her way back to Bath. I wasn't an expert on Cornwall but I had heard that the A30 was known as a fast road. One guy I knew used to say it was a relief to get off it, onto a nice and relatively slow motorway. 
 
    Apparently Ronnie's injuries weren't life-threatening but she could lose a leg. 
 
    I used that horrid thought as a block against jealousy. How incomprehensively horrible would it be to lose anything, especially a leg! 
 
    Less convincingly, I assured myself that Michelle was only being loyal. Without knowing what had gone wrong between them, I assumed Ronnie was responsible (Ronnie and perhaps an escort or two too many). 
 
    And, although I hated myself for doing so, I assumed Michelle still loved her ex. 
 
    I did offer to travel with her but, after dithering in a most unlike Michelle way, she said not. 
 
    'She might not even want to speak to me,' she explained. 'It might not go well. And there's a fair chance I'll bump into her bloody awful mother. I can't inflict her on you.' 
 
    So I kissed her and waved her off on her trek. 
 
    And I wondered if she'd ever be back' 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    I arrived home Friday afternoon glum and unsure of myself. Martha was at the kitchen table, scoffing fish and chips again. And this time she'd bought some for me! They were keeping warm in the oven. 
 
    'Tonight you need a mate, girlfriend,' she said as I applied excessive amounts of condiments onto my feast. 
 
    'Tonight I'm going to crash out and wallow in self-pity,' said I forlornly. 
 
    'Fuck that, you tart. Tonight we're going out. It'll be just like old times. Swallow your grub and then go put your face on. The night is young.' 
 
    I never have had much of a face (unlike Martha, who could have fronted for Vogue) but I always did scrub up quite well. Consequently we drew a bit of attention as we went around the usual circuit. 
 
    Those two are dead certs, some of the guys probably supposed as they set eyes on us. 
 
    Except not right then. Right then we got loads of approaches and Martha batted them all off. 'I'm out with my girlfriend,' she invariably said, 'try again next week.' 
 
    Even Cauliflower Ears got the same treatment. Okay, so he was instructed to call her "sometime next week" but was left in no doubt his chances that night were slimmer than non-existent. 
 
    Part of me chuckled inside. Out with Michelle . . . a stunningly beautiful girl in her own right . . . we very rarely had to fend off guys. Yet out with Martha they were coming at us ten-a-penny. 
 
    Not that I'm trying to undermine Martha's reputation more than I may already have. Let's just put it down to her beauty and voluptuousness. 
 
    Or maybe it was the way we were together. I had known Martha for ages and we almost certainly had a "reputation" for being fun girls to be with. 
 
    Anyway, scrap all that. What Martha said in dismissing Cauliflower Ears amazed me. 
 
    Here's a direct quote: "We're girlies tonight and we're off to The Pride. You wouldn't even get in." 
 
    'I'm not sure you'll get in,' I told her as he returned to his mates at the bar, tail between his legs. 
 
    Martha pushed out her splendid chest and batted her lashes. 'Surely there's something about me that may appeal?' 
 
    'Yeah, you'll be getting your ass pinched every two minutes. 
 
    'So tell me something new!' 
 
    As it happened we got in without any hitch. Bad news was that Tiger Lily wasn't due on that night and neither was Ziggy. Immensely admiring the way Martha let a (different yet again punky) barmaid ogle her tits I turned to the stage. 
 
    And fuck me, it was Joan Jett! 
 
    I did a double-take and tried to calculate. Best I knew the real Joan was even older than my dad. It followed that this super-sexy twenty-something couldn't possibly be her. But looking at her you would never have guessed. 
 
    Omigod, Martha was visibly salivating! 
 
    And she was straighter than straight, wasn't she? 
 
    Well, wasn't she? 
 
    'I love rock and roll,' a hundred voices sang along, 'so put another dime in the jukebox baby!' 
 
    I strongly suspected it wasn't a seventeen-year-old "him" they all saw standing there at that fabled jukebox. 
 
    'Fucking great,' Martha hissed into my ear. 'I'm not missing guys at all!' 
 
    I took that to be sincere, kissed her nose and went for a pee. Again, as I exited my cubicle, I was confronted by Robin. 
 
    This time she was furious. 
 
    'I'm your number two,' she snarled, 'how dare you come in here with that big-titted slut?' 
 
    She was much too close to squeeze past . . . to the hand basins or anywhere else. 
 
    'She's not a big-titted slut,' I managed. 'She's my housemate and I love her like a sister. We don't . . . . Well, you know. We don't screw or anything.' 
 
    I crossed my fingers behind my back at that assertion. As far as I knew, we had never actually screwed. But the more I thought about it, the more I wondered about that drunken night in Martha's bed. 
 
    Maybe we had, maybe we hadn't. It was the toss of a coin. 
 
    Robin wasn't about to retreat. Using her strength and physical presence she shoved me back into my cubicle and locked the door behind us. 
 
    Suddenly we were nose-to-nose in a very confined space, the back of my legs up against the loo, with nowhere else to go. 
 
    'Honestly,' I bleated, 'Martha's my best friend, but she's not number two. She only wanted to come here to see what it's like.' 
 
    'So where's number one?' 
 
    'She's down south, seeing her ex. She was in a crash.' 
 
    'Hope it's nothing insignificant,' Robin growled. Then, scowling even more ferociously: 'Hang on a mo; are you saying she's fucked off and run back to her ex, without a backward glance?' 
 
    'Yes,' I admitted, unable to come up with any sort of an alibi. 
 
    Robin responded by kissing me and I wilted like . . . well, I don't know what like, exactly. Do violets wilt or do they just shrink? Whatever they do, I did it. 
 
    Confession time once more: big, strong and powerful Robin overwhelmed me. I succumbed to her in far less than the blink of an eye. 
 
    And, when her hand sneaked inside my scanty, Friday night skirt . . . 
 
    Well I merely opened my legs and . . . mentally at least . . . begged her to go on. 
 
    Thirty seconds and I came gushingly. Robin's mouth was still fastened tight on mine but somehow I vocalized my imperative demand. 
 
    'More!' 
 
    Another short thirty seconds and I came again. 
 
    'More,' I beseeched. 
 
    Moving her fingers, now inside me instead of on me, Robin obliged. Surprised by my new staying power I lasted a whole five minutes. Then my outburst flooded the cubicle floor. 
 
    Robin kissed me again then let go. 'I'm your number two,' she said. 'When you face reality I will be number one. Have you got me right?' 
 
    'Right,' I gasped. 'That was . . . well it was fantastic.' 
 
    'Haven't even started yet,' she replied smugly. Then, favouring me with one of her rare, delightful smiles: 'Shush; we have company.' 
 
    We stood there cramped in the cubicle, clinging to each other, deathly silent while some patron or other emptied her bladder, washed her hands and finally left. 
 
    'Are you on duty tomorrow?' I asked as Robin unlatched the door and had a quick looksee outside into the wider . . . thankfully unoccupied . . . lav. 
 
    'Maybe, maybe not,' she said dubiously. 'Why ask?' 
 
    'I'm asking because I'm a nosy bitch. So are you?' 
 
    'I'm on call. And Frances is in dodgy health. Either way I'll be here; working or drinking.' 
 
    I grinned at her. 'Is Tiger Lily on?' 
 
    'No, tomorrow it's Ziggy.' 
 
    'That's even better. Expect to see me, one way or another.' 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    A fifteen minute toilet break might have been remarked on by anyone else, but not by Martha. She was deeply in conversation with a girl who looked exceptionally . . . well, mannish. Yes she had an impressive chest on her but I'd have bet millions she'd never shaved anywhere, ever. 
 
    'You're Dotty aren't you,' the mannish woman said in greeting. 'I've seen you before in here with that lovely Michelle.' 
 
    That eased my paranoia not at all. How could Michelle be renowned after living up here less than two minutes? 
 
    'Got to compliment you,' the stranger went on, 'The two best-looking women in town, both devoted to you. And you ain't bad-looking yourself. See you around . . . I hope.' 
 
    I watched Martha as she watched her ass slinking away. Or perhaps "slinking" is an exaggeration too far, even for me. But manly as she was, she was well worth staring at. 
 
    'Forget Tiger Lily,' I said, 'you obviously want something else.' 
 
    'Bugger off,' Martha replied, still watching that stocky but shapely ass slinking just for her. 'And get the drinks in. I'm as good as parched.' 
 
    Joan Jett was brilliant but the following act was beyond superb. It was only Suzy Q! 
 
    Yes, yes, I realize that that Suzy has been married forever but she's still a feminist icon. Don't ask how many lesbians have "canned the can" alone at night with her in mind. It must be tens of millions or billions of zillions. 
 
    This Suzy Q version was as realistic as Joan Jett (and yes, I did have a brief mental image of the two them getting it off together afterwards . . . Put that down to a vivid imagination). 
 
    And omigod again! As well as being Bowie's biggest fan my dad had recorded countless episodes of Happy Days. The real Suzy had been in that . . . thinly disguised as a hard rock chick . . . 
 
    Martha surprised me by taking my hand. 
 
    'I haven't had half as many bum-pinches as you promised,' she said. 
 
    'You've had the biggest come-on I've ever seen,' I countered. 
 
    'From Isadora, you mean?' 
 
    I laughed out loud. 'I've never seen a more unlikely Isadora.' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'I mean Isadora translates to the "gift of Isis", the queen of the gods. That lady looks more like the gift of Zeus.' 
 
    'Your superior intellect never fails to astound me. Let's drop the foreplay and go home.' 
 
    I wondered what she meant by that but didn't object. Okay, so I wouldn't have minded watching Suzy's leather-clad ass a little longer, and the finale from Joan wouldn't have gone amiss . . . 
 
    But it was pushing midnight and I needed to think about Robin and Michelle. 
 
    And where was Michelle anyway? Would she be there yet or had traffic got the better of her? As far as I knew it could take between six and sixteen hours to drive to Cornwall. This time of year should be closer to six, but it was a Friday . . . POETS day as well as notoriously busy on the roads. 
 
    Self-consciously, I checked my phone and found a recent text. It was as if she'd read my mind. 
 
    'TRAFFIC IS LIKE SHIT ON M5. BROKEN OFF IN EXETER. HOTEL TWICE AS EXPENSIVE AS MADCHESTER. NO SPA OR SAUNA AND NO SEXY ESCORTS EITHER, AS IF I COULD REALLY BE ARSED. MAKE SURE KEEP TO IT WARM FOR ME FOR SUNDAY. HUGS AND KISSES.' 
 
    I did wonder how hard Michelle had looked for escorts. And I also wondered how hard I'd tried to fend off Robin. 
 
    Not at all, was the answer. 
 
    At least it was to the second question. 
 
    'Come on girlfriend,' Martha repeated, her eyes imploring. 'Let's drop the foreplay and go home.' 
 
    Home was predictably empty, what with the two of us out and Michelle in or around Exeter. 
 
    Forgoing more alcohol, I pecked Martha on the nose, wished her goodnight and undressed while she noisily occupied the bathroom. Then, clad in bra, panties and self-supporting stockings, I took my turn to pee in privacy. 
 
    My oh my, what had I done! I'd only let a butch bouncer fuck me three times in no time at all. And I had no offsetting excuse. If Michelle's text was to be believed she was still a hundred miles away from her precious "Ronnie" and hadn't been able to find . . . or afford . . . any local talent. 
 
    Would I do as promised and meet Robin tomorrow . . . no, make that later tonight. Would I, should I and could I? 
 
    Hmmm . . . Questions, questions . . . 
 
    Musing and not at all sure, I went back to my room. 
 
    Martha was there; sitting on my bed, wearing no more than her very inadequate gown. That is to say it was the one that could cover her tits only by exposing her ass, and vice versa. Not that it was covering a lot of anything at that moment. 
 
    'What's going on?' I asked, feeling oddly naked (even though I was infinitely more presentable). 
 
    Scrap that. Martha really was voluptuous. I'd seen her naked many times and I'd seen her having sex. Her body was very familiar to me. I'd kissed and caressed the top half of it for hours on end. 
 
    But now was different. Now we didn't have two or three guys watching us act. 
 
    Now was for real. 
 
    'Martha,' I said uncomfortably, this doesn't feel . . .' 
 
    'Feels good to me,' she countered, rising and shrugging off her gown altogether, letting it fall to the floor. 
 
    'I want you,' she persisted. 'You promised you'd teach me new tricks and I'm ready to learn.' 
 
    'Martha . . .' 
 
    'Please Dotty. You're the best friend I've ever had. Please don't spurn me in my hour of need.' 
 
    Could I possibly resist an entreaty like that? 
 
    No, could I heckers-like. 
 
    I shoved her back onto my bed and dived on her. 
 
    And yes, that Berlin Wall of ours crumbled after less than one second.

  

 
   
    Story 46 
 
    Up until her final year at uni, Edith had given everyone the impression her emotional system had been cryogenically frozen. She'd never even once been on a date or shown the slightest indication of being drawn toward a fellow human being. Not sexually drawn, anyway. The idea of her ever having a "love problem" was, quite frankly, absurd. But, early into her final autumn term as an undergraduate, she at last proved she had feelings after all. 
 
    Yes, they came flooding out one evening in the Union Bar, big style. 
 
    Heather was sitting alone in a quiet corner, drinking Marston's and trying to make sense out of a thick Econometrics textbook when her friend arrived at her table, bearing two new pints. Edith's habitually fretful expression was more intense than usual. She obviously had something on her mind and, over the course of several more beers, Heather got chapter and verse . . . slowly, and very, very painfully. 
 
    Good grief, getting confessions out of her was like pulling hens' teeth. Her version of "flooding out" was not a fast one! 
 
    After Mary Rose, Edith was easily the cleverest person Heather knew. She was a research chemist ("Great with Stinks" as Mare would have put it) and had become a bit of a star among her peers. She was already inundated with offers to keep on researching when she graduated, no doubt summa cum laude. While not as naturally intelligent as Heather's old school chum, Edith had the gift of only ever needing to hear things once. Her comprehension and retention were first class. So too was her work ethic: she could always be found slogging away in her lab for minimally twelve hours a day and seven days a week. The combination of effort and ability was awesome. 
 
    That night Edith was uncharacteristically low. Being Edith, however, she didn't just sit down and spill out her heart. That would have been too much like admitting she had a few unscientific bones in her body. Instead she babbled on about her latest project, probably not realizing that the frown lines in her forehead were etching themselves ever more deeply in place. 
 
    Heather wasn't fooled by the babbling but let her go on a while, aware that whatever it was had to be serious. Anything that got Edith out of her lab so early had to be terribly serious. It was best to let her get to it in her own good time. 
 
    It can't be work, Heather thought. She knows much more than her tutors. And it can't be her extensive and exciting social life, because she doesn't have one. It must be bad news from home. 
 
    Except Edith did have a social life . . . almost. Her one social concession was to go to the chess club with Doug once a week. And occasionally the two of them had been spotted in the refectory together, eating lunch and talking science. 
 
    Everyone except the star researcher herself knew she was besotted with her fellow researcher. Even without any of the usual tell-tale signs it was apparent in the way she said his name . . . and, come to that, the frequency with which she said his name. 
 
    Doug was nearly as smart as Edith and just as dedicated. On paper they were made for each other; they shared academic interests that baffled ninety-nine point nine per cent of humanity. But in reality they hadn't got beyond the just-good-friends stage. It was as if they were both terminally shy. Heather couldn't understand such reservation between two intelligent people. Even so, she found the ongoing "will-we-won't-we" rather cute. It was like watching that old coffee ad . . . only in super-slow motion. 
 
    'What is it, Ede?' she asked eventually. 'What's upset you?' 
 
    'It's nothing, nothing at all.' 
 
    Heather took the other girl's hand and squeezed it gently. 'Please tell me,' she said. 
 
    'It's nothing really; just something silly.' 
 
    'Ede . . . will you please tell me, for goodness' sake.' 
 
    And that was all it finally took. 
 
    It's official.' Edith avoided her eye as she spoke. 'Doug doesn't care for me at all.' 
 
    'Nonsense, he does so care. I've seen you together. It's written all over his face.' 
 
    'It isn't written all over this though,' Edith said, bursting into tears. 
 
    Heather quickly understood what had happened. Her friend had received a "stray" email that included a sequence of replies she'd never been meant to see. From the paper copy (printed off at the cost of half a rainforest) it was evident that good old Doug had got involved in an ongoing exchange; the sort that moved from coursework to sex, then back to coursework. 
 
    And that one of his idiot mates had then forgotten about the sex and widened the distribution list. 
 
    Oops! 
 
    The sex talk wasn't in any way extreme. Heather thought it shouldn't really upset anyone named in it, even if it did seem to implicate everyone who'd ever used a Bunsen burner. Not to mention a fair few who had never set foot in a lab. She was even in there herself, which she found odd. She didn't often sleep with scientists. Sports scientists were a completely different matter, naturally, but out-and-out scientists . . . 
 
    Anyway, she wasn't bothered personally once she'd seen her two guys gave glowing references. The only thing that did concern her was an exchange towards the end. 
 
    Geordie: "Come on Doug. Confess. Wots Edith like under that baggy sweatshirt?" 
 
    Doug: "How should I know?" 
 
    Geordie: "Mate, if you don't know, nobody does!!" 
 
    Doug: "Then nobody ever will!!" 
 
    Heather put her arm around Edith, who was sobbing quietly. 'Blokes,' she said. 'They're so insincere. He's just said that because he thinks it's what his cronies expect to hear.' 
 
    'His cronies sound sincere enough about you.' Edith's eyes brimmed again. 'You're "fantastic" and "mega" while I'm just a skinny virgin who nobody will ever touch. I'll probably stay hidden under my baggy sweatshirt forever.' 
 
    'Ede, listen to me. You're lovely and slim, not skinny.' 
 
    'But I'm still an untouchable virgin. Nobody's ever going to give me a perfect ten.' Edith managed a weepy, snotty sort of laugh. 'In fact nobody's ever going to give me one, full stop. Never mind score me for it.' 
 
    That was when Heather decided to get involved. Intellectually Edith was a giant; emotionally she was more like a midget. In her considered opinion it all came down to self-image, and there really was no reason for her friend to sell herself so short. While not absolutely striking, she was tall and pretty and would undoubtedly scrub up well. 
 
    If she ever got her nose out of her test-tubes, that was. 
 
    'I've got a three-litre box of Merlot at home,' Heather said. 'You are coming to help me drink it. Then I am going to hug you until you say you're happy again. Is that a deal?' 
 
    'I don't think I'll ever be happy again,' Edith replied with a pale smile. 
 
    'Then I'm going to be hugging you a long time, aren't I? Come on girl, grab your coat.' 
 
    For once reticent with the vino, Heather dragged out her first couple of glasses of red. Without saying so out loud, she wanted to let the effects of several pints of beer leave their systems. Confident they'd peed as much as they needed, she then made her move. 
 
    'Okay,' she said, snuggling closer to Edith on the leather settee, 'this is where the serious hugging begins.' 
 
    Edith stared back at her, almost blankly. It was impossible to judge her mood or expectations. 
 
    She has come of her own accord, Heather thought; she's fully aware that "hugging" is on the agenda. And she knows as much about my sexuality as everyone else . . . 
 
    'I am of course using the word "hugging" loosely,' she continued. 'But I'm really serious about making you happy.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' went Edith. 
 
    'Just relax,' said Heather, undeterred by her friend's lack of enthusiasm. 'Think of it as an experiment. Remove every last emotion and concentrate purely on sensation.' 
 
    'Sensation,' the so-practical chemist echoed. 
 
    'That's right. We're about to experiment together, and it's essential you don't go into it harbouring any preconceptions. Don't you Stinks persons wipe your brains before applying strips of litmus paper onto your solutions? Or whatever it is you apply instead nowadays.' 
 
    'I've always preferred Universal Indicator.' Edith's laugh was uncharacteristically nervous. 'But yes, I suppose I could brainwash myself.' 
 
    'Good,' said Heather, and then kissed her. 
 
    Edith had, naturally, been aware of her friend's larger than life reputation. Heather was miles beyond drop-dead-gorgeous and could sleep with just about anybody on the campus at whim: male, female or transgender. Everyone fancied Heather, even straight girls. It was impossible not to fancy her and she sent out sleep-with-me signals without even trying. 
 
    Like she was doing right now! 
 
    When it came to her own sexuality Edith was undecided. She wasn't by any means a biologist but, as a dyed-in-the-wool, hard-core scientist, she recognized that gender only mattered if reproduction was concerned. Sex could be had same-gender, couldn't it? And, virgin that she was, she was well aware that sexual attraction could be indiscriminate. 
 
    In other words, she was quite capable of being visually attracted to females as well as males. 
 
    Come to that, if she dismissed illogical, irrational and possibly institutionalized preconceptions, didn't she really believe that girls were infinitely more attractive than men? 
 
    So how should she to react to the proposed "experiment"? How when merely being there on the sofa with Heather had set her pulse off racing faster than Michael Schumacher? 
 
    "I'm well on the lezzie side of bi," Heather would tell anyone who would listen. 
 
    And she had the track record to prove it. Ninety-five per cent of the males at uni must have tried it on with her; their success rate wasn't high. Unlike the far lower percentage of females who'd tried, with a (rumoured) win-rate better than Manchester United's. 
 
    I'm here of my own free will, Edith reminded herself, I came here expecting wine and hugs. And I am perfectly able to switch off my emotions and experiment. 
 
    Consequently she accepted Heather's kiss and, rather than analysing the girl-on-girl aspect, analysed the pure physical reactions. 
 
    Heather was, she quickly decided, playing it cool and going easy on her. As an innocent in the hands of a woman of the world, Edith appreciated the consideration. She also appreciated the fact that she was with a real-life human being; a beautiful person who seemed to genuinely like her; a person who was prepared to show her real-life physical affection. 
 
    Remembering her instructions, Edith concentrated purely on sensation, finding it surprisingly easy to do so. And goodness gracious, kissing was nice! No, it was better than just nice, it was fabulous. The rush of sensations inside her was just as good as the one she could make herself feel when alone in her bed. 
 
    Oh yes! Nice, nice, nice! And from no more than a kiss!! What on earth would she feel like if matters progressed!! 
 
    Suddenly Edith desperately wanted matters to progress. And she could be a very determined lady if the situation dictated. She was also an expert at applying catalysts. Going on out-and-out instinct, she upped the tempo. Heather seamlessly went with her. Overcome by her own daring, Edith pushed her tongue into a warm, receptive mouth . . . 
 
    No, into her lover's mouth!! 
 
    It was sheer joy. When Heather took her hand and drew in into an intimate position, she didn't resist. No, she simply kept on kissing and experimenting. 
 
    Heather hadn't had such fun in ages. Proving to Edith that she was sexually attractive wasn't any big hardship. Hell, it wasn't even untrue. Edith was very attractive . . . very, very, attractive; she just went out of her way to disguise the fact. And her being a virgin didn't hurt. 
 
    Not that Heather was some kind of perv. Okay, she could be as degenerate as heck with an equally experienced partner, but she would never push boundaries with the likes of Ede. 
 
    Ede was a lovely person. 
 
    Ede deserved loving, not simply shagging. 
 
    Most of all, Ede needed a little friendly bigging-up. 
 
    Their first kiss was a long one, as well as particularly sweet. Keeping it going, Heather did her best to control her savage beast within. That alter ego of hers, "Hurricane Heather" could do extreme things at the drop of a hat. The last thing she wanted was to frighten Edith off sex forever. 
 
    Especially not when they'd come this far. 
 
    Breaking off at last, Heather softly kissed Edith's strong, straight nose awhile. Then she kissed her naturally arched eyebrows. And then, when Ede instinctively shut her eyes, she kissed her closed lids. 
 
    'You are so, so, sexy,' she purred. 
 
    'Oh my God,' Edith gasped. 
 
    'Squeeze,' Heather prompted. Then, laughing, 'not my shoulder, silly! Squeeze with your other hand!!' 
 
    When her virgin lover did as commanded and compressed her breast, she squealed and chuckled. 
 
    'You just made me cum, Ede,' she said (more or less truthfully). 'Let me return the favour.' 
 
    'As a scientific experiment,' Edith replied. 
 
    'Yeah, let's not deny the Great God Science.' 
 
    It was Edith's turn to laugh. 'My emotions are on hold . . . I think. I guess I'm ready to concentrate on whatever physical sensations you care to inflict.' 
 
    Edith couldn't believe that her ears could be so . . . so re-active. Heather had only nibbled at her lobes and licked behind them, and . . . 
 
    Well, it had been erotic beyond belief. 
 
    Still keeping her eyes clamped shut, Edith lay back on the settee and enjoyed the feel of the tip of Heather's tongue as it traced a line down her neck. Then she gasped as her lover shifted sides and kissed her way back up to her other ear. 
 
    Her lover!! 
 
    Innocent virgin that she was, Edith realized she was being loved, not fucked. 
 
    And she loved being loved. Sharing sex was a million times better than doing it DIY. No, it was more like a zillion times better! 
 
    Surprising her, Heather suddenly desisted. 'This is a two-way experience,' she said. Then, smiling as she deftly and cross-handed removed her T-shirt, she thrust her boobs into Edith's face. 
 
    'Just do whatever feels right,' she said. 
 
    Edith gasped again. Along with most of the rest of the university, she had admired Heather's breasts for some considerable time. She'd also regretted her own lack of athleticism. Some more sporty girls had told her that Hev's changing room antics were worth witnessing. Apparently she was always first to strip off and last to kit up. And first in, last out of the showers . . . 
 
    Allegedly dozens of girls had applied to join her football team, just to share a changing room with her. 
 
    Heather had what seemed to be a natural tan. It would have been easy to suppose she'd had a dash of African blood in her ancestry at some stage but, rather disappointingly, her family tree went back over six generations of Yorkshire farmers, all of them as white as the county's rose. 
 
    Never mind her superb skin tone, Edith thought, get a load of those tits! 
 
    And wasn't the girl doubly-blessed? Heather had large, round breasts but they were firm and virtually self-supporting. Apparently she could play sports without needing to wear one of those ridiculous bras that resembled chastity belts. Apparently she could even control a high ball on her chest with the skill of a Gascoigne or Best . . . 
 
    Edith did her utmost not to stare . . . and failed miserably. 
 
    Her own tits were perhaps a little larger than Hev's but not nearly so firm. She tended to leave them to their own devices. Because nobody had ever shown any interest in her, she didn't know much about them as sexual organs. All she knew was that, if she ever tried to trap a football, it would squash them flatter than pancakes. 
 
    Although Heather's were a sight for sore eyes it wasn't their size, shape and solidity that immediately drew Edith's attention. Oh no, it was the bits that came with them. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes, she thought. Oh yes, yes, yes! 
 
    Heather's nipples were enormous and, currently positioned maybe six inches from Edith's face, she could see they were hard and erect. Astounding as that spectacle was, Edith's attention was centred the girl's areolae: they were two inches across and the colour of the darkest plain chocolate. 
 
    Unable to stay herself, she ran her tongue over Hev's right boob. And somehow she managed to do it slowly, only briefly flicking the nipple, favouring the actual breast more than the obvious target. 
 
    'Good grief, yes,' Heather sighed. 
 
    Encouraged, Edith put her tongue more fully to work, concentrating a while on the undersides of those oh so wonderful tits, only occasionally straying up onto her teats. 
 
    And goodness gracious, her nipples were getting even bigger and harder! How could that possibly be! 
 
    Only too evidently an admirer of Edith's enthusiasm, Heather finally dragged her mouth away from her boobs. 
 
    'My turn,' she said officiously. 'It's a two-way experience, remember?' 
 
    Edith obligingly lay back against the arm of the settee, reckoning that was what was expected of such a comely virgin. 
 
    Not that she really considered herself to be a comely virgin. She was a skinny scientific freak who had no hope of ever getting laid. There was more chance of DNA technology reincarnating dinosaurs than anyone wanting sex with her. Heather deserved a medal for going as far as she already had. With any luck she'd get a bit of tit-play and then surely that would be that. They would be back to the three litre box of Merlot, sipping a few more glasses and sharing a lot of embarrassing silences. 
 
    Or would they? 
 
    Adroitly pulling off Edith's baggy sweatshirt and removing her bra, Heather cooed appreciation. 'Nice, nice, nice,' she said. 
 
    Then she went to work on Ede's breasts, pretty much replicating the attention she'd been paid herself. And pretty much bringing Edith off, if the truth be told. Had she just told herself she didn't know much about her tits as sexual organs? Well she did now! 
 
    Eventually, following what to Edith felt suspiciously like three orgasms, Heather desisted and eased herself up her body. The smooth feeling of their hot, sweaty boobs rubbing together more than made up for the lack of nibbles and licks; it was no less than exquisite. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! 
 
    When Heather kissed her mouth again Edith opened up and avidly sucked on the invading tongue. 
 
    Tonight's been brilliant, she thought, convinced the physical part was over and done with. 
 
    But Hev was kissing her neck again, going down one side, taking a shortcut along her collarbone and going back up the other side. Resolutely concentrating on sensations, Edith didn't object when strong fingers gripped her wrist and pulled her arm up straight, like a school-kid trying to attract the teacher's attention. 
 
    The touch of tongue tip on her armpit thrilled her beyond belief. How could Hev do such a thing! Okay, so she did shave her pits, but not regularly. There had to be half an inch of bristle there. And it'd been hours since she last sprayed on deodorant . . . 
 
    Heather didn't seem to mind the bristles. She gave Edith's pit a thorough licking before changing arms and repeating herself. 
 
    Then she headed south. 
 
    Edith sighed as that adventurous tongue darted hither and thither, checking out her curves before at last arriving at the top of her jeans, drawing a horizontal line over the soft skin of her tummy. This, she was sure as sure could be, was the end of the road. 
 
    Maybe it was just as well. She had nothing to offer but her virginity and Hev had gone way beyond the extra mile quite a while ago. She was also unsure how she would react if the experiment did go much further. Last thing she wanted to do was seem foolish by overreacting. 
 
    Before she could suggest more wine Hev's deft fingers were unbuckling her belt. 
 
    'Oh my God,' Edith gasped as fresh excitement washed through her. 'Oh my God, yes, yes, yes.' 
 
    Heather had been having fun earlier but by now she was in her element. She was also (somehow!) still keeping her alter ego under control. She popped the brass button on Edith's Levi's and tugged down her zip. 
 
    'Lift your bum,' she said, masterfully. 
 
    Edith obeyed and had her denims tugged most way off her in an instant. Sliding off the settee, onto her knees, Heather quickly unfastened Ede's trainers and tossed them aside. Two seconds later the jeans were gone altogether, taking short white ankle socks with them. Ede was now naked apart from surprisingly sexy panties. 
 
    Heather grinned inwardly. Edith's bra had been, to say the least, unflattering. Those panties were, in contrast, frilly, pretty and pink. The reinforced part at the front was noticeably damp, too. To her mind that only made them sexier. 
 
    The temptation to give Edith what she so obviously wanted was immense. Overcoming it, Heather set to work on her legs instead: thighs first, kissing and licking fronts, backs, insides and outs. She kissed Ede's kneecaps too (for no reason other than they were there) before starting on her calves. 
 
    Edith's legs were, she noted, hair-free. She must have recently shaved (or, more probably, waxed) to get them so smooth. And she had good, clear skin. All right, so it was creamy-pale, but it wouldn't see a lot of sun in the lab, would it? 
 
    Deciding that she liked the look of pale skin against her own deep tan she glanced up Edith's body. Ede looked blissful; there was no other word to describe her expression. All the worry lines had gone out of her face. She had plainly succeeded in subduing her emotions! 
 
    Heather kissed her ankles. Then she took Edith's right foot in her hand and smothered it with kisses. Starting on top, she worked her way to the instep. Edith gasped and said something about her being ticklish. Ignoring whatever she said, Heather ran her tongue up and down her sole, going all the way from her heel to the tips of her toes and back, again and again. 
 
    Edith groaned and almost certainly came. 
 
    Switching feet, Heather concentrated on Edith's toes. Her nails were predictably varnish-free but well-clipped. Licking and sucking her digits one by one was not an unpleasant task. 
 
    Neither was sucking them three at a time. 
 
    The best was yet to come, though. Still kneeling, Heather pulled off the frilly pink knickers, exposing a not-so-recently shaved pussy. Not that that was any deterrent. Heather liked pussies in all their many forms. She really didn't care if they were hairless, styled in fancy strips and triangles or covered in an untamed bush. Being there and being available were the only criteria that mattered to her. 
 
    And Ede's was definitely there! It was easy to picture purple blood pounding into it, causing it to swell and darken. 
 
    'Beautiful,' Heather said sincerely. 
 
    'Please,' Edith sighed. 'Please Hev . . .' 
 
    Heather didn't need asking twice. 'Open your legs for me,' she commanded. 
 
    Edith immediately threw her legs apart, putting herself into the most whore-like position Heather could imagine (and that was an achievement in itself!). 
 
    'Really Ede,' she laughed, 'I'm supposed to be teaching you, not the other way around.' 
 
    'Please,' Edith replied. 'Please, Hev . . .' 
 
    After paying a limited amount of attention to the researcher's labia, Heather switched focus to her clit. Or rather, aware that some women were super-sensitive there, she focused extensively on her hood. Edith had been alternating between moans and groans for a while by then. Sweet-smelling juice was leaking out of her vagina. Again resisting temptation, not the girl to leave a job half-done, Heather did not stray. 
 
    Well, not much. 
 
    Concentrating mostly on her inner lips, Heather let her tongue follow Edith's folds, occasionally letting it brush her actual clitoris, gradually assessing its hardiness. Ede's was, she concluded, quite tough. She could probably have gone for it straightaway. But it was better safe than sorry, wasn't it? And her being considerate hadn't hurt, had it? It had just made a ten minute task last half an hour, but nobody was complaining. 
 
    Well I'm certainly not,' she thought gleefully. I'm not complaining at all. 
 
    Edith's next orgasm was simply awesome. Inspired by everything about it . . . the taste, touch, sound, smell and sight . . . Heather kept on going. By now she was more direct; now one hundred per cent of her efforts were aimed at that magic button. And now she felt it appropriate to use a couple of fingers too. 
 
    Good grief wasn't Edith's vagina tight! Not to mention hot and very, very wet. Her reactions were more than slightly pleasant too. The odd "yes" and "nice" punctuated her many renewed moans and groans. Her luscious chest was heaving in an appreciative sort of a way. By far best of all, her lower body was moving with a graceful, musical rhythm. 
 
    Normally Heather imposed her own rhythm at moments like that. There were several golden oldies on her regular play list. Tonight she didn't even try; instead she simply fell in with Edith's beat. 
 
    And it was definitely working. A splash of warmth on her boobs confirmed that. So too did the rapidly rising volume of Edith's verbal soundtrack. 
 
    'Oh my God,' she cried, 'oh my God I'm going to . . . to . . .' 
 
    A much larger splash of warmth confirmed that Heather's job was done. 
 
    Well, for a minute or two, anyway. 
 
    She climbed to her feet, stooped to kiss Edith's nose again then straightened to unfasten her jeans. 
 
    'I feel overdressed,' she said as she kicked her legs free. 
 
    'I feel . . . amazing.' Edith laughed. 'Is sex always as good as that?' 
 
    'That was just foreplay.' Heather grinned. 'We need to go to bed to have sex.' 
 
    Edith shook her head and laughed some more. 
 
    'No, really,' Heather went on. ''It's your turn next and we haven't really even started yet. Unless you're in need of vino we ought to be climbing those stairs.' 
 
    Edith just gazed at her. 
 
    'It's your choice,' Heather continued. 'What's it to be: one more glass of wine; oblivion in the bottom of the whole box . . . or a more intimate cuddle on my bed?' 
 
    'Bed,' said Edith. 'Bed first and foremost.' 
 
    Heather's witchy cackle would have done Mary Rose proud. 'I rather hoped you might say that,' she said, grabbing Ede's hand and pulling her shakily upright. 
 
    'Bed, then?' 
 
    'Oh yes! Yes please.' 
 
    Later, snuggled together beneath the duvet, Heather told Edith that she was fantastic, that she was mega. That she had come in at eleven out of ten. And that if she'd been a virgin then she, Heather, was going to go buy a new hat and eat it. 
 
    'I'll get you a knife and fork then; this really is my first.' Edith's laugh was a bit wobbly. 'And thank you. I never expected I'd turn into a lesbian, but it was really good.' 
 
    Heather rolled her eyes at that. 
 
    'Just slow down on the lesbian track,' she said. 'One bout of sex isn't going to "turn you" into anything. Not even if you did get the hang of it superbly.' 
 
    'Hev . . . please, you're embarrassing me.' 
 
    'Good. And stop thanking me. I probably got more out of tonight than you did.' 
 
    'I doubt that. I really do.' 
 
    'Well you shouldn't, Ede. You really shouldn't.' 
 
    'What now?' Edith wondered after a comfy silence. 'What do I do? Get up and go home?' 
 
    'No way; you're staying until you're happy, remember?' 
 
    'I remember you saying something about wine and hugs, although I only recall getting a drop of the former and none of the latter.' 
 
    'You did too get a hug! It just developed. As they . . .' 
 
    Heather broke off, pleasantly shocked when Edith's hand made intimate contact under the covers, and boldly too. 
 
    'That's nice. Are you sure you used to be a virgin?' 
 
    Edith laughed yet again. Perhaps the extent of her "loss" had just sunk in. If it had then she'd clearly analysed her new status and come to terms with it. 'Yes,' she said, 'but I'm a quick learner.' 
 
    'I know that. It's just . . .' Heather broke off and chuckled. 'Well, you didn't seem like a virgin. And you certainly didn't behave like one.' 
 
    It was dark so Edith's blush was felt rather than seen. And yes, it really was felt; lying next to her was like lying next to a radiator. 
 
    'I've used things for years,' she said. 'Nobody wanted to sleep with me, so . . . so there! I'm not intact because I use dildos on myself.' 
 
    'Dildos are okay,' Heather said. 'They're sold in their millions. Every bachelor girl should have at least two. I've got half a dozen. Or is it eight? Whatever; you've nothing to be ashamed of.' 
 
    'I know that. It's just so humiliating admitting how messed up my life is. I wish I could be as grown up about everything as you are.' 
 
    'I take it you mean sex? Seeing as you've got everything else nailed?' 
 
    'No . . . well, yes . . . I mean . . .' 
 
    Heather stroked her friend's arm. 'Think about it, Ede. You're already brilliant. The rest of your life can't fail to be successful. "Messed up" can't possibly come into it. So you waited until now before you decided to have sex . . . so what? Sex isn't compulsory, you know.' 
 
    'It hasn't even been optional for me. That's the root of it all.' 
 
    'Ede, Do me a favour. Use that rational brain of yours. Analyse how hard you've actually tried to have relationships. Compared to randy witches like me; the sort who do their best to have at least one new partner a week.' 
 
    That only took a moment. 
 
    'I never have tried.' Edith laughed shortly. 'There was one particular boy at school, but we never quite happened. Since then I suppose I've let myself go.' 
 
    'Good. Now analyse where you've got to and where you want to be. Sexually, I mean.' 
 
    Ede took another brief pause for thought. 
 
    'I'm still not trying. I haven't done anything with my appearance for years. And I never give anyone the slightest encouragement. I need to change that.' 
 
    'Excellent . . . that's right to the point . . . and easy to change, to boot. Now how about the actual sex? Where exactly are you with that?' 
 
    'I told you already.' Edith's body-radiator had stoked up again. 'Before tonight I'd only ever done it on my own.' 
 
    'But where do you want to go from here?' 
 
    'I really enjoyed tonight.' Edith's hand was still in intimate contact. She moved it a second to give the inside of Heather's thigh a friendly pinch. 'But I want to do it with a bloke too. It can't possibly be any better, but I have to find out.' 
 
    'Sex is different with different people,' Heather agreed. 'Blokes are different to girls, but I wouldn't say that they're necessarily better or worse. To me, the key is for both partners to care about each other's orgasm. There doesn't have to be love involved, or even too much friendship, just that common intent . . . for the duration, so to speak.' 
 
    'It's okay,' said Edith. 'I understand. I won't mistake your kindness for something else. I want us to have a mature, adult friendship.' 
 
    'We already do have a mature, adult friendship,' Heather relied patiently. 'Getting you to have other mature, adult friendships is the issue.' 
 
    'I know. And in answer to your earlier question: I want to get on with the learning curve as soon as possible.' 
 
    'Do you mean with blokes?' 
 
    'Yes, I do, and with one bloke in particular.' 
 
    'So you haven't got over Doug?' 
 
    'I love him, Hev. I don't know why . . . it isn't logical . . . but I can't stop myself.' 
 
    'And you still feel that way, even after seeing his email?' 
 
    'Of course I do; that was just him being one of the lads, exactly as you said it was.' 
 
    'You're determined about this, aren't you?' 
 
    'I can't stop thinking about him.' Edith sighed forlornly. 'I know it's useless, but I'm stuck with it.' 
 
    'So you're definitely not a lesbian then?' 
 
    'I'm probably not, even though I'll definitely keep trying it out . . . if you want to, that is.' 
 
    'I want to, just as long as we stay friends above everything.' 
 
    'Hev, I'll always be your friend, especially after tonight. I'll never . . .' 
 
    'Enough! Consider it sorted. Just do something about Doug for goodness' sake.' 
 
    'I don't think I dare. You keep telling me I'm terminally shy with blokes; I'm afraid you might be right.' 
 
    'Yeah, and I'm starting to think Doug's even worse.' 
 
    'He probably is. The situation's hopeless.' 
 
    'Don't ever say that. It's a sex situation. Sex always finds a way.' 
 
    This time Edith's sigh was even more heartfelt. 'Shouldn't that be "love" always finds a way?' 
 
    'In this instance there's not a lot of difference.' 
 
    'Yes there is. I think about him all the time. It's beginning to affect my work. In fact it's going to drive me mad. I know it is.' 
 
    'Good grief,' said Heather. 'If it's as bad as that, it calls for desperate measures.' 
 
    'What do you have in mind?' 
 
    ' 
 
    I'm not sure, but something extreme . . . kill or cure . . . something to get you together or else get him out of your system, once and for all.' 
 
    'What though? I can't just throw myself at him. He might push me away.' 
 
    'Don't worry about that. I have a plan.' It was Heather's turn to laugh as inspiration struck her. 'It's the most cunning of all cunning plans. As Blackadder would say, you could easily pin a tail on and call it a weasel.' 
 
    Edith didn't speak for a while. 'What?' she said, eventually. 
 
    Heather laughed again. 'You are going to become the darling of scientific research. By the time I've finished, Doug will be crawling to you on his knees.' 
 
    Part two of Heather's plan was to completely change Edith's image without materially changing the girl herself. In other words, it involved a blend of cosmetics and bolstered confidence . . . meaning the more bolstered the better. Part one involved winding up Doug tighter than a coiled spring. That bit was carried out personally by Heather, whose psyche never had needed much assistance. 
 
    She found him in the refectory, sitting alone with his dinner and a weighty scientific tome that made Econometrics seem quite interesting. He looked guilty from the word go. 
 
    'That email,' he said immediately. 'I'm terribly sorry. We've all made our views plain to Warren. He's doing the rounds apologizing. Hasn't he got to you yet?' 
 
    'Never mind me.' Heather stayed on her feet, overshadowing him. 'What about Edith?' 
 
    'I'm plucking up courage,' he said limply. 
 
    'Well you're too late.' She leant forward, hands on the table, giving him the choice of looking up at her face or down her very visible cleavage. Being a gentleman (or being a cowardly rat, already deep into the black stuff) he chose to look at her face. 
 
    'What did Warren say about me? That I'm "the best a man can get"? Well take it from me, Edith's the best a girl can get.' 
 
    Doug's jaw dropped. 'What . . . what are you saying?' 
 
    'I'm saying she slept with me last night.' Heather's grin was in danger of splitting off the top half of her head. She'd rehearsed her words beforehand, but even so this felt spontaneous and good. 'You have blown it, Doug. I got inside her baggy sweatshirt first, luckily for me.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'Don't but me, Doug. Listen to me instead. She was saving herself for you. Until that email landed and changed her mind. Last night she asked me to be her first. And it was great.' 
 
    She deliberately leant even closer. Doug's face was a picture now. He really didn't seem to notice her boobs as conflicting and very visible emotions raced through him: surprise, dismay, envy . . . 
 
    Yes, he was showing lots and lots of envy. 
 
    'You'll be on your own in the lab on Saturday,' Heather continued mercilessly. 'Edith's coming away to the Lake District with me. I'm going to fill the fridge with snacks and we're going to lock the world out, so we can fuck each other all weekend long.' 
 
    Doug flinched at the F word, making Heather bite back a laugh. She'd spent years and years at The Manor trying to stop Mary Rose swearing so much. Mary Rose always argued the word had its uses. She would have pounced on Doug as proof she'd been right. 
 
    'You can think about us every time you look at her empty work station,' Heather added, viciously. 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'But nothing, Doug, you've blown it. She won't be there Saturday or Sunday. She'll be wrapping that lovely body of hers around lucky old me instead.' 
 
    At that Heather laughed out loud. The weekend away really was going to happen and she could not wait. Last night was for Edith as a friend in need. Saturday night, Sunday morning was going to be for both of them. 
 
    'Lucky, lucky old me,' she added, twisting the knife. 
 
    Doug clearly couldn't take much more. For a split second his eyes dropped down to Heather's chest and then hastily bounced back up to her face. 
 
    'But . . .' he said for about the hundredth time. 
 
    'I've got a special gadget that will let me be a man for her,' she said softly, almost whispering. 'When I say I'm going to fuck her, I really mean it. While you are playing silly games with your fancy chemistry set, she'll be locking her ankles behind my back and hoping I never stop.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'She's a very loving woman, Edith. And she cums better than a wet dream. I can't wait to find out what she's like when she's actually got something buried deep inside her, or when I teach her one or two of the more adventurous positions.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    It was tempting to ask if Doug was now the university's last virgin, but Heather couldn't be so cruel (not quite). Instead she smiled sweetly and said: 'Goodness only knows why, but she still likes you. You still have a chance of being her first bloke.' 
 
    'Right,' Doug blabbered. He had been blushing furiously for most of the conversation, various shades of red steadily deepening. Now he was on the verge of self-combustion. 
 
    'What . . . what do you suggest I do?' 
 
    'What do I suggest?' Heather laughed some more and went into Mary Rose Overdrive mode. 'Don't ask me. I'm your rival, Doug. I'm going to keep fucking her until you think of a way to make her fuck you instead. Hopefully it'll take forever.' 
 
    Doug's response was to bring flowers into the lab. Acting on Heather's instructions, Edith accepted them but declined a conciliatory drink. Also acting on Heather's instructions (and constantly carping about it "off-stage") Edith began playing hard to get, avoiding the refectory altogether and resigning from the chess club. And the harder she played, the harder Doug tried. Being seen to be her so-very-ardent admirer no longer seemed to be a problem. In fact having a rival seemed to have galvanized him. 
 
    It was fair to say he'd been sussed. 
 
    Over the next couple of months Heather spent a lot of extra time with Edith, regularly marvelling at the transformation in her. It would have been nice to take all the credit, but much was of the researcher's own doing, thanks to her intelligence and that amazing learning ability. In bed she went from being an eager virgin to porn-star-class in about a week. Out of bed she changed almost immediately, as self-confidence started to bloom and grow. 
 
    And why shouldn't she be confident? She'd discovered the use of a limited amount of make-up . . . of hot sex whenever she fancied it . . . and best of all, of having Doug running in circles with his tongue hanging out. 
 
    Bring it all on! 
 
    The old Edith was tallish but slouched, with long, almost straggly hair and clouded eyes. Infused with self-belief, she stood upright, threw back her shoulders and was suddenly flaunting an intriguing pair of bazoomas. Her carriage changed too; while she didn't exactly strut about like Naomi on a catwalk, her body language suddenly started shouting "Wow!" 
 
    Unilaterally abandoning her previous baggy, shapeless jeans and even worse shapeless sweatshirts, she switched to tight Levi's and skimpy T-shirts. Heads turned when she came into any room. Doug must have noticed his list of rivals growing daily. 
 
    Heather did her best to further bolster Edith's self-assurance before tackling her skin and hair. Finally satisfied that her eyes had become cloudless, she introduced her to the sunbed at a local gym. Then, when she could see a decent tan setting in, she dragged her into the nearest Toni & Guy for a severe trim and dye. That worked! Overnight Edith became "The Tall Ash-blonde With the Chest". She spent the next fortnight fighting off even more new admirers then went back on her own. This time she came out with a white urchin cut that completely altered her forever and ever. Amen. 
 
    By then blokes were queuing up to make excuses to visit her lab. 
 
    "Kill or cure" ultimately happened at what was to become an infamous rugby semi-final. Suspecting a breakthrough was in the offing, Heather suggested Edith might like to try a different man first, purely in the interests of practice. Ede wouldn't hear of it. All this was because of Doug, she insisted, so he was first in line. 
 
    'I know it's not logical,' she said yet again. 'But I love him.' 
 
    'Don't talk to me about logical,' Heather retorted, chuckling. 'It's Mister Spock you should be in love with, not a simple Earthling.' 
 
    Her friend didn't quite get that but it didn't matter; she'd picked her Earthling and, from being oblivious to her charms, he was now threatening to bury her in orchids. When he gave up Saturday in the lab in favour of a ticket on the same supporters' coach . . . and for God-awful rugby at that . . . there could only be one possible outcome. 
 
    And it was, of course, cure, not kill. One seven hundred mile coach-trip later and Edith and Doug were as good as spliced. Within a month they were living together (Doug giving up comparatively luxurious student accommodation at the cost of horrendous financial penalties). 
 
    Within a year they were wed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 47 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    (September 1997) 
 
    Angie stopped one step inside the Union Bar. It was Friday night, seven o'clock and already busier by far than she'd ever seen. 
 
    Then again, she had only been at uni a week, and for Freshers' Week at that. Maybe this was the way ahead. Maybe this was how Friday nights would always be. 
 
    Meaning bars jam-packed with students of all ages, all of them out for a good time. 
 
    Freddie Mercury was on the juke, expressing appreciation for fat bottomed girls. 
 
    And who was likely to argue about that? 
 
    Not Angie. 
 
    Grinning, absolutely at home, she took in her surroundings. The pool table to her right was occupied by four girls (and yes, the one bending to take her shot was fat bottomed; but in a very alluring sort of a way). Every last one of the video games was noisily in use, mostly by spotty-faced males, intent on zapping aliens. Girl-power ruled as far as the darts boards were concerned and there seemed to be a lot of serious scoring going on. Phil Taylor might have struggled to keep up with some of those babes. 
 
    Well, he might if he relaxed his ultra-professional persona for one second and looked at their tidy little doubles instead of the usual trebles. 
 
    The background music was ever-changing. Freddie gave way to Roger Daltry, wanting to know who someone or other was. 
 
    'Who, who,' Angie breathed, 'who, who.' 
 
    The influx of older students had been steadily increasing over the past week; she'd been noticing new faces ever since she'd arrived, as long ago as last Friday. Now, two days before university life began for real, just about everybody was here and the place was full to overflowing. 
 
    Speaking of which . . . 
 
    Angie let her eyes drift to Lesbians' Corner. Promisingly enough, there were new faces there. Well, if not "new" at least different. More second and third years reclaiming their territory, she concluded. 
 
    Oh yes. Yum, yum! 
 
    Somehow remembering she was supposed to be out on a date, Angie had a closer look at the Union Bar's most alluring (if unofficial) section. 
 
    Crikey, Billie was there, chatting with Charlie and that big-busted blonde from LGBT. 
 
    Composing herself, Angie approached her friends' table. She was supposed to be dating Billie tonight but had fucked with Charlie as recently as Wednesday. How awkward was that? 
 
    Apart from Charlie having a live-in lover who reacted like a dangerous dog every time she saw Angie; that could be even more awkward! 
 
    No, make that a live-in lover who was, co-incidentally, fucking around with the LGBT blonde as well. 
 
    'Hey lover,' Billie said in greeting, jumping to her feet and kissing Angie on her mouth. Then, all green hair, tats and piercings, she grinned at the others. My round,' she said, 'make Angie welcome. She's not as ferocious as she looks.' 
 
    'She looks good to me,' the LGBT blonde responded, matching Billie's grin. 
 
    'And I know she's good,' Charlie replied with a titter. 
 
    'Marston's,' Billie said to Angie, 'as if I need to ask.' 
 
    'I'm Dani,' the blonde added, thrusting out her hand. 'I've heard all about you, Angie, all of it good.' 
 
    'I've only been here a week,' said Angie, shaking the proffered hand, noting the way Dani did not rush to let go. 
 
    'A week's a long time in higher education.' Dani laughed. 'And aren't we lucky? We have months and months left ahead of us.' 
 
    'It's beer time,' Billie said pointedly. 'Come and help me carry them, Danielle.' 
 
    Angie shot Charlie a glance as she sat. 'Where's the Rottweiler?' 
 
    Charlie pretended to check under the table before replying. 'If you're referring to Ruby, she has had a family crisis. Her dad drove into a bus.' 
 
    Angie was about to say she hoped it was nothing trivial. But that would be spiteful about a guy she did not even know. Instead she rounded her eyes. 
 
    'Is he okay?' 
 
    'He is now, but he had time in Intensive Care. Rubes rang me maybe an hour ago. They've taken him out to a general ward, left him at the mercy of the nurses. Apparently he's recovering and as happy as a pig in shit.' 
 
    'What a quaint turn of phrase,' said Angie. Then, deadly serious: 'What's the crack with you and Dani? She's Ruby's latest pull, isn't she?' 
 
    'Rubes asked me to look after her.' Charlie sniggered. 'I've been doing my utmost, obviously.' 
 
    'She seems like a girl who can look after herself.' 
 
    'Right, tell me about it,' said Charlie. Then, soft and urgent: 'Here they come. Woman up and let's see where we go.' 
 
    'See where we go . . .' 
 
    Angie fell silent as the other two girls returned to their table. 
 
    'I got you an extra,' 'Billie said, depositing a couple of pints in front of Angie. 'Can't have you claiming that we've all supped more than you, can we?' 
 
    'Billie suggested we join your pub crawl,' Charlie added. 'Sounds good doesn't it, the four of us on the lash, painting the town red. Or do you think we would be cramping your style?' 
 
    Angie glanced at Billie, who was sitting rather close to Charlie. There was history there; suddenly she was sure there was. 
 
    But what did it matter? She'd agreed to have the most open of open relationships with Billie. So what if Billie ended up with Charlie tonight. They were a four, weren't they? Two sets of two. 
 
    Did it really matter which two got it together? 
 
    Well yes, clearly it did, but not necessarily at that very moment. 
 
    Not if the LGBT blonde was game for a laugh. 
 
    Angie drained her first pint in one. 
 
    'Painting the town red sounds good to me,' she said. 'Let's go for it, girls!' 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Three pubs into the crawl and Angie had exchanged perhaps twenty words with her so-called date. Billie was lavishing most of her attention on Charlie, who seemed to have forgotten all about looking after Dani. 
 
    In contrast Dani had lavished her attention on Angie. She liked girls with shaven heads, she assured her. And she particularly liked girls who weren't afraid to "experiment". 
 
    'I heard you've been with Sarah-Jayne,' she said. 'That must have been an experience.' 
 
    'It was,' Angie admitted. 'But I don't do gossip, so I'm not telling you about it.' 
 
    'That's a pity. Rumour has it she's hung like a horse.' 
 
    'I've never been with a horse,' Angie grinned, 'so I can't comment on that.' 
 
    'But she is hung? Go on, you can tell me. I went with a tranny myself once. It was blissful.' 
 
    'Sorry, I still have no comment.' 
 
    Dani sniggered. 'What about this stunning Indian neighbour everyone's jilling over; can you comment on her?' 
 
    'Madhu classes herself as English, not Indian. Yes, she is stunning, but she's also innocent and very straight. And that's all I'm saying.' 
 
    Angie crossed her fingers behind her back as she made that little statement. Madhu wasn't as straight as she had made out. And she wasn't merely a bit curious; that girl was ready to take the next step or two, and big ones at that. 
 
    Like most probably on Saturday afternoon. 
 
    For perhaps ten minutes Dani stopped overtly flirting and talked about herself. She was, she said, a post-grad student but effectively here as a new starter. She'd recently graduated from Leeds and, due to "changing circumstances" had opted to carry on her studies in darkest Lancashire. 
 
    'I have contacts in LGBT here,' she said. 'I'd only heard good things. And they were all true. I couldn't possibly be out in better company than I am tonight.' 
 
    'I've made some good friends already,' Angie said, 'and you're right; Charlie and Billie are great to be with.' 
 
    'Those two are fun but I was referring to the youngest member of the crew.' Dani was staring intently at Angie as she spoke. 'The one we older women find irresistible.' 
 
    Angie didn't let herself be flattered by that. Well, not too much, anyway. Older women were rather her forte. Her very first female was in her thirties and all of her more recent ones were senior by a year or two. Nowadays she knew she appealed to a lot of different types and ages. 
 
    And, at twenty-one going on twenty-two, Dani fit into the pattern like a hand in a glove. 
 
    Or maybe like a hand in a . . . 
 
    'What about Ruby,' Angie said aloud, 'aren't you missing her?' 
 
    'I like Ruby but she's Charlie's girlfriend, not mine. And Charlie doesn't seem to be missing her.' 
 
    Angie followed Dani's glance, saw Charlie and Billie kissing and shrugged. 
 
    'Looks like you're right,' she said. 
 
    'Don't you mind?' asked Dani. 'This is supposed to be your date with Billie, after all.' 
 
    'Let's just say open relationships are the order of the day. And Charlie's a good kisser. Kissing her is a very easy habit to get into. I don't blame Billie at all.' 
 
    She looked back at Dani in time to see her tilt her head, her eyes suddenly smouldering. There was no doubt she was offering up her lips. 
 
    Angie wasn't renowned for hesitating at moments like that. Blanking out the rest of the noisy, smoky and crowded pub, she kissed Dani. 
 
    And wow, wasn't that a good decision. She had often been told she had amazingly soft lips but Dani's were softer still. Their mouths seemed to melt together and Angie immediately went into that swoony, swirly state of being where she'd likely agree to anything. 
 
    In fact bugger agreeing; she was in that state where she'd most likely suggest anything. 
 
    Time became relative. Eventually, after light years of swooning and swirling, Dani's super-soft tongue pushed oh-so gently into Angie's mouth. Angie met it just as gently, not so much duelling as caressing and encouraging it. 
 
    'Yuk you two,' Charlie's voice cut in, 'get a room!' 
 
    'What an excellent idea,' said Dani, smiling into Angie's eyes. 'Maybe a few more drinks and what do you say?' 
 
    Angie looked at Charlie and Billie's grinning faces. 'You started it,' she said. 
 
    'We had a little peck for old times' sake,' Billie countered. 'You two were having oral sex.' 
 
    'Oral's better than just talking about it,' Dani said smartly. 
 
    Laughing, the four young women moved on to the next pub, where Angie caught up with Billie in the ladies'. 
 
    'This open relationship,' she began. 
 
    'It's working well, isn't it?' Billie chuckled. 'Listen, Angie, me and you can get it together anytime, but tonight we have a one-off window of opportunity. I haven't shagged with Charlie since she hooked up with your best mate, Ruby. And Dani, who has co-incidentally shagged with both Charlie and Ruby, is hot for you. It's written in the stars, isn't it?' 
 
    'What about Ruby? What's she going to say if she finds out? And what if she catches you and Charlie at it? She might arrive home at any minute.' 
 
    'Dani's got a house,' Billie replied smoothly. 'She's there on her own at the moment, and Ruby doesn't know where it is. I bet she'll go for a four-girl housewarming.' 
 
    It was clearly another of those instant-decision occasions. 'Okay,' said Angie, 'you get her to agree to a one-off housewarming and I'll play along.' 
 
    Dani didn't need any persuading. Abandoning their pub crawl the girls called at an off licence for beer and wine then strolled to a detached house in one of the nicer parts of town. 
 
    'The rent on this must be astronomical,' Charlie observed, thinking aloud like the student she was. 
 
    'I inherited it,' said Dani. 'There isn't any rent; just rates and utilities.' 
 
    'You inherited it!' 
 
    'Yeah; my aged aunt died late last year. She left it to me. That's why I switched from Leeds. Dad says it's not the best time to sell, but things are picking up. So I'm going to live here for two or three years, get massively qualified, and then sell up for squillions.' 
 
    'A landed woman,' said Billie, 'just what I've always wanted. Will you marry me?' 
 
    'Sorry, sweetheart. I'm not the marrying kind.' 
 
    With the exception of the lounge, the house was furnished with what probably were antiques, and not well-preserved ones at that. To girls accustomed to halls and student flats it was, however, luxurious in the extreme. 
 
    'This is my living space,' Dani said, showing them into the lounge. 'It needs decorating, but the suite is brand-new.' 
 
    Billie swigged lager out of a can. 'It looks good to me. Are you sure you're not the marrying kind?' 
 
    Ignoring her, Dani took Angie's hand. 
 
    'We're going to inspect my bedroom,' she said. 'Well, maybe all of upstairs. You two get the run of all downstairs. Is that a deal?' 
 
    'Yes,' said Charlie, jumping in before Billie could delay proceedings. 
 
    Angie swigged down her wine and let herself be led from the room. 
 
    'We might be some time,' Dani called as they exited, a la Captain Oates. 'Don't drink all the vino.' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Angie was unfastening the buttons of Dani's man-like white shirt when she realized she hadn't a clue what was expected of her. So far as she knew Dani had fucked with Ruby and Charlie . . . very much polar extremes, if ever there were any! 
 
    Not that Angie had laid a finger on Ruby of course. She hadn't dared. The last thing she needed was having her finger bitten off. 
 
    So, she was very much judging Ruby by her appearance. But classing her as an aggressive bitch was not exactly a long shot. Her bedmate, Charlie, was relatively submissive. No, make that very obliging. Charlie's idea of a good time was to lay back and shout out encouragement. 
 
    And where did that leave Dani? 
 
    Giving her mind leave of absence, Angie kept on unfastening buttons. Dani was three years older and more experienced; if she did anything wrong she'd protest, wouldn't she? 
 
    Not that Dani raised as much as a murmur of protest. 
 
    'Oh yes,' she breathed as her shirt was peeled off her, 'omigod yes.' 
 
    Angie was seriously impressed by Dani's chest. Contained in a straining bra, her tits would have won global prizes. So too would the bra designers technicians. Surely great scientists had written formulas about mass and gravity that were currently being defied? 
 
    'Yours,' Dani gasped. 'I've been staring at your nipples all night. Get them out for me. Get them out for me right now.' 
 
    Angie pulled off her T-shirt and tossed it aside, letting her as-always bra-less tits bounce into play. 
 
    'Awesome,' went Dani. 'Like really, really.' 
 
    'Get yours out,' Angie countered. 
 
    Dani turned away from her, presenting her with a rear view. 'Unhook me,' she said. 'Unhook me and do as you will.' 
 
    Surprised at the dexterity of her trembling fingers, Angie unhooked Dani's bra and cupped her breasts a lingering moment or two before letting it fall away. Her body by then was close up to the other girl's. Her groin was pressed onto a shapely bum; her tits were tight up against suddenly sweaty shoulder blades. 
 
    Moving Dani's blonde locks out of the way with her nose, she kissed and nuzzled her lightly tanned neck. 
 
    'I'll do anything you want,' she breathed, 'tell me and it's yours.' 
 
    'I want you to screw me,' Dani replied. 'Throw me on the bed and screw me.' 
 
    Her words were music to Angie's ears. And the sight of the bed didn't hurt, either. She hadn't taken a lot of notice of the bedchamber until then. Now, when she finally came to look, she could see that the antique theme was continued and included a four-poster. 
 
    As a venue for fucking she couldn't have imagined a better one. 
 
    Still squeezing Dani's tits and nuzzling the back of her neck, Angie whispered. 
 
    'I'll screw you forever if you like. Want me to?' 
 
    'Yes . . . yes I do.' 
 
    Dexterous again, Angie unfastened Dani's stretchy jeans. 
 
    'On the bed,' she commanded. 'Take them off for me. Do it now.' 
 
    Dani complied. 
 
    'My knickers,' she said throatily, 'what about them?' 
 
    'Leave them on for now,' said Angie. 'I'll take them off when I'm good and ready.' 
 
    While Dani blatantly ogled her, Angie removed her denims and panties, totally in control as she did so. She was a large, skin-headed girl with a man-like body but knew that women liked the sight of her. Her early teenage insecurities had been ditched long ago. Okay, so she was over six feet tall and well-built, but she wasn't fat and she wasn't unattractive. 
 
    Yes, nowadays Angie was comfortable inside her own skin and liked attention. Hell, she wasn't even averse to a bit of drooling male attention, was she? Men liked her tits as much as girls did. So long as they looked but didn't touch she was cool with that. 
 
    'Think of England,' she said before kissing Dani's mouth . . . and her eyelids and cheeks and chin. 
 
    'Let me,' she added, pressing her lips to Dani's fetchingly swollen nips. 
 
    'Fuck yes,' Dani wailed. 'Yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Equally excited, Angie gave Dani the full foreplay treatment, focusing a lot on those tits but regularly gravitating upwards to kiss all parts of her face. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes!' Dani regularly moaned. 
 
    She seemed surprised by the oral attack on her armpits. And the toe-sucking simply blew her mind. 
 
    Then, perhaps as long as half an hour into the feast, Angie went for some pussy. 
 
    Well, in truth she went for quite a lot of pussy. Nibbling Dani through her soggy panties at first, going on protruding outlines rather than visible targets, she ate her and ate her. Those panties soon weren't merely soggy, they were saturated. 
 
    Chuckling, Angie pulled them off. Underneath Dani was clean-shaven, swollen and quite predictably dripping. Determined to be as thorough as possible, Angie began with her clitoral hood, moving it over and around her actual clit; moving it very, very slowly indeed. 
 
    Then, content she'd found the right rhythm, she leant in and used her tongue, spiralling in decreasing circles around the mouth of Dani's vagina, relishing the taste and her very vocal approval. 
 
    Ultimately, with the diameter of her circles next to nothing at all, she took stock. She was not actually penetrating yet, not really, but she was definitely stimulating squillions of nerve endings. 
 
    'Fuck yes,' Dani howled. 'Yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Deciding that Dani was nearly as ready as she was, Angie pushed with her tongue, sinking in maybe half an inch and locating another squillion or so nerve endings. Meanwhile her fingers carried on their good work, manipulating that hood; slowly, so very, very slowly. 
 
    'Fuck me,' went Dani. 'I'm gonna explode.' 
 
    Angie's tongue pressed in another inch or two, G-spot hunting. 
 
    Dani exploded. 
 
    Showing no mercy whatsoever, Angie continued tonguing and manipulating, seeing Dani through her cum and on to another one. Then, safely through number two, she switched tactics. 
 
    Dani's clit was as large as any Angie had ever encountered. By now over-sensitivity wasn't a problem. Transferring the tip of her tongue to the swollen button, she began spiralling again, decreasing those circles much more swiftly. Simultaneously, she slipped two fingers inside the world's hottest, readiest vagina. 
 
    When it came to fingering two was Angie's lucky number. Dani seemed to like it as well. In no time at all she was contracting and roaring approval. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me, yes, yes!!' 
 
    After taking Dani's cum count up to five Angie switched tactics again. Sliding up her juddering, so very grateful body, she got into position: nose to nose; tits to tits; groin to groin. 
 
    'Now I'm going to fuck you,' she breathed. 
 
    'Oh yes,' Dani countered. 'Oh yes, yes please.' 
 
    Tribbing was Angie's specialist subject. She could perform in several ways, from purely pleasing her lover to purely pleasing herself. That time she went for the middle ground, using all of her sex on all of Dani's and blessing them with a gloriously long string of alternating orgasms. All false modesty aside, she excelled. 
 
    'Fuck yes,' Dani groaned over and over. 'Yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Their ultimate conclusion was co-ordinated by the female art of verbal communication. It was without doubt mutual and as perfectly synchronized as of a pair of Olympic divers. In fact by then their groins couldn't have been wetter if they'd plunged into an Olympic diving pool. 
 
    It was splash, cum, splash, cum, splash! 
 
    'Bravo,' a voice cried as Angie's entire nervous system stopped spontaneously combusting. 
 
    'That was entertaining,' someone else added, 'to say the least.' 
 
    Billie was framed in the bedroom doorway, naked and grinning. Charlie, just as bare-assed, was there at her side. 
 
    'We brought vino,' Charlie went on. 'We decided three hours was too long without a drink.' 
 
    'Three hours,' Dani gasped. 'It feels more like three hundred.' 
 
    'Don't wimp,' said Billie. 'We're not here just to wet your whistles. We're here to join in.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Dani's bed wasn't particularly large but, as Saturday morning rolled around, Angie wasn't complaining. Lack of space wasn't an issue when four girls were getting close and personal, was it? 
 
    She chuckled to herself. Even now, as the last person still awake, she was in physical contact with at least two of her bedfellows. Okay, they were lying in a tangle of arms and legs and it was hard to say exactly who was tangled with whom . . . 
 
    But the contact was still there: she had a pair of tits in her face and hands on her pussy and tits. From their size and shape she guessed the tits were Dani's. The hands could be anyone's. 
 
    Talk about being as snug as a bug in a rug! 
 
    As a veteran of several threesomes back home, with Liz and Suzanne, Angie now thought foursomes were more exciting. Perhaps it had been because her threes had all been pre-arranged while the four had happened out of nowhere. Perhaps it had been because tonight's partners were a little older than her sixth form girlfriends. 
 
    Or perhaps she was just a horny whore with an unnatural appetite for sex. 
 
    Although not much alcohol had been consumed, her memories were blurred after her one-to-one with Dani. Initially they'd paired off, her with Charlie, Billie with Dani; she could remember that all right. And she could remember being on her back beside Billie, kissing her and squeezing on each other's tits as they were being eaten by their respective partners. 
 
    Had they swapped again after that? Or had they gone straight into three-onto-one? 
 
    Angie chuckled again. Three-onto-one, how decadent was that! Her on her back again, a pussy in her face while mouths worked on her own pussy and tits. And while knowing hands moved wantonly here, there and everywhere about her person, of course. 
 
    'What's with all the cackling,' Dani yawned, moving her chest away. 
 
    'I'm just thinking happy thoughts,' said Angie. Then, noticing the LED display on a nearby alarm clock: 'Omigod, is that the time? I have to go. I've got a train to catch.' 
 
    'I never had you down as a party pooper,' Billie put in, yawning in her own right. 'We've got a bed and a weekend before us, haven't we? Who needs a train?' 
 
    'I'm meeting someone,' Angie protested, untangling her legs and standing up. 'Can I use your shower, Dani?' 
 
    'It's through there.' The LGBT blonde pointed. 
 
    Five minutes later, washed, dried and dressed, Angie stuck her head round the bedroom door to find Charlie still asleep and Billie down on Dani. 
 
    'We definitely have to do it again sometime,' she said. 'Let me know when and I'll make sure I'm free the morning after.' 
 
    'Oh my God, yes,' Dani replied. 
 
    'Mmmm, mmmm,' went Billie, quite rudely speaking with her mouth full. 
 
    Most places in town seemed to be just ten minutes' walk from the uni. Dani's house was more like twenty. Not that Angie minded the walk. The sun was up and the fresh autumnal air was bracing. In fact she was even recovering her sense of recall. Finding something to think about as she went was not a big problem. 
 
    Before she knew it she'd reached her hall and was bouncing up four flights of steps, her legs not tired at all by the night's exertions. Predictably, the door to 443 opened as she neared her own room. 
 
    Which Madhu will it be today, Angie wondered, the seductively beckoning version, or the one asking where the hell I've been until this ungodly hour? 
 
    'Hiya Angie,' Madhu said brightly. 'You timed that well. I'm just off to the showers. You can tag along and scrub my back if you like.' 
 
    Fresh out of Dani's shower or not, Angie wasn't going to turn down an offer like that. Darting into room 444 she snatched some clean clothes and a towel and hurried after Madhu, finding her sitting on one of the slatted wooden benches, wearing her own towel and reading a magazine somebody must have abandoned there. 
 
    'That was quick,' Madhu said, looking up and smiling, 'and even better timing. We have got the place to ourselves.' 
 
    Angie tried not to goggle when Madhu set off into the white-tiled area. Dressed and smiling, Madhu was the most beautiful girl on the planet. Naked, she was the most beautiful girl in the universe. 
 
    Visibly trembling, Angie followed her next-room neighbour past several showerheads and stopped beside her when she chose one in the middle of the line. 
 
    'Do you really want to scrub my back?' Madhu was smiling again, coquettishly this time. 
 
    'I certainly do,' said Angie. 
 
    'What about washing my hair first? I think I'd enjoy that.' 
 
    Struggling for words, Angie nodded. Madhu had glorious long, straight black hair. It was already wet from the overhead spray; wet but not in the least bit straggly. In fact it looked very sexy indeed. 
 
    Yet Angie hesitated. Up until now she had been strangely reluctant to touch Madhu. Madhu had been the one who had done most of the touching. 
 
    And washing the girl's hair! How intimate was that!! 
 
    Madhu passed Angie a bottle of peppermint shampoo and smiled again. 'Go on then,' she said, 'do your worst.' 
 
    It had been nearly seven years since Angie had had hair of her own to shampoo, and even then it had not been as long as Madhu's. Guessing at the amounts, she squeezed a measure into her palm and a big dollop directly onto the crown of the girl's head. Then she gently began to massage it in. 
 
    'That feels great,' said Madhu. 
 
    She arched her back a moment before pushing her body against Angie's. Angie gulped. She'd shared a bed with Madhu several times, but always platonically. Well, okay, so Madhu hadn't been nearly as platonic as her. The girl wasn't as innocent as she seemed; she'd instigated a lot of kissing and some of her touching had been intimate. 
 
    Make that very, very intimate. She had made Angie cum more than just once. But Angie had vowed to look out for her. She felt a responsibility for her. Although she had no problem with her own sexuality she did not intend to influence Madhu's, hence her reluctance. 
 
    Influencing a (mostly) pure and innocent girl would be unfair, wouldn't it? 
 
    Here and now, however, under hot spray from two showerheads, soapy water running over them, wet skin moving on wet skin . . . 
 
    Somehow ignoring the way their tits were pressing together, Angie carried on massaging that lovely long hair. Except the shampoo had been used; what little was left of it needed rinsing away. 
 
    No, it needed rinsing away over and between their bare, wet bodies. 
 
    'Here,' said Madhu, handing Angie a thick bar of soap. Then, staring into her eyes: 'I hope you haven't forgotten what you promised me for this afternoon.' 
 
    Angie couldn't possible have forgotten. "Madhu" apparently translated as "honey". Madhu's boyfriend had told her that she tasted of honey, down there; that her name was very, very appropriate. 
 
    But men were full of BS, weren't they? Madhu needed a second, impartial opinion. 
 
    'You haven't forgotten, have you?' 
 
    Angie was rubbing the soap over Madhu's back, not hurrying and unable to escape from her gaze. 
 
    'I haven't forgotten,' she said softly. 
 
    In response Madhu cupped her groin, making her gasp. She'd somehow poured herself a handful of shampoo or body-wash and it was cold against Angie's hotness. 
 
    'I'm really looking forward to it,' Madhu continued. 'And I want you to be very thorough, like a scientist taking dozens of samples. 
 
    Still rubbing Madhu's back but aimlessly . . . hopelessly distracted . . . Angie felt fingers on her pussy. 
 
    And she climaxed without a second's thought. 
 
    'Well my goodness,' a voice cried. 'Look at that!' 
 
    Alarmed, Angie turned her head to see three sweaty girls in fluorescent running kit. She didn't know their names but recognized them instantly. They were out pounding the streets every morning. In fact they'd once playfully invited her to join them. 
 
    She opened her mouth to say she knew what not. 
 
    Only to be beaten to it by Madhu. 
 
    'Hi girls,' she said brightly, 'come on in, the water's fine.' 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    The railway station was as busy as could be. Leastways the Manchester-bound platform was. As far as Angie could see, the other platform was sparsely populated. And there was no sign over there of her trainspotting friend, Craig. Maybe he'd already been and gone, north-bound on the east coast line. Maybe he'd been there, done that and was currently heading into Yorkshire, jerking off excitedly as he crossed the Ribblehead Viaduct. 
 
    Or maybe he was with that guy he'd hooked up with the night they'd first met, playing a different sort of game of trains and tunnels altogether. 
 
    'What are you grinning at?' Madhu enquired, gripping her wrist. 
 
    'Life's intricacies,' Angie replied. 
 
    'Nothing to do with sex shops, then?' 
 
    'And your grin's nothing to do with us being caught in the showers?' 
 
    Madhu laughed. 'They didn't actually see anything.' 
 
    'So says you. You don't know what they actually saw any more than I do.' 
 
    'They didn't join in, did they? Not even though that short-assed one obviously wanted to.' 
 
    The arrival of a train saved Angie from answering. Not forty minutes later they were coming out of the station, hand-in-hand and heading for the nearest shops. 
 
    'Here,' said Madhu, indicating a purple-fronted outlet. 'You're after a place like this, aren't you?' 
 
    Angie rolled her eyes dramatically. 'I'd rather slit my wrists. It's so tacky! I'm aiming for Ann Summers, not Sleazy Mike's.' 
 
    'Sleazy Mike looks to have a lot of nice dildos.' Madhu sniggered. 'Not that I'd know, of course.' 
 
    'Right,' said Angie. 'There's nothing sleazy about you, is there.' 
 
    'No,' Madhu trilled, 'not so you'd notice.' 
 
    An hour or so of respectable window-shopping and the duo stumbled across a much more upmarket sex shop. In fact it looked like a brand-new branch of Prada. Better still, there was a coffee shop right across the street. 
 
    'You wait in there,' said Angie, for once being more forceful than the smaller, oh-so innocent girl of her dreams. 'I'll only be five minutes.' 
 
    'All right,' said Madhu, 'but don't forget your promise.' 
 
    'Madhu . . .' 
 
    'Don't Madhu me. Go get Sarah-Jayne's present and come back for an espresso. I will try to keep my hands off the waiters while you're gone.' Girlish titter: 'And the waitresses, of course.' 
 
    The interior of the swisher sex shop was as impressive as the exterior. Two paces through the door and Angie was confronted with racks and racks of sexy lingerie. There were Basques, chemises and dresses. There were corsets, bustiers and bodystockings. And as for costumes . . . policewomen vied with nurses, maids and schoolgirls. 
 
    Angie grinned as she looked at some crotchless tights. She'd been visiting her older woman's house to have sex twice a week for nearly six months. And she'd been met at the door by a woman clad in different sexy attire on every visit. Ronnie would be massively into the stuff out here on display. Hell, she'd probably blow a month's salary in less than an hour. 
 
    Come to that, maybe she had been here before. Her drawers and wardrobes must be full of items like these. 
 
    'Can I help you?' 
 
    The sales assistant had materialized at Angie's side. She was tall and attractive with hair so blonde it was almost white. A nametag identified her as Felicity. 
 
    'I'm looking for harnesses,' said Angie, surprised she wasn't embarrassed to admit it. 
 
    'Over there.' Felicity pointed with an immaculately manicured finger. 'You'll find a very wide selection of attachments right next to them.' 
 
    Ronnie had several harnesses so Angie already had a fair idea what she was looking for. Picking one she knew would work with her wide hips, she turned to examine the attachments and immediately felt her senses overloading. 
 
    There were so many! And so many bizarre shapes!! 
 
    Reminding herself who this "present" was for, she concentrated on ones which were realistic in shape and size, homing in a dildo which approximated to Sarah-Jayne's cock. Then, unsure what exactly her transgender friend would prefer, she added a second, smaller version. 
 
    Just in case, she told herself. Just in case she's a little tighter than me. 
 
    And then, before she headed for the checkout, something caught her eye . . . something that seemed to be all angles and bulbs. 
 
    For some reason red hot pokers sprang to mind, meaning the flower variety, obviously. 
 
    'It's our latest must-have,' said Felicity, materializing beside her again. 
 
    'What exactly is it?' 
 
    'It's a strapless strap-on. Shall I tell you how it works?' 
 
    'Please do.' 
 
    'Let's assume that you're the user,' Felicity began enthusiastically. 'This end is called the horse.' She tapped what was unmistakably a dildo, realistically shaped and perhaps eight inches long. 'You use it on your boyfriend or girlfriend, much like any other strap-on.' 
 
    'Girlfriend,' said Angie, fascinated, 'it'll be a girlfriend.' 
 
    'Good choice,' said Felicity, grinning at her. 'Now this shorter end is called the "pony". That end goes in you.' 
 
    'Won't it fall out?' 
 
    'Oh no, no it won't. You will be surprised how retentive your muscles are down there. Once they get a grip on this beautiful bulb they won't want to let go. And once you feel it moving inside you, you won't want to let go either. The tiniest touch on the horse end sets off the most incredible reaction.' 
 
    'Have you bought one yourself?' 
 
    'I've got two: one which vibrates, one which doesn't.' 
 
    'And they really do stay in when you're . . . you're . . .' 
 
    'Having sex with a girlfriend,' Felicity said. 'Yes, they certainly do.' 
 
    'You're not just saying that to get a sale?' 
 
    'No, I am definitely not. Let me tell you about this added bonus.' She pointed to the curve between the horse and pony. 'This is the "saddle" and it has these little ridges, see? They are cleverly designed to stimulate you you-know-where, while you're pleasing your girlfriend. In other words you get stimulated inside and out, as reward for you efforts.' 
 
    'I'll take it,' said Angie. 
 
    'Would you like another colour?' 
 
    'No, I'm in a red sort of a mood today. This one will do fine.' 
 
    The assistant walked with Angie to the checkout. 'My advice is to practice in the privacy of your own home,' she said in confidential tones. 'Before you try it on your girlfriend, I mean. Wear it while you're vacuuming or doing the washing up. Get used to the feel of it. And try pulling a little on the horse while the pony's in you. I assure you, any movement of the horse will result in the most amazing sensations inside you.' 
 
    Angie laughed at that. She had to do washing up but vacuuming! 
 
    And with this little beauty up against her tummy!! 
 
    Well, all right, in the interests of experimentation . . . 
 
    There wasn't anyone else in the shop but Felicity lowered her voice even further. 'I really meant what I said about trying it on your own. And the possibilities will blow your mind. You can use the horse as a traditional dildo, obviously. But masturbating like a man is more than amazing. It's to die for.' 
 
    'Thanks for all your kind help and advice,' said Angie, wincing as she saw the total on her receipt. She had planned on spending twenty pounds but, due to the extra dildo and the strapless affair, she'd just spent almost sixty. 
 
    And there she'd been, classing Ronnie as a spendthrift! 
 
    'Here's my card,' said Felicity. 'Ring me when you've formed an opinion. Feedback's always good to get, isn't it?' 
 
    Angie stowed her purchases in her rarely used backpack and joined Madhu in the coffee shop. 
 
    'Some five minutes!' Madhu said in greeting 'I expected a much older woman.' 
 
    'I had important decisions to make.' 
 
    'I bet you did.' Madhu grinned. 'Do I get to see what you decided on?' 
 
    'Not a chance. Do I get a cup of espresso?' 
 
    'Yes, but just a quick one. I thought we could call time on shopping. Get the next train back and have lunch in Ye Olde John of Gaunt. And then . . .' 
 
    Angie nodded. She knew what was expected "and then" all right. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Fortified by Yorkshire beer and a good old Lancashire steak pie, Angie talked tactics on the walk back to campus. 
 
    'We need to keep the noise down, so no shouting out. Bite on my shoulder or a pillow or something if you have to. And keep the talking to a murmur.' 
 
    'It's Saturday afternoon,' Madhu objected. 'The place will be noisy enough as it is.' She laughed. 'Not that you'd know. You're hardly ever in your room, are you?' 
 
    'I think we should use my room,' Angie went on seriously. 'Being at the end of the corridor I only have you as a neighbour. And you're not going to complain about the odd moan or groan, are you?' 
 
    'Not likely.' Madhu laughed again. 'I think you're being a drama queen, but your room it is.' 
 
    Passing a security officer who was listening to football on a radio, they went up to their floor, past 443 and surreptitiously into 444. And embraced there, embraced lingeringly. 
 
    'I'm so excited,' said Madhu. 'Here, feel my heart.' 
 
    Angie's own heart raced as her friend drew her hand onto her chest. 
 
    Meaning she drew it onto her chest, under her left tit . . . and near enough to feel the soft swell. 
 
    'Mine's just as bad,' she gasped. 
 
    'Is this where we slowly and seductively strip for each other?' 
 
    'I suppose it is.' Angie held up a restraining finger. 'But first things first: if at any time you want to stop tell me. Tell me straightaway.' 
 
    'What makes you think I might want to stop?' 
 
    'I'm your first girl, right?' 
 
    'Yes, that's right. But trust me; I will not want to stop.' 
 
    So saying, Madhu removed her T-shirt. 
 
    Angie followed suit. 
 
    Madhu then removed her bra. 
 
    Angie didn't do bras so she took off her Docs and socks, trying to be slow and seductive about it and probably failing miserably. 
 
    Madhu kicked off her trainers and unfastened her Wranglers. 
 
    Angie was as per always in thrall of the sight of Madhu's body. Her eyes stayed fixed on her while she rather hastily took off her own jeans. 
 
    'Shall we take our knickers off simultaneously?' Madhu suggested saucily. 
 
    'You take mine off,' Angie said gamely, 'I'll take off yours.' 
 
    The (supposedly) innocent young thing was up for that. She tenderly stroked the front of Angie's legs as she inched down the fabric, sending thrills right through her. 
 
    Then, suddenly, they were both naked and Madhu was on her back on the bed. Her brown eyes were enormous and incredibly appealing. Her chest was heaving and her lovely brown tits were moving in a most intriguing way. 
 
    'Remember,' she murmured, 'take dozens of samples. No, take hundreds of samples.' 
 
    Because it was at the end of a corridor, Angie's room had two windows. Because it was on the fourth floor she hadn't drawn the curtains. Or maybe the idea of drawing the curtains never occurred to her. Whatever, it was a sunny afternoon and visibility was perfect. 
 
    And Madhu was perfect. 
 
    Angie moved onto the bed and had her first really close look at the girl's pussy. It was clean-shaven and just as beautiful as the rest of her. It was also noticeably wet . . . already. 
 
    Not that Angie had any room to talk about wetness. 
 
    Not when she'd been gushing back in the pub. Or perhaps back on the train . . . or maybe ever since she'd agreed to go shopping in the first place. 
 
    The word "new" kept bouncing about in her head. This was going to be a completely new experience as far as Madhu was concerned, full stop. And it was going to be new for Angie too: new tastes, new sensations and a whole heap of new reactions. 
 
    Yes, the word "new" had a lot going for it. 
 
    There was a trickle of juice coming from Madhu's vagina. With the utmost delicacy, Angie lapped at it. 
 
    Omigod, she thought, she really does taste sweet! 
 
    There were dozens more samples to take, though . . . no, not dozens, hundreds. 
 
    Happy in her work, Angie got on with the job. 
 
    Madhu asked during their first timeout, perhaps ninety minutes after Angie had started licking. 
 
    'Yes you do,' Angie assured her. 'We could open a honey shop.' 
 
    'There already is a honey shop in the market,' said Madhu, giggling. 
 
    'I bet their product's not as good as yours.' 
 
    'Do I get to sample your honey, like an inquisitive bumble bee?' Madhu giggled again, clearly regret-free. 'If we're going into partnership we'll need an alternate supplier, wont we; in case of interruptions to normal service.' 
 
    'You know about me and relationships,' said Angie, cautiously. 
 
    'Of course I do. It was your attitude to relationships that attracted me in the first place. Well, amongst other attractions it was.' 
 
    'You don't have to if you don't want to.' 
 
    'I don't have to what?' 
 
    'Taste me; I'm cool if it's too much.' 
 
    'Oh I want to taste you all right. Can I?' 
 
    Angie nodded and Madhu immediately set about her, paying predictable attention to her tits before easing herself downwards. 
 
    The feel of her mouth on Angie's pussy was beyond belief. She was, Angie was sure, inexperienced at eating a girl. Yet, in an odd way, she wasn't. Perhaps instinctively, Madhu knew her way around a woman's sex. She'd admitted to one pre-university boyfriend; maybe he'd been particularly good and she was copying him. 
 
    Or maybe there had been other boyfriends hidden away in her past. 
 
    Angie didn't waste much time speculating. She was too busy cumming. Already! It was impossible not to. Never mind the physical provocation, the combination was irresistible: innocence and inexperience counterbalanced with knowledge and lust. 
 
    And everything between them was new; everything between them was so very, very new. 
 
    Somehow their second afternoon session developed into a sixty-nine sexathon, with Madhu going on top. By then she had become extremely proficient with her fingers, lips and tongue. She didn't need a learning curve for the old soixante-neuf, though. No, she'd evidently done that somewhere before. 
 
    One previous boyfriend, thought Angie, yeah, as if! 
 
    'Okay,' said Madhu, partway into timeout number two, 'now do I get to see what you bought?' 
 
    'My purchases will shock and disgust you, so no, you don't.' 
 
    'I don't shock easily and I'm sexually adventurous. Go on, let me see.' 
 
    'Madhu . . .' 
 
    'Pretty please Angie. I'm sexually curious as well as adventurous. And I'm itching to see.' 
 
    Angie couldn't think of a valid reason to deny her so got up and fetched her backpack. 'Here' she said as she passed over the harness. 
 
    'It's for strap-on sex.' Madhu sounded delighted. 'And it's for Sarah-Jayne, yes?' 
 
    'Yes, you know it is.' 
 
    'Who's going to use it?' 
 
    'I'm going to use it on her. She doesn't need a strap-on. She's naturally fully-loaded.' 
 
    'Okay,' Madhu said slowly, 'so what goes with it?' 
 
    'This does.' Angie passed over the smaller dildo then, after a pause, the larger one. 
 
    'Wow,' said Madhu. 'That'll keep her smiling.' 
 
    Angie said nothing. 
 
    'And this is exclusively for Sarah-Jayne?' Madhu added, raising her lovely black eyebrows. 
 
    'Yes, it is.' 
 
    'I suppose it would be unfair to try out her present before she gets her hands on it.' 
 
    'Yes Madhu, it would.' 
 
    'That's a pity. I would if you would.' 
 
    'Girl, I'm beginning to think you'd try anything.' 
 
    'Well you don't know until you've tried, do you?' Madhu chuckled. 'Do you have any other toys; ones that aren't destined for one special lover?' 
 
    'No.' Angie hesitated before producing the strapless affair. 'Well, there is this one, but I haven't used it yet. I need to practice alone.' 
 
    Madhu was mystified by the item so Angie ran her through Felicity's sales spiel. 
 
    'You can use it to masturbate like a man,' she marvelled. 'That sounds incredible.' 
 
    'Apparently it's to die for,' Angie confirmed. 
 
    'And you have to wear it to get used to the feel.' Madhu's grin was infectious. 'Go on then, Angie,' she said. 'Put it on.' 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Angie's reluctance didn't have half the strength of Madhu's oh-so appealing eyes. After a brief, less-than successful protest, she gave in. Then, emotions torn, she gently put the pony-end into her vagina . . . and almost screamed. 
 
    The feeling of fullness was extra-terrestrial. So too was the realization that the toy was almost alive: in her, filling her and almost alive. 
 
    Felicity's words were perhaps the only clear messages left flitting through her brain. 
 
    "The tiniest touch on the horse end sets off the most incredible reaction." 
 
    And it was true. No, truer than true. Even without touching the horse she could tell that the other end would perform miracles for her. 
 
    That was why so many girls were into ponies! 
 
    'Omigod,' she breathed. 'I just died and went to heaven.' 
 
    'Do the male masturbation bit,' said Madhu. 'I won't tell. And I can't say how much I want to watch.' 
 
    For about five seconds Angie considered their situation. They were on a narrow, single bed and she'd stuck an exotic sex toy inside herself. Madhu was an (almost) girly-girl virgin and straining at the leash to see her abuse herself. 
 
    So what was she waiting for? 
 
    Keeping intimate eye contact with Madhu, Angie moved her hand on the horse. In her imagination her hand was moving on a man's cock . . . or maybe on Sarah-Jayne's. 
 
    No, in her imagination it was Madhu's hand, moving on her cock. 
 
    In her imagination she really did have had a cock. 
 
    And better by far, the most beautiful girl in the universe was tossing her off. 
 
    Needless to report, Angie didn't know what a man experienced when he jerked. She knew what a girl experienced when she jilled, though. And she knew that wasn't anything like the experience she felt right now. 
 
    This was incredible, titanic . . . better than best. She moaned as her hand gradually accelerated of its own accord. Faster and faster, it went. 
 
    Was this what a guy felt like? Was she feeling new sensations that might be mannish? Or was it just a new sort of womanly sensation? 
 
    'Oh my,' said Madhu,' you seem so into it.' 
 
    Angie came. 
 
    'Do it again,' Madhu prompted. 
 
    So Angie did. 
 
    Then, eyes dancing wilder than ever, Madhu leant close. 
 
    'Let me,' she breathed. 'Please Angie, let me.' 
 
    Madhu's blow job was exquisite. It produced a whole host of new sensations. Sometimes she used a hand as well as her mouth, other times she used only her tongue . . . or only her lips. Angie blanked her mind and focused on feel. 
 
    Good decision! The more Madhu did, the less Angie reckoned she'd had merely one boyfriend. 
 
    In fact she must have had swarms to be as skilful as that. 
 
    Or was it the sex toy, amplifying everything? 
 
    Angie neither knew nor cared. Whenever Madhu moved the horse by even a millimetre it resulted in the pony brushing her G-spot . . . and in the most delightful way. 
 
    Felicity had been right: the experience was to die for. 
 
    And if an orgasm was "the little death" she must have died a zillion times. 
 
    'Stick me with it,' Madhu said eventually. 'Come on, you know you can keep it in. And you know that you want to. Make me happy.' 
 
    'Madhu . . .' 
 
    'Don't dither, just do it.' 
 
    No way could Angie refuse. 'Any time you want to stop, tell me,' she said, recalling her earlier advice. 
 
    'I won't want to stop,' Madhu countered. 'Stick me with it.' 
 
    She was on her back again, legs open and wetter than ever. Angie eased herself aboard, supporting her weight on her elbows. Madhu was correct: she could keep the toy in place and yes, she really, really wanted to. 
 
    Madhu's hand took hold of the horse, rubbing it along her slit, causing yet another flurry of new sensations deep inside Angie. Angie had intended to enter her slowly, to stimulate those squillions of nerve endings up at the mouth of her vagina, but Madhu had other ideas. Steering Angie with a not-so-innocent hand, she achieved entry then thrust up at her powerfully. 
 
    Suddenly Angie was all the way in and their groins were touching. Her body began to move and her new lover moved with it, falling immediately in step. 
 
    Omigod, wasn't that something else! Madhu's timing was excellent; she matched every withdrawal and thrust perfectly. The room was filled with the liquid sounds of sex and wet groins clapping as they met . . . again and again and again. 
 
    And the latest new sensations! The pony was working its magic within and those ridges on the saddle had come into play without. Angie came virtually at once but didn't miss a stroke. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' Madhu cried. 
 
    At first she'd dug her feet into the mattress, adding power to her counterthrusts. Now she wrapped her legs around Angie and gripped her as if she'd never let go. And still she matched Angie's movements to perfection. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' she yelled . . . and came twice in quick succession. 
 
    The expression on Madhu's face set Angie off again. Then she withdrew altogether. 
 
    'Get on all fours,' she said. 
 
    Madhu complied and, kneeling behind her, Angie slid her horse up and down the cleft between her sexy buns. She could see Madhu's puckered anus but wasn't tempted. Well, not much. Pretending she'd forgotten about the free lube Felicity had given her, she aimed again for some pussy. 
 
    Direct hit! This time she did go in in increments. This time she did tease nerve endings. And she also teased herself. Bizarrely, those raised ridges were now more noticeable than the pony. Her engorged "you-know-where" was buzzing. It felt as if fifty thousand volts were flowing through it. 
 
    Maybe it was the new angle but the horse seemed to sink in even deeper this way. Angie resumed, using the same rhythm as before. Madhu responded by moving her lower body in time, bucking back to meet her, still matching her to perfection. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' Madhu yelled. 
 
    They came together after maybe five minutes, and again perhaps a minute later. Then, after at least half an hour, Madhu erupted quite spectacularly. 
 
    'My turn,' she gasped. 'Pretty please, Angie. Let it be my turn.' 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Angie was a firm believer in equality, particularly amongst females. She could have cheerfully fucked Madhu forever but, once asked, she was obliged to say yes. 
 
    And it was fun to watch Madhu pressing the pony into herself and almost howling with pleasure. 
 
    'Go for it girl,' she said. 'Masturbate for me, and then I'll suck you.' 
 
    So that's what happened. Following the same routine as Angie's, Madhu jerked herself off twice. Then Angie took over, using fingers, mouth, lips and tongue, going at her for ages, making her die a zillion tiny deaths. 
 
    Being fucked by Madhu was great, too. And it felt somehow different to anything before it. Maybe that was because Angie knew what her lover was experiencing. Maybe that knowledge was bonding them, making the act extra-special. 
 
    Maybe they weren't fucking; maybe they were soppily making love! 
 
    'Get on all fours,' Madhu finally commanded. 
 
    Before Angie could comply there was a sharp rap on the door. 
 
    'Crap,' she muttered, 'it's the Gestapo.' 
 
    She put a finger to her lips, warning Madhu to keep silent. Madhu nodded and said nothing. 
 
    More knocks on the door. Whoever it was wasn't just going to go away. Angie got off the bed, looking for something to wear. She didn't do dressing gowns or nighties so that meant jeans and a T. But that annoying knocking was getting louder and more frequent. 
 
    And her clothes were scattered hither and thither. 
 
    Cursing under her breath, she unlocked the door, opening it an inch or two and using it to screen her naked ass. 
 
    Putting her head in the gap, she said, 'What?' 
 
    Her visitor wasn't the Gestapo after all; it was Helen from 445, across the corridor. 
 
    'You're making a heck of a noise,' Helen said, grinning, 'sounds like you're having fun.' 
 
    Double crap! Angie had forgotten all about keeping the noise down. She'd probably been even more rowdy than Madhu. 
 
    'It's my TV,' she ad-libbed. 
 
    'Is it bollocks,' Helen replied. 
 
    Even with only one ear in the corridor Angie could hear the everyday sounds of the hall: slamming of doors; loud pop music; another football commentary . . . Manchester United scoring a fifth goal . . . 
 
    'I'm surprised you can hear anything over all that,' she said, trying to smile. 'But don't call the cops; I'll turn it off, never mind down.' 
 
    Helen wasn't so easily got rid of. She pushed at the door. 'Let me see what you're watching. I'll bet it's a blue movie.' 
 
    Angie probably outweighed Helen by three stones and was much stronger. But the door felt sharp on her bare toes and she shifted back a fraction. Quick as a flash, Helen was in the room. 
 
    'Oh my,' she said, staring at Madhu. 
 
    Madhu was still on her knees on the bed. The horse stood proudly out of her, pointing up and beyond her tummy button. 
 
    'Hello Helen,' she said coyly, 'fancy seeing you here.' 
 
    Helen shut the door with her behind and looked from Madhu to Angie and back. 
 
    'So you were having fun,' she said, 'lots and lots of fun. The shy little mouse fucking the big fearsome Amazonian; that's a bit of a turn-up, isn't it?' 
 
    'What happens now?' Angie glared at the intruder. 'Are you going to snitch?' 
 
    'Not me,' Helen laughed. 'I'm into fucking in all its forms.' 
 
    Angie supposed that was true. She must have seen Helen out and about with at least three different guys over the last week or so. And she'd seen her arriving home "the morning after" a couple of times as well. 
 
    'Okay, she said, trying not to sound reluctant, 'thanks for being open-minded. We really will turn down the volume.' 
 
    'Open-minded,' Helen echoed. 'Yep, that's me all right.' 
 
    She was unfastening her blouse as she spoke. 
 
    Angie and Madhu exchanged glances. Angie hadn't picked up any signals from Helen until now. 
 
    'I'm aroused,' said Helen, down to her jeans and bra. 'I think we should all be open-minded together. And I think we should start by seeing what Madhu can do for me with her toy.' 
 
    Angie was scandalized. 'Madhu's innocent,' she objected. 
 
    Helen laughed. 'She doesn't look very fucking innocent. She looks hotter than Sharon Stone.' 
 
    There was truth in that but Angie felt the urge to protect the girl. Hell, she'd vowed to look out for her. 
 
    'Madhu,' she said, 'maybe it's time to go back to your room. I'll come to some . . . some arrangement with Helen.' 
 
    Helen's bra was off by then. She was unfastening her jeans. 
 
    And Madhu was licking her lips as she watched her. 
 
    'Don't worry about me, Angie,' she said. 'I'll come to an arrangement too. Besides,' she added with a wide grin, 'I won't know what I can do for Helen until I've tried, will I?' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 48 
 
    Chapter One. 
 
    I'm now twenty-eight-years old and a classic IT nerd. I am also proudly lesbian with my own gold star and (more often than not) I'm single, footloose and fancy-free. Sex, curry and beer aside, my hobbies include rock climbing and long-distance hiking. 
 
    Sex tops the list, though, by a mile. 
 
    I guess I've always known my true sexuality although it took a while to properly sink in. As an innocent schoolgirl I had friends of both sexes. As an adolescent I felt no real attraction either way. For a while I actually believed that I was sexless. Then, as an eighteen year old, I gave my friend Sara a birthday kiss and an insatiable passion was unleashed inside me. 
 
    Did I say passion? That first same-sex kiss unleashed all the sex-demons in hell. I've been completely at their mercy ever since. 
 
    Physically I am five feet eight with very short, light brown hair and, perhaps thanks to my exceptionally flat chest, I often get mistaken for a bloke. 
 
    I suppose my usual attire doesn't help. By day I wear sturdy work trousers, company-branded sweats and red Docs. By night I wear jeans, non-branded sweats and Docs. Even so Kat, one of the loves of my life, reckons I resemble Velma out of Scooby-Doo. 
 
    How unfair is that! Okay, my glasses are like Velma's and I do have the freckles and snub nose, but I keep my hair much shorter, even if it is a very similar colour. More to the point, turtleneck sweaters or pleated skirts will never be found in any wardrobe of mine. 
 
    As for wearing Mary Janes and knee socks . . . forget it! 
 
    Kat's other comparison is infinitely more flattering (if infinitely less accurate). At least once she's said I remind her of a certain American porn star . . . one with a gold star all of her own. Without naming any names she's boyish but beautiful, and always seems to be on the giving end. And she also has a very nice pair of tits. 
 
    Unlike the ones I don't have! I've got the nipples of an excited Page 3 Girl but nothing behind them. 
 
    The crosses we females have to bear! 
 
    Going back to my sexuality, I've been known as "Dave" since I was about eight. The only people who ever call me Davina are my mother when I've been naughty (quite often, then!), an aged aunt and the HR administrator at work, who simply hates nicknames. 
 
    So, I've been Dave from eight and a very active lesbian from eighteen. How time flies! 
 
    And however did I manage to wait until eighteen to kick-start my sex life? 
 
    Ten months after finally losing my virginity Logical Dave (the out and out nerd in me) calculated that I had already had ten different lovers. I've slowed down since then, obviously . . . 
 
    Honestly I have. 
 
    Oh all right. Cartoon character look-alike or not, I've always been able to pull girls. So why not make hay? 
 
    Events so far 
 
    The sixty-nine chapters preceding this new yarn (sixty-nine being a total co-incidence!) relate mostly about my lost virginity and eager adaptation into "lesbian" and "new". I don't know if my school was a particularly tolerant one, but I have to say coming out was not a big issue. Or maybe it just wasn't any big surprise. It was simply accepted, just like that. In fact rather than an outcast I became a curiosity. Most of the girls in my little crowd wanted to know more and most of the guys wanted to watch. 
 
    As if! 
 
    I already mentioned I lost my virginity with Sara . . . who I love to this day . . . but she wasn't cut out to be a proper girlfriend. We sneaked about a while, with me house-sharing when her parents went off on a mini-break in New York, but she still had a hankering after men. With the benefit of hindsight I'd say she was experimenting and blame her not one whit. 
 
    In all honesty she's still experimenting now, ten years on. And I will be ready, willing and able to help her experiment until we are both old and grey. 
 
    So, skimming over a host of adventures with inquisitive fellow-schoolgirls and a quite marvellous affair with a stacked sports teacher, I passed my A-levels and said no to university. I had enjoyed every last minute of the upper sixth but felt the need for independence and earning power. Don't get me wrong; I had always got A* in every exam that mattered (with the exception of Physics, a subject which didn't matter very much to me, tee-hee). I could have sailed into most universities but didn't want to sail into debt. 
 
    As a natural computer whizz I could have programmed anything, anywhere. But employers wanted to see "experience" so I got myself a job as a techie in a building society based in North Yorkshire. 
 
    I loved fixing things "users" carelessly broke on an hourly basis. My knowledge was practical as well as theoretical. And I was good at it. Careless users would call the Help Desk and ask specifically for me. 
 
    By the time I'd settled in to my job I must admit that my sexual knowledge was practical as well, too. After ten months and ten lovers I'd learnt a hundred ways to trib, a thousand ways how to best use a strap-on and anal wasn't a problem. I had also gravitated from exclusively shagging with good-looking schoolmates to fucking with older women of all shapes and sizes. 
 
    No, let me qualify that: I preferred good-looking but could very easily go to the other extreme. And age did not matter in the least. Older generally meant wiser, so there was never an issue with that. 
 
    For the avoidance of doubt, after ten months I'd been in a very "grown-up" threesome and a less adult (but just as fun) foursome in a tent. 
 
    Yes, not quite nineteen and I was already experienced as heck. 
 
    When I mention "experimenting" and the likes please don't think I preyed on anyone. I have from time to time made the first move but, more often than not, I've been the one accepting indecent proposals. And I have always believed in equal opportunities. In no way am I butch or femme. A close friend of mine used call me Kiki Girl and that's spot on. I only like it if it's friendly, consensual and hot, hot, hot. 
 
    Where was I? 
 
    Oh yes: I got me a job, rented a flat in Skipton and enrolled in night school, purely to get certificates. I knew more than the tutors, you see; but everything nowadays revolves about pieces of paper, which is totally ridiculous when you're talking about IT qualifications, isn't it? 
 
    Somewhere along the way, after spending a lot of nights with a large skinhead called Stan, I clicked with Margot, who was maybe forty and the polar opposite. Bottle-blonde and high-maintenance, her fetish was ass-smacking and she quickly converted me. She was fickle, though. I'd see her six nights a week or not at all for a month. 
 
    Not that I often went without. My first year or so of working for a living soon passed and I enjoyed it as much as I'd enjoyed school. 
 
    Then I met Kat . . . 
 
    Omigod, where to begin? 
 
    Kat worked in IT at the building society, so was a colleague. I'd seen her before but hardly spoken to her because soon after I started she'd taken a year off to go travelling. Her return coincided with my twentieth birthday. That is to say she returned to her desk on the same Monday I was embarrassed by a "presentation" and made to wear a badge with 20 on it, in very large numerals. 
 
    To my surprise Kat emailed me, apologizing for not sending a card and offering me a drink after work instead. 
 
    Seeing as she looked like Kim Kardashian (except younger and half a foot taller), I said yes. 
 
    Within an hour of sipping our first drink we were in her bed. 
 
    Within a fortnight of sleeping together (every night without fail), I'd moved in with her. 
 
    And within a year she'd gone off travelling again. 
 
    I can't pretend Kat's departure came as a shock. All along she'd told me she was addicted to going off to remote, exotic places. She'd actually begged me to go with her. Focused on buying a house of my own, I repeatedly said nay. 
 
    Kat lingered at work to attend my twenty-first birthday presentation then departed, promising me she'd be back. Disbelieving her, I reverted to my old ways, classing myself as "slut", "harlot" or "whore" and sleeping with any woman who'd have me. And there were plenty of them. Whenever I overnighted on company business I even answered the hotel-door-knocking prostitutes and hired them by the hour. 
 
    (Horrid of me, I know. But that only happened a handful of times and was as exciting as heck.) 
 
    Then, on a society teambuilding day, I met Philippa and we almost instantly became an item. 
 
    Well, sort of. 
 
    We shared beds two, three even four times a week. But then Philippa became needy. I was screwing around still and she wanted blind faithfulness. Indeed I think she wanted a rose-covered cottage and the patter of tiny feet. 
 
    Perhaps I played into her hands because I only went and bought a rose-covered cottage . . . one up in East Morton, straight off a chocolate box. I did that in maybe twenty minutes, by the way. One glance and I knew I had to have it. Already provided with a mortgage offer and a much better one if I took up an option of switching employers, I made a few calls. And, in that spell of plummeting house prices, I soon got the better offer confirmed and outbid the previous best bidder by ten grand. 
 
    Trust me; the vendor bit off my hand and the estate agents are probably still celebrating in the pub. 
 
    That was when Philippa and I started to draw apart. Without going into too much detail, she began to nag about all sorts. And I caught her snooping on my phone at my own kitchen table. 
 
    She'd snooped out something extremely incriminating as well! I'm not sure if I was more outraged or horrified. All I could do was respond with an ultimatum: accept me as I am, stay and be punished for snooping . . . or go and it is curtains for the two of us. 
 
    Philippa snarled a while before giving in and accepting a colossal fucking. 
 
    Many hours later, after I'd thoroughly smacked her ass then even more thoroughly reamed it, she told me that Kat was back in the UK and starting at her place (my old place) of work Monday morning. And what a big shock was that. My initial instinct was to go see Kat, bury her in kisses. 
 
    But I was afraid of my own emotions. Maybe Kat would want fidelity too. Or maybe she wouldn't want anything to do with me at all. And, after that big bust-up with Philippa, I'd just smacked and fucked her back into friendship. I couldn't ditch her in the current circumstances. 
 
    Could I? 
 
    Hmmm . . . Tricky one or what? 
 
    When Kat contacted me . . . almost miraculously since I had changed numbers and addresses without letting her know . . . I fobbed her off and said I was "with" someone else. 
 
    Kat only had my email address but didn't give in. We exchanged messages regularly but I refused to talk on the phone; I knew what the sound of her voice would do. 
 
    It would make me crawl over hot coals so she could have me and have me and have me . . . 
 
    Meanwhile Philippa upped from three-to-four nights a week, making it minimally five. 
 
    Then I screwed everything and slept with Margot. 
 
    Nothing wrong with that, you might presume. I'd been accepted as I was, warts and all, so I was free to do what I liked. Or so I sincerely believed. 
 
    Anyway, Margot had been off the scene for a while before she suddenly resurfaced. Not that that was anything new. She had been vanishing and reappearing as long as I'd known her. That time I was on my own in my local boozer, minding my own business and she came up out of the blue, just like Jaws, smiling that smile, so I dutifully fucked her. End of. 
 
    Except next night Philippa exploded when she saw the trademark claw tracks on my back. 
 
    I exploded in response. I'd sworn no vows and hadn't even felt the claws (or maybe was only too used to them) and I was still miffed about the mobile snooping. 
 
    Bitter words were exchanged and Philippa stormed off. 
 
    Good riddance, thought I. 
 
    And that's us just about up to date in 2012. Let the new story begin . . . 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    For some inexplicable reason I kept my distance from Kat. After first clearing it with me via email, she accepted a head-hunter's offer and transferred jobs from the building society to the Widget Company. In other words she was working at the same place as me again. 
 
    No, she was working in the same department and in the same vast, open-plan office as me. 
 
    I let myself down when she was given the grand tour on her first day. By the time she got to IT, guided by our boss, Craig, who'd taken over as guide from a guy from HR, it was going on for noon. Keeping my head down I covertly watched him introduce her to the Programmers on both teams: Legacy and Replacement. Then I watched him introduce her to the Operators. 
 
    Davina, stay calm, I kept telling myself. 
 
    But it wasn't easy. Kat's tan was off the scale. She was brown as a nut and fitter than ever. I wanted her so bad it hurt me deep inside. Philippa was by then ancient history yet still I dithered. Don't ask me why. As I said already, my reasoning was inexplicable. 
 
    At last it was time for the divinity to meet the Technicians. I waited in place at the end of the line. 
 
    'Davina,' Craig gushed, 'this is our new starter, Katrina.' 
 
    'Hello Dave,' she said, tentatively holding out her hand. 
 
    'Kat,' I mumbled, shaking and far too quickly letting go. 
 
    How guilty must I have looked! 
 
    Craig said something about old acquaintances and Kat confirmed that we were. 'I'll try not to break as many bits of kit this time,' she said to me. 
 
    My heart was hammering and my aridly dry mouth was stuffed with cotton wool. 'I'll believe that when I see it,' I somehow managed. 
 
    Then she was gone . . . again . . . and I was alone with my thoughts. 
 
    Have I mentioned Logical Dave and Fervent Dave before? Logical Dave is a restraining influence, the one who analyses odds and does her best to look after me. Fervent Dave just wants to rip clothes off the nearest woman and fuck her all night. I also have two guardian angels . . . although one of them is more like a red devil . . . and they play very similar roles. 
 
    She wants it as bad as you, Fervent Dave insisted. So do something. Email, ring, crawl on all-fours if you have to, but ask her out for a drink tonight. She helped you celebrate your birthday; why not help her celebrate her first day in a new job? 
 
    And think of those tits! Think of that luscious body and its all-over tan . . . 
 
    What if she doesn't want you? Logical Dave countered. You said you were otherwise committed and she has respected that. Her opinions have to have changed by now, haven't they? How will you feel when she shuns you? And how right will she be to shun you?' 
 
    The devil and angel had little constructive to add and the truth is I chickened. I wanted to believe Kat was as desperate for me as I was for her, but couldn't convince myself. Rejection once and for all was a more likely scenario. And rejection would crush me. 
 
    So never mind the rest of Kat's first day, I bided my time for two months. Yes, eight whole weeks filled with self-abuse, the occasional night with my neighbour and colleague, Joyce, and the odd visit from an old schoolmate . . . usually but not always Meryl. 
 
    I'm blushing as I mention self-abuse; not because I'm ashamed of admitting I indulge, but because of the vast amount of it. I must have brought myself off more times in those eight weeks than I had in all the rest of my life put together. And Kat haunted my fantasies. I would try my best to keep her out yet up she'd pop, pushing the other fantasy figures aside. 
 
    Yes, up she'd pop like a power-crazy jack-in-the-box, tits out, smiling and beckoning like the finest of whores in Antwerp or Amsterdam. 
 
    Audibly tapping on glass . . . 
 
    Or maybe like the finest tattooed whores in Wonderland. 
 
    Audibly tapping on glass . . . 
 
    Suddenly, as if by necromancy, it was the company Christmas party. I'd been in two minds whether or not to go but Logical Dave swung the deal. You ticked the box so the Widget Company are paying for your meal, she observed. That's not peanuts; that's serious dosh. And never mind dosh; think about the millions of people starving in the world. Blob and you're helping to destroy the planet. 
 
    Yes, sometimes Logical Dave could be even more dramatic than Fervent Dave. But for once I agreed she had a point: blobbing was not an option. 
 
    Dressing for the big night was surprisingly fun. For the first time in a year I wore a skirt . . . but a black leather one, not red or at all pleated. For the first time in living memory I also wore nylons, heels and a touch of lippy and mascara. And, in case you're wondering, up top I selected a crisp, tight-fitting white shirt that wouldn't unduly expose my super-sized nips. 
 
    In all honesty I felt good, even though I wasn't dressing up for anybody in particular. Joyce would be there, of course, but I already knew someone else was "on a promise" . . . not that I knew who that lucky person might be . . . or even if it was a he or a she. 
 
    I was keen to find out who the lucky so-and-so was. As friends with benefits, I always applauded all Joyce's conquests and wished her well. Despite the age difference, we were kindred spirits. So long as she had a good time I'd allow her anything. 
 
    Living in East Morton (with a postal address of Keighley) it was actually closer for me to catch the laid-on transport from Bingley. Consequently I met up with three fellow techies in the Myrtle Grove at a tad before six and we sank four pints each. 
 
    I'd brag about me matching the boys but no need. Those three really were boys, all of them under the age of twenty. If it had come to a drinking contest I would have had them under the table in no time. 
 
    Then we were on the coach, at the back, occupying the solitary seat for four, me in the left-middle. 
 
    'I didn't realize you had legs,' said John, speaking from out of nowhere, not so much surprising me as astonishing me. He was the most shy of three very shy techies. 
 
    The beer must have got to him already. 
 
    I blinked behind my thick-framed specs before replying. 'I'm glad you noticed.' 
 
    John's face was on fire. 'I'm just saying,' he gabbled. 'I don't mean anything by it.' 
 
    I patted him on the knee, turning his face from bright red to crimson. 'Are they as nice as Lieutenant Uhura's legs?' I wondered. 
 
    Call me manipulating but the most fleeting mention of Star Trek instantly flipped switches. 'Yes,' all of them cried as one . . . even though it was bollocks and they must have known it. My legs weren't bad but muscles had built up with walking and climbing. The gorgeous lieutenant had much more shapely pegs on her. 
 
    In fact the gorgeous lieutenant's legs would have won global or, in view of her role on the Enterprise's mission, universal prizes. 
 
    (And fuck me; I was getting as screwed up as the boys!) 
 
    'Thank you,' said I. 'Thank you one and all.' 
 
    'I know you don't,' said Ritchie, his face almost as flushed as John's, 'but if you ever do, please let me know first.' 
 
    'No,' Simon put in, 'tell me first.' 
 
    'You know I don't what?' I asked, although I suspected I knew the answer. 
 
    'Go out with . . .' Ritchie spluttered, 'with . . . well, you know.' 
 
    I was oddly flattered to be surrounded by three young men who all keenly wanted to get closer to me. I have always got on with guys and class several as friends. I just struggle to imagine ever having sex with a real life cock. 
 
    Hand on heart, the closest I'd ever come was during a relatively recent foursome down in Oxford. My old school chum, Ellie, had instigated an orgy involving her two housemates, one of them male. 
 
    I now know that Mark, the male housemate, had been threatened with a fate worse than death should he lay even one finger on me. At the time I thought it was a four-way free-for-all and my gold star was about to become toast any second. 
 
    And that was for two nights, not just one. 
 
    Bloody Ellie! She has always been able to wind me up!! 
 
    Back on the coach I kissed Ritchie on his exceedingly hot forehead. 'I'm not one for change,' I said softly, 'but all three of you top the list if I ever do.' 
 
    As throwaway lines go that may seem shallow. But at the time I did actually mean it . . . Even though I wasn't ever likely to relent. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    The party venue was a large hotel in Ilkley; one well geared-up to cope with an influx of the likes of us. We de-coached and were seamlessly ushered into an enormous bar staffed by dozens of good-looking barmen and barmaids. 
 
    And I saw her straightaway. 
 
    At the risk of being repetitive, Kat is beyond one shadow of a doubt the most beautiful woman I have ever met . . . or ever will meet, for that matter. But that night she excelled. Clad in a slinky silver dress adorned with a squillion or so sequins, exposing acres of gloriously tanned flesh . . . 
 
    As an aside, I knew that Kat exercised in a gym for minimally an hour a day, every day. She wasn't so much obsessed as addicted. Miss even one session and she'd go all moody. 
 
    Not that she looked moody right then. Trust me: right then, with her flashing tons of utterly irresistible smiles in all directions, there wasn't a more fuckable babe on the planet. 
 
    And bloody Craig was all over her! 
 
    Don't get me wrong; I like our head of IT. He's clever, open and honest . . . unlike the directors and a lot of other departmental heads. But seeing him crawling over Kat . . . 
 
    I'd half a mind to tear out his heart and feed it to rats. 
 
    Not that they had rats in Ilkley. Rates and field-mice, but no rats . . . 
 
    Gritting my teeth I downed a couple more drinks with my three young admirers then adjourned to the dining room, where Christmas dinner was about to be served. 
 
    (As I already said, that establishment was geared-up to cope with the likes of us. Like last year, they wanted to feed us then corral everyone in the ballroom, locking the doors to keep us out of mischief.) 
 
    Don't ask me what my meal was like. I'd ordered mushroom soup followed by a beef dinner with all of the trimmings and a sweet to be decided upon. As far as I know they served me a bowl of cold water and half a dead sheep . . . without any trimmings at all. 
 
    Yes, ignoring my workmates and their discussion about the uses of a teleporter . . . Colonel Custer at Little Bighorn as the vastly superior enemy closed in, yelling "beam me up, Scotty!" Nelson a fraction before the fatal bullet smashed its way through his spine at Trafalgar. . . 
 
    Neil Kinnock, cavorting on the beach before prat-falling into the sea . . . 
 
    While those three (admittedly nice) guys prattled on I eyeballed Craig and Kat, wishing him dead and wishing I'd never let her go. 
 
    Then a minor miracle occurred. Our at-the-time FD homed in on Craig. Nowadays our FD (known as Ebenezer) is a top guy. The guy he took over from was a total git. And that's putting it mildly. 
 
    On the night in question the "old" FD interrupted Craig's lavish attentions and, not even taking in Kat's abundant and openly displayed cleavage, started talking shop. 
 
    From my position, perhaps twenty yards away, I couldn't possibly hear what they were saying. I could, however, see that Kat's eyes were glazing over. Knowing her as I did, that meant the discussion could not be IT but was more likely IT with a financial bias. 
 
    In other words it was enough to send anyone with any sense into a coma. 
 
    And over Christmas dinner too! The FD wasn't just a git; he was an ignorant and rude git. 
 
    After about ten minutes Kat excused herself (mostly ignored) and headed off for the Ladies. I couldn't believe they didn't watch her go. That dress was tighter than tight. Her buns were like ripe peaches. 
 
    Nobody with more than one brain cell could fail to look at her. 
 
    But those two idiots did. 
 
    Expanding my viewpoint to tearing out two hearts, almost but not quite missing admiring comments on Uhura's sexy eyelashes, I witnessed Craig and the prat FD leave Kat's table and head off outside. Caring nix for her they were clearly bound for a ciggie break . . . or else they had got to a confidential part of "work talk" and didn't want to be overheard. 
 
    Cunts, I thought viciously. You haven't even got the decency to let her know! 
 
    By the time Kat returned her table had been cleared, glasses and all. Seeing her shrug in resignation made my heart reach out. And it did something else, too. 
 
    It let Fervent Dave off her leash. Recently I'd mostly kept her in chains in my deepest dungeon. Now I released her and locked up Logical Dave instead. 
 
    When Kat abandoned her table and followed a minor exodus towards the ballroom I stood up. 
 
    'What about your profiteroles?' John wondered. 
 
    'You can have them,' I replied. 'You can finish my complimentary wine too, if you want.' 
 
    Without a backwards glance I stalked Kat all the way to the ballroom bar. Then, when she didn't seem to sense my presence, I pinched her sexily-sequined bum. 
 
    Harassment or what! 
 
    Kat, awaiting the attention of a barperson, froze. Then she turned to me, her face thunderous . . . 
 
    'Sorry,' said I, 'I couldn't resist.' 
 
    Kat gaped a moment before snapping her mouth shut. 
 
    'Your butt's too glittery,' I went on, feeling like a fumbling fool. 'And I wanted to attract your attention.' 
 
    'You've done that all right,' she said neutrally. Then, suspiciously: 'Have you been drinking?' 
 
    'No more than anyone else. And yes, I'll have a Bacardi and coke please. Beer's running right through me.' 
 
    Anyone else would have rolled her eyes at that. Kat laughed and ordered me a double. 
 
    Beating most of the rush, we found a relatively remote part of the ballroom with Kat taking the cop's position in the corner, where she could see the rest of the room. I initially sat opposite, giving not one toss for the rest of the room, only wanting to see her. 
 
    Fuck but she was beautiful. Why was she wasting her time talking to cartoon-faced me! 
 
    'I'm sorry about the sexual assault,' I began, referring to her pinched ass. 
 
    'Don't worry about it. Ask me, you didn't pinch hard enough.' 
 
    'Ask again; I can pinch much harder than that.' 
 
    'I know you can. Give me another drink or two and I might think about it.' 
 
    Heart exploding from chest time or what? I'd taken my life in my hands making the approach and here we were, friends again already! 
 
    A tear ran down my right cheek. Kat pretended not to notice. 
 
    'I didn't know you were coming tonight,' she said. 'I'd hoped you might be in Wetherspoons.' 
 
    'I was. But I'll bet you were in Keighley. I was in Bingley.' 
 
    'So you've moved to Bingley, have you?' 
 
    'You mean you haven't tracked me down.' 
 
    'I haven't even tried. Well, I did ask that Irish guy who lives in your old place, but I couldn't understand him. I was a bit drunk, though. It wasn't his fault.' 
 
    'You went looking for me?' 
 
    'Of course I did. I'm footloose but I'm dedicated. And you fobbing me off only fuelled me. The first time I had a gallon of beer I couldn't stop myself from looking.' 
 
    That might not have been up there with Romeo and Juliet but it caused tears to run down both of my cheeks. What had I ever done to inspire devotion from the world's most wonderful woman? 
 
    And why had I stuck with flipping Philippa? 
 
    'It got to six months and I thought you weren't coming back,' I confessed. 
 
    'Don't tell me. Then you met someone special.' 
 
    Her words blended in with Last Christmas; yes the party was in full swing and all the seasonal faves were blasting out. 
 
    'Correct. Then I met Phil.' 
 
    Kat's eyes narrowed. 'Would that be Phil as in Philippa from the building society?' 
 
    'Yes, it would.' 
 
    Kat shook her head and smiled sadly. 'I can't say that I blame you.' Then, before I could say anything more, she swiftly changed the subject. 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    For a while Kat regaled me with stories of her travels, most of which were very amusing. And, if she was to be believed, she'd led an almost nun-like existence. 
 
    (I now know about her exploits in Vietnam, Cambodia and New Zealand but, for some strange reason, she skimmed over them.) 
 
    'And now you're back,' I said when she'd finished. 'There has to be a reason for that, hasn't there?' 
 
    'I nearly died when I visited your desk,' Kat replied. 'There's a spotty-faced kid sitting there now.' 
 
    Heart still pounding, I got us more drinks then sat down again, closer to her this time. 
 
    'I shouldn't have fobbed you off when you emailed,' I began. 'But I'd just made up with Philippa after a big bust-up. The timing wasn't right.' 
 
    I saw a flash of something . . . maybe hope . . . in Kat's eyes and my heartbeat doubled. 
 
    'What did you fight over?' she asked softly. 
 
    'I found her sitting at my kitchen table, in my favourite dressing gown, drinking my best coffee out of my favourite mug and going through my phone.' 
 
    'Minor offences,' said Kat, 'apart from that last one. Did she find anything?' 
 
    'She saw that video before I did. The one I sent to you.' 
 
    'Do you mean that awesome standing threesome DP?' Kat whistled, demonstrating (in her tiny world) the appropriate appreciation. Then, frowning: 'What didn't she like about it?' 
 
    'She has this thing about love and loyalty.' 
 
    'And you're still spreading it around.' 
 
    'Yes; exactly.' 
 
    I waited for Kat to ask me if I loved Philippa but she never did. Oh, okay then, I didn't wait; I was busy trying to find an excuse for being single again for two months. That is to say for being single again so long and holding off from her until now. 
 
    Why oh why wasn't I on Kat's doorstep ten minutes after Philippa stormed off? 
 
    Why had I waited as long as this? 
 
    'I had a thing about love and loyalty,' Kat said gently. 'When we were together, I mean.' 
 
    Despite everything I laughed. 'We were at it like bunny rabbits all the time we were together. I didn't have spare time to look elsewhere. And neither did you.' 
 
    'That's true enough,' Kat replied, 'happy days or what?' 
 
    'The best,' I agreed then, heartbeat doubling again, approaching dangerous levels, I edged closer still. 
 
    'Do you know the real reason why I couldn't speak to you on the phone when you came back? Why I didn't even dare be in the same room?' 
 
    'No.' 
 
    'It's because I knew I'd have to do this.' 
 
    Without further ado I mashed my mouth against hers. And miracle of miracles, she didn't object in the slightest. Instead she grabbed me like a drowning woman grabbing a lifebelt. 
 
    Time ceased to exist. 
 
    As Kat says in her own version of this little reunion, the rest of the party passed us by. We did get in a few more drinks but mostly we snogged like horny teenagers. I remember sensing as much as seeing Craig standing nearby and muttering, 'Old acquaintances,' before disappearing into the background blur. 
 
    Then we were on the coach, towards the back, still avidly snogging. By that stage plenty of mixed-sex couples were doing much the same thing. And by that I mean largely married couples . . . except not the sort of couples who were currently married to each other. 
 
    What happens at the party stays at the party; right? 
 
    Kat's recollections of that night are similar to mine but I'm not going to quote her more than I already have. All I'll say is she was cock-on about the tone-deaf buffoon who insisted that he was "The Music Man". I can hear him and his cohorts even now. 
 
    "I can play the piccolo, piccolo, piccolo; picco-picco-piccolo, piccolo, piccolo. Picco-picco-piccolo . . ." 
 
    Not that I couldn't blank all that out. In fact it was surprisingly easy with Kat's hand sliding up my inner thigh, leaving my nylons and, after caressing that precious strip of bare flesh, gently tugging aside my panties. Meanwhile my hand was doing similar things inside her slinky silver dress . . . albeit in much more cramped conditions. 
 
    And no, I didn't give one shit about our reputations. A dozen other couples were engaged in much the same activity. Half the Bingley coach's passengers had switched busses to be fingered or give hand-jobs. Hell, even Ritchie seemed to have pulled . . . 
 
    Next thing I knew we were in Bingley, outside of Wetherspoons, which was already closed. The two of us were just about last off the bus and, by the time we made our way to the taxi rank, there was only a queue and no cabs to be seen. 
 
    Still thirty yards short of the queue, I saw a taxi approaching and shamelessly flagged it down. In such circumstances the cabbie would usually have ignored me but hey, it was my lucky night, wasn't it? For once the driver recognized me and pulled up beside us. Kat and I piled into the back before anyone in the queue had time to react. 
 
    'The Busfeild,' I said, 'and don't spare the horses.' 
 
    Guess how we spent the ten minute taxi ride? We spent it by snogging, of course. By then we were in a state of ravenous hunger yet too refined to finger in line of sight of the rear-view mirror. 
 
    Well, only just too refined. 
 
    Ripping that silver dress off Kat gave Fervent Dave her biggest thrill ever, but pushing her down onto my new double bed came a close second. 
 
    'You're Pillow Queen for today,' my mouth said all on its own. 'Don't argue. You just leave everything to me.' 
 
    Surprisingly, Kat complied. 
 
    Less surprisingly, I feasted on her. And, considering it was a rather late start with alcohol consumed, I took her well. Her cries, moans, groans and entreaties verified that. 
 
    Heck, she might have enjoyed herself half as much as I did! 
 
    Initially I restricted myself to mouth, lips and tongue, hands and fingers. But then the urge to use my (relatively) new strapless device overcame me. So I had her with that and she relished it, wrapping her limbs around me, her peerless tits rubbing under my flat chest, her groans now grunts, her cries now shrieks and screams. 
 
    Trust me; although the sex was better than ever before, I got off even more on being back with her. And it wasn't a conquest sort of a thing, it was a homecoming. We were back where we belonged, in bed together. 
 
    Well, more accurately, on bed together. 
 
    But sod the grammar police. The past didn't matter anymore. The only thing that mattered was the future. 
 
    It was starting to get light outside when I woke, indicating it was around eight in the morning; unless it was a bad weather day, in which case it might be as late as ten. 
 
    Kat was already awake, her face streaked with tears. 
 
    'What is it?' I asked, alarmed. 'What's the matter?' 
 
    'I'm so happy,' she sobbed. 'And I'm so sad too.' 
 
    'Why are you sad?' 
 
    'Because it's been so great to be with you again . . . and because last night's all I'm getting.' 
 
    'You can have as much as you want,' I assured her. 'I'm not going to stiff you after one night. This is me, Dave. I'd never do that to you.' 
 
    'Maybe you wouldn't. But I'm lying here in your bed, expecting Philippa to arrive any second. And she doesn't seem to be the tolerant kind.' 
 
    It suddenly struck me I'd only told Kat part of the story. Not that I'd been teasing or anything. Kissing had sort of interrupted us. After not being rejected, talking hadn't seemed important anymore. 
 
    Time to rectify that! 
 
    'Philippa's off the scene,' I said. 'And it's permanent.' 
 
    If anything Kat's tears streaked down even faster. 
 
    'Honestly,' I assured her. 'You know me: I never tell a lie and I always keep a promise. I promise you that Philippa is out of my life forever.' 
 
    Kat rubbed her eyes and asked if there was anyone else. 
 
    'There's always someone else,' said I, 'but there's nobody else who's special. And Philippa wasn't half as special as you were in the first place.' 
 
    Kat responded by going down on me. Being a considerate mein host, I let her. 
 
    Thirty minutes, perhaps even an hour later, she asked what had gone wrong with the special one. 
 
    'Margot,' I replied. 
 
    'Who is Margot when she's at home?' 
 
    'She's an older woman . . .' 
 
    Kat by then had recovered from her sobbing fit. 'You and older women,' she observed. 
 
    'Takes one to know one,' I said smartly. 
 
    'Ouch! I'm not that much older!' 
 
    'Do you want me to answer your question or what?' 
 
    'Please proceed.' 
 
    'Margot's about forty and can be a pain in the arse. You'd like her on sight. She's as unreliable as any woman ever could be but brilliant between the sheets. And, although she's a bit of a bimbo, she's very good company in a pub or restaurant. As I said, you'd like her.' 
 
    'So how did she eff off Philippa?' 
 
    'Me and Phil had a big row over snooping, right? I wound up telling her to accept me as I was else do one. I also told her that accepting me would cost her the mother of all ass-slappings and a merciless fuck. She chose to accept me and paid the price. That's virtually moments before you came back into the equation. That's why I couldn't dump her. I'd made a sort of promise, you see.' 
 
    Kat nodded. 'So where does desirable bimbo Margot fit in?' 
 
    At that point I elected to be vague about actual dates. 'Philippa and I muddled along after our first big bust-up. I did even try to cut down on the extracurricular activities. But Margot had been MIA for ages. Then she showed up unexpectedly with a tale of woe. It would have been rude not to fuck her.' 
 
    'Don't tell me Philippa walked in on you?' That light of hope was back in Kat's eyes. 
 
    'No. she saw the tell-tale evidence instead.' 
 
    Kat queried with her ultra-sexy eyebrows. 
 
    'Margot tends to rake a girl's back in the heat of the moment. She's raked me so often I don't feel it anymore. Which is all well and good except it takes a while for the claw tracks to fade; and Philippa saw fresh claw tracks.' 
 
    'She fell out over something as petty as that?' 
 
    'Heated words were exchanged. Trust me, Kat; there's no going back.' 
 
    'Trust me, Dave; I only want to go forward.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Next time I checked the time it was half past ten. Fortunately . . . or cleverly, seeing as I'd expected to have a mega-hangover after the Xmas party . . . I'd booked Saturday off for once. Being a high-profile programmer, Kat was off anyway. 
 
    'Like old times,' she crooned, 'we could stay here all day.' Then, perhaps for the first time taking in her surroundings: 'Where are we, anyway? And who rents out a palace like this?' 
 
    'Nobody rents it out,' I said proudly. 'I own it.' 
 
    Kat sat abruptly up in bed, her stupendous tits bouncing in a way that would have made millions if well captured on YouTube. 
 
    'You fucking own it?' she gasped. 
 
    'Yes,' I replied prouder than ever. 'I have a mortgage to contend with, but it's all mine.' Then, being a basically honest girl, I enlarged. 'I've only got six rooms and I'm still working through them like all the guys who are forever painting the Forth Bridge. So far this is the only completed project. It's okay, though, isn't it?' 
 
    'It's a palace,' Kat repeated. 
 
    'Before you ask,' I said, tactically, 'Philippa never got to sleep in this room. And she never moved in, either. When she stopped over we slept in the single in my spare room. It's sort of overflow-cum-junk room right now.' 
 
    Now Kat's eyes gleamed. 'Am I the first in your new bed?' 
 
    'Not quite. But it is still very new. And Philippa's never had the pleasure.' 
 
    Somehow that managed to adequately close the two months subject once and for all. 
 
    'Don't really know the woman,' Kat said, 'but I'm glad I beat her to it.' 
 
    Logical Dave (escaped from her shackles and chains) unexpectedly chipped in. 
 
    'How long will you be at the Widget Company?' my mouth asked on her behalf. 
 
    'I'm doing twelve months or however long Key Phase Two might last. So I'll be around minimally ten more months.' 
 
    'And you've already done at least six months at the building society.' 
 
    'Yes I have. This is going to be the longest in-between travels yet.' 
 
    'What about your rental? How's that going to work?' 
 
    'I'm not sure. I asked my landlord for an extension and he quoted me something astronomical. I guess I'll have to look around for a short-term.' 
 
    Slamming the door on Logical, Fervent jumped into play, also using me as a mouthpiece. 
 
    'Tell your bastard landlord to eff off and move in here instead. Here's free, not twice the going rate.' 
 
    Kat had tears in her eyes again. 'I couldn't,' she mumbled. 
 
    'Yes you could. When is your current lease up?' 
 
    'I've another two, maybe three months.' 
 
    'Bollocks to that. How much deposit have you paid?' 
 
    'It was two months.' 
 
    'Fuck him, then. Move in with me today. Let him keep your deposit and go whistle.' 
 
    Ruthless as that might have sounded, I knew the market. The landlord would make indignant noises about the "lost" third month's rent but in reality he would let again in a week or two and be quids in. No way would he sue for a "loss" that would never exist or be able to be proven. 
 
    Kat was staring at me. I expected aversion and avoidance but she was being logical in her own right. 
 
    'I couldn't stay without paying my way,' she said. 
 
    'The mortgage is my commitment alone,' I said, surprising myself with my vehemence. 'I have to pay every last penny myself. Don't ask why; I just do. But we could split everything else down the middle, like before. That's big savings for both of us.' 
 
    'Can we really go back to "before"?' Kat's moist eyes were beseeching. 
 
    'Judging by last night we already have.' I laughed. 'Come on girl, say yes and open your legs. I want you again before we go dine in the Busser.' 
 
    Kat rubbed her face vigorously, blinked a couple of times and then broke into a grin. 
 
    'Yes,' she said, 'but you open your legs.' 
 
    I considered various objections before recalling her mouth on me, doing the most amazing things. 
 
    Like before . . . yet also like "new" and like "ahead" and "full of possibilities" . . . 
 
    'Go for it babe,' I purred. 'I'm all yours.' 
 
    And I was by no means disappointed. 
 
    Lunch in the Busfeild (my dining home from home) happened rather late. That wasn't unusual in itself but I was known and Kat wasn't. Consequently she got a lot of covert attention. There again she was the sort of woman who always got attention. God only knows what it would have been like if she'd still been in her slinky silver dress. 
 
    Cue an aside. A little earlier, when I finally pulled her up and away from my exceedingly wet bush, she expressed some reluctance to be seen out "like I've been clubbing". 
 
    I reminded her she'd left some clothes with me when she'd ducked out on my twenty-first. She looked round my palatial mistress bedroom and asked where. 
 
    'In your old wardrobe in the spare, I'm afraid. But it's all still there. And I put softener sheets and herbs in with them. They shouldn't smell too rank.' 
 
    Kat cried again at that. 'I thought you didn't think I was coming back.' 
 
    'I didn't. But what would life be like without hope?' 
 
    Cue both of us in tears. 
 
    And, eventually, cue a spell of very vigorous mutual masturbation which almost made us miss lunch altogether. 
 
    Afterwards, hand in hand, we drifted from the restaurant area into the middle bar to find Joyce putting the world to rights with three or four male barflies. 
 
    I cursed. What with one thing and another I had missed seeing who she had paired off with last night. For all I knew she could have had sex right there in the ballroom; I'd have been none the wiser. 
 
    'Dave,' she said in greeting, turning away from the barflies (all of them familiar with the way we often got together; all of them ogling Kat). 
 
    'This is Joyce,' I said to Kat, 'our Credit Manager. Joyce; this is Kat; our new star programmer.' 
 
    One thing Joyce was not was a shrinking violet. 'Together again at last,' she exclaimed, 'oh thank you God for that!' 
 
    I winced while Kat blinked in shock . . . or something. 
 
    'Dave's gone on about nothing but you ever since she split with that cow, Philippa,' Joyce continued. 'I have been looking out for her . . . like a carer . . . so I know everything.' 
 
    'Have you been fucking her?' Kat asked, thankfully in a whisper. 
 
    Joyce hooted. 'Of course I have. But worry not. We are friends with benefits. I'm twice as footloose as she is. I'm only too happy to hand the role of carer back to you. God only knows, that's what you both want, isn't it?' 
 
    Astonishingly, Kat instantly took to Joyce. In fact I believe she fancied her. 
 
    'Yes I do,' she said. 'Has she really been going on about me?' 
 
    'Non-stop; she hasn't been able to praise you more highly, except she's done you down looks-wise. I expected a diva, not a goddess.' Then, clapping Kat on the arm like her best mate, she digressed. 
 
    'Are you hands-on with my systems issue?' 
 
    'Legacy or . . .' 
 
    'Both. The frigging new system can't keep up with the old one. What's that all about?' 
 
    I tuned out while my companions talked shop. Thankfully Joyce hadn't specified exactly when I'd split with Philippa. I wanted Kat to keep on believing it was recent and I'd swooped on her straight after, as soon as soon. 
 
    Come to that, now aware that she still wanted to be with me, I wished I'd swooped on her as soon as soon. 
 
    I also wondered about me and Philippa. That first big argument; I'd given her my ultimatum and I had punished her before I knew Kat was back. But why had we argued in the first place? 
 
    Yes, Philippa had been getting clingy, but hadn't I been getting increasingly grumpy? And hadn't I got increasingly grumpy because, even without a set date, I'd known Kat might imminently be back? 
 
    It was, I had to concede, possible I was subconsciously estranging Philippa, pushing and pushing. 
 
    Could I really have been such a bitch? 
 
    Should I really have been such a bitch? 
 
    My inward grin was rapacious. Fuck rights and wrongs, whatever I'd done was correct. 
 
    End of. 
 
    Our time in the middle bar was not unlimited. Politely coughing, I reminded Kat we needed to make a move if we were going to collect all her stuff in Maxine. 
 
    'Maxine?' Kat echoed. 
 
    'It's her Mini,' Joyce explained. 'Don't ask.' 
 
    'I love Maxine,' I countered. 'I'll be devastated when I have to trade her in.' 
 
    'See what I mean?' said Joyce. 
 
    'Sort of,' agreed Kat. 
 
    Then Joyce surprised both of us by gripping Kat's wrist. 
 
    'I love this girl,' she said, soft, yet sincere, 'let her down and you'll have me on your case.' 
 
    Kat didn't bat a lash. 'It's not forever,' she replied, 'I'll be here for another ten months. I'll be back after that, though. And I won't let her down. Not ever.' 
 
    'Nothing is forever,' I added. Then, misquoting badly: 'Not even Freddie Mercury.' 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    That second spell of cohabiting was beyond brilliant. We woke up together, showered together and dressed together. I drove us into the office together and, although out workday duties seldom brought us together, we always got coffees for two . . . like maybe fifty times a day. 
 
    We weren't corny enough to lunch together; Kat was always in the gym, toning her so-sexy abs. But we did travel home together and we invariably stopped off at the pub for "a couple of quiet ones". And we always arrived home together. Sometimes we would watch TV or videos and fool about on the settee before retiring upstairs. 
 
    And sometimes we'd be ripping clothes off each other before the door shut behind us, both anxious to be the girl on top on the kitchen table. 
 
    Yes, it was indeed beyond brilliant. 
 
    Travelling did, of course, loom on the horizon. Kat was determined to be off again and I couldn't begin to think about going with her. I had a house to restore (and pay for!) and Maxine to replace. And I was madly in love with my job at the Widget Company. Who needed Sydney Opera House or the Golden Gate Bridge with all that on her plate? 
 
    Separation terms were discussed at great length. Including the over-run on Key Stage Two, Kat had been back living with me for eleven months. During that time we had been totally faithful . . . not least because, as before, we'd both been too busy fucking each other to chase after anyone else. 
 
    This time everything was spelt out. It was only a temporary separation and contact would be made on a regular basis. I'd call Kat every Friday at 6pm GMT without fail. Even if it was the middle of the night wherever she was, Kat would respond. 
 
    Sex-wise we agreed there were no limits. Well, I did ask her to take precautions with guys. Otherwise we sort of left each other to our own devices. 
 
    I suppose you're expecting Joyce to come back into my frame and I suppose you'd be right. But by a coincidence I find incredible, she wasn't the first. No, I dropped Kat off at Leeds/Bradford, parked my Maxine on the Busfeild car-park . . . 
 
    And found Margot waiting for me at the bar. Four in the afternoon, me on a half-day and her missing, presumed lost for a year, and there she was, large as life and twice as sexy. 
 
    And she'd had a (very much un-needed) boob-job. 
 
    'Hiya babe,' she said in greeting. 'Have you missed me?' 
 
    I'd wanted to get maudlin drunk and maybe cry on Joyce's shoulder later, when she dropped by for a drink on her way home. Fat chance! I got maudlin drunk and ended up crying into Margot's stunning new cleavage instead. Leastways I think I did. All I know for sure is I woke next morning with a tear-tracked face, claw tracks on my back and springy tits squashing my nose. 
 
    Not that I'm complaining. There are worse ways to wake up. 
 
    I guess Margot kicked me off on the right foot for a suddenly-single-again woman. Next night I slept with a very sympathetic Joyce and then spent the weekend with a barmaid who I'd have sworn was straight. 
 
    And how glad was I to be proved totally wrong! 
 
    The dreaded Monday Morning Feeling never happened for me. Okay, so maybe it did, but I was off on the motorway before I knew it, speeding south to save a branch in Portsmouth. Location and an issue with spare parts enforced an overnight. And guess what . . . 
 
    I had overnighted while back living with Kat and had ignored the door-knocking prostitutes. In fact I'd been so busy having phone sex with Kat I'd hardly even noticed them. But suddenly forty quid for an hour of forgetfulness seemed like a good deal again. 
 
    For God's sake don't tell Kat about me and ladies of the night. And don't tell her about my friend, Sue in Aberdeen, either. Using up my holidays I visited her three times while Kat was away, experiencing another unforgettable Hogmanay and enjoying a three with her and her workmate, Sandra, on several occasions. 
 
    Yes, I always stayed a few nights and Sue had finally fallen for Sandra's punky charms. Suddenly she was "seeing" her regularly but didn't mind sharing. And sharing with those two . . . 
 
    Heaven; it was simply heaven. 
 
    I don't want Kat to know about my friends north of the border, by the way. Officially Kat and I reveal all to each other. In practice we girls have our secrets. Don't we? 
 
    Well, don't we? 
 
    So I passed the best part of another year back in slut/whore/harlot mode and enjoyed every second, even as I missed the love of my life. And, as that weekly contact worked like clockwork, I was able to be there to meet Kat back at Leeds/Bradford, holding a card with her name felt-tipped on it in massive capitals. 
 
    WELCOME BACK KAT!! 
 
    Okay, hers wasn't a very busy flight; there weren't thousands flooding into Arrivals all at once, but it got me noticed. And omigod; wasn't it good to see her back safe and sound. 
 
    Kat had already fixed her contract at the Widget Company. Key Phase Three had been a disaster and she was urgently needed to help sort it out. She was a shoo-in for Key Phase Four and her name was already down for the latest Christmas party. Craig's only reservation on taking her back was over her preference: was it turkey again or did she fancy beef? 
 
    What a happy homecoming that was! It's not credible to say we screwed more than ever before but I swear on the bible, that's how it seemed. Sharing workloads some nights, switching roles on others, it was an idyll which matched the two before. 
 
    But somewhere along the way I'd developed itchy feet. And before too long I fucked up. 
 
    On the face of it that particular Friday wasn't anything special. Departing from our daily routine Maxine 2 took us to ASDA and we got the weekly shop. Then, leaving our purchases in the boot, we went into the pub, turning left to dine. 
 
    (By then my dream cottage had been fully renovated. The Busfeild was no longer my dining place . . . apart from Fridays, when we treated ourselves and didn't need to squabble over whose turn it was to be chef.) 
 
    As chance would have it, there was only a table for four vacant. As we were very regular customers we were made welcome with open arms, seats pulled out for us. Then another couple arrived and the hostess wrung her hands. 
 
    'I'm so sorry,' she said, 'we're full. Maybe in half an hour . . .' 
 
    'Join us,' Kat called out. 
 
    The couple were and were not strangers. We'd seen them in the pub before, nodding hello but never speaking. Being obviously straight . . . and with us being obviously lesbian . . . I half-expected them to shy away. But they didn't. Thanking both of us profusely, they joined us and we quickly got to know each other. 
 
    They were Alice and Ross and had recently moved into a "new" house in West Morton, maybe a mile away. You know me and guys, right? Well, whatever I might have said before, I found Ross to be dry and amusing. And Alice was sex on legs. She also made it quite clear that she saw us as a couple in our own right and admired our openness. 
 
    Sharing a table led to sharing drinks in the middle bar. That led to us meeting up two or three times a week and regularly dining on Fridays. We swiftly became friends and, after a beer or six, conversation tended to be free. 
 
    Even so I was astonished when, perhaps two months into our friendship, matters progressed. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    I'd been called out to resolve an issue in the new Widget Company branch in Morecambe. For once it was a quick . . . but necessarily physical . . . fix. In other words there was no pressing requirement to hang around overnight. 
 
    (I'd quit answering door knocks again, and doubted that I'd get any in Morecambe anyway. Down the coast in Blackpool it would have been a different kettle of fish. Well, knock-wise it would. I still would not have answered . . . honest!) 
 
    So there I was, fix completed, driving home in Maxine 2. For two rather populous counties Lancashire and Yorkshire both have a lot of glorious countryside. And the run from Morecambe to Keighley is as glorious as can be. You get it all: a magnificent sea view followed by lush green meadows, spreading hills and white limestone. The sun was shining and I was in no great hurry, being generously paid by the mile as well as the minute. 
 
    Then my phone rang. 
 
    Being on call I expected the worst. Maybe it would be a catastrophe in Cardiff or Camborne. 
 
    Personally I hoped it would be in Jersey, the Isle of Man or Dublin. By then I'd done most everywhere else in England, Scotland and Wales. Failing that I hoped it would be Leeds, so that I could get home to sleep in my own bed. 
 
    But it wasn't my work phone. 
 
    Clicking onto hands-free, I answered. 
 
    'Hi Dave,' a familiar voice said, 'it's me; Alice. Sounds like you're driving; are you okay to talk?' 
 
    'Hiya,' I replied, 'yeah, I'm hands-free and in the middle of nowhere. It's me, a few clouds, bright blue sky and the open road.' 
 
    Alice didn't waste time on small talk. 
 
    'Remember our chat last night?' 
 
    As if I'd forgotten. While Alice chatted up Kat Ross had told me all about the orgies they had attended in Gloucester. Then Alice had joined in with a lot more info and little had been left to the imagination. 
 
    Alice and Ross were both "professional" people, aged maybe thirty. They had no kids and maintained they wanted "a life, not children". 
 
    And I undersold Alice. She wasn't just sex on legs, she was far more alluring. Short hair so blonde it was almost white, a snub of a nose that could have been mine . . . 
 
    Why oh why did she always throw herself all over Kat whenever we met? Why didn't she throw herself all over me? 
 
    'Yes,' I replied a tad stuffily, 'I remember.' 
 
    'Well Ross and I have been talking. We think opportunities exist.' 
 
    Too true, thought I; they think opportunities exist for Spiky Blondie Babe to fuck my girlfriend. 
 
    'We were thinking about wife-swapping,' Alice continued, 'but not in the old "car keys in an ashtray" way; know what I mean?' 
 
    Up until last night I wouldn't have had one clue. Thanks to Ross and Alice I now knew that was how random swaps could be made when several couples were involved. The guys would put in their car keys and the girls would take turns to pick one out without looking. Then she'd ask whose key she'd got and . . . bingo. He was her new partner for the night. 
 
    Or maybe he was her new partner for the next hour before they did it all again. Who knows; some of those parties sounded very wild. 
 
    'What actually do you mean, Alice?' I asked aloud. 
 
    'I mean there's nothing random in what I'm proposing. Everything would be premeditated and agreed in advance.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' I went. 
 
    'Listen,' Alice continued, clearly scenting my doubt, 'we're mates and we're grown adults. And I fancy having sex with you like fuck.' 
 
    That came out of left field. I gulped and almost ran under a combined harvester. Somehow avoiding the fatal head-on, I asked: 
 
    'You fancy me like fuck?' 
 
    'Of course I do. I fancy Kat like fuck too, but I can see how it is. For now let's call it horses for courses and count Kat as your "wife". Ross will swap me if you'll swap Kat.' 
 
    'How long for?' my treacherous mouth enquired. 
 
    'We usually do Friday night through to Saturday lunchtime. But other options are available.' 
 
    'Let's reserve other options for later.' I drew in a breath and wondered how I'd ever sell this to Kat. 
 
    'We can eat out together as usual,' Alice went on, 'but when it comes to home time . . . nine o'clock, say . . . Kat goes home with Ross and I go home with you.' 
 
    'And Ross is up for this?' 
 
    'He was up about eight inches when I suggested it last night.' Alice laughed. 'I'm sorry if that was too much information.' 
 
    Avoiding a speeding Land Rover Defender . . . it was well over in the wrong lane! . . . I laughed with her. 'It's too much info for me,' I said, 'but it might just seal the deal if Kat has any reservations.' 
 
    Being sneaky I waited until bedtime to run Alice's proposal by Kat. In fact, having insisted on regularly taking her again and again, I waited until she was on the verge of drifting into sweetly sated slumber. 
 
    And hearing me her eyes shot open with an almost audible click. 
 
    'Alice wants a wife-swap,' she echoed. 
 
    'Yes.' 
 
    'Do you mean as in me and her?' 
 
    'No, as in me and her,' said I. 'I quite fancy it, to tell the truth.' 
 
    (Was that the understatement of the year or what?) 
 
    'Hang on. Are you saying I'm your wife? That Ross lends you his missus and you lend him yours?' 
 
    'Yes, but purely for the sake of the exercise. You know me; I don't like assigning strict gender roles.' 
 
    'Not unless it gets you to bed the beautiful blonde.' 
 
    Unsure how this was going, I laughed gaily. 'Come on, Kat, it'll be exciting and fun. And you certainly don't have the same problems with guys that I do.' I laughed again as she seemed to accept that part of my argument. 'He's eight inches by the way,' I added. 'Is that good?' 
 
    'Size isn't everything,' she muttered. 
 
    'Isn't it? So why are you always asking for "harder" and "bigger"?' 
 
    Kat stared me in the eye. 'You really want this, don't you?' 
 
    'Yes,' I admitted, 'I do.' 
 
    'And you know I'll do anything for you, don't you?' 
 
    'Don't be like that. We'll both always do anything for each other, won't we?' 
 
    'Okay then.' Kat sighed. 'Friday night it is.' 
 
    It was as easy as that. 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Alice and Ross were already in the dining area, sitting at the usual table for four (by then we had a big RESERVED sign on our favourite place every Friday, put there without us ever even asking). Kat and I said hiya and joined them, but not taking our usual seats. Instead I sat next to Alice and Kat sat next to Ross. 
 
    And, instead of the usual air-kisses, we greeted each other with something a tad more substantial. 
 
    Omigod, the feel of Alice's mouth on mine! 
 
    Don't ask what meal I ordered. The food in the Busfeild is always excellent but that night I could have been served my Christmas favourite of cold water and half a dead sheep; I sincerely would not have noticed. Alice had her hand on me under the table, you see. Balancing the equation, I had a hand on her. 
 
    Unbeknown to Kat and Ross, neither of us had on any panties. 
 
    That's the benefit of being the ones who make the arrangements. When I rang Alice back to confirm Kat was on board she'd asked me to wear a skirt and no knickers, promising me she'd do likewise. As it seemed like a good idea I agreed. I also cancelled Friday night at ASDA, deferring the weekly shop until Saturday afternoon, wanting to dash home and change without worrying about slowly melting fish fingers in Maxine 2's boot. 
 
    Trust me, eating, talking and touching under the table is quite a skill combination. At least it is if a girl doesn't want her "wife" to know about all the touching. 
 
    Somehow Alice and I survived undetected . . . I hope . . . and we retired to the middle bar for a pint or three. Then, at nine on the dot, all four of us left the pub, passing the sheltered smoking area until we were at the point where our paths diverged. 
 
    'I'm so excited,' I said to Kat. By then she had hold of Ross's hand. 
 
    'Me too,' she said flatly. Then, injecting a little more enthusiasm: 'Go for it girl. Give Alice one for me.' 
 
    I didn't know how to respond to that so kissed her instead. 'Enjoy your walk,' I said, aware they had a mile to cover compared to our fifty yards. 
 
    'We won't be walking so far,' Kat countered. 'I've always wanted to fuck against that tree on Fardew's fifth hole.' 
 
    Ross laughed. 'I think you mean the third.' 
 
    'I think there are trees everywhere. We could be there all night.' 
 
    Walking Alice home took no time at all. When I backed into the kitchen door, shutting it behind us and hearing the Yale lock do its thing she closed in on me, putting her fingers up to my mouth. 
 
    'This is you,' she said. Then taking hold of my hand and lifting my fingers to her mouth, 'And this is me isn't it? So what do you want to taste, me or you?' 
 
    I opted to taste her off my fingers while she tasted me off hers. And then, both of us still fully dressed, I sat her on my delightful granite worktops, spread her legs and dived into her knickers-free crotch. 
 
    Tasting her direct was ten times as sweet as tasting her second-hand. And tasting her second-hand had been sweet enough. Using only my tongue at first, I licked at her, lapped at her and prodded her. She responded with sighs, moans, groans and squeals which would have done a porn actress proud. 
 
    Then I pressed my tongue directly into her and realized she wasn't acting. 
 
    Omigod, the floods of juice flowing out of her! 
 
    Not to mention the feel of her most intimate muscles clenching on me and the sound out her squeals turning into gasps and screams . . . 
 
    Afterwards she unfastened her skirt and, naked below apart from black stockings, gestured to me. 
 
    'Off,' she commanded. 'Take everything off.' 
 
    I'd earlier been remiss in not asking. As Ross's "wife" I'd expected Alice to want me to do the fucking. Now it seemed like the boot was on the other foot. But I was nothing if not versatile. Stripping for her, I pointed to her tight white blouse. 
 
    'Fair is fair,' I said, 'so get that off right now.' 
 
    Alice was gaping at my nips. 'How amazing,' she murmured. 
 
    'The blouse,' I reminded her. 'Take it off right now.' 
 
    Previously I'd have classed Alice's tits as medium-to-large. Seeing them contained only by a skimpy bra I quickly scrapped "medium" in favour of "fucking fantastic". Seeing them out of a bra I lifted her back onto the worktop and had her again. 
 
    What can I say? She was spectacular in every way. It was impossible not to have her again. 
 
    Next, domineering once more, Alice had me on my washer-drier. She turned it on, too . . . and thank God it had a full wet load, else the electrics would have burnt out long before she was done. 
 
    Getting from my kitchen upstairs wasn't as simple as it sounds. We broke off for a sixty-nine down on the carpet in my tiny dining room and, reversing positions, had an encore in my lounge. We also went up the stairs one or two steps at a time, Alice facing downhill, me crawling up after her, my tongue on her, waggling all the way. 
 
    'Where?' she gasped as we finally reached the upper landing. 
 
    'This is the mistress bedroom,' I said, indicating the nearest door. 
 
    She frowned. 'I've never heard of a mistress bedroom.' 
 
    'I don't do master bedrooms,' I replied. 'Go on; ladies first.' 
 
    Alice went in. not heeding the décor, walking backwards, watching me. 'My husband will be deep into your wife by now,' she said. 
 
    That surprised me. I'd forgotten anyone else existed apart from the two of us. 
 
    'His big, hard cock deep in your wife,' Alice continued. 'Aren't you at all jealous?' 
 
    In response I went to my toy drawer and selected a harness. 
 
    'I don't do jealousy,' I said. 
 
    'So what do you do?' 
 
    'I get even,' I said, holding up a large blue dildo. 'Matches your eyes,' I went on. 'Don't you agree?' 
 
    Alice was grinning like a Cheshire cat. 'My Davina, whatever are you proposing?' 
 
    'Your husband's deep inside my wife, even as we speak. I'm proposing going deep inside you; and for hours on end.' 
 
    Alice had backed up to my bed. She pretended she hadn't realized and sat suddenly, bouncing on the springs, her tits bouncing provocatively again, along with the rest of her. 
 
    'Surely you're not going to put that enormous thingy in me?' Her voice was girlish, more provocative even than her tits. 
 
    'Don't you want me to?' 
 
    She sighed dramatically then grinned once more. 'Too fucking right I do. I thought you'd never ask . . .' 
 
    Having sex with Alice was an experience and a half. I wore the strap-on almost all of the time before I swapped it for my yummy strapless device. But even so Alice contributed. At a guess (courtesy of my good friend, Logical Dave) she spent thirty-five per cent of the time on top. And, seeing as we used an awful lot of positions, thirty-five per cent equated to nearly as long as me. 
 
    Eventually, at an ungodly early hour even Logical didn't record, Alice finished her latest marathon ride on me and flopped. Glad of the respite myself, I somehow found the energy to wrap my limbs around her and did my best to rub our snubs of noses. 
 
    'My God, my God,' she gasped, 'is it always as good as this?' 
 
    'Only gets better,' I said smugly. 'And I'm glad you seem to be enjoying yourself.' 
 
    We were still connected by my strapless affair: the short end in me, the long end in her. Several pints of sweat gummed our bodies together. Maybe even more pints of lady juice intermingled lower down. Alice's spectacular tits were on my chest, her nipples close to mine, almost but not quite touching. 
 
    Happy snapshot or what? 
 
    'I bet Ross has crashed out by now,' she said. 'He will have if Kat's anything like you, anyway.' 
 
    'Kat's even worse than me,' I fibbed. 'And she never lets a guy crash out on her. She will be torturing him mercilessly at this very minute.' 
 
    'Poor Ross,' Alice said, and then snickered like a schoolgirl. 'I hope he survives because I need to do this again.' 
 
    'We're not nearly done yet,' I observed. 'We've got until high noon.' 
 
    'Yeah . . . not nearly long enough. I'm out of practice and desperately need more.' 
 
    'Out of practice,' I echoed. 
 
    'Yeah; I was LUG. You're my first girl in ten years.' 
 
    'What's LUG when it's at home?' 
 
    'It stands for Lesbian until Graduation. Didn't you know girls like me at uni?' 
 
    'I didn't go to uni. I wanted to leave school and earn. Buy myself a dream home like this.' 
 
    'Good choice.' Alice began to move on me again but very slowly, almost imperceptibly. 'At my uni a lot of lesbians frowned upon girls who only experimented with same-sex, saying it was all for one, one for all, just like the Three Musketeers. But lots of us wanted to just experiment and ignored the critics.' 
 
    'Alice,' I sighed, 'that feels so, so good. You ain't out of practice at all.' 
 
    'Ross knows, of course,' she said, picking up pace a little. 'He said he'd rather I went with you than a guy. I'm not sure if that makes him understanding or a sexist pig.' 
 
    'Jesus, Alice, keep doing that! Oh yes, harder, do it harder!!' 
 
    Grinning down at me she obliged, rubbing snub noses, her tits simultaneously all over me. 
 
    Three seconds later I erupted but that only spurred her on. 
 
    And that's it for now. With my ecstatic screams ringing out like the bells ringing for Christmas Day, I'll bid you farewell. 
 
    But this time I'll be back soon . . . 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 49 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    The agreement was to meet in my local pub at noon to hand back the borrowed "wives". Alice and I consequently stopped mauling each other around eleven thirty. Heading off for a shared shower, she pointed to a closed door across the landing. 
 
    'What's in there?' 
 
    'It's my guest room. Not that anyone ever sleeps in it. Well, apart from me when I was renovating and the mistress bedroom was uninhabitable.' 
 
    'What's a mistress bedroom when it's at home?' 
 
    'Don't ask,' said I, 'you know the deal.' 
 
    Alice did. And she laughed. 'We need to go fuck in it right away, 'she said decisively. 'I urgently want to be able to tell Ross we fucked in every last room of the house.' 
 
    'Yes,' said I drily, 'and not to mention on every last step of the staircase.' Then, duly prompted by one of my alter egos, Logical Dave, I warned her that we'd end up running late. 
 
    'Knowing Ross, so will he. Come on girl; get your sexy ass in there.' 
 
    Arguing the toss would only have wasted more time so I obeyed and let her yummy mouth eat me for maybe half an hour. Then we showered (in the bathroom, Alice's sixth and final room) and we couldn't keep our hands off each other. Yes, more that fifteen hours in bed, next to no sleep at all and we were still hotter than hot for more. 
 
    'A repeat next Friday is a must,' Alice said when we were back in my room, dressing. 
 
    'You can repeat tonight for me,' I replied, watching her don a skimpy black thong before wriggling into skin-tight blue jeans. 
 
    'I'm afraid not. We're both working in the morning. Me and Ross, I mean.' 
 
    'On a Sunday,' I exclaimed. 'I thought only IT nerds worked Sundays.' 
 
    'No rest for the wicked . . . or the NHS. Working Sundays is the reason why Friday is playtime for us.' 
 
    I was still watching her dress. By then she'd put on a white push-up bra and got a matching T-shirt out of her overnight bag. And knock me down with a feather, I wanted her again. 
 
    Yes, I wanted to rip those sexy denims off her even sexier ass and . . . 
 
    And Logical wagged a finger at me, pointedly looking at her watch. 
 
    'Friday it is then,' I said heroically. 'You persuade Ross and I'll sweet-talk Kat.' 
 
    My choice of clothing didn't look nearly as good on me as Alice's did on her. I'd gone for my usual (not tight-fitting) jeans and a white T of my own. No prizes for guessing who'd get The Busfeild customers' attention that lunchtime. Even without the use of any sort of cosmetics Alice was shockingly attractive. 
 
    Indeed, although her makeup was usually tastefully applied, I reckoned she looked lots better without any at all. Like her clothing was always perfection but still she looked better without any at all. 
 
    If only we'd had another hour or three! 
 
    Locking up behind us I took Alice's hand and led her down the garden path (literally!). Surrounded as they were by an eight-feet-high hedge, my cottage and its neighbour were in an oasis of privacy. You wouldn't have known busy Main Road ran right past . . . apart from the constant growl of car engines, that is. 
 
    'Ideal for naked sunbathing,' Alice remarked as we went. 
 
    'My neighbour is deaf but not blind,' said I. 'I've done topless but naked would give him a heart attack. He's eighty-three, you see. And I'm sure he thinks I'm a bloke. 
 
    'I thought you just said he wasn't blind.' 
 
    Laughing, I went through the garden gate and almost collided with Joyce, on her way to the pub. 
 
    'Fancy bumping into you,' she said, smiling. But her expression quickly changed as she saw Alice. She stared at her a moment and briefly glanced at me before going on. 'Why Kat, you've changed your hair.' 
 
    Presuming Alice didn't know Joyce and wouldn't be used to her acerbic wit, I hastily introduced them. 
 
    'Joyce runs Credit Control at our place,' I added. 'And don't worry about Kat,' I told Joyce, 'she knows all about Alice. I'm not sneaking around behind her back.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' went Joyce. 'I'll have words with you later, young lady.' 
 
    'Who was that,' Alice asked as soon as she was out of earshot, 'your mother?' 
 
    'Like I said, she's a departmental head at the Widget Company. But I admit, she does tend to be a bit of a mother hen.' 
 
    'Are you fucking her?' 
 
    Direct or what! 
 
    'Yes,' I confessed, 'but only when Kat's off on her travels. It happens a lot when she's away. When she's back I act all faithful, mostly because I've got my hands full with Kat and there simply isn't time for anyone else. Joyce is probably miffed to find out we changed the rules and didn't let her know.' 
 
    'Will she tell you off?' 
 
    'You bet she will. I'll probably get my ass smacked.' I grinned at Alice and added: 'With any luck.' 
 
    It was one o'clock when we took a right into the car park, me happy to see Maxine 2 exactly where I'd left her. And I was happy to see Kat and Ross too. They were entering the car park from the bus stop end, every bit as late as we were. More promisingly still, even though they weren't holding hands, they did look like a couple. 
 
    'How did it go?' Alice asked as they joined us by the currently (and unusually) empty smoking shelter. 'Did you get in your round of golf?' 
 
    'We went round twice and played the full eighteen,' Ross said smartly. 
 
    'We both shot sixty-nines,' said Kat, not to be outdone. 'I got more birdies but Ross got an eagle.' 
 
    They could have been talking Swahili as far as I was concerned. 
 
    'What's an eagle?' I asked like an idiot. 
 
    'A hole in two,' said Ross. 
 
    'No,' Kat corrected, 'one in two holes. Or was it two in three holes?' 
 
    The others laughed at that while I could have died of embarrassment. 
 
    'It went well then,' I ventured. 
 
    'It went swimmingly,' Ross assured me. 'And no, l didn't lose my balls in the canal.' 
 
    Even I understood that. We laughed as a foursome then he spoke formally. 
 
    'Here's Kat back, good as new and in full working order. I'm sorry to see her go.' 
 
    'Here's Alice back in full working order,' I replied, just as prim and proper. 'I examined all parts of her and thoroughly tested them. I could even give you a guarantee if you want.' 
 
    Over drinks and lunch in the restaurant we chatted generally, tacitly avoiding the subject of the night before until Alice put in her oar. 
 
    'We need to vote on next Friday,' she said, interrupting a half-hearted discussion on the forthcoming EU referendum (naturally not knowing what a disastrous outcome it would have). 'We've both already voted, Dave and me. We want to do it again next week.' 
 
    So much for my lengthy, sweet-talking intentions! 
 
    'I'm up for more,' Ross said immediately. 
 
    I was watching Kat, my heart in my mouth. She'd fancied Alice herself and had only gone for the swap as a big favour for me. Would she go for it a second time or would she protest? 
 
    'Can't be the odd one out,' she said cheerfully enough. 'My vote's with the ayes.' 
 
    **** 
 
    We were in the middle bar and I was on my fourth pint when I remembered the shopping. Rats! It was six miles to ASDA and I never got behind the wheel when I was anywhere near the drink-driving limit, never mind twice over it. I pointed this out to Kat and she shrugged. 
 
    'We'll have to go in the morning,' she said. 'I'll skip church for once.' 
 
    That caused more laughter. Kat respected other people's religious beliefs but had none herself. 
 
    'She only ever attends weddings and funerals,' I told our companions. 'And then she's as nervous as heck. What's that saying about the type of girl who is nervous in church?' 
 
    Neither Ross nor Alice took up the challenge but I could see they knew what I meant. 
 
    So too did Kat. 'Davina,' she purred, 'I'm never half as nervous as you are. I wonder why on earth that could possibly be.' 
 
    To my surprise Alice finished her drink and got to her feet. 'Come on you,' she said to Ross, 'let's be having you.' 
 
    Alarmed, assuming she had beliefs she hadn't previously mentioned, I caught her hand. 'Please say we haven't offended you.' 
 
    She frowned a moment, going back over the conversation until she realized why I was concerned. 'Of course you haven't,' she assured me. Then, leaning closer and lowering her voice, 'If you must know we have a tradition after a swap. It's a sort of horizontal re-bonding exercise, if you know what I mean. I want to get on with it before Ross drinks that eagling hero of his into a state of floppiness.' 
 
    'Too much information,' said Ross, grinning widely. 
 
    'Friday night then,' said I, letting go of Alice's hand. 'Although I'm sure our paths will cross before.' 
 
    'Friday night,' she agreed. 'I'm counting the minutes already.' 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Faced with no appetizing meal options at home, Kat and I decided to dine in The Busfeild. But don't think we stayed there permanently. Leaving around three, soon after Ross and Alice, we went for a hike up in Sunnydale. Leastways I hiked and Kat moaned about sore feet. Yes that's right; Katrina the Globetrotter got sore feet after only a couple of miles. 
 
    For anyone unaware of East Morton's geography (meaning most of you, at a guess), Sunnydale is an uphill haven containing lots of trees, a reservoir and Morton Beck. Nowadays it teems with wildlife but a couple of centuries ago it was gripped by the Industrial Revolution. Mills sprang up, powered by that small beck, producing paper for banknotes and spinning both cotton and wool. 
 
    The mills, together with most of the cottages that housed swarms of workers from all over Britain, are as good as gone these days. But some cottages remain occupied and, if you know where to look, bits of old engine house and mill dams can still be seen, buried deep in undergrowth. 
 
    Not that I really wanted to inspect old ruins. Lately I had cut back on climbing and as good as dropped hiking altogether. It was time to make amends and get in six miles or so; six miles of up-hill and down-dale. Ignoring Kat's whingeing, I thoroughly enjoyed the fresh air and exercise. 
 
    I enjoyed dining back in the pub restaurant too, and was looking forward to a boozy evening when Kat ruled otherwise. 
 
    'I'm in urgent need of horizontal re-bonding,' she told me. 'And tonight I am "it".' 
 
    I suggested just two more drinks and she grudgingly complied. She wasn't up for relenting after two pints, either. 
 
    'You need to drive in the morning,' she said sternly. 'Enough is enough.' 
 
    Enough wasn't enough in bed, though. Kat had me for hours, varying from her mouth and fingers via a dildo, two vibrators and a strap-on. Her sexual onslaught was impressive, even by her exceptionally high standards. Little did I know but she was playing me at my own game. I only realized that as I was drifting off to sated sleep and she asked me a question. 
 
    'Would you really do anything for me?' 
 
    'You know I would,' I murmured. 
 
    'You're just saying that. I'd do anything for you but you just pay lip service.' 
 
    'No I don't.' 
 
    'Okay then. Next Friday you sleep with Ross.' 
 
    My eyes shot open with an audible click, exactly as Kat's had when I proposed a wife-swap in the first place. 
 
    'I don't do guys,' I protested. 
 
    But Kat was relentless. 'I know you have your gold star to take into consideration, she said, 'but, if you really would do anything for me, you'd at least weigh the pros and cons.' 
 
    'You are being unfair.' 
 
    'No I'm not, I'm following the letter of the law. And I don't see you even trying.' 
 
    That stung me, but not into instant capitulation. 'Give me ten minutes and I'll do a little weighing,' I stalled, hastily summoning my two alter egos and both my guardian angels. 
 
    (Well, my guardian angel and my evil red devil; I needed as many viewpoints on this as possible.) 
 
    There's a turn up, Logical Dave began. She's called your bluff. 
 
    She's being awful, the little white angel butted in. She knows you'll have to say no and that then you'll have broken your promise to do anything for her. And you never break a promise. Awful; she's being absolutely awful. 
 
    Maybe she isn't, my little red devil observed. Maybe she's doing you another big favour. You like to be penetrated, don't you? And let's face it; you're not totally ignorant when it comes to hard cocks. 
 
    I mused a while on that. My first romantic kiss had been with a guy. It had been his eighteenth and I'd accepted his request to dance. And me with my two left feet! I'd let him steer us around the floor and quite enjoyed the feel of his hips moving with mine, controlling my clumsiness. Accepting his request for a birthday kiss had been a no-brainer. Nobody could dream of declining a dance and a kiss with a birthday boy, could they? 
 
    Not on his eighteenth. 
 
    Confession time: that kiss hadn't ignited wild fires in me but it had been nice. And feeling his arousal on my tummy had been . . . interesting. 
 
    God only knows what I'd have said if he'd invited me outside for a quickie. I mean where do you draw lines for the birthday boy? 
 
    Anyway he never asked and I escaped with my virginity intact but my lifetime experience enhanced. 
 
    I'd had some more recent, less tactile contact with a real-life cock as well (if that's not a contradiction in terms). Visiting Ellie in Oxford I'd taken part in a foursome involving a guy, hadn't I? Okay he never so much as touched me, but I'd certainly seen him pounding it into both of my lady-friends. To be very blunt, I had seen him cum more than once. And I'd even witnessed his white semen slowly oozing out of Ellie before trickling down her inside leg. 
 
    Ellie and her friend hadn't died from the guy's attentions. On the contrary, they'd revelled in everything he'd done to and for them. 
 
    As had most of the girls in the videos Kat insisted on watching. My pussy was the same as any other girl's. It was designed to accommodate an erect penis. Taking one wasn't going to do me any harm. 
 
    Are you thinking what I'm thinking? Fervent Dave wondered. It can't kill you and it might be fun. 
 
    'Alice was wrong,' Kat said aloud, disrupting our conference. 'Ross isn't eight inches, he is more like ten. And his staying power is exceptional.' 
 
    Go for it, Fervent endorsed. He'll be your biggest ever. 
 
    He'd be your biggest if he only had two inches,' said Logical wryly, him being your first, obviously. 
 
    Please don't do it, wailed the angel, please don't. 
 
    Please yourself and please do it, the devil countered. 
 
    I suppose that promises are promises, Logical added a little reluctantly, if you want to maintain your integrity . . . 
 
    'Okay Kat,' my mouth said unaided, 'I'll do it for you.' 
 
    'Will you really?' Kat seemed surprised. 
 
    'I promised I'd do anything so I'll do this for you. And I owe you one, anyway.' 
 
    She kissed me passionately and then licked her way down my body, taking her time about it but finally getting there, bringing me off once, twice, thrice. Then she licked her way back up, taking care to rest her lovely tits on my flat chest before grinning down at me. 
 
    'Worry not, my darling. No fucking way are you sleeping with Ross, not this Friday or any other Friday, come to that. What you have is too precious.' 
 
    'But I promised you . . . 
 
    'And you kept your promise to the letter. I'm here and now absolving you of the need to fulfil it.' 
 
    Relief flooded through me. My little white angel shrieked in delight while Fervent scowled and my devil laughed scornfully. 
 
    Logical, meanwhile, stood on the sidelines with a knowing smile. 
 
    'I still owe you one,' I announced as my heartbeat re-approached something like normal. 'And come to that, assuming you are going to do Ross again on my behalf on Friday, I owe you two.' 
 
    Kat laughed and asked if I was sleepy. 
 
    'Not anymore. You've woken me back up.' My hand landed on her pussy, stroking it the way she liked best. 'Tell me what you want and it's yours.' 
 
    'Go get that tea tree oil from the bathroom.' 
 
    'Sounds kinky,' I snickered. 'What have you got in mind?' 
 
    'My feet,' she replied. 
 
    'Your feet sound very kinky indeed.' 
 
    'Well they don't feel kinky. All I want is you to massage oil into them for an hour or so, and very gently at that. Once my blisters stop hurting I'll decide how you can pay off debt number two . . .' 
 
    'Fuck me,' said I, 'I get all the glamorous jobs . . .' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    That second swap was a signal success. Overnight the bog-standard "Dress-Down Friday" became "Wife-Swap Friday". To tell the truth, although I knew Kat was getting bored of screwing Ross every week, I only wanted more of Alice and she only wanted more of me. Doing my best to oil the waters I regularly reminded Kat that I was sharing a bed six nights a week with her. And that I was also giving her the lead more often than not. 
 
    (Yes, I know: being a pillow queen and giving her the lead was rather selfish of me. But it's what she seemed to want, so I usually played along like a good little girl.) 
 
    Then, out of simply nowhere, everything changed. 
 
    To this day I don't know exactly what Alice and Ross did for the NHS. They were cagey about it. Best I got to know was they were part of an "advisory team" who were sent around the UK plugging gaps in performance. 
 
    Or maybe in Alice's case, she was plugging dikes with her finger, like that little Dutch boy. 
 
    And omigod, I don't believe I said that! Please excuse me and make sure you read "dike" without a Y!! 
 
    Before West Morton our friends and lovers had been situated in Gloucester with their workmates. But then they'd been sent up north to sort out issues in a Victorian hospital in Bradford. Usually it took the best part of a year for their team to do their thing, but not this time. This time they were transferred to (of all places) Coventry after only eight months. 
 
    The speed of it was mind-blowing. One Wednesday evening in the pub they solemnly told us that they had to leave and then, after a final Friday night, Saturday morning, they were gone. 
 
    Their house was, it transpired, leased by the NHS. So too would be their new home in the Midlands. It was a lifestyle that suited their personalities, so why not? 
 
    Examining myself with all the benefit of hindsight, I might have become unduly demanding when Alice was out of the frame. Missing that one night of freedom a week seemed to be a massive loss. Oh yes I missed the girl herself, but it was the loss of freedom that brought on itchy feet. 
 
    And eventually, as I implied once before, I fucked up in a big way. 
 
    Spring 2015 and Kat's travel time was approaching again. By then she'd visited a hundred and eleven different countries and admitted to having some sort of sex in at least half of them. But, she invariably added, never in the Vatican City. Apparently women were rarities there and most of the men were far too old . . . even for her. 
 
    At work Key Phase Four was about to overrun but not disastrously. The powers-that-be offered Kat a nice bonus to stay an extra month and do her best to break the new IT system before they switched "Legacy" off for ever. Kat knew that there were advanced testing apps but was firmly of the opinion that humans were far better at breaking systems than mere programmes. So she said yes and bagged the dosh. 
 
    That stay with me had been far and away Kat's longest. Five weeks to go until she rode off again into the sunset my feet were itchier than ever. Unbeknown to my live-in lover, I had amassed quite a long queue of former girlfriends, all eager to get reacquainted. 
 
    And I had other irons in the fire too. 
 
    Being basically faithful, an extra month to go or not, I somehow controlled Fervent Dave and ignored that bloody persuasive red devil. Far as I was concerned we could all of us wait: me, new lovers-to-be and old flames alike. 
 
    Waiting only added to the experience, no? 
 
    And please don't think I wanted rid of Kat. Far from it, I wanted her to stay. But she wouldn't ever stay so it was going to be back to the good life for me. 
 
    Not that I had any inclination to be "good" while she was away. Okay, so maybe "good in bed", but not in spirit. No, not good in spirit at all. 
 
    Three weeks before Departure Day I was doing a routine visit to our branch in Guiseley, not a million miles from Head Office and closer still to Leeds/Bradford Airport. In explanation there was utterly no reason for me to be there. Eighty per cent of Legacy fixes could be done remotely. Ninety-seven per cent of Replacement fixes would be fixed automatically, long before anyone even noticed there was a problem (allegedly), but our North England Division sales director was old school. He was the original people-person and wanted to see "feet on the ground". 
 
    Consequently, and because he was next in line for overall Sales Director and possibly a future CEO, we humoured him and regularly visited all of the branches in his division. And if that sounds like crap politics, don't blame me. Personally I'd have told the bastard to eff off. Leaving four other divisions to wait for a big mishap, spoiling his with monthly check-ups . . . 
 
    Don't get me going! 
 
    Done with checking perfectly fine connections and twenty brand new "Replacement System" keypads, I said my farewells and sat a moment in Maxine 2 on the car park, sipping now and then from a bottle of water and wondering why I'd paid a pound for something that came free out of a tap. 
 
    Then my work mobile rang. 
 
    That was never good news . . . unless you thought of the overtime and mileage expenses. 
 
    Neutral about the outcome, I answered the call. 
 
    'Hi mate,' said Ritchie, one of my old techie muckers, 'how far are you from Warwick?' 
 
    Warwick was a relatively new branch and I'd only the vaguest idea. 'I'm at White Cross,' I said, 'you tell me.' 
 
    'Three and a half hours away in heavy traffic, according to Google,' he told me cheerfully. 'You'd best be on your way.' 
 
    He proceeded to describe the problem I'd find when I got there. It sounded very familiar. When I rang off I stayed on the Guiseley branch car park and rang Warwick. Two minutes' chat with the main man there and I was convinced I knew the root of the problem. 
 
    That flipping unbreakable component had broken again! 
 
    Taking the gamble, I rang my contact at the component's help desk. 
 
    'Hiya babe,' I began, 'it's me. Guess who's rattling your cage.' 
 
    My contact was known as Sinead and was based in Dublin. Over two or three years of telephonic chat we had carved out a flirty relationship of sorts. By then I knew she'd ditched her most recent boyfriend and wanted nothing more to do with "bastard men". For her part she knew I lived with a girl who would soon be deserting me . . . yet again. 
 
    Trust me, Sinead didn't just have a lilting voice, she had a quick brain and a mouth to match. 
 
    If only I knew what she looked like! 
 
    I'd asked for a selfie and she sent me a snap of a twenty-year-old Brigitte Bardot. Responding in kind, I sent her a snap of Velma, minus her glasses and obviously yelling "I can't see without my glasses!" Sinead's next, and as of then her latest offering, had been an image of Raquel Welch in One Million Years BC. 
 
    Call me a sceptic, but I doubt cave-girls a million years ago were anywhere near as well-presented as Raquel was in that film! 
 
    Playing the game, carrying it on a step farther, I'd sent Sinead a shot of a gold star porn actress with a far better chest than I'd ever have . . . meaning she'd compare favourably with anyone, never mind a girl without any sort of chest at all. 
 
    Frozen as the shot was, the porn star was clearly tribbing a grateful girl hard. 
 
    "Possibilities," I'd put as an aside. 
 
    "Crazy dreams," Sinead had replied. 
 
    But she'd never once said no. 
 
    Since those exchanges we'd dropped visual in favour of verbal. Disloyal or not, I kept on promising to visit when "the Kat's away" and she kept on softly chuckling and encouraging me. 
 
    'So what's the deal this time?' she asked, tongue in cheek. 'What assurances are you going to give to me before breaking my heart?' 
 
    I didn't know much about breaking hearts but that accent of hers melted mine. 
 
    'I do need your assistance . . .' I began. 
 
    'Don't tell me. A quick grope in my knickers and off into the sunset.' 
 
    That was more graphic than usual. Usually we were much more oblique. Seizing the opportunity, I laid down the winning hand. 
 
    'A quick grope is so naff,' said I. 'And I don't do sunsets. Do you fancy the first week in September?' 
 
    'Doing what? Surely you're not going to finally visit my fair city.' 
 
    'Not this time. I'm asking if you'd like to go abroad with me. I've got a fortnight off and the first week is set up for Lanzarote. Sea, sun, sand, sex and sangria; the old formula's always a good one, isn't it?' 
 
    For once Sinead sounded unsure of herself. 'We've never even met,' she murmured. 
 
    'That only adds to the occasion, doesn't it? And I forgot to tell you: the accommodation is free. It's my dad's timeshare. All you need is air fare and cash for beer and food.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' went Sinead, 'my cousin happens to work for an airline . . .' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    I arrived at the branch late-afternoon and breathed a sigh of relief when I confirmed the "unbreakable" component was at fault. The signs had all been there but, if by some mischance something else was to blame, I'd have screwed up big time. 
 
    And I'd have pissed off Sinead. That would have been the last thing I needed. 
 
    Speak of the devil; she rang back as I was climbing into Maxine 2. 
 
    'I've carefully considered your offer,' she said, 'and I gladly accept. Please accept my apologies for not biting your hand off as soon as you asked.' 
 
    'The answer's the right one so who cares,' said I, silently punching the air at her decision. 
 
    'I've booked off the same fortnight as you,' she went on. 
 
    'But I've only got the timeshare for a week . . .' 
 
    'Shush, listen and learn,' Sinead cut in. 'I also spoke to my cousin at the airline company. He can do us discounted tickets on separate planes there. He can also do us a pair of seats back to Dublin. And then he can do you a ticket back to Leeds-Bradford a week later. Look on your personal phone. I've sent his quote.' 
 
    I checked it out and whistled. 'I've paid more for one single flight there and back. Lots more, come to that.' 
 
    'For sure girl, it's not what you know . . .' Sinead laughed. 'And it's the only sure way I can think of to get you to visit Dublin. Are you up for it?' 
 
    'You bet I am.' I hesitated. 'Where will I sleep on the banks of the Liffey?' 
 
    'We'll share my double-bed; where will we sleep in Puerto Del Carmen?' 
 
    'There are two bedrooms with twin beds. We can rotate if you like, sharing different singles.' 
 
    She laughed again. 'Seven nights means one poor bed is going to get short-changed.' 
 
    'We'll have siestas as well. Going to bed won't just be a seven times thing. I'll make sure every bed is given its fair share.' 
 
    'Jesus girl, you've got me persuaded. Are you okay to pay for your flights online?' 
 
    Too right I was. The quote split the charge fifty-fifty, even though I'd have three flights to Sinead's two. Not that she was missing out. All told she would have paid more for a train from Leeds to London. 
 
    'I'll pay it here and now,' I assured her. 
 
    'Then so will I.' Still more laughter. 'Haven't you looked at my attachment yet?' 
 
    I'd noticed it but had been more interested in the flight prices. 
 
    'It's a picture of me,' she added, 'the real me, not the fantasy figure of my dreams.' 
 
    I hastily opened it and nearly died. The image was of an exceptionally shapely woman in a bikini as she emerged from the sea. What can I say? She had long, dark red hair, beautiful bright green eyes and tits that leapt out and slapped my face. 
 
    'Is this really you?' I asked, wondering if it was some other cinema superstar I'd somehow never seen before. 
 
    'Yep, that's the real me. Are you still on for the full fortnight?' 
 
    'Cancel my flight home,' I said in response. 'I'm staying in Dublin forever.' 
 
    Still in Maxine 2, still on the Warwick branch car park, I went onto the airline company's website and, after converting the quote into an invoice, paid direct out of my bank account. Then, after five minutes drooling over Sinead's attachment, I decided I needed to respond in kind. 
 
    As if I could ever look half as good as she did! 
 
    Flicking through my options . . . none of them featuring tits or bikinis . . . I found a sequence of me in climbing mode. One of my companions had snapped me going up Malham Cove. I selected one with me halfway up, one with me defying gravity tackling an overhang, and another with me sitting safe on top. 
 
    I hate seeing photos of me, by the way. But that third pic was my best-ever. Still adrenalin-pumped, I was visible triumphant. A beam of sunshine bounced from my glasses, my freckles were noticeable, my face was flushed and I was grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    Calling it good, I sent all three. 
 
    Then I noticed the time and realized that Kat would be ready for her lift home. 
 
    Oops!! 
 
    I called her work landline and she answered on the first ring. 
 
    'Warwick,' she said, 'another overnight job.' 
 
    'You heard, then.' 
 
    'Ritchie told me.' A short pause ensued. 'So what's Warwick like?' 
 
    'It's got a castle. And it's got a Widget Company branch. That's all I know as yet.' 
 
    'It's near Coventry, isn't it?' 
 
    Entranced by the image of Sinead, Kat's throwaway comment flew straight over my head. 'I've been recommended a hotel on Coventry Road,' I said innocently, 'so I guess it's not too far away.' 
 
    At this point I feel I should observe I didn't feel at all guilty about booking a holiday with a girl I'd never actually met. Kat would be gone long before September. By then she would be in Kathmandu or Tahiti or wherever. By then we'd both be footloose and fancy-free again. 
 
    I did, however, feel guilty for condemning her to going home on the bus. Normally she relied on me to ferry her to and from work in Maxine 2. 
 
    'Get a taxi,' I advised. 'I'll refund whatever it costs you tomorrow.' 
 
    'I'll probably stay here all night.' Kat sighed. 'You know I've been fault-finding.' 
 
    'Trying to break ten million quid's worth of kit, you mean.' 
 
    'Yeah, well you know me and breaking kit; I'm very good at it. And this afternoon I excelled. There's a lot I need to put right, and like instantly.' 
 
    There was actually a "rest room" built on to the enormous IT cavern of an office most of us occupied by day. While the other teams worked shift patterns programmers did not. Except sometimes they had to stay over due to force of circumstances. At such times midnight naps on the rest room settee were not unheard of. 
 
    I told her to look after herself and to get that taxi first time she yawned. She told me not to expect any phone sex and said she hoped to see me tomorrow. 
 
    Another email from Sinead had arrived while I was talking. Aware this was the longest ever stop on a Widget Company car park by anyone, I opened it. 
 
    "Feckin hell girl, how athletic are you! Too right you're staying in Dublin forever. I'm going to chain you to my bed!" 
 
    I won't bother describing the budget hotel, budget dinner or (far from budget) drinks in the bar. Instead I will confess I retired early to bed and masturbated for England. And I did it staring at that far beyond glorious image of Sinead. 
 
    No, to be completely honest, I did it thinking about her delicious voice (even if I did stare at the image all along). Keeping the honesty theme going, at that stage I wouldn't have cared if she had tricked me with someone else's photo and really looked like the Wicked Witch of the West. All I wanted was to be with her, to hear her lilting tones as she murmured sweet nothings into my ear . . . 
 
    And omigod; didn't I cum!! 
 
    Digging my bare heels into the mattress I arched my back until my spine was in danger of snapping. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' I grunted. 'Fuck, fuck, fuck!' 
 
    It was so good I did it again, dragging it out even longer. And then I heard a knock at my door. 
 
    Out of practice as I was, I assumed it was some housekeeper or other, possibly there to ask me to keep down the noise. I pulled on my dressing gown, holding it together at the front (as if I had the big boobs to suddenly spill out!) and answered. 
 
    It wasn't a housekeeper; it was an Eastern European-looking girl dressed in next-to-nothing, and all in tasteful black leather. She was exceptionally good-looking and reminded me of someone's glamorous wife. Don't ask who; some mega-billionaire or other likely as not; possibly one who'd already bought a Premier League football club and fancied himself as president of God only knows where. 
 
    'Want to do business?' she said, her husky accent alluring. 
 
    For some reason I'd subconsciously classed Warwick with Morecambe. Those were not places you'd get hookers knocking on hotel doors. 
 
    This hotel was clearly an exception. 
 
    'I'm a girl,' I said stupidly, recalling the zillions of times I'd been mistaken for a guy. 
 
    'I can see that,' the blonde beauty replied, 'and girls get fifty per cent off. Want to go for it or not?' 
 
    I massively did but, through loyalty to Kat . . . and with Logical Dave yelling no, no, no . . . I turned her down. 
 
    'Your loss,' she said with a shrug. Then, with what I took to be a genuine smile, 'Maybe mine too.' 
 
    While she moved on to the next door I locked up and retired to bed. 
 
    And sleep didn't come anytime soon. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Next morning I arrived at the branch early, half an hour before opening time. And guess what? There was a white van already parked up. Recognizing the logo on the side, I left Maxine 2 and rapped on the window. 
 
    'You must be Dave,' the van driver said as he clambered out and handed me a tiny package, 'the girl with friends in high places.' 
 
    I did my (pathetic) best to flutter my lashes at him. Sinead wasn't supposed to guarantee any delivery time apart from "within twenty-four hours". Ignoring protocol, yesterday she had told me the part would be there "morning not afternoon". 
 
    Yet here it was at literally the crack of dawn. 
 
    (Lucky old Dawn, I hear you cry!) 
 
    I signed to verify receipt and watched the white van drive away. Then, because I still had twenty more minutes to fill, I rang Kat's mobile. 
 
    And I got nothing at all. That surprised me. Kat was always contactable wherever she was. I'd spoken to her when she was in Nepal, Western Australia and the middle of the Great Basin Desert. Hell, I had even got through to her from north Lancashire! 
 
    I briefly considered ringing her work landline but pictured her asleep on that communal settee. 
 
    Then I saw a breakfast bar van pull in to a layby across the road and thought about coffee and bacon butties. 
 
    Sorry Kat, but no contest. 
 
    Two days passed and it happened again. I was doing another of those pointless political branch visits in Huddersfield when I got an emergency call from Ritchie. 
 
    'Paignton,' I echoed, 'where on earth is that?' (Yes, I had been there before and knew how to find it. I was just winding up my one-time boy admirer.) 
 
    'It's in Torbay,' he told me. 'Six hours away with a following wind. You need to get on the . . .' 
 
    'I know the way,' I said gently. 'And I know how busy the motorways will be.' 
 
    'Look on the bright side,' he said. 'You can drive into Torquay and spend the night in Fawlty Towers. With any luck you might cop off with Polly the Maid.' 
 
    'Knowing my luck I'll get Manuel,' I countered, 'or Basil.' 
 
    'Didn't think you did the likes of Basil and Manuel,' Ritchie said. 
 
    'I don't. But it would be just my luck. If I didn't have bad luck I wouldn't have any luck at all.' 
 
    Not so very long ago Ritchie had been little more than a callow youth. But he had matured faster than his fellow Trekkie-techies. He also knew his Fawlty Towers inside out. 'Could be worse,' he drawled, 'could be Major Gowen . . . or God forbid, Sybil.' 
 
    'Give me Miss Gatsby and Miss Tibbs,' I responded smartly. 
 
    'Aren't they a bit old?' 
 
    'Wash your mouth out with soap, young man. Older women are just incredible. You should give them a try yourself.' 
 
    'I'll bow to the voice of wisdom. But I still think those two are a bit past it.' 
 
    We exchanged a little more (flirty?) chit-chat then I headed south. As I have said several times, I like guys as friends. And, although I had rarely had the inclination to have a man, I had felt an attraction to Ritchie and a handful of his young workmates. If I ever was to stray . . . 
 
    Six and a half hours later Maxine 2 slotted herself neatly into a parking space and I bounced out. 
 
    Or maybe I slumped out. Youth was still on my side but six and a half hours of busy motorway saps a girl. I'm prepared to guess it saps a guy, too. UK motorways are nothing if not repetitive. Subtract the will to live, add in the urge to pee at every service station, take into account the twenty minutes you'd need to stop to pee . . . 
 
    Highway to Hell or what! 
 
    Andrew, the branch manager, had been waiting for me. He was overdue to lock up, all the rest of his staff long gone. But still he made me welcome. 
 
    'My saviour,' he said, thrusting a pint pot of black coffee into my hand. 
 
    We'd met before so I knew he was aware I was a girl who took her coffee without . . . well, most of the time. 
 
    'I took a gamble,' I said, disconnecting the key piece of kit. 'I already ordered the bit I hope we need.' 
 
    'I hope you guessed right. We've a big day on tomorrow.' 
 
    'Is it a Trade Day?' 
 
    'No, it's Retail; similar products but ten times the turnover, if you know what I mean.' 
 
    I knew all right and the socialist in me prickled. But then again I'd paid through the nose for my granite worktops, wanting the effect to be just so. 
 
    'There,' I said, removing the faulty part and bypassing its absence, 'try your systems now.' 
 
    'They all work again,' he declared after a minute or so, 'it's a miracle!' 
 
    'No, it's a short-term fix. Anything can go wrong at any second. But I've got that replacement part on its way. And I'm ace at installing it. Whenever it arrives you can chat up potential customers while I fit it and get out of your hair. It'll only take me five minutes.' 
 
    'You sound as good as your reputation,' he said, like the born salesman he was. 
 
    'Thank you, kind sir,' said I, only too used to salespeople's sneaky techniques. 
 
    Most of my workmates were "sales" and they all had silver tongues. 
 
    Or believed they had; most of the time they could talk the talk without walking the walk . . . if you know what I mean. 
 
    Best-intentioned but offering empty promises. 
 
    'I would love to ask you out to dine,' Andrew said after sipping from his own mug, 'but I have to be at a concert in thirty minutes.' 
 
    Thinking AC/DC, I asked who was on and where. 
 
    'Preston Primary,' he replied, 'my daughter's an angel . . . in the play, I mean, not in real life.' 
 
    'I'll give it a miss,' said I after no consideration at all. 
 
    'Where are you staying?' 
 
    'I dunno. Wherever's nearest.' 
 
    'This time of year accommodation is hard to come by. Hang on; I'll ring Auntie Cathy.' 
 
    He'd dialled out before I could ask who Auntie Cathy was. 
 
    'She's got one single vacant in her B&B,' he said as he disconnected. 'It's up a lot of steps, but it's very nice. Can you manage a lot of steps?' 
 
    'I climb sheer cliffs,' I replied. 'Steps ain't a problem.' 
 
    'I had you down as sporty. Shame I can't buy you dinner.' 
 
    'Shame about your wife,' I said. 'And shame I'm not your type.' 
 
    'I wouldn't say that.' 
 
    'You would if you met my live-in girlfriend.' 
 
    He nodded and muttered something about Auntie Cathy. "She never married," I deciphered, "perhaps that's why she headed south." 
 
    "South" down in those parts meant anywhere below Exeter, so I disregarded his words. And, following his directions, I left Maxine 2 in a tiny parking space outside a simply scrumptious building that looked to be hundreds of years old. 
 
    Talking about simply scrumptious, the young blonde on Reception was beyond compare. My old pal Fervent wanted to do the ripping off clothes and fucking all night routine on sight. 
 
    So too did the rest of my secret buddies: even my little white angel clasped her hands and said oh me oh my, yes, yes please. 
 
    'Excuse me,' I began, 'I'm looking for Cathy.' 
 
    'Found her in one,' the blonde vision said with a dazzling smile and a lovely Scottish accent. 
 
    To say I was gobsmacked would be an understatement. Andrew looked to be mid-to-late thirties. I'd assumed his aunt would be mid-fifties. But this drop-dead babe wasn't out of her twenties. 
 
    Was she? 
 
    'Andrew is the same age as me,' she said, reading my mind. 'I'm the youngest of five. And I came as a late surprise. I am actually older than my nephew, but only by three months.' 
 
    'You've aged better than him,' my mouth said dumbly. 
 
    'Thank you,' said Cathy, laughing. 'I'll be turning forty next month and I feel like I'm seventy. But that's the cross we all have to bear one day, isn't it?' 
 
    By then I was entranced by her voice and doing my best not to ogle her breasts. I have a thing about Scottish accents that's nearly as big as my thing about tits. To witness both at once made me go very mushy inside. 
 
    No, it made me gush in appreciation. 
 
    'Your room is on the top floor, next to mine,' she said, handing me the key. Then, smiling widely, she told me she'd hear if I tried sneaking in some young man I'd met in a pub. 
 
    'I don't do young men,' I replied. 'And I'm not going out on the town. I intend to freshen up then spend the evening in that lovely little bar I see behind you.' 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    What I actually did was scale the Everest-like stairs, shower and change into my off-duty clothing. In other words I swapped my Widget Company sweatshirt and sensible work trousers for a white T and loose-fitting blue jeans. Then I went down for an early dinner. 
 
    Cathy was supervising the dining room. In fact she was supervising everything. She had a waitress to bring out the meals and a chef in the kitchen to prepare them. And she played the hostess as if she'd been born into the role. Chatting and joking, knowing when to linger and when to withdraw, she was a natural. And all the while she was manning reception and running that dinky little bar or hers. 
 
    For all I know she was doing a dozen other jobs as well. All I am sure of is that she looked good and sounded even better. I doubted there was a more perfect people-person anywhere on earth. 
 
    Fed and watered, I at last retired to the bar. Cathy instantly appeared behind it, a beautiful genie out of an invisible bottle. And Logical Dave surprised both of us by ordering coffee. 
 
    'I have a long drive ahead of me tomorrow,' she explained aloud. 'I'd best start off slow.' 
 
    At that moment we were alone in the bar. A handful of diners were still in the dining room while other guests were no doubt out, sampling the delights of Torbay. 
 
    Cathy smiled at me. 'You really aren't going to go out on the town, are you?' 
 
    'Not tonight. Usually I can drink like a fish but I want to be home for the weekend.' I hesitated before adding: 'My girlfriend is missing me.' 
 
    Her smile was all-knowing. 'There's no danger of me finding any young men in your room, then.' 
 
    'Correct; I don't do men, young or old. There's absolutely no danger.' 
 
    'Welcome to the sisterhood.' Cathy offered up her knuckles as she spoke. 
 
    I laughed. 'I've been in the sisterhood for years and years,' I exaggerated, bumping knuckles all the same. 
 
    Then I staggered back at the shock that instantly passed between us. 
 
    'Omigod,' I gasped. 'That's never happened before.' 
 
    'Static,' said Cathy, although her appearance was, to say the least, ruffled. 'Goodness me girl, you're crackling with electricity.' 
 
    'It takes one to know one,' I responded. 
 
    Then we were cackling like witches . . . the sort of witches who've known each other since God was a lad. 
 
    I spent most of the evening in that cosy little bar (Cathy called it her "snug") and avoided alcohol for at least two hours, overindulging in newspapers instead. Cathy's B&B had every daily possible, ranging from outrageously headlined tabloid red-tops right up to The Times, between them covering just every political viewpoint imaginable. 
 
    There were also local papers, giving surprisingly touching insight into the plight of the fishing industry and the woes of Torquay United. 
 
    I tried a follow-up call to Kat around nine o'clock. When I'd called her earlier, hands-free on the M5, I'd asked if she'd be working all night again. She had said she would and not to worry; we could catch up with each other later. At the time she'd sounded distracted. I'd supposed she was still fault-fixing and keen to be finished altogether and off on her travels. 
 
    Yet again her personal phone didn't seem to exist. I considered calling her work landline and decided to give it a miss. Way I saw it, if her personal was off she was still hard at it programming. Interrupting that would only annoy her. 
 
    'Catch up later,' I muttered to myself, 'that's the ticket.' 
 
    Next time I went to the bar I ordered a large pinot. Cathy (doing her miraculous appearance trick yet again) held out her clenched fist. I obligingly bumped it. This time the spark was not nearly as strong, but it was still there. 
 
    And this time I noticed her ring-free third finger, left hand. 
 
    What had Andrew said about his aunt never marrying? 
 
    'Where exactly in Scotland are you from?' I asked, all innocent. 'It can't be Aberdeen because I've got a girlfriend there, and she sounds different.' 
 
    'Would that be your number one girl?' 
 
    'No, sadly she's not. She's probably number two. But we've known each other a long time. We have a very strong connection. Whenever I want to hide away from the world I go to see her.' 
 
    'Aberdeen's a good place for a hideaway.' 
 
    'One of the very best,' I agreed. 
 
    'I'm from the Highlands,' Cathy said. 'When I was a girl some of my elderly neighbours couldn't speak English, or at least they pretended they couldn't.' 
 
    'You accent is sexy as heck,' I assured her, 'and your command of English is perfect.' 
 
    'Hey,' she said, 'don't go mistaking me for one of those Sassenach so-and-sos from Edinburgh!' 
 
    I laughed with her, even though I didn't quite understand her joke. 
 
    Then a thought occurred. 'Why does your nephew sound West County born and bred?' 
 
    'My big sis married a tourist.' Cathy laughed. 'All this wonderful scenery down here and a local came to the Highlands of Scotland on holiday! He took Jules back home with him too, and got her with child in no time. Andrew was born down here. He supports Scotland at football and Cornwall at rugby.' 
 
    'Paignton isn't in Cornwall.' 
 
    'He's always been a rebel. I suspect he does it to annoy the locals.' 
 
    Faced with a marathon slog up the motorway system, I had intended to have two large whites and go to bed. But, seeing as that dinky little bar was mostly unoccupied and Cathy wanted to chat, I had five medium-sized ones . . . and yes, I know that's over a bottle. But I was a fit and healthy young woman; I could handle my drink. 
 
    And I could handle Cathy's chat forever. The only issue as the vino went down was in me keeping my greedy eyes off her tits. 
 
    (Problem was . . . unnoticed at the time . . . my super-sized nips were prancing and parading inside of my not-so-tight-fitting T; more about that shortly.) 
 
    There was a minor bar rush around ten thirty with maybe a dozen new arrivals descending all at once. 
 
    'Parents with kids already in bed,' Cathy told me knowingly. 'They'll have one or two and then retire to do what holidaymakers do.' 
 
    'Lucky them,' said I, smiling at a young mother whose figure had returned without any problem at all. 
 
    'I'll be closed in an hour,' Cathy went on. 'I know my clientele. Half eleven and I'll be tucked up with a hot chocolate, ready to do it all again tomorrow.' 
 
    I fancied another drink but, not wanting to go too far into my second bottle, I said I'd go tuck myself up right then, and that I looked forward to seeing her at breakfast (included in Andrew's special deal for a special workmate like me). 
 
    Perhaps needless to report, I stripped naked and frigged myself in bed, using the image of Sinead on my phone but also visualizing Cathy's voluptuous body . . . and not least her tits. 
 
    You all already know I shamelessly masturbate. I think we humans all do, male and female. And while I think appetites vary, I sincerely believe there is nothing wrong with the practice. It's a release of a lot of sexual tension. Let's face it, what's the alternative . . . rape or subjugation? 
 
    At the risk of sounding nerdy, I cleverly drew out that first orgasm for eons. And trust me; it was as big a spine-cruncher as ever. I might even have yelled out loud. 
 
    Maybe as long as ten minutes after starting to cum I realized someone was rapping softly on my door. 
 
    Surely not here, I thought, picturing ladies of the night. 
 
    And surely I hadn't the energy left to go answer. 
 
    Somehow I managed to gasp out, 'Hello?' 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Almost immediately Cathy came into my room, still wearing her super-efficient work togs, still looking like a million dollars. 
 
    'I saw the light under your door,' she said by way of introduction, 'so I brought you a hot chocolate to help you drift off.' 
 
    Conscious she must have heard me climaxing like Bonnie Rotten at her finest, I said nix. 
 
    'Oh my word,' she said, audibly inhaling as she deposited a mug on the bedside cabinet. 'Oh me and oh my,' she went on. 
 
    Frowning, I eventually realized she was staring at my nipples, which were prancing and parading yet again. The bedsheets had drifted downwards, no doubt thanks to my wriggling and writhing. I made to cover my decency but Cathy was there ahead of me. 
 
    'Never conceal true beauty,' she said, perching on the edge of my bed and staying my hand. 
 
    'But . . .' I gulped. 
 
    'But nothing; leave the sheets where they are and forget the hot chocolate.' 
 
    'Don't say Errol Brown's dropping by,' I said in a final . . . futile . . . attempt at laughing her off. 
 
    'I've been admiring these all evening,' she said softly. 'But not as much as I'm admiring them now.' 
 
    By then I'd stopped trying to hide myself and she had fingers on each nipple. And wasn't she skilled! Somehow she varied her attentions without ever once stopping. It felt as though she was stimulating one nipple at a time, switching and changing; in reality she was stimulating both of them but to slightly different degrees. 
 
    Trust me; the sexual super-highway leading to my pussy was overloaded. I classed myself as expert in bringing me off. Cathy wasn't merely better, she was infinitely superior. 
 
    Maybe fifteen minutes after starting on my nips one hand slowly slid south. 
 
    'No,' I whimpered, 'I'm with someone else.' 
 
    That soft Scottish burr came into my ear. 'You're with me, now, baby, just say yes.' 
 
    A hot sliver of tongue followed those words into my ear. Three of my invisible sidekicks immediately locked Logical away again, this time in the red devil's deepest dungeon. 
 
    I was defenceless . . . and happy to be defenceless. 
 
    'Yes,' I complied. 
 
    Did I imply Cathy's fingers were great on nips? Believe you me; they were spectacular on all of me. 
 
    She was staring into my eyes, one hand now flitting from nipple to nipple, the other edging under the covers, teasing and tormenting me as it went. Finally (and at last!) it landed on my bush. 
 
    'Oh my,' she murmured, 'au naturelle! All my Christmases have come at once!' 
 
    Incredibly deft, her fingers found my clitoris and started to massage it. I stared back into her eyes and felt myself soaring on high. In no time at all my spine was arching again and I was biting my wrist so I wouldn't scream the house down. 
 
    And did she leave it at that? No, did she heckers like. Both hands still working my nipples and clit, she somehow held me right up there in mid-orgasm. And then, scarily (incredibly) she took me higher and higher until I actually began to fear the next climax. 
 
    Not that I didn't relish every second of God knows how long it all lasted. And God knows what sort of structural damage I did to my vertebrae and ulna. 
 
    Later, much later, after I ultimately stopped convulsing, Cathy got off of the bed. 
 
    Totally breathless, my lungs airless and begging for oxygen, I watched her unfasten her skirt and let it fall away. 
 
    'Say yes again,' she said, standing before me in little more than panties and blouse. 
 
    Somewhere, in the depths of what little sanity remained, I could hear Logical banging on steel bars. 
 
    Let me out, she yelled. You need to listen to the voice of reason. 
 
    Do you fuck, Fervent countered. 
 
    Get the hell out, the red devil added. 
 
    And, sealing the deal, the little white angel advised her to go away. 
 
    Sensible consultation or not, Logical kept on banging. But switching her off altogether was easy. 
 
    'Yes,' I said aloud, if somewhat hesitantly. 
 
    Cathy responded by unbuttoning her blouse and tossing it carelessly aside. 
 
    'Yes, yes,' I said, seeing her tits restrained in a sexy white bra, bursting to be free. 
 
    Then, as she unhooked herself and let loose, I practically wailed. 
 
    'Yes, yes, oh please, pretty please, yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Naked, commanding, beautiful and there, right with me, Cathy took a hold of my (by then almost non-existent) bedcovers, pulling them off me and tossing them aside as carelessly as she'd discarded her bra. 
 
    'Time to dine,' she burred, grinning at me. 
 
    Still breathless and defenceless, I said what any girl with half a brain would have said. 
 
    'Take me. I'm yours.' 
 
    And omigod wasn't she brilliant! Starting off kissing my mouth she licked, nibbled and nuzzled all of me, taking ages and ages and especially feasting on my nipples, but not forever. And this time I got more than her hand sliding down me; I got all of her body sliding down me. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! 
 
    In the spirit of complicity I raised my right leg while she attended to my chest, silently offering her the services of my thigh. In a similar spirit, she rubbed herself off on it whilst making me cum . . . twice. 
 
    Then she continued her southward slide and suddenly her tongue was on my clitoris. 
 
    Heaven! 
 
    Her fingers had felt good there but her organ of taste was ten times better. 
 
    And talking about fingers . . . 
 
    Out of nowhere she pushed two digits deep inside me, her tongue still working away at my clit. 
 
    Trust me; I came like an endless string of firecrackers. 
 
    Not that that stopped her. As soon as I finished she switched, her fingers and tongue swapping roles. And I have to admit it was an improvement on perfection. Her fingers already knew my clit's favourite rhythms and her tongue quickly discovered all my vagina's likes and dislikes. 
 
    (As if it has any dislikes . . .) 
 
    Three zillion climaxes later, Cathy slid back up me, kissing and licking and letting her tits send me an urgent message . . . except I was untypically spent. 
 
    Or so I thought until she rubbed noses and told me it was my turn to "have fun". 
 
    From somewhere I found the strength to push her off me, onto her back. 
 
    'Come on girl,' she invited, 'now you take me. This time I'm to one who is yours.' 
 
    So I did . . . and not just the once. 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    My one, solitary complaint about having sex with Cathy was that it didn't last nearly long enough. Sex with the likes of Alice tended to run somewhere between fifteen and sixteen hours. Cathy had a B&B to run and needed to be up to "sort out chef and breakfasts" by six thirty at the latest. So we were at it a mere seven hours and no longer. 
 
    Thank the Lord neither of us felt the need to drop off! 
 
    Breakfast was, I must admit, a little tentative. Cathy was doing her people-person thing again, talking to folk who wanted to talk, smiling and leaving those who wanted to read the Daily Mail in peace and quiet. 
 
    Me? I respected Cathy for the things we had done together . . . all the marvellous things we had done together . . . but I accepted we'd gone beyond the pale. She'd said as much before leaving me, saying she'd been "unprofessional" and her behaviour had been "inexplicable." 
 
    I'd responded by saying she'd been the most welcoming hostess in the history of womankind and that her behaviour had been very moreish. 
 
    She was, however, distinctly regretful. 
 
    Or so I believed until I checked out. Just me and she at Reception and she clasped my hand, told me there wasn't a bill and that last night had been "magnificent". 
 
    I told her I needed to pay on my Widget Company credit card, to "keep up appearances", then agreed about last night. 
 
    'We have loads of branches in the West Country,' I said, 'and I'm staying here from now on every time I'm anywhere near. We've got Exeter and Plymouth, Poole, Camborne and . . . and lots of others.' 
 
    'Camborne's miles away.' 
 
    'Ask me if I'm bothered. I'll still stay here.' 
 
    'Next time you're not paying.' 
 
    'Okay then, next time we're sleeping in your bed. Have we a deal?' 
 
    We rapped knuckles again and said "deal" as one. 
 
    Sorting out the branch's IT issue was a piece of cake. Sadly, my replacement part wasn't waiting for me when I got there, but it arrived within the next twenty minutes (thanks again to good old Sinead). And, while Andrew smooth-talked his early customers and drowned them in coffee, I quickly whipped it in, tested and called it good. 
 
    'Your aunt is red hot,' I told him on leaving. 
 
    He grinned at me. 'She just called and said much the same about you. I won't ask for intimate details.' 
 
    The three hundred and odd motorway miles north did actually fly by. It was a dreaded Friday but I set off early, before all the rush hours, and Maxine 2 pulled into Head Office's main car park around three in the afternoon. 
 
    Patting my Mini on her bonnet, secretly thanking her for being a "good girl", I headed for the entrance to the IT department. 
 
    And I winced. Being no-smoking indoors, the area outside the entranceway had become a Mecca for tobacco addicts. It wasn't easy to enter without getting a lungful of finest Virginia. And it wasn't easy to enter without seeing Mary. 
 
    As well as being cigarette companies' best customer, Mary ran the Widget Company's very efficient rumour mill. I don't know if it's a "smoking thing" but she always knew everything about everyone. In fact she seemed to know secrets before her hapless victims knew it themselves. 
 
    'Well hello,' she said, dragging on her ciggie in a way Bob Marley would have been proud of, 'the girl with the most generous disposition in the world.' 
 
    Clueless, I nodded, smiled and did my best to ignore her. 
 
    Mary let me walk on a step or two before adding: 'Twice in less than a week. How understanding is that!' 
 
    Against my better judgment (and with Logical Dave still caged), I stopped and turned. 
 
    'Twice doing what, exactly?' I enquired. 
 
    Mary's eyes glinted even as she theatrically slapped a hand to her mouth (don't worry; it was not the one holding her precious fag). 'Dearie me,' she gushed, 'I do hope I haven't put my foot in it.' 
 
    'Drop the bullshit,' I snarled. 'Twice doing fucking what?' 
 
    'Kat and Craig,' Mary smirked. 
 
    'What?' 
 
    'You've been away twice in a week and Kat's had him both times. Oh please don't tell me you didn't know.' 
 
    Fucking bitch! 
 
    As if I'd give her the pleasure! 
 
    'More info,' I barked. 
 
    Still smirking, Mary obliged. 'They worked over together until eight thirty, both times. Then they had two pints together in The Cricketers. And then they shagged the rest of the night away.' 
 
    'Evidence,' I said, fully aware she'd have chapter and verse. 
 
    'Ask Security if they left together . . . both times. And ask Josh about The Cricketers.' 
 
    'Josh?' 
 
    'Josh from Credit Control. He's in there every night, without fail.' 
 
    I was already accepting the inevitable when Mary added the killer blow. 
 
    'I don't have a bedroom witness,' she said, 'but Helen lives two doors away from Craig. She has seen them leaving his house together both mornings, hand in hand and all over each other. 
 
    Despising Mary as I did, I had to admit her sources were excellent. 
 
    Bang to rights or what! 
 
    'What a tart,' I said, doing my best to preserve dignity, 
 
    'So you didn't know?' Mary said eagerly . . . no, ravenously, 
 
    Unable to help myself, regretting if for evermore, I held up my middle finger. 
 
    'Go swivel on that, bitch,' I said. 'And whatever you do, don't enjoy it.' 
 
    I'm a very honest person but I was unable to confront Kat straight off. Instead I went into the toilets for a quick sob. 
 
    And crazily . . . I know this is crazily . . . I never felt guilty at all. How mad is that? On the two nights in question I'd arranged a future liaison and fucked with a sex-mad B&B owner. Innocence did not come in to the equation. Not from my side, anyway. 
 
    Yet I felt aggrieved. Still riled, I went into the IT block and got two coffees. 
 
    'Hiya girlfriend,' Kat said in greeting, all tits, black hair and bright eyes, oozing sexuality. 
 
    'We need to talk,' I grunted, 'but later.' 
 
    Kat gave me a look and shrugged. 'Whatever,' she said. 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    No way was I going to drag my live-in lover into an IT meeting room. And no way was I going to talk to her on the Widget Company car park. Mary had spies and snoops everywhere; they'd have picked up on us in an instant and she would have immediately embellished her treacherous yarn. Hell she might even have sold it on to the tabloid press. 
 
    So I waited until we'd finished our weekly shop at ASDA and we were set to be off on our way home. 'I've heard the rumours,' I began. 
 
    Kat shrugged her (very sexy) shoulders. 'I don't do rumours,' she said, truthfully enough. 
 
    Neither did I under normal circumstances. I tended to think that I'd be the subject of a lot of same-sex gossip but, while I was out loud and proud, I didn't want to know the bullshit perverted minds created about me. I could create my own perversions, thank you very much. I didn't need to know what some frustrated girl had invented, using her imagination in weird and wonderful directions. 
 
    Well, not unless she was prepared to put her money where her mouth was and try them out with me! 
 
    'You and Craig,' I said aloud. 'Apparently you've been seen together twice while I was away.' 
 
    'Seen together? What does that mean?' 
 
    'It means you didn't work all night like you said you meant to. It means your mobile was off because you didn't want to be disturbed.' 
 
    'Sounds like hot air to me.' 
 
    'It doesn't to me. It sounds credible and is backed up by reliable witnesses.' I spelt it out for her. 'You both left the office together at eight thirty. You had a couple of drinks together in The Cricketers. Then you spent the rest of the night at Craig's.' 
 
    'And you have witnesses?' 
 
    'I don't. But that bitch Mary does. And she's very convincing. She's convinced me, anyway.' 
 
    If I'd expected a denial I would have been disappointed. 'It's a fair cop,' said Kat, shrugging again. 
 
    I gaped at her. 'You're admitting it, just like that?' 
 
    'Yeah, as I just said, it's a fair cop.' 
 
    'Excuse me, but you don't seem consumed by remorse.' 
 
    'Come on Dave; Craig's a guy. Guys don't count.' Then, noticing my eyes widen, she enlarged. 'I had this big issue to solve, right? I honestly did think I'd be at it all night. But I found the solution very soon and it worked. I'd fixed my break and ensured the new system could never be broken like that again, right? I wanted a drink to celebrate. And Craig happened to be still at his desk.' 
 
    'So he volunteered to celebrate with you,' I said bitterly. 
 
    'No, I asked him.' There was yet another sexy shrug from the Kim Kardashian lookalike. 'I owed him, didn't I? From three Christmas parties ago. I'd as good as put him on a promise when you reclaimed me.' 
 
    'I don't believe I'm listening to this.' 
 
    'Come on Dave. Far as I was concerned, you were down there in Coventry, reunited with Alice. Why on earth shouldn't I have settled up my debt with Craig?' 
 
    At that my eyes didn't just widen, I had to shove them back into their sockets. 
 
    'Perhaps the reason is because I was in Warwick,' I snarled, 'not Coventry. And because I never even thought of seeing Alice.' 
 
    'Right, Dave; as if.' 
 
    At that point I wanted to get all virtuous and say I'd been faithful while Kat strayed. But of course I had not. And to add to the craziness, I was annoyed she'd had two nights to my one. 
 
    Or had she had more? 
 
    'No,' she said when I asked. 'I first went with him on Monday. And, although you probably won't want to know, he's got a lot of skill and stamina. I asked him the first time, he asked me last night. So why not have an encore? And why make a big issue about a frigging man? It's not as if I'm going to run off with him, is it?' 
 
    I started Maxine 2's engine and drove us to East Morton in silence. 
 
    'Wait in the pub,' I said as I parked up. 'I need to bob home. I'll take the provisions with me.' 
 
    Kat seemed dubious. 'Are you okay?' she wondered. 
 
    'Everything's fine,' I lied. 'Get me the usual and I'll see you in five.' 
 
    Back in my dream cottage I stuck the perishables in the appropriate fridge of freezer (I hope) and then pulled out my phone like a gunslinger pulling a six-shooter. Logical Dave was still safely incarcerated and I was only thinking fervent thoughts. 
 
    Or maybe they were devilish thoughts . . . 
 
    Utter madness, I know, but I'd persuaded myself Kat was a night of sex ahead of me. And that it was imperative I caught up. Don't ask me to explain the ins and outs; maybe I desperately needed to lash out, or maybe I just desperately needed a revenge fuck. 
 
    Joyce immediate sprang to mind. But this time on a Friday she'd be in The Busfeild. In fact she might well be talking to Kat at that very moment. We often bumped into each other in there and ended up in a crowd, putting the world to rights. 
 
    Then I remembered Karen the barmaid. Except she wasn't a barmaid anymore, she had got a "proper job". I'd (allegedly) taken Karen's girl-on-girl virginity and on numerous occasions, not just once. And I suddenly wanted to take her again. 
 
    Aware it was Friday and she might possibly be out already, I rang. And rang and rang. And as I was on the verge of giving up, she answered. 
 
    'Sorry,' she said breathlessly, 'I was doing press-ups.' 
 
    'Would that be press-ups on some lucky guy?' I wondered. 
 
    She laughed. 'No, that's tomorrow night. Tonight I'm due a quiet one in.' 
 
    'Can I come share it with you? I've got wine?' 
 
    It was well over a year since we'd slept together, I'd been quite shamefully ignoring her but Karen did not hesitate. 
 
    'Red or white?' she asked perkily. 
 
    'Either; take your pick.' 
 
    'Bring both. And bring your toothbrush as well. It's been far too long.' 
 
    I won't elaborate on the sexual contortions we put our bodies through that night. Let's just say that we were toy-free but absolutely everything else was allowed. And let's also say Kat never got mentioned at all. 
 
    As an aside, Karen knew about Kat but Kat didn't know about Karen. That was another factor against revenge-fucking with Joyce, you see. Kat knew about me and Joyce. She could easily have turned up on Joyce's doorstep. Karen's house was further away and, as far as Kat was concerned, anonymous. We could have stayed there a month and she wouldn't have found us. 
 
    Not that a month came into the frame. During my idyll with Alice I'd switched to working on Sundays rather than Saturday s, swapping shifts with my male Trekkie-techie mates (for some reason none of them liked working Sundays). Nowadays, back in the real world, I was following the roster again. That meant I worked three Saturdays out of four and every second Sunday. 
 
    (Think of the overtime!) 
 
    Apologizing for running out on her before lunchtime, I asked Karen for a date. 
 
    'What about your girlfriend?' 
 
    'She's out of the picture in three weeks. Come to that, after last night she's probably out of the picture already.' 
 
    'She's very beautiful,' Karen offered, obviously having seen us together in the pub. 
 
    'So are you,' I countered. 'And you are much more reliable. Do I get a date or what?' 
 
    We agreed on Tuesday. I kissed her a temporary farewell and, showered and already in my workday clothes, took a circuitous route to the pub car park. 
 
    Not that such a subterfuge worked. Kat was waiting for me, leaning her slinky ass on Maxine 2. She'd used that clever brain of hers and deduced that, as I was working, that's where and when I'd show up. 
 
    'I don't need a fight,' I said by way of welcome. 
 
    'Me neither,' she replied. 'I need a lift in.' 
 
    'What, you working on a Saturday!' 
 
    'I need to be done as soon as possible.' She smiled at me sadly. 'You clearly want rid.' 
 
    The next few weeks were, to say the least, uncomfortable. Without telling Kat what I was up to, I slept at Karen's several times. I also had a weekend away hiking, sharing a tent with three lesbian buddies and having a whale of a time. Not to be outdone . . . and sleeping I know not where . . . Kat played her part and kept me guessing. 
 
    Then it was departure day and I drove her to the airport. 
 
    'Coming to wave me off?' she asked as we pulled up on the short stay. 
 
    'No,' I replied, but I got out of the car with her anyway. 
 
    'We're too alike to be together,' I murmured, badly rehashing a prepared speech. 'I'll look after all your things while you're gone, but there's no coming back from this. Next time you live somewhere else.' 
 
    'Are you banning me from the Widget Company too?' 
 
    'No I am not. We're grown adults. And I'm not ruling out the occasional roll in the hay. All I'm saying is that living together again isn't going to be an option.' 
 
    Kat hugged me for maybe five minutes before briefly kissing my mouth. 'I do truly love you,' she said as we broke lip contact. 'Nobody else will ever love you the way I do.' 
 
    Gulping back tears, I reiterated the awful truth: this was the end of the road for us. 
 
    'I'm going to get a tattoo while I'm away,' Kat replied, 'inside a red love heart down here, right besides my kitty-kitty. It's going to say ME TOO YOU in swirly, gothic letters.' 
 
    I did cry at that. "Me too you" was what I'd said to her years ago, the very first time she'd admitted she loved me. 
 
    Yes, I cried but didn't soften my heart. 'Don't expect weekly phone calls,' the hard bitch inside me told her, 'because they won't be happening.' 
 
    Kat kissed me more lingeringly then let go. 
 
    'Me too you,' she said, picking up her backpack. 
 
    And then she was gone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 50 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Heather ignored the first nudge and kept watching the video, afraid of missing a vital twist in the plot. Not that Mary Rose was so easily ignored. She gave Heather another nudge then, for good measure gave her a dig in the ribs . . . hard. 
 
    'What?' Heather hissed. 
 
    Mare nodded to her left, as if something was worth seeing, but Heather couldn't work out what it was. The room was dark, for one thing. And, so far as she could tell, everyone else was glued to the action, like she wanted to be. 
 
    She shrugged and carried on watching the film. There were four of them at it now: two men with two rather similar-looking blondes. The storyline, as far as it went, was that Hubby had come home to find the blondes having it off with the postman. It wasn't immediately obvious which was Hubby's wife but that didn't seem to matter much. Instead of creating a scene he'd simply ripped off his clothes and joined in. 
 
    And he had the most enormous willy; it couldn't possibly be real. She simply had to see it again. 
 
    Warm breath in her ear preceded Mary Rose's whisper. 
 
    'Look at Daphne and Madeleine. They're holding hands.' 
 
    Now she knew what she was looking for Heather could see Mary Rose was correct . . . as per just about always. 
 
    Except "holding hands" wasn't the all of it. There was more going on than mere hand-holding. 
 
    So it's true, Heather thought. Those two really are special friends. 
 
    The film ended half an hour later, exactly as the bell rang signalling ten minutes until Lights-Out. 
 
    'Okay,' Jacqui cried, clapping her hands. 'That's your lot for tonight, ladies. Let's have you back in your own rooms, vibrators at the ready.' 
 
    'Can I borrow your batteries please, Madeleine?' Mary Rose smiled sweetly. 'Mine have gone flat. And you probably won't need yours.' 
 
    'No chance,' Madeleine replied. She was blushing but unbowed. 'You'll have to settle for Creepy's tongue, like you do every other night.' 
 
    Mary Rose made exaggerated choking noises. 'Please . . . anything but Creepy's tongue!' 
 
    'What about her big toe instead?' 
 
    'Please Mads . . . anything but Creepy!' 
 
    Cackling, the crowd of teenage girls left Jacqui's illicit picture palace, scattering back to their own quarters. Mary Rose's room was quite close to Heather's so they didn't need an excuse to walk side by side. As soon as they were out of sight they linked arms and swapped shameless grins. 
 
    'What did you think about that?' 
 
    'Not too shabby,' said Heather. 'Jacqui's offerings get better and better. I don't know where she gets them all from.' 
 
    'Not the video, silly, I meant Mads and Daffy. I told you, didn't I? You don't have to be at university to go all the way.' 
 
    'Oh, that. Well, they were hardly going all the way, were they?' 
 
    'I bet they'll be at it as soon as they're alone.' Mary Rose's eyes flashed. 'It's not fair that they get to share and we don't. We should make Creepy move in with Tanya, so you can move in with me.' 
 
    'Shush,' said Heather as they stopped at her door. 'Tanya will hear.' 
 
    'I hope she does. It might make her do the decent thing.' 
 
    'Please don't, Mare. She's really nice. I don't want to upset her.' 
 
    'You're nice too,' Mary Rose countered, 'and you're as fit as a butcher's dog. That's why I want to go all the way with you. And a few hundred million times, not just once.' 
 
    Heather kissed her. It was all she could think of to shut her up. And they always kissed goodnight anyway; it was a sisterly thing, as well as very, very pleasant. 
 
    Mary Rose sighed as full Lights-Out sounded. 'I suppose I will have to be patient. Just remember you've promised to save yourself for me.' 
 
    'Oh I'll remember. I could hardly forget with you reminding me every two minutes, could I?' 
 
    'No. And you'd better not even try to pretend.' Mary Rose rubbed noses with her. 'Night, night, Hev; I love you.' 
 
    Heather always tingled when her best-ever friend said that. She returned the nose-rub, smiling soppily. 'Night, night, Mare; I love you too.' 
 
    Tanya was in bed with Nine Modern Poets. They had Yeats in next week's exam and she found him hard going. She'd been cramming since netball practice and didn't look anywhere near done. 
 
    'Hi Hev,' she said, barely glancing up. 'Good film?' 
 
    'Yes, it was another pound well spent. You really have to come along to the next one. Get a bit of excitement into your life.' 
 
    'I don't have time for excitement, just like I don't have your photographic memory. I really struggle to get this. And that's the bits I think I understand. Most of it goes way over my head. Do you mind if I keep going a little longer?' 
 
    'No probs. I don't think we're going to get raided.' 
 
    Tanya chuckled and kept cramming. According to legend, Lights-Out used to apply everywhere, with punishment for transgressors starting at execution and getting steadily worse. Nowadays it only applied to common passageways and the first and second year dormitories, not to single and double rooms. The death penalty had been relaxed too. Execution now only applied to third-time offenders; second-timers were thrown into the school dungeons while first-timers were merely flogged. 
 
    Heather looked at herself in the mirror as she undressed. She hated vain people but Mare was (as usual) right: she was as fit as a butcher's dog, and strikingly pretty with it. Some folk even claimed she was bewitching. Her eyes were just as green as Mary Rose's, if not nearly so wicked, and her lavishly long, jet-black hair and never-fading tan made her intriguing and exotic. 
 
    She knelt at the foot of her bed and prayed, thanking God for her good fortune and asking Him to forgive her sins, especially vanity, promising to keep it as a secret, best as she could, until it wore off altogether. Then she jumped between the sheets and called goodnight to Tanya before switching off her lamp. 
 
    'Night,' Tanya mumbled, still buried in her book. 
 
    Heather usually fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. Tonight there was no chance. Her mind was filled with images from the video. She was going to have to get rid of them before she could possibly sleep. And, in the absence of one of Jacqui's mythical vibrators, that was going to take a lot of will-power. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    As she surveyed shadows on the ceiling Heather marvelled at how she'd ended up here, at one of the UK's most elite educational establishments. 
 
    Me! Enrolled at The Manor School For Young Ladies! 
 
    More to the point, she marvelled at how smoothly she'd fitted in. It sometimes seemed as though she'd arrived only yesterday, scared and excited, wondering how she'd find her way through the maze of corridors and if she'd struggle to make friends. But everyone had been really nice. Once she'd got to grips with all of the routes and names she'd been completely at ease. Her first year (in the school's third year) had whizzed by. So too had the rest of her pre-university educational lifetime; it was nearly over already. 
 
    And not a mangel-wurzel wisecrack ever to be heard. 
 
    Heather had been brought up on Hunters Farm, in that bit of darkest West Yorkshire where nature starts to take over from brick and concrete. All of her early memories were of the sights and sounds of countryside, the very first being one of a horse foaling. By the time she was thirteen she could rabbit, wring chicken necks, climb every tree and run faster and farther than any boy she had ever met. Most of her waking hours had been spent outdoors, innocently acquiring that never-fading tan. Her life had been exceptionally good. She hadn't ever stopped to wonder why Dad worked brutally long days then spent his evenings frowning over piles of paperwork. 
 
    Thirteen had been when it all changed. Up until thirteen her only concern had been the lack of a brother or sister to share all the fun. She had been born at home and there had been "complications". That was tough on Mum, who came from a big family and had intended to have five or six children, at least. Tough maybe, but thanks to Mother Nature they'd both survived. Lots of births didn't end well at all. Heather had delivered her first lamb when she was eight and seen her first "wrong 'un" long before then. If nothing else, farming had taught her that giving birth was a risky business. 
 
    What, risky? Too right it was. She was going to avoid giving birth herself if she could. Or else save it until she was pushing forty, with nothing left to lose. 
 
    Life altered forever one sunny Thursday evening. Mum and Dad had sat her down at the kitchen table and told her that, after six generations of Hunters, the debts were finally too much. The choice was to stay and go under, or sell. They were telling her because she was the seventh generation in its entirety and everything was supposed to pass to her. If she wanted them to stay then stay they would, and damn the consequences. They had, however, found a lovely new house in Kettlewell. And they'd had an offer on Hunters Farm that would ensure money would never be a problem again. 
 
    Looking back Heather was surprised how well she'd taken it. Although she loved the farm she had suddenly realized she'd no desire to be a farmer. Starting afresh hadn't seemed the only option; it had seemed far and away the best option . . . 
 
    Well, it had as long as they could take Gyp, Dad's sheepdog and Patch, her pony. When she had been assured they were included in the plan it had been dead easy to strike a bargain. 
 
    At Mum's insistence, she'd agreed to the private school. 
 
    At her insistence, Dad had agreed to stay in charge of the money. 
 
    And at Dad's insistence . . . Well, he'd just been glad the womenfolk agreed it was right to move on. 
 
    They hadn't been debating five minutes before they were spitting on it, fully committed to the new beginnings. Heather could remember thinking the private school sounded cool if a little daunting, but looking forward already, sure that she would do well. Thoughts of control of the money had been even more daunting. To her it seemed better to keep everything in one family pot. She could always inherit anything left over in due course, preferably two hundred years down the line. 
 
    Seeing her dad's face after the three of them shook hands had given her the best-ever feeling. After a moment of sadness, when the tough old so-and-so looked like he might actually shed a tear, he must have thought about his bank balance. More probably he'd thought about his piles of red bills, blowing away on the wind. Ten years of worries fell from him in less than one second. He had looked younger, taller and even stronger. She would never, never ever regret her part in that decision as long as she lived. 
 
    Not ever, ever. 
 
    Coming to The Manor meant that Kettlewell hadn't really become home for her, but her parents settled in overnight, along with Patch and Gyp, of course. The "new" house (which had originally been built in the eighteenth century) had a quite enormous garden . . . big enough to keep Dad busy for all of a fortnight. 
 
    By the start of the third week he was doing casual farm-labouring around the village and, by the end of the first month, he was helping out fulltime. If asked, he would tell folk he felt guilty working as few as fifty hours with Sundays off, and guiltier still at surrendering to house builders when he still had a living breath in his body. He would also mutter darkly about "damn supermarkets", saying they were all plotting to grind honest farmers into the dust. 
 
    In other words Dad shared the same opinions and spoke the same language as the locals. Mum fitted in just as well. The fact they were country people helped, obviously, but not nearly as much as the fact they'd moved there wanting to fit in. Too many properties in those parts had been snapped up by townies as holiday homes, driving house prices up and youngsters away. 
 
    Tanya clicked off her light without calling goodnight. She must have thought Heather was already asleep. Lost in thoughts of her own, Heather didn't correct her. 
 
    Her roommate was a lovely girl but she worried too much. These internal school exams weren't important in the scheme of things, yet poor Tanya was treating them as if they were make or break. And it wasn't as if she was bottom of the class or anything; she was in the top five in every subject. If she could only recognize how good she was, lighten the intensity . . . 
 
    Heather wasn't much of a worrier. Starting "late" she'd assumed she would be behind the girls who had been here for years one and two. She'd soon realized that wasn't irretrievably the case and relaxed, easing into a new life where she was always in the top three in every subject. 
 
    Her concerns about making friends had been settled even sooner. That very first morning, after her parents had deposited her, she'd been shown to her room and introduced to Tanya. She had then been left alone to unpack. Seconds later, before homesickness could properly kick in, there had been a knock on the door. It was Mary Rose, eager to meet her. 
 
    'You look lots more interesting than the other newbies,' she'd said, with a wide smile. 'Don't you shilly-shally about with them; stick with me. I know everything there is to know about this place. I will show you the ropes, no worries.' 
 
    Mary Rose turned out to be just two days older than Heather. She was miles beyond beautiful with reddish-auburn hair and the world's most mischievous grin. Her skin was flawless and her body could have been stolen out of Playboy . . . or maybe she was the Penthouse pet of every month. 
 
    Goodness only knows what she'll be like in a year or so, Heather had thought at the time, just shy of fourteen and every last inch of her already reeks of sex! 
 
    Initially, until they really got to know each other, Heather had been overawed by the stunning (self-proclaimed) redhead. Each day seemed to bring another revelation. When she took tally she realized that, academically, Mary Rose was always in the top one for every subject. Out on the sports field she captained every team and was always in the top two or three for every individual activity. Socially, she knew and liked everybody and was known and liked by everybody. She also knew the school and its grounds like the back of her hand, swiftly teaching her new friend the quickest routes to all of the best places. On the negative side . . . Well, once a blue moon she might forget to wash her hockey socks. 
 
    Otherwise she was perfect. 
 
    It had taken Heather a fortnight to come out of Mary Rose's shadow. She did this by finishing top in the Wednesday morning maths test and then obliterating all opposition on the running track after lunch. Mary Rose had been slightly taken aback but not in the least offended. Still gasping for air after trailing in a distant second over eight hundred metres, she had said it was going to be good to have someone to push her along a bit at long last. Then she'd invited Heather along to one of Jacqui's illicit video showings; an honour only bestowed to the chosen few, and never before to a newbie. 
 
    That was when their relationship had moved up a notch. 
 
    Make that several notches. 
 
    One thing Heather had learnt very early on at The Manor was this: her schoolmates never lied or exaggerated unless they were talking about sex. 
 
    And Mary Rose was, predictably, at the top of the class when it came to telling tall stories. 
 
    Talking after the video it seemed that the redhead knew everything about every conceivable sex act. In fact she claimed to be highly experienced in every conceivable sex act, swearing that she had a Sex Proficiency Badge as well as the ones The Manor issued for cycling and swimming. Giggling, she proudly declared, "It's the best fun you can have without laughing," and gave graphic accounts of imaginary sex she'd had with both boys and girls. 
 
    Boys were a must because their joysticks felt so good, she maintained. And girls had to be tried too, because they were much more passionate and skilful. Her enthusiasm for the subject was highly infectious. 
 
    Infectious and just a little bit scary. 
 
    At the time Heather had thought the stories were just typical Mary Rose. To her, being outrageous was the automatic answer to most situations. Not that Mare particularly needed a "situation"; she used outrageousness as an opening gambit to test even the calmest waters. 
 
    She'd once even declared her undying love for Heather, her "best friend, ever, ever, ever", adding it on as an afterthought to all those proficiency badges. 
 
    But she'd declared her love again later that same evening, when they had kissed goodnight. And again the following evening, sounding less outrageous and more sincere each time, becoming quite believable. 
 
    And she'd rubbed noses on it, so it had to be true. 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    (Wednesday 23rd September 1998) 
 
    'Okay, we're all in the Upper Sixth now, all grown women . . .' 
 
    Roz snorted and pushed out her boobs. 'Some of us more than others,' she said, 'hello, boys.' 
 
    Jacqui didn't like being interrupted, especially not by someone with the chest of a Page 3 girl. She glowered and went into her best Miss Whiplash mode. 
 
    'Rosalinda, the only boys you'll see this afternoon are going to be badly dubbed from Danish into English. If I let you stay and watch, that is.' 
 
    'Sorry Miss.' Roz grinned. 'Please don't send me to the dungeons. I want to stay and watch the girls playing with the boys.' 
 
    'Behave then,' Jacqui said severely. 'And listen to what I have to say.' 
 
    The king-sized joint had made its way round the circle to Heather again. She had two big drags before passing it on to Toni. It seemed wonderfully sinful to be there, smoking the weed, ready for a screening of Jacqui's latest, purportedly best-ever movie. This afternoon was lesson-free as it was reserved for sporting activities . . . 
 
    Well, supposedly. In real life outdoor sports just weren't going to happen today. While the BBC was telling the world Britain was sweltering in the sun, their posh bit of Cheshire was being hit by a deluge of biblical proportions. A lot of the girls were taking the downpour as opportunity to swot up for the latest set of exams. Tanya was, of course. So, surprisingly, was Mary Rose, who for some reason had developed anxiety about German. Maybe she was afraid that she'd only get ninety-nine per cent instead of her usual hundred and ten. 
 
    Heather was already as swotted up for next week's exams as she had ever intended to be. And despite Tanya's claims, she didn't have a photographic memory. There was no point in memorizing last-gasp dates and facts now for tests a week or more away; she'd only forget them. Extra swotting at this stage might even mess up her carefully balanced revision plan. 
 
    Besides, she wanted to watch the girls playing with the boys as well. 
 
    'The film lasts ninety minutes,' Jacqui said. 'And we've all afternoon, so I want to start with a game of True Confessions. If we remember we're adults with nothing to be ashamed of, it'll be great fun . . . and it'll put us in the mood to watch a bit of hanky-panky. No arguments and no lying. The key to this game is in the name: True Confessions. Do you all understand that?' 
 
    'Yes, Miss,' they said in a ragged chorus. 
 
    'Good. We'll go round clockwise and I'm starting.' Jacqui cleared her throat. 'Right Daffy, what's the naughtiest thing you've ever done with a guy?' 
 
    Two circuits later . . . two circuits of much-exaggerated "confessions" and lengthy drags on weed . . . the onus was back on Daffy. 
 
    'My turn to ask the big question,' she began shamelessly. 'I'll keep this briefer than brief. And one word answers only. Do you get turned-on by the girl-on-girl scenes in Jacqui's videos?' 
 
    'Yes,' Madeleine said. 
 
    'Yes,' Heather said without hesitation. 
 
    'Sometimes,' said Toni, blushing furiously. 
 
    'Always,' said Roz. 
 
    'Always,' Jacqui agreed. 
 
    'I'll make it six out of six then,' Daffy said. 'Over to you, Mads.' 
 
    'Two parts to this. Have you ever had sex with a girl? And, if not, do you ever intend to?' 
 
    It was Heather's turn to answer first. 'I haven't gone all the way yet,' she said carefully, 'but I'm so very definitely going to.' 
 
    Toni's blush hadn't faded. 'Not yet, but probably.' 
 
    'Not yet,' said Roz, 'but definitely.' 
 
    The other three girls answered similarly, making Heather forget about being careful and grin like a cat from her adopted county. It was strange, wasn't it? They had all lied through their teeth about their escapades with guys and then spoken from the heart about gals. 
 
    Or so it seemed. 
 
    'My turn,' she began. 'When I told my aunt I was going to an all-girls' school, she said it would turn me into a lesbian. She even said I'd end up with an extra A-level in Cunnilingus. I had to look that up to see what she meant. My question is: Was she right? Has coming here turned us all into lesbians?' 
 
    'I don't think there's any danger of me becoming a proper lesbian,' Toni replied cautiously. 'Real, butch lesbians scare me. I might be a bit lipstick, because I find pretty girls attractive. But if I ever do try it, it won't be anything to do with The Manor. It will be to do with me and the way I am.' 
 
    'I like guys too much to be a proper lesbian,' said Roz. 'But I could easily be bisexual. And coming here, to this place, has made me grow up quicker. I probably wouldn't be so close to taking the plunge if I hadn't come here. Not that The Manor's changed me; it's just hurried me along.' 
 
    'I possibly could become a lesbian.' Jacqui wasn't exactly flushing, although her cheeks were a lot pinker than usual. 'But I'm like Toni and Roz. It's me, not anything they've done to me while I've been here.' 
 
    'I think I might be institutionalized,' Daffy said. 'I read somewhere that sixty per cent of women in prison have lesbian relationships. That obviously includes a load of bisexuals stuck for choice, but it has to include masses of straight women too; ones who'd stay straight if they weren't locked up.' 
 
    'I've read the same sort of thing,' Roz put in, 'but it's all damned lies and statistics, isn't it? These straight women have one kiss in the showers and some fiddling accountant bangs on another five per cent.' 
 
    That set the opinions bouncing around. Daffy fielded them as they came from all directions. 
 
    'Maybe so,' she said, 'but I bet sixty per cent isn't so far off the percentage among us older girls. At least it will be by the end of this last school year.' 
 
    'Never mind what the actual percentages are, they're enormously higher than the rest of the UK. So it does seem that institutions like schools and prisons foster lesbianism.' 
 
    'And that's a bad thing?' 
 
    'No, not at all; it's for the good.' 
 
    'Maybe it is, in exceptional circumstances.' 
 
    'What do you mean by "exceptional"?' 
 
    'What do you think?' 
 
    'Do you mean lack of choice?' 
 
    'Yes and no.' 
 
    'So please expand.' 
 
    'In prison there simply isn't anyone else to have it off with. Here it really is by choice. We aren't all always confined to our cells, are we?' 
 
    'I sometime think I am.' 
 
    Madeleine had been listening to the exchanges in silence. Heather suddenly realized the other girl was crying. Mads stood abruptly and, before anyone could say anything, she deliberately barged past Daffy and left. 
 
    'Maddy . . .' Daffy called. But too late; she was gone. 'What got into her?' 
 
    'I think that she misunderstood what you were saying.' Heather shrugged. 'I think she might have thought you said . . . Well, that you're only so close because you've shared the same room for the last six years.' 
 
    'D'oh!' Daffy smacked herself on the forehead. 
 
    'Let's take a break,' Jacqui said. She looked at her watch. 'Roz can get snacks, Toni can get pop.' 
 
    'What about me?' 
 
    'You brought Mary Rose's weed, Hev, so you're fully paid up.' Jacqui could be quite forceful when she wanted to be. She already had her guests on their feet and most of the way out into the corridor. 
 
    'Okay then,' she said, 'back here for three, film rolling at five past. That should be long enough for you to kiss and make up, shouldn't it, Daff?' 
 
    'It's long enough for some serious grovelling,' Daffy conceded. 
 
    Heather was filing out with the others when Jacqui caught her arm, restraining her. Puzzled, she waited in silence until they were alone, watching the door get closed and locked. 
 
    'Alone together at last,' said Jacqui, grinning as she spoke. 
 
    'What?' 
 
    'You heard. I've been wondering how to get you away from your bit of skirt. And now I don't have to wonder anymore, do I?' 
 
    Heather didn't seem able not to be kissed. She didn't seem able not to be groped, either. She had always considered Jacqui very attractive and, passionately locked mouth-to-mouth, couldn't think of any reason to revise her judgment. 
 
    Or maybe she was just weak and defenceless. 
 
    Whatever; the kiss was good, as was all the groping. 
 
    And Good Grief! Was Jacqui launching a panty raid? 
 
    Part of Heather's brain panicked. A larger part was grateful she'd recently shaved. Last thing she wanted was to seem hairy and out-of-touch. 
 
    Talking about touching . . . 
 
    Maybe three minutes of direct attention and she fiercely came. 
 
    'Both of us this time,' said Jacqui, briefly breaking their kiss. Do me while I do you. 
 
    Still powerless to resist, Heather complied. And now her timing was less pathetic. Unless Jacqui was feigning it, they climaxed as one. 
 
    And it was hard, loud and glorious beyond belief. 
 
    Then the beautiful blonde was laughing throatily. 'We've twenty minutes left. And your studies in A-level interests intrigue me. Do you want to lick my magic button?' 
 
    Heather instinctively knew what she meant and reflexively flinched. 'I don't know if I dare.' 
 
    Jacqui laughed some more. 
 
    'No worries,' she said, 'In that case I'll lick yours . . .' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    (Wednesday 30th September 1998) 
 
    Overlook Mountain was in reality a medium-sized, flat-topped hill at the edge of the school grounds. It was quite a hike to get to the top but remained popular with students for several reasons. It was so far off the beaten track that teachers hardly ever went there, for one. And anyone on the little plateau was invisible from below, for another. That made it popular for topless sunbathing and perfect for anything illicit. Smoking; drinking . . . you name it, it had happened on Overlook. Also, as an added attraction, it had a bird's-eye view into the grounds of the boys' school next door. 
 
    'This is where I saw them from,' said Mary Rose. 'They were down there to the left, by that big oak tree. Helena must have gone over the wall to meet him.' The self-proclaimed redhead chuckled. 'I've never seen anyone having it off against an oak tree before. And must be good; she had him twice.' 
 
    'No sign of her today,' Heather said drearily. 
 
    'She's probably still getting splinters out of her bum. They were really going at it. I'm surprised the bark hasn't been stripped off. You know, like a bear's been scratching his back.' 
 
    Heather glanced up at the sun. It was the fifth glorious day in a row. Last week's monsoon had been consigned to the history books. Today the grass wasn't only just dry enough to sit on; it was dry enough to use to start a fire. 
 
    'I want to have it off against an oak tree,' Mary Rose continued. 'It's gone to the top of my wish-list. I wonder how Helena set it up.' 
 
    'Mare, I've something to tell you.' 
 
    'Let me guess. We're alone together, at last?' 
 
    Ouch, that hit a nerve! 
 
    'No,' said Heather, 'not that. It's . . .' 
 
    'Shush. Whatever it is, it can wait.' Mary Rose's eyes were full of the usual mischief. 'Let's take advantage of each other while we can.' 
 
    Heather decided to keep her secret a little longer, passively letting herself be shoved onto her back. Her resistance zero . . . as per just always. She didn't even think about objecting when deft fingers unfastened her school shirt and bra. Nor did she complain when caresses were replaced with kisses. It felt good. Mary Rose had caressed her boobs before (and so now had Jacqui, of course) but no-one had ever kissed them. 
 
    Or licked and nibbled them. 
 
    Her whole body rejoiced. It was as if molten pleasure was trickling through her. 
 
    Didn't I once let the boy next door nibble my nipples? 
 
    Or was that only in one of my wilder dreams? 
 
    Heather shuddered with delight. Her nipples were large to start with. When she was aroused they got very, very big. Right now they were bigger than ever. And hard! They were so hard they hurt, but in the most wonderful way. 
 
    Bugger the boy next door, this was for real. 
 
    This was utterly colossal. 
 
    I never suspected it would be so nice. Much more and I'll erupt! 
 
    Mary Rose must have known. She squeezed one of Heather's breasts and rubbed briskly at the other, licking and nibbling all the while. Suddenly the molten pleasure was concentrated in Heather's sex. The build-up of heat there was quick and enormous. She could only hold back a few moments before she orgasmed ferociously. 
 
    Good grief, how could that possibly be possible! 
 
    Mare really does have all the tricks of a witch! 
 
    Then, breathless and still enormously excited, it was Heather's turn. She had unfastened the top two of the other girl's buttons before she realized something else was on the agenda. 
 
    'It'll be half term soon. This might be our last chance for a while.' Mary Rose took Heather's hand and pulled it towards the forbidden territory of her knickers. Well, the until-ever-so-recently forbidden territory of her knickers. 
 
    Okay, Heather thought, making a beeline for Mary Rose's magic button. 
 
    But that wasn't what she wanted. 
 
    'No,' she said, pulling and guiding. 
 
    For a long moment they stared at each other, Heather so, so conscious of her friend's desire. 
 
    'Half term's a pain,' Mary Rose said softly. 'Please.' 
 
    There was no way she could be refused. Not by a two-timing rat of a best friend. 
 
    Besides, it'll be another new adventure. 
 
    The video actresses seemed to take great care in making their partners wet. With Mare there was no need; she was absolutely sopping already. Heather explored her thoroughly (delicately and very, very patiently), wishing things were different so she could see as well as feel. 
 
    Never mind seeing, I want to taste. 
 
    Mare's fanny was lots more interesting than a merely theoretical willy; it was far superior in every way. The urge to take time and torment was immense. 
 
    Make her wait. 
 
    Somehow Heather resisted and traced a line along Mary Rose's swollen, pouting labia before so very gently slipping a couple of fingers inside her, producing a heartfelt groan. 
 
    Oh my word, she's like an oven in there! 
 
    After pausing a moment to take in the baking hotness Heather began to move, using a rhythm she used on herself, one reserved for special occasions and based on Rose Royce's Car Wash. 
 
    "Hey, get your car washed today." 
 
    "Come on and give us a play." 
 
    'Yes,' Mare moaned, 'Oh, yes, Hev. Yes! Don't stop . . . don't stop ever.' 
 
    Mare was twisting and pulling at her beautiful auburn hair as it spilled over the grass. As Heather continued to stare down at her she gave back a small smile then closed her eyes and turned her head to one side. 'Yes,' she said, her mouth moving in profile. 'Oh yes, Hev.' 
 
    Mare's free arm had wrapped itself around Heather's waist. She let out another moan and began to gyrate the bottom half of her body in a way that covered everything from up and down, left to right and in and out. Heather took this as further evidence of the girl's vast experience. She was even more impressed when she realized Mare had fallen in time with her beat. Very tentatively, she speeded up; within a second Mare was matching her again. 
 
    'I'm going to cum soon,' she purred. 'My God, Hev, this is so good.' 
 
    Heather could hear a liquid squelching in time with the steady rhythm of her fingers and abruptly became aware Mare had switched to pure in and out. And speeded up again? Good grief, so she had. It was a struggle to keep pace. Her arm . . . not just her fingers or hand or wrist, her whole arm . . . felt as if it was about to drop off. 
 
    'Oh yes Hev! Jesus, Hev, yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Mare bucked, writhed and wriggled like the raunchiest actress in the most explicit sex video ever made. Her orgasm seemed to go on for hours, finally ending in a tiny scream. 
 
    'Incredible,' she gasped. 'Honestly, Hev, you're a natural. You just played me like the world's best Stradivarius.' She laughed. 'Best fiddle I've ever had, come to that.' 
 
    Heather was waving her arm in the air, trying to get some life back into it. Giving in, she curled up and hugged herself. 
 
    'I think I overdid it,' she said ruefully. 
 
    'Speak for yourself, darling. I think you got it cock-on.' 
 
    'My arm's in agony.' 
 
    'And I'm in raptures. Here . . . let me rub it better.' 
 
    They lay together in the sunshine, cuddling, intimately caressing and occasionally kissing, until the sound of approaching voices sent them hastily rearranging their clothes. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    'You look as good as gold,' Mary Rose whispered as two other girls made it to the hilltop. 'You'd pass any uniform inspection.' 
 
    'It's not the uniform inspection I'd fail,' said Heather, trying not to giggle. 
 
    The newcomers were also from the upper sixth but not part of their immediate circle. They glared at them a while before sitting on the grass, making sure they were as far away from them as possible. 
 
    'Time we went.' Mary Rose jumped up and pulled Heather to her feet. When they were well out of earshot she said, 'I know those two. They'll be at it already. And they won't settle for a few kisses like us. They do the lot.' 
 
    'We settled for kisses?' 
 
    'Don't pick at straws. You know what I mean.' 
 
    Heather mused a moment. 'How do you know?' 
 
    'I've seen them on Overlook before, doing sixty-nine and all sorts. It's interesting to watch. We can sneak back up and have a bit of a gander, if you want.' 
 
    'No!' Heather was horrified to find the idea so attractive. 'We can't snoop. What they do together is private.' 
 
    'No it's not. Not if they do it where anyone can see them.' 
 
    'What if someone had been spying on us?' 
 
    'Nothing, that's what, I'm not ashamed. Besides, we don't have the choice, do we? Those two will probably share a room. If they need privacy they've got it just like that.' Mary Rose clicked her fingers. 'If you ask me, they want people to watch. Fucking au naturel turns them on.' 
 
    'Well I'm not watching. It would be perverted.' 
 
    'No it wouldn't. It would be clean, healthy adult fun. And I should know. I'm a sex addict, but not a perverted one.' 
 
    Remorse came crashing down on Heather. 'I must be a sex addict,' she said miserably. 'And I'm a perverted one at that. I just couldn't stop myself, Mare. I'm so sorry.' 
 
    They'd reached the bottom of the hill. 'Sorry for what?' 
 
    'Last Wednesday, when you were cramming for German . . .' 
 
    'Your little fling with Jacqui, you mean?' 
 
    Heather had been expecting surprise and contempt, not a cheerful grin. 
 
    'How do you know?' 
 
    'I know everything, remember?' Mary Rose chuckled. 'You were locked away with her for at least an hour. Then you canoodled throughout the film. And you held hands. Nothing escapes me. I'm the All-Seeing-Eye.' 
 
    Heather had to laugh. 'You never let on.' 
 
    'I didn't see the need.' 
 
    'And you don't mind?' 
 
    'No I don't. I'm actually quite proud of you. Jacqui plays hard to get.' 
 
    'She got me, not the other way around. That's why I feel guilty. I was so easy.' 
 
    Mary Rose put her hands on Heather's shoulders and rubbed noses, slowly and thoroughly. 'Don't call yourself easy for giving in to your urges,' she said. 'Men give in to theirs all the time. Nobody calls them easy. Why should it be any different when a girl gives in to the same urge?' 
 
    'It's not that. Not that at all. I wanted to stay faithful to you.' 
 
    'Are you saying you did more than just kiss and canoodle?' 
 
    Now that was a question! 
 
    'No, of course we didn't,' Heather fibbed, 'but kissing's bad enough, isn't it?' 
 
    'That's sweet.' Mary Rose kissed her nose this time. 'We need to talk about being faithful anyway. Half term really is almost upon us. We should set rules. Agree what's allowed when we're apart, that sort of thing.' 
 
    'I agree,' said Heather. 'I won't even look at anyone else.' 
 
    'Whoa! Not so hasty. We've got to allow each other some leeway. Two weeks apart is an awful long time.' 
 
    'I know it is. I'll be counting off the minutes.' 
 
    'That's even sweeter. But totally impractical.' 
 
    Mary Rose had that glint in her eye . . . the one that never failed to thrill her innocent friend. 
 
    Well, her once-upon-a-time innocent friend. 
 
    'Okay,' Heather said as steadily as she could. 'What do you suggest, Miss Practical?' 
 
    'I suggest no girls but open season on guys.' 
 
    Heather snorted. Mare had obviously mapped this out in advance. 
 
    'I'm going to regret asking, but what's included in "open season"?' 
 
    'Everything you can think of.' 
 
    Heather shook her head. 'How did I just know you'd say that?' 
 
    'So you're up for it?' 
 
    'Sort of; I'm just not so sure about the lack of girls . . .' 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    (Sunday 4th October 1998) 
 
    'Anne Bronte?' Tanya didn't look at all convinced. 
 
    'I'm deeply involved with The Tenant of Wildfell Hall,' Heather explained patiently. 'It's getting quite racy. You'll have to go to without me.' 
 
    'It's about three hundred years old,' her roommate countered. 'And it's not even on the syllabus.' 
 
    'It's a hundred and fifty years old. It's essential background reading. And you never know; it might come up in some exam or other.' 
 
    'And it's racy?' 
 
    'Well no, not particularly. But the heroine doesn't half make a stand. Not that I blame her. It really was a man's world in those days. Everything she had belonged to her husband, even all of the money she earned for herself. Come to that, she belonged to her husband. She was classed as chattel.' 
 
    Tanya made a face. 'We always go to chapel together on Sunday mornings.' 
 
    'True,' said Heather, 'apart from every second week, when you're far too busy cramming for your latest emergency.' 
 
    'It's better when you come with me.' 
 
    'Oh Tanny, get yourself off. You'll be late. And I want to get back to those windswept moors. They remind me of home.' 
 
    Tanya shrugged, grumbled and finally left. Heather gave her five minutes before she tossed the paperback onto her table, glad to drop the pretence. The novel that shocked Victorian England wasn't really top of her agenda today. In fact it wasn't anywhere near. She had got all she knew about "Helen Graham" from the blurb on the back cover. 
 
    Fibbing made her uneasy though, especially on a day of worship. 
 
    Am I misusing God, she wondered as she made her way through the maze of passageways, am I using Him as an alibi? 
 
    Well, needs must. Whenever else will I get opportunity? 
 
    Heather arrived at her destination and tried the handle. It was locked, as per expected. She took a furtive glance up and down the corridor. There was nobody in sight so she stealthily knocked. 
 
    'Oh,' said Jacqui, answering the door in her dressing gown, showing off yard after yard of luscious bare leg. 'It's you.' 
 
    'Can I come in?' 
 
    Jacqui had her own furtive glance up and down the corridor before stepping aside. 
 
    'So you're back,' she said, locking up behind them. 'How did the hockey trial go?' 
 
    'I qualified with top marks. So I'm here to celebrate.' 
 
    'Celebrate?' Jacqui raised an eyebrow. 'How do you propose to do that?' 
 
    Heather responded by grabbing her and mashing their mouths together, not giving the tall and oh so delicious blonde anywhere to retreat to. Not that she seemed to want to retreat. No, she just stood there, back firm against the door and took it. 
 
     'On the bed,' Heather demanded. 
 
    'Hold it, hold it.' Jacqui was pink-faced and quivering all over. 
 
    'Get on the bed.' 
 
    'This is almost an assault!' 
 
    'Jacqui I assure you, I've hardly started. Get on the bed.' 
 
    'What's got into you? You've been avoiding me like the plague.' 
 
    'No I haven't.' 
 
    'Yes you have. You haven't been anywhere near since you-know-when.' 
 
    'I'm not avoiding you now, am I?' 
 
    'You can say that again!' Jacqui took a big breath and quivered some more. 'You do realize your Alsatian will find out. She's got snoops everywhere.' 
 
    'Mare's still away with the Beach Girls. She'll be surfing in Newquay at this very moment.' 
 
    'She'll find out as soon as she gets back. She always does.' 
 
    'It'll be too late then, won't it? Now, are you going willingly, or do I have to carry you?' 
 
    'Hev, really . . .' 
 
    'Come on Jacqui. Think of that special A-level. And it's my turn to show prowess . . .' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 51 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    In the UK "coming of age" means reaching eighteen years, entitling one to vote, purchase alcohol and tobacco and so on. This is of course well after reaching the "age of consent" at sixteen. Somehow . . . don't ask me how . . . I managed to get to eighteen as a virgin. At my school that made me somewhat unique. Gymslip mums aged fifteen or less weren't entirely unheard of. 
 
    At my school gymslip mums were ten a penny. 
 
    With the benefit of hindsight I can see I was unsure of my sexuality. I was raised in a small town in the outskirts of Yorkshire's largest city. There was a great metropolis just a bus ride away but I wasn't in a particularly tolerant area. In other words my contact with gay people was exceptionally limited and my inner feelings were hard to understand. 
 
    Deep or what! 
 
    For the avoidance of doubt, although the Internet wasn't quite then what it is now, I had watched a lot of porn on my Lenovo laptop, mostly guy/girl stuff, but not exclusively. 
 
    At the time I reckoned I was mildly bi-curious. My personal sexual experience was restricted to use of my trusty right hand and a handful of snogging encounters with male schoolmates, at the increasingly frequent school parties, discos and youth clubs. 
 
    Yes, I kept telling myself, girl-on-girl looks fun and the actresses all seem to immensely enjoy doing it. But they're actresses and not part of the real world. 
 
    Believe you me, I was very convincing. Eventually, sure I was bound for a lifetime of "straight sex" and nothing more, I decided to further relations with Brian. 
 
    Who is Brian? I hear you ask. He was in the Upper Sixth with me, good-looking and a regular partner in some of those snogging encounters I just mentioned. 
 
    Our first time was at yet another eighteenth birthday party, this one in a Village Memorial Hall. Drawn together as per usual I boldly asked him if he wanted to go outside, across the nearby football pitch in the direction of "trees and privacy". I also asked if he had a condom and blushing brightly, he nodded. 
 
    Now it's time to skimp on details. Let's just say I enjoyed the feel of having him moving on me, in me. I was also thrilled by the steady, complaint motion of our bodies and the occasion as a whole. 
 
    Such firsts are memorable occasions. That goes without saying. Yet pleasant or not, I didn't cum. 
 
    As a brief digression I would advise that masturbation had always brought me the ultimate delight. I'd not been limited to fingers, either. Alice, my best friend Amy's older sister, had given us each a rather large dildo, "souvenirs" she'd brought home with her from university. 
 
    What I'm trying to say is I wasn't exactly intacta. And that I was well-used to bringing myself off with a penis-like device. But even so, Brian couldn't get me up there . . . or anywhere remotely near. 
 
    Over the next month or so I became quite a slut, dragging Brian out of parties another twice, enjoying the physical closeness without ever once peaking. Then, with me and he not being officially an "item", desperate to explore, I gave myself to a different male schoolmate. 
 
    Rod was a year older. He'd flunked his A-levels the previous summer and been allowed to repeat his Upper Sixth year. My logic was "older means wiser" but no, his attentions were pleasant but nowhere near pleasant enough. 
 
    Different technique to Brian, same unsatisfactory result! 
 
    Maybe a week (or maybe it was only a couple of nights) later I rounded on James, who had a certain reputation amongst the girls. And guess what? He was different again, enjoyable in his own way, but still sadly lacking. 
 
    So, I'd had five separate sessions and zero orgasms. And I am not for one moment blaming the guys for being on a hair-trigger or anything like that. Inexperienced as I was, I knew I'd been paid a decent level of attention. 
 
    It had worked for the guys, too. After paying me all that decent attention, between them they had filled no less than five rubbers. 
 
    And they had moaned and groaned for England as they did so. I'd obviously done for them all of the things they hadn't quite done for me. 
 
    Confession time: at this point I did wonder if it was me who was lacking. I put that to the test via a very early night and simply lashings of solo action. The results were, well . . . interesting. 
 
    Solo, my fingers soon achieved the desired rush. So too did Alice's dildo. Puzzled, I catnapped then decided to try again, this time ignoring the simple physics and fantasising as wildly as I could. 
 
    Get your head round this. When I fantasised about men I'd really had sex with nothing happened. Yet when I fantasised about men I would like to have sex with, I came like an express train. Like each and every time without fail! 
 
    Furthering my experiment, recalling lesbian videos of yore, I discovered I could still cum that way too. And I could still cum fantasising about real-life females as well; girls and women I saw every day and secretly (or not so secretly) lusted after. 
 
    Perhaps my logic was iffy but I concluded that, for me, having actual sex with a bloke took away all of his desirability. In other words that I could fancy a fourth guy or a fifth, but fucking him wouldn't do the trick. 
 
    Which led me to the question of girls: would having sex with a girl have the same effect? Would allure vanish that very first time, replaced by indifference after one not-quite-satisfactory skirmish? 
 
    By then it was the early hours of the morning and sleep was fast heading in my direction. Reasonably sure that guys didn't do it for me, I concluded it was time to try gals. 
 
    But where was I going to find a likeminded lady? We had a small handful of lesbian couples at school but they were exactly that: couples. Our code of etiquette was to leave couples alone, be they straight or otherwise. Trying to break up an established couple would be the height of bad form. 
 
    Where to look outside of school? I had not really a clue. But I knew someone who just might be better informed. 
 
    Smiling to myself . . . I'm sure I was smiling to myself . . . I at last dozed off. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Amazing as it may sound, I opened my enquiries with a guy. Adrian was "the only gay in the village" as far as our school was concerned. And I mean that most sincerely. Whilst we had admittedly only a few lesbian partnerships, we had precisely no male duos. Or should that be duets? 
 
    Excuse me if that offends; it isn't meant to. What I'm trying to say is back then, a decade ago, there was not a single obvious male couple. Knowing what I know now, I guess we covertly had several . . . and that the relatively sizeable handful of lezzies was merely the tip of a rather large iceberg. 
 
    Still, we live and learn, don't we? 
 
    Adrian had (admirably) come out way back in the Fifth Form, although he hadn't surprised anybody in doing so. As far as schoolmates went he was the oracle when it came to the local gay scene. I'd have been remiss to approach anyone else. 
 
    Catching him during the short break between Monday morning lessons . . . hauling him back before he could escape from the dreaded English Lit . . .I sailed straight in, singeing his rather scruffy beard, like Francis Drake intrepidly attacking Cadiz. 
 
    'I'm curious,' I began, 'and I need to know where I can meet like-minded girls.' 
 
    'Do you mean bi-curious?' he hedged. 
 
    'Yes, and I'm like Alice in Wonderland; I'm getting curiouser and curiouser as minutes tick by.' 
 
    The guy was clever as well as full of bravado. He also seemed to recognize bravado in me. 'You can forget all the bars in town for a start off,' he replied kindly. 'The few places there are rather insular, the sort where if your face doesn't already fit, that's it. I'm afraid you'll need to go into Leeds, if you dare.' 
 
    'I thought you'd say that. And I dare. So where should I aim for?' 
 
    My friend's eyes became calculating. For an instant I wondered just how well I really knew him. Very openly gay in a climate where macho Yorkies ruled the roost . . . could he have axes to grind? 
 
    Yet he was as astute as anyone I'd ever known. And he loved "To Kill a Mockingbird" almost as much as I did. 
 
    Dumbly or nay, I trusted him . . . and rightly so, as it turned out. 
 
    'There are several boozers that cater for LGBT,' he said. 'Most head for The New Penny, believing it's the longest-running gay bar in the UK, which it very probably is. But I don't see there as quite you. Are you going to Donna's eighteenth on Friday?' 
 
    'Of course I am.' 
 
    'Then get yourself in The Sun. Not only is it only just a few hundred yards from Donna's venue, it's as lesbian as any girl could hope for. I'd say it is seventy/thirty female. And you'll go down a treat. You'll get more like ninety per cent attention, because all the bi-curious guys will show interest . . . together with every last woman in the place.' 
 
    His eyes did that calculating thing again. 'Friday will be good for you,' he assured me. 'I've seen a lot of our good buddies in there, including some you'd never credit. I will bet you that, with Donna's party just a step down the road, this Friday will be mega in The Sun. I'll bet you'll see couples that astound you.' 
 
    'Go on,' I urged, 'give me a clue.' 
 
    Adrian laughed but didn't oblige. 'I'm sworn to secrecy,' he said, 'but you have got a functional pair of eyes, haven't you? Be there or be square!' 
 
    I don't know how you have taken to me as the new girl on the block. Maybe I've seemed to be a little cocksure (feel free to substitute a word excluding "cock"). If I have I sincerely apologise. Despite my soggy panties I am a human being with all of the associated sensitivities . . . honest I am! 
 
    To prove my credentials, let's run quickly through that Monday to Friday. I openly admit I was keen to see what The Sun . . . a genuine lesbian bar . . . was like. I also openly admit I hadn't a clue if I was a true lezzie. Fantasising and masturbating aside, I had never as much as kissed a girl. Well, okay, so I had done air-kisses and girly hugs, but none with any real intent. 
 
    Far as I was concerned, my very limited sex experience was all male-related. 
 
    I know Monday mid-morning to Friday evening is less than five days. But believe you me; that "week" lasted longer than a life sentence in a high security prison. 
 
    Dartmoor, Wakefield, Belmarsh . . . 
 
    Colditz . . . 
 
    Okay, okay. So I'm being overdramatic. But that wait for Friday stretched out seemingly forever. And I did still have to deal with Amy. 
 
    When it came to socialising, me and Amy did everything together. We were inseparable; always had been. 
 
    For the avoidance of doubt I did truly love Amy like a sister. I was an only child and Amy's real sister was lots older than her. I believed the sentiment was mutual . . . but she simply would not understand about me wanting to frequent a lesbian bar. 
 
    And she might get other ideas if I tried to persuade her to join me; ideas about the way I had felt about her over the years. 
 
    If the truth be told, I had dreamed about shagging with her. But we'd been friends forever and nothing had ever happened, not even accidentally. As far as I was concerned that was the perfect status quo; the way we should be for evermore. 
 
    If only Friday night wasn't on the horizon! 
 
    As it transpired I did the decent thing and lied to her. No, saving my blushes, let's make that "fibbed". 
 
    'We should get to Donna's do early,' I declared brightly. 'Have a couple before we get there. The city is bustling, as I understand it.' 
 
    At that point in our lives Amy was happy I had finally (at last!) taken a couple of male lovers. Probably thinking I wanted to be out hunting fresh "masculine talent", she instantly agreed. 
 
    Probably wanting me to quickly make up on what I'd been "missing" . . . 
 
    So off we went on the bus, unreasonably early, hitting the city centre at least an hour before Donna's do was due to begin. 
 
    'This looks like a good one,' I said cunningly, indicating The Sun, the nearest boozer to the bus stop I had just as cunningly decamped us at. 
 
    The pub was late-ish Victorian; a noticeably larger edifice amidst a long terrace of retail outlets with a few offices thrown in for good luck. Unlike a lot of the city and its surroundings, these buildings were made of Yorkshire stone rather than red brick. 
 
    These buildings were made to last ages or aeons, not mere minutes. 
 
    Familiar with such structures, I wondered what we'd find inside. You could boldly march into a rather grand-looking edifice only to find yourself in a poky dive. Crossing my fingers, hoping for the best, I went in through stylish swing doors. 
 
    And my first impulse was to gasp. No way was this a dive. This was heaven on earth. Well-kept décor and carpets, a big bar boasting a shiny polished wood top, hand pumps and smiling barmaids . . . 
 
    Oh yes, it was heaven alright. 
 
    Amy clearly didn't agree. I had to grab her hand to keep her from swooning, like some old-fashioned maid, offended by horses defecating out there in the street. 
 
    Or doing something even worse! 
 
    Not that there were any horses in view, although there were a lot of girl-on-girl couples grinding away on the dance floor, currently enjoying I Kissed a Girl as it blared out from the juke box. Then the music changed to the significantly older Constant Craving and the number of dancing couples doubled, just like that. 
 
    Never mind heaven, it felt like a homecoming. 
 
    And stuff Amy. Ignoring her I marched up to the bar and ordered two large whites. Wincing inwardly at the mere handful of change from my tenner, I merrily bumped glasses with my goggling companion. 
 
    'Frigging ace in here,' I said, 'isn't it?' 
 
    'Jaysus girl,' she replied, 'look around you! There isn't a man to be seen!' 
 
    That wasn't entirely true but wasn't totally inaccurate. Adrian's estimate had understated the swarm of girls. I guestimated right then girl power was running at around ninety per cent. 
 
    And wasn't that just fine! 
 
    'Who needs men?' I replied with a grin. 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    There wasn't any available table and most of the floor-space was, to say the least, cramped. Amy at my side I went over to the juke box and sipped my vino. 
 
    'What's this all about?' Amy persisted. 'Those pairs of girls over there are up close and personal and it's barely seven o'clock. This place has to be a . . . a . . . oh my God I don't believe it. That's Maxi and Liz, isn't it? Standing across at the bar?' 
 
    Maxi and Liz were one of our school's (supposedly) few lesbian partnerships. And of course Amy was correct. The two of them were at the bar, holding hands and giggling together, looking our way. 
 
    'Stuff me,' said Amy, 'our reputations are trashed!' 
 
    I waved to our schoolmates and, still giggling, they waved back. 'I think they'll keep schtum,' I said. 'Is there not a certain code of conduct amongst kindred spirits?' 
 
    'I'm not a fucking kindred fucking spirit. I'm just in the wrong fucking pub.' 
 
    (That's as accurate a quote as I can remember, but I suspect I've missed out a couple of eff words.) 
 
    'Chill,' I told Amy. 'We're seeing how the other half lives. Nothing wrong with that, is there?' 
 
    'You fucking knew,' Amy countered. 'You brought me in here on purpose.' Then, her eyes widening, 'I reckon you're coming out of the closet. I reckon . . .' 
 
    I was saved by the arrival of another schoolmate, Wendy. She had an utterly gorgeous blonde in tow and was grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    Excuse me a brief amplification. Until that moment I'd assumed Wendy was straight. I'd also assumed that every male in the Sixth Form had masturbated with her at the centre of their thoughts. Yes, every male and a fair few females too. I certainly had! 
 
    Wendy was as tall as me with hair that seemed red in some lighting, auburn in others. Her face was a delight and her body was, to say the least, Rubenesque . . . but not overly so. She was shapely, not at all fat. And seeing her in The Sun was a shock. I had always believed she was straight because she'd had any number of guys. Truthfully, she could take her pick and nobody was ever going to say no. 
 
    Yet here she was in a gay bar . . . no, a lesbian bar . . . practically hand-in-hand with the sexiest babe on the planet. Well, the sexiest apart from herself. Here she was, delighted with herself, grinning like a Cheshire Cat. 
 
    'Girls, girls, girls,' she said in greeting, 'what a pleasure is this! I'd had my hopes, naturally, but I never really expected them to come true.' 
 
    'They haven't,' Amy said ungraciously, 'we simply picked the wrong effing boozer.' 
 
    'No we did not,' I countered, 'we got off the bus with here in mind. Leastways I did. Amy's the innocent party, not me.' 
 
    At that point the juke box clicked off . . . like audibly, right behind me . . . and a DJ took over. 
 
    'Welcome yet again my lovely girlfriends,' she cried via her microphone. 'And welcome to all the lovely new faces too. New faces are always refreshing. With any luck you'll soon all be familiar as well. Now, without further ado, let's see what Joan Armatrading has to say for herself.' 
 
    The opening chords of The Weakness in Me prompted lowered overhead lights and another big influx onto the dance floor. It also prompted the gorgeous blonde to speak for the first time. 
 
    'Come on Sweetness,' she said to Wendy, 'you promised me lots of jiving. Let's start as we mean to go on.' 
 
    'I'll see you two later,' said Wendy, not resisting the tug on her arm at all. 'Don't do anything I wouldn't do.' 
 
    'Get me the fuck out of here,' snarled Amy, draining her glass and depositing it on top of the juke.' 
 
    'It's still early,' I protested. 'Donna's show won't be on the road yet.' 
 
    'Fuck whether it is or it isn't. I need to get out of here like yesterday. Coming with me or what?' 
 
    Rejecting the opportunity to play on words . . . my best amigo clearly wasn't in the mood . . . I swigged down the last of my wine. 'Okay,' I conceded, 'whatever you say.' 
 
    We stopped at a nearby Tetley's pub which was full of Leeds Rhinos supporters. At least it was for about five minutes then suddenly they were all gone. 'Kick off must be approaching,' I said to Amy, 'unless you've scared them all out of here.' 
 
    That comment could have gone down either way. As it was Amy laughed. 'You,' she chided, 'taking me in a place like that! And dressed for a rave, to boot! Anything could have happened to us.' 
 
    'I suspect we were safer in there than we are in here. Didn't you see all those broken noses?' 
 
    'Rugby players are big pussycats. Believe me; I've had more than one. As for Wendy, well what can I say?' 
 
    'You could admit she has a fine eye for blondes; was that Miss Gorgeous 2008 or what!' 
 
    'I'm starting to worry about you, Hazel X. All those sleepovers we've had! Have you been molesting me all along, while I've been zonked out?' 
 
    'You know I'd never do anything like that. And you know as much about my sex life as I do.' 
 
    'Hmmm, I thought I did . . .' 
 
    Leaving the more traditional boozer we made our way to Donna's venue. It was a massive pub with a large function room and attached nightclub. Apart from celebrating our friend's big day there was the added bonus that function attendees could transfer to the nightclub free of charge up until ten thirty. The plan was to do exactly that and get a taxi home in the wee, wee hours. 
 
    But circumstances soon conspired against us. 
 
    Donna and her mother were by the entrance, shaking hands with arrivals, swapping air kisses. Letting Amy take the lead I duly shook mum's hand then surprised the birthday girl by giving her a smackeroo squarely on her mouth, letting it linger for maybe a whole second. 
 
    'Don't ask what's got into her tonight,' Amy said with a shrug, 'maybe it's a phase of the moon.' 
 
    'It's a nice phase if it is,' said Donna, taking her turn to surprise me. 'Let's dance in a while, when they put on the smooches.' 
 
    'Donna!' her mother exclaimed. 
 
    'I'm of age now,' she replied. 
 
    'You've been of age for the last two years.' 
 
    'So where's your problem?' 
 
    Leaving them to bicker and greet more guests we went into the function room, and as it was my round I bought us more vino. But, when I turned to pass Amy her glass, I found her knee-deep in Brian. 
 
    As a point of order, there had never been a formal relationship between me and Brian. We'd steadily gone from snogging at parties to screwing on three separate occasions, but only ever as buddies. For my part I hadn't wanted a "proper boyfriend" and would have hated to have "commitments". It seemed to suit him as an arrangement, too, so why not? 
 
    In other words we hadn't fallen out or split up because we'd never sworn oaths or vows. Far as I was concerned my buddy had every right to chat up other women, my best amigo included. 
 
    And, whether he knew it or not, Amy fancied him something rotten. I could see her eying me, hoping for a nod or a wink. 
 
    Quite sadistically, I made Amy wait, joining in the chitchat, not objecting when Brian focused more on her but never giving him an absolute monopoly. Finally, after a couple of drinks, he excused himself to go "pay a call". 
 
    'Jaysus girl,' Amy gasped as soon as he was gone. 'He's all over me like a rash.' 
 
    'Really,' said I. 'Can't say I've noticed.' 
 
    'Liar, liar, liar,' she chanted. Then leaning in and lowering her voice: 'I'd love to. You know that, don't you? I won't if you don't want, though. It's up to you. Say no and I'll blow him out straightaway.' 
 
    What another glorious chance for repartee! Heroically letting it pass by, I grinned at Amy. 'Do it by all means. But promise to give me all the nitty-gritty details tomorrow. Like every last one.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    The next few hours passed with me circulating, which was easy to do inside a crowd of close mates. And we all really were close for those last two beyond glorious years. Maybe we were one-offs but, in my Sixth Form, we were all musketeers: all for one, and all that. 
 
    Not that there wasn't a degree of protocol involved. Take the party invites, for example. Mine would say "Hazel and friend" while Amy's would say "Amy and friend" . . . although everyone knew we would arrive together. In other words it was an exercise in political correctness. 
 
    In theory a few hundred of us could double an attendance by bringing along an uninvited mate. But in practice that never happened. 
 
    In practice I'd go with Amy, full stop. 
 
    What I'm trying to say is that our parties were always attended by the same crowd. Only a handful of invitees brought outsiders as guests, usually in the form of a boyfriend or girlfriend who'd already left school. Yes, outsiders did attend, but not often. . . . And they were not always truly welcome. 
 
    Where was I? 
 
    Oh yes . . . Relaxed about Amy being with Brian . . . anticipant of tomorrow's detailed report . . . I did my best to slow down alcohol consumption and did the rounds. 
 
    Believe it or not, I've always been a people-person. I like taking to anyone and everyone. 
 
    Lucy and Kris tested me, however. 
 
    Didn't they just! 
 
    Lucy and Kris were yet another of our school's limited number of lesbian pairings. And three seconds of listening to them transfixed me. 
 
    Somehow . . . who knows how . . . they'd been present in The Sun without me noticing that they were there. Somehow they had identified me as an eager beaver and asked me to go home with them, post haste. 
 
    Like home into a very sexual all-female three. 
 
    Leastways Lucy did . . . and she was supposedly the girly one, not the one calling the shots! 
 
    'Amy doesn't really give a toss but you do,' she assured me. 'And so do we; girl oh girl, the things that we can do for you!' 
 
    Deflecting without dismissing, I cunningly escaped making an immediate decision. Which was natural, no? Right then I'd had just a single one second kiss and sod all other experience with girls. 
 
    Hell, I'd barely had more experience with guys . . . 
 
    And now a proposal; a three-in-a-bed proposal . . . 
 
    Call me chicken but cluck, cluck! Lucy and Kris might have been teasing but could I really be sure? 
 
    And why was Kris visibly salivating? 
 
    'Maybe next week,' I said as I made exit, stage left, leaving them cackling in my wake. 
 
    By then the time was approaching ten o'clock and my circulating enthusiasm had waned. Well, maybe it had and maybe it hadn't. Part of my brain had had enough . . . the rest was curiouser than ever. 
 
    Three in a bed, I marvelled, isn't two in a bed yummy enough? 
 
    And who has ever had sex in a bed! 
 
    How scrumptious must that be!! 
 
    If only it was me!! 
 
    Recovering myself to a degree, at least, I avoided Maxi and Liz (rightly or wrongly expecting more of the same) and exited the function room, using a long, narrow passageway to get to the night club. 
 
    'Ticket please,' said a rather sexy, very butch female doorperson. 
 
    I gave her my invite and she grinned at me. 'Why Hazel,' she said, 'with no friend! How could that be?' 
 
    'I'm still hoping,' my mouth said of its own volition. 
 
    'Me too,' the bouncer replied. 'Any problems just yell "Trish" and I'll be there.' 
 
    'You expect problems?' 
 
    'Not in here. This is a class joint. Your only problem will be in fighting them all off, boys and girls. Give me a yell and I'll come a-running.' 
 
    'But . . . 
 
    'Dressed as you are, with nine-mile-long bare legs and an ass that, that . . . Put it this way, babe, you are going need some help. And I'm as unbiased as it's ever likely to get.' 
 
    I smiled back at her, unnerved by the sexy/butch combination, unnerved by the idea of having to fight off fellow females . . . but nevertheless intrigued by her obvious admiration. 
 
    'I'll call if the situation demands,' I assured her. 
 
    'Make sure you do and worry not. I'll be watching anyhow.' 
 
    My time in the nightclub was not prolonged. At a first glance I didn't know a soul in there. There was an absence of lighting and the DJ was playing Michael Jackson. Not that I'm criticising Jacko in any way. I'm criticising the DJ, who'd selected something prehistoric, something Jacko himself probably would have struggled to remember. 
 
    Most likely it was the DJ trying to seem hip. Then, to make a bad job worse, he followed up with Disco Duck (I mean who possibly remembers that!). 
 
    Not at home with the throbbing blue lighting and inconsistent sounds, I arrived at the bar, only to hear the girl in front of me be charged over three pounds for a pint of Carlsberg. 
 
    That made me reel back in horror. Bar prices were, of course, very variable. Back in the function room I would have been charged half as much. Yet it was the same suds out of the same beer cellar. 
 
    Borrowing a spare eff word from Amy, this was way out of fucking order! 
 
    For the avoidance of doubt, just then I was still flush with "birthday money" of my own. But I was also a habitually penniless student. Paying double for a pint was not a viable option, free entry or not. 
 
    Put it in perspective, our local Wetherspoons might not be the greatest pub in the world, but they did not double prices from one bar to another. Indeed neither did any of my other local boozers. 
 
    Glancing around I decided the nightclub was not for me. And that was before I spotted Amy and Brian dancing closer than close. Knowing Brian as I did, I was aware such intimate contact would have long since made him hard. Not that Amy seemed concerned. She was the one most obviously keeping the two of them closer than close. 
 
    'What can I get you?' an admittedly good-looking barmaid asked me. 
 
    Waving her off, I bypassed the so-sexy bouncer and headed back for the function room. My intention was to beg a lift home, catch the last bus or else thumb it. 
 
    But before I knew it I was nose-to-nose with Wendy. 
 
    Yes, Wendy. 
 
    Out of frigging nowhere! 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    'Where's Miss Gorgeous 2008?' I wondered, noting the blonde's absence before putting my brain in gear. 
 
    'She's had what she wanted,' Wendy replied. Then, grinning salaciously: 'So have I, come to that. At least I've had all I want from her tonight. That's why I'm here, looking for you.' 
 
    I would be lying if I tried to pretend my heart didn't speed up at her words. 'Looking for me,' I echoed, 'why is that?' 
 
    'Why do you think? And where's Amy?' 
 
    'Back in there,' said I, gesturing over my shoulder with my thumb, 'rubbing off against Brian.' 
 
    'Brian?' Wendy sniggered. 'That must be awkward for you. Isn't it a bit of a . . . well, a bit of a conflict?' 
 
    'No it isn't, not at all. I've given Amy the green light.' 
 
    * 
 
    'I meant isn't it awkward giving Amy away, not the other way around.' 
 
    Wendy had sneakily drawn in on me as we spoke, and we had not been so far apart to start with. Just then I could feel her breath on my cheek, smell the essence of her. 
 
    Any nearer and she'd be kissing me . . . or I'd be kissing her. 
 
    'What's the plan?' she asked. 'You're clearly not impressed with the club.' 
 
    'You've got it in one. It's twice as expensive in there as it is at Donna's party. I'm going to beg a lift off someone and head for home.' 
 
    'That might not be easy; most cars are already full. And what about Amy; how's she getting home?' 
 
    'She's always found a way before,' I said drily. 
 
    'We could catch a bus. You and me, I mean. If we leave now we can be in The Pride by eleven. And they don't shut until late tonight.' 
 
    The Pride was one of the hometown pubs that Adrian had steered me away from. That is to say he'd not named names but everyone knew it was a gay bar, even me. Its reputation was . . . well, not very auspicious. 
 
    'You're making it sound like a . . . like a date,' I ventured. 
 
    'Hey girl,' she countered, moving in closer still, 'you've just come out and I'm ready to welcome you.' 
 
    'I didn't know you were out,' I replied, somewhat lamely. 
 
    'Well I'm here, large as life. Are you coming with me to The Pride or what?' 
 
    The sensible option would have been to delay. But that disengaged brain of mine had other ideas. 
 
    'Okay,' my mouth said, 'let's bid Donna goodnight and go for the bus.' 
 
    Bidding Donna goodnight took longer than I'd expected. I'd neglected to give her that smooch and she had not forgotten. So Wendy had to wait, irritably tapping her toes while we waltzed around the dance floor to the strains of Girls Aloud . . . not that Girls Aloud actually qualified as "waltzing" . . . 
 
    Arriving at the bus stop with military precision . . . oh, all right then, making it at the very last moment, fluking it before we were stranded, left high and dry . . . we took a seat near the back of the last public transport of the day. 
 
    And Wendy kissed me. 
 
    Jaysus, as Amy would have exclaimed! How good was that!! 
 
    I don't think I'm qualified to debate the difference between kissing a girl and kissing a guy. But fuck my old boots . . . 
 
    Kissing a guy couldn't hold a candle to Wendy. Her lips were . . . were . . . 
 
    Well, they were incredibly soft yet astoundingly powerful as well. Even now I am unsure if it was just the touch. Perhaps it really was magic. Perhaps we had both been born for this. 
 
    In all honesty I had never been so excited in all my life. 
 
    Not ever. 
 
    Not ever, ever, ever! 
 
    Sadly that first embrace only lasted five or six bus stops. I'd wanted it to last forever but maybe people were watching. That's what Wendy said, anyway. Smiling at me, the epitome of sexual perfection, she suggested we skipped The Pride and went to her home instead. 
 
    'My parents are off on a long weekend,' she enticed. 'We can sleep in their bed, if you like.' 
 
    What did I just say about having sex in a bed (as opposed to a field or the back seat of a car)? 
 
    Massive as the temptation was, I had to decline. 'I'm expected home,' I told her. 'And it's too late to ring and pretend it's a hastily arranged sleepover.' 
 
    'Don't say you have to be behind locked doors by twelve o'clock.' 
 
    'Of course I don't. I just have to arrange sleepovers beforehand, not at the last minute. My dad's very trusting, but Mum can read me like a book.' 
 
    Wendy laughed at that. 'My parents are away tomorrow and Sunday as well. Can you arrange one or two sleepovers to fit in?' 
 
    'I have my doubts about Sunday,' I said, thinking on my feet (for once), 'what with Monday being a school day and all. But I reckon I can pull out the stops and get the green light for tomorrow.' 
 
    Wendy's eyes lit up 'You fancy it, then?' 
 
    I'd flooded my panties less than one stop into our bus ride. 'Too right I do,' I replied. 'And cancel any "reckoning". Whatever it takes, I'll be with you for a sleepover on Saturday.' 
 
    'Are you still up for fun tonight?' 
 
    The question surprised me. 'I'm not turning into a pumpkin at midnight,' said I, 'and I thought we were bound for The Pride.' 
 
    'We are. I just hope you're not expecting it to be like The Sun.' 
 
    'Go on,' I prompted, squeezing her hand and staring into her eyes, 'explain the difference.' 
 
    So Wendy did. 'The Sun is an out-and-out lezzie joint,' she began, 'The Pride is completely different. It covers all LGBTQ angles at the same time. I'd say most of the customers are gay or questioning.' 
 
    'You lost me at LG,' I said, perhaps less than helpfully. 
 
    'An LGBT bar caters for lesbians, gays, bisexuals and transgender. We don't really have transgender in our part of the city, but we do have a lot of bisexuals. So The Pride is full of guys and girls who are interested in a bit of same-sex.' 
 
    'I heard much the same about The Sun.' 
 
    'The Sun is essentially lesbian. Bisexual girls and guys go there to see the females. Bisexuals go to The Pride for same-sex reasons. Well, mostly they do.' 
 
    'It's all very confusing.' 
 
    'Think about it. Why did you go to The Sun tonight?' 
 
    'Because I was interested in the possibility of having sex with a girl,' I said, my voice uneven but not totally strangled. 'Someday soon, I mean. I wasn't planning on tonight.' 
 
    'That is the correct answer! You win the prize!!' Wendy kissed me again, only fleetingly this time . . . worst luck. 'Girls go to The Sun for that very reason all the time,' she went on. 'Guys go to The Pride for different reasons. If you ask me, The Pride's okay but catering for all eventualities makes it a bit of a jack of all trades. Get my drift?' 
 
    Still dazed from that first/second/third all-female kiss, I nodded. 
 
    'I get your drift,' I said obediently. 
 
    By then I'd have said anything to oblige her. 
 
    Yes, I'd have said and done anything. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    My initial impressions of the LGBTQ pub were, to say the least, vague. Indeed they were so vague I'm going to inform you using much more recent memories. 
 
    Yes, despite Adrian's warding off, I've become a regular. The Pride is in many ways typical Yorkshire. It has blood-red carpets, frosted glass windows and brass hand-pulled pumps. Okay, so the clientele is a tad different to plain blue-collar, but not much. Most drinkers call in on their way home from work, wanting a beer and giving not one shit about their fellow drinkers' hopes and ambitions. 
 
    Sounds good, doesn't it? Yorkshire folk always have seen the way life should really be. 
 
    Not that a crowd of on-their-way-home drinkers were prevalent at that time of night. Far as I can recall there were clinches of same-sex couples, not least Adrian with a guy who looked like the Construction Worker out of The Village People. (No, I'm not that old; my mother still has a set of video tapes of Top of the Pops from the seventies and eighties. I was brought up on the likes of Marc Bolan, Wizzard and best of all, Slade.) 
 
    Anti-man as I was beginning to be, you bet I'd have nibbled Noddy's nuts . . . 
 
    (Secretly, I liked nibbling nuts. I'd found it immensely more arousing than straight sex. Perhaps it was that element of being on total control . . .) 
 
    And please excuse me for rambling like a derailed train. I'll mend my ways; honest I will. 
 
    Friendly as friendly can be, I endured two rounds then suggested I could walk Wendy home. Laughing at that, she reminded me I was due back at my mum's. 
 
    'Don't want to screw up my hopes for tomorrow night,' she said. 
 
    'And neither do I,' I replied avidly. 'Tomorrow night is a must.' 
 
    Remember: that was before I properly knew what "tomorrow night "might hold in store! 
 
    'Let's compromise. I'll walk you home under the romantic moonlight,' said Wendy. 
 
    'Sounds good,' said I, 'especially the romantic bit, even if we are under thick cloud cover.' 
 
    That led to the rolling of eyes and . . . finally . . . a laugh. 
 
    'You bloody mare,' Wendy said as we left the bar. 
 
    'Ain't I just,' I agreed.' 
 
    As it happened we made it outside before kissing again. Then, maybe a hundred yards down the road we had a really, really, big snog, bodies clamped tight together, private parts grinding against private parts, the works. 
 
    Jaysus, everything about it was good. I soon flooded my panties a second time . . . and quite possibly a third. 
 
    'Oh my,' I gasped as we at last broke for air. 'That was the greatest. That really was.' 
 
    Wendy looked at me a moment before pulling me off the beaten track, into an alleyway that may have been a hundred or more years old. 
 
    (Okay, so the bingo hall to our right wasn't particularly ancient, but the buildings on our left were out of "A Tale of two Cities" . . . or am I messing up my historical eras?) 
 
    As if I cared about "historical eras" right then. All I was conscious of was Wendy's sudden sense of urgency and my responsive arousal. 
 
    Put it this way, I went into that back alley like shit off of a shovel. (Please excuse my earthy Yorkshire terminology; us Yorkies say it as it is. We've probably less decorum than your average inhabitant of anywhere else on the planet . . . No, scrap "probably".) 
 
    Where was I? Oh yes, dragged into an alley strewn with empty crisp packets, discarded fish and chip wrappings and a zillion crumpled silver" trays from takeaways of every conceivable variety. 
 
    Pretty much like any other alleyway in West Yorkshire, then. Maybe a lot smarter than some . . . 
 
    Now is the time for complete honesty. I'm conscious that I keep claiming experiences were the best ever . . . and feel free to add your own superlatives . . . but those snatched minutes in that shitty alley were . . . 
 
    Were . . . 
 
    As you may recall, my previous experiences were solo else with (fucking useless!) men. Within three or maybe four seconds with Wendy I came. 
 
    Yes, no hesitation or debate about it, she instantly achieved results my home alone efforts could not even dream off. 
 
    How could she do that merely above the belt! 
 
    How could she know what I wanted even better than me!! 
 
    But she did. She knew to infinity and beyond!! 
 
    Perhaps needless to report, I didn't complain. Being there with her, having her hand inside my blouse, on my tummy was great. 
 
    Jaysus, I thought yet again. Her bare fingers on me felt so good. What on earth was the feeling of all of her going to be like? 
 
    Yes, tomorrow night, when we were alone together, both naked and . . . and . . . 
 
    Promise to God, the very idea of being naked with Wendy made me swoon. Except we were both fully clad and in a seedy alleyway. 
 
    And somehow her hand had slid upwards, onto my boobs. 
 
    Yet another confession time, this one as positive as heck. 
 
    No human contact had ever remotely approached the effect her hand had on my breasts. My nipples were up like thimbles and my panties weren't merely soggy or flooded, they were drenched. Intriguing warm trickles were meandering down my inner thighs. 
 
    If I'd been capable of speech I would have encouraged her. Hungrily munching on her mouth as I was I said nothing, hoping that my grip on her so-sexy ass would convey the message. 
 
    Inexperienced as I was, I knew I needed more. 
 
    And Wendy was the girl to give me more. That wasn't just a guess based on her being the best kisser in the world; it had lots to do with every last atom in my body. 
 
    All of them were exploding with sexual energy. Every last one of them! 
 
    Soon Wendy's hand was on my bare leg, seemingly tracing the trickles of my excitement. Then it was moving up, under my short leather skirt before landing with pinpoint precision on my crotch. 
 
    Make that the soggiest crotch fabric in the whole known universe. 
 
    And Wendy was infinitely better downstairs than up. After maybe three seconds I came again, not just once but twice. Then her hand was exploring once more, deftly delving into my ruined underwear, her bare flesh now directly on mine. 
 
    For information only: I kept myself tidy down there, shaving regularly, leaving no more than a very thin landing strip. Not that Wendy would have known about my elegant patch of short hair. Her hand was coming from the other direction, well below and burrowing deep in another direction. 
 
    Oh me oh my, she was stroking me all the way down my clitoral hood and along my swollen slit. I had never been so turned on . . . so positively electrified . . . and several more cums swiftly ensued. 
 
    Muscles I didn't even know I had flexed and . . . reluctantly . . . relaxed. Flexed and relaxed . . . 
 
    Ultimate confession time: if I hadn't plugged my mouth with hers I would have screamed to wake the dead. As it was I grunted through my nose and gripped her ever tighter, enjoying every last second. 
 
    At some stage . . . don't ask me to measure in terms of time or orgasms . . . Wendy's fingers slipped inside me; two of them, at an educated guess. And weren't they knowledgeable! She had half a dozen rhythms and twenty different speeds. And all the while she was varying her attentions her thumb (well, I assumed it was her thumb) was rotating directly on my clit. 
 
    Forget everything I previously said about "best ever" and the likes. Wendy took me so near to heaven I was afraid. 
 
    Yes, with her in me and on me I was cumming constantly, and peaking ever higher into the bargain. 
 
    Fortunately logic was lost to me. Being mildly afraid of the final climax was an abstract concept. If I'd properly considered it I wouldn't have been afraid, I'd have been terrified. 
 
    But . . . and thank God . . . I didn't properly consider anything. Instead I clung on and enjoyed the ride. 
 
    Afterword 
 
    It's a good job I was immune from turning into a pumpkin. It was twenty to three by the time we got to my house. Cinders' magic carriage would no longer have been roadworthy. 
 
    Stopping a hundred yards short of my gate we kissed goodnight, less passionately than we had done before, but making the most of it all the same. 
 
    'Tomorrow,' said Wendy as our lips reluctantly parted, 'well, later today, actually. Are you still on?' 
 
    That question made me think about our skirmish in the alleyway. It had been plenty dark but our eyes had adjusted as we went along. When we stopped kissing, fingering and whatever I could see Wendy in great detail as she raised her hand to her mouth and delicately sucked on each digit. 
 
    'Delightful,' she'd murmured, 'best vintage I've ever tasted. I can't wait to drink direct from the bottle.' 
 
    That made two of us! 
 
    I laughed. 'Remember the bullshit I came out with about school on Monday . . . forget it. Let's meet up in The Pride this lunchtime then spend every last minute of the weekend together, mostly in bed.' 
 
    And that is precisely what we did. 
 
    Maybe I'll tell more anon but, for now, adieu. 
 
    As for female allure vanishing after that very first time . . . 
 
    No way José! 
 
    Watch this space!! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 52 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    (Friday, 26th April 2002) 
 
    Heather stared at her mobile in disbelief. What was Spider doing at Alex's house? Come to that, how did Spider even know Alex existed? He hadn't known Carrie's name until Naz had blurted it out, and she'd only given him a Christian name; he couldn't have simply looked them up in the book. 
 
    She redialled with trembling fingers and got the number unavailable tone. Cursing, she tried again. Same result. 
 
    Rats, rats, rats, she thought. I'm going to have to get involved. 
 
    Predictably, Heather didn't pause to consider the fact that she shouldn't get involved. That simple fact never crossed her mind, not even fleetingly. 
 
    The taxi office picked up her call on the second ring. 
 
    ''Ow do, chuck,' a broad cotton town accent said, 'need a cab?' 
 
    'Hattie, it's me, Heather.' She pictured the woman and smiled, concerned as she was. Hattie sounded as if she was George Formby's daughter and not at all Asian. 'Is Majid working today?' 
 
    'He starts at seven. He's on all night tonight.' 
 
    'Double rats. I need him urgently.' 
 
    'Sorry, chuck, I happen to know he's taken his nephew to see Return to Never Land. His phone will be off until he comes out of the cinema.' 
 
    Heather cursed under her breath. Then, reminding herself she was made of stern stuff, she said, 'I'll catch up with him later, assuming Captain Hook doesn't get him first. Meanwhile, can I have a taxi at mine as soon as poss, please?' 
 
    'It'll be there in ten, chuck.' 
 
    Heather hurriedly redressed in her student clobber and ran downstairs. The cab tooted outside as she was pulling on her Nikes. 
 
    'Stanley Street,' she said as she climbed into the vehicle. 
 
    The driver nodded and set off without comment. Heather eyed him as they went. She knew most of the regular cabbies well. This one called himself "Eddie" but was probably more of a Zoltan or Ferenc. His English was only so-so and he was a bit of a miserable git. She had no inclination to ask him for assistance. In fact she'd rather go charging in there alone. 
 
    Good grief, what am I doing, she wondered, pretending I'm Lara Croft again? 
 
    This time her smile was wry. She hoped Dr Lester didn't find out about this; whatever this turned out to be. 
 
    'Stanley Street,' Eddie announced. 'What number?' 
 
    'Pull up anywhere here on the left.' 
 
    As Heather turned to pay her fare she caught a glimpse of shiny black car passing. Looking out of the back window she saw it was a BMW, just like Spider's. She cursed some more, this time aiming the venom at her own stupidity. She'd been yards from the dealer's motor yesterday without memorizing his plate. And the BMW's windows were dark-tinted; she could only see a silhouette of the back of the driver's head. She was certain it was Spider . . . as good as, but not quite a hundred per cent. 
 
    Eddie handed over her change and frowned as she got out of the car. 'You okay?' 
 
    How to answer? No, I'm bricking myself . . . please help? Or maybe: Lend me an adjustable wrench and I'll be fine? Asking for help would be the sensible option, obviously. She couldn't do it, though. She did not know why, but she couldn't. 
 
    'Yeah,' she said. 'I'm okay.' 
 
    She tried Alex's number again as Eddie drove away. It was still unavailable. Trying to banish images of her friend's broken body lying next to his broken phone, she checked out Stanley Street. It had perhaps as much as two hundred yards of terraced houses on either side, all with marked-off parking spaces. Right now, five to five on Friday teatime, half of the spaces were empty. Alex lived at number thirty-two, on the other side from where she was standing. The space outside Alex's was empty. 
 
    Would Spider have parked directly outside? Heather mused, no, not if he's up to no good and has any sense. But then again, he's an arrogant so-and-so; not the sort to hide his car away on a side street. 
 
    Number thirty-two was set out like its neighbours. It had a front door to the left, lounge window to the right. As you went through the front door you were immediately confronted with a steep flight of steps. A small hallway turned into a corridor which led to the kitchen. And that was about it. It wasn't a place to get lost in. The kitchen took up the back third of the floor space; the hallway, corridor and lounge took up the rest. The flight of stairs would go to the first floor, where there were two smaller windows, perhaps a metre apart. At a guess there would be two bedrooms and a bathroom up there. It shouldn't take long to search for bodies. 
 
    That's if I ever get in! 
 
    Constantly assuring herself Spider had been and gone, Heather crossed the street and approached Alex's place. Steeling herself, she peered in through the window. Everything appeared to be orderly. As far as she could tell it was exactly the same as yesterday, except without Eleanor pacing up and down. 
 
    She went up to the front door and knocked. No reply. She gave it another sharp rat-a-tat-tat. There was still no reply. 
 
    Back on the street cars were arriving. Workers coming home, ready for a well-deserved weekend, she supposed. Farther down, towards the end of Alex's terrace, a harassed mum and dad duo were trying to load three quarrelsome kids into an Astra. Presumably they were setting off for their Friday evening shop at ASDA or Morrisons. And, if there was a more accurate vision of Hell than that . . . 
 
    Nobody was taking any notice so Heather went down on one knee and had a quick shufti through the letterbox. Flipping useless! Someone . . . probably Carrie . . . had installed a draught excluder. It was one of those bristly ones and impossible to shufti past, no matter how hard she tried. 
 
    Upright again, she tried the door handle. Surprise, surprise! It was locked. 
 
    Okay then, round the back. 
 
    She strolled casually past the shrieking brats (sorry: past the delightful young children), rounded the end of the terrace and started up the backstreet. She had intended to count off the properties until she got to Alex's but there was no need. Every single house had two or three wheelie bins lined up next to their gate, all with the appropriate numbers painted on, some quite artistically. 
 
    Number thirty-two had two bins. The yard was, in common with most others, fully enclosed. That is to say the three original, four-foot boundary walls had had another metre of wooden fencing fixed on top. Tall as she was, Heather had no chance of peeping over. 
 
    The gate was solid wood and almost as tall as the fences, guaranteeing privacy for barbeques and sunbathing. Pushing it open, she stepped into the yard and, quite reluctantly, closed up behind her, letting it latch. There was a chance she was blocking her best line of retreat but what else could she do? Let a nosy neighbour spot her snooping around? 
 
    Good grief, she thought, imagine Stuffypants' face if she got called out and caught me in the act! 
 
    The back of the house was a mirror image of the front. The kitchen door was to the right, the kitchen window to the left. There were two smaller windows upstairs, about a metre apart. Heather cast around the yard, which was very much as expected: a stack of white garden furniture in the far left corner, tinted green after the winter rain; a barbeque on wheels in the near right corner, ever-so-slightly rusty. Sod all else. 
 
    Good place for tanning, mind. Even now, late April, it's a bit of a suntrap. 
 
    Heather crossed the yard and looked in through the window, seeing MFI kitchen units, surprisingly well-preserved. No sign of any disruption at all. Steeling herself once more, not bothering to knock, she tried the door handle. 
 
    Amazingly, the door opened. She stood there a few moments, listening hard. There was no sound at all. And the house felt empty. That is to say, it felt lived-in . . . but not at that moment. 
 
    She finally went inside, pulling the door to behind her. The lock was a typical Yale. After a moment's hesitation, she locked it. 
 
    Okay, she reasoned, Spider's been and gone, but how do I know he won't come back? How do I know he didn't see me in my taxi and is creeping up behind me right now? 
 
    Heather didn't bother searching the kitchen; there was only too obviously nobody there. She went towards the internal door and stopped with her hand on the knob. Spider might have taken the key to Alex's front door. If he had seen her, he could be waiting in the corridor, on the other side of this door. 
 
    There was a large ceramic jar on the nearest stretch of worktop. The stencilled word FLOUR gave away its original use. Nowadays, with its lid presumably lost back in the mists of time, it was being used to store kitchen implements. As well as wooden spoons, spatulas, a fish slice and barbeque tongs, it contained a solid glass rolling pin. 
 
    Armed with the rolling pin, feeling like Flo Capp awaiting her errant husband, she turned the knob. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    (Friday, 26th April 2002) 
 
    The corridor was empty. There was no Spider, no broken body and, as far as Heather could see, no broken phone. The door into the lounge was on her left and it was closed. Gripping the rolling pin in her left hand she turned the knob and pushed. 
 
    The lounge was exactly as it should be: neat, tidy and uncontaminated by bodies or pools of recently spilled blood. 
 
    Maybe a trace of Eleanor's perfume, but no bloody gore. 
 
    So where the heck was he? 
 
    Heather went back into the corridor and inspected the small hallway. There was nothing out of place, no unsightly puddles of claret. She noticed a man's black leather wallet on a low table and recognized it as Alex's; he'd waved it under her nose while beating her to the bar in the old Ye Olde. 
 
    Okay, she thought. He gets home from Preston and dumps it there. That's where it probably lives. But he wouldn't go out again without it, would he? 
 
    Taking the bull by the horns she called up the stairs. 'Alex, are you there?' 
 
    No response; nothing. So up she went, still holding the rolling pin but no longer expecting to have to use it. Which was just as well; that utensil made a formidable weapon. Andy Capp might be able to survive a cartoon battering from it, but a real-life person probably wouldn't. 
 
    She reached the landing and realized she'd been wrong about the geography of the first floor. There was only one bedroom, a bathroom and a corridor leading to another flight of stairs. It was easy to tag the bedroom as Carrie's; it took up half the floor space, contained a decent-looking dressing table and smelt of her (supposedly) sporty bouquet. No sign of Alex, however. 
 
    The bathroom was just as unoccupied. Heather gave it the once-over then climbed up the final flight of stairs. These terminated at a small landing with two doors. Converted attic bedrooms, she realized; the type with slanty roofs and Velux windows, ideal for students or small children. One of the two was being used as a storage area; it was crammed with boxes filled with all sorts of junk. The other was Alex's pit. Leastways, it looked as if it was. 
 
    'Where the heck is he?' she murmured. 
 
    Heather had stopped expecting to find a corpse some time ago. A violent confrontation would have left tell-tale signs . . . smashed furniture, bloodstains and the likes. She had become more puzzled than frantically worried. Spider wouldn't have kidnapped Alex, would he? Kidnapping was a serious offence and, with the best will in the world, who'd want to ransom a penniless undergraduate? 
 
    She tried his phone yet again and this time it went to his answering service. It wasn't broken after all. Hallelujah! He'd turned it back on. 
 
    'Alex,' she said after the tone. 'It's Hev. Bell me as soon as. Okay?' 
 
    She looked round the attic bedroom before leaving. Something wasn't quite right, but what? Nope, no good, she couldn't tell what it was. 
 
    Lighter at heart she went back down to the first floor and re-entered Carrie's room. It was big enough to feature a double bed. 
 
    Hmmm . . . 
 
    Now she came to look closely she saw the bedroom also featured an en suite. Nothing sinister in there, though. Not unless you counted a man's shaving kit. 
 
    It will be hers, she thought. She shaves as thoroughly as I do. Unless . . . 
 
    Please God, don't say they're living like man and wife! 
 
    Heather had to suppose that was a possibility. She still couldn't work out why Alex's attic bedroom didn't feel right. Maybe it was because it was only there for show. Maybe he really shared Carrie's double bed. Maybe she had strap-ons for every day of the week . . . or, rather, every night. 
 
    A little red devil, perched on her left shoulder, suggested she should check out the drawers in Carrie's dressing table. The little angel on her right shoulder was outraged. Ignoring her, Heather opened the top drawer. 
 
    'My, my,' she said, 'whatever are these?' 
 
    According to the blurb on the box, she was looking at "micro vibrators" with a battery life of just thirty minutes. Apparently the accompanying bands stretched, enabling them to be attached to one, two or even three fingers. 
 
    '"Suitable for internal and external fun",' she read, 'sounds good to me. I'll have to get some.' 
 
    The top drawer also contained three large dildos and a carton of a hundred and forty-four condoms, of which there were about twenty left. 
 
    Hmmm . . . 
 
    She was reaching for the second drawer down when she remembered Naz. Rats, it was ten to six. If she didn't break land speed records she was going to be late. 
 
    ''Ow do, chuck. Need a cab?' 
 
    'Hattie, it's me, Heather. I'm at thirty-two Stanley Street, and I need to be at Manchester Road by six o'clock. Help!' 
 
    'Be there in five, chuck.' 
 
    Heather was going downstairs as she spoke. 'Brilliant. You're a star. I owe you a big drink for this.' 
 
    ''Ow do you know I drink?' 
 
    'It was a lucky guess. Fancy making a night of it sometime?' 
 
    'I'm more than twice your age. We'd look ridiculous together.' 
 
    'I don't care how old you are. Just say you're up for it.' 
 
    'I'll let you know,' said Hattie, suddenly no longer her usual flirty self; suddenly cautious. 'And by the way, your carriage awaits outside.' 
 
    Heather texted Naz from the taxi, saying she was running late but on her way. It was ten past when she got there and the beautiful Pakistani girl was waiting on her doorstep. 
 
    'A thousand apologies,' Heather began. 'Alex has . . .' 
 
    Naz grabbed her, practically threw her into the house and slammed the door. Then they were kissing ferociously and buttons were being undone. Leastways, Naz was kissing ferociously and Heather's buttons were being undone. Oft accused of behaving like a force of nature herself, Heather just let it happen. She might have had time to think, Que sera, but beyond that she hadn't a chance. This was simply too exciting. She needed to live it, not think about it. 
 
    Somehow they made it halfway up the staircase before Naz gave in to urgency. Making it all the way to the top wasn't on the cards. Heather's Nikes were off in a flash and her jeans soon followed. Then she was on her back and Naz was on a lower step, leaning in between her legs, assaulting her sex, first nibbling on her and then chewing. 
 
    'Good grief,' Heather almost screamed. 
 
    'Mmnn, mmnn,' Naz replied through a mouthful of fanny. 
 
    Trying to hold off was a waste of time. That chewing was impossible to resist. Heather bucked and wriggled and writhed as a big cum hit her. Naz rode the bucking and writhing like a rodeo champion, still determinedly gnawing away. It was good. No, better than good, it was awesome. Heather could feel herself starting to peak again straightaway. Except it wasn't just a peak . . . 
 
    'Naz,' she warned, recognizing the signs. 'I'm going to squirt. Good grief girl, you're going to make me squirt!' 
 
    Naz never wavered. She pressed on and on. Meanwhile pressure built up and up inside Heather. Her body was getting hotter and hotter. No doubt about it, she was going to go off like Old Faithful. 
 
    'I mean it, Naz. You're going to get . . .' 
 
    Too late! Her geyser spouted and Naz got drenched. Not that she seemed to mind. 
 
    'Amazing,' she said. 'And it doesn't taste like pee at all.' 
 
    'Bloody hell, lass,' Heather gasped, 'is there no end to your talents?' She flopped as if her spine had been removed, all her muscles still twanging. 'I don't do that very often. And I don't know what you're laughing at. Your carpet's ruined.' 
 
    'It's a tatty old thing anyway. And I took the brunt of it, not the carpet.' Naz's lovely eyes were glowing. 'Get up those steps, Hev. I want to fuck you on my bed.' 
 
    'I don't think I can walk.' 
 
    'Crawl then. Just get your sexy ass on my bed.' 
 
    Clad only in socks and T-shirt, Heather managed to reach the landing. 
 
    'Bedroom's on the right,' said Naz. 'I'm going to put my wet clothes in the wash basket. Be naked for me when I join you.' 
 
    Heather pulled off her top and, sitting on the bed, removed her socks. Her heartbeat had just about returned to normal and she had recovered her breath. She'd been right about her legs, though; they were still distinctly wobbly. 
 
    Is it time for Naz to experience whirlwinds and hurricanes? she wondered. 
 
    Perhaps it wasn't. The girl clearly had other games in mind. She pranced into the bedroom and went straight to a set of drawers. 'Big enough for you?' she enquired, grinning. 
 
    Heather laughed. The dildo in Naz's hand was rather large and exceedingly knobbly. 
 
    'Well,' Naz said, 'is it?' 
 
    'Oh it's big enough,' Heather replied. 'But it's not what you've got; it's how you use it.' 
 
    'I know that. Lie back. Let's see how wicked I can be.' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    (Friday, 26th April 2002) 
 
    Naz could be very wicked. An hour or so passed with her doing imitations of whirlwinds, hurricanes and tornadoes. Not that she was rough with it. No, she was passionate and persistent but not rough. Heather enjoyed her attentions enormously. In fact right now, while her lover took a timeout, she was impatient to return the favour. 
 
    'Girl-on-girl is such fun,' the Asian girl said, her voice almost a sigh. 'I can't believe you let me string you along so long.' 
 
    'Neither can I. I . . . Hang on, that's my phone.' 
 
    'I thought it was Monty Python's,' Naz sniggered. 
 
    'It's The Liberty Bell,' said Heather, 'a march by Sousa. It's terribly important in American history. The Yanks inaugurate presidents to it.' 
 
    'Does it end in a sound like a fart?' 
 
    'It does on my phone, but not at inaugurations. Er, where are my jeans?' 
 
    'You're not answering your phone when we're in bed together.' 
 
    'We're on the bed, not in it. And that might be Alex.' Heather jumped up into a sitting position. 'I forgot about him, what with your excessive demands. Where are my jeans?' 
 
    'They're probably on the staircase. Heather . . . Hev . . .' 
 
    The jeans were indeed on the staircase. It took her a moment to get to them but, fortunately, the caller wasn't for hanging up. She grabbed the mobile out of her pocket, immediately recognizing the ID. 
 
    Shit, she flapped, what if it's Spider on Alex's phone! 
 
    'Hello,' she said cautiously. 
 
    'Hev, it's me, Alex.' 
 
    'Thank God for that.' Relief washed over her. Then another emotion hit her. Suddenly she understood those mums who smacked their kids for blindly running out into the road, instinctively punishing them for not getting run-over. 'You'd better have a good excuse for today, Alexander Hart.' 
 
    'It's a long story,' he said before starting to sob. 
 
    'Hey,' she said, 'I didn't mean to snap. I've been worried about you; that's all.' Heather crossed her fingers behind her back as she spoke. She should have been worried, obviously. Alex was a guy and guys didn't sob without a good reason. Not unless they were Manchester City fans, and City fans had plenty of reasons. 
 
    'I'm lost,' said Alex, 'lost and penniless. I need help.' 
 
    'Where are you?' 
 
    'I don't know. It looks like the middle of nowhere.' 
 
    Heather remembered seeing Alex's wallet and guessed that was why he was more penniless than usual. 'I'll get you a cab,' she said. 'All you need to do is work out where I need to send it.' 
 
    'I think I'm in the Forest of Bowland, although I haven't seen a tree in a while. As I said, it's the middle of nowhere. I couldn't get a signal until just now. Hold up, there's a crossroads ahead. There might be a signpost.' 
 
    Naz had joined her. Naked as the day she was born, she'd sat herself on one of the higher, dry steps. 'What's up?' she mouthed. 
 
    Heather held up her hand, not sure how to explain in only a few words. 
 
    'There is a signpost,' Alex resumed. 'I'm on a road between Lancaster and Kirkby Lonsdale. The other road is between Gressingham and High Bentham.' 
 
    'Which way are you headed?' 
 
    'I'm going towards Kirkby Lonsdale. That can't be right, can it? That's in Yorkshire.' 
 
    'Us Yorkies get everywhere,' said Heather, 'but it's actually in Cumbria. Never mind that, though, you are going in the wrong direction. You'd be better off heading for Lancaster. No, you'd be better staying where you are. I'll get you that cab.' 
 
    'I think I'll get hyperthermia if I stop walking. And I'm a bit of a mess. No self-respecting cabbie would let me in.' 
 
    'What's happened to you?' 
 
    'I've had a good kicking.' 
 
    Heather grimaced then checked the time. Five past eight. 'I know a man who can,' she said. 'Better still, he's a man who will. Turn around and head for Lancaster. And don't change roads. It might take a while, but I'll get Majid to collect you.' She glanced at Naz. 'Can he bring him here?' 
 
    Naz nodded. 
 
    'Keep on plodding,' Heather advised Alex. 'I'll nip round to the offy and get you medicinal brandy.' She rang off and immediately redialled. 
 
    ''Ow do, chuck. Need a cab?' 
 
    'Hattie, it's me again.' 
 
    'I was just thinking about you. This offer of yours . . . is it like a . . . a date?' 
 
    'Well, yes, but I . . .' 
 
    'You assume a lot, don't you? You have me drinking and dating girls. And me a married woman with kids.' 
 
    'Sorry, I didn't mean to . . .' 
 
    'Offend? Don't worry, you haven't. And yes, I do fancy making a night of it.' 
 
    It took all of Heather's linguistic skills to confirm the tryst without letting on to a patently curious Naz. She then gave Hattie Alex's location, warned he was battered and bruised and asked her to beseech Majid to ride to his rescue. 
 
    'That lad won't take much beseeching,' Hattie replied. 'One mention of your name and he'll be off.' 
 
    Heather filled Naz in as much as she could on Alex. 
 
    'How did he get involved?' Naz's eyes had clouded. 'Spider didn't even know Carrie's name.' 
 
    'That's what's been puzzling me. Maybe Alex can tell us. Come on, lass. Let's get ourselves washed and dressed. Then I'll go and stock up on Courvoisier and witch-hazel.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    (Friday, 26th April 2002) 
 
    Majid pulled up outside Naz's shortly after half past nine. Heather, with Naz at her heels, made a dash for the passenger's side door. At first glance Alex didn't look too bad, apart from a bruised eye, bloody nose and split lip. 
 
    'You fraud,' she said in greeting. 'I was expecting to see someone who'd just gone fifteen rounds with Apollo Creed.' 
 
    'I feel as if I've gone fifteen rounds with Lennox Lewis,' he grumbled. 'And the damage is all under my shirt.' 
 
    'He wouldn't let me take him to Casualty,' said Majid, walking around his vehicle. 'He was hobbling when I found him.' 
 
    'Is there any chance of a hand out of here?' Alex had swivelled in his seat. His feet had made it onto the pavement but that seemed to be as far as he could get. 
 
    Majid hauled him upright and, assisted by Heather, half-carried him indoors. Naz led the way into her lounge and pointed to her settee which was, Heather noted, similar to Rita's, although the old leather was black rather than red-brown. 
 
    'That's the closest I have to a hospital bed,' Naz said. 
 
    'It'll do fine,' said Alex as they lowered him onto it. 'Thanks, Naz. I owe you big-time.' 
 
    Heather frowned at that. She hadn't expected the two to know each other. Then she remembered a half-time conversation some months ago. Alex had been watching their football match, cheering on his sister. It had turned out that some of the players had been watching him spectate. Over slices of orange and lemon tactics were, for once, forgotten. Instead words such as "hot", "beefcake" and "top totty" had been used. Had Naz been deeply involved in that conversation? 
 
    Perhaps she had. 
 
    'I'll get you a cuppa,' Naz said, 'with three sugars to counteract delayed shock. Would you like brandy in it too?' 
 
    'Sounds like a plan.' Alex tried to grin, wincing when his split lip complained. 
 
    'What about you, Majid? Fancy a cuppa?' 
 
    'No thanks. I need to be off.' 
 
    'Not so fast,' said Heather. 'How much do I owe you?' 
 
    'Call it a tenner.' 
 
    'Get out of here. It's got to be thirty or forty quid. Come on; let's go check your meter.' 
 
    Leaving Alex in Naz's care, Heather went outside again with Majid. Quite predictably, Majid glanced in through his wound-down window and said, 'Fair do, call it twenty.' 
 
    Heather pushed him aside and had a look for herself. 'I'll call it forty,' she said. 'Come on, get out of the road.' 
 
    He followed her back onto the pavement and accepted two twenties. 
 
    'Forty quid and a kiss,' she said, smiling. 
 
    Majid's eyes widened but he made no move. Heather, unfazed, made the move for him. Before he knew it she'd shoved him up against his own cab and locked their mouths together. 
 
    Mmmm, she thought, nice, nice, nice! 
 
    Ten minutes was, she reckoned, about par for a first serious kiss. Still pressing her body against his, she asked when he next had a night off. 
 
    'Sunday,' he admitted. 
 
    'Shall we make it my place at seven? I'll make you one of my special curries.' 
 
    'You'll make me a curry?' He laughed. 'You'll order takeaways and pretend they're all your own work. Why don't I come at six and make the curry myself?' 
 
    'Keen, eh? I like that in a man.' Heather very deliberately rubbed her groin against his. Majid's willy had been showing interest for a while now. Come to that, so had her clit. A little friendly rubbing was all it took to get her heart pounding. 
 
    'Six, then?' he gasped. 
 
    'Six then,' she agreed. 'You can make the chapattis and side-salad, I'll do the rest.' 
 
    'Okay. Do I need to bring anything? Apart from wine, I mean.' 
 
    'You drink wine?' 
 
    'Not when I'm working. Otherwise I do wine and beer.' 
 
    'I'll have Shiraz and Pinot. If you want to bring something else, feel free. And don't bother bringing condoms. I rarely use them, but I've loads if that's your thing.' 
 
    She was still rubbing against him. Her heart was pounding as hard as ever. Another kiss was very much in order. 
 
    'Dearie me,' a voice said. 'I should throw a bucket of water over you two.' 
 
    Heather stopped kissing and looked over her shoulder. A little old lady had just passed them. Despite her words, she was grinning. 'Give him one for me, love,' she added before scurrying off to catch last orders in the nearby off-licence. 
 
    'Let's get in the back,' said Heather. 
 
    'What . . .' 
 
    'Come on, Majid,' you heard the lady. 'I've got to give you one. And it won't keep until Sunday.' 
 
    Naz had never expected to see Alex Hart on her battered old settee. Well, not in a battered condition himself. And it was awful to see him in this state. He was dreamily good-looking and a general object of female lust. Normally he was, anyway. Not that he gave out heaps and heaps of encouragement. He had watched a few matches over the years and joined in a few celebrations. He had not, however, shown any interest in any of the players . . . apart from his own flipping sister. 
 
    What a waste! 
 
    She handed him his cuppa . . . a whole pint pot of it . . . and asked if he wanted more brandy. He said yes without even testing his brew. Smiling, Naz went back into the kitchen and grabbed the bottle and three glasses. Heather, she was sure, would not say no. Speaking of Heather . . . 
 
    Naz had a quick look out of the window, seeing her so-called lover devouring Majid's mouth. It wasn't so much shock and disillusionment as suspicions confirmed. Heather had obviously felt attraction to the taxi driver yesterday; it had been written all over her face. She had also made it plain she didn't do "faithful". It was just a bit disappointing that she could go from her arms to Majid's in . . . what, an hour and a half? 
 
    The kind, generous part of Naz's mind suggested Heather was only being friendly. The nasty, spiteful part noted the girl's lower body movement and scoffed. 
 
    How much more friendly can she get? 
 
    'Not drinking your tea?' Naz said to Alex, over-brightly. 
 
    'It hurts my mouth,' he replied miserably. 
 
    'Stay right there,' she countered, 'I'll patch you up.' 
 
    When she came back in the lounge, carrying a bowl of soapy water and a jumbo pack of cotton wool balls, Alex was gingerly sipping straight brandy from a glass. His pot of laced tea seemed to be totally untouched. 'Believe it or not,' she announced, 'I've got experience in this area; four younger siblings' worth of experience.' 
 
    She carefully cleaned his face, using the cotton wool and gentle dabs. Alex's right eye was as good as closed and he flinched when she addressed his nose and mouth. Otherwise he accepted her aid bravely. 
 
    'Now for my master-stoke,' she said. This time she returned from the kitchen with a packet of frozen peas and an ice pop. 'These are black-eyed peas,' she said. 'Well, they are for now, anyway. If you hold them against your bruise long enough the swelling will go down. And this ice pop will numb your lips so you can drink your cuppa. There are three or four brandies in there, by the way, so don't just leave it.' 
 
    Alex did as she said. He looked a prat, what with a packet of Birds Eye clamped to his head while he sucked on a cola-flavoured frozen snack. But the treatment worked. Well, he still had a shiner but his lips recovered enough for him to finish his tea and a second glass of neat brandy. 
 
    'Another cuppa?' she ventured, secretly wondering what on earth Heather was doing. No, cancel that. She was secretly trying not to wonder what Heather was doing. 
 
    Alex surprised her by bursting into tears. 'Thank you,' he said woefully. 'Thank you for being so nice.' 
 
    As a fully qualified big sister Naz knew when hugs were required. She moved onto the settee, taking a place beside him, and held out her arms. 'Come on, Alex. Cry on my shoulder. Let it all out.' 
 
    Alex came to her but missed her shoulder, crying on her tits instead. Naz wasn't unduly concerned. If he didn't mind burying his face in the proximity of erect, bar-belled nipples, then neither did she. 
 
    'Shush, shush,' she whispered, stroking his broad, masculine back, feeling not at all maternal. 'Let it all out.' 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    (Friday, 26th April 2002) 
 
    Naz had come to uni as an eighteen-year-old virgin in a hijab. After a month she'd become a typical student with no hijab, tight blue jeans and even tighter T-shirts. Her parents, the dinosaurs remained (she hoped!) blissfully unaware but she'd already indulged in six of her "seven deadly sins" a goodly while before she arrived. Sex was the one forbidden activity still to be enjoyed . . . not that she hadn't tried kissing and groping. 
 
    For that first month she'd lunched almost exclusively in the refectory. Then, one Thursday at twelve, feeling inexplicably contrary, she'd headed for the Union Bar. It had been busier than she'd expected; busier and a lot more fun than the stuffy old refectory, even if she hadn't really known anyone. She'd noticed Heather, but she was deep in conversation with a scary-looking older woman. It would have seemed rude to intrude. The best bet, she'd decided, was to sit and watch the world go by. 
 
    Not that it went by for long. 
 
    John was the hunkiest guy on Naz's course. Even she, an innocent virgin, had fantasies about John. Sadly, although they were on nodding and smiling terms, he'd shown no interest. Except . . . 
 
    Except that afternoon, bound back from the bar, holding three pints in a well-practiced triangle, he'd given her more than a nod and a smile. Okay, he'd given her a nod and a smile for starters, but then he'd stopped in his tracks and stared at her. It had only been briefly, but long enough to be registered. 
 
    Bemused, Naz watched him walk on and distribute two of the beers to mates. Then he turned and marched back to her table, taking a seat without waiting to be invited. 
 
    'Naz Hussain,' he began in a bantering tone. 'I had you down as an obedient, dutiful Muslim girl.' 
 
    She'd grinned at him. 'I struggle with "obedient" and "dutiful".' 
 
    'So I see.' He nodded at the table. 'You're drinking alcohol. There's a ciggie smoking away to itself in the ashtray. And oh my God, is that a ham sandwich!' 
 
    'Guilty as charged,' she said. 'And I'm not in the least repentant.' 
 
    'Isn't it Ramadan as well?' 
 
    'Not for another month or so. It is prayer time, but not Ramadan.' 
 
    'Do you observe Ramadan?' 
 
    'No.' 
 
    'And do you fancy another pint?' 
 
    'I thought you'd never ask.' 
 
    The chatting up had been natural and fun. Somehow they'd "missed" the afternoon's opening lecture, buying alternate rounds instead. Naz had begun to harbour adventurous, sexy thoughts when John went and spoilt it all. 
 
    'Grace,' she'd echoed. 'Who's Grace when she's at home?' 
 
    'We're sort of seeing each other. Otherwise I'd ask you out.' 
 
    Bloody men! 
 
    That Thursday booze-up had been in late October. Before she knew it, Naz found herself in the year's last lecture. Nay, she found herself in 1999's last lecture, arguably the last lecture of the millennium. Before it kicked off she was approached by John. John had been affable since their afternoon in the bar. Yes, affable but careful not to be alone with her. Or was she just being paranoid? 
 
    'We're off for drinks in the Union afterwards,' he'd said. 'A crowd of us, anyway. Please come along.' 
 
    Her nasty, suspicious side guessed Grace had gone home early; that John was after an easy lay. She was, however, in festive spirits herself, and what harm could befall her if others were there? 
 
    The crowd turned out to be a dozen course-mates, seven female, five male. The Union Bar was big and normally twelve more customers would have made no difference, especially not at three in the afternoon. But not that day. Never mind festive spirits, there'd been that end-of-term feeling in the air for the last fortnight. Even though the Christmas decorations had been up long enough to look weary, the Union was rocking. Standing in a group of a dozen just wasn't possible. 
 
    Naz found herself smiling as, encouraged by others pushing through, their group split from twelve to six, then six sets of two. John ensured he was in her duet. She was a bit flattered by that. He was still probably after the seasonal leg-over, but at least he was consistent. 
 
    And hunky as heck! 
 
    While he battled his way for refills Naz remembered the numbers game. It was seven versus five. Looking around she soon realized there was no danger of mini boys and girls groups. The other four guys had clearly targeted individual women and were valiantly trying to charm. And the two "spare" females didn't seem to feel excluded. In fact they were all over each other. 
 
    'Why are you grinning?' 
 
    Naz took a fresh pint from John and grinned even wider. 'Stacey and Debs,' she said. 'I'd never have guessed.' Then, as the girls in question moved under the nearest mistletoe, 'Wow, look at them go!' 
 
    'There's a lot of it about,' said John. 'Sometimes I wish I was a girl.' 
 
    'Oh for sure; tell that to Grace.' 
 
    'Fat chance of that; she's done one on me.' 
 
    'Yeah, yeah, and I was born yesterday.' 
 
    'No, honestly, Naz. She's run off with another woman.' 
 
    Oh, how Naz had hoped that was true! Somehow she'd raised a scornful laugh. 'You're overdoing the lesbian angle, John. It doesn't ring true.' 
 
    In response John grabbed one of their male course-mates. 'Michael, tell Naz what happened with Grace.' 
 
    Michael's eyes lit up. No way could he have faked it. 'She effed off with Scary Spice,' he said. 'What a lucky bitch!' 
 
    Naz's well-sculpted eyebrows lifted beyond her hairline. 'Scary Spice,' she said. 
 
    'Well, not the real Scary Spice. She's a student who looks just like her. And I mean just like her.' 
 
    'Your enthusiasm is overwhelming,' said John. 
 
    Michael laughed. 'It's nothing personal, but given the choice between waking up next to you or her? No wonder Grace jumped ship.' 
 
    Alone again, pressed ever closer by the throng, Naz looked into John's eyes. That intimate contact was too much. Her mouth set off without co-ordinating with her brain. 
 
    'So now are you going to ask me out?' 
 
    Twenty minutes later they were in her bed. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    For a very first lover Naz couldn't have done better. John was kind, gentle and considerate . . . not qualities she associated with typical men. After nervously stripping each other naked he'd eased her onto the bed and kissed her down there. Licked her down there . . . 
 
    Naz had been instantly converted. Her previous, self-inflicted orgasms were insignificant compared to the ones John inspired. Up until that moment she'd thought sex involved a slow build-up and one big cum. John had suddenly, almost effortlessly proved she didn't need "slow" and could cum time after time. 
 
    And then he'd fucked her. 
 
    She'd heard all the horror stories, naturally; stories about tearing and ripping, bruising and bleeding. It hadn't been like that for her. Trembling, as excited as she'd ever been, she'd watched John get out a condom and roll it onto his cock. Then, as willing as willing could be, she'd allowed penetration. 
 
    John had been kind, gentle and considerate at that, too. Or maybe he'd got her aroused beyond reason. Whatever, he'd slid inside her without encountering any obstruction at all. Slid inside her then skilfully, deftly, fucked her and fucked her and fucked her. 
 
    Then, when she'd climbed down off the ceiling, he did it again. 
 
    Next morning Naz had felt strangely ungrateful. Maybe she hadn't been convinced about the Grace and Scary story (even though it subsequently proved to be true). Or maybe it was something else. Whatever, after another, matey-matey mid-morning jump she'd bared her heart. 
 
    'I don't want a regular boyfriend,' she'd told him. 'But I do want an occasional lover. If you want to be occasional, then great, you're "it".' 
 
    'You don't want steady?' 
 
    'No, like I said, I want occasional. Oh, and it has to be jealousy-free in both directions.' 
 
    She'd seen the flicker of disbelief in John's eyes. Then he'd laughed. 'Okay. That sounds grown-up and civilized. When's my next date?' 
 
    Naz had settled on once a fortnight and the arrangement was still ongoing. Not that his access had been exclusive. She hadn't said "jealousy-free" for nothing. Lack of commitment had been part of their "grown-up and civilized" agreement. Once every week or so had become the norm. Well, once every week or so with John had become the norm. 
 
    Nowadays, twenty-nine months since she'd broken her duck, Naz had a different view on sex. Instead of sex being an imaginary concept it was a very real, practical probability. John might still be a regular but she'd had lots and lots of lovers; maybe as many as twenty. Okay, so ten of them had been one-off, one-night stands, but the others . . . 
 
    Still stroking Alex's broad back, she chuckled. Right now, including John, she had as many as four "occasional" lovers. It was a bit of a juggling act to keep them unaware of each other but (so far) she was coping. And four was a number that suited her. Kept well-co-ordinated and supplemented with one-nighters, four lovers guaranteed sex at least every second night. 
 
    Except now she had four lovers and Heather. 
 
    And Heather was better than all the others put together. 
 
    Naz had met Heather shortly before their very first "Economics and . . ." lecture. Having Bradford in common they'd bonded almost instantly. At the time, without a lesbian thought in her head, Naz had seen Heather as sexy, vital and fun. In fact she'd admired her. 
 
    Tall, darkly tanned and full of va-va-voom, what was there not to admire! 
 
    For long enough that initial bonding had been as far as it went. Their one point of contact had been their weekly joint lecture. Sometimes they'd sit together but usually they just nodded and swapped smiles. When they did speak Heather always kicked off with the same question: "What news from home?" 
 
    That question made Naz laugh every time. It conjured up images of nineteenth century settlers, six weeks' sail from London, keen for news of Prince Albert's health and the latest instalments of A Tale of Two Cities. 
 
    Things changed later, right at the start of their second year. The previous season Naz had, courtesy of a big bust-up, become the vice-captain of what was now "Carrie City". Despite the very crap name, Carrie's Carrie City had been far and away the best side in the university's internal league. They had won the leadership, the playoffs and two out of three cups. All the players (Naz very much included) rued that third cup defeat. They had blown the semi-final by sheer bad luck and it still rankled. The target for the second season was to sweep the board. Nothing less would do. 
 
    So then: the trials. Carrie City was the team to be in. Defending champions of just about everything, no other side had the allure. Ten of last season's squad were still at uni, all eager to be involved. So too were plenty of newcomers. While the rest of the teams picked squads based on reputations and friendships, Carrie City was going to be selected professionally and ruthlessly. 
 
    Carrie's trials took the form of two ninety minute matches on her "home" pitch (all the league's pitches were bunched together; an "away" fixture might entail a walk of an extra couple of hundred yards). As there were two dozen candidates the games had been twelve-a-side, to give everyone equal chance to shine. And everyone turned up for both. 
 
    Naz would never forget that first match, held on a Wednesday afternoon. Or rather, she'd never forget the impact Heather had had on the crowded dressing room. 
 
    Oh my, she'd thought as the other girl discarded her student's clobber and, stark naked, started up a conversation with the girl changing next to her. My, oh my! 
 
    She had, of course, known Heather was beautiful. She'd known she was tall and tanned and had the most wonderful mane of hair. She'd known the girl had curves and bumps in all the right places. But seeing her naked . . . 
 
    Naz could remember glancing around the dressing room. Everybody was staring at Heather, some of them with their tongues hanging out. 
 
    Amazonian: that wasn't quite the right word for her, but it was close. Her body was strong, obviously athletic yet above all womanly, and shockingly so. Naz had always had an eye for detail but initially struggled to see beyond the initial wow factor. Fortunately, Heather hadn't been in any hurry to get into her kit, so there had been ample opportunity to study. 
 
    Skin first. Flawless and not too many shades lighter than Naz's own. Heather must have holidayed somewhere hot because she had a white patch where tiny bikini bottoms had been. Well, the patch looked white in contrast to the rest of her. In reality she was healthily tanned there, too. Tits . . . no sign of any patches; she must have left her bikini tops at home. No doubt neighbouring sunbathers had been grateful for that; her tits were firm and round and just about perfect, crowned with nice, dark brown areolae and very prominent nipples. 
 
    And where to begin with the rest of her? She had a narrow waist between comparatively wide hips and shoulders. Her legs were long but not disproportionate, muscled and powerful-looking but smooth and feminine. 
 
    Dragging her eyes away, Naz got into her own kit then sat on a bench to fasten her boots. 
 
    'Manchester United?' a voice said, mockingly. 
 
    It was Heather, still naked but holding a white football shirt. Trials didn't warrant two full kit washes, so they were all in personal gear and responsible for their own laundering. 
 
    'Leeds United?' Naz countered. 'I stole mine off a one-night stand. What's your excuse?' 
 
    'Similar circumstances, I'm afraid. Believe it or not, mine used to sleep in this.' 
 
    'Did he wear it on the job?' 
 
    'Did he?' Heather laughed. 'No, I'm capable of all sorts, but I couldn't have submitted to a lover in a Leeds shirt.' 
 
    Finally kitted-up, they walked to the pitch together. Carrie was waiting with piles of red and blue bibs. 
 
    'I'll have blue,' she said. 'You can have first pick.' 
 
    Erring on the side of caution, Naz picked one of last season's better players. Carrie followed suit and that went on until all ten known quantities had been chosen. Not having a clue about the ability of the others, Naz then picked Heather, working on the principle that she might as well select a side that looked good, world-beaters or not. 
 
    Heather excelled in those ninety minutes. Occupying the middle of midfield, she was head-to-head with Carrie and matched her tackle for tackle. Surprised at first (nobody matched Carry on the football field!), Naz had really enjoyed watching their clashes. Carrie was, she supposed, the more skilled of the two but Heather had the three sporting essentials: she was fitter, faster and stronger. She was also capable of winning forty-sixty challenges as well as most of the fifty-fifties. 
 
    Afterwards, as the last few stragglers emerged from the showers, Carrie gave one of her trademark debriefs. Normally she did this bare-chested with a towel tied around her waist. That day she did it stark bollock naked. Naz had sniggered at that, suspecting her captain was trying to compete with their new star player. Okay, tits-wise it was a contest. Otherwise she was wasting her time. 
 
    'Good efforts all round,' Carrie began. 'I've got plenty of food for thought. Will everyone be back for another go on Saturday?' 
 
    Everyone indicated they would be. 
 
    'Excellent,' said Carrie. 'After Saturday's trial I'm going to finalize my squad of fifteen . . .' 
 
    'Fifteen,' one of the newcomers echoed. 
 
    'That's the league limit,' Carrie explained. 'I wish it was higher, but I understand why it is what it is. Let's face it: we can only use two subs. If I had a squad of twenty-four, eleven girls would be twiddling their thumbs every week. And we're all here because we want to be playing, aren't we?' 
 
    'There are still options for those who miss out,' Naz put in. 'At least two other teams are still looking for players.' 
 
    'Yeah,' someone called from the back. 'Helen's Hellcats have vacancies.' 
 
    That brought jeers and laughter. The Hellcats had gone through last season disastrously, losing and drawing right, left and centre . . . mostly losing. They had only won their very last match, and that had been on a day when, in footballing parlance, the opposition were "already on the beach". 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    The second trial was held on a gloriously sunny morning. That time Naz got the choice of bib colour and Carrie had first pick, choosing Heather without hesitation. Naz would have picked Heather ahead of the rest herself, to even out the midfields again. The thought of facing a Carrie/Heather combo had made her groan inwardly. Even so, when Carrie kicked off with Heather in goals she'd been bemused as much as relieved. 
 
    Why of why has she done that, she'd wondered. Jessie hardly let anything past her last season. She's nailed-on as goalie. 
 
    Nothing much happened for the opening ten minutes or so. Naz's red bibs had done a lot of pressing without giving Heather a lot to do. Then the trialist centre forward caught a long through-ball and hammered it goal-ward. Hurling her body acrobatically into the air, Heather tipped the shot over the bar. 
 
    And then, from the resultant corner, Naz had had a golden opportunity to score. Her forehead made perfect contact with the ball, sending it crashing down onto the goal-line, mere inches inside the post. 
 
    'Goal!' she yelled, like Pele before her. 
 
    Landing and standing open-mouthed as Heather flew along the line and somehow batted it away. 
 
    Gordon Banks might have been proud of such a save but Carrie didn't seem impressed. Next time the ball went out of play she shuffled players around, putting Heather at left back. Not at all fazed, Heather immediately nullified Naz's right-side attacking threat and embarked on a series of daring overlapping runs, most of them culminating in accurate, left-footed crosses. 
 
    Fifteen minutes before halftime Carrie reshuffled again. She put Heather on the right wing where, beating defenders for fun, she sent over a series of accurate, right-footed crosses. 
 
    Naz, 3-2 down at the interval, tried to work out what Carrie was up to. Testing character? Testing adaptability? Or was she demonstrating how powerful she was? Heather wasn't the only one who'd been moved from pillar to post, otherwise she'd have suspected victimisation was afoot. 
 
    The second half was better forgotten as the Carrie/Heather combo in midfield was finally unleashed. Naz's reds rarely got out of their own half and she felt lucky to only lose 9-3. 
 
    Carrie conducted her debrief stark naked again. 'More good efforts all round,' she began. 'Before we adjourn to the Union I have some interesting information. Assuming nobody's heard about Thursday's League meeting, that is.' 
 
    Heads were shaken, Naz's among them. She'd been supposed to attend but had a prior engagement with a big black guy called Ricky. No way would she have forsaken him for a stuffy old meeting. 
 
    'We discussed two things,' Carry went on, 'the massive interest shown in joining up this season. And playing time, which is a much older chestnut. 
 
    'We agreed straightaway that sticking to a league of nine teams was not the way to go. So this season, as well as Helen's Hellcats, there's going to be Hellcats 2, Hellcats 3 and Hellcats 4. That's an extra forty-five places to cater for the extra interest. It also cuts out the need to miss a week as "the ninth team."' 
 
    Naz had thought that was an excellent idea. Judging from expressions, so did nearly everyone else. 
 
    Carrie hadn't finished yet. 'Some of you scoffed when I mentioned the Hellcats on Wednesday. This season is going to be different. Helen only had eight returning players, including herself. She's very nobly agreed to give up six of them, two to each new team. In effect, each pair will be captain and vice-captain. Between the four captains they're agreeing . . . probably have already agreed . . . a sort of draft pick arrangement. 
 
    'What I'm trying to say is that we're going to have four new teams with hardly any baggage from last year; four completely fresh starts.' 
 
    'You mentioned playing time,' prompted a voice from the ranks. 
 
    'That is a very good point. Last season we all had two subs and they usually only got ten minutes at the end of a game. This season we're having four, so the whole squad is involved every week. Better still, this season all four subs have to be used for minimally thirty minutes every match. So whoever you sign up for, you are guaranteed at least half an hour every week.' 
 
    The survivors from last season particularly liked that. No more sitting on the bench, praying for minor, match-ending injuries. 
 
    'That's it from me,' Carrie concluded. 'Thank you all for turning out. I'll put the squad on the notice board outside the Union in half an hour. And there will be representatives from the Hellcats in the bar itself, keen to sign new recruits.' 
 
    Helen waved to Carrie and Naz as they entered the Union Bar. She'd bagged a quiet table (as quiet as you could get in there, anyhow) and had her nose in a small notepad. 
 
    Naz grinned at her. Helen was larger than life with a mass of blonde curls. Although she claimed to be "big-boned" there wasn't a visible ounce of fat on her. And, unlike most of her team last year, she was very good at football. She was also exceptionally good-looking and often seen out and about with one guy or another. Of course she was in demand; looks aside, she was a genuine people person. 
 
    'Here she is,' said Carrie, surprisingly jovial. 'Come to pilfer our best prospects.' 
 
    'I love you too,' Helen replied. 'Are you going to the bar, by any chance? I seem to have forgotten my purse.' 
 
    Armed with pints of thirst-quenching shandy they huddled around the table. 'How's it going?' Carrie asked. 
 
    Helen consulted her notepad. 'Wendy's Witches have got twelve players . . .' 
 
    'Wendy's Witches?' said Naz. 
 
    'That's Hellcats 2, to you. We're officially changing names on Monday. Sophie's Sex Kittens . . .' 
 
    'No way,' said Carrie, cutting her off. 'The League won't accept that.' 
 
    'I just knew you'd object. Okay, Sophie's Sirens have got thirteen players. So have Angela's Angels. I've got eight, counting myself, so we need fourteen more between us.' 
 
    'I thought you'd agreed a draft pick, to keep things even.' 
 
    'We have. I traded some picks yesterday.' Helen pretended to shudder. 'What a busy day that was. I daren't think how many lectures the four of us skipped.' 
 
    'Where are the other three?' 
 
    'It's the weekend. They're all up to various forms of no good. I'm trusted to have the first six picks and then make one each for them. Nine is right, isn't it?' 
 
    'Yes, I think they're all here.' Carrie produced some blank team sheets and passed one to Naz. 'Write your fifteen in appropriate positions. I'll do the same. Then we'll compare. Wherever we agree, we've got a squad member. Where we don't agree, we discuss.' 
 
    Helen chatted cheerfully away as her companions deliberated and wrote. 'I'm missing a goalkeeper,' she said. 'That's my biggest concern. Keeper aside, we can easily fill the last few places after I've charmed your unlucky nine.' 
 
    'I came across a good keeper this morning,' said Carrie. 'And here she comes. Cover up your team sheet, Naz.' 
 
    'Sorry to interrupt,' Heather began. 'But I've a confession to make. You need to hear it before you commit yourselves to anything.' 
 
    'I hope it's a rude one,' said Helen. 
 
    Heather seemed to notice her for the first time. She looked into the blonde's eyes and Naz actually felt something pass between them. 
 
    Wow, what was that! 
 
    'I'm afraid it's not at all rude,' Heather said. 'You'll have to join me at the bar for the rude ones.' Then, addressing Carrie, 'You know I play hockey . . .' 
 
    'Hmmm, let me think,' Carrie said dryly. 'Would you be the Heather Hunter who scores at will for our internationally famous first XI?' 
 
    'Yeah, well . . . I saw the fixtures this morning. We've got Wednesdays this time, as well as Saturdays. Not a lot, but I heard what you said about playing time . . .' 
 
    'How many Wednesdays have you got?' 
 
    'There are four in the league and at least one in a new cup competition. They're all evening matches, so the two at home won't be a problem. I'll just play one game after the other. The away ones are in Plymouth and Aberdeen, though. We'll be travelling while you're playing.' 
 
    'Where is this cup match?' 
 
    'They haven't made the draw yet. It could be home or local. Or we could be back in Aberdeen.' 
 
    'Do allow me to consult with Naz.' 
 
    They left Heather and Helen chatting together and strategically retreated. 'Did you pick her?' Carrie began. 
 
    'Of course I did. She was the first name I put down.' 
 
    'What, before me?' Carrie chuckled. 'No, don't answer that. Where did you put her?' 
 
    'Next to you, in midfield.' 
 
    'What do think about the hockey?' 
 
    'It's only two matches. And our fixtures aren't out yet. With any luck we'll only be playing friendlies when she's unavailable.' 
 
    'With three new teams we won't be playing so many friendlies. And what if they go on a Wednesday evening cup run? It's got to be a possibility.' 
 
    Naz really wanted Heather on board. She really, really did. 'We cross our fingers,' she said, 'and hope they get drawn at places like Salford or Bradford.' 
 
    'Okay, that's enough. Management decision made.' 
 
    Heather and Helen had certainly hit it off while they'd been consulting. If Helen had got any closer she'd have been sitting on Heather's knee. 
 
    'Is she offering you the earth to play in the Hellcats' goals?' Carrie's tone was derisive. 'Don't listen to her, Heather. You're running City's midfield with me.' 
 
    'What about playing time?' 
 
    'We don't have to name four subs. In fact we don't have to name any subs if we're short. Thirty minutes applies to the ones we do name. And welcome on board, Heather.' 
 
    Heather shook Carrie's hand, grinned at Naz and patted Helen on the shoulder. Naz watched her all the way back to the bar. 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    The present-day, 2002 Naz carried on stroking Alex's back, picturing Heather walking back to the bar a year and a half ago. As she'd watched the girl's so-sexy ass her mind had slipped back to the night after the first football trial. She had gone to bed early, in preparation for her upcoming date with Ricky, and ended up cumming in her sleep. 
 
    That is to say she'd woken with a start and an awful feeling she'd had a wet dream. 
 
    Eyes wide open but seeing little in the darkened room, she'd had a feel of her bottom sheet. Yep, no doubt about it, there was a damp patch all right; a damn' big one. 
 
    And there was no doubt about the dream that had caused it. On waking Naz couldn't normally recall dreams but she'd remembered that one sure enough . . . and it hadn't been about what she hoped to find in Ricky's boxers. 
 
    She'd been dreaming about Heather. No, she'd been dreaming erotically about Heather. 
 
    Her cheeks had flushed. She'd never had erotic dreams about girls before. The thought of women having sex together had played no part in even her wildest fantasies. Yet there she was, creating a lot of unnecessary washing! 
 
    And that sheet had been fresh on that morning; it was supposed to last to Friday at least!! 
 
    Curious, she tried to remember the finer details of her dream. They'd been naked and kissing; kissing and caressing. Then, staring into her eyes, Heather had touched her there, directly on her man in the boat . . . 
 
    And she had immediately flooded the bed. 
 
    Lying flat on her back in the dark Naz realized she was still excited. Her nipples were rock-hard, her heart was fluttering and her body felt as if it was about to explode. There was only one way to deal with those symptoms, wasn't there? And it needed doing fast, before she really did detonate. 
 
    Determined to think straight thoughts about Ricky, she slipped her hand between her legs and was surprised by the wetness. She never had difficulty self-lubricating, but was rarely as soggy as this! 
 
    Pretending Ricky's boxers were off and he was hung like a horse, she started to rub her outer lips . . . 
 
    And found herself staring into emerald green eyes; Heather's emerald green eyes. 
 
    Shrugging off the image almost angrily, she rubbed a little harder and tried to concentrate on a rigid cock. 
 
    But it was no use. Heather's eyes were back and, before she knew it, she'd cum. 
 
    Again!! 
 
    In fact she'd cum so quickly it was premature. Her body still needed more. Telling herself that nobody would ever know, she made an "if you can't beat 'em" sort of decision. Instead of limiting herself to a few straight thoughts about Ricky, she'd think lots of kinky thoughts about Heather. 
 
    It worked. Her pussy responded to her renewed touch in a more acceptable, controlled manner. And her brain was content to let her conjure up memories of Hev's bare backside and lovely round tits; it didn't just restrict to staring into her eyes. 
 
    The third climax was long in arriving but more than worth the wait. New Year's Eve fireworks went off crazily, tidal waves crashed against cliffs and volcanoes erupted. It was definitely a biggest and most certainly a best. 
 
    That was brilliant, she decided, gasping for breath. And it was one-off brilliant. My little secret; I did it and I'll never do it again. 
 
    Ten minutes later, unable to get back to sleep, she found herself wondering what real-life lesbians actually did to each other. The little bit of porn she'd watched always involved guys. Perhaps she should see what she could find on the Internet . . . purely in the interests of research, of course. She wasn't going to jill while she watched. Honestly she wasn't. 
 
    And she wasn't going to think about Hev either; not when she was jilling, anyway. Hev was straight as a die. Using her as a masturbatory image was not the done thing. 
 
    Ten minutes after that decision was made she was frigging herself with two fingers and thinking about Heather. And ten minutes after that . . . 
 
    'Earth to Naz, are you reading me?' 
 
    Naz hastily dragged herself back a few days to Saturday lunchtime in the Union Bar. Carrie and Helen were looking at her inquisitively. Who knew what her expression must have been like! Those two were grinning, so it had probably mirrored her thoughts. 
 
    'Just giving my selections final contemplation,' she lied. 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    Between them Naz and Carrie had agreed on thirteen players. That left four to discuss and reduce to two. Then, for Helen's benefit, they discussed the other seven. To be fair to her, Helen flagged up one of the most recommended girls as "exactly what Wendy needs" and wrote "witches" next to her name. 
 
    'Okay, Carrie said, having rewritten her lucky fifteen in alphabetical order. 'I'll pin this up then take the flak.' 
 
    'I'll spread the word,' Naz volunteered. 'En route to the bar, that is.' 
 
    'Give me two minutes' start,' said Carrie. 
 
    It turned out giving a start wasn't an option. As soon as Carrie left the table a posse of anxious lady footballers set off in her wake. 
 
    'You look relaxed,' Naz observed, 'for someone about to share Carrie's flak.' 
 
    'She won't get a lot,' said Helen. 'Extra teams and the new subs rule will see to that. If only the real Football League was as pro-active as we are!' 
 
    Not everyone had flooded out after Carrie. Heather was standing at the bar with Beth and Philippa (a girl better known as "Phil" and dangerous to address as "Pippa"). Naz did her best not to frown. Beth and Phil were openly lesbian and might . . . or might not . . . be in a relationship. If they were shagging she suspected their agreement was along grown-up and civilized lines. They were both often seen out and about with other girls. 
 
    And more to the point, those two ladies had definitely got their tongues out when Heather took her kit off. She couldn't have noticed them leering, could she? She wouldn't be cheerfully hobnobbing if she knew what they were like. 
 
    'Naz,' said Heather, waving to the barman, 'just in time. It's my round.' She ordered four Marston's then put a hand to her mouth, as if trying to plug a gaffe. 'Beer is all right for you, isn't it?' 
 
    'I'm gagged,' said Naz. 'Right now I'd drink Marston's through a sweaty sock.' 
 
    'Fortunately they have clean pint glasses in here,' said Beth. Then, narrowing her eyes, 'Go on; tell us. Are we in or not?' 
 
    Naz took her pint from Heather and had a mighty swig, half-finishing it in one. 'Carrie's put the list up on the board.' 
 
    'We noticed the exodus.' 
 
    'So?' 
 
    'So save our tired legs and tell us.' 
 
    Naz drained her glass, prompting Heather to get her a refill. 
 
    'Poor thing needs to catch up,' she said to the barman. 
 
    'Tell me about it,' Naz agreed. Then, finding she couldn't be arsed to drag out the suspense: 'Yep, you're in; all three of you.' 
 
    Beth and Phil had been two of last season's stars. Naz had supposed it was arrogance that stopped them from joining the exodus. Right then, as they bumped knuckles, she realized they'd been unsure and ever-so-slightly nervous. 
 
    'Welcome to the team,' Beth said to Heather, holding out her fist. 
 
    'I'm in the squad,' said Heather, bumping it nevertheless. 
 
    'Like fuck,' said Phil, offering up her knuckles. 'If you don't start every match, I'll eat Beth's knickers.' 
 
    'And not for the first time,' Beth said. 
 
    Naz gratefully accepted her second proper pint. 'I know I'm management . . . sort of . . . but don't I get to bump knuckles? I am in the team as well, you know.' 
 
    The other three solemnly went through the ritual. 
 
    'Seeing you're our spy in the management camp,' Beth resumed, 'tell us about Dani. Did she make it as well?' 
 
    'Would that be Dani Smith or Dani Drinkwater?' 
 
    'Dani Drinkwater.' 
 
    'Yes, she's in.' 
 
    'Great,' said Beth. 'That makes four of us, at least. With any luck we might make up half of the starting eleven. That's counting Naz as a curious half-of-a-lesbian, of course.' 
 
    Naz sighed wearily. 'Beth keeps insisting I'm bi-curious,' she explained to Heather. Then, turning back to Beth: 'Are you sure about Dani Drinkwater?' 
 
    'Her live-in lover's called "Felicity". And she's even cuter than her name.' 
 
    Secretly . . . purely as an observation . . . Naz thought Dani was cute. So what on earth did Felicity look like? 
 
    Heather seemed as relaxed as always. Playful lesbian talk either went over her head or didn't bother her. Determined to be playful herself, Naz said, 'Come on, Beth, spill 'em: if there's at least four, who is the other one?' 
 
    Beth laughed delightedly. 'You don't know, do you? You really don't know.' 
 
    'You should have joined the Girls' Society,' Phil put in, 'then you wouldn't have to ask.' 
 
    'It's me,' said Heather. 'I knew my signals weren't being picked up.' 
 
    An elevator descended in Naz's tummy. Fast. 'I know you're attractive to women . . .' she began as bravely as she could. 
 
    'Whooo,' went Beth. 'Get out of that closet, girl!' 
 
    '. . . but I didn't know you were in the Girls' Society. That's . . . well, pretty extreme, isn't it?' 
 
    'Not really,' said Heather. 'Not by my standards.' 
 
    'Heather showed up to all the early meetings,' Phil said. 'Then she effed off. We weren't evil enough for her.' 
 
    'So you've known each other a while?' 
 
    'Not intimately,' said Beth. 'Worst luck.' 
 
    'Back then these two were so much in love.' Heather grinned. 'They only had eyes for each other. Me, I had eyes for every girl that moved.' 
 
    'Yeah,' said Beth. 'So long as they were over twenty-one and up for everything.' 
 
    'So I like older women. What's your problem?' 
 
    'I don't have one. But why don't you give Phil the afternoon she's been dreaming of? She was twenty-one last week.' Beth grinned. 'Meanwhile, I'll attend to the needs Naz doesn't admit she has.' 
 
    'I'm on a bit of a promise today,' said Heather, 'sorry and all that, Phil. How does Wednesday, after the warm-up match work for you? I'll give you the full nine yards of a promise, if that's what it takes.' 
 
    Phil spluttered over her latest mouthful of beer. 'Well,' she finally managed. 'If you insist . . .' 
 
    'Bring an overnight bag.' Heather was grinning broadly now. 'And don't forget your toothbrush.' 
 
    'Fucking Hell,' said Beth. 'Why didn't I suggest you and me?' 
 
    Naz had looked on, bemused. If she'd been surprised by her companions' openness, she was totally staggered by the casual way they hooked up . . . or seemed to hook up. 
 
    Are they taking the mick, she wondered, or are their spirits really so free? 
 
    'Heather, you've crapped out,' Beth began. 'But . . .' 
 
    'I have not crapped out,' Heather objected. 'I've rearranged to a mutually convenient date.' 
 
    'What about finding a mutually convenient date for me?' 
 
    'You're too pushy. You'll get a date, but I'm going to make you wait for it.' 
 
    'Typical bisexual,' Beth retorted. 'Only lezzie when it suits you.' 
 
    'Huh,' went Heather. 'I bet I'm more on the lezzie side of bi than you are.' 
 
    Beth was up for the argument. 'Okay, put numbers on it.' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'How many men have you had sex with?' 
 
    'Define sex.' 
 
    'Now you're typical private school. You should be studying politics.' Beth rolled her eyes. 'Okay, I'll spell it out for you. How many men have put their cocks in your pussy, jiggled it about a bit, and then squirted in you?' 
 
    'Four,' Heather said, still grinning. 
 
    'Four! That's practically slutty. How many different women have you had?' 
 
    'You'll have to define sex with women, or it'll be thousands.' 
 
    'In your dreams,' Beth spoke curtly but was wearing a matching grin nevertheless. 'For the purposes of this exercise, we'll count in orgasms. And we'll count either way, yours or hers: a minimum of one cum between you counts as a scalp. So how many have you had?' 
 
    'It's tricky to be sure, but enough to put men at ten per cent.' 
 
    'You've had forty girlfriends!' 
 
    Naz had been as astounded as Beth sounded. At that point in time, in her first ten months of sexual activity, she'd had five boyfriends. And she considered five to be borderline promiscuous. 
 
    'Check out your maths,' Heather said, grinning back at Beth. 'Forty would put me at nine per cent. I'm somewhere around the thirty-five mark.' Then, sounding purposeful: 'What about you? I've shown you mine. Now show me yours.' 
 
    'Only two men,' said Beth. 'So I'm twice as lezzie as you.' 
 
    'Ah, ah, not according to the percentages. Not yet. How many girls have you had?' 
 
    'My girls were all women.' Beth was patently hedging. She made a show of counting up on her fingers before admitting: 'Ten.' 
 
    'Ten to two, that's seventeen per cent. Confirming me as near enough twice as lezzie as you.' 
 
    'Not if you look at the bigger picture.' 
 
    'Which is?' 
 
    'I had sex with two men . . . once each.' Beth made a face. 'What a mistake. Yuk and never again. I've had sex dozens of times with those ten women. God knows what it adds up to, but it must pushing two hundred. That puts my percentage for men to women somewhere in low single figures.' 
 
    'I agree. But I can match that. I had sex with three of my men twice and one man just the once. That's seven . . . well, seven sessions. Obviously I didn't restrict myself to once a night. There was always a chance practice would make perfect, wasn't there?' 
 
    'Obviously,' said Phil. 'It's like kissing frogs, isn't it?' 
 
    'I've never tried that.' Heather laughed. 'I know what you mean, though. Anyway, there are a few one-night-stands in my thirty-five, but the rest have all been back for more. My percentage must be in low single figures too.' 
 
    'So we're equal?' Beth asked, hopefully. 
 
    'I'll call it a draw on the second front if you admit defeat on the first.' 
 
    Beth shrugged and rounded on Phil. 'Support, please! Blast her out of the water.' 
 
    'I can't,' Phil said. 'My numbers are the same as yours, except one of the guys had two sessions. My percentages will be worse.' 
 
    'Twice?' said Beth. 'What the fuck did you do that for?' 
 
    'I thought I enjoyed it first time. I was wrong.' 
 
    Heather ordered more beer. Naz darted in, paying for it, always keen to stand her corner. 
 
    'Aren't you going to ask me?' she said when they were all re-armed. 
 
    'I wasn't going to,' said Beth. 'But if you insist . . .' 
 
    'Zero girls,' she began. 
 
    'Boo, hiss!' went Phil. 
 
    'But I've had five guys. They're all English, but with a variety of backgrounds.' She could feel her face heating up. 'I don't know why I told you that.' 
 
    'You told us because you wanted to share,' said Beth. 'Come on, girl, enlarge.' 
 
    Maybe she had wanted to share. 'My latest is a black guy,' she began, 'with grandparents in Jamaica. Before him there was a Chinese guy with a cockney accent. And before that there was an Indian who was born in Oldham. And two white guys: one from Newcastle, the other from Bristol.' 
 
    'Were they all one-nighters?' 
 
    'The Indian was. The others are all still caught in my net, to one degree or another.' 
 
    'No Pakistanis,' Beth grinned, 'why not?' 
 
    'No particular reason. Subconsciously I might be afraid of rumours getting back to the dinosaurs. But I haven't made it a policy. Avoiding them, I mean.' 
 
    'Five's not bad going,' Heather observed. 'You're much more experienced with men than any of us. Obviously you like it.' 
 
    'I do,' Naz admitted. 'I take it you aren't completely averse yourself.' 
 
    'I like the sex. It's men themselves who bore me.' 
 
    'In more ways than one,' Beth sniggered. 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    The booze-up fizzled out when Helen joined them, hogging Heather's attention. It was soon apparent that the bubble-haired blonde had been the one making "a bit of a promise". It was also soon apparent that Heather was eager to take her up on it. 
 
    Just like that, Naz thought. And they've only known each other five minutes! 
 
    Her phone vibrated while she was walking home. 
 
    'Naz, it's me, Hev. You left without saying goodbye.' 
 
    'Sorry Heather. You seemed otherwise engaged.' Then, frowning, 'How did you get my number?' 
 
    'I'm very resourceful.' 
 
    'I'm sure you are. Er . . . Are you still in the Union?' 
 
    'I'm in the little girls' room, away from prying ears. The others are still at the bar. Phil isn't speaking to Helen because she's coming home with me. Beth's offering Phil all sorts of favours, trying to thaw her out. My money's on them ending up in one bed or another.' 
 
    'Surely not yours,' said Naz, misunderstanding. 
 
    'It's only a single. There's just room for me and Helen. They can look out for themselves.' 
 
    'Why are you ringing; to tell me off for not saying goodbye?' 
 
    'No, I'm ringing because I wish it was you coming home with me. Nothing against Helen, but I really do. Maybe it'll happen one day, eh?' 
 
    Naz couldn't remember how she'd answered that. She'd probably said something clumsy and gauche. But she had been immensely flattered and excited. And she had seriously wondered if ESP had been involved. 
 
    Can she possibly know about Wednesday night, she'd wondered. Or does she just know me better than I know myself? 
 
    Either way, the resolution to drop Hev from her fantasies was forgotten. From that day on she'd felt a little thrill every time she set eyes on that particular teammate, fully dressed or not. Hev had sensed it, too. She blatantly flirted at every opportunity. And Naz blatantly flirted back. 
 
    She also did plenty of on-line research on lesbian sex, becoming quite an expert on the subject. 
 
    That second year season had been notable in several ways. As hoped and expected, Carrie City won every trophy going. Carrie won Captain of the Year. Heather won Player of the Year. Naz herself won Leading Goal-scorer of the Year. Much more amazingly, Helen's Hellcats finished the league in a very respectable third position. 
 
    Carrie City's last game that season was the most prodigious cup final, played on a Friday evening to make it feel even more special. Alcohol was consumed in the changing room after a 3-1 win. Then it was off to the Union to celebrate in earnest. Naz was practically at the bar when she realized she'd left her shin pads. 
 
    She'd cursed as she went back to the changing room. Her pads were old and battered, worth next to nothing but important to her. She'd been wearing them when she got a horror tackle in a big grudge match. The other girl had flown in wildly, breaking her own leg in the process. Naz had been bruised but able to run off the pain. Those pads were lucky. She couldn't bear the idea of them being casually thrown out by the cleaners. 
 
    A janitor was waiting to lock up the building. He was Polish, with little command of English. Relieved she'd got there in time she held up three fingers, signifying she wouldn't be long. He nodded at that so she scurried inside, anxious to get back for beer. 
 
    Normally Carrie City used Changing Room 20, which was associated with Pitch J, their home turf. For the big final they'd been allocated Changing Room 30, which was associated with Pitch A, easily the best playing surface in the university. Footsteps resounding in deserted corridors, she reached Room 30 and went inside. 
 
    And froze in her tracks. 
 
    Two naked women were sixty-nine-ing on one of the wooden benches. 
 
    Naz had been nonplussed. The women must have heard her footsteps and the squeak of the door-closer. They had to know they had company. But did they break apart? Make that a very big no. 
 
    One of them was Heather. She was on top. Her long, jet-black hair covered most of her face and her lover's belly and thighs. 
 
    Oh my, Naz had thought. Can it really be so good they're oblivious to me? 
 
    Tiptoeing, trying to be as quiet as possible, she crept across the changing room and retrieved her pads. The impulse was to get the speed of light out of there but yet she hesitated. What was Heather actually doing? And who exactly was she doing it to? 
 
    From her new angle she could only see the back of Heather's head. She was doing something to the other woman's groin area with her mouth. The other woman (it was Dani! Dani Drinkwater!!) was a lot easier to see now. She was rapidly licking Heather's clit, her tongue darting in all directions. 
 
    Naz hadn't known what to think about Dani. As far as she was aware Dani was still in a committed relationship. Okay, she horsed around in the showers, but all the girls did that; pinching and goosing were part of team camaraderie, weren't they? This, however . . . 
 
    Well, it was a step or two beyond sharing body wash and scrubbing a mate's back, wasn't it? 
 
    She suddenly realized she was getting aroused. And she must have been in there ten minutes, not a mere three. Still watching the action, she edged to the door. She was halfway out of it when a notion struck her. 
 
    What if they get caught in the act? 
 
    Trying to disguise her voice, keeping it low but urgent, she called: 'Watch out, the janitor's doing his rounds!' And then she scarpered. 
 
    Heather turned up in the Union Bar about an hour later. That is to say, Naz spotted her about an hour later. She could have been there longer. With so many celebrating lady footballers on the loose it wasn't easy to keep track of comings and goings. Heather was, she noticed, hand-in-hand with Helen. Intriguingly, she was conversing with Dani, who was hand-in-hand with a short, attractive redhead. 
 
    Next stop the Union, Naz thought, smiling to herself. All change! 
 
    Heather ambushed her during her next visit to "the little girls' room". 'It was you,' she began. 'It was, wasn't it?' 
 
    'It was me what?' 
 
    'It was you in the changing room, spying on us.' 
 
    'I wasn't spying!' Naz exploded. Then, hastily trying to recover her dignity: 'No it wasn't.' 
 
    'Don't fib. I saw you.' 
 
    Naz hated fibbing anyway. 'Okay,' she conceded. 'Just consider yourself lucky it was me and not Mr Szarmach. Assuming he didn't catch you after all.' 
 
    'I dropped him a fiver,' said Heather. 'Told him Carrie City had made a mess and needed half an hour to tidy up.' 
 
    'We tidied up before we left. And how did you explain all that to him? Surely you don't speak Polish.' 
 
    'His German's better than his English. And he knows what a piece of paper with a picture of George Stephenson means. But that's enough of that. Why were you spying?' 
 
    'I wasn't spying. I went back for my shin pads.' 
 
    'You went back for those shabby old things?' 
 
    'They have sentimental value.' 
 
    'Naz, you just broke my heart. I thought you'd been finally overcome by curiosity.' Then, grinning like a Cheshire cat, Hev asked, 'Have you told anyone yet?' 
 
    'Do I look like a grass?' 
 
    'No, you look lovely.' 
 
    'Don't try to buy me with flattery.' 
 
    'Cards on the table, Naz: I don't mind if everyone knows you copped me. But Dani's got a wifey.' 
 
    'Is that her in the bar; the sexy little redhead?' 
 
    'That's Felicity, yes. She's already giving Dani a hard time for being last to arrive. We had to tell her the tidying up story.' Heather chuckled. 'I'm glad to hear you think she's sexy.' 
 
    'How could you do it?' Naz wondered. 'You're obviously still seeing Helen. Dani's got a wifey. Is it your year for living dangerously?' 
 
    'We've been building up to it all season.' Heather shrugged. 'Opportunity hasn't arisen before. And tonight might be our one and only chance. She's graduating soon.' 
 
    'What about you and Helen?' 
 
    'We have a relaxed, easy-going relationship. She's probably already guessed we were delayed by a quick kiss.' 
 
    Naz had shaken her head at that. If that was what Heather classed as a "quick kiss" . . . 
 
    'Okay,' she said, 'I'll keep schtum.' 
 
    'Thanks,' said Heather. 'I owe you one. Next time you want pampering in the showers, I'm your girl.' 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    Alex was still crying on Naz's tits. Naz still wasn't unduly concerned, even if the front of her T-shirt had got distinctly moist. 
 
    Stroking his back, occasionally shushing him, she wondered why she'd dragged her feet for so long with Heather. Giving in to temptation had always been likely to happen. And, with all due respect to Beth, the temptation to give in to Heather had been immense. 
 
    Even though I did know what she's like! She warned me clearly enough about her wanderlust. Not to mention often enough. 
 
    They had now been lovers for just over a day and she was forsaken already. But now wasn't the time for regrets. Now was the time to find out what had happened to Alex tonight. It had something to do with yesterday. It had to do, she was sure of it. 
 
    'Thanks, Naz.' 
 
    Alex's voice was surprisingly steady. He made to sit up but she caught him and pulled his face back into her cleavage 
 
    'It's nice hugging like this,' she said, knowing he must be aware her nipples were hard. 
 
    'Where's Heather?' 
 
    'She's quibbling with the taxi-driver. Those two barter in the wrong direction. He wants to charge less and she wants to pay more.' 
 
    'I need to tell you about . . . about . . .' 
 
    Naz still wanted to hear but could see Alex was on the verge of more sobs. He wouldn't want to tell his tale twice. 'Save it until Heather's back,' she said. 'She can't possibly be much longer.' 
 
    Heather was coming to the end of what had been an entertaining encounter. After treating Majid to one of her premium below jobs, very much in the mood, she'd mounted him and gone for a ride. Walk, trot, canter and gallop, he'd had the lot. Goodness knew how long she'd been at it but she must have covered miles and miles. 
 
    Eventually, sensing Majid was entering his final furlong, they'd switched places. Heather was now on her back, trusting him to finish the race. She'd had car sex before and, when taking one for the team, preferred to brace her feet up against the roof. But tonight they were in a well-lit street. Pedestrians were passing every now and again. Someone might notice if she had her legs in the air, her muscles flexing as she held herself in place. 
 
    As if it wasn't too late! Someone had already noticed. As she neared the below job's conclusion she'd glanced up, wanting to see Majid's expression. The little old lady was behind him, peering in through the rear side-window. Strangely thrilled, Heather had pressed on. Majid had been gasping by then. It took maybe another minute to get him to the point of no return. Then, pretending it was for his benefit but really for their audience, she'd opened her mouth. 
 
    Now you see it. 
 
    Closed, swallowed and reopened. 
 
    Now you don't. 
 
    The little old lady's beady eyes had glittered. She'd given Heather a bony thumbs up then departed, leaving Majid blissfully unaware she'd ever been there. 
 
    On her back and cramped for space, Heather had at first pulled her knees up to her chest. As they neared the winning post she wrapped her legs around Majid and hooked her ankles, wondering how well he would finish. The days when she'd only ever had four male lovers were far behind her by then. She knew there were many different outcomes, from impressive blasts to very unimpressive dribbles. Of course she had had experience of his cumming earlier, but she'd been distracted and not paying attention to detail. 
 
    Majid didn't disappoint. Never mind the final furlong, he went the extra mile. And then, when she was gasping as much as he was, he pushed in deep and blasted. Half-withdrawing, he pushed in even deeper and did it again . . . and again and again, managing seven blasts in total. 
 
    Seven, my favourite number! Nice, nice, nice! 
 
    If she was being at all critical (and she wasn't), she might have noted that Majid's blasts were in much of a diminishing series. The same wasn't true for her orgasm. It built up in inverse proportion to his. Starting off big and getting better. By the time he was at last done she was euphoric. 
 
    Heather stayed where she was while Majid pulled everything up and refastened his trousers. No way could she put on her jeans and trainers with him sitting next to her. There wasn't room. 
 
    'Tissues?' she enquired as he let himself out of the back. 
 
    Sitting in the driving seat he passed her a handful of Kleenex. She wiped herself and the seat as best she could before passing back the mushy remnants. 
 
    'Don't look like that,' she said. 'Half of it is yours. And what time is it, anyway?' 
 
    'It's . . .' He looked at the clock on his dashboard. 'Oh shit, Hattie will be going ballistic.' 
 
    Heather re-dressed while Majid went to find a public bin. She was waiting beside the taxi when he returned. 'I should have asked earlier,' she said, 'but is there a Mrs Majid?' 
 
    'No,' she said, 'not yet.' 
 
    'Not yet?' She laughed. 'Let's stick with "no". Still on for Sunday?' 
 
    'Expect me at six on the dot.' 
 
    'I'd have a nap Sunday afternoon if I were you. You won't be sleeping again until Monday night.' 
 
    Adorable fool that he was, he laughed, obviously thinking that she was joking. 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    Heather was delighted to find Alex and Naz together on the settee. 'Made inroads on the brandy, I see. Is wine out of the question?' 
 
    'There's Chardonnay in the fridge,' said Naz. 
 
    'Should I fetch three glasses?' 
 
    'I'm sticking to the brandy,' Alex said, removing his face from Naz's chest. 
 
    Wow, thought Heather. She looks like she just won a wet T-shirt competition. And isn't she excited? 
 
    'I'll have one glass of wine,' said Naz. 'You can have the rest of the bottle.' 
 
    'What's with the frozen peas?' 
 
    'They're not frozen peas: they're a state-of-the-art treatment for black eyes. Feel free to put them back in the freezer while you're there.' 
 
    When Heather re-entered the lounge her two friends had unravelled themselves. They were still sitting side by side, though, closer than close. She handed Naz her medium-sized Chardonnay and tipped more Courvoisier into Alex's glass. Down from her sexual high, feeling a bit guilty about Majid (although not sure why she should be), she kicked off the conversation. 
 
    'Was it Spider?' 
 
    Alex hunched his shoulders. 'I dunno what they call him. He never introduced himself. One second I was talking to you, the next I was flat out in my hallway.' He turned to Naz. 'We were talking on the phone, you see.' 
 
    'I know,' said Naz. 'Heather's already told me. What happened next?' 
 
    'This enormous muscle freak was in my house, slamming the door behind him. I think I was stunned. I tried to defend myself but he'd got me cold. I couldn't even get up. Then he laced into me with both feet.' 
 
    'What did he look like?' Heather asked. 'Did he have tattoos?' 
 
    'Yeah, he had lots of tattoos. He was in a sleeveless T-shirt. I could see blue ink up his arm, over his shoulder, onto his neck.' 
 
    'Was it a web pattern?' 
 
    'I don't know. It could have been. That T-shirt had "Gold" on the front. That's a gym, isn't it?' 
 
    'Spider,' said Heather. 
 
    'Undoubtedly,' Naz agreed. 
 
    Really, really downbeat now, Heather said: 'Did he say what he wanted?' 
 
    'When he stopped kicking me he asked me who the fu- . . . who I was. I told him. I was scared, I must admit. He was clearly a head-case. I honestly thought he was some debt collector who'd turned up at the wrong address. He laughed when he heard my name, then he asked me if I was Carrie's husband or brother. Then, when I told him, he asked me where . . . where Carrie was. I'd worked out the drugs connection by then. But I couldn't bring myself to lie.' 
 
    At that Alex produced his wallet. Heather frowned. Hadn't she seen that a few hours ago, on a table in his hallway? 
 
    'I showed him this.' 
 
    Alex passed a business card to Naz. She looked at it before passing it on to Heather. The card was headed with the name of a private clinic without giving an address. In smaller letters it said: "Secure, tender and confidential care". 
 
    'He'd obviously heard of it,' said Alex. 'He made a derogative sort of a noise and threw my wallet back at me. After snaffling all my notes, that is.' 
 
    'Hang on,' said Heather. 'I'm sure I saw that wallet at your house.' 
 
    'You saw it at my house?' Alex looked at her intently. 'When was that?' 
 
    'Five o'clock this afternoon, after you got cut off on me.' 
 
    Alex's Adam's apple was going up and down. 'Don't tell me you and Majid rushed to my rescue.' 
 
    'I won't. Majid was out of circulation. I rushed there on my own.' 
 
    'That first minute or so is a bit of a daze.' Alex, not having learnt his lesson, tried a self-depreciating grin. 
 
    'Ouch,' he went as his split lip reopened. 
 
    Quickly abandoning the grin, he shrugged instead. 'Was it you Spider spoke to? When he said to try again later?' 
 
    'Yes, he must have snaffled your phone when you were dazed. I'm ninety-nine per cent sure it was him. He's got a distinctive voice.' 
 
    'And you still rushed to my aide.' 
 
    'Of course I did.' 
 
    'Fucking hell, Hev,' there were tears in Alex's eyes again, 'what were you thinking of?' 
 
    'I was thinking of launching his balls into orbit. I'm tougher than I look, you know.' 
 
    'She is,' Naz endorsed. 'She was going to take him down yesterday afternoon.' 
 
    'I was going to try,' Heather corrected. 'Win or lose, I don't walk out on my friends.' Then, not wanting to see any more weeping from Alex: 'So what happened next?' 
 
    'He waggled Carrie's wallet under my nose. Told me she owed him and he was going to get even, no matter what.' 
 
    'Carrie has a wallet?' 
 
    'She's always had a wallet like mine. It's one of her symbols of girl power.' Alex snorted. 'It didn't do much good with Spider. He must have taken it off her while they were . . . were . . .' 
 
    'I suppose it had her address in,' said Heather, sparing him the grief. 
 
    'Yes it did. He showed me a contact card. It was one of those offering a reward for returning the wallet if lost. He must have dumped it at ours, thinking it had served its use.' 
 
    'Yeah,' said Heather. 'That explains how he appeared on your doorstep. And I didn't it check out. For a nosy so-and-so, I missed that one.' 
 
    'He had a gun,' Alex continued. 
 
    Heather and Naz exchanged glances. Heather wondered if her friend had felt the same chill as her. 
 
    'I don't know if it was real or not,' Alex went on. 'But I could see down the barrel, and it didn't have any of those bars blocking it. And I'd taken him for a drug dealer in the first place . . .' 
 
    'Do you want another drink?' asked Heather. 
 
    Not waiting to hear his answer, Naz slopped more brandy into his glass. 
 
    'He seemed to give up on Carrie straightaway,' said Alex. 'I suppose he knew she was out of reach. And four weeks in isolation probably seems like a lifetime to a prat like him, yeah? He said that . . .' 
 
    'Come on, Alex,' Heather encouraged as he paused. 'Spit it out.' 
 
    'He said that if he couldn't have Carrie, he was going to have you two. He was . . . well, he was a bit rude in his descriptions.' 
 
    'Don't tell me,' said Naz. 'He called me a Paki bitch.' 
 
    'Yes he did, amongst other things; racist twat that he is.' 
 
    'What did he say about me?' asked Heather. 
 
    'He was even ruder about you.' 
 
    'Go on, I can take it.' 
 
    'Excuse my French then, but you were that "fit white cunt".' 
 
    'I've heard worse.' 
 
    'Me too,' said Naz. 'Although I'm disappointed I was only a "Paki bitch".' 
 
    'You were a "fit Paki bitch",' Alex assured her. 'I'm struggling with all the isms, but he's definitely equal opportunity when it comes to being nasty. Sex, colour . . . you name it.' 
 
    'What happened next?' 
 
    'He asked me who brought Carrie home, wanting names and addresses. I told him I was out at the time and hadn't a clue.' Alex gingerly sipped his brandy. 'Then he asked me for my ideas about . . . about Carrie's friends. I said . . . more or less truthfully . . . that we had little to do with each other's friends. He said he didn't believe me and got out my phone.' Alex laughed bitterly. 'He wanted to go through my address book, looking for you two. Somehow he'd managed to lock it. I pretended I'd forgotten the password.' 
 
    'And . . .' Heather demanded. 
 
    'He put the gun to my head and said I was going to do whatever he told me to.' Alex's Adam's apple was up and down like a monkey on a stick. 
 
    'Did you tell him the password?' 
 
    'Not then. I stuck to my story. But, when he gave me a white tablet, I did as he said and swallowed it.' 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    Naz had been watching Alex closely. He'd been getting increasingly emotional and was now nearing another sobbing fit. It was time to step in. 
 
    'We're having a break,' she said firmly. 'Alex, I'm worried about the cuts and bruises under your shirt. I'm going to refresh the water and see to them. As for you, Hev, I think a shower is in order. You reek of sex.' 
 
    Heather raised her eyebrows in surprise, which was a first. Quickly recovering her equilibrium, she grinned. 'I'm surprised you don't reek of it yourself. The pheromones coming off you are like nuclear fallout.' 
 
    That's only too true, thought Naz. 
 
    By the time she returned with the bowl Heather had gone upstairs and Alex had made further inroads into the brandy. The bottle was half-empty. She took his glass off him and unbuttoned his shirt. 
 
    'You can drink after I'm done. And don't worry; I'll be gentle with you.' 
 
    'I know you will. You've got an amazingly soft touch. Maybe even a healing touch.' 
 
    Naz was flattered. Then she remembered Alex was in a relationship. 'Away with you, Alexander Hart,' she said. 'Stop trying to charm birds out of trees.' 
 
    'I mean it,' he insisted. 'I've never known anything like it. 
 
    'You and Don Juan,' she murmured, removing his shirt altogether. Then it was her turn to wince. 'Oh my word, those must hurt.' 
 
    Alex's torso hadn't suffered any cuts but was covered with livid red contusions, his back more so than his front. 
 
    'I tried to curl up,' he explained. 
 
    'I was stroking your back! That must have been agonizing.' 
 
    'It wasn't, actually. Like I said, you've got an amazing touch.' 
 
    Ignoring the persistent compliments, Naz eyed the soapy water. No use for it, she decided. And she'd be at it for weeks if she tried to apply ice to individual bruises. She'd stick to cotton wool and witch hazel. 
 
    'No heroics,' she said. 'Tell me the truth. Is anything broken?' 
 
    'No. My knee hurts, but nothing's snapped.' 
 
    'I'm going to check your ribs and my touch might not be amazingly soft. Shout out if I hit a nerve.' 
 
    Naz examined him as best she could, making him lift and bend his arms while she was at it. Then, satisfied his bones were intact, she anointed him with astringent. 
 
    'Okay, Alex; trousers off.' 
 
    'Naz, I don't . . .' 
 
    'Alex, get your trousers off!' 
 
    He couldn't stand but, between them, they managed. Naz, pretending not to notice the big bulge in his boxers, smiled at him. 
 
    I've caused that, she thought gleefully, naughty little me. 
 
    'It looks like you're going to be camped down on my settee for a while,' she said out loud. 'Now then, what have we got? More bruises and a swollen knee.' 
 
    She anointed his legs then fetched a well-used can of Ralgex. 'For footballing purposes,' she said as she liberally sprayed his knee. 'If this doesn't work we'll have to fall back on the peas.' 
 
    She topped up Alex's glass and passed it to him. 
 
    'Ah,' said Heather. 'Tipple time, is it? I take he's cured.' 
 
    Heather had "borrowed" Naz's bath robe, fastening it at the waist so it showed off most of her tits and nearly all of her legs. 
 
    'I thought the smell of alcohol would attract you.' Naz couldn't help but laugh. 'And yes, he's as cured as he's going to get for now. Rest and relaxation will finish the job.' 
 
    Heather helped herself to more Chardonnay. 'Is anything broken?' 
 
    'Not that I can find. And I've checked him quite thoroughly.' 
 
    'I bet you have,' Heather chuckled, 'how about his wedding tackle? I mean I can see part of it is still working, but he looks to have bumps and bruises everywhere else.' 
 
    'I didn't check him there.' Naz flushed. I caused that, she thought again. Perhaps I should have had a peek. 
 
    'I didn't get kicked there,' Alex added, somewhat anxiously. 
 
    'I'm not sending you back to Rita with gammy goolies. Let Naz check them out.' 
 
    'Rita,' said Alex, clutching at straws. 'Where is she? She's supposed to be out with you. And she's not answering her phone.' 
 
    'Rats,' said Heather. 
 
    The other two looked at her. For once she looked uncomfortable. 
 
    'I tried her home number as well,' Alex went on. 'No reply. I just knew she wanted to get me out of the way tonight. She's seeing someone else, isn't she?' 
 
    'I don't know what she's doing,' said Heather. 'Honestly, on the life of The Manor school cat. And that is my most sacred oath, by the way.' 
 
    Alex was scowling. 'She's seeing another bloke. I know she is.' 
 
    'Alex, watch my lips. I honestly don't know what she's doing. Maybe she's taken up bingo.' 
 
    'Not likely. She's with another man. And I have several candidates in mind.' 
 
    'If that's what you believe then all the more reason to let Naz have a gander. Go on, Naz, check him out.' Heather grinned. 'Think of it as business mixed with pleasure. Gammy goolies can lead to lots of awful complications in later life.' 
 
    Heather must have overcome her discomfort. She seemed to be back to her usual persuasive self. Naz felt reluctantly obliged to obey. Telling herself she was only doing her duty, she turned to Alex. 'I suppose she's right. Shall we use the same tactics we used with your trousers?' 
 
    'Naz,' he almost wailed. 'I've got a . . . an erection.' 
 
    'I think we all know that. Come on, let's get it over with.' 
 
    Naz couldn't help being impressed by what she found in Alex's boxers. His wasn't the biggest she'd ever encountered, but it was certainly above average. And it had an interesting curve to it. 
 
    'Looks much as always,' said Heather. 
 
    Naz was surprised by the voice. She'd been in a world of her own and hadn't noticed she had black-haired company, kneeling beside her. 
 
    'His cock's obviously okay,' she said. 'But his balls do look a little swollen.' 
 
    'That's because they're highly aroused,' said Heather. 'They're getting ready to shoot spunk into your lovely, luscious mouth.' 
 
    'Hev!' 
 
    'Don't be coy, Naz. It doesn't suit you.' 
 
    'Anyone would seem coy next to you. Naz frowned. 'You seem to know a lot about his balls. Are you acquainted?' 
 
    'You could say we got acquainted last weekend.' 
 
    'Hey,' said Alex, 'I am still here, you know.' 
 
    'Alex, just sit back and enjoy. And don't interrupt when I'm doing your chatting up for you.' 
 
    'Chatting up?' 
 
    'Well somebody's got to do it. And you both want the same thing.' 
 
    'He's all battered and bruised,' Naz protested. 
 
    'No, he's in need of TLC. Caress his goolies; make sure they're all right, then below him.' 
 
    'Below him?' 
 
    'Fellate him. Put him in a relaxed mood before he finishes his story.' 
 
    'Shit! Spider! I'd forgotten about him.' 
 
    'Forget about him again. Put him out of your mind and do as I say.' 
 
    Naz looked Alex in the eye. 'TLC?' she asked. 
 
    He nodded and she committed. It was as simple as that. 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    (Friday 26th April 2002) 
 
    Before coming to university (before deciding to lose her virginity), Naz had been unsure about blow jobs. Some of her friends claimed they were fun. Some also claimed that giving them was less serious than having full sex. Naz had had her doubts though. Pee came out of cocks, didn't it? Yuk. Thanks, but no. 
 
    Being grown-up and civilized with John had changed her mindset. She'd first done it because he had shown no hesitation in going down on her. She'd done it again because he so obviously liked it. Then she kept on doing it because everyone liked it, herself included. 
 
    Sucking Alex's cock was a whole new ballgame; having Heather as an audience made an awfully big difference. And, although she'd promised not to interfere, Heather was determined to be involved. Her ongoing commentary was . . . 
 
    Well, it wasn't so much inspiring as it was demanding. 
 
    'That's it girl, you've got him squirming. Good grief, if you could see his face! Go faster. Not much, just a little bit faster. That's it. That's it. Now go faster still. That's right. Oh yes, you really have got him in the palm of your hand.' 
 
    Naz wasn't a major subscriber to women's magazines but had read a few, usually someone else's over a pint in the Union. Sex tip articles always amused her. She'd recently seen one on blow jobs, written by "a vastly experienced lady". That lady obviously had a thing about teeth. According to her, women liked to nibble but most men couldn't hack it. Poor mites were too sensitive, especially as you moved up their shaft. "Teeth are a no-no," she'd concluded. "Unless specifically asked, put them away when with somebody new." 
 
    The article had made Naz laugh. Maybe it was her, but "put them away" conjured up images of sets of dentures in glasses of water. Perhaps that particular lady was so "vastly experienced" she was able to gum all her new conquests to orgasm. 
 
    Alex wasn't being gummed to orgasm but he was getting near. She would have been able to tell even if Heather hadn't been describing proceedings. 
 
    He's getting ready, she thought, getting ready to shoot spunk into my lovely, luscious mouth. 
 
    Suddenly Heather was behind her, gripping her tits. 'He's a gentleman,' she said. 'He'll wait for you to cum first.' 
 
    'Mmmm, mmmm,' Naz replied around her mouthful of cock. 
 
    One of Heather's hands moved down and fiddled with Naz's zip. No, Heather never fiddled. Her hand deftly, skilfully unfastened her jeans then wormed its way into her knickers. Attacked her clit . . . 
 
    Naz came almost immediately. It was great. So was the wave of anticipation that rushed through her. Up until yesterday she'd believed she had a limited supply of cums: three or four a night . . . five if she was exceptionally lucky. Heather had somehow converted her store. Instead of a poky little cupboard with wooden shelves it was suddenly the size of a superstore warehouse. Whoever dished them out last night must have used a fork-lift. He/she would need to use it again tonight because . . . 
 
    'Mmmm, mmmm,' Naz went. Then she made the mistake of opening her mouth to celebrate cum number two. That was a big, big mistake. It coincided with Alex's. Consequently (and using her quaint Yorkshire slang), half his "muck" slopped out of her mouth and onto his legs. 
 
    'Very whore-like,' Heather said approvingly. 'Lick it up.' 
 
    Naz obeyed without hesitation. Then Heather was pulling her away from Alex. 
 
    'It's dribbled down your chin. Here, let me . . .' 
 
    Naz let Heather lick her face. Let her kiss her. And then . . . 
 
    Next thing she knew she was naked, on her back on the rug. Heather, also naked, was on top of her; tribbing her. She had no idea how she'd got from kneeling fully clothed to this. No idea at all. Being tribbed was nice, though. Hev had done her that way last night, but only briefly. This was going to be anything but brief. Inexperienced as she was, she could tell. 
 
    Oh yes, she thought, praise be for superstore warehouses! 
 
    Naz found Heather's tribbing remorseless but wonderful. In fact while she was doing it everything about the world was wonderful. If she'd died there and then she would have died happy. 
 
    Her legs were widely parted and Hev was between them, continuously grinding their pussies together, using a rhythm that worked oh so well. Two slower grinds followed by six quicker ones. It seemed like she'd be doing it ad infinitum and Naz for one wasn't objecting. 
 
    'Oh yes,' she moaned, 'oh yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Their tits were rubbing together as their bodies moved to Heather's beat. Their rock-hard nips were in regular contact with each other as they glided over globes of firm, sweaty flesh. Heather's long black hair cascaded down, mingling with Naz's after hitting her face like a shower of tiny kisses. From time to time she'd follow it with real kisses; kissing her eyes and nose as well as her mouth. 
 
    And the feel of their pussies together! The cums were coming relentlessly, like incoming waves on a sandy beach. The sensations were so very, very good. No man had ever fucked her as well as this. No man had even come close. 
 
    Penetration? Who needed it! 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' she reiterated. 'Oh yes, yes, yes!!' 
 
    Sticking to the same rhythm Heather picked up the pace. Naz's legs had somehow got up into the air. Now they were flapping around comically with bent knees. The only possible way to control them was by wrapping them round Hev's lower back. That encouraged Hev to go even faster. 
 
    The next cum actually made Naz scream. It was her biggest and best but she could already sense she was building to something bigger and even better. 
 
    'Oh yes,' she yelled. 'Fuck me Hev. Fuck me forever!!' 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    'That was a waste of a shower,' Alex observed wryly. 'You both smell of sex now.' 
 
    'Who cares,' said Heather. 
 
    'Ask me if I'm bothered,' added Naz. 
 
    'I'm not complaining,' Alex said, grinning and simultaneously wincing. 'You both smell good to me. Are you done now? Are you ready to hear the rest of my woes?' 
 
    Heather chuckled as she helped Naz to her feet. They'd worked their lust off nicely . . . for the time being, at least. A brief interlude seemed in order (that and the last of the chardonnay) and she was ready to hear the worst. Not that she was expecting anything too bad. Alex was here and alive, fully functional if slightly shop-soiled. 
 
    'You'd taken a white tablet,' she prompted. 
 
    'So I had.' 
 
    Heather noted that Alex's face was flushed. He'd downed a lot of Courvoisier and that, combined with Naz's belowing, had mellowed him. Rita's visualization relaxation techniques were probably quicker and definitely healthier, but did it matter right now? Was anyone complaining? 
 
    'Okay,' he resumed, 'so I swallowed the tablet. I didn't want to . . . it could have been anything . . . but I had a gun on me. I reckoned the tablet was the lesser evil. Spider made me open my mouth wide, to prove it was gone.' 
 
    Heather remembered the little old lady and coughed, covering her guilty grin. 
 
    'It's hazy for a bit after that,' Alex went on. 'I remember Spider making a call off his own phone. I think it was to someone called Daz or Dazza. Anyway, they were setting up some sort of a meeting. I was sitting on the steps by then. Did I tell you that?' 
 
    'No,' said Naz. 'And go steady on the brandy.' 
 
    'He just stood there, watching me. I guess he was waiting for his pill to take effect. Then, I don't know how long later, he told me to walk out to the car. I wasn't scared or angry anymore. And I wasn't in any great pain. I just did what he said. It seemed easier.' 
 
    Heather looked to Naz. 'What do you reckon?' 
 
    'I dunno. Some sort of tranquilizer. Very popular with popped-up kids coming out of clubs. I bet Spider has dozens to choose from.' 
 
    'And then?' Heather said. 'Didn't you see me arriving in my taxi?' 
 
    'I don't remember seeing anything. I must have dozed off. First thing I can recall is going off-road.' 
 
    'Off-road?' 
 
    'I didn't realize at the time, but we'd gone from a regular A or B road onto a track. The bumping about must have woken me up. I know now because I retraced our route later, trying to get a mobile signal.' 
 
    'So you really were in the middle of nowhere.' 
 
    'Yeah, you can say that again. I woke like abruptly, feeling alert. When I sat up in the back seat we were going through trees. Then we came to a gate with a KEEP OUT sign on it. Spider stopped and unlocked it.' 
 
    'He had a key?' Naz sounded surprised. 
 
    'Yes he did. I had to climb over it on my way out of there. That was probably the moment when my bollocks were in most danger, thinking back.' 
 
    'On with the story,' said Heather. 
 
    'The track got rougher and rougher. We went through a stretch without trees and then came to some more. There was a Focus parked up, two wheels on the verge. Spider parked behind it and told me to get out. My knee wasn't so stiff then, so I hobbled off in the direction he told me to.' 
 
    'Were you still in a forest?' Heather wondered. 
 
    'The trees were very patchy. I've never seen anything less like a "forest". There wasn't much chance of meeting Friar Tuck in there.' 
 
    'And . . .' 
 
    'And I began to hear the sound of a spade, digging.' 
 
    'Oh my,' said Naz, 'I don't like this.' 
 
    'Me neither,' Heather admitted. 
 
    'I had this awful feeling,' said Alex. He didn't look close to tears now; he looked like a storyteller with a captive audience. 'I read this book once, by Dennis Wheatley. His big hero was made to dig his own grave . . . somewhere in France, not long after the revolution. He was outnumbered lots to one.' 
 
    'I thought Dennis Wheatley wrote about Satanism,' Naz put in. 
 
    'He did. But he wrote about lots of other things, too. Roger Brook was a cross between James Bond and The Scarlet Pimpernel, back in Napoleonic times.' 
 
    'You thought of this while Spider was marching you to your death, did you?' Heather was still chilled icily inside. Alex was not to know that Spider had previous when it came to making folk "disappear". 
 
    'I thought about it because Roger Brook escaped.' Alex smiled thinly, stretching his spilt lip yet again. 'He was helped by some passing war hero . . . Marshal Lannes, I believe . . . but he did the first bit on his own.' 
 
    'How did he escape?' Naz asked. 
 
    'They handed him the spade and told him to get digging. He used it as a weapon, chopped off a few heads and then legged it.' 
 
    'Sounds like a plan,' said Heather. 'So what happened in real life?' 
 
    'We went into yet another patch of trees and found this Dazza character standing in a hole. He hadn't got very far, but the shape gave it away. It was definitely a grave.' 
 
    'Please tell me you chopped their heads off,' Heather said, only half-joking. 
 
    'I never even got my hands on the spade.' Alex shrugged. 'I was going to go for it, but I didn't get the chance. And I know I'd have probably blobbed, before you say it.' 
 
    'So what happened?' 
 
    'Spider told Dazza to get out of his hole and sit down. He told me to sit down, too. Then he launched into a speech about all the people he'd killed.' Alex didn't look so self-possessed now. Clouds were crossing his brow, and very stormy clouds at that. 
 
    'He said I had two choices,' he resumed. 'I could dig my grave and die in it. Or I could stop fucking around and tell him what I knew.' 
 
    'Meaning about us,' said Heather. 
 
   

 

 'Yes. I said again I didn't know who'd brought Carrie home. He said fair enough, but he wasn't dumb. I had to know my sister's friends, and I had to know my own password. Given that he was right, I took my phone and activated it. There wasn't a signal, but my address book came on straightaway.' 
 
    'And . . .' 
 
    'And he made me go through it, one by one. Apart from "white cunt" and "Paki bitch" he hadn't tried to describe you. He watched me go name after name, insisting on descriptions. And he was smart about it. He kept going back, telling me to re-describe individuals.' 
 
    'He's a bastard,' Heather said. 'But I never mistook him for a stupid bastard. How did it go?' 
 
    'I was incredibly smooth.' Once more Alex smothered a painful (to him) grin. 'I must admit I was afraid when I got to Mother's name, but he never went back to her. Too old to be a suspect, I suppose. But otherwise he was scrupulous. He checked, double-checked and triple-checked. If I hadn't stuck to the truth most of the time I'd have been caught out.' 
 
    'What did you say about me?' Naz blurted. 
 
    'Nothing,' he assured her. 'I haven't got your number and, up until today, I only knew you as "Naz". You didn't come up at all.' 
 
    'What about me?' Heather asked. 
 
    'I blustered.' Alex actually looked proud of himself. 'I said you were my ex and you hated me. Short, plump and with spiky brown hair. I even volunteered an address, so he could go see for himself.' 
 
    'You gave him my address!' 
 
    'No, I don't know either of your addresses. I made it up. Okay, I know where your homes are . . . now, anyway . . . but I don't know numbers or anything. There wasn't much he could have beaten out of me.' 
 
    'Your mother's right,' Heather observed. 'You are heroic. You're cavalier and flipping lucky with it, but heroic all the same.' 
 
    'Ditto and thanks,' said Naz. 'What happened next?' 
 
    'He asked me for the names of Carrie's university friends: ones who weren't on my phone. I pleaded ignorance. He believed me.' 
 
    Heather and Naz looked at each other.' 
 
    'Our uni hoodies,' said Heather. 'He knows where to look for us.' 
 
    'Shit,' said Naz. Then, addressing Alex: 'Is that it?' 
 
    'Spider made me describe a couple of girls again. Well, he made me describe a few blokes again too; ones with names that could work both ways, if you know what I mean. Chris and Rob . . .' 
 
    'And Alex,' said Heather, smirking despite herself. 'I know an Alex who works both ways.' 
 
    'I think I've gone straight three months early,' he countered. 'I think I'm in love with Naz.' 
 
    'Be careful with him, Naz,' Heather advised. 'He's bad news. And he thinks I'm, short and plump with spiky brown hair.' 
 
    'He's visually impaired if nothing else,' said Naz. 'But back to the story.' 
 
    'Not a lot left,' Alex said. 'Spider believed I didn't know nothing . . .' 
 
    'Anything,' Heather corrected. 
 
    '. . . so he gave me the big speech. The land around us was peppered with unmarked graves. If I was so stupid to ever mention tonight, I'd be back out there. I wouldn't be so lucky a second time and blah-de-blah. Shut up and live. Blab and die nastily.' 
 
    'And . . .' 
 
    'And I assured him my lips were sealed, naturally. He told me to stay where I was until I heard their car engines driving off. So I did.' 
 
    'What happened to the grave?' Naz wondered. 
 
    'Dazza filled it back in. It didn't take him five minutes. He'd cut off the sod, like a greenkeeper or what have you. Put 'em back on top like pieces of a jigsaw.' 
 
    'And . . .' 
 
    'And my frigging phone wouldn't work. I waited until their engines faded into the distance then trudged after them as best I could.' 
 
    'How long were you trudging?' 
 
    'I don't know. I must have got halfway to Yorkshire. Well away from those scattered trees, anyway.' 
 
    'And then you finally got a signal.' 
 
    'Yes,' said Alex, 'I finally did.' 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Naz woke to find herself entwined with Heather's naked body, which was as pleasant an awakening as she could remember. Hev was still snoozing so, seizing the opportunity, she kissed her on the tip of her nose. Then she kissed her eyelids, one by one. 
 
    Heather was unbelievable in bed, she decided. She was tireless and endlessly inventive. Naz wanted to sleep with her more often . . . like maybe every night. 
 
    As if that was going to happen! 
 
    Heather's little digression with Majid had been forgiven. In that part of her mind where Naz weighted up pros and cons a sort of balance had been achieved. Put simply: she wasn't going to rock the boat. Heather was a grown woman who liked no strings sex and didn't do relationships. In fact she had the same view on sex and relationships as Naz had had herself. 
 
    Before she'd discovered how good sex could be with a woman. 
 
    I'm not going to fall out about Majid or anyone else, Naz thought. If I can't have her exclusively then at least I'm going to have some of her. Half a loaf is better than none. 
 
    She ran her fingers through Hev's mane of black hair, relishing the feel of it, lifting a handful up to her face and inhaling, smelling apples. And then wickedness overcame her. Untangling herself as subtly as possible, she moved down the bed. 
 
    One of Naz's favourite fantasies had her being woken by the tip of a lover's tongue, already most of the way along the road to a cum. She stared at Hev's pussy before kissing her clit as delicately as she could. 
 
    Hev sighed and stirred, but only slightly. 
 
    Naz kissed her there again . . . and again and again. 
 
    Enjoying herself immensely, she transferred her attention to Hev's outer lips, lightly licking, going for the slow build-up. 
 
    'That's nice,' Hev breathed. 'That's so, so nice.' 
 
    So much for the master plan, she was awake already! 
 
    Undeterred, Naz kept on licking. 
 
    Half a loaf is better than none, she reminded herself. 
 
    'I'll do you next,' Hev breathed. 'Then we'll have to do our chores.' 
 
    Naz had no idea what she meant and at that moment didn't care. Her efforts had been rated as "nice" and her own excitement levels were rising and rising. She'd worry about chores later. 
 
    Much later. 
 
    'Wakey-wakey Alex; it's shower time.' 
 
    Alex was stretched out on Naz's battered settee. His eyes were superglued together and a parrot had crapped on his tongue. No, a constipated gorilla had crapped on his tongue, twice at least. He tried to sit up and immediately wished he hadn't. His hostess's hands hadn't been as healing as he'd thought. 
 
    He groaned pitifully. He'd felt bad last night but now he felt as if he really had gone fifteen rounds with Apollo Creed; fifteen very violent rounds . . . losing every one. 
 
    Heather and Naz were grinning at him. 
 
    'Rough?' Heather enquired. 'You shouldn't have set into the brandy so heartily.' 
 
    'I think I have got broken bones after all,' he replied, sighing again, pitifully this time. 
 
    'Nonsense,' said Naz. 'You're just feeling sorry for yourself. A warm shower, a bit more witch hazel and you'll be as good as new.' 
 
    'I don't think I can get up, never mind stand under a shower. And where is it, anyway? Upstairs?' 
 
    'Of course it's upstairs.' 
 
    'I can't manage stairs.' 
 
    'Yes you can,' said Heather. 'You can with a little help from your friends. That's Naz and me, if you haven't guessed. We're going to cart you up there, shower you and then put you in Naz's bed. Then she's going to nursemaid you while I sort out Spider.' 
 
    Alex looked at her. She was in Naz's bath robe again: nothing else; just the robe. Naz was even more provocatively clad; she only had on skimpy knickers and bra. 
 
    'These are our showering uniforms,' Heather said brightly. 'We did consider giving you a bath, but it's quite a narrow one. We might not be able to get you out again.' 
 
    Alex hardly heard her. 'Sort out Spider?' He shook his head. 'What do you mean by that?' 
 
    'He's obviously looking for us, even if he doesn't know our names. But he knows what we look like and he knows where to find us. I bet he's planning to be on campus on Monday, tracking us down. So I'm going to get in there first, aren't I, Naz?' 
 
    'Don't ask me,' Naz said, pulling a face. 'You're keeping me in the dark, remember?' 
 
    'So I am.' Heather grinned. 'It's for your peace of mind. And it's not at all risky. I hope.' 
 
    'Heather,' said Alex, 'whatever you do, don't go anywhere near Spider.' 
 
    'I don't intend to be recognized. Now then, are you going to shift your ass or am I going to have to lift you up myself?' 
 
    Alex frowned. Naz had provided him with covers last night but he was naked underneath them. 'Can't I put my trousers on first?' 
 
    'Sorry,' the Asian girl said. 'I put everything in the wash.' 
 
    Oh well, he thought, at least I'm not showing myself up by having a hard-on. My dick's as out of it as the rest of me. 
 
    He wouldn't have been able to stand unaided but, once he was on his feet, he wasn't too unsteady. 
 
    'Okay,' said Heather, 'You support him, Naz, in case his knee gives way. I'll follow on behind, ready to catch him if he falls down the steps.' 
 
    Somehow, grumbling all the way, Alex made it up the staircase and into the bathroom. Naz kept her arm round him while Hev turned on the shower and satisfied herself that the water wasn't too hot. 
 
    'You're not going to manage on your own in there,' she announced. 'So we'll come in with you after all.' She shrugged off the gown and took over supporting duties. 'Get your kit off, Naz. Show us your so-sexy bod.' 
 
    Alex only glanced at Heather. She looked utterly beautiful as always. Even so, he wanted to see Naz. The girl really did have a so-sexy bod. He liked everything about it. No, he liked everything about her. And as for her eyes . . . 
 
    Her eyes were dark brown, almost black and possessed a life of their own. They seemed to reflect every ray of light going, in an intriguing, liquid-silvery way. Now, as she unfastened her bra, those amazing eyes were fixed on his. 
 
    And there went the lack of a hard-on! 
 
    'Good to see the wedding tackle's still working,' Heather said to him. 'That's as good an impression of Blackpool Tower as I've seen in a long while.' 
 
    Both naked, the girls escorted him into the shower. Alex guessed they had agreed roles in advance because, without exchanging a word, Heather propped him upright and Naz started to gently wash him. 
 
    Oh my God, he thought, just before he lost the ability to think. What wouldn't a red-blooded guy pay for an experience like this! 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Rachael woke wondering when she'd last shaved. Officially, she shaved every other day. In practice it probably happened every three or four days. Right now, half past seven on Saturday morning, she'd lost track. 
 
    Dearie me, she grinned. The things I wake up worrying about. 
 
    Ever practical, she put her hand under the covers and had a feel. Must have been Wednesday, she concluded. She was at that stage where she definitely had stubble but it wasn't too scratchy. In fact she was at that stage where the slight scratchiness was a turn-on. Maybe she was a weirdo, but she liked going down on a girl with slightly scratchy stubble. 
 
    Having time to kill . . . and seeing as her hand was there anyway . . . she started to jill, her heart rate picking up immediately, pumping blood where it was needed. Beneath her deft fingers her labia were already swelling and juices were flowing. Keeping her attentions strictly external and avoiding her clit as much as possible, she let her mind wander. 
 
    University had been the sexual playground she'd expected it to be. No, it was better. For the first year or so she'd really let herself go. To be honest she'd behaved like a tramp. Nowadays, of course, she'd matured. Nowadays, instead of a never-ending string of flings, she showed some restraint. That is to say she was a single girl with five . . . no, make that six . . . occasional lovers. Okay, so flings hadn't been entirely consigned to history, they did still sometimes enter the equation, but relatively rarely. 
 
    Ingrid wasn't a fling. Not anymore. Rachael had classed last weekend as an enjoyable one-off, like a never-to-be-repeated special offer. Her unexpected birthday treat. She hadn't been making a booty call when she rang Inga the other day; she really had been in search of a drinking partner. Not that she'd refused the opportunity when it so wonderfully arose . . . 
 
    Nobody in her right mind would refuse an opportunity with Inga. 
 
    Rachael's pussy was throbbing quite alarmingly. She didn't want to go off on a hair-trigger so she stopped her external caressing and slid two fingers inside herself. She had more self-control when she did herself inside rather than out; much more self-control. 
 
    Grinning again, she went back to Wednesday afternoon. What a pleasant surprise that had been. And Ingrid wanted to do it again next Wednesday! She had even proposed they had a sort of friends with benefits arrangement between now and the end of term. Being a friendly type herself, Rachael had agreed. 
 
    It's hard work, she'd thought delightedly, but someone has to do it. 
 
    Energized by a simply enormous cum, Rachael leapt out of bed and bounced her Tigger-like way into the bathroom. After peeing and cleaning her teeth she frowned at her reflection in the mirror. She was not a vain person but had always been proud of her looks. Today she looked ever-so-slightly dodgy. 
 
    It was the hair, she decided; her crowning glory. Maybe it was time for a change? Maybe she should grow it out and go back to black? Or maybe she should shave it all off. She could have a few months as a traditional, anti-racist skinhead. 
 
    As if! She could readily shave parts of her head, but all of it . . . 
 
    Not a chance. 
 
    Her serious reflection made her laugh and stick her tongue out at herself. Normally she looked good; alternative, certainly, but good with it. As a teenager she'd modelled herself on 70s and 80s rockers. For a long while she'd fancied herself as Joan Jett, but she'd also put in a stint as a rather skinny Poly Styrene. Her very first effort though (the one she always went back to) had been Siouxsie Sioux. 
 
    Rachael had been overwhelmed when she found out Siouxsie had been a driving force in the Bromley Contingent. Coming from Bromley herself she had, as a thirteen-year-old in 1994, dearly wished she'd been born twenty years earlier. In the absence of a time machine she'd gone for the next best thing, dying her hair jet-black and severely spiking it with hairstyling glue. 
 
    She chuckled as she remembered the bollocking she'd got at school when she turned up with her new hair and lots of black eyeliner. That had been the first of many appearance-related bollockings, come to think about it. 
 
    The Mohican was a university thing. It had been blue to start with and was blue again now. But it had been a whole rainbow of other colours in-between. She would go for something different one of these days, but quite honestly didn't think there was a shade or tone she hadn't tried. 
 
    Bristles were the problem that morning. Rachael didn't mind a little five o'clock shadow on her pussy but couldn't abide it on the sides of her head. Armed with clippers and no guard at all, she quickly made herself respectable then hopped into the shower. 
 
    And she brought herself off again, still thinking about Ingrid. 
 
    Oh yes, she concluded. That's nice, nice, nice . . . to coin a phrase (or, rather, to steal one). 
 
    Rachael's daily "uniform" consisted of T-shirts and jeans. While she had often been accused of only having T-s featuring The Sex Pistols, she did have others: lots of others. She lingered over one with a picture of Blondie and the plea "Call Me", smiling wryly. Debbie Harry was one rocker she hadn't tried to emulate. Frankly, she'd never have pulled it off. Her allegiance to Siouxsie was unshakeable, but a thirty-year-old Debbie Harry . . . 
 
    Well, nobody should look that sexual. She shouldn't have been allowed. 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Putting Debs back in her drawer, Rachael opted for a white T- with Aladdin Sane on it, complete with lightning bolt. David Bowie was, of course, a Bromley boy. She'd been overwhelmed to find that out, too. What were the odds, eh? A small town like Bromley producing both the greatest female rocker of all time and the greatest male rock idol. 
 
    (And three points for guessing where Poly was born. Yes, got it in one!) 
 
    Although she preferred his early stuff Rachael thought Bowie was ace, full stop. She was done with men . . . or so she believed . . . but if Bowie ever wanted to fuck her, she'd let him. Unless she had a prior engagement with Ms Sioux and a dog collar, that was. 
 
    Humming to herself (I Love Rock 'n Roll), Rachael set off for uni. Almost everybody else was off for the weekend but she had business to attend to: Girls' Society business. 
 
    Rachael had never felt maternal in any way . . . except when it came to her Girls' Society. When she had first come "up north" the society had been no more than the germ of an idea. She'd known there was a plethora of clubs and societies already in operation. Surely her angle had been covered, she'd feared. 
 
    But it hadn't. So she'd printed out notices and fly-posted them here, there and everywhere. She'd even stuck one dead-centre on the door of LGBT HQ. Now, three years on, she could see she had created a monster. And it needed her. On top of the two meetings a week she was contactable just about 24/7. At Christmas she'd gone home a week late on the twenty-third and come back a fortnight early, on the second of January. At Easter she'd gone home Maundy Thursday, come back first thing the following Tuesday. 
 
    Lots of women didn't go home at all during breaks. So she had to be there herself, just in case. 
 
    In case she was needed. 
 
    Today was Saturday Morning Surgery. She'd pinched the concept from the local MP and always got someone calling in, wanting help or advice. Usually there was more than just one; sometimes there were a lot. Personally, she liked the relaxed atmosphere of Saturday mornings. Personally, she liked being in demand. 
 
    Graduate and let it all go? Leave her baby in the hands of others? 
 
    Like fuck!! 
 
    Rachael was as good as certain to graduate cum laude. She had already sorted out funding for the next two years' study. Well . . . more like loans than funding. She'd end up even more in debt, but who gave a toss? Repayment of student loans was subject to salary, wasn't it? If she stayed as a student forever she'd never have to repay, would she? 
 
    Stopping in at Khan's Newsagents, she bought two bottles of Lucozade and, after a pause, two Mars bars. She was lucky. Her metabolism let her eat and drink whatever she liked, keeping her perpetually as a skinny girl with surprisingly big tits. Alice (her Girls' Society right-hand lady) wasn't so lucky. She could put on weight just by watching MasterChef. 
 
    Alice doesn't have to eat it, she told herself. I can easily do two. 
 
    The Union Bar was open as a bar eleven until eleven most days (eleven until midnight Fridays and Saturdays). The doors were, however, left open from eight of a morning, after the cleaners had done their thing. That left the premises available for three hours for anyone wanting to practice their darts or Space Invaders (yes, among all the glittery modern game options, they had Space Invaders . . . and Pac-Man, too). It also left them available for homeless societies to hold surgeries. 
 
    Alice was playing pool on her own, right hand against left. She looked worried, probably because her supposedly weaker left hand was down to two stripes; her mighty right had five spots on the table, all of them badly placed. 
 
    'Have a drink of this.' Rachael handed her a Lucozade. 'Maybe it'll work like Popeye and spinach.' 
 
    Alice had a great swig then groaned when she saw the Mars bars. 'Bitch,' she said, before taking one and demolishing it in a couple of ravenous bites. 
 
    And then she took a right-handed shot and potted the black, in-off via two cushes. 
 
    'That's your fault,' she said. Then, star-bursting into a grin, 'Play you for a pint?' 
 
    They were halfway through their game when the first "patient" arrived. 
 
    'Pretend to be me with your right hand,' Rachael suggested to Alice. 'Give yourself a chance.' 
 
    The patient was a second year student. Her landlord had just discovered that she was sleeping with her female flatmate. This revelation had offended him so much that he'd given them notice to leave, and short notice at that. 
 
    Rachael had heard this sort of drivel before. She knew the type. The bastard might be homophobic but was more likely a grasper. Sure he was offended, but only because they'd been using one room instead of two. Never mind the fact he'd been paid for both rooms, he could have crammed someone else in, got even more filthy lucre. 
 
    'Fill in the blanks and sign here.' Rachael passed the girl a generic form. 'By Monday lunchtime I will have a hundred signatures on it, guys as well as gals.' 
 
    The girl read the standard text. It said that the university as a whole abhorred the landlord's attitude. If he didn't withdraw his notice to leave, he would never get tenants again. 
 
    'Is that feasible?' the girl asked. 
 
    Rachael pointed to the very bottom line. It was underlined, in bold, and read: ASK MARK CARTER IF WE ARE JOKING. 
 
    'Who's Mark Carter?' 
 
    'He had five rental properties,' said Rachael. 'He pulled the same trick and we closed him down. I think he's stacking shelves at Morrisons, nowadays.' 
 
    'Respect,' the girl said. She held out her fist and Rachael bumped it. 
 
    Client number two was chatting with Alice. As she took her place Rachael noticed Heather arriving. She did not for one second take Heather to be client number three. If Heather had a landlord issue (and she didn't even have a landlord!), she would have sorted it out herself. 
 
    The latest client was the most awkward sort to deal with: a fresher who'd fallen out with her true love. Fortunate enough to be in halls, the girls were next-door neighbours. They had clicked very early on but, as of last night, they'd argued big-time. Heated words had been exchanged. 
 
    'Thank God for you,' the weeping girl said. 'Thank God for Saturday Surgery. I couldn't have waited until the next meeting. And I couldn't have fessed up in front of a crowd, anyway.' 
 
    'Look,' Rachael began, 'I can't speak for your girlfriend, but maybe she's chilled by now.' 
 
    'Not a chance.' 
 
    'So it's over?' 
 
    'Yes,' said the fresher amid more weeping. 'I can live with that. I've broken up before. It's the hatred I can't stand. How can she love me one minute, hate me the next?' 
 
    The estranged lover was also a member of the Girls' Society. Rachael . . . giving the usual rider that she couldn't guarantee anything . . . promised she'd "have a conversation". 'I don't know her so very well,' she said, 'but I know she's good at heart. I'll tell her you still want to be friends.' 
 
    Waving off another satisfied customer, Rachael joined Alice and Heather. 'Never seen you in Surgery before,' she jested. 'Have you miscalculated opening time or what?' 
 
    'Believe it or not,' said Heather, 'I need your assistance.' 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Naz, with Heather's assistance, had thoroughly dried Alex before depositing him naked on her bed. 
 
    'Right then,' Heather had announced. 'I'm off to do the deed. Goodness only knows when I'll be back. I may be some time. Don't wait up for me. And don't do anything I wouldn't do while I'm away.' 
 
    Even Alex had laughed at that. Heather had fully dressed after the shower but Naz was only wearing a fresh pair of flimsy knickers. Although she was determined to give him more TLC, she was sexually aroused. So too was Alex. He'd now had two "below jobs" from her and probably fancied his chances of getting a third. 
 
    'As if I could come up with anything you wouldn't do!' she said. 
 
    'You could always try,' said Alex. 
 
    Naz looked at him a little wistfully If only he wasn't so badly battered . . . 
 
    'So,' she began as Hev left. 'I'm going to nurse you better. More witch hazel and Ralgex are high on my list of priorities. First things first, though. Are you hungry?' 
 
    'No.' 
 
    'When did you last eat?' 
 
    His brow creased as he tried to remember. 'Mother made me breakfast yesterday.' 
 
    'Alex! That is not the correct answer. You must be starving.' 
 
    'My mouth's still sore. And I honestly don't think I could keep anything down.' 
 
    'You kept that brandy down well enough. How about trying some soup?' 
 
    After a little nagging he agreed lukewarm soup might do the trick. Naz heated a can of Heinz chicken and poured it into a bowl, adding a generous amount of crumbled Lancashire cheese. Then, avoiding the split in his lip as best she could, she spoon-fed him. 
 
    'That was good,' he conceded after finishing every last drop. 
 
    Smiling to herself, Naz took the bowl downstairs and returned armed with what she still considered to be "medication". 'Hold the peas to your eye while I do your front,' she commanded. 
 
    'You really do sound like a nurse,' he said as he complied. 
 
    'That's because I'm in charge and I know best.' 
 
    She examined Alex's knee before spraying it. Having seen knee injuries aplenty she wasn't worried by what she found. This one was swollen but not so badly. A day or two of bed rest and it would be fine. 
 
    While she caringly applied witch hazel Alex got chatty. He was, he said, really, eternally grateful to her for everything, not least the roof over his head . . . and the ongoing TLC, of course. Rita wouldn't have been anything like as patient with him, even if he had managed to find her. 
 
    Tatti, thought Naz, recalling that pair of below jobs. I'd forgotten about Rita. 
 
    'I'll get you your phone in a minute,' she said. 'You can try her again.' 
 
    'I'm not sure that I want to,' he replied. 'She's obviously been out . . . you know, with somebody else.' 
 
    Naz could feel her cheeks burning. 'How long have you been with Rita?' 
 
    'We've been together since Christmas.' 
 
    'It's quite serious, then?' 
 
    'I don't know what it is.' He sighed. 'We agreed to see each other up to graduation. Then I'm off doing voluntary work overseas. We haven't agreed anything for when I'm back. We're not particularly local to each other, you see.' 
 
    'Will you get in touch? When you get back, I mean.' 
 
    'I don't know.' He sighed again, even more deeply this time. 'Just lately I've been wondering if we'll make it as far as graduation. Getting back in touch might be out of the question.' 
 
    'Alex, forgive me for asking, but what sort of an arrangement do you have with Rita?' Naz flushed again. 'Tell me to mind my own business, if you like.' 
 
    He studied her a moment before replying. 'We're both bisexual. Officially I can date men but I can't date other girls.' 
 
    'And the same goes for Rita?' 
 
    'She reckons she doesn't need anyone else. There again, she was supposed to be dating Hev last night.' 
 
    'It's too complicated for me,' said Naz. 'Turn over. I want to do your back.' 
 
    Alex gingerly complied and she winced at the sight. He'd said he'd curled up as best he could and she didn't doubt him; the evidence was there before her eyes. By then his bruises had started to colour in, and there were dozens of them around his spine. 
 
    'Pretty bad, huh?' He laughed softly. 'I wonder what Carrie's making of it. We bruise in sympathy, you know. Except you wouldn't know, would you.' 
 
    'Yes I would,' said Naz. 'I'm a twin myself.' 
 
    'Are you? What a small world. Do you bruise in sympathy?' 
 
    'We did.' Naz tried to swallow the lump in her throat. 'Minha died when she was twelve. Meningitis took her.' 
 
    Lying face-down as he was, she couldn't see Alex's expression but his voice trembled with emotion. 
 
    'Naz, I'm so, so sorry. That must be the most terrible thing that could ever happen.' 
 
    'It was. It still is. It always will be.' Thankfully the lump disappeared. 'I think about her every day,' she went on. 'I sometimes persuade myself I'm over the worst of it and then something will stir a childhood memory. I counteract that by making myself think happy thoughts: remembering us playing together as little girls; laughing together; comforting each other when something went wrong.' 
 
    'We couldn't sleep in separate cots,' said Alex. 'Me and Carrie, I mean, when we were babies.' 
 
    'It was the same with us.' Naz wiped away a solitary tear. 'We often shared beds, never mind cots, especially when something went wrong.' 
 
    Then, womaning up: 'Okay, that's you done. You can roll back over.' 
 
    'Am I still in the Girls' Society?' Heather began. 
 
    'Come on, Hev, of course you are.' Rachael grinned at her. 'You know how it is. The Girls' Society's like the mafia. Once you've joined you can die, but you can't ever leave.' 
 
    'I rather hoped you'd say that . . .' 
 
    Heather briefly but concisely explained who Spider was and why she was in his bad books. 'I want to get him busted before he catches up with me and Naz,' she said. 
 
    'I don't blame you.' Rachael shook her head, as if trying to clear it. 'I don't see what the problem's got to do with the Girls' Society, though. More to the point, I don't see what we can do to help. I don't think a guy like that would take much notice of a petition.' 
 
    'Spider abused Carrie Hart,' said Heather. 'Okay, he didn't actually get her addicted; she did that all by herself. And yes, her addiction probably did make her go with him willingly. But he shared her with mates, for goodness' sake.' 
 
    'He's obviously a twat,' Rache agreed. 'But if she went willingly . . .' 
 
    'Rachael, I'm convinced Carrie is not the first one. I bet he does it all the time. I bet dozens of women have suffered at his hands. Dozens more will suffer in the future. One of these days someone is going to die.' Then, warming to her theme, 'It's possible someone has died already and he's made the body disappear. Or bodies . . .' 
 
    'All right, all right,' Rachael held up a restraining hand. 'He's a danger to women as well as a danger to humanity. That makes him an enemy of the Girls' Society. But I still don't see what we can do about him.' 
 
    'I'm asking for help from you specifically.' Heather smiled her most winning smile. 
 
    'Go on,' the Mohican said suspiciously. 'Hit me with it.' 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Rachael couldn't believe Heather was being so compliant. Okay, so the girl was after a big favour, but this was borderline ridiculous. They'd been in bed for over an hour now and she was still getting to do all the creative stuff. Records were being broken! 
 
    Righty-o, she thought; if I really have got a licence to thrill . . . 
 
    Heather's tits were, in Rachael's estimation, up there with the best in the world. And, as the possessor of a decent pair herself, she reckoned she was in a good position to judge. Leastways, she would be in a good position to judge if she got her face out of the girl's pussy. 
 
    Leaving her trickling, she slid up Heather's hot and sweaty body. Hev had been squeezing her own breasts for some considerable time but didn't protest when one of her hands was tugged away. No, she just kept squeezing with the other and sighed as Rachael's mouth came into play. 
 
    Alternately kissing, nibbling, sucking and licking, Rache reckoned Hev was perfect in every way but one: a body like hers should be adorned with piercings and tattoos. As a girl about to do a big favour, she was tempted to insist on an immediate visit to Taboo Tattoos, where both deficits could be filled very swiftly. 
 
    As a girl immensely enjoying herself, she stayed where she was and kept munching away at those lovely firm tits. 
 
    Maybe another hour later, with Heather still submissively taking everything thrown her way, Rachael went for it. The strapless strap-on was a recent purchase but she'd already mastered (mistressed?) its use. She hadn't even dreamed of using it on Heather though. Not until that very minute. In fact she hadn't previously wanted Heather to know it existed, fearing she'd only get ideas. 
 
    But now, with her playing at being Miss Obliging . . . 
 
    Seize the moment, Rache told herself. Chances like this don't come along every day. 
 
    The toy had been expensive but was worth every penny. It was made of purple rubber and the end that was going in Heather had a realistic "head" and "veins"; it actually did resemble a decent-sized cock. 
 
    Rachael smiled as she inserted the shorter end into her pussy. She didn't particularly like men but, taken individually, cocks weren't so bad. As some of her more cynical friends often said, "It ain't the cock that's the problem; it's the dick on the other end!" 
 
    Heather had stayed on the bed. She was on her back and eying Rachael's newly acquired erection. 
 
    'Ooh,' she cooed, persisting in playing her part, 'is that all for me?' 
 
    'It certainly is,' said Rache, getting onto the bed on her knees. 'You just stay where you are and enjoy. I'm going to make your day.' 
 
    Considering a couple of hours of sex as ample foreplay she didn't hang around. That said she did set off gently and considerately. Knowing that Hev (in common with most women she'd fucked with) was super-sensitive in the first inch or so of her pussy, she began by using the head but hardly any of the cock's thick shaft. 
 
    Putting it in and easing it back out. Putting it in and easing it back out; again and again and again. 
 
    Their soft moans and groans merged in the stillness of the bedroom. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' Hev sighed, using one of her favourite endorsements, 'nice, nice, nice!' 
 
    Eventually it seemed to be time to progress. Rachael did so by pushing in a little deeper, penetrating by maybe three inches and aiming for what Hev affectionately called "Graffy". 
 
    Direct hit, if Heather's shrieks and cries were anything to go by! 
 
    Feeling all-powerful and getting plenty of good vibes of her own, the petite punk kept at it, watching her oh-so-willing victim's face all the while. Heather was still drop-dead gorgeous after running a half marathon. Seen now, at her best . . . in full orgasmic mode . . . she made Helen of Troy look like the back end of a bus. 
 
    Firing off a couple of quick cums of her own, Rachael stretched out her legs, moving into a more on top position but supporting her upper body with straight arms, her hands planted in the mattress. That gave her the leeway to fuck a little more vigorously. 
 
    Heather shrieked and cried louder than ever. 
 
    Suitable encouraged, Rachael went in deeper. Indeed she went in as deep as she could possibly go. And this time the shrieks and cries were hers. They were groin-to-groin, sopping wet both of them, the absence of a harness adding to the excitement tenfold. 
 
    Heather had her hands behind her bent knees, holding her legs apart. Aided by her strong torso she was rocking her pussy up to meet Rachael's lusty plunges. She was also gyrating her hips, and that definitely added to the experience for both of them. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' she groaned, 'more, more, more!' 
 
    'Good, good, good,' Rache agreed, picking up speed and cumming again, 'nice, nice, nice!' 
 
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Preparing to go "out for the night" was an experience Rachael would never forget. Neither was having a shower together, with Hev still playing Miss Obliging. 
 
    It was the attention to hair that stuck in the memory; that and the removal of all visible body jewellery. Appointing herself hairdresser-in-chief, Heather started with Rache's; scrupulously washing out every last trace of gel, starch and glue. Then, when it was flat and unrecognizable, she used an (allegedly) temporary hair dye and turned it black. 
 
    And then she performed miracles on herself. Okay, it took her a while, but she dyed her jet-black hair a rich, dark red and then bundled it up into a crown braid. 
 
    Needless to say, she still made Helen of Troy look butt-ugly. 
 
    'You can go back to blue tomorrow,' she said, 'and nobody any the wiser.' 
 
    Rachael scowled at that. 'I might shave it all off,' she said, 'if this Spider character is as bad as you make out.' 
 
    'Whatever will be, will be,' said Heather, 'all that matters is that he doesn't place me tonight or you at a later date.' 
 
    The Cat's Whiskers offered half-price admission and cheaper drinks up until ten thirty. Although they could have narrowly beaten the price-hike they did not join the short queue waiting to get in. Instead they joined the even shorter queue to The Spice Pot. 
 
    At a first glance The Spice Pot looked like a hijacked ice cream van. In a lot of ways that was exactly what it was. Renovated and refurbished, it offered "authentic Indian cuisine" to anyone prepared to part with a few quid. 
 
    Heather now took the lead, insisting on paying and asking for two kebabs and a "very hot madras". The eternally cheerful owner of the business obliged her by tipping half a ton of curry powder over a bog-standard aluminium foil tray of minced meat. 
 
    They ate with their fingers and chapattis, leaning against a wall across the street from the night club, surreptitiously checking it out. The drug action obviously took place in an alley on the right-hand side of the building. There was a constantly changing cluster of people at the nearest end of that alleyway. Most of them were smoking or eating food from the mobile Indian or the (much less-frequented) hot dog stall nearby. 
 
    'Can you see him?' Rachael asked. 
 
    'No,' Heather admitted ruefully. 'There are two guys who've been there a while. I think they're dealing but neither of them is him. He's much bigger and even uglier.' 
 
    'He must be pretty ugly then,' Rachael remarked, wiping her hands on a serviette. 'Do you reckon he keeps in the background?' 
 
    'I dunno,' said Heather. 'He was certainly dealing the other night. That's how Carrie ended up with him.' 
 
    Rachael kept watching while Heather finished off the madras. 'The guy in the leather jacket is selling stuff to go,' she said. 'He's probably dealing in pills. Class B or C, I mean; that and the pot everyone seems to be puffing away at. The one in the jean jacket is making folk wait. He must be selling Class A. His customers have to wait because he won't keep the gear on him.' 
 
    As she spoke a third guy came down the street and, working in tandem with Jean Jacket, handed out a number of tiny packages. 
 
    'So where's Spider,' Heather said, dumping the empty tray in a convenient bin on a lamppost. 'This is supposed to be his patch.' 
 
    'Maybe he'll show up later, to collect the loot.' 
 
    'You might be right. Let's go have a beer and see if anything's changed when we come back.' 
 
    There was a pub not fifty yards away. It was renowned for being the "last stop before Cat's" and was predictably busy. Smartly dressed as they were (in case they actually had to go into the club) the two of them fitted right in. In fact they received a couple of indecent proposals before they even got to the bar. 
 
    Still in charge, Heather bought two pints of Moorhouse's and they found a relatively quiet corner. 
 
    'We have to catch Spider in the act,' she said. 'It's no good catching two of his underlings. They won't grass him up under pressure, will they?' 
 
    Rachael shrugged. They were both carrying covert camera and recording devices. She'd bought them for Girls Society business and had used them once before, with gratifying success. That had been in the hours of daylight, though. Heather wouldn't listen to her objections that the photo mode wouldn't work properly at night. 
 
    'We'll have to try hot dogs next,' she said. 'Then we can make like lovers in a doorway. The Whiskers is open until three. And a lot of purchases come at the end of the night, don't they?' 
 
    Heather looked at her curiously. 'Do they?' 
 
    'Yeah, it's uppers on the way in, downers on the way out. I thought everybody knew that.' 
 
    'I don't. But then I hate drugs. Apart from pot, of course; a million Rastafarians can't all be wrong.' 
 
    'You look a bit Rasta with your hair like that,' Rachael observed. 'Rasta and very fuckable, that is.' 
 
    'Why thank you, my black-haired beauty. Sorry to disappoint you, but it's you who's getting the fucking later. I owe you big-time.' 
 
    Hev didn't usually use the F word. Rachael took it as a sign of nerves and didn't comment. 'It's going to be hard to take,' she said instead, 'but I suppose someone's got to do it.' 
 
    Heather bought two more pints then went for a pee. While she was gone someone came in through the pub's swing doors and conversation levels noticeably dropped. 
 
    It was Spider. Rachael had never seen him before but immediately knew who he was. He was even larger and uglier than Heather's description. He also radiated danger, and not only in her opinion. The crowd of drinkers parted like the Red Sea, allowing him free passage to the bar. 
 
    'It's him,' Hev hissed into her ear, making her jump. Her attention had been fixed on the monster. She hadn't seen her friend return. 
 
    'Jesus, Hev,' she hissed back, 'you nearly gave me heart failure!' Then, pulling herself together: 'You were really going to fight an ogre like him?' 
 
    'The bigger they are, the harder they fall. But, between thee and me, I wasn't half grateful when Majid turned up.' 
 
    'I'd have wanted the Seventh Cavalry, not a taxi driver.' 
 
    'Yeah, but you weren't there. Majid and his wrench was the next best thing.' 
 
    Spider bought what looked like a very large Scotch then leant against the bar and looked around. He was clearly sizing the guys up and finding them all lacking. He was also clearly sizing the girls up for different reasons entirely. 
 
    Rachael actually felt his eyes on her, undressing her. Then Hev got the same treatment before they moved on. 
 
    Praise God, she thought, he didn't recognize her. 
 
    Like everyone else in the pub, the two girls concentrated on their drinks and didn't look directly at the whisky-drinking thug. They were acutely aware of him though. Everybody was. 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    (Saturday 27th April 2002) 
 
    Rachael's intended doorway was occupied when they went back out into the street, ten minutes after Spider. A big black guy and a scantily clad blonde were busy in there getting close and very personal. Obviously it was a good place for making out. 
 
    Moving on to a neighbouring shop the two girls tucked into jumbo hot dogs then, sticking to the plan, got on with acting like lovers. 
 
    That is to say Rache got to play the amorous lover while Hev submitted to her and furtively kept one eye on the action across the street. 
 
    Heather had positioned herself so she could see the end of the alley. The cluster of people had grown from earlier; Jean Jacket and his mate were doing a lot more business. More to the point, Spider was now on the scene. 
 
    'He doesn't seem to be dealing,' she whispered anxiously, 'he's leaving it to his stooges.' 
 
    At some stage of her life Rachael must have taken lessons in method acting. She'd soon unbuttoned Heather's flies and sneaked a hand inside. Her nimble little fingers were doing the walking here, there and everywhere, touching her up through her thong. 
 
    'It's not midnight yet,' she said. 'And at least he's turned up.' 
 
    'I'm going to approach him even if he keeps in the background,' Heather announced. 'I'll get him to say something incriminating, somehow. At the very least he'll refer me to one of his sidekicks.' 
 
    'No,' said Rachael. 'Stick with what we agreed. He'll remember your eyes if not your voice. I'll make the approach to him, you can record Jean Jacket. He hasn't seen you before, has he?' 
 
    'No,' said Heather. Then, as an afterthought: 'That feels nice, by the way.' 
 
    'It's just as well it does. We might be here a while.' 
 
    An hour passed. Heather had had several orgasms but her heart wasn't really in it. 'We'll make our move at one o'clock,' she said, refastening her buttons. 'Here's a twenty. Will that be enough?' 
 
    'Remind me what I'm supposed to ask him for.' 
 
    'Ask for cocaine first. That's not his drug of choice so be ready to ask for heroin instead.' 
 
    'Twenty is plenty, then.' 
 
    Heather checked her watch. 'Two minutes,' she said. 
 
    As she spoke the third guy came down the street and conferred with Jean Jacket, probably asking him who to give his goodies to. Jean Jacket obligingly pointed out the latest pre-paid patrons. 
 
    Then all hell let loose. Half a dozen police vehicles converged on the alley out of nowhere. Men were shouting "Armed police!" Others were shouting "Nobody move a muscle!" Bright lights suddenly shone up the alley from behind the cluster of pot smokers together with more shouts of "Armed police!" The authorities had executed a classic pincer movement, trapping their prey in one fell swoop. 
 
    'Blimey,' said Rachael as the black guy and the blonde raced across the street, barking orders, 'they were Old Bill all along. And he had his hand in her knickers!' 
 
    'Pot and kettle, Rache,' said Heather, still trying to come to terms with what was going on. She had wanted to bust Spider herself, but this was not a bad alternative. 
 
    In fact this could be the answer to her unspoken prayers. 
 
    'Armed police,' she said. 'How much better is that than trying to get someone to listen to a recording?' 
 
    'Ten times at least,' Rache replied. 'And it's a hundred times better than putting our heads in the lion's mouth.' 
 
    There wasn't actually a lot going on. Nobody showed any resistance at all. In a matter of moments the black undercover officer had picked out the dealers and Spider and his three cronies were taken away in separate patrol cars. Everyone else had been lined up against the wall and held there. Ominously for them, a couple of Black Mariahs had now arrived. 
 
    'Let's join that lot.' Rachael indicated knot of interested spectators outside the night club's entrance. 'I don't want to be a witness if I don't have to be.' 
 
    Neither did Heather. 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    (Sunday 28th April 2002) 
 
    Rachael surprised her hostess next morning by announcing she was going hiking. 'I promised a few of the girls that I'd go with them. I'll never live it down if I blob.' 
 
    Heather had been looking forward to a morning in bed and an afternoon in the pub. She stared at her intended bedmate/drinking partner in dismay. 'Where exactly are you hiking?' 
 
    'We're doing the Hardknott Pass.' 
 
    'Where's that when it's at home?' 
 
    'Up in the Lake District. It's the steepest road in England. You can come with us if you want.' 
 
    'Thank you but no. I have a long-standing appointment with a gallon of Marston's.' 
 
    'I thought you were a healthy, outdoor sort of a girl.' 
 
    'I am. That's why I'll be sitting in the beer garden while you're climbing steep hills.' 
 
    Feeling lonely after Rachael left, Heather set the coffee percolator going and started on the Sunday papers. She had just turned to page three of the News of the World when someone knocked on her front door . . . hard. Making sure her dressing gown was fastened, sure that that was the knock of somebody officious, she went to answer it. 
 
    'Good morning, Ms Hunter,' the visitor said, 'may I come in?' 
 
    It was Stuffypants. Resisting then impulse to ask if she'd got a warrant, Heather led her back into the kitchen and poured two coffees. 
 
    'Is this a social call?' she wondered. 
 
    'I'm off-duty,' Stuffypants replied, 'as of half an hour ago. Feel free to call me Chrissie.' 
 
    'You could have come in your uniform.' Heather grinned. 'Even better, you could have brought your cuffs.' 
 
    'My cuffs are in the car; in case you cut up rough and I have to take you in.' 
 
    It was hard to tell if the policewoman was joking. She certainly hadn't smiled yet. 'I thought you said you were off-duty,' Heather ventured. 
 
    'I am. And I don't want to make this official. So you'd best come up with a good story about last night.' 
 
    Alarm bells clanged in Heather's head. 'I'm not with you,' she prevaricated. 
 
    'I'm talking about last night outside the Cat's Whiskers. What were you playing at?' 
 
    'I was out with a friend,' Heather said inventively. 'I didn't see you. Were you one of the ones yelling about being armed?' 
 
    'I was undercover in the doorway next to you. And don't even think of denying it. I'm a detective. A change of hairstyle isn't enough to fool me.' 
 
    Heather's mouth dropped open. 'Don't say it was you with the big black guy.' 
 
    'Yes, it was little me, in a professional disguise and not sticking out like a sore thumb.' 
 
    It didn't seem the right time to mention hands in knickers. More relevantly, Stuffypants knew she'd been tracking Spider on Thursday. Fibbing at a moment like this could only get her into trouble. And she'd already phoned and told Naz they were in the clear . . . 
 
    Pouring more coffee, Heather came clean and told "Chrissie" about Carrie's misadventures. 
 
    'So we can add kidnapping to the charge-sheet,' the policewoman said when she'd done. 
 
    'I couldn't swear to that,' Heather shrugged. 'I hate to say it, but Carrie was desperate. She probably went with Spider readily enough. And she wasn't tied up or anything when we got her out. She could have walked away if she hadn't been off her head.' 
 
    'What about the rape?' 
 
    'I couldn't swear to that either. Spider told me it was her idea to use shagging instead of cash.' 
 
    'You've spoken to him!' 
 
    'He intercepted us on our way out of his house. We got away but I've reason to believe he holds a grudge. That's why we were trying to record him last night. So we could dob him in, like you ask us members of the public to dob in dealers on your ads.' 
 
    'You'd have been dobbing yourselves in at the same time. It's an offence to buy as well as sell, you know.' Stuffypants sighed. 'Let's just forget you were there. You didn't actually buy anything and you didn't get in the way. And Eric hasn't even mentioned you.' 
 
    'Is Eric your . . . er, boyfriend?' 
 
    'We were undercover, Heather; deep undercover.' 
 
    'I thought he was getting in pretty deeply. And I thought you preferred girls.' 
 
    'I do.' 
 
    Stuffypants' demeanour changed dramatically. She got to her feet and made a beckoning gesture. Intrigued, Heather went to her. Let her kiss her. 
 
    Suddenly, showing considerable strength, the policewoman lifted Heather, sat her on the worktop and unfastened her gown. Heather expected her to go down on her knees and opened her legs widely in anticipation. But she was mistaken. Still staring into her eyes, the other woman reached back with her foot, hooking up a wooden stool and pulling it in place. 
 
    Now Heather was seriously excited. She'd never been eaten by someone sitting on a stool before. And, she soon realized, she'd rarely been eaten with such patience and skill. Who cared if at first it was all aimed at the clit, the whole clit and nothing but the clit? 
 
    Even with her legs draped over Stuffypants' shoulders she was slightly worried she might wriggle too much and fall. She solved that by grabbing a wall unit with one hand. Then, deciding her other hand needed occupying, she squeezed her boobs. 
 
    And they stayed like that through two cycles of wavelike cums. That is to say Heather had two sets of seven, with each seventh cataclysmic. She couldn't speak for her lover, but she seemed to get plenty out of it too. 
 
    And wasn't she engrossed in her work! 
 
    At one point, early in her second cycle, Heather sensed a presence outside. Her window cleaner had come collecting as he did on the last Sunday of every month. And, because he always did a good job, he could see clearly through the glass in the kitchen door. 
 
    Fortunately he didn't linger. There was, however, an endless ten seconds while he gaped at Heather and, with a craned neck, Heather gaped back, trying earnestly not to let him see her latest climax. 
 
    Then, unable to stave it off, she gave in and came. 
 
    The window cleaner grinned at her and departed. 
 
    Stuffypants never knew he'd been. 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    (Sunday 28th April 2002) 
 
    It took a while for Heather to get off the worktop. Afraid her legs would be all rubbery, she got down slowly. Then, satisfied everything still functioned, she turned to Stuffypants. 
 
    'It's my go now. Get upstairs. Get naked. And get on my bed.' 
 
    Not complaining in the least, the policewoman set off. Heather immediately dived in the dishwasher and hallelujah, Rachael had forgotten to take her strapless toy. It had been put in on Saturday, after Rache had shagged her to heaven and back, and was now clean and ready to be re-used. 
 
    Stuffypants was unfastening her skirt when Heather arrived in the bedroom. Her blouse was already off and folded neatly on a chair. 
 
    'You look excited,' she said, 'and it's catching.' 
 
    Heather showed her the toy and inserted the bulbous end into her vagina. 'There,' she said, 'it's up to my bellybutton. Is Eric's as big as this?' 
 
    'Eric is not my boyfriend.' 
 
    'I'm not saying he is. But you must have copped a feel of him last night. And why aren't you on the bed, like I ordered you to be?' 
 
    'Maybe I'm being naughty. Maybe I want you to punish me.' 
 
    Heather let the gown fall from her and strode across the room, very conscious of the artificial erection and very, very aroused. No way was she wasting time on smacking games. Not at a time like this. 
 
    As a wrestling match it was no contest. Stuffypants might have been stronger than she looked but she wasn't as strong as Heather. Although, to be fair to her, that was one fight she didn't really want to win. In a matter of seconds they were on the bed and she was the one on her back. 
 
    Heather remembered Rachael's slow, tender lovemaking and decided she hadn't the self-restraint. 
 
    'Guide it,' she said, 'pretend you're putting Eric's willy in you.' 
 
    Stuffypants guided and Heather pushed in all the way to the hilt. Then she shagged and shagged and shagged. And Stuffypants climaxed and climaxed and climaxed. Soft sighs quickly became yelps and moans and groans and screams. 
 
    Not that Heather kept a monk-like silence. That wonderful, wonderful toy was designed to simulate externally as well as internally. As far as she was concerned it gave her as the active party double the thrills. Being shagged by it was great but shagging with it was brilliant. 
 
    Quite predictably she got carried away and went on for ages. 
 
    Equally predictably, Stuffypants let her. 
 
    It was after three o'clock when they got to Heather's local. Stuffypants left her car parked in the street and they walked there, hand-in-hand like the lovers they were. 
 
    'One glass of wine,' she said (and not for the first time). 'I'm driving and my next shift starts at eight.' 
 
    The beer garden was only small but it had a patch of grass with a couple of trees as well as tables and chairs on a flagged area. Heather went inside for drinks. When she went out again the policewoman had left their table and was leaning against a tree, yapping into her mobile. 
 
    'Progress,' she said as she sat down and reached for her wine. 'Nobody was admitting anything this morning. Now one of them has cracked.' 
 
    'Please say it's Spider,' Heather said hopefully. 
 
    'No chance of that.' Stuffypants sipped from her glass and nodded approval. 'Do you know the sort of sentences we're looking at here?' 
 
    'No. Sentencing isn't one of my specialist subjects.' 
 
    'The one you call Leather Jacket was caught with Class B. We've got him banged to rights. He had the gear on him and we'd set up CCTV. He's facing three years, according to the station locker-room experts. Jean Jacket hadn't anything on him but we've got him filmed dealing. He's going to wriggle and argue but we're going for Class A and he's got form, so maybe five years.' 
 
    'It doesn't sound long.' 
 
    'It might be longer for Charlie. He's the one who delivered the Class A and he was operating out of a car, parked up in a nearby pay and display. It had a lot of heroin in it; perhaps as much as fourteen years' worth. That's why he cracked. He reckons he's just small fry and doesn't deserve to do such a lump. Not when it's all Spider's doing.' 
 
    'So Spider isn't going to get away with it?' 
 
    Stuffypants' phone was ringing. She stayed at the table and listened to the caller, a smile spreading across her usually severe face. Heather finished her pint and waited for her to share the good news. 
 
    'They've searched Spider's house and found twenty-five kilos of white powder under the floorboards. It needs analysing but they reckon it's the same stuff we found in Charlie's motor. If it is, that's game, set and match. I'll get another round in to celebrate.' 
 
    She came back with a fresh pint for Heather and a tiny orange juice for herself. Then, after quarter of an hour of small talk, she said it was time to go. 
 
    'I enjoyed this morning,' she said, squeezing Heather's hand. 'I enjoyed the other night, too. What are you going to come up with for me next?' 
 
    'I'll think of something.' 
 
    'Well don't take too long over it. Make it sooner rather than later.' 
 
    Re-armed with her third pint Heather mused over her social diary. She really did need to commit to having one in writing; she was losing track of what she'd agreed to do. Stuffypants obviously wasn't going to go away anytime soon. She had her crick chick and Ruth to see again too, and Rita and Naz, of course. And she'd set up a date with Hattie. And Dr Lester wouldn't get out of her head. 
 
    She chuckled as she realized she'd forgotten Rachael. She wasn't going anywhere either. The sexy doctor might have to wait for her slot. 
 
    A memory came to her, making her clap a hand to her forehead. 
 
    Majid's due at six! 
 
    She checked her watch. Nearly half past four. There was time for a few more beers before she took up her curry-making duties. 
 
    A man, she thought. I've committed myself to a night with a man! And on his own at that, without his girlfriend coming along to give us many more possibilities!! 
 
    She chuckled again as she recalled Rachael's words the night before. 
 
    "It's going to be hard to take, but I suppose someone's got to do it." 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    (Sunday 28th April 2002) 
 
    Rita had met Julia and Betty towards the end of her first year at uni. In fact she hadn't so much "met" them as tracked them down. At the time she'd been on a mission and, going on rumours she'd heard, she had decided they could help her achieve her goal. 
 
    On the face of it Julia and Betty made an unlikely couple. They were post-graduate students and were both extremely butch; not the sort of pairing she would have expected. Back then they had, however, already been living together for three years, so it was fair to assume some sort of an agreement had been arrived at. Whatever it might be was private, though. They weren't for sharing secrets. 
 
    But, if those rumours were correct, they did occasionally share their bed with others. 
 
    One story had it that they preyed on innocent, submissive femmes. That is to say they would happily double-team a girl and neither expected nor wanted her to reciprocate. Normally that would have put Rita off. But not when she had that one specific aim in mind. 
 
    'I'd be careful with those two,' she'd been warned more than once. 'They don't take prisoners.' 
 
    Rita hadn't taken notice. Well, not much. She had been slightly perturbed when Heather's old mucker Angie advised caution. Angie was a ferocious-looking skinhead; her appearance was much scarier than the girls'. Compared to her the girls looked quite cute, in spite of their shaven heads and hairy armpits. 
 
    Anyway, Rita had finally taken the plunge and offered them a no strings night of sex. They could, she assured them, do anything short of physical harm. Her only proviso involved double penetration. 
 
    'It has to be with strap-ons,' she told them, 'and it definitely has to happen.' 
 
    They had been in a quiet corner of the Union Bar at the time (where else?). Julia had agreed instantly and Betty nodded only moments later. 
 
    'We wouldn't dream of doing harm,' she said archly, 'but don't expect to be able to walk after we're done with you; not for a couple of hours, anyhow.' 
 
    And so Rita got what she had been hankering after and it was magnificent. The pleasure was infinitely better than her many DIY efforts with two dildos. It even eclipsed some of the thrills Heather had given her with twin toys. 
 
    Julia and Betty enjoyed themselves too. Repeat performances were agreed to be in order. Rita had gone back for several encores before the novelty started to wear off. 
 
    Last week, purely by chance, Rita had bumped into Betty on campus. Yes, she'd said, she was still living with Julia and yes, they were both well on their way to becoming perpetual students; their post-grad degrees were coming in thick and fast. They had a wall completely full of them. 
 
    'And didn't we three have fun, back in the day,' she'd added. 
 
    Their meeting had been shortly before Rita bumped into Hev (after an even longer gap). She'd been tempted to suggest a three-girl reunion but didn't think she could sneak it past Alex; not when they'd need more than just a snatched hour or two to do the occasion justice. 
 
    Betty had grinned at her obvious indecision. 'Let's swap phone numbers,' she said. 'Who knows when a convenient window might open?' 
 
    Mere days afterwards, almost incredibly, a window did open. And Rita had snapped at the chance. Plotting like a reincarnated Iago, she'd arranged for Alex to spend Friday night and, with any luck, the rest of the weekend with Hev. Then she'd called Betty and made similar arrangements for herself. 
 
    'Julia's well up for it,' Betty told her. 'Here, I'll put her on. You can hear for yourself.' 
 
    Next moment Julia was on the line. 'I hope you're ready for the best fucking of your life,' she began. 
 
    'I am,' Rita replied, 'just as long as it's on the same terms as before.' 
 
    'Trust me,' Julia said, laughing throatily, 'it is.' 
 
    Of course Alex did his best to bugger up Rita's carefully made scheme. Him and his devotion for that frigging sister of his! What guy in his right mind would forgo a night or two in Heather's bed in favour of a vigil at a private nursing home? 
 
    Apparently Alex would. And apparently he would hold his vigil outside the home because the doctors and nurses were sick of him already. 
 
    Thinking on her feet Rita told him he didn't deserve a night with Hev so she'd sleep with her instead. She had then enlisted Hev's support with the deception plan and, confident her tracks were covered, set off for that promised best-ever fucking. 
 
    Another double-teaming at last, she'd crowed as she went, as excited as she'd been in a long, long while. Bring it on! 
 
    Julia hadn't been kidding. As soon as Rita arrived at her place she was dragging her upstairs, leaving Betty to lock up behind them. Then they were in the bedroom and kissing like crazy, Julia's tongue in Rita's mouth, Rita sucking on it avidly. 
 
    And then they were on the bed and Rita's gypsy-style skirt had been pushed up above her waist. Julia didn't have the patience to remove her skimpy little thong and simply dived in, nibbling and gnawing at her through the fabric. 
 
    Rita moaned and came: twice in quick succession. 
 
    Still leaving the skirt indecently rucked up Julia tugged off Rita's very wet underwear and got her face back in there. Rita came again. This was just too good. Julia was using fingers as well as her lips and tongue, paying attention to absolutely everywhere. 
 
    The eating out went on almost forever. Rita was dimly aware that Betty had joined them in the room but, seeing as she didn't join them on the bed, she immediately forgot about her. Consequently it was a bit of a surprise to see her later, sitting on a chair watching them, naked apart from a medium-sized strap-on in tasteful black. 
 
    God only knows when she undressed. Time's a blur. It could have been just now or it could have been centuries ago. 
 
    'My turn,' Betty announced brightly. 'Get us wine, Julia. We'll start without you.' 
 
    Still fully clothed, Julia left them to it. Replacing her on the bed, Betty grinned down at Rita. 
 
    'Open your legs,' she commanded. 
 
    Rita obeyed and squealed as the sex toy entered her pussy. Then she squealed some more as Betty pounded away at her. Feeling somewhat like a sex toy herself, she closed her eyes. This was already even better than Julia's eating out and the weekend hadn't really started yet. 
 
    'Fuck me,' she implored. 'Fuck me harder!' 
 
    Betty more than obliged. Rita more than enjoyed it. Then, after countless cums, her replacement lover withdrew and barked out another command. 
 
    'Lift up your bum.' 
 
    Rita knew what was about to happen even before Betty slid a pillow under her backside and rolled a fresh condom onto her artificial cock. 
 
    'Oh yes,' she sighed, raising and bending her legs, presenting her with a target she couldn't miss, 'oh yes, yes, yes.' 
 
    Betty made a show of lubing up and, grinning again, pressed her cock against Rita's anus. It went in as easily as it had gone into her vagina. Even so, she squealed as the real enjoyment began. 
 
    'Better and better,' she cried, 'more, more, more!' 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    (Sunday 28th April 2002) 
 
    Julia and Betty must have taken turns to fuck her for the next three or four hours. Ass, pussy, tits and mouth, they fucked her everywhere and just about every which way they could. Rita had taken care to arrive early but, by the time Julia suggested she had a timeout, it had been dark outside for ages. 
 
    Not that the timeout applied universally. 
 
    Sipping Muscadet, she watched Julia and Betty going at each other on a double-ender. Doing that in front of her was a first. They had never so much as kissed for her before. And it was a sight to behold; they had that act off to a T. Rita was sorely tempted to join in . . . to at least fondle a tit or two . . . but dare not break the rules. The fucking so far had been great but she hadn't had the cream yet. 
 
    And she wasn't going to do anything to jeopardise that! 
 
    Later, much later, the girls were done. They approached Rita and Julia took her hand, tugging on it, encouraging her onto her feet. 
 
    'Come here,' she said, 'come with me.' 
 
    Rita followed for perhaps two yards, weaving her way between what seemed like dozens of discarded condoms. She guessed they were going to fuck in another room (the bathroom perhaps, or maybe the spare one) and was surprised when she was suddenly lifted off her feet. 
 
    'Hey!' she said. 
 
    Then she shut up and worked with the girl, willingly allowing access to her pussy. Having sex standing up was a new one on her but she wasn't going to knock it without trying. Why should she? And Julia was a big, strong woman. She was easily capable of supporting her, so long as she hooked her legs over the woman's hips and Julia kept hold of the undersides of Rita's thighs. 
 
    Full sensory overload only hit her when Betty put in her two-pennyworth; or rather when it came home to her what she was about to do. 
 
    Fuck me, she thought, it's not just sex standing up, it's . . . 
 
    And then Betty was also inside her (inside her ass!) and the whole world was glowing. Rita dimly tried to analyse the situation but failed dismally. She was being fucked in different places and with different rhythms, she knew that much. Or was it a case of rhythm and beat? 
 
    She wasn't sure but it was fantastic whatever it was. Their efforts were more than just working; they were contriving to drive her insane. 
 
    The sounds coming out of Rita were little more than cavewoman grunts. But they were happy grunts. Tit-to-tit with Julia, back-to-front with Betty, she'd never been happier in her life. 
 
    Eventually, when she was starting to think she'd run out of cums, her two strap-on lovers switched roles and the sensations got even better. Unable to articulate herself, she took it and took it and took it. 
 
    And Angie had warned her to keep away! 
 
    Hah!! 
 
    Somehow early Friday evening had become latish Sunday afternoon. Forty-eight hours of Rita's life had zipped by and she'd relished every last second. 
 
    But after the feast comes the reckoning. 
 
    Alone in her lovers' double bed she tried to put together a risk assessment. Right now Julia and Betty were downstairs, making "Sunday dinner". Rita was expected to attend and had been invited to stay for another night. 
 
    Hmmm . . . 
 
    She was worried about her deception plan: had it really held together as long as this? Had Alex been so wrapped up with Carrie that he hadn't wondered where his girlfriend was? Or what on earth she'd been doing, come to that. 
 
    Hmmm . . . 
 
    In her heart Rita knew this was her last tryst with Julia and Betty. It could never be surpassed and she would soon be away from Lancashire for good. If ever there was a case of "leave 'em wanting more" this was it. 
 
    But that didn't mean she had to leave immediately, did it? She could already smell a chicken roasting so dinner was a must. And surely she could manage one more night of being submissive? Surely she could when the rewards were so great? 
 
    Rita reached for her mobile and turned it on for the first time in two days, anticipating a flood of texts and missed calls, mostly from Alex. 
 
    Surprise, surprise, most of what there was came from Alex but there wasn't a lot. Three missed calls, a text and a message from Vodafone suggesting an upgrade. 
 
    The text was from Alex. It said: 
 
    "Don't worry, I'm OK now. 
 
    Catch you soon." 
 
    Wondering what the heck that was meant to mean, she rang Heather. No reply. She fired off a quick text of her own. 
 
    "Is my coast still clear?" 
 
    After ten minutes without a response from Hev she bit the bullet and called Alex. 
 
    'What do you mean "don't worry",' she said over his attempt to state his name. 'What happened to you? Why are you okay?' 
 
    'I'm okay because I'm glad to be alive,' he said irritatingly. 'But never mind me; where are you? I know you're not with Heather, like you were supposed to be.' 
 
    Rats, thought Rita, borrowing the term from the lady herself. 
 
    'I'm with a girl,' she said aloud, half-truthfully. 'She's doing me chicken and roast potatoes even as we speak. How's Carrie?' 
 
    'I honestly don't know,' he said, sounding as if he didn't much care. 'She's in lockdown, isn't she?' He paused before adding, 'When you say "with a girl", do you mean one you've been shagging ever since Friday?' 
 
    'Yes,' Rita admitted, closing her eyes as she spoke. 
 
    'Fair enough,' said Alex, still sounding disinterested, 'if it's a girl that's all right.' 
 
    'Don't be a sexist bastard.' 
 
    'I can't help myself. And neither can you if you've been shagging all weekend.' 
 
    Alex's mood puzzled Rita. But at least she'd come clean and he didn't seem bothered. Well, not a lot. And maybe she hadn't as much come clean as clean-ish. 
 
    'Where are you,' she ventured, 'and are you expecting to see me tonight?' 
 
    'I'm somewhere safe and out of the way,' he said mysteriously. 'Feel free to dally with that new girl of yours. I'll catch up with you at uni early next week. We need to talk.' 
 
    Rita stared at her mobile. He'd disconnected without saying goodbye. 
 
    And he hadn't even tried to tell her where he was. 
 
    She redialled only to discover he'd switched off. 
 
    'Frigging right,' she muttered, 'we do need to talk.' 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    (Sunday 28th April 2002) 
 
    Naz had been looking after Alex all weekend, spoon-feeding him soup and using those healing hands of hers in a variety of ways, some of them not strictly nurse-like. She'd also slept with him on Saturday night, in an almost platonic sort of way. 
 
    All right then; she'd deemed him still too battered to have full sex and had limited him to below jobs, a policy he easily accepted. He liked her blow jobs. So far he'd had six of them. He'd been about to get number seven when his girlfriend rang. 
 
    Naz didn't know Rita but reckoned she was nuts for disappearing on him. And she'd kept her phone off to keep herself unreachable! That made her calculating as well as mad!! 
 
    'That was Rita,' Alex said, switching his own phone off. 
 
    'I know. I'm right next to you in bed. I could hear her as well as you could.' 
 
    'Right then,' he said, 'where were we?' 
 
    'Not so fast,' said Naz, 'I have questions to ask.' 
 
    'Go on, then.' 
 
    'Why aren't you furious with her for going with someone else?' 
 
    'We give each other leeway. Didn't I tell you?' 
 
    'Yes,' Naz admitted. 'You're both bisexual. You can go with blokes and she can go with girls. But isn't two days with a new girlfriend pushing it a bit?' 
 
    'I've been here two days,' he countered, 'and you aren't even a bloke. And thank God for that,' he added hastily. 
 
    'So you're cheating and she isn't.' 
 
    'I'm sure she has cheated in the past, so I'm letting me off on that charge.' 
 
    'What's this chat you need to have with her?' 
 
    'We need to discuss all sorts. She's been involved with Carrie, so I have to tell her how it worked out with Spider. I guess I'll have to tell her where I've been holed up too.' 
 
    'Gee,' said Naz. 'Thanks.' 
 
    'Don't worry; I'll do it without revealing your identity. I'll come up with some cunning cover story.' 
 
    'Why am I not filled with confidence?' Naz laughed then grew serious. 'You can tell her the truth as far as I'm concerned. Tell her I'm a kindly soul who couldn't resist the chance to keep sucking you off. As long as you do it in a way that doesn't get you dumped and me thumped.' 
 
    'That's the big part of our chat,' said Alex, just as serious. 'Our final exams start at the end of May. We'll be splitting up after they're over. I want to agree a new set of ground rules for our last few weeks together. And, if she doesn't agree . . .' 
 
    From the way he tailed off Naz guessed he meant they'd be splitting up sooner rather than later. He was, however, a man. And he wasn't talking about the woman currently in bed with him. 
 
    'Is that supposed to impress me,' she asked, 'am I supposed to think you're as good as single?' 
 
    'No,' he said. 'I'm telling you because you're my friend. And because nobody's ever taken care of me like you have. I owe you a debt that will last forever.' 
 
    'What about Heather?' 
 
    'I owe her too, but not quite as much. All she did was call me a taxi.' 
 
    'After rescuing your sister, you mean.' 
 
    'You helped her with that. She couldn't have pulled it off without you.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' went Naz. 'I still think you want to get into my knickers.' 
 
    'Of course I do. Every man on the planet does. You're drop-dead gorgeous.' 
 
    So was he, in a hunky sort of a way. Naz considered her situation carefully. Alex was going to be in her bed for another day at least. The ibuprofen tablets she'd nipped out for had eased the swelling in his knee, but he still struggled to get about. In fact it would probably be Wednesday before he was fit to go into uni. 
 
    So she'd be studying at home for two days and her other lovers would have to wait, Heather included. And she was going to have another night with Hev. Half-promises had been given and she was going to take them up. She might be mildly confused about her feelings but she was positive about that. 
 
    Talking about confused feelings . . . 
 
    Could she really share a bed with Alex for two or three more nights without shagging him? 
 
    Come to that, could she really go downstairs to heat more soup without shagging him first? 
 
    Rita was going to assume the worst, anyway. Well, she was, wasn't she? Anyone would. Chances were it would be all round the university by next weekend. How she'd dallied with another girl's man. 
 
    After perhaps a minute of consideration she shrugged. Some situations didn't need thinking over as much as they needed exploiting. 
 
    She reached between Alex's legs and took hold of his cock, smiling when it instantly hardened in her hand. 
 
    'I'm going on top,' she said in her no-nonsense nurse's voice. 'You have to be completely still and leave everything to me. And then, if you're a good boy and eat all your supper, I might do it again.' 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    (Sunday 28th April 2002) 
 
    Majid arrived at Heather's ten minutes early, bearing cans of Tetley's and bad news. 
 
    'One of the other drivers has blobbed,' he said, 'I have to be back in the cab at midnight or Hattie will flay me alive. And don't let me drink more than two of these.' 
 
    Heather had only been back from the pub five minutes herself, just long enough to have a pee and pour a glass of Pinot. She made an instant management decision. 
 
    'Okay, time is of the essence. Forget authentic and side salads. I'll use Sainsbury's pre-made sauce and chapattis. And don't worry; I'll spice the sauce up a bit.' 
 
    Preparing the meal the quick way didn't take long but it still needed twenty minutes in the microwave. As Majid was limiting his drinking they passed the time by shagging on the granite worktop. Being the polite hostess, Heather did most of the work. 
 
    Then, curries consumed, she grinned at him. 'We've got to cram a whole night's sex into five hours. Do you want to do it on my bed or in the lounge?' 
 
    'The lounge sounds good,' he said. 
 
    And it was. Before she knew it the clock was at quarter to twelve. Reluctantly, not wanting to make him late, she let him shower alone. 
 
    'Men usually only get two nights with me,' she told him as he headed for the door. 
 
    'That's it for me then,' he said. 
 
    'Of course it isn't. Friday was little more than a kiss; it doesn't count. And you've only had half a night tonight. Try and pick a day when you won't get called in and I'll do you a proper vindaloo.' She smiled as she paraphrased Stuffypants. 'And don't take forever. Make it sooner rather than later.' 
 
    Alone again Heather assessed her tiredness. Sex always invigorated her and she was as full of beans as ever. She was also badly in need of a shower. Showers always invigorated her as well but, seeing as she was already wide awake, she had one then went back to the kitchen and poured more wine. 
 
    Naz eventually answered her phone, just before it went on to voicemail. 
 
    'Hev, don't you know what time it is?' 
 
    'Hi Naz, I love you too. How's Alex? Is he still at yours?' 
 
    'Yes, he's here be-' Naz cut herself off abruptly. 'He's still here in my bed. I reckon he needs a couple more days, so I'll be revising at home until Wednesday.' 
 
    Heather's grin stretched from ear to ear. 'He's there beside you, isn't he? That's what you were going to say. He's there beside you in your bed.' 
 
    'You have a nasty, suspicious mind, Heather Hunter.' 
 
    'That's because I understand human nature. And I understand you. You'd better be taking care of him as well as taking advantage.' 
 
    'I'm fine,' Alex said in the background, 'never better.' 
 
    'I hope you don't think you've permanently stolen my new girlfriend,' Heather retorted. 
 
    'I hope I have.' Alex laughed. 'You can have Rita in exchange. Assuming you can find her, that is.' 
 
    'What are you ringing for?' Naz demanded. 
 
    'To give you an update on Spider,' said Heather. 'One of his minions has turned Queen's evidence, or whatever you call it.' 
 
    'Grassed him up, you mean?' 
 
    'Yes. And better still, the police have found half a ton of heroin in his house. He's going to be eating porridge for years. We really are in the clear.' 
 
    'Yippee,' said Naz. 'Now, if you'll excuse us. You rang at a very inconvenient moment.' 
 
    Heather finished her bottle of wine and drank the three cans of beer Majid had so considerately left. Then she eyed the bottle of Shiraz on her worktop. 
 
    'Avaunt thee Satan,' she said finally, leaving it unopened. 
 
    As she had expected, she found it difficult to get to sleep. Her mind was swirling with images of Naz and Alex, mingled with memories of Majid. And memories of Stuffypants too, come to that. They had used the same slab of granite tonight as they'd chosen that morning. That is to say her two lovers had chosen the same slab; she had just gone along with their decisions . . . for once. 
 
    The images and memories were just too much. In the end Heather got her smallest, most innocuous dildo and, using it slowly, oh so very slowly, she started to think about Dr Lester. A lengthy fantasy might do the trick, she reckoned. As long as it was without peaks and troughs; one that culminated in a single, only mildly explosive orgasm. 
 
    Amazing herself, she imagined her dream lover was in charge; that Dr Lester was doing all the doing and she was doing all the wriggling and writhing. And wasn't Dr Lester doing her doings well! 
 
    Never mind lengthy, Heather thought, never mind a single titchy climax. There's potential in this. Lots and lots of potential! 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    Heather was determined to have a "regular" Monday. The previous ten days had been too hectic by far. She needed to get back to some sort of normality. She also needed to think about revising for her forthcoming exams. 
 
    And she needed to get some exercise in. Sex aside, she'd hardly done anything athletic in ages. Not that it showed when she examined herself in her full-length mirror. She still looked ripped and toned even before she flexed up. 
 
    No, make that ripped, toned and as sexy as ever. The only thing odd about her was her hair, which was still temporarily dyed red. 
 
    Leastways she hoped it was temporary. 
 
    She frowned at her reflection, wondering how long her hair would stay that colour. According to the instructions, it should only last one shampoo and she'd shampooed it last night, when she finally showered. There again, there had been the warning that it depended on hair type. And she'd had to use four bottles of the stuff to overcome her natural jet-black. 
 
    Her crown braid had been abandoned as soon as she'd got home from the Cat's Whiskers. Halfway down her back and dark red did make an impression . . . but it wasn't really her. 
 
    I'll go for a swim, she decided. I'll shower and shampoo, swim and shower and shampoo again. That will shift it, surely! 
 
    The university swimming pool was dirt cheap for students and opened at eight, an hour before her first tutorial. She'd often been first in and took great pleasure in smashing the stillness of the water. It was childish, she supposed, but after several hours with nobody in it the pool's surface was perfectly calm and glass-like; smashing its stillness was always gratifying. 
 
    Sorting out her hair was less gratifying. Okay, it was back to black again but, even after the third wash she had noticeable red streaks. 
 
    I look like a naughty burlesque dancer, she thought. In fact that's what I'll say. I'll tell everyone that I've been treading the boards this weekend, in my peekaboo red basque. 
 
    The morning's two tutorials were encouragingly uneventful. After the second, as per usual, Hev chose to lunch in the Union Bar. The first person she saw when she went in was Rachael, standing at the bar, chatting to a couple of members of her society. 
 
    Heather grinned at the sight. Rache's hair was back to a blue Mohican . . . but with noticeable black streaks. It was also lacking the usual spikes and looked surprising good on her (not that she didn't always look good; it was more a case of her looking even better than ever). 
 
    Rachael briefly came over as she bought Marston's and a cheese and tom baguette. 
 
    'Love the highlights,' she said. 'You look like a burlesque dancer.' 
 
    'That's exactly what I thought; although maybe I'm more of a burlesque stripper. I might even give it a go. Your streaks are cool too. So is the style. I want it to be like that next time we sleep together.' 
 
    'Play your cards right and it might be.' Rachael chuckled. Then, suddenly serious: 'Have you had any fallout from Saturday night?' 
 
    Heather gave her a quick update, omitting to mention Stuffypants' visit, pretending they'd talked on the phone. 
 
    'So we're home free,' she concluded. 'How was the Hardknott Pass?' 
 
    'It was even steeper than advertised. And going down the other side took ages. It's ten times as long and like a route march. I was thinking of you in your beer garden every step of the way.' 
 
    After a not-so-quick kiss Rache went back to her buddies. Finding a relatively quiet table, immune to the racket coming from the games machines, Heather sat and got out her copy of The Art of War. She had two hours until her next lecture and reckoned a little revision was more appropriate than lots more pints. 
 
    And, as far as Business Studies required reading went, this was her favourite. 
 
    Business was warfare, after all, wasn't it? And The Art of War was a darn sight more interesting than Statistics for Economics, even if it was thousands of years older. 
 
    Time and two additional beers swiftly went by. Then Heather's phone rang. She smiled when she saw the caller ID. Hilary was yet another bi-curious student who fancied girls with jet-black hair. Unlike lots of the others, she'd kept it at flirting level. Was she at last aware the sands were running out on her? It was nice to think it might be. 
 
    'Hiya, Hilly,' she said brightly. 'To what do I owe this honour and pleasure?' 
 
    'Hiya Hev,' Hilary replied, tersely and not at all flirty. 'Listen, there's this scary guy outside the book shop, asking folk about you. I thought you ought to know.' 
 
    Spider, Heather thought instantly. 
 
    'What sort of scary guy?' she said aloud. 
 
    'He's a big, ugly one with lots of tattoos. At first I supposed he might be a policeman, in plain clothes and all. But they can't have tattoos, can they?' 
 
    'I dunno,' said Heather remembering a couple of discreet ones on Stuffypants. 'I think they have to be hidden under the uniform. But never mind that; what questions is this guy asking? And how do you know about him?' 
 
    'I know because he stopped me and asked if I knew you. He had a photograph of you in your football kit. He asked me if I knew you or that Asian girl who scores all the goals. I've forgotten her name.' 
 
    'Naz Hussain?' 
 
    'That's it.' 
 
    'Heather was starting to get alarmed. 'Did he know our names?' 
 
    'Yes. I told him it was a big university and I didn't know either of you. Did I do right?' 
 
    Heather assured Hilly she'd said the right thing and thanked her for the tipoff. Then she wondered what to do next. Spider was obviously closing in on them. She hadn't expected that. And she hadn't spared the team notice board any consideration at all. 
 
    That's where he's got the photo, she concluded. And everybody knows us, whatever Hilly told him. He'd easily get our names . . . names which were co-incidentally there on the squad list. And what would he ask next; our whereabouts? 
 
    Damned right he would! 
 
    It wasn't possible to sit back and do nothing. Heather decided she had to confront him there and then, on the campus where help would be at hand if she needed it. Sweet-talking Tony the Barman, she left her supersized backpack behind the counter and set off. 
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    Determined as she was, Heather didn't go rashly, she went with caution. The book shop was at the far end of the campus, close to the Communal Bar, along with a smattering of other shops and small branches of a couple of banks. Instead of heading there directly, going between the library and the computer centre, she took a sharp right and cut through a series of car parks. 
 
    She found Spider's black BMW in one of the pay and display areas, as she'd expected. Not that the discovery put her on a par with Sherlock Holmes. The majority of the university parking space was for permit-holders only, and no way would Spider have qualified for a permit. Of course he would have to pay. 
 
    'Elementary my dear Stuffypants,' she muttered as she dialled. 
 
    The policewoman answered almost immediately: 'DC Parker speaking.' 
 
    'Chrissie it's me, Hev. What are you doing letting a dangerous drug dealer loose so soon?' 
 
    Stuffypants sounded genuinely surprised. 'What are you talking about? We got an extension to hold all four of them up to ninety-six hours. It's going to take that long to fill out all the charge sheets.' 
 
    'So what's Spider's motor doing here in the uni pay and display?' 
 
    'Ah, so that's where it is,' Stuffypants said dryly. 'We've been looking for that.' 
 
    'It's been here since eleven forty-seven,' Heather told her after checking the ticket. 'And it's paid up for another two hours, so it's not just been dumped here. Somebody's been driving it.' 
 
    'Are you sure it's Spider's?' 
 
    Heather read out the registration and, after a moment or two checking online at her end, Stuffypants confirmed it was his. 
 
    'It must be one of his sidekicks driving it,' she said. 'My money's on Dazzler White. We're looking for him, too.' 
 
    'It looks like I've found him as well as the car. There's some strange guy by the university book shop, asking questions about me.' 
 
    'What does he look like?' 
 
    'I don't know. I haven't seen him yet. I'm still on my way.' 
 
    'Heather,' Stuffypants began officiously,' whatever you do, do not approach him. I'll get officers there shortly. Leave him to us.' 
 
    That arrangement worked for Heather so she said okay. Then curiosity overcame her and she carried on walking. 
 
    I'm not going anywhere near, she told herself. I just want to see him get arrested. 
 
    Leaving the series of car parks she passed some halls of residence and found herself at the top of the steps leading down to the Communal Bar. She'd always considered that bar to be a dingy place that didn't do Marston's and therefore didn't deserve her custom. Consequently she only ever went in it if there was a gig on; and only then if it was a decent band. There was absolutely no temptation to go in at that moment in time. 
 
    More cautious than ever, she drifted towards the book shop, stopping about thirty yards short, moving to the side of the path and pretending to jabber into her phone. 
 
    The guy was as Hilly described him: big and ugly with lots of tattoos. And he definitely wasn't Spider, although he had the same air of menace hanging over his head. 
 
    He had chosen a good spot, as well. Quite a few paths met where he was standing. There was even a (new but olde style) signpost with arrows pointing to various campus attractions. It was going up to two o'clock and quite quiet now, but an hour or so ago it would have been bustling. He'd have had no shortage of students to stop and question. 
 
    Being naturally nosy, Heather rang Alex. No reply. Cursing under her breath, she rang Naz. 
 
    'You're interrupting my studies,' Naz said in greeting. 
 
    Heather quickly told her that somebody was on their trail but not to worry, the policemen were already on their way. Then she asked her to take her phone upstairs and let her speak to Alex. 
 
    'He's seen this Dazzler character,' she explained, 'I want to be sure it's him.' 
 
    Alex didn't waste time with small talk. 'He's over six foot with very short hair. It's not shaved bald but it's the next best thing. I'd say it's dark but it could be any colour, really. All you can see is fuzz.' 
 
    There was nothing wrong with Heather's eyesight. And Alex was describing the man by the signpost. 
 
    'What's his nose like?' she asked. 
 
    'Long and thin, like something you'd find on a hawk.' 
 
    No doubt about it; that was Dazzler White all right. 
 
    She assured Alex and Naz that she'd update them after the arrest then rang off. 
 
    Come on Stuffypants, she thought, where are your officers? Dazzler's got nobody left to question. We can't be having him effing off out of boredom. 
 
    Even as she fretted Dazzler found a fresher to interrogate. The young black girl seemed afraid of him but looked at the photograph as requested. Heather couldn't hear what they were saying but took the girl's shrug and headshake to be good news. 
 
    Then the girl was gone and Dazzler was peering at his watch. His body language wasn't promising. 
 
    Heather was trying to come up with a contingency plan (one that didn't involve her going face-to-face) when an unseen hand grabbed her arm from behind. 
 
    'I've got one of them!' a male voice cried out. 'Daz, I've got one of the bitches!' 
 
    Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    It was not the time to stop and think. Acting purely on instinct Heather twisted away from whoever it was who'd grabbed her. Because he kept a very tight hold she only twisted through perhaps ninety degrees . . . 
 
    But that was enough. Before he could tug at her she raised her right elbow and spun back as fast as she could, getting the briefest glimpse of a guy about her own age and height. And, although she was acting like a coiled spring, she had the presence of mind to adjust her aim. 
 
    Bingo: a direct hit, smack under the jaw! The guy let go and reeled away. Conscious Dazzler was now charging at her, unsure how many more headcases he might have brought along as backup, Heather cut and ran. 
 
    That part of the campus did well for pathways and turnings. Taking her first right she sprinted as fast as she could then took a left. She could hear footsteps slapping on the paving in her wake but didn't dare look back. Dazzler might have been on her tail or he might have lost her already. All she wanted to do was keep going as long and far as she could. She'd worry about looking back later. 
 
    She hoped. 
 
    She'd once read that, when fleeing, the pursued tends to take turnings in line with their predominant hand. That sounded daft to her: surely two or three lefts would take them straight back to square one. 
 
    So she varied it: right, right, left; skipping some turnings altogether and sometimes taking three on the trot. 
 
    Where is everyone, she thought frantically. They can't all be in lectures. And where the hell are the police! 
 
    Finally, lungs bursting, she risked a glance over her shoulder. There was nobody there. 
 
    She stopped in her tracks and listened as best she could over her gasps for breath. She could hear running footsteps but they sounded to be far away, as if her pursuer had taken the wrong route. 
 
    And that had to be the case. The slap, slap, slap was fading and fading. In a matter of seconds it was gone. 
 
    Heather made a mental note to practice her sprinting. She'd always been better at long distances and had tended to ignore everything under eight hundred metres. 
 
    'Not no more,' she murmured ungrammatically. 
 
    As her breathing returned to normal she tried to work out where exactly she was. If she wasn't so very mistaken she was behind the library, headed back towards the Communal Building. Maybe the cave of a bar wasn't such a bad idea after all. There would be people in there, lectures or no lectures. 
 
    And who cared if she'd gone round in circles after all. 
 
    She fished out her mobile as she started to walk to the bar. A call to DC Stuffypants seemed to be in order but her fingers didn't want to dial. 
 
    She told me to keep out of the way! 
 
    Oops!! 
 
    While she battled with indecision she approached yet another turning . . . and nearly died when a figure suddenly stepped out, barring her way. 
 
    It was the smaller guy, and wasn't he pissed off!! 
 
    'I owe you, you fucking cunt,' he grated, clenching both fists. 
 
    'Don't do anything you'll regret,' she cautioned. 'I've got all sorts of black belts. Why don't you forget you ever met me and leave it at that?' 
 
    The guy just growled and threw a punch at her, right-handed. Heather dropped to her right, avoiding the blow, instinctively responding with a left-footed kick. 
 
    And bingo again! Her foot, sped on its way by her controlled fall, smashed under his chin. She heard his jaws crashing together and actually felt things breaking; bones probably, or possibly his teeth. 
 
    Stunned, he fell backwards, the rear of his skull hitting the flagged pathway with a dull thud. 
 
    Heather's fall turned into a roll that carried her back onto her feet. She didn't need to examine her foe to know that he was out for the foreseeable future. A bit concerned by the pool of blood forming under his head, she recovered her phone and started to dial 999. 
 
    The voice stopped her on the second 9. 
 
    'Put it away. I've got a gun.' 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    Dazzler did indeed have a gun. It was pointing at Heather's tummy. The sight knocked all the fight out of her. That and something Stuffypants had let slip about the values involved. According to her, if the main capture was heroin, the street value would be minimally a million; maybe much more if the purity was high. 
 
    Heather didn't reckon dealers who dealt in millions would walk around with fake weapons. 
 
    'Right,' said Dazzler, 'here's how it is. You're going to link arms with me and walk to my motor, like we are happily fucking each other, yeah? And this gun is going to be aimed at your belly all the way. Any funny business and I'll blast you in the gut. Trust me, that is not a nice way to go.' 
 
    'You wouldn't shoot me here, in broad daylight,' she objected, her words unconvincing even to her. 
 
    'Fucking try me,' he snarled, 'I'm already Public Enemy Number One. What's another death to me?' 
 
    Heather didn't answer that. She knew the police were keen to speak to him but doubted he was on their Most Wanted list. There again, he was clearly unstable and he had the gun. Who was she to say he wouldn't use it? 
 
    I'm no expert on nutters, she thought, never mind armed nutters. 
 
    So she let him link up and, aware of the bulge under his jacket, walked with him to the BMW. 
 
    Neither of them paid Dazzler's felled comrade a passing glance. She was too wrapped up in worry and he didn't seem to give a toss. 
 
    And still there was no sign of Stuffypants' uniformed colleagues. Which was bloody typical, wasn't it? If Dazzler had had a couple of beers before getting behind the wheel there would have been flashing blue lights everywhere. 
 
    He opened the passenger's side door and told her to get in. She did. 
 
    'Fasten your seat belt,' he commanded. 'And don't even think about making a run for it.' 
 
    Heather obeyed but, as soon as he slammed shut her door, made a grab for the handle. 
 
    Rats, it wouldn't open. The pin thingy seemed to be fixed down. 
 
    She was still wondering if she'd been beaten by a child lock when he got in and started the engine. 
 
    'We're going for a drive,' he told her. 'You just sit there and don't do anything stupid. One false move and it'll be bang, bang. Get my drift?' 
 
    He had put the gun in the open-top door storage compartment to his right. No way could she reach it belted up. And no way could she remove the belt and dive across his body before he could retrieve it. Heroics along those lines would end up with her being shot . . . unless they crashed into something first. 
 
    She nodded and said nothing 
 
    Dazzler drove them uphill, away from the university and away from town. In a matter of minutes they were beyond terraces and housing estates, heading for open countryside. 
 
    Heather couldn't help wondering if they were going to the Forest of Bowland; and if there was a spade in the BMW's boot. 
 
    I'll brain him with it, she decided. I'll do a Roger Brook and brain him with it. 
 
    Her knowledge of the locality was limited. She could drive but, determined to wring every ounce out of student life, hadn't bothered getting a vehicle. In her opinion drink-driving wasn't an option and neither was forgoing gallons of beer and vats of wine. Consequently she knew the town centre like the back of her hand and its outskirts hardly at all. 
 
    It was, she realized, very much uphill and down dale out there. And, leaving the main Preston road, it only got more mountainous. 
 
    That is to say, relatively mountainous. The Alps wouldn't have lost sleep over the competition. 
 
    After perhaps twenty minutes Dazzler turned off the latest minor road onto what was little more than a track. Heather noticed a KEEP OUT sign headed by "North West Water Authority" and frowned. When she paid her water rates it was to United Utilities. There again, the sign was old and looked as if it had had a shotgun emptied into it somewhere in the distant past. Maybe names had changed. 
 
    Dazzler obviously wasn't a great respecter of signs. He kept going up and up, trees and undergrowth closing around them until it seemed as if they were driving through the throat of a leafy monster. Then the foliage retreated and they were out in the open again, drawing to a halt where the track ended on a small gravel parking area. 
 
    Under other circumstances Heather would have been impressed by the location. They had stopped a few yards short of plunging into a good-looking pond which filled the thin valley ahead of them. The water reflected the sky and clouds in some places and was a pleasant green in others. The green bits went well with the surroundings, which were verdant indeed. Small bushes and trees flourished and completely encircled the baby lake. 
 
    Perfect for a picnic, she thought, recalling the KEEP OUT sign and supposing that this was private land. 
 
    'It's a lovely place to be fucked, isn't it?' Dazzler leered at her. 'This is the most popular spot for miles when it comes to knobbing someone you shouldn't.' 
 
    'How romantic of you to point that out,' Heather observed flatly. 
 
    She was trying to appear resigned and compliant but inside her brain was whirring. This place wasn't as remote as the Forest of Bowland. It also belonged to some water authority or other, so it probably didn't count as a decent burial ground. It was good for seclusion, though. Other folk seemed to obey the sign and keep away. 
 
    And where was there to run to? Nowhere, that was where. The undergrowth was thick; the only quick way through it was back down the track. Apart from swimming for it across the lake there simply was no alternative. And even she couldn't outrun a BMW. 
 
    Heather had another look at the water. The surface was about twenty feet below them and therefore presented a problem in itself. Without knowing how deep it was, how would she get in? Diving might easily result in a broken neck. And jumping might result in a broken leg. She'd have to scramble down the steep banking and wade. 
 
    And Dazzler wasn't likely to stand by and watch her, was he? 
 
    Come to that, how cold was it in there? The sun was pleasant enough today, but it hadn't been out a lot lately. And it was April, not July or August . . . 
 
    There was only one conclusion to arrive at and Heather accepted it. 
 
    If she was going to escape she was going to have to fight a man with a gun. 
 
    Somehow. 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    'I suppose you're wondering how you ended up in this mess.' 
 
    Heather glanced at Dazzler. He'd unfastened his seatbelt and was pointing the weapon in her general direction, holding it in his right hand, just out of reach. Even if she'd been allowed to unfasten her own seatbelt she couldn't have attacked him. Out of reach or not, that gun couldn't miss; she would be full of lead before she got over the gearstick. 
 
    'It did cross my mind,' she admitted, keen to get him talking; keen to get him to make a mistake. 
 
    'Spider was royally pissed off with you and your mate on Friday,' Dazzler obliged. 'He reckoned Miss Big Tits hadn't settled her dues and it was your fault.' 
 
    'I take it you mean Carrie; the girl you all raped.' 
 
    'Don't give me that; she was gagging for it. It was more like her raping us than the other way round.' 
 
    Heather could actually believe him but didn't let it show. 'She was out of her head,' she said. 'She was in no fit state to consent to anything. Therefore it was rape.' 
 
    'That's fucking feminist bullshit crap!' Dazzler exploded. 
 
    'No it isn't,' Heather contradicted, 'I bet her levels were off the scale. When you get to court everyone will think she wasn't even conscious.' 
 
    'Of course she was fucking conscious.' 
 
    'Well you would say that, wouldn't you?' 
 
    Dazzler glared at her then started to laugh. 'You don't get me going that easy,' he said. 'And Spider's not the sort to go to court. The case will never happen.' 
 
    'Maybe it won't, but only because he'll be banged up on a drugs rap.' 
 
    Now Dazzler's laughter was out of control; or so she hoped. Heather's right hand inched towards her seatbelt release . . . only to stop when the gun moved menacingly. 
 
    'You're too much,' he told her. 'I'd hate to have to shoot you at this early stage in proceedings.' 
 
    She forced herself to sink back into the plush leather upholstery. 
 
    'You were going to tell me a story,' she prompted. 
 
    'Yeah, so I was.' Dazzler clearly wanted to let her know how clever he was. He launched into his tale without further ado. 
 
    'Saturday morning, right, when you were doing student things,' he laughed again, 'that's when we got busy. You'll have been sleeping off your magic mushrooms or whatever, as far away from "school" as possible. Not me and Spider. We were in there on your case.' 
 
    'You went into uni?' asked Heather, feigning surprise. 
 
    'Yeah, we knew Miss Big Tits was a football star with her own team and reckoned her bosom buddies might be on the squad.' 
 
    His laugh was beginning to bug Heather. She did her best not to let it show. 
 
    'How helpful is your university,' he went on. 'They even have maps with "you are here" arrows. And the security is non-existent. Mind you, we were dressed for the part, in our shittiest old clothes. We fit right in and nobody said a word.' 
 
    'Ha, ha,' Heather volunteered. 
 
    'It must have taken us five minutes to find the football notice board. And then another two seconds to find this.' 
 
    He passed over a photo and Heather winced. She'd been expecting one of the whole team, all lined up and saying "cheese". Instead Dazzler had got the only snap ever taken of the three amigos arm-in-arm together. 
 
    She closed her eyes and wondered why she hadn't remembered that image was there on prominent public display. She should have snaffled it long before the likes of Spider came prowling. 
 
    The picture had been taken shortly after the most recent cup final. They were in the dressing room but still in their grass-stained kit. Carrie, the triumphant captain, was in the middle holding the trophy. The hat-trick scorer Naz was to her left with the trophy's lid on her head, looking as if she'd won the actual FA Cup itself. And Heather, scorer of the winning goal, was holding a bottle of best bitter up in salute. 
 
    'Spider recognized you straightaway,' said Dazzler. 'And we got your names easy enough from the report pinned under the photo. Okay, I had to confirm them today, but that didn't take long.' 
 
    'Why bother?' asked Heather. 'Who are you trying to impress? Spider's going down for years.' 
 
    'You're not listening properly. Spider won't make it past Magistrates' Court. Those magistrates have husbands and wives, sons and daughters. And there's a black sheep in every family, isn't there? He has something on every one of them. Hell, some of them are users themselves.' 
 
    'Maybe he can get away with it for small charges,' Heather said, a tad hopefully, 'but this is too big.' 
 
    'Bollocks. He'll be out in a day or two. And I'm going to give him you as a welcome home present; you and your fit little mate.' 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Four 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    Heather looked at the handful of tablets with disgust. 
 
    'In your dreams,' she said. 
 
    Dazzler shrugged and tipped the pills into a plastic packet. 'Suit yourself,' he said, putting the packet back inside his jacket. 'I was only thinking of you. You'd enjoy your fucking a lot more if you had a couple of them.' 
 
    She glared at him. 'In your dreams,' she said again. 
 
    'Here's how it is,' he told her, laughing his annoying laugh, 'I need addresses for you and Naz. I need them for Spider, you see. He'll be collecting Carrie's debt from both of you . . . with interest at an APR that'll make your eyes water. Ideally I'd have you both there, hot and ready for him, but that ain't likely to happen.' 
 
    'Too bloody right it's not!' 
 
    'So what I'm going to do is this,' the dealer continued. 'I'm going to fuck you until I've broken your will. That might take a while, I know, but I've got all afternoon. Then, when you've given me those two addresses and I'm sure you're too scared to run, I'm going to set you free. You can go home and wait for Spider to come calling.' 
 
    'You're bananas.' Heather shook her head. 'You're absolutely crazy.' 
 
    Dazzler made the gun click and raised the barrel, moving aim from her tummy to between her eyes. 
 
    'Fucked or dead,' he said, 'makes no difference to me.' 
 
    Heather said nothing. He obviously took that as consent. 
 
    'Okay,' he said, 'we'll do it al fresco. And if you're really good I'll do you with the gun. You'd like that, wouldn't you, having a loaded pistol up your pussy? I bet you're wet just thinking about it.' 
 
    While he got out of the car Heather did her utmost to clear her mind. Running or swimming for it were both still out of the question. She was going to have to fight. And to do that she had to find that calm place she went to before a big competition, that inner tranquillity. 
 
    That wasn't so easy, though. Dazzler's lunacy had frightened her deep down. 
 
    Does he know I can fight, she wondered. How much did he see between me and his sidekick; just a lucky elbow or enough to make him wary? 
 
    Dazzler opened the passenger door. 'Take off your seatbelt and step outside,' he ordered. 
 
    Heather did as he said, eying him closely. He'd detoured to the boot as he rounded the BMW and now had several short bits of rope over his shoulder and a blanket in his free hand. 
 
    'See,' he said, 'I'm nothing if not considerate. And I'm not bothering with a gag. You can scream as loud as you like up here. Nobody will hear you.' 
 
    She glanced at the lake and this time his laugh jarred every nerve in her body. 
 
    'Don't even think about it,' said he. 'That res has got a high lead content. That's why it's not used for drinking water anymore. It does have fish in it, but they've all got two heads. That's why-' 
 
    As he spoke a zephyr of wind lifted one of the pieces of rope, threatening to blow it away. It caught his attention for a fraction of a second . . . 
 
    And that was the mistake Heather had been waiting for. Moving faster than lightning, she chopped at his wrist with the edge of her left hand, hitting him harder than she'd ever hit anything before. 
 
    Her yell was almost as loud as his. In her case it was mostly pent-up aggression but it was pain too. She could break wood, bricks or breeze blocks without hurting herself but not Dazzler's bones, or so it seemed. 
 
    Dazzler's yell was pure agony. The gun flew out of his hand, hitting the gravel and discharging a bullet that zinged away harmlessly into the trees. Acting instinctively, Heather kicked at it, catching it neatly, sending it spinning out of sight over the banking, hearing the splash as it entered the water. 
 
    'You fucking cunt,' Dazzler bawled, cradling his broken wrist to his chest. 'I'm gonna . . .' 
 
    Heather had heard enough. She'd been called a "cunt" one time to many. She feigned a punch with her right then, as her captor jerked away, drove a perfect palm heel strike in with her left. Dazzler's beak of a nose exploded under the impact. He reeled backwards, somehow staying on his feet and coming to rest right on the edge of the banking. 
 
    Heather grinned in spite of everything. Dazzler was at tipping point; the slightest movement would send him over. He made her think of Wile E Coyote, on the verge of falling off yet another cliff. Heck, he was even clawing at the air with his undamaged hand, as if as fistful of molecules of nitrogen and oxygen might be sufficient to haul him back from the brink. 
 
    And maybe it was because he didn't fall and lurched towards her instead. It was hard to tell what he was saying now, thanks to his nose being halfway across his cheek. Heather decided it probably was nothing she wanted to hear and moved to meet him. 
 
    'Sticks and stones,' she said defiantly. 'Now surrender or I really will hurt you.' 
 
    Dazzler must have outweighed her by at least five stones but he didn't seem to appreciate that bigger didn't necessarily mean better. Or perhaps he just classed her as a girl: fit to be raped but in no way an opponent to be feared. Whatever it was, he didn't back down. 
 
    Neither did Heather. She feigned a left then threw in a right-hand palm strike that caught Dazzler on the temple. He responded with a roundhouse thump that she couldn't entirely avoid. Taking it on her shoulder she nipped forward, into the position she'd been angling for. 
 
    Inside his guard. 
 
    Dazzler tried to grab her, sensing that a bear hug would turn the tide. He was too late though. Yelling louder than ever, she smashed her knee up into his balls, crushing them. Then, as he threw back his head in agony, she butted him smack on his ruined nose. 
 
    This time there was no cartoon cliff-hanging. This time Dazzler went straight over, crashing through undergrowth before hitting the lake with a might splosh! 
 
    'One hundred and EIGHTY,' Heather cried as she extravagantly fist-pumped, 'game over, player one!' 
 
    Then she heard the cries. 
 
    'Help me! I can't swim!!' 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Five 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    It turned out that the water would have been deep enough to dive in after all. And it certainly looked as if Dazzler was telling the truth about being a non-swimmer. He was panicking and floundering big-time. 
 
    Heather had done life-saving years ago at her fancy school. Even so she hesitated to take the plunge. This wasn't a test in a nice warm swimming pool with an instructor to hand; this was the real thing in a remote place with nobody to hand. If she screwed up they would both die. And she didn't really fancy spending all eternity with Dazzler in a bed of lake-bottom mud. 
 
    Grabbing three pieces of rope she scrambled down the banking, stopping against a decent-sized sapling. The first yard or so of the baby tree grew out over the lake, at a right angle to the slope, as did several of its neighbours. Then, like all the others, there was a sharp turn in its trunk and the rest of it reached vertically for the sun. 
 
    Heather tested it for strength before hooking her right arm around it and leaning out as far as she was able over the water. Dazzler was perhaps a yard away, floundering and yelling more weakly now. He had probably been under the statutory three times and didn't look as if he'd survive a fourth ducking. 
 
    'Catch,' she urged, gripping one end of a rope and tossing the other end towards him. 
 
    Dazzler didn't need telling twice. He snatched at the lifeline like . . . well, like a drowning man. 
 
    'Keep hold,' Heather advised, pulling herself tight against the sapling, at the same time pulling on the rope and towing the drug dealer to the shore. As rescues go it wasn't very complicated. Dazzler did, however, make a meal out of it. Still panicking, he couldn't seem to sus how to get out of the last few feet of water, even with something solid (if sludgy) under him. 
 
    In the end Heather grabbed him under the arms and used brute strength to heave him ashore. 
 
    Flat on his back, frequently spewing dirty water he was, she had to admit, a pitiful sight. Deathly pale with blue lips and chattering teeth, he clearly wasn't going to renew hostilities anytime soon. Covering him with the blanket, she shook her head. 
 
    'It looks like your romantic afternoon is off,' she said. 'And you're the one who got wet over it, not me.' 
 
    To Heather's surprise the fire brigade were first responders to her 999 call. She hadn't even asked for them but didn't object when two hunky fire-fighters offered to "check her over" while their buddies went to check out Dazzler down by the water's edge. 
 
    The emergency ambulance arrived next, closely followed by two police cars. No she advised them, she didn't need a trip to Casualty and yes, she was prepared to tell the sergeant in charge what had happened. 
 
    Stuffypants showed up shortly before her tale was completely told. 
 
    'I told you to keep away from him,' she began. 
 
    'I did,' Heather protested. 'His mate grabbed me. And I didn't know he had any mates.' 
 
    'She means Willy-Boy Jones,' the sergeant put in. 'He's in Casualty with concussion and a broken jaw. Roy was in the university car park, looking for this BMW when we got the call from a student who had just found him. Roy's claiming fastest response time of the month, by the way.' 
 
    'Was that you?' said Stuffypants, glaring at Heather. 
 
    'I suppose so.' She shrugged. 'I was acting in self-defence.' 
 
    'You gave him concussion and a broken jaw?' 
 
    'I guess I did. 'Heather shrugged again. 'It was me or him.' 
 
    'What about Dazzler? Why did you save your self-defence until he'd brought you up here?' 
 
    'He had a gun. I had to bide my time a bit with him.' 
 
    'He had a gun!' Stuffypants' eyes gleamed. 'Then we're talking a minimum of five years before we even get started on the abduction. Where is it?' 
 
    Heather stood behind a scuff mark in the gravel and pointed straight out over the water. 'It's about ten yards thataway. And Dazzler's got drugs on him, by the way. Some sort of pills.' 
 
    Aided by two firemen, the ambulance team had just brought the dealer up on a stretcher, trussed like a chicken to keep him from falling off. The uniformed sergeant told one of his officers to get in the ambulance and commandeer his clothes and all his possessions as soon as they got to the hospital. 
 
    'I'll get the divers up,' he said, addressing Stuffypants. 'And we'll secure the vehicle until Forensics has done with it.' 
 
    'The gun went off,' Heather told them, 'when I knocked it out of his hand, I mean. He didn't try to shoot me or anything. The bullet went into those trees over there.' Then, noticing everybody staring at her: 'What?' 
 
    'I'm going to get you off the streets,' said Stuffypants, 'you're more dangerous than anyone else out of captivity.' 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    (Monday 29th April 2002) 
 
    'Am I under arrest?' Heather asked as Stuffypants drove them down the track, past the KEEP OUT sign. 
 
    'Yes,' she replied, 'I'm off duty as of now and tomorrow's my rest day. Consider yourself to be under twenty-four hour house arrest. And the house in question is mine, by the way.' 
 
    Heather grinned. She'd never been to Stuffypants' place and was keen to see what it was like. She also felt in need of a rest day herself. 
 
    'Do I get interrogated or are you just going to keep me in chains?' 
 
    'You'll probably get both.' Stuffypants smiled her faint smile. 'You'll also probably get a smacking for taking no notice of my specific instructions.' 
 
    'I told you already. I didn't approach Dazzler.' 
 
    'Do you want a smacking or what?' 
 
    'Oh go on then, I did approach him.' Heather chuckled. 'I reserve the right to change my story later, though, if I'm ever put under oath . . .' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 53 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    (October 2001, Lancashire) 
 
    Walking down the usual, everyday street Heather caught sight of her reflection in the usual, everyday shop window. And modesty aside, she was impressed. Tall, raven-haired and needing no makeup at all she cut an impressive figure. Even in her student togs she was a sight to be seen; self-supporting, not needing a bra, athletic yet shapely and graced with good looks, she felt like a million dollars. 
 
    Or, if that was over-valuing herself, at least she was well worth buying a drink or three. 
 
    Smiling internally, she went into Mr Khan's Emporium. Just anywhere else it would have been called a corner shop but, by any standards, this was a big one. And it sold everything. Think "Open All Hours" but with a guy in a turban behind the counter instead of Arkwright. 
 
    Heather had recently started her second year at university. She had been using Mr Khan's Emporium for as long as she'd been there, buying chocolate and energy drinks to see her through the academic day. In her opinion calling it a "corner shop" would be a grave understatement. It was more like a mini hypermarket, geared up to give the customer whatever she or he wanted. In fact it was a community service, worlds away from what the local council hypocritically considered to be social support. 
 
    Ask for an upside-down coat-hanger and Mr Khan would retreat into the back and return with one in a matter of moments. Ask for something a bit trickier (an authenticated copy of the Mona Lisa, say,) and it might take him as long as a minute. 
 
    Mr Khan was cool. Heather liked him immensely. Over time they had become friends. These days he even shared his feelings about his wife with her. 
 
    'I'm descended from warriors,' he'd say. 'My ancestors fought for the British Empire during the Indian Mutiny and both world wars. But Chini walks all over me. I should have married a nice young English girl like you . . . A nice girl who would cut me a bit of slack every so often.' 
 
    They always laughed at that. In reality hen-pecked Mr Khan loved his wife and they both knew it. He was also in his late forties, which was too way old, even for Heather. 
 
    Plus she was supposed to be "off men" . . . 
 
    Again! 
 
    You didn't have to sleep with a guy to be friends, though, did you? And Heather classed Mr Khan as a friend without any question of a doubt. 
 
    Consequently she noticed when a gigantic, tattoo-faced thug burst into the shop. Ignoring the queue of customers waiting to pay the new arrival approached the counter with blatantly evil intent. 
 
    'Cunting motherfucking bastard,' he began, waving a knife under Mr Khan's nose. 'Give me the notes out of that fucking till. Give them me now.' 
 
    He said other, horrendously racist things too, spitting them out among more "fuckings" and "cuntings" than Heather had heard in all her life. 
 
    And that knife was enormous. To her it looked like the one Crocodile Dundee had . . . the one he used to frighten off New York muggers, not to mention a fair few saltwater reptiles. 
 
    Good grief, she thought, it's more like a sword! 
 
    Bravely defending his livelihood, Mr Khan said no. 
 
    Cowardly, the thug lashed out and slashed Mr Khan's arm. Suddenly his bright white shirt sleeve was crimson and he was gasping in agony. 
 
    'Next time I'm taking your fucking throat out,' the thug snarled. 'Now give me the cunting notes.' 
 
    By then Heather had seen far too much. The rational part of her brain told her to be like everyone else and keep well out of it. But "rational" did not apply in circumstances like that. Without considering the pros and cons she crossed the shop floor and brought her right hand down in a mighty karate chop on the thug's wrist. 
 
    Heather had been practicing mixed martial arts for a little over seven years: mostly at her posh private school, more recently at a uni that bred Olympic hopefuls. And all that training had worked. Whenever she hit someone the other person knew about it. 
 
    That tattooed thug was no exception. The side of her hand slammed down, bashing his arm onto the counter, and hard. The knife escaped his grasp and skittered away, grounding over on Mr Khan's side of the divide. 
 
    'Put your foot on it,' said Heather, 'but don't touch it with your fingers. We need his prints, not yours.' 
 
    Bleeding as he was, Mr Khan put his foot on the blade. 'Watch it,' he warned Heather, 'he's out of his skull.' 
 
    Accurate assessment or what! She could smell the alcohol on the thug but it wasn't booze she saw in his eyes, it was something else altogether. They were spinning and spiralling like that snake's eyes in "The Jungle Book". 
 
    The handful of other customers had gathered together at the back of the store, too afraid to even try to pass the raving would-be robber. Their silence wasn't only awesome, it spoke volumes. 
 
    'You fucking cunt,' the thug spat at Heather. 'I'm gonna kill you for that.' 
 
    Part of Heather wanted to reply in kind. Part of her realized she was up against a drug-crazed nut and warned her to stay alert. Holding her peace, she waited for the inevitable attack. 
 
    Like a buffoon, the thug charged at her. 
 
    Like Bruce Lee, she sidestepped, ducked and grabbed his arm, throwing in her shoulder, lifting him off the ground, using his own momentum to propel him over a rack of newspapers and magazines. 
 
    Stupidly, his eyes still spinning and spiralling, he got back up. 
 
    'You should leave now,' she said, relatively calmly, belying her rapidly beating heart. 'If you don't go at once I will make a citizen's arrest.' 
 
    The thug didn't seem to take anything into consideration. Not even the unavoidable fact she'd already hurt and humiliated him. 
 
    'Fucking black cunt,' he growled. 
 
    That did it for Heather. Officially she was a WASP but, being a seventh generation farm lass, her skin had always tended to being brown as a nut. And a recent month in Majorca with Mary Rose had only added to the effect. 
 
    But appearances weren't the point. Not only had the racist so-and-so insulted poor old Mr Khan, now he'd mistaken her holiday tan and was using it against her. And, to make matters worse, he looked to be mixed-race himself. Ignorant bastard probably hated everybody of every shade and hue. 
 
    Hell, he probably had a thing against green and blue aliens, the shallow-minded git. 
 
    This time Heather didn't sidestep or duck when he charged. This time she feigned with her right hand and then threw a palm strike with her left, catching him square on the jaw. 
 
    Palm strikes can be more powerful than punches and Heather gave that one all she had. And, maybe by switching to southpaw, maybe because the thug was as thick as pig shit, she clocked him dead on. 
 
    Yet again the thug's momentum worked against him, doubling the impact. His mouth snapped shut in an instant and with tooth-shattering force. His head jerked backwards and the craziness left his eyes. 
 
    Pole-axed medieval soldiers couldn't have gone down as fast as he did, or as hard. Sixteen stones of sheer, dumb muscle and bone smashed onto the shop floor. 
 
    Heather laughed. 
 
    'I did give you chance to leave quietly,' she said reasonably. 
 
    As if the thug was going to be hearing anything anytime soon. 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Still surprised by her overall calm, Heather took charge of the aftermath. The young couple ahead of her in the queue were fellow-students. She didn't know their names or what courses they were on, but she had seen them around and about, usually hand-in-hand. 
 
    'I'm Heather Hunter,' she said to them. 'Have either of you got a mobile?' 
 
    The guy was pale-faced, possibly in shock. 'I have,' he admitted groggily. 
 
    'Ring 999 and ask for the police and an ambulance while I look after Mr Khan.' 
 
    'I don't need an ambulance,' Mr Khan protested. 
 
    'Yes you do,' said a new voice. It was his wife, obviously attracted by the crashing about and worried by all the blood. 
 
    The guy was dialling anyway. Heather went behind the counter and, gently prompting Mr Khan to take his foot off the knife, made him sit on a stool he kept back there (it was for when he was watching the cricket on his overhead TV screen; the one he had switched on most if not all of the time). 
 
    'That's a deep cut,' she said, 'but he didn't get any arteries, thank God. Have you a first aid kit?' 
 
    'Here,' said Chini, passing her a white box with a red cross on it. 
 
    There was no need for a tourniquet so Heather used bandages, probably overdoing it but making sure she stayed the flow of the red stuff. 
 
    'I'm not going to hospital,' Mr Khan said stubbornly, 'I have customers who depend on me.' 
 
    'You need a tetanus injection and possibly stiches,' said Chini. 
 
    'Jesus H Christ,' said the girl student, her wide blue eyes fixed on Heather, as they had been for quite a while, 'you just made Lara Croft look like a wimp. And I think you might have broken his neck.' 
 
    'I hope you have,' said Mr Khan. 
 
    'Behave,' scolded Chini. 'Behave yourself and go to hospital. I'll run your shop for you.' 
 
    'You wouldn't know how.' 
 
    'You do it all day, every day, don't you? How difficult can it be?' 
 
    Only half-hearing the bickering, Heather felt a flap of panic. Had she really broken the thug's neck? 
 
    Crap, she thought, I never gave him the lethal hands warning! 
 
    At that moment two uniformed police officers arrived. The male one had to be straight out of training college. He had acne tracks on his face and an attitude. Fortunately the female was older and knew what she was doing. While the bloke strutted in like John Wayne she knelt beside the felled thug and felt his pulse. 
 
    'Hello, hello, hello,' the male officer began, clearly fancying himself for any imminent remake of "Dixon of Dock Green", 'what's all this then?' 
 
    'That animal attacked Mr Khan,' the girl student said, 'with a knife.' 
 
    Both officers' ears pricked up at that. 'Where's the knife?' asked the female. 
 
    'It's back here,' Heather volunteered. 'And we haven't touched it with our hands. His prints will be all over it.' 
 
    'Call Forensics,' the female officer told her colleague. 'This is ABH at least. With intent, possibly even an attempted murder.' 
 
    'He said Mr Khan's throat was coming out next,' the girl student offered helpfully. 'Just before Heather snapped his neck for him.' 
 
    'His neck seems okay to me,' said the policewoman, 'he's sparked, not dead. And he's Blackie Amos. I've wanted to collar him forever.' 
 
    Blackie, mused Heather. What sort of a name for a bigoted bastard is that! 
 
    Even so she let out a small sigh of relief. Not that she would have lost much sleep over disposing of scum such as Blackie Amos. No, her fear had been about being accused of using too much force. 
 
    (Ridiculous as that was: Blackie must outweigh her by five stones or more. He was twice her size and by coincidence, a man. Eleven stone girls weren't supposed to knock out heavyweight men.) 
 
    Serves him right for being a prat, she reckoned, and a dumb prat at that. 
 
    At that point the ambulance crew arrived. Another male/female team they were both big and powerful-looking. Indeed they made the police officers seem insubstantial. As if on cue, Blackie began to come round and asked for a lawyer. 
 
    'You need to come with us and fix that arm,' said the female from the ambulance. 'You've broken your wrist and dislocated your elbow. And I think you're concussed.' 
 
    Heather looked at Blackie's arm and immediately wished she hadn't. Dislocations are not pretty sights and he was ugly enough to start with. 
 
    The policewoman read him his rights then told her colleague to go with him to A&E. 'Get him checked out with a clean bill of health. Then get him back to the station. I'll get a duty solicitor in for him and we can have a laugh listening to them trying to talk their way out of this fine mess.' 
 
    'My husband needs to go too,' Chini put in. 
 
    Mr Khan knew better than to object. 
 
    'There's room in there for all of you,' the policewoman said. 'Danny, Mr Khan is not your responsibility. He can make his own decisions. But you need to stick to Amos like superglue. Half a chance and he'll be gone. Just get him that clean bill of health and bring him in, as soon as.' 
 
    Back-up police arrived as the ambulance left. The other customers/witnesses had become restless by then; they were all keen to make statements and begone. 
 
    Finally introducing herself as WPC Green, the policewoman told Heather that her statement was vital to the investigation and consequently would have to be given at the station. Not knowing the protocol, vaguely worried about missing lectures, Heather nodded and went with her to the marked vehicle. 
 
    'I've never been in a police station before,' she said as they set off. 
 
    'Don't worry about it. You're the hero in this little story. You'll probably come out of it with a gong and national acclaim.' WPC Green paused before adding: 'If you listen to sound advice.' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'I mean that that bastard Amos has been wreaking terror for ages. And he's had the luck of the devil. I am as good as certain he was responsible for a fatal hit and run, but the local CCTV was on the blink at the crucial moment. He's dabbled in dealing but used too much of his own product. That led to a lot of protection demands, and now to armed robbery with intent. I want him to be eating porridge for ten or more years.' 
 
    'Sounds like he deserves it,' said Heather. 'So what's the advice?' 
 
    'This is an un-bugged patrol vehicle, right? We can talk in here, girl to girl.' 
 
    'Okay, if you say so.' 
 
    'I do and we can. And I want this collar so bad it hurts.' 
 
    'Where's your problem?' 
 
    'I can only see one, apart from Amos having the luck of the devil. And that's in your statement. Do any of the witnesses know you?' 
 
    'I know all of them by sight. They're all regulars in the emporium. But I don't know names or anything, so I guess they don't really know me.' 
 
    'You're a fitness freak, aren't you, specializing in self-defence and karate?' 
 
    'It's mixed martial arts, not karate. I've done very little karate, actually. Well, recently I haven't. I did at one time, but that's long in the past.' 
 
    'That figures; no surprise there, then.' 
 
    'How did you guess?' 
 
    'It takes one to know one. And your knuckles aren't bruised. You palmed him, didn't you?' 
 
    Conscious of not giving that warning, seeing where WPC Green was coming from, Heather shrugged. 'I relied on my self-defence training,' she said. 'I did hit him with a karate chop but it's not something I have ever extensively practiced. I've seen it on TV and it seemed like the best option at the time. And then I bobbed out of his way and he crashed into a rack of newspapers, stoned out of his mind. Then, when he came at me again, I hit out in desperation . . .' 
 
    'What, you hit him with a closed fist?' 
 
    'I think so,' she lied, 'I just lashed out and got lucky. He ran onto me more than anything else. Next thing I knew he was down on the canvas like a beached whale.' 
 
    'Down on the canvas? Have you ever boxed?' 
 
    'I've used speedballs and heavy punch bags but only occasionally sparred. I'm too fast for most of the regular boxers.' 
 
    'That's an excellent reply . . . apart from the last bit. Leave your speed of hand out of it and, whatever you do, remember we'll be recorded when we go for real. If in doubt, shut the fuck up and Ill rephrase the question. Now then, what are you going to say about his arm?' 
 
    'I probably did break his wrist with that chop. But I haven't a clue about his elbow. He must have done that when he went down for the count.' 
 
    'Not when he crashed into that newspaper rack?' 
 
    'He can't have. That second time he charged his arm was normal,' Heather said confidently. 'I'd have noticed if it'd been hanging loose like that,' she added with a small shudder. 
 
    WPC Green nodded contentedly. 'That sounds exactly like what happened to me.' 
 
    Heather discreetly studied the policewoman as she drove them into the town centre. Her police gear hid her figure but the rest of her looked good: short brown hair, Bambi's mother's eyes and . . . best of all . . . no wedding or engagement ring. 
 
    'We're helping each other, here,' she ventured, 'on behalf of the good guys.' 
 
    'Too true we are. I'd never fit up anyone, not even a villain. But this villain's caught cold. I can't let him slip off the hook. I'd have to go outside and shoot myself if he walks away from this.' 
 
    Heather remembered Blackie's eyes and nodded. 'No fibs,' she said, 'just a prudent selection of truth.' 
 
    'That's all I ask.' 
 
    'Can I ask you something?' 
 
    'Be my guest.' 
 
    'What time does your shift finish today?' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    In the event WPC Green didn't record the statement-taking. There wasn't an interview room currently free so they instead took seats at a table in the canteen and downed gallons of iffy tea. Following the agreed-upon-in-advance format, Heather gave her account of the selected "truth" and Carole (yes, by then they had moved on to first names) wrote it all down, writing as "I". 
 
    "I only went in for a bar of chocolate, Lucozade and a Daily Telegraph . . . only for the crossword . . ." Heather began, "that paper's a bit conservative for me, but the crossword's simply the best . . ." 
 
    Carole diligently recorded every word. 
 
    Perhaps an hour later she said, 'Lovely job,' and smiled as Heather signed on the dotted line. 
 
    Heather had a quick glance around, checking for snoops. 'What about the discrepancies?' 
 
    'What discrepancies? You were word-perfect.' 
 
    'I mean with the other statements. They might not totally agree.' 
 
    'They never do.' Carole shrugged. 'Give me twenty witnesses and I'll get twenty different versions of the same incident, like every time. And we haven't got twenty other witnesses. We've only got six.' 
 
    Heather frowned so the policewoman enlarged. 
 
    'Amos is probably going to give a different account altogether. We need to know what that is and how it fits into the jigsaw. With any luck . . . and with us having that knife, covered in prints and Mr Khan's blood . . . we'll be able to convince him he hasn't a chance and get a confession.' 
 
    'Would that get him a reduced sentence?' 
 
    'Probably, but he'd still be looking at ten years.' 
 
    'What happens if he won't confess?' 
 
    'Then it's in the hands of the legal bods. They like arguing over tiny differences in court. There again, at a thousand pounds an hour, who wouldn't want to drag it out?' 
 
    'So I just have to stick to my tale in court and all will be well?' 
 
    'Yes, you'll be the star of the show and everyone's hero.' Carole laughed. 'And you will especially be that girl's hero. You know; the one in the shop; the one who was taking clothes off you with her eyes. If you ask me, she'll agree with anything you say, whether it matches her own statement or not. Same goes for Mr Khan.' 
 
    'And we're still the good guys?' 
 
    'Trust me, Heather; Amos is the worst sort of slime. Never mind that hit and run, he's caused injuries and pain to many people. For all I know he's topped other rival bits of slime. They disappear in these parts all the time, never to be seen again.' 
 
    Heather once more recalled Blackie's eyes and the merciless slashing of his knife. Carole was right; he needed locking up for a long, long while. 'Okay,' she said, 'if you come up with any supplementary questions, you know how to find me.' 
 
    'I know how to find you tonight,' Carole replied, grinning. 'Eight o'clock in the Market Arms.' 
 
    Heather grinned back at her. Getting a date had been surprisingly easy. Assuming that it was really a date; Carole had told her she'd be finished at six but had an "unavoidable appointment" in the gym, so eight for drinks was as good as she could do. 
 
    'Will you be in uniform?' Heather now asked, hopefully. 
 
    'Not a chance.' 
 
    'That's all right, out of uniform sounds ever better.' 
 
    Carole rolled her stunning eyes at the innuendo and Heather's grin grew wider still. Sexuality had not as yet been discussed, but she'd sent out signals with all her might. And Carole had never once tried to bat them away. 
 
    Heather's grin vanished as the policewoman came out with a minor bombshell, mentioning extreme media interest and hoping she had a thick skin. 
 
    'What do you mean by that?' 
 
    Carole responded by leading her across the canteen and pointing out of the window. Heather gasped. The street was two floors below them and there had to be twenty people crowding the entrance to the station. Mostly male, half of them had cameras and the rest had microphones. 
 
    And there was a large van with BBC NORTH WEST TONIGHT emblazoned on the side. 
 
    Good grief, thought Heather, I'm going to be on the evening news! 
 
    'Two choices,' said Carole. 'You can go out the front and answer their questions . . .' 
 
    'I'd rather die.' 
 
    'I suspected you might say that. And it's a pity. I can't tell you how much I'd like all of Amos's scummy friends to see him on TV, knocked to heck and back by a slip of a girl.' 
 
    'I'm not that small. And I regularly fight and beat men.' 
 
    'That's something else to keep out of the courtroom. And I was only comparing you to Amos. He has to be twice as big as you.' 
 
    'Fair enough, but I still can't face that lot. And wouldn't it jeopardise our case to spill the beans at this early stage?' 
 
    'I suppose it would. That leaves us with choice two.' 
 
    'What's that?' 
 
    'Brian.' 
 
    Carole introduced Brian down on the ground floor. He was a big man with a rugby player's oft-broken nose and a ready smile. 'This is Heather Hunter,' she began. 
 
    'Star of stage and screen,' said Brian, shaking her hand. 'It's an honour to meet you, even if this eager beaver's going to earn her stripes hanging on to your coat-tails.' 
 
    '"Beaver" is a sexist term,' said Carole, 'now you have to help us otherwise I'll make sure that it's your stripes I inherit.' 
 
    Brian swiftly switched to business mode. 'Quit joking about and tell me what you need.' 
 
    'Heather doesn't want to face the pack of jackals out front. And at least two of them saw me bring her in. We need someone else to smuggle her out the back. I thought of you straightaway.' 
 
    Brian was smiling again. 'Worry ye not,' said he, 'your wish is my command.' 
 
    Escaping the police station was unexpectedly easy. There was an underground car park accessed by a lift. Brian escorted Heather down there; they got into a marked patrol vehicle then drove up a steep ramp and away. Two women with cameras were at the top of the ramp and they fired off flashes as they passed, but probably to no avail. Heather had her hands covering her face and her head down; meanwhile Brian was driving very much like Michael Schumacher . . . except even faster. 
 
    And he did it with lights and sirens. To all extents and purposes it was an emergency response and in no way an illicit flit. The pair of female reporters/photographers couldn't possibly have been sure who they'd snapped. 
 
    'Okay, where to?' Brian asked as they left the station behind them, cloaked in road dust. 
 
    'Anywhere away from that mob,' said Heather. 
 
    'Are you due in at uni today?' 
 
    Heather eyed him askance, wondering how (giveaway togs aside) he knew she was a student. 'I rang and said I'd be in as soon as poss,' she admitted. 'So I guess I'd best live up to my promise.' 
 
    Now driving like Mr Respectable, blues and twos turned off, keeping within the speed limits instead of exceeding them times ten, Brian said he'd circuit the university, make sure no reporters had "staked it out". Fortunately, they had not. Not yet, anyway. 
 
    Clapping Brian on the shoulder, she thanked him for his help. 
 
    He gave her another priceless smile. 'I'm desk sergeant these days. I don't get many chances to play Starsky and Hutch anymore. That was the best fun I've had in ages.' 
 
    'Don't you outrank Carole?' 
 
    'Of course I do . . . For now, anyway.' 
 
    'So why do you let her boss you around?' 
 
    Heather had half-expected to hear bad news; the sort along the lines of younger woman, older guy. It never happened. 
 
    'I was lucky to have a protective sergeant when I was her age,' he said. 'He kept my feet firmly on the ground and all that. I'm trying to do the same for WPC Green. She's like the daughter I never had.' 
 
    There was something knowing in his stare. Deliberately ignoring it, avoiding the obvious, Heather said thanks for the lift and went into the university's Main Building. 
 
    By then it was five past eleven and the Union Bar was open. Superhumanly fighting off the temptation of a pint of Marston's best bitter, Heather went up in the lift to F Floor and arrived not too exceptionally tardy for her latest lecture. 
 
    Sadly Dr Jerwood was in charge. And he'd been pre-warned precisely why she was likely to be a late arrival. Dr Jerwood was a great guy; the bad news was he was an expansive sort of lecturer, the sort who found it tricky to let ten minutes pass by without cracking some joke or other. 
 
    'Ah,' he cried as Heather tried to sneak in unobserved, 'the late Heather Hunter!' 
 
    'Sorry I'm running behind,' she muttered, trying to slither unnoticed into a corner . . . as if! The lecture rooms up on F held a hundred or more attendees. And this one was packed. 
 
    'For anyone who hasn't heard,' Dr Jerwood went on, 'Heather confronted a violent robber this morning and caused him no insubstantial damage.' 
 
    'Way to go girl,' someone yelled and suddenly the whole lecture theatre was applauding as if North End had finally won a home game. 
 
    Heather cringed for England. But then it got worse. 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Heather wanted to copy Carole's "unavoidable appointment in the gym", albeit with an earlier kick-off. So she left her last lecture shortly after five o'clock and headed for the on-campus sports centre. 
 
    And she froze as she exited Main Building. That swarm of media parasites had left the police station and descended out there instead. 
 
    'Ms Hunter,' a female voice shrieked, 'a word for the Daily Mirror . . .' 
 
    That was instantly drowned by voices wanting "words" for the Mail and the Sun and rags that she had never even heard of. 
 
    It wasn't in Heather's nature to flap but the torrent of questions got to her. Turning swiftly on her heel, she fled back into the main reception area, for once in her life catching lucky with a lift. As the hordes pursued her she hit the first button and the lift doors shut barely in time. 
 
    Then her brain clicked into gear. There were four lifts and destinations were shown out on the ground floor. They'd all know she'd hit K and had three other lifts to dog her in. So she hit E as an emergency stop then, as she hastily disembarked, hit M. 
 
    And then she left Linford Christie trailing in her wake as she sprinted the length of the building, east to west, arriving at a set of service stairs. Within thirty seconds she was down on D Floor and soon after that she was safely in the Union Bar. 
 
    She hoped. 
 
    If Dr Jerwood's reception had been embarrassing the one in The Union was infinitely worse. Normally at that time the bar was more than half empty. Today it was stuffed to the rafters. As Heather came in through the door every last one of the customers bounced to their feet. 
 
    'Here she is,' someone yelled, 'the one and only . . .' 
 
    Everything else was drowned out in cheers and applause. And the applause was universal. For once it wasn't just the usual suspects on Lesbians' Corner . . . it was simply everyone, male and female. 
 
    Even the darts, pool and video addicts broke off to join in. 
 
    Hearing footsteps behind her . . . God knows how over the din . . . Heather realized she hadn't shook off all of the reporters. Some were swarming along the corridor behind her, closing in like a plague of locusts. She was doomed after all. 
 
    But Gloria sprang to her rescue. 
 
    Gloria had worked behind the bar in The Union since before Moses was found in the bullrushes. And she took bull from nobody. Given the option of fighting Blackie Amos or Gloria there would have been no option at all. Not even for Heather. 
 
    Gloria was out from the bar, collecting empty glasses. Materializing at Heather's side, loud cheers still resounding, she hissed into her ear. 
 
    'Are those bastard reporters?' 
 
    'Yes,' Heather hissed back. 
 
    'Want me to get rid?' 
 
    'Yes, please.' 
 
    'Okay then; watch this.' 
 
    Physically Gloria wasn't a big woman but, personality-wise she made Muhammad Ali seem somewhat shy and retiring. 
 
    'Whoa, whoa,' she cried, stopping ten media beasts with one upraised hand. 'This ain't just me; this is part of the Union. I need to see NUS cards before letting you in.' 
 
    That was, co-incidentally, a gross exaggeration. In reality just about anyone was allowed in, as long as they had money to pay. Somewhere in the university constitution it did specify "students only" but lecturers and guests had long been tolerated. As had day students from the neighbouring college. 
 
    The reporters weren't to know that, however. They came out with all manner of crap. Gloria met it with utter disdain. And, when one of them tried to fob her off with an enamelled card, she hooted. 
 
    'National Union of Journalists . . . Get your arse out of my bar and eff off back to Fleet Street.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'But frig off before I call Security. No, frig off before I chuck you out myself.' 
 
    All ten of them retreated at that. They clearly believed she meant it. 
 
    Or maybe the three hundred students standing firm behind her swung the deal. 
 
    Getting through the throng to the bar took a while. Getting past Lorna took even longer. Lorna was the wide-eyed girl from Mr Khan's Emporium. The one WPC Carole Green had reckoned was lost deep in some sort of hero-worshipping frenzy. 
 
    She was, Heather decided, a little on the short side but well-built and seriously attractive. 
 
    She was also noticeably without her boyfriend. Seeing as he was usually surgically attached, Heather asked where he was. 
 
    Lorna shrugged like a girl saying "what if". 'He's traumatized,' she said, rolling her sexy peepers. 
 
    'It was fairly disturbing to be there.' 
 
    'Not to me. I found it invigorating. Yes, scary, but invigorating. If I'm ever in a fight again I'm going to make sure I'm on your side.' 
 
    Heather laughed at the old line but Lorna wasn't for letting go. 
 
    'Lara Croft's not a wimp,' she said earnestly, 'my boyfriend's the frigging wimp. And he can't even see how fantastic you are.' 
 
    A friendly face from Lesbians' Corner rescued Heather . . . even if she wasn't quite convinced that she needed to be rescued. 
 
    It was Maxi, perhaps the world's most domineering queen bitch, certainly one of the very best in bed. 
 
    'Want to get out of here undercover?' Maxi asked. 
 
    Heather couldn't see her matching Brian in expertise but nodded all the same. 
 
    'Great. We'll use the old Greenham Common techniques.' 
 
    Maxi was ten years or so older than Heather: a mature student and one-time peace protester with all the credentials to prove it. 
 
    In other words she had undisputed history to back the fearless face she showed to the world. 
 
    Heathers opinions of nuclear weapons were as good as set in stone. Given her say they would never have been invented in the first place. Given that they were unfortunately invented, all she wanted was for the world to keep them heavily under lock and key for ever and a day. 
 
    If she'd been born a decade earlier she'd probably have been there with Maxi, sharing her tent and a sleeping bag. 
 
    Not that the former peace merchant ever looked particularly peaceful. 
 
    Lorna, visibly awed by the heavyweight lezzie, made her apologies and withdrew. 'I'll see you in here tomorrow,' she said to Heather as she went. 'I'll buy you a beer for saving all our lives.' 
 
    'Oh dear,' said Maxi insincerely, 'I've buggered your date.' 
 
    'Not yet you haven't,' said Heather. 'I've an alternative date set up already. Lorna's one for the future.' 
 
    Maxi's initial plan involved a "flying wedge". Twenty or so girls were going to surround Heather as she left the building, crunching all opposition underfoot. Then she reconsidered. The front of the building gave no camouflage at all. The pack of hounds would be after them in no time. 
 
    And there was no underground car park or convenient ramp. 
 
    Abseiling down the rear of the Main Building was considered but dropped in the conspicuous absence of suitable ropes . . . and not to mention expertise. Even the queen bitch herself couldn't claim to have trained with the SAS. 
 
    'They don't let women in,' she said bitterly, 'else I'd show them what was what.' 
 
    In the end a compromise was agreed. Maxi led a wedge diversion with a tall, black-haired imposter tight in the middle while Heather exited via those service stairs. 
 
    If anyone saw her go she missed them by miles and cared even less. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Off campus and with two hours to fill Heather camped out in the public library. Her home address was listed in the phone book and therefore hardly secret. With the police station and uni locations now well blown she (probably correctly) guessed where the vultures would descend next. 
 
    Omigod, she thought as she picked a dusty Econometrics text book off its shelf, no way can I sleep in my own bed tonight! 
 
    I'll have to find somewhere else . . . 
 
    Ninety minutes of studying settled her a tad. She had a project to complete and submit shortly; this bit of out-of-hours research could only help. And it made up for missing most of the morning's lectures. 
 
    Well, more or less. 
 
    The rendezvous wasn't far from the library. Consequently Heather got there nice and early. Meaning she was early enough to have a nerve-calming pint but not so early as to get wasted. She'd only had one drink in The Union and, for some strange reason, the public library didn't do best bitter; hopefully her "good girl" tactics would bear dividends. 
 
    Good grief, good grief, her mind rambled. I'm meeting a strange woman in an (almost) strange pub. I have nowhere to lay down my weary head and I don't even know if she's interested. 
 
    And she's a copper! 
 
    Be strong, she told herself. 
 
    Yeah, like right! 
 
    The Market Arms wasn't much of a students' pub. It was also located just about as far away from the police station as you could get without heading into the next city. The optimist deep in Heather's mind insisted that was a good sign; that she was on a real date, away from prying eyes. Her inner pessimist insisted it was coincidence and nothing to get excited about . . . 
 
    Unlike Carole's awesome entry into an otherwise busy eating place of a pub. With true police timing she arrived at eight on the dot and a dozen heads turned to watch her. Hair wet from the shower after her gym session she was (sadly) not in uniform. Even more sadly, she wasn't literally uniform-less. No she was wearing a tight white T under a black leather jacket and leggings which left little to anyone's imagination. 
 
    Heather was entranced. Previously concealed behind an anti-stab jacket and weighed down with tons of kit, Carole had looked very good indeed. Now, dressed for a rave, she looked infinitely better. 
 
    Sticking to the cool approach, Heather had decided to greet her with air kisses. But stuff that. She met her with a smacker on the lips that would have made Valentino blush with shame. 
 
    (For his relative lack of Latin passion, that is.) 
 
    And Carole didn't protest at all. 
 
    Result! 
 
    Leastways she accepted the kiss and the offer of a beer, taking a seat at the table which Heather had already bagged. 
 
    'That's my reputation in here trashed,' she said as Heather passed her a pint, smiling, not seeming to be bothered in the least. 
 
    'Do you come here often?' asked Heather, mock-innocently. 'Or is it only in the mating season?' 
 
    Carole snorted at that, half a mouthful of ale going down the wrong way. 'You,' she spluttered, 'what are you like?' 
 
    'I'm like curious to know more about you. I gave you all sorts of personal details about me before you took my statement. I want to hear all sorts of personal details about you. It's only fair.' 
 
    'Talking about this morning,' the policewoman hedged, 'you do realize what you did was foolhardy in the extreme, don't you?' 
 
    'I couldn't stand by and watch Mr Khan get his throat ripped out.' 
 
    'Hmmm,' said Carole, 'I saw the other statements before I clocked out. They differ to some extent but they do all do say Amos threatened to cut his throat. I like that sort of unanimous. It'll go down well in court.' 
 
    'Does that include Mr Khan himself?' 
 
    'You bet it does, except he spends most of his time calling Amos stupid. "I'm wearing a turban and I'm watching Punjabi TV," he says, "and he calls me names insulting to Pakistanis. He tries to rob my till less than an hour after I've opened my doors. Out of his skull or not, how many notes did he expect to steal at that time of day?"' 
 
    'What about Amos? What his version?' 
 
    'I haven't seen it yet because it has not been made. They've kept him in hospital, worried about the cocktail of drugs they found in his body and the concussion you inflicted on him. Poor old Danny was at his bedside last I heard. He should have been relieved by now, but he wasn't very happy.' 
 
    'Would that be Danny, the PC with an attitude?' 
 
    'He's not that bad. I'm teaching him the ropes, slowly but surely.' 
 
    'Do you mean like Brian's teaching you the ropes?' 
 
    Carole rolled her beyond delightful eyes. 'Oh my, you talked to Brian.' 
 
    'Of course I did. He's a nice guy and he really cares for you.' 
 
    'I'll kill him.' Carole slurped more ale then changed the subject again. 'Good work with the first aid, by the way. Where did you learn that?' 
 
    'I was born and brought up on a farm.' 
 
    'And . . .' 
 
    'Accidents do happen. By the time I was six I could patch up everything from sheep to dumb beasts or farm labourers, who can be even dumber than the dumbest of beasts.' 
 
    'Judging by your accent you're from one of those farms in the Home Counties; one that covers half of whatever county it is.' 
 
    Heather laughed. 'Our farm was in West Yorkshire. I'm the seventh generation of pure farming stock. In fact I'm the entire seventh generation.' 
 
    'So why don't you keep saying "Eh by gum"? And why do you sound like Liz Hurley?' 
 
    'Hunters Farm is gone now,' Heather said, feeling the usual sense of loss. 'It was struggling badly so Dad sold out to house builders for squillions. That was when I was thirteen. My mother insisted that I was sent to a very posh all-girls school in Cheshire. We had our own elocution teachers. They soon beat the Yorkshire accent out of me.' 
 
    'An all-girls school,' Carole echoed. 'Does that mean . . .' 
 
    'Yes it does,' said Heather, her eyes on Carole's. 'There was an all-boys school next door, so straight sex was available. But that was during the day. The boys weren't so easily available after Lights Out. That's when most of the more interesting experimenting took place.' 
 
    'I see.' 
 
    'I like straight sex,' Heather continued. 'But relatively speaking, I haven't had a lot of it.' Little white lie or what! Crossing her fingers behind her back, she made her usual declaration: 'When it comes down to it, I'm well on the lezzie side of bi.' 
 
    'Carole nodded. 'I guess I'm well on the lezzie side of lezzie. And I guess that's why I'm here tonight.' 
 
    Inside Heather was turning cartwheels. 'Talking about tonight,' she said, 'are you single . . .' 
 
    The agreement was to spend the night at Carole's but, after a modest number of beers, they got a taxi and asked the cabbie to drive past Heather's place. And the pack of jackals was there in force. 
 
    Talk about being in your face! If anything they had multiplied in number. There really were dozens of them, mostly talking into their mobiles and trying to seem important. 
 
    'Can't I get police protection or anonymity?' Heather wondered as they drove on by. 
 
    'Bit late for anonymity, isn't it.' 
 
    'But surely something can be done.' 
 
    'It's a free country and we have freedom of the press. God only knows how that lot get their tip-offs so fast, but it's always the same. I'm afraid we're stuck with it. And I'm afraid you are going have to share my bed.' 
 
    'Carole, even if my street had been deserted with tumbleweed blowing down it, sharing your bed is a must.' 
 
    The cabbie, an old acquaintance of Heather's, Majid, laughed out loud at that. She half-expected him to say something embarrassing: "She says that to all the girls", perhaps. But he didn't. 
 
    'Okay,' Carole resumed, 'my bed it is, then.' 
 
    'Try keeping me out of it.' 
 
    'What, with your mixed martial arts skills? I wouldn't stand a chance.' 
 
    'So as you said, your bed it is, then.' 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Carole suggested glasses of wine as she unlocked the front door of her sensible terraced home. For a girl who rarely said no to glasses of wine, Heather surprised herself. She didn't answer the kind offer in words. Instead she grabbed hold of her hostess and gave her a proper kiss, this time hotter than all of history's red-hot big-screen lovers put together. 
 
    Then somehow, miraculously, they were in Carole's bedroom. Décor-wise, Heather took in absolutely nothing about the house's appearance. Lots of properties like hers had front doors that opened direct into kitchens or lounges. Carole's could have opened into the cellar as far as she was concerned. And the stairs up to the first floor might as well have not existed. 
 
    None of that mattered, though. Worrying about short-term memory loss was for another day. 
 
    Kissing was, in Heather's considered opinion . . . on the rare occasions she stopped to consider . . . a vastly under-rated occupation. Fully clothed as they were, bodies pressing together as they both tried to snog each other senseless . . . 
 
    Yes, kissing was under-rated all right. 
 
    Their hands were forever moving on new expanses of flesh, quite politely at first, avoiding the obvious erogenous zones for the most part . . . except suddenly all of Heather was exceptionally erogenous. 
 
    Yes, suddenly absolutely every touch was magical, no matter where it was, no matter how soft, gentle or urgent. 
 
    And suddenly too much was nowhere near enough. 
 
    Carole seemed to like running her fingers through Heather's impressive black mane. She did it a lot and the feel of all the tiny tugs and random contacts of fingertips with scalp was incredibly erotic. 
 
    So too was that fully-clad body pressure, breasts on breasts, groin on groin. Abandoning politeness, Heather's grip closed on her lover's buns and squeezed and squeezed. 
 
    Oh good grief, was her last fleeting rational thought, I'm groping a policewoman's bum! 
 
    Then Carole broke contact and whipped off her T-shirt. 'Like what you see?' she purred. 
 
    As if anybody wouldn't have liked her amply filled bra! Not that it stayed on for long. Holding Heather's green eyes with her so-sexy brown peepers, she deftly unhooked and let herself spill. 
 
    Heather responded with her hands and mouth. They were much of a height so she had to stoop to get the contact she desperately needed, but potential neck-ache was not a worry right then. Touching and stroking, kissing and licking were all that immediately mattered. Well, along with nibbling, nuzzling and a little soft sucking on two extremely hard nipples. 
 
    Yet again Carole broke contact, this time having allowed plenty of intimate attention but clearly ready to progress. 
 
    'Get that top off,' she commanded, all authoritative. 'I need to see.' 
 
    Her boobs were possibly Heather's best features, amongst thousands of other highlights! She gladly took of her university-branded sweatshirt and exposed herself in all her glory. 
 
    As already advertised . . . as just about always . . . Heather was bra-less. And she was by no means flat-chested. Mother Nature had blessed her with springiness as well as a more-than acceptable size. Okay, so her overall fitness and hours put in in the gym helped, but Wonderbra had never featured on her list of requirements. 
 
    'Incredible,' gasped Carole before diving in, more or less duplicating all the devout attention she'd had lavished on her own chest. 
 
    Then, when Heather was seriously thinking about cumming her heart out, her very latest new lover changed the rules. 
 
    'This feels good,' she said, rubbing her bare breasts on Heather's, 'doesn't it?' 
 
    'Better than good,' Heather agreed, flooding her panties and then reattaching her groin tightly onto the other girl's. 
 
    Yes, yet again! 
 
    The next half hour or so was exquisite. Heather concentrated on grinding their lower bodies together while Carole focused on grinding their boobs. 
 
    Two additional orgasms later . . . meaning two each . . . Heather took her turn to break contact. 
 
    'Those need to come off,' she said, indicating Carole's lower body. 'And I'm the girl to remove them.' 
 
    'Go ahead,' said the surprisingly compliant policewoman. 'Be my guest.' 
 
    Kneeling before her hostess, still oblivious to her surroundings, Heather very slowly peeled those too sexy leggings off legs that looked even better stripped naked. She wasn't the only one who put in the necessary gym time. Carole's pins were long and shapely as well as muscled. Having them wrapped firmly around her back . . . 
 
    Well wasn't that an idea to conjure with? 
 
    Carole's knickers were white. They were also distinctly soggy, if not downright drenched. 
 
    'These must be almost as wet as mine,' Heather said as she gently tugged them off. 
 
    And then she clapped a hand to her mouth in awe. Carole was closely-shaven down there. Only a small triangle of very short brown hair had been left for admirers. But it wasn't the fancy topiary that was awesome. 
 
    Carole's sex was perfection. Her clitoral hood could have been stolen from an overly flattering statue of Aphrodite. Her actual clit was visible and swollen. So were her outer labia and, as for the mouth of her vagina . . . 
 
    Switching into hurricane mode, Heather dived in there, tongue first. 
 
    It would have been rude not to. 
 
    And yes, Carole smelt and tasted precisely as yummy as she looked. 
 
    Time became meaningless and the loss of short-term memory continued. Afterwards Heather couldn't have hazarded a guess at how long she knelt, licked, fingered and chewed Carole as she stood there on her own bedroom carpet, her hips swaying to Heather's ever-varying rhythms. 
 
    Then, as if by magic, they were on the bed. Somehow Heather had got naked and Carole was topping an exceeding hot sixty-nine. After that Hurricane Heather took over again and a lot of tribbing ensued. 
 
    No, make that an awful, awful lot of tribbing. 
 
    Not that "awful" was an appropriate term. Every last touch and caress was laden with pure delight. So too was the feel of those legs at last wrapped around Heather's back. Swarms of orgasms came thick and fast, individually, alternately and mutually. When they finally had to stop to catch breath it was just past three in the morning. 
 
    That's right; five or six hours gone in the blink of an eye. 
 
    Side by side on their backs, staring up at the ceiling, their synchronized heartbeats very slowly sinking back to normal, Carole chuckled. 
 
    'My word girl, you didn't need to beat Amos to a pulp. You could have fucked him to death instead.' 
 
    'No I couldn't. I do occasionally do men, but he's not a man. Like you said, he's slime.' 
 
    (Fingers crossed again about the men, of course.) 
 
    'Do you fancy that glass of wine now?' Carole persisted, 'before we catch some zeds?' 
 
    Heather laughed. 'I'm ready for any sort of vino but forget the zeds. I'm not wasting one minute in your bed by merely sleeping.' 
 
    Carole laughed with her. 'What are you like?' she said, and not for the first time. 'Come to that, what do you like, red or white?' 
 
    'Both. Just get a glass of whatever you fancy. And make it a big one.' 
 
    Heather watched the policewoman as, not bothering to cover herself, she left the bedroom. For some strange reason they'd forgotten to turn off the lights and the rear-view was perfect. Carole had looked a million dollars both in uniform and tight leggings but, bare-assed, she was stupendous. 
 
    No sleeping tonight, Heather reminded herself, no way José. 
 
    As if she was likely to accidentally drop off! 
 
    Carole returned with two large glasses, one red and the other white. 
 
    'Please say that's Shiraz and pinot,' Heather said hopefully. 
 
    'A girl after my own heart,' said Carole, re-joining her on the bed. 'We'll share,' she went on, 'what do you want first?' 
 
    'I want another mouthful of your fanny.' 
 
    'And I don't want to spill valuable vino. So my fanny's going to have to wait.' 
 
    'Put it like that and I'll sample the red.' 
 
    'Tonight's been great,' said Carole, sipping a little white. 
 
    'No, it's been brilliant,' countered Heather, swigging Shiraz. 'We've miles to go yet but I already know I will want to do it all again . . . For another whole night, I mean. Will you?' 
 
    Carole blushed at that, most becomingly. 'I will,' she said. 'But I'm afraid I fibbed about being single.' 
 
    'Don't tell me the girlfriend from hell is about to burst in on us with Blackie's crocodile knife.' 
 
    'No, she's in Florida. And she's from Manchester, not hell.' 
 
    'Not a lot of difference,' Heather's mouth said of its own accord. 
 
    Still blushing, Carole asked if she was comparing hell with Manchester or Florida. 
 
    'Manchester,' said Heather. 'I've been there but I haven't done Florida; not yet.' 
 
    When the wine was gone, perhaps compensating for fibbing, Carole went down on Heather for a long, long time. And her extra years of experience showed. Always patient, always switching her attentions hither and thither, she gave Heather the most thorough pleasuring she had ever had. 
 
    Good grief, didn't the girl know what to do with a clit! 
 
    She knew what to do with a vibrator, too. Goodness only knew where she produced that from; it must have materialized out of thin air because her mouth and the fingers of at least one hand never strayed away from Heather's sex for even a second. 
 
    Alternating between digital pressure and mechanical vibration on the clit, Carole brought her willing victim off three times before switching to internal, at which point said victim gave up counting. 
 
    'Oh yes,' she sighed, 'more, more, please, please more!' 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Mission accomplished, Carole sleepless and purring satisfaction, Heather kissed her goodbye and set off for uni . . . but not before agreeing another rendezvous in the absence of the girlfriend from Florida and/or hellish Manchester. 
 
    'I'm not trying to steal you from her,' she said, 'I just want a series of overnight loans.' 
 
    'She's very possessive,' said Carole, 'but I want a series of overnight loans too. And I can always lie about my shifts.' 
 
    That tickled Heather. 'You coppers are very dodgy, aren't you?' 
 
    'Yes, but only in pursuit of what's right and proper in the eyes of the law. Now begone before I have to drag you back into bed.' 
 
    'Promises, promises . . .' 
 
    Content with her lot, Heather headed in towards campus. She'd been telling the truth when she'd said she wanted more of Carole. But she'd also known there had to be someone else. Nobody who looked like Carole could ever be single. If she really didn't do guys there had to be a girl waiting back there in the wings. Or maybe there was a whole harem of girls back there. 
 
    Exclusivity was never a requirement in any of Heather's many relationships. Come to that, out and out relationships weren't really her thing. She preferred "occasional liaisons" to "relationships". Mary Rose aside, red-haired witch that she was, it had always been so. Probably under a spell, she'd gone from one new lover to the next ever since school (and while she was still at school), regularly retracing her old steps but rarely if ever embarking on a true relationship. 
 
    Apart from that very first: the one that would never come to its logical, happily married conclusion, but was still totally unbreakable. 
 
    Flipping red-haired witch! 
 
    To some extent back at school but mostly here at university, Heather had mixed with a wide range of "women who have sex with women" and liked the way a lot of them were. A few wanted to be clingy but, like Wild West gunslingers, plenty of them just wanted to do the deed and tilt their Stetson as they politely said, 'Thank you, ma'am. Hope to see you around some time.' 
 
    And then off they'd ride into the sunset. 
 
    In other words, although her admiration of and lust for Carole was sincere, she knew that nothing was forever. And she knew herself, too. Occasional re-acquaintances were fun but first times were best. 
 
    Yes, whatever she felt for Carole, somebody new would happen. Somebody new always did. 
 
    Mr Khan's Emporium usually had one billboard outside advertising the local rag, quoting whatever its latest headline was. Today there were three boards and the headlines made Heather cringe. 
 
    "SUPERGIRL TO THE RESCUE" said one. 
 
    "WONDER WOMAN HERE SAVING LIVES IN LANCASHIRE" said another. 
 
    HEROINE STUDENT TACKLES ARMED ROBBER" read the third. 
 
    To make matters worse, those were all national headlines. For once the local rag didn't get a look-in. 
 
    Suddenly reluctant to go in the shop Heather made to walk past. But she was too late; Chini had seen her through the window and was out there in the street, embracing her like a long-lost sister. 
 
    Mr Khan's wife was younger than him. She was also very well put together. Heather hadn't previously spared her one sexual thought but the press of her chest was most agreeable. Chini might well get a sexy thought or two later on. 
 
    In fact she might well get an hour or more's worth. 
 
    When the older woman put her lips to her ear Heather tensed in sensual expectation. Then she nearly died as she listened. 
 
    'Thank you, thank you,' said Chini. 'I don't know what I'd have done without him.' 
 
    Ashamed of her lascivious mind, Heather made to pull away. She wasn't sure about the restrictions of Chini's religion but didn't need to be. The woman loved her husband beyond the call of religious vows and intents. 
 
    But Chini kept hugging her tight, seemingly oblivious to their boob-on-boob contact. 
 
    'You didn't only save my husband's life yesterday,' she went on, 'you saved mine as well.' 
 
    Mr Khan was on his stool behind the counter, watching what may have been a re-run of an old cricket match. Not being a fan of the sport Heather couldn't be certain. It might even have been live. All she knew for sure was that India was giving Australia a trouncing, that little batsman who used to play for Yorkshire bashing fours and sixes in all directions. 
 
    As any Yorkshire player would, of course. 
 
    Apart from a clean white bandage on his arm (much more professionally applied than her rather hasty effort), Mr Khan was his usual self. He was also surrounded by copies of every newspaper under the sun. 
 
    'They've more or less got it right,' he said after expressing his undying gratitude, indicating the folded-open dailies. 
 
    Even more reluctantly, Heather skimmed the first few articles. And slowly let out a sigh of relief. As far as she could see, Mr Khan was correct: the reporters had more or less got it right. Detailed accounts weren't there (making her believe their "sources" hadn't actually been there either), but there was one heck of a lot of info about her published. 
 
    Naff all personally about the knife-wielding robber, but all sorts about her, except no photo, thank the Lord. 
 
    The press mostly agreed that she was twenty, a second year university student in Business Studies, hailing from Bingley across in West Yorkshire. She was very sporty, exceptionally good-looking (they said this as if excusing the lack of images through innate modesty and inbred politeness), and she'd steadfastly refused to comment on her heroics. 
 
    Opinions on her reticence varied. Some reckoned she was shy and retiring. Others claimed she was a clever woman who wasn't prepared to jeopardize the police case against the (un-named) suspect. 
 
    And how unfair was that! The knife-wielding would-be murderer got anonymity while the public got her bra-size. 
 
    Well, they would have if the whole world wasn't by now aware she never wore the flipping things. 
 
    So they got her shoe-size and inside leg instead! 
 
    Amplifying on her sportiness the consensus had it that she was excellent at football and hockey and very proficient in self-defence. For a moment or two she worried about that before she decided it could have been a lot worse. There was no mention of mixed martial arts and she'd openly admitted she was trained in self-defence in her police statement. 
 
    Their version matches mine, she assured herself. Thank Goodness nobody's told them about ju-jitsu and everything else. 
 
    All told Heather was relieved. Declining Mr Khan's offer of free newspapers for life, insisting on paying for her energy drink and Snickers, she assured him she'd be back as usual tomorrow. Then, escorted out of the shop by an ever-attentive Chini, she set off for campus. 
 
    Every step of the way she expected to be assailed by reporters. That didn't happen; even so she took an alternative route in. Her big problem was, however, that sneaky or not, she had to end up at Main Building which, immense as it was, had just two entrances. 
 
    And those so-and-so journalists seemed to know everything about her, from personal measurements to her love for Marston's. 
 
    They probably even knew about her Rampant Rabbit addiction . . . 
 
    Expecting the worst, expecting crowds of vultures, Heather laughed. The daily papers had carried lots of detail about her but all skimped on describing the actual confrontation. That went to prove that the snitches hadn't actually been there in the emporium. That meant she knew who to trust. 
 
    And, consequently, she knew who not to trust. 
 
    As it turned out (as she approached Main Building like a stealthy missile) she saw nothing of concern. If anything the forecourt was emptier than usual. As a contrast to yesterday it couldn't have been any starker. 
 
    Must have moved on to a new story, she thought bullishly, heading for the front entrance. 
 
    Then a student couple intercepted her. 'Hey,' the girl student gushed, 'you're her, aren't you?' 
 
    'You're the one everyone's in love with,' the guy student added, even more gushingly. 
 
    By then Heather had been at university over a year. She knew she had over twelve thousand fellow students on and off campus and that memorizing all of them was an impossible task. Yet, that much said, she smelt a rat. These two were scruffy, but scruffy out of a bottle. Instinctively she knew they were plants. 
 
    'I seriously hurt someone yesterday,' she said mildly. 'If you don't want hurting too, just go away.' 
 
    'Can we quote you on that?' said the guy, like the tosser he was. 
 
    Heather bared her teeth at him and he drew back as if she was sheer poison. That wasn't the normal reaction she got when she smiled but this time it pleased her. 
 
    'No you can't,' she replied, 'go forth and multiply. And tell Costumes and Wardrobes they're missing a trick or three.' 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Yet another morning of education sped by. Heather got a few pats on the back but most of her fellow students sensed that she wanted to move on. Well, some of them did. As a girl accustomed to droves of propositions, she got more than she was used to, most of them very ignorable ones from predatory blokes. 
 
    All of them ignored or, at best, deferred. 
 
    Unlike the three that came from gals, all of which were gratefully accepted. 
 
    Delaying lunchtime in the Union Bar, she made an outgoing call. Carole was on a different shift today but she was due to be on a break just then. Or so she'd told Heather. And so in reality she was. 
 
    'Hiya sexy,' Heather began. 'Are you free to talk?' 
 
    'Hiya Hev . . .' 
 
    Those two words made Heather prickle with excitement. At some point last night she had told Carole she was "Hev" to lovers. And that she, Carole, now most certainly qualified. 
 
    'How's it doing?' she asked, as if she wasn't picturing Carole's naked body, wriggling and writhing. 
 
    'Our mutual friend is in a holding cell. We're leaving him to sweat. Don't want another cushy night in a nice hospital to give him delusions, do we?' 
 
    'When did they discharge him?' 
 
    'Nine thirty-three this morning. He's been sweating ever since.' 
 
    'Isn't that police brutality?' 
 
    The policewoman laughed: 'Is that pot and kettle or what!' 
 
    'I wasn't brutal.' 
 
    'Ask me you weren't nearly brutal enough. Although I'll deny I said that if quoted, naturally.' 
 
    'Naturally,' Heather agreed. 'Did your colleague have to stay with him all night?' 
 
    'No, I got him relief, like I said I would. He's here with me now. Well, he's over the road in the chippy, buying us lunch.' 
 
    'I'd buy you better than fish and chips.' 
 
    'Yeah, but foie gras doesn't go down so well in a patrol car. It stinks like heck.' 
 
    'What, it smells even worse than salt and vinegar?' 
 
    'Don't tempt me.' 
 
    'Back to Blackie Amos: has he said anything at all yet?' 
 
    'No, he's lawyered up, but stewing in his own juice is an important part of the process. And thanks to all the witnesses we've got, we can practically leave him as long as we like. That's why we're out here for lunch. We'll crack on soon, though. I'm quite looking forward to it, to be honest. It's my turn to play the bad cop. Bad cop is always more fun.' 
 
    'Give him a kick for me.' 
 
    'Didn't you hurt him enough already?' 
 
    'No. I was calm and self-contained.' 
 
    Carole cracked up at that. 'Heather . . . this might sound harsh, but that dumbass doesn't ever want to go anywhere near you again. He breaks out in bumps and bruises even hearing your name.' 
 
    Heather grinned as she replied. 'Good,' she said, 'I only wish I'd not held back last time I hit him.' 
 
    'You mean you could have hit him even harder?' 
 
    'No comment. That's my new middle name, by the way . . .' 
 
    The Union was its predicable self. In other words it was lunchtime-busy: full but not packed. Glad not to be met by applause Heather headed straight for the bar, returning waves and thumbs-ups as she went, some from Lesbians' Corner but lots from individual guys with their tongues hanging out. 
 
    Strong, heroic women suddenly seemed to be the coming thing in these parts. 
 
    Go dream, she thought as she waved back at the guys. 
 
    And yes, yes, yes, she thought as she waved back at the girls . . . even the ones she'd decided not to ever sleep with again. 
 
    Well, maybe not ever. 
 
    Oh, the perils of being popular! 
 
    Some spotty-faced lad bobbed up behind the bar. Heather didn't know him but he greeted her like she was family. 
 
    'Marston's with the sparkler tight as can be,' he said, stating not asking. 
 
    Being at uni in Lancashire, Heather couldn't argue with that. Bars pulling beer "properly" were few and far between. Well, maybe they were not as few and far between as they were "down south". Cornwall was her favourite place on planet earth but the beer down there was awful, almost as bad as it was in London, if still a lot better than it was in Norfolk. 
 
    What sort of person liked flat beer? Heather wondered. 
 
    Someone who wants to sit for two hours over an insipid glass of warm, murky slops? 
 
    The spotty kid put a surprisingly well-pulled pint on the bar and beamed at her. 'One seventy-five, please,' he said. 
 
    Cue Lorna's miraculous appearance at Heather's side. 
 
    'I'm buying her this,' she declared, 'and I'll have another just like it. I'm a Yorkie too.' 
 
    Heather wasn't sure if she was more taken aback by Lorna's instantaneous materialization or by her claim to be from Yorkshire. She didn't have any of the usual twangs but there again a little bit of posh schooling could rub off all the rough edges, couldn't it. 
 
    'Where exactly is home?' she asked, accepting her beer and letting Lorna settle up without demur. 
 
    'Adel,' she replied. 'It is north of Leeds.' 
 
    'And extremely desirable,' said Heather, who knew precisely where it was. 'It makes us Micklethwaite girls seem like scrubbers.' 
 
    The beautiful blue-eyed blonde frowned at that. 'Micklethwaite . . .' 
 
    'It's a long, stretched out village outside of Bingley. Do you know Bingley?' 
 
    'Of course I do. I saw the building society adverts with the blokes in bowler hats. And I did once go to Bingley Show, but that was years ago. I don't remember much about it, except it wasn't as big as The Great Yorkshire Show.' 
 
    'That's unfair,' Heather said defensively. 'Bingley is one of the biggest one-day shows in Europe. The Great Yorkshire runs for three days, so it's unrealistic to compare them.' 
 
    'Sorry,' countered Lorna. 'As I said, it was years ago and I don't really remember.' 
 
    'Don't blame your relative youth.' Heather laughed. 'Half the adults in Bingley go there every year and can't remember much about it afterwards. There are pubs and ale tens everywhere you look.' 
 
    Then, after waiting for Lorna to finish laughing with her, she asked the obvious. 
 
    'My boyfriend doesn't understand me,' Lorna replied. 'Or maybe he understands me better than I do myself. He's still in shock and keeps saying I've got a crush on you.' 
 
    Heather rather hoped she had. But she had an inconveniently inherent sense of fair play, and a strong one at that. 'I suspect you are a normal, straight girl,' she said softly, keeping her voice down to avoid snoops. 'And trust me; I am the last person you need to get a crush on.' 
 
    'Why is that?' 
 
    'I don't do faithful relationships and I'm always looking for pastures new. And you look like a meadow I would love to graze in.' 
 
    'That sounds promising.' 
 
    'It would if I wasn't so unreliable. I'd most likely thoroughly graze and move on to the next meadow.' 
 
    'You sound like a typical bloke.' 
 
    'I very possibly behave like a typical bloke. But that's how I am. That's who I am. I am the last person on earth you should try out your curiosity on. That is assuming you are curious.' 
 
    'I'm not sure what I am.' 
 
    'That gives you all the more reason to steer clear.' 
 
    'I'm going to go away and have a think.' There were serious misgivings in those blue eyes. 'What time do you finish today?' 
 
    'Four o'clock.' 
 
    'And what's the plan?' 
 
    'What do you mean?' 
 
    'Depending on my misgivings, I might need to meet up with you. So what's the plan?' 
 
    It was Heather's turn to roll her eyes. 'For God's sake, girl, I'm warning you off.' 
 
    'And I'm only half-listening. What's the plan?' 
 
    Heather sighed deeply, intrigued but not really optimistic. 'For reasons I'm not prepared to disclose, I need an early night. So, lifts permitting, I'll be down from K Floor and in here for five past and a beer or six. Then I'm calling in at the Kohinoor for a takeaway.' 
 
    'And then?' 
 
    'That's it. Goodnight Irene.' 
 
    Lorna drained her glass and left for an early tutorial with visible doubt in her lovely peepers. Heather watched her buns exiting The Union and was torn. On the one hand she'd just done the decent thing yet on the other she'd cut off her nose to spite her face. 
 
    And she had a very nice, finely shaped nose; cutting it off was a daft thing to do. 
 
    Filled with remorse and untypically melancholy, she somehow got through the afternoon's studies. 
 
    And the lifts were (for once) in full working order. The clock behind the bar was clicking onto five past as she approached the serving area. 
 
    Lorna was there before her, two freshly foaming Marston's pulled and waiting on a bar towel. 
 
    'I fancy a pint or six and a takeaway,' she said in greeting. 'And an early night sounds even better . . .' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 54 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Hello everybody. It says "Charlotte" on my birth certificate but I've been "Charley" ever since I was six years old. Somehow I've now become a "thirty-something" but, I hasten to add, I'm one of the younger ones in that category. 
 
    That is to say I'm only just turned thirty-one, not a mere year shy of that terrifying benchmark of forty. 
 
    Physically I'm five foot seven with a body I can't complain about: nice firm tits, curvy hips, one slender waist and two very shapely legs. Although I'm by no means a training jock I regularly work out to keep in trim but, thanks to good old Mother Nature, I don't need to exercise too fiercely. 
 
    Looks-wise I'm reasonably happy. I've never lacked for attention, both male and female, and I've had my fair share of "experiences". Leastways I had until I hooked up with Cayla; having endless sex with her for two years stopped me from having adventures elsewhere. 
 
    Rats; I secretly vowed never to mention that bitch again. Forget her and move on. 
 
    Where was I? Oh yes, I was saying that if not a classic beauty, I've always done all right. Perhaps my ever-changing hair has something to do with it. Generally . . . but not always . . . I've kept it shoulder-length and layered, sometimes with bangs. Colour-wise, however . . . 
 
    Trust me; I've been every colour under the sun, jumping from blonde to red, auburn to green. At this moment I'm jet black with electric blue highlights, said highlights much more prominent on the lower left-hand side. 
 
    (Rather like that gorgeous BBC presenter. The one I'd as good as die to sleep with.) 
 
    What else can I tell you? That important job I mentioned! Yes, I'm a vet: a five year university degree, two years of "continuing professional development" as a veterinary assistant in York, then I moved on to a junior partnership in my home town of Keighley. Take it from me, I love my work. 
 
    Would I give everything up for New-effing-York? 
 
    Would I drop everything I valued to become a kept woman? 
 
    My ass I would. 
 
    Okay, there are downsides to being a vet, which I guess you can all figure out for yourselves. But for every single negative I can always see a thousand positives. And I really do treasure my clients, pets and owners alike. Yes, ideally I'd only see every case once, read all the symptoms, cure the problem and so on. But real life isn't like that. I see some clients quite regularly, particularly those with multiple and aging dependents. 
 
    Like I said a moment ago, I value the people and creatures I meet. And despite my varying hair tones, those people and creatures seem to value me. By all reports nearly everyone wants to see me ahead of my senior partner. 
 
    Perhaps they think I'm quirky but hey, their pet's welfare is at stake and they want me to be the carer. 
 
    Abandon those lovely clients to be with an insensitive, heartless bitch? 
 
    Not me; never, ever, ever. 
 
    I suppose it's now time to talk sex, so here goes. 
 
    Somehow I made it through school with my virginity intact. That is to say when I left the Upper Sixth I hadn't gone beyond kissing and heavy petting. I'm flushing brightly as I write this, but I have to admit that I'd been penetrated by fingers numerous times, most often my own, but by several sets of other people's as well. 
 
    Initially I'd been brainwashed into believing I was straight . . . as if "straight" actually exists; as if the vast majority of my schoolmates were right. Back then I supposed that I'd meet some guy after road-testing a dozen or so. Yes, I would meet "The One" and it would be happy ever after in a cottage with roses around the door. In other words my earliest petting sessions involved my male classmates (but not all of them, I hasten to add, only a few). 
 
    And I hate to admit it but if I was not alone I didn't just lie back and take it. If a guy used his fingers on me I invariably returned the favour. I invariably made whoever I was with orgasm as well, usually quite quickly and very volcanically. 
 
    Yes, for a goodly while I was definitely on the pre-determined, mindless path. 
 
    Yet something odd began to happen during that last year before university. When attending all those birthday parties, discos and youth clubs, I started to get approaches from girls. To begin with the girls weren't schoolmates; they were always someone's friend or distant relative: girls who happened to be there on a one-off basis. And to begin with I reacted with a blend of shock and horror. 
 
    This girl fancies me! Argh!! What have I done to deserve it!! 
 
    The seed was soon planted, though, not least when a blonde I'd just turned down, a blonde maybe in her early twenties, grinned back at me. 
 
    'You know you want to,' she said, unperturbed. 'It's written all over your face. And oh my, aren't you going to have lots of fun at uni? I hope you'll let me know when the time's more right.' 
 
    For three weeks, perhaps even a month, I was on the horns of a dilemma. Guys didn't get a look in as I weighed pros and cons, subconsciously wanting to progress a little more, day by day. 
 
    Needless to report I finally took the plunge. And I kid you not, it was with the blonde who had turned up once more at the sixth form disco. Heart in mouth I approached her and announced that the time was now right. Grinning ever-so-sexily, she asked if I wanted to go for a drive in her new car. 
 
    (In reality it was a second-hand Ford Focus, but I never complained about the semantics.) 
 
    "You get wonderful views up at Keighley Gate on clear evenings like this," she assured me. 
 
    Well aware that Keighley Gate was the most notorious lovers' lane for miles around . . . and knowing it was already pitch-black outside, not in the least "clear" . . . I returned her grin best I could. 
 
    'I love wonderful views,' I replied. 'Let's go for it without further delay.' 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    I'm going to skip over the history because I want to get down to the chase . . . or, more accurately, the last fortnight. Let's just say the blonde swayed me big-time. After that evening in her back seat I rarely bothered with any of my male schoolmates again. 
 
    Let's also just say that my virginity (if I really was still a virgin) only lasted to Freshers' Week in Bristol. In my defence I'd have you know I held out three whole days before succumbing to Wendy from West Bromwich. 
 
    Yes, three whole days! 
 
    And please believe me; Wendy did not restrict sex to kisses and fingers. Wendy took me to heights I'd never dreamed possible. 
 
    Oh yes, yes, yes, a happy memory or what! 
 
    Although it was always intended to be a one-off sort of thing Wendy opened my eyes wider than wide. She also got me wondering. Was that the best or was there even better out there, somewhere? 
 
    Perhaps because I'm silly enough to be honest, I'd have you know I lost my "with guys" virginity two or maybe three days later. I then alternated girl/guy for most of the first semester. Then, with the majority of my wonderings answered, I as good as unilaterally gave up on guys and focused on gals. 
 
    I won't bore you with my logic. I won't bore you with the (supposedly rational) reasons why I screwed so many guys, either, not least because I don't really know what those reasons were. Maybe it was all that juvenile brainwashing. Or maybe I did get something out of doing the deed with a man. 
 
    But I never got nearly enough. 
 
    At this very moment I have been guy-free for over a decade. Thinking back (with the help of Google), the last time I slipped up Spain had just won the World Cup and Georgia was at war with Russia. 
 
    And here I am, worrying about Brexit! 
 
    As if swarms of Russian tanks could possibly be even half as mind-numbingly scary as bloody Brexit!! 
 
    Let's swiftly get back on track before my flight gets called. 
 
    Where was I? 
 
    Oh yes; I remember. I was breaking up with the bitch who tried to ruin my life. 
 
    For maybe a week I did my best to "carry on as normal". Fat chance! After a Tuesday evening surgery I was waylaid by Dianne, my senior partner, as soon as everyone else had vacated the building. 
 
    (Elvis like?) 
 
    'Tell me,' she began. 
 
    I shrugged defensively. 'Tell you what?' 
 
    'Tell me why you're behaving like a bear with a sore head. Everyone's noticed, even Carole.' 
 
    I laughed despite myself. Carole was with us on the modern-day "youth opportunities" and not exactly the sharpest knife in the drawer. 
 
    'No I'm not,' my rebellious gob countered. 
 
    Dianne squeezed my arm, her eyes boring into mine. 'It's that cow isn't it; that cow who uses glasses with clear lenses as a prop.' 
 
    I know I said I wasn't going to mention Cayla again but now there's a need for an exception. Prim and proper best describes my ex. Given images of the world's greatest office workers ninety-nine per cent of judges would have automatically ranked her in the top three. 
 
    By that I mean on pure sight, without one iota of evidence to back her totally unfounded claim. 
 
    Glasses with clear lenses had been created for Cayla. Or maybe she'd created them herself. 
 
    'Looks matter,' she'd told me a dozen times. 'Brainpower is all, but looks always swing the balance.' 
 
    Effing bitch was right, obviously. 
 
    Fighting back unexpected tears, I gave Dianne a potted version of my current situation. 
 
    'So you don't fancy being a homemaker?' she replied softly, understandingly. 
 
    'I'd rather walk over hot coals,' said I. 'Barefoot and bare-assed.' 
 
    'New York really is the place to be.' 
 
    'Stuff New York, I'm a Yorkshire lass, aren't I?' Then I laughed again, ruefully this time. 'I don't want to go live back in the real York, though. I'm happy here, where I am.' 
 
    'Do you sincerely mean that?' Dianne suddenly sounded dubious. 
 
    'I do,' I assured her. 'I love the day-to-day traffic of domestic pets and I adore the farm work. The Big Apple can go whistle as far as I'm concerned. So can you-know-who.' 
 
    'Are you really still in it here for the long run?' 
 
    'I'm in until death or retirement,' I said, 'hopefully it'll be relatively early retirement and a belated death, at least fifty years later.' 
 
    Dianne nodded before putting on her most solemn face. 'I've never ordered you about, have I?' 
 
    'No,' I admitted cautiously. 
 
    'Well here's a first. Go get a holiday. Get away for two weeks at least. Drown yourself in sunshine and sangria. And get away as soon as possible.' 
 
    'I can't leave . . .' 
 
    'Yes you can.' 
 
    'What about the farm work?' 
 
    'Roger can cover that.' 
 
    'Er, Roger retired five years ago.' 
 
    'I know he did. I saw him only yesterday. He told he missed the practice but couldn't come back even part-time, because of his "constitution". But he said he'd love to cover the odd week or two, especially for farm work. Was that a gift from God or what?' 
 
    Roger was now in his seventies and had retired at sixty-nine. He could have played a part in those old films: "All Creatures Great and Small" and "It Shouldn't Happen to a Vet", without seeming at all out of place, if not adding to the experience. 
 
    Here's my one and only aside: those James Herriot novels, films and TV shows shaped my life. I was an avid fan as a young girl and my course was irrevocably set. Ten years old and I was always going to be a "veterinary". 
 
    Which I now am . . . Yes, yes, yes! 
 
    'Will Roger really cover for me?' I enquired, fingers crossed behind my back. 
 
    'I think he very well might,' Dianne smirked. 'He was asking me about Gaunt's and Chew's cows. Not to forget Hector's sheep and Harry's goats.' 
 
    Hearing that made me giggle out loud; Harry's goats were kept for milk and cheese. While not entirely unknown in our bit of the Aire Valley, that wasn't the usual way to farm, was it? 
 
    Goats were for mountains and musicals, weren't they? 
 
    What did the wonderful kingdom of Yorkshire need with Alps and lonely goatherds? 
 
    Not a lot, I concluded. 
 
    Well . . . maybe it did a bit, just a little. 
 
    It hurt when those buggers butted you, though. And they were good at butting, all of them. 
 
    'Okay,' I hedged, 'Roger can cover, but I don't want to go away. I want to carry on as usual.' 
 
    'And I want you back to your normal self,' said Dianne, reasonableness personified. 'You need a big break and right now's the time.' 
 
    'I do not need a big break.' 
 
    'Yes you do. You haven't had more than three days off in a row for three years. Book something and book it right now.' 
 
    'But . . .' 
 
    'Stop wriggling and do as you're told. Book it right now or else.' 
 
    'Dianne, forgive me for asking, but or else what?' 
 
    'Or else I'll get angry, and you won't like me when I'm angry.' 
 
    There honestly isn't anyone on the planet less like the Incredible Hulk than Dianne. But right then she was chillingly persuasive. 
 
    Call me a coward but I went home and got straight online. 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Doubtful as I was, I quickly found a zillion cancelations, all almost instantly available for relatively one handful of pennies. I had expected them to be all for couples or families (indeed I had intended to use that as my excuse for not going) but that wasn't the case. 
 
    Before I knew it I had booked a two week deal in Puerto del Carmen. 
 
    'Flying out of Manchester early Thursday,' Dianne said next morning, 'the day after tomorrow. That's so brilliant. I'll give you a lift to the airport and pick you up on your way home.' 
 
    I didn't argue because nobody in her right mind argued with Dianne when she had put her determined head on (Worzel Gummidge-like). Instead I offered to pay for her petrol. 
 
    As if! 
 
    'I need to see our friends in Deansgate,' she replied instantly. 'I'll co-ordinate a meeting with them and write the petrol off as a legitimate business expense.' 
 
    'What about the practice?' I asked limply, knowing she'd have an infallible answer. 
 
    'I rang Roger last night. He's already fully geared up and ready to cover all eventualities. Forget about this place and focus on having fun. That's another order, by the way.' 
 
    She surprised me with a quick, but all-too-brief cuddle. I cuddled back big-time. As well as being drop-dead gorgeous Dianne is the nicest person I've ever met. 
 
    If only she wasn't a contented mother of three . . . 
 
    **** 
 
    Emerging from Arrecife airport shortly after midday, Thursday, I had to laugh out loud. The good old Yorkshire weather had been great all year. It had been T-shirts in February with not a snowflake to be seen. Early September had been sunshine all the way . . . 
 
    But this was Canary Island weather. This was baking heat without even a wisp of a cloud in the sky. 
 
    Tiles beneath bare feet physically burnt unprotected flesh. 
 
    Already sweating profusely, I bagged a taxi and named my hotel. 
 
    'Very swish,' the driver observed, smoothly pulling out of his rank, his English perfect, his accent only slight. 'I am Manuel. Here's my card. Whenever you need a cab, I'm your man.' 
 
    'Aren't you based out of the airport?' 
 
    'Yes, but only during the day. By night I'm in Puerto del, where all the action is.' He wagged a chiding finger at me. 'And whatever you do, do not confuse me with that waiter out of Fawlty Towers.' 
 
    I chuckled guiltily. My dad has the DVDs of all twelve episodes of Fawlty Towers. I'd literally grown up watching them. I regularly exchanged quotes with some of my older clients. 
 
    ("Don't mention the war. I mentioned it once, but I think I got away with it.") 
 
    I guess that's more of my quirkiness. And I'd immediately add that Manuel the cabbie was a different breed to the immaculate Andrew Sachs. Man-free for aeons as I'd been, I almost fancied him. 
 
    But it was no more than "almost". If Dianne rated as ninety-five per cent wow, my cabbie was perhaps ten per cent. 
 
    Okay, make that fifteen, but not a fraction more. 
 
    We reached the hotel after perhaps twenty minutes. 
 
    'Don't throw my card away,' Manuel said in parting. 'If I hear you've been using other taxis I will not be happy.' 
 
    I waved him off, checked in and checked out my room. It was bog-standard Spanish hotel, meaning it had marble floors, a separate shower and absolutely nothing to complain about. And then, because it was still early afternoon and it would have been rude not to, I checked out the poolside bar. 
 
    Well, with me being a part-time fitness freak, I first swam twenty relatively leisurely lengths of the pool, enjoying having it all to myself. Then, suitably thirsty, I ignored all of the freely available sun-loungers and plonked my wet ass on a tall bar stool. 
 
    Did I mention that poolside was a topless zone? Probably not, but it was. Right then the pool was free of people but at least half of the loungers were occupied by bare-chested women. 
 
    Who was I to protest about that! 
 
    Topless myself, I smiled at the stunningly attractive barmaid. She was wearing cut-off denims and that sort of crisp white blouse that proclaims authority. This was her territory and everybody knew it. 
 
    I ordered a "pint" of the local cerveza, which she served up with a dazzling, glittery smile. 
 
    Goodness me, but she was attractive. I had planned to have a drink, swim a few more lengths, have a drink and so on, but Maria was way too beautiful to leave even for ten minutes' pool time. Ditching my best intentions I stayed right there at the bar, making small talk all afternoon. Not that I openly flirted. 
 
    Not much, anyway, and who could blame me in any case? 
 
    Maria was way beyond gorgeous: dark, Hispanic and utterly stacked. Never mind those teeth, all the rest of her couldn't fail to impress. Her command of the English language was excellent. And those deep brown eyes . . . 
 
    I lost count of how many times I fell into them. 
 
    Eventually, around five in the afternoon, I felt the need for food. I'd eaten brunch on the plane but was in need of something more substantial. So I asked my new friend where I could find a nice steak. 
 
    'The best place for steak on the island is not far away,' Maria assured me. 
 
    She named an (unsurprisingly) Argentinian steak house and I picked up my phone and Manuel's card. 
 
    Maria rolled her naturally beseeching eyes. 'Oh,' she said, 'he's got to you, has he?' 
 
    Frowning, I said, 'Manuel, you mean?' 
 
    'Yeah, he'll be still at the airport right now. You'll be waiting for ever. And it's only a five minute walk in the first place.' 
 
    'This Manuel's notorious, is he?' 
 
    'No, he's my brother. He's only notorious amongst his own family.' Maria chuckled. 'Those cards don't get given out like confetti. Manuel only goes for good-lookers. Like you, obviously.' 
 
    I heated up inside at that, secretly glad Maria thought I was a looker. The opinion was very mutual. 
 
    In fact I only wished I knew the pros and cons of same-sex on Lanzarote. Did the Church still rule all aspects of sexual behaviour for the locals? Or had the antics of zillions of visiting Brits, Germans and Dutch rubbed off? 
 
    Not to mention the squillions of Irish and French. 
 
    'I won't call him,' I said carefully. 'If it's only five minutes I'll save the environment and walk. Well, I will if you tell me where I'm going.' 
 
    'Out of the main door, straight down the hill and take a right when you hit the main road. You'll find the place not fifty metres away, on this side of the road.' 
 
    'Do you want to come with me?' my mouth blurted. 'I'm paying,' I added, wondering if I was blushing. 
 
    'I'd love to but I'm here for another two hours. Maybe we can do it some other time.' 
 
    I smiled back at Maria, a slave to her attraction. 'Now you've done it. I'm going to hold you to that.' 
 
    'Please do. Now go. I can hear your tummy rumbling from here.' 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    The steak house was unmissable. It had a big wooden cut-out of a bull hanging over the sidewalk and a pair of unreasonably large horns there over the door. And by large, I mean, very, very large. Anyone running into one of them on its charging, original owner would do well to survive. 
 
    And I'd thought billy goats were dangerous! 
 
    Dauntless, caring not about being out alone, I went in through saloon-style swing doors. 
 
    And I was instantly greeted by a waitress who could have been Maria's twin. Turned out Camila was a genuine Argentinian. She met me with the full force of her beautiful personality, asking me if I'd prefer to eat outside or in. I went for outside and she led me to a table on a terrace; most likely the very best they had, not taking into account me being on my lonesome at a cover for four. 
 
    There again, it was still relatively early . . . 
 
    'Is it beer or wine?' she asked when I was seated. 
 
    I had been drinking beer all afternoon so opted for wine. 
 
    'We have a great Pinot noir,' she enthused. 'It's particularly apt for red meat.' 
 
    Yet again I marvelled at other nationalities' abilities to speak English. As a vet I knew Latin and, as a schoolgirl, I'd done French. But as a tourist my Spanish was, to say the least, patchy. Truth be told, I wasn't far beyond "muchos" and "gracia". 
 
    'I'll go for it if it's apt,' I replied. 'And I'll go for the Big One,' I added, pointing at an entry on the menu. 
 
    'Gracious me,' said Camila, beaming widely. 'There's always a hero, isn't there?' 
 
    She wasn't joking, either. My meal arrived with great ceremony and had to weigh at least a pound, not counting the chips, which came in a separate bowl, together with another brimming glass of red. 
 
    Believe you me, when Camila passed me my second vino I could have kissed her. 
 
    There again, I could have kissed her on first sight. How hot was she! 
 
    Hot enough to make me linger and swill countless more glasses of vino, that was for sure. 
 
    Containing my baser instincts (somehow) I waved my newest favourite waitress farewell and strolled back up the hill to my hotel. And yes, it was only five minutes. Well, it was on the way down. Maybe it was a bit longer on the way back up. 
 
    To my disappointment the poolside bar was closed and shuttered (mind you, by then it was getting on eight o'clock and sunshine was no longer an issue). Halfway drunk but still in control, I decided to pay a call into the general bar. 
 
    And what a sound decision that was. The barmaid in there was yet another Hispanic beauty, this time one who rivalled Penelope Cruz. No, perhaps she even surpassed the delicious Ms Cruz. 
 
    She certainly did later, in my dreams. 
 
    Somewhat predictably, I did my best to engage Estela in conversation and didn't do too badly. Estela was younger than me but seemed older, if that makes sense. She clearly knew how to run a bar, even if it was a troublemaker-free bar. She also knew how to mildly flirt with a semi-drunk (as I was by then) and how to fob her off. 
 
    Sadly! 
 
    Limiting myself to three more drinks I bade the latest Hispanic goddess goodnight, assuring her that I would be back to see her tomorrow. Sozzled as I was, I was still grateful Estela didn't laugh out loud at that. Maybe she was too professional or . . . just maybe . . . she wanted to see me again. 
 
    As if she had a lot of choice; what with fourteen days ahead of me and nowhere better to go. 
 
    Okay, okay, so perhaps other options were available. 
 
    But better than the three I'd just experienced . . . very unlikely. 
 
    Make that very, very unlikely indeed. 
 
    Staggering a little, I made it upstairs to my room (417, the same as my unpaid general bar bill; the one that would be running up and up for the next fortnight). 
 
    Cue minor miracle! My key-card worked first time. Locking the door behind me I went to the bathroom and peed for England. Then I slumped on the bed and wondered why I didn't instantly fall asleep. 
 
    Girls were in my head; that was why; lots and lots of girls. 
 
    I hate to admit this but, mostly pissed as I was, I masturbated that night. Initially I focused on the sexy airline stewardess who'd served me breakfast and two vodka and oranges. She might have lasted as long as five minutes and was then replaced by Maria. 
 
    Now I do feel guilty in saying that. Compared to a nameless stewardess it seems unfair to identify one very specific person. 
 
    In fact it seems like sacrilege. 
 
    Yet sacrilege or not, I frigged myself thinking solely about that beautiful poolside barmaid. That lasted for maybe twenty minutes. Then, after three or four minutes of well-deserved recovery time, I frigged myself thinking about Camila. That lasted more like half an hour, giving me pause for thought. 
 
    Maria was easily as divine as Camila. How the hell could I cum so quickly thinking about her? 
 
    More to the point, why was frigging myself thinking about Estela even longer lasting? 
 
    Don't ask me for answers. I'd been in Lanzarote half a day and knew absolutely no-one, apart from a handful of new, exceptionally casual acquaintances. 
 
    And they were all straight. 
 
    Well, weren't they? 
 
    I used the word "guilt" a little earlier. Please understand that I didn't feel any guilt about fantasising; I never have regrets. As far as I'm concerned, focusing on a sexy babe as I do the deed, taking myself to heaven and back, isn't abusive or demeaning to anyone. 
 
    Far as I'm concerned it's the highest compliment of all. 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    I woke in confusion. That is to say I could recall bringing myself off on multiple occasions and I dearly wished that I could do it all over. 
 
    Make that maybe five or six times over. 
 
    Yet I'd forgotten to pull the thick blinds and the blazing sun was already high in the sky. I hadn't come here to sleep, had I? Not in a hotel room, anyway. If I was going to siesta I'd do it poolside, on one of those loungers. 
 
    Yes, out there, surrounded by lots and lots of bare tits! 
 
    Hit by unexpected hunger pangs I hastily showered, pulled on pale-blue denim shorts and a flimsy top then set off on a course for breakfast. 
 
    As another aside (yes I know I limited myself to one), my short-notice, cut-price package included one meal: "breakfast". Nice as it was, the hotel's idea of "breakfast" hardly matched a traditional English or Irish version. Unlike all the neighbouring bars, the hotel seemed to think toast and tea was adequate. 
 
    I took one look at the "continental" fare on offer and politely walked out, smiling at the beauty there on reception before heading downhill. Strange smelling coffee, weird-flavoured jam and rolls . . . 
 
    My ass! 
 
    Following the same route as the previous evening I passed the unbelievable steak house and stopped at the first bar/café with a "breakfast" sign written in English (trust me, I did not have to walk very far at all). Taking a table right there at the roadside, shaded by an overhead awning, half-heartedly flapping in an as good as non-existent breeze, I was slightly miffed to be served by a male waiter. 
 
    Crap! In my imagination the town was brim-full of dusky goddesses in café's and bars, and I definitely wouldn't have minded meeting another. 
 
    No, make that several others. 
 
    That said, the guy was polite and cheerful and spoke my lingo like a native of the UK. I ordered fried eggs, sausages (imported from England), bacon, mushrooms, grilled tomatoes and real baked beans (also imported from England). 
 
    'What would you like with it; tea, coffee or cerveza?' 
 
    'Cerveza,' said I without hesitation. It might only be ten in the morning but somewhere in the world the sun was well over the yardarm. 
 
    Surely it was. 
 
    And after all, I was here on holiday . . . 
 
    I'm not going to waste time giving details of those first few days. Let's just say that a pattern emerged. I woke up at nine in the morning and breakfasted in that same bar/café down the road. Then I'd return to the hotel and swim, drink beer and chat to Maria until maybe six in the evening. Then it was time to go visit the steak house, pig out and leer at Camila. After that it was back to the hotel's general bar to run my best chat-up lines past Estela. 
 
    As if any of them bore any material results! School report opinion: Must try harder. 
 
    And then it was bedtime. Meaning it was time to frig myself half crazy, fantasising about the three new and exceedingly lovely women in my life. 
 
    (The air stewardess didn't get a look-in after that first night. She was fading from my memory bank as the others became ever more memorable every time I saw them. And, if anyone is worrying about my diet . . . please don't. I varied the cuts of steak each time and always went for a different side salad.) 
 
    Not that I varied the chips. Those Argies seem to have as big a fixation on chips as us Brits! Perhaps even bigger . . . Unless they are deliberately winding us up. 
 
    In all honesty my three budding courtships showed little progress in those early days. I had got half a promise of a date out of Maria but little more. Although friendships were definitely being made I didn't have a clue how they may finally work out. I wasn't even sure if any of them were sexually interested. All said and done, the three of them were decidedly people-persons, so it was hard to see beyond the customer-facing façade. 
 
    Or maybe I was so badly out of practice I was missing signals. 
 
    Worse still, maybe I really was the only unattached lesbian on the whole island. 
 
    My nightly self-attentions increased as my uncertainty grew. 
 
    I have to do something, somehow, I concluded late Sunday night, before drifting off to sleep. 
 
    But in the circumstances, what could I do? 
 
    Was there anything I possibly could do? 
 
    The questions were soul-destroying. 
 
    Then, abruptly, everything changed. 
 
    Monday morning I checked out my tan in the bedroom mirror. Big mistake! I regularly use the sunbed in my local gym, keeping myself evenly presentable all year round. But now, after just three and a half days in the Canaries, I was noticeably lighter where my bikini bottoms provided a degree of modesty. 
 
    How unfair was that! And how striking was the difference going to be by the end of next week? 
 
    Frowning at my reflection, I remembered a story I'd once read. A globetrotting lesbian couple had the same issue with white bits. Their solution was to find a remote Australian beach and sunbathe naked for a month or so. 
 
    That's what I'd do. I'd find a remote beach and sunbathe naked for a while. I might even cover my tits and legs to give the sun a better chance of evening things out. A few hours every few days should do the trick. And I could always cram in extra sessions towards the end of my holiday. 
 
    Vain of me, I know. But I wanted girls to look at me in the gym showers. And I wanted to look good for them. 
 
    So I breakfasted as usual then, instead of going back to the hotel, I walked in the opposite direction. I was on what I considered to be the promenade. Having crossed the (scarily) busy road the beach was to my left and the shops, bars and cafes were over twenty yards away, across a noisy and unremitting two-way tide of traffic, all driving very fast on the wrong side, as foreigners do. 
 
    At first the beach was packed. There were sun-loungers and pedalos for hire along with a lot of beach bars open for business. But, as I steadily progressed the number of tourists began to dwindle. Taking that as an encouraging sign I got off the promenade and walked on the hot sand instead. 
 
    There were, I believed, naturist beaches on the island. I didn't know where, exactly, and I didn't fancy trying one. Naturist beaches would be full of male pervs out to get an eyeful of pussy. But not mine on this occasion. No way. 
 
    I'll spare you the details of my sandy trek. Let's just say that after about an hour there was nobody to be seen. I pressed on for another ten minutes, rounding a headland and finding myself in a cove with a low, V-shaped cliff protecting it. 
 
    Perfect! Without further ado I stripped naked and, forgetting to cover other body parts, lay on the sand as naked as the day I was born. 
 
    Heavenly; it was heavenly. Maria would be wondering where I was but I could catch up with her later, perhaps drag her out for that long-awaited steak. 
 
    A long-awaited steak and maybe, just maybe . . . 
 
    Enchanted by the tranquillity of the location, I yawned. But before I could nod off a movement caught my attention; a movement maybe fifty yards offshore. 
 
    Puzzled, I raised myself onto my elbows and had a closer look. 
 
    Initially I supposed I had spotted a seal (assuming they had seals in Lanzarote). But it was coming my way, whatever it was and, as I watched, I realized it was a human head. 
 
    How far out has that nutter been? I thought. Then less curiously: And why has he picked on my patch of paradise? Why can't everybody leave me alone? 
 
    Then the miracle occurred. About twenty yards out my unwelcome visitor stopped swimming in order to stand and walk in the shallows. And it wasn't a male nutter; it was undoubtedly a female. 
 
    Readers of a certain age may recall the impact Ursula Andress had in one particular James Bond film. For anyone who hasn't seen the clip Ursula (Honey Ryder according to the script) came out of the sea to Sean Connery's utter delight . . . and to the utter delight of millions worldwide, of course. 
 
    Back in the day Ursula was clad in a flimsy white bikini and a matching British Army belt with a sheath on it, holding a wicked-looking knife. The vision emerging before me was unarmed and wasn't clad in anything at all. 
 
    And she really was a vision. Everything about her was shapely. Her motion was both rhythmic and as assured as if she was choreographed. More to the point, she was sashaying in my direction. 
 
    Not that her greeting was as enticing as her appearance. 'What are you doing on my beach?' she said aggressively. 
 
    'I found it first,' I protested, immediately aware that I most likely hadn't; that her clothes were probably hidden behind some rock or other. 
 
    'I own the bloody thing,' she retorted. 'It's private property. Didn't you see the sign?' 
 
    Oh crap, this wasn't going the way I'd hoped! 
 
    Thinking on my feet (or rather mostly on my ass) I tried to come up with a placating response. As well as being devastatingly beautiful the girl was only too English. She was younger than me as well. How could this youngster "own" a whole effing beach here, of all places? 
 
    Best I could come up with wasn't much. 'If the sign was in Spanish I guess I couldn't understand it.' 
 
    To my surprise the vision suddenly laughed. 'Don't worry,' she said, 'I'm not really mad at you. In fact I'm glad to see a new, very pretty face. Fancy a drink?' 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    I realized two things as I clambered up to my feet: I was as stark naked as my hostess and I was very visibly aroused. Put bluntly, my nipples were the size of thimbles and my groin was even wetter than it was hot. 
 
    'I'm Charley,' I mumbled apologetically. 'I'm pleased to meet you.' 
 
    'I'm Isobel,' she replied. 'But you can call me Izzy. I'm pleased to meet you, too. Come on, let's go get that drink.' 
 
    I gathered my scattered belongings, casting around the cove as I did so. It was totally deserted. As far as I could remember the nearest bar was a mile away, at least. 'Where precisely are we going?' I said as I made to put on my bikini bottoms and shorts. 
 
    'Ah, ah,' Izzy countered. 'This is the age of equality. I'm naked, so you have to be as well.' 
 
    'We might struggle to get served au naturel.' 
 
    'We're not going to try to get served. We're going to my place.' 
 
    'Where is it?' I asked, casting around once more. 
 
    'Over there,' said Izzy, pointing to a seemingly sheer rock face. 
 
    Intrigued, carrying my clobber, I accompanied her up the sand and was amazed to see a cleft emerge out of the cliff. And, through the cleft, I could see a one-storey building perhaps fifty yards away. In the sunshine it was white and well-appointed, shining dazzlingly, as though it was actually a light source. 
 
    'This is where you live?' I marvelled. 
 
    'I live in Notting Hill. This is my home from home.' 
 
    I studied her anew. She was taller than me (always a turn-on!) and couldn't possibly be thirty yet. She was also still wet from the ocean. Her nipples were slightly shrivelled due to the sea temperature and it was hard to determine her hair colour. I guessed at dark blonde and wondered if she'd been closely examining my nips in return. 
 
    On the positive side, if she had been peeking at me she obviously wasn't for running away. 
 
    Supersized nipples or nay! 
 
    'Notting Hill,' I echoed. 'Do you often bump into Hugh Grant?' 
 
    'Never,' said she. 'And I'd prefer to bump into Julia Roberts. Where do you live?' 
 
    'I'm from Keighley, up in the grim north. You've probably never heard of it.' 
 
    'Isn't that where the Yorkshire Ripper comes from?' 
 
    'No, he's from Bingley. That's the next town down the valley.' 
 
    'Okay, doesn't Alastair Campbell come from there . . . And the Bronte sisters?' 
 
    'I'd rather lay claim to the Bronte sisters than that old spin doctor. But yes, you're right.' Still studying Izzy, I asked the million dollar question. 'What is it you do to have a lifestyle like this?' 
 
    'I'm a computer geek,' she said mildly. 
 
    'Get out of here! My ex is a geek and you're nothing like.' 
 
    A slow grin worked its way across Izzy's face as we reached the house and she escorted me to a seat on an impressive veranda. 'Wait here while I fetch wine. Is Chenin blanc all right?' 
 
    I agreed that it was and messed around in her absence. That seat was a swinging one, you see. And I hadn't been on a swing of any sort in ages. 
 
    A swing made of some kind of wicker. Oh yes, yes please. 
 
    'You never answered my question,' I resumed as Izzy returned with two glasses and a bottle sat in a bucket packed with ice. 
 
    'Which question was that?' 
 
    I pondered a moment. 'Okay, so I didn't ask a specific follow-up question. I disputed your claim to be a geek. Please tell me more.' 
 
    Izzy sipped wine before speaking again. 'I can't be specific but I work in the City. I find it very dull but I keep getting money thrown at me. I guess I'll give it two more years and then retire.' 
 
    'What, you'll retire still in your twenties!' 
 
    'No, I'll retire on my thirtieth. And I'll move out here for good. The weather's a lot better than London, if you haven't already noticed.' 
 
    I'd noticed her nipples showing signs of temperature recovery. And of sexual interest, come to that. 
 
    There again, we were two naked strangers thrown together by fate. I'd have been disappointed if she hadn't been at least a little excited. I certainly was. 
 
    'What do you do for a living?' she demanded, back in mildly aggressive mode. 
 
    'I'm a vet.' 
 
    Cue another slow, sweet grin. 'My god I wish I was a vet. It was my childhood dream.' 
 
    'It's not all it's cracked up to be,' I cautioned, not really meaning it. 
 
    'When I hit the big three-o let's swap jobs,' Izzy countered. 
 
    'You'd need five years at uni before you could start,' said I. 'And I'd probably need about a century to master anything more complicated than Excel. It is a nice idea, but not a goer, I'm afraid.' 
 
    My hostess refreshed our wine glasses . . . already . . . and grinned at me yet again. 'This geek ex of yours,' she prompted. 'What's he called? Maybe I know him.' 
 
    'He's a she,' I said demurely. 'And I have no intention of naming the effing bitch.' 
 
    'It was a bitter breakup, then?' 
 
    'She swanned off to New York without a backward glance.' I paused, cursing myself for being honest. 'I was invited to tag along, to be a freaking housewife, but I wasn't having that.' 
 
    'I'm not freaking surprised,' said Izzy, her vehemence startling me. 'IT skills are randomly given. Being a caring person is different altogether. I'd give up everything to spend my days with a hand up a cow's arse; to be as happy as a pig in shit and all that.' 
 
    Normally I detested graphic "vet references". Right then I giggled. And my gaze slid down my hostess, in search of more tell-tale signs. Finding them effortlessly, reinforcing my own excitement. 
 
    She watched me slide and continued impersonating a Cheshire Cat. 
 
    'You have obviously sussed me,' she purred. 'And I'm positive I've sussed you. So what is it going to be? Is it another bottle of vino or straight to bed?' 
 
    It was barely noon and the vino was as excellent as the company. But opportunity rarely knocks twice, does it? And this opportunity was a lulu. 
 
    'Another bottle can wait,' I replied, draining my current glass. 'I can't.' 
 
    Izzy leapt out of her matching chair, leaving it swinging out of control. 
 
    'I rather hoped you'd say that,' she beamed, extending a hand, interlocking fingers when I took it with no hesitation at all. 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    I can't begin to explain my emotions as I was led into the house, along a corridor and to a bedroom. I can't begin to describe the décor, either. At least I couldn't have done so just then. The bedroom was darkish thanks to appropriate shades, I was aware of that. Otherwise I was all eager anticipation. 
 
    Was I! My heartbeat was through the roof and I could feel blood pounding in my ears. My nipples had miraculously acquired a life of their own and lady juice was trickling down my thighs. 
 
    Izzy wasn't quite as visually as up for it as I was but her nipples continued to show encouraging signs. 
 
    Dried out by then, her hair was indeed dark blonde. 
 
    Everything about her was entrancing. I sincerely could not wait. 
 
    Kicking the bedroom door shut behind us, she kissed me. 
 
    And what a kiss! Remember that very first kiss? I don't mean scattered pecks from elderly relatives or embraces won in playground games of Kiss-Catch (a game most probably banned by the do-gooders by now). No, I mean that very first real kiss. As an adolescent almost certainly, it could have been at a school Christmas party; the sort where would-be types do the rounds, brandishing sprigs of mistletoe. 
 
    Excuse my guess at the age. Thirteen . . . or fifteen . . . or twenty-one; it's all horses for courses, no? 
 
    You know what I'm getting at. That so-special evening when, after a series of half-hearted snogs from schoolmates, someone suddenly did it for real. Out of simply nowhere everything changed. Instead of spinning around the sun the world was spinning around you. You weren't sure exactly what was going on but you wanted more of it; and more and more. 
 
    Izzy's kiss was as disorientating as any I'd ever experienced. Dimly aware this was very fast, even by my own rather relaxed standards, I instantly wanted more . . . and more and more. 
 
    Quite frankly some of my past behaviour has been, to say the least, sluttish. I find that being sluttish is a turn-on which nearly always results in mind-blowing sex. It does for me, anyway, so there's not a big likelihood of any mending of my ways, not anytime soon, anyway. 
 
    Dim awareness aside, I wasn't about to deny my newest lover. Her arms were wrapped tightly around my back, her tits were pressing on mine, from slightly above, which was good, good, good. 
 
    And, as an added plus, our groins were snug as two bugs in a rug. 
 
    Good, good, good! 
 
    Rational thought isn't my strong suit when it comes to wild, consensual sex. I could sense the little I've got slipping away from me and didn't try to stop it. In fact I waved it off as it went. 
 
    Aeons later, still locked with me at the mouth, Izzy pushed. Realizing I was gripping her bum, vaguely suspecting that was all that was keeping me upright right then, I edged back, pulling her with me. Still hugging me tight, she came along willingly enough. 
 
    Then my calves hit the bed and I fell onto it gracelessly. More familiar with the room's geography, Izzy stayed on her feet, letting the kiss break of its own accord, grinning down at me. 
 
    'No, no,' she said when I moved to better position myself on the mattress, 'I want you to sit here, right on the edge, with your legs wide open.' 
 
    I didn't think that was an unreasonable request so I complied with alacrity. Forever grinning, Izzy sank to her knees and pushed my legs even wider apart. 
 
    'I like this,' she said, running thrilling fingers through my latest landing strip. 
 
    Perhaps "landing strip" is less than accurate. I vary every six months or so between clean-shaven and cultivated. Just now I have got an inverted equilateral triangle pointing the way to my clit. Kept short, it is dyed the same colour as the hair on my head and will change next time I have a makeover. 
 
    (Say the middle of next week, most likely.) 
 
    I should be saying it was dyed the same as the two-toned hair on my head. I like to see black hair on a girl but not everywhere. On a pussy black seems to be too predictable. Blues, greens, reds, yellows . . . the list of interesting possibilities is endless. Why bother with black or boring blonde? 
 
    Consequently I was a fetching electric blue down there. 
 
    And it looked good on me, if I say so myself. 
 
    Where was I? 
 
    Oh yes; I was perched on the edge of a bed with a stunning lady between my splayed legs, admiring my tiny, inviting triangle. 
 
    How could I possibly have forgotten that! 
 
    Without wasting any more time on small-talk Izzy set to with a will. Initially she slowly ran her so-sexy nose up and down, round and about through my "strip". That was incredibly exciting and felt great. But it was not a patch on her switching to purely up and down my slit. 
 
    Five minutes of that and I orgasmed. Izzy carried on regardless. 
 
    If I'd hoped she would immediately bring her tongue into play I would have been disappointed. Well, I would and maybe I wouldn't. Truth is she did make use of her organ of taste, but not precisely where I wanted it. Instead she used it exclusively on my inner thighs. 
 
    Oh my word, I thought, fighting off a second, way- too-quick orgasm, she's on mopping up duty. 
 
    Then, with a strained attempt at a grin of my own: This might take some time! 
 
    Guess what? It took ages and my fighting off became increasing ineffective. Finally I came not once or twice but thrice in rapid succession. Only then did Izzy redirect her tongue closer to where I would have preferred it all along. 
 
    Make no mistake: Izzy is a highly skilled lover. If her IT skills are anything like as marvellous then no wonder her mysterious employers keep throwing money at her. 
 
    Determinedly avoiding my clit she circled you-know-what for ages. Relishing every second I somehow held off. But out of nowhere she switched again. Without any warning her lips and tongue were on my clitoral hood, two fingers plunging inside me. 
 
    Did I say she was highly skilled? If I did I'm badly underselling her; she was stupendous. Never mind presuming to use two fingers (I might have been a tight virgin for all she knew . . . unlikely, naturally, but I just might) she rapidly took me up all of the layers of heaven, swiftly leaving "first" and lingering a while in the rarefied heights of "third". 
 
    How splendid was she! Using her teeth now on my hood . . . but gently, teasingly . . . her fingers gave up plunging and stayed in me, somehow knowing exactly where to find my G-spot, stimulating it better than anyone ever had, ever, ever, ever. 
 
    Next, when life couldn't possibly get more satisfactory, it did. 
 
    She launched an all-out attack on my previously overlooked clitoris. 
 
    My body jerked up off the mattress. Izzy held me in situ and continued her raid. Her fingers continued on my G-spot as well. I instinctively moved from "third heaven" to "fifth" and screeched like a banshee. 
 
    Not that screeching brought me any respite. 
 
    And not that I wanted any respite. I quite contentedly stayed where I was, heroically enduring climax after climax. 
 
    It wouldn't have been polite not to, wouldn't it? 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Normally I like to share the workload. I made noises to that effect after three, perhaps four hours and Izzy laughed. 
 
    'It's time to barbeque,' she said, 'before it gets too dark. You'll have to hold your passion.' 
 
    I was astounded to see it was past seven in the evening. How had that happened? Had everyone else on the island put their clocks forward while we were so slowly, steadily getting to know each other? 
 
    There again, as an American lady had once told me, clocks sprang forward in spring and fell back in the fall. And it was September, not October or March. We must have been acquainting ourselves for hours on end. 
 
    By that I mean hours and hours, not just a mere three or four. 
 
    Or rather, Izzy must have been acquainting herself with every last inch of me for hours on end. I knew little about her body beyond the feel of her fingers, tongue-tip, lips and teeth. 
 
    'You're planning a barbeque,' I said carefully. 
 
    'That's how I eat every night when I'm over here,' she replied. 'And don't worry; it's not a social event. There will only be the two of us in attendance. I've already transferred enough for two from the freezer to my fridge. The barbeque is gas-powered so there's no big delay in lighting up. A couple of burgers and steaks, a little more vino and we'll be back in bed in no time.' 
 
    'I'm not getting booted out, then? You want me to stay?' 
 
    'Yes I do. You can stay until I fly back to Blighty, if you want.' 
 
    This time I did hesitate before blurting: 'Will I ever get my fair turn?' 
 
    'You'll get a turn. Who knows how fair it will be? Are you up for it?' 
 
    I definitely was but didn't want to sound too keen. 'When do you fly back?' 
 
    'Wednesday evening. And it's no-miss. I have a presentation to give on Thursday morning.' 
 
    At that moment she was on top, not so long having finished tribbing me to the sixth heaven. We were drenched in good honest sweat, our bodies clammily, deliciously sticking together. When she eased off me I almost wept. 
 
    But I'm resolute, me. I climbed off the bed and wondered where I'd left my clothes. 
 
    'Not in here,' Izzy said sternly. 'This is a clothes-free zone.' 
 
    Recalling the racket I'd been making for . . . well, ages and ages . . . I asked if there was anyone else in the building, maybe expecting maids and a cook, paid for by her City riches. 
 
    'No,' she told me. 'I have cleaners and a caretaker, but they keep away when I'm in residence. A lot of my guests scream and shout. I wouldn't want to offend the staff.' She chuckled. 'I can't remember any other guest screaming and shouting as loudly as you, though. I must be doing something right.' 
 
    Here's an admission: barbequing naked alarmed me. The gas-powered heater was less risky than an old-style coal-powered affair, true. There were no dangerous sparks but all those burgers, sausages and steaks still spat red hot fat in a million unpredictable directions. 
 
    Izzy seemed to be immune but I kept a wary distance, tending to the wine glasses, this time topping up from two bottles in a much bigger ice bucket. 
 
    How the other half lived! 
 
    I'd regularly barbequed in Keighley but never in the presence of ice buckets. In Keighley wine tended to be found in two or three-litre boxes from Morrisons, ideally cooled in a refrigerator, very rarely in an ice bucket. 
 
    Izzy was correct, too. The weather here was much superior. There wasn't a cloud in the star-filled sky and, if I was to believe Maria, there had not been one single drop of rain since April. Defensive of my home town as I was, I could never make that sort of a claim. 
 
    "Not one single drop of rain since half ten this morning," was more like it. "And what colour is the sky supposed to be anyway: gunmetal grey?" 
 
    And oh crap! I'd forgotten about Maria altogether. 
 
    Pretending I needed a pee I went back indoors and rang the pool bar. No reply and no surprise. It'd be shuttered up by now. Not having any other number I called the hotel direct, swiftly and efficiently being answered by Sabria on reception. 
 
    Sabria, coincidentally, intrigued me. She was large and apparently overweight but her face could have launched a thousand ships. And when it came to her spectacular chest . . . 
 
    Put it this way: she eclipsed anyone I'd ever seen on TV or in movies; she made Kim K seem flat as a board. 
 
    'Hi,' I gushed into the receiver, re-introducing myself and saying I'd met up with "old friends". 
 
    'I won't be back until late Wednesday,' I added. 'Please don't report me missing in the meantime.' 
 
    'Thanks for letting us know,' Sabria said unflappably. 'I'll tell Maria. She's been worrying.' 
 
    'Best tell Estela too,' I ventured. 'I wouldn't have her thinking I'm dodging paying my tab.' 
 
    Sabria permitted herself a polite chuckle. 'No danger there,' she told me. 'She's got your card details. If you don't ever show again she'll just charge you double and press the magic button.' 
 
    Chastened a little . . . wondering about the extent of Maria's "worrying" . . . I went back to the veranda in search of another burger and lots more dry white. 
 
    I did get my promised turn to be assertive back in the bedroom, and I enjoyed it very much. Snag is I didn't put the timer on so, although I'm sure I only got half as long as Izzy did, I can't prove anything. 
 
    Anyway, after supposedly hours that flew by like minutes, my hostess left me to "pay a call". She left a light on too, which was just as well because, short-changed or not, it was the depths of night outside. 
 
    My first new lover in over two years, I mused, and didn't I do well picking her! 
 
    Or did she pick me? 
 
    When Izzy returned she had harnessed up and had a decent-sized green dildo pointing straight in my direction. (Should I be using the word "straight" about a moment like that?) 
 
    Unable to help myself, I laughed. She scowled at me. 
 
    'What's so bloody funny?' she snapped. 
 
    'It's the first time I've seen you wearing anything,' I replied. 'It's a nice little number that suits you right down to the ground; obviously the work of a top designer. And I just love the attachment, darling. The colour matches your eyes.' 
 
    So much for my luvvie impression; Izzy didn't even crack a smile. 
 
    'It's no laughing matter,' she said stridently. 'Not when I'm about to give you the best fucking you have ever had.' 
 
    'You've done that already,' I ventured, truthfully. 
 
    Now Izzy did laugh. 'You ain't seen nothing yet,' she assured me. 'Lie back and think of England. ' 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    I might have sold Izzy short a while ago but she didn't short-sell herself. What ensued was indeed the best servicing I'm ever likely to get. Very much in charge once more, she ran that dildo up and down my slit awhile, using her lower body as a guiding influence. Believe me: that felt better than having her nose running busily along me . . . and please remember that her nose had felt incredibly good. 
 
    Yes, Izzy's latest attentions were unique. 
 
    Then she penetrated my vagina. What bliss! At first she settled for long, strong and reasonably slow, pushing in as deep as possible and almost completely withdrawing again . . . managing to be tender as well as powerful and doing it again and again. By some miracle I didn't instantly cum. 
 
    But that didn't last. Partially withdrawing, she effortlessly relocated my G-spot and focused on it, using an accelerating grinding motion that was simply divine. Two minutes of that and I was orgasming in a multiple fashion. That lasted maybe twenty minutes . . . her continuously grinding and grinding in me, me having a single climax that just wouldn't stop until she did. 
 
    Not that she seemed to need to stop. She was never wavering, not ever . . . on, on and on she went. 
 
    Fortunately . . . or maybe unfortunately . . . nothing is infinite. Eventually she desisted and so did my rogue force of nature. 
 
    But I didn't get respite for long. Izzy must have known every face-to-face position in the Kama Sutra, if not many more. For the next couple of hours she tried out most of them before ordering me onto all-fours on the bed. I obediently obliged and, don't ask me exactly how, she mounted me. 
 
    I kid you not. Somehow she entered my vagina from behind, hooked her strong legs around my weak ones and there she was, me bearing our combined weights, her riding me like a jockey, urging me on as if we had a genuine chance of winning the Grand National. 
 
    As another aside, I almost wished we were racing around Aintree. As I understand it the National is a race over maybe four and a half miles: Izzy must have driven me on for fifty at least. 
 
    By my admittedly hazy addition, as we approached Becher's brook for the twenty-fifth or -sixth, time I gave up supporting and flopped. It's fair to say every last vestige of strength abandoned me. I merely collapsed onto the bedcovers, hearing and feeling the dildo exit me with a loud plop. 
 
    Not that slipping out deterred Izzy. I honestly felt all of my energy dissipating as I sprawled helpless, a landed fish. Izzy might well have absorbed my lost enthusiasm . . . Osmosis, isn't that the word? 
 
    Or am I thinking of a hit single from the seventies? 
 
    Whatever, she immediately wanted to go for more. 
 
    Feeble confession time: When my very assertive lover ran her green dildo between the tight cheeks of my ass I thought that I'd had my chips. I wasn't totally unfamiliar with anal sex but previously it'd been a finger or a relatively tiny toy with lashings of lube. 
 
    That green thing was not tiny and, my juices aside, lube was conspicuous by its absence. 
 
    Luckily, I needn't have worried. Izzy had been only trying to worry me. Readjusting positions she soon achieved vaginal re-entry and, with me defenceless face-down (yes, defenceless and forever grateful) she effed me all the way to that fabled seventh heaven. 
 
    It was a first for me and I'll never forget it. Checking up on the internet I struggle to find an equivalent. There's cloud nine and nirvana, of course, but they tend to indicate a different sort of happiness. And in all fairness, perhaps I'm misusing "seventh heaven". Perhaps we sexual earthlings should not play about with esoteric expressions. 
 
    Tuesday flew by in the blink of an eye, with lots of strap-on sex playing its part. I even got one or two goes of my own. 
 
    Wednesday flashed by as well. 
 
    Yes it did. 
 
    Before I knew what was really going on it was late afternoon and Izzy was talking departure times. 
 
    Just then I was on my back with my legs anchored around her. She'd stopped thrusting . . . at last . . . but was still deep inside me, unmoving but very pleasantly present. 
 
    And this was it. This was farewell. 
 
    Unsure of my true emotions, I asked her for one last quickie. 
 
    'It'll have to be in the shower,' she replied. 
 
    'We don't fit in the shower,' I protested, the voice of reason. 
 
    'We'll fit in the beach shower okay; the one on the end of the veranda. Fancy it?' 
 
    Showering together . . . at last . . . was very rewarding. Afterwards I stayed out on the veranda where I'd left my clothes over two days ago. Izzy went indoors, hunting down garments of her own. 
 
    And wasn't it weird to be dressed again! After fifty-odd hours naked being clad felt unnatural. To put it in perspective, I redressed in a very skimpy two-piece bikini, extremely abbreviated shorts and maybe the flimsiest top ever created. 
 
    And still I felt unreal. Still I wished for a simpler, purer life. 
 
    It was then when realization hit home. I had been living in Izzy's house well over two days and I hardly knew it like the back of my hand. Cards on the table, I knew the veranda, a corridor, a bedroom and a small bathroom. 
 
    The house was massive but I knew less than twenty per cent of it. 
 
    Come to that, I probably knew less than twenty per cent of Izzy. 
 
    As if on cue she reappeared, dressed smart-casual, ready for her flight. 
 
    'Nice pants,' I said, taking in her wide leg, knee-length white shorts and a matching blouse; one which struggled to keep all of her out of sight. 
 
    Or should that be one that did its best to get all of her out in the open! 
 
    'Might be cool back in Blighty, 'I observed. 
 
    Izzy produced a sleek black jacket . . . every bit as "designer" as the rest of her togs . . . out of thin air. 
 
    'You're right but I'm not without experience,' she assured me. 'Shall we exchange our phone numbers and make a move?' 
 
    In spite of a feeling of inevitability, exchanging numbers gave closure. I liked Izzy but had no intention of ever calling her. I strongly suspected the feeling was mutual. I'd answer if she ever called . . . 
 
    But her calling would be a big if. 
 
    Ditto the other was around, I suspected. 
 
    I did offer to ring a reliable taxi . . . guaranteed by the driver's sister . . . but Izzy had a hire car parked "round the back" . . . yet another part of her home from home I'd never seen. Not that I was paranoid or anything. We'd spent out time screwing, eating and drinking and . . . once in a while . . . sleeping. 
 
    Touring her house, room by room, would have been such a terrible waste of time! 
 
    The "hire car" was in reality a super-duper beach buggy, suitable for on and off road travel. Izzy said it was one she always booked in advance, so it was always ready and waiting every time she landed. In addition she assured me she used it outside of "home-airport". 
 
    'I go up-country,' she said, 'and I do all my own shopping.' 
 
    'Naked I hope,' I grinned. 
 
    'As often as I can get away with it,' she grinned back.' 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    I offered to wave Izzy off from Arrecife. She said thanks but no thanks. 
 
    'Nobody's ever stayed with me more than one night,' she said as she drove. 'Apart from a girl I once brought with me for five days, and that was agreed in advance, so she doesn't count.' 
 
    'Poor her,' I said reflexively. 
 
    'She was a one-off fling,' Izzy countered. 'We had five days here, then three days up in the Lakes. Her apart I've never . . .' 
 
    'Watch the road,' I said as she tailed off dreamily. 
 
    Izzy laughed and retook control of the hire car. 
 
    'I really could come and wave you off,' I volunteered. 
 
    'No way after three days.' Cue another laugh. 'Let's see how our phone exchanges go. Take it from there. Maybe in time we can visit the Lakes together. Some of those quaint pubs need to be seen to be believed. The Queen's Head in Troutbeck is superb; it's the best pace I've ever stayed.' 
 
    I knew exactly where she was coming from. But, Troutbeck put to one side, we had sexually run our course. Never say "never", but the chances of us getting together again were slim. 
 
    She wanted to be assertive and I wanted to at least share. 
 
    And we lived two hundred miles apart, me semi-rural, Izzy semi-superstar. 
 
    Enough was enough. Our bodies had worked very well in a one-sided partnership, now it was time to let go and thrive on the memories. 
 
    So I accepted her negative and let her drop me outside my hotel, leaving her with a cool kiss and an insincere promise to keep in touch. 
 
    She smiled at me, waved airily and was gone, out of my life. 
 
    Not precisely devastated, I checked the time on my mobile, establishing the pool bar would still just be open. 
 
    Perhaps disgustingly, I had an urgent need to see Maria. 
 
    It was disgusting because Izzy no longer mattered. I liked her, I liked her a lot, but as of now she was out of the picture. 
 
    Stupendous between the sheets, otherwise far too pushy, that was Izzy. 
 
    She was best for a brief fling and then bye-bye, bye-bye . . . 
 
    Unlike Maria; Maria was still very much in the frame. 
 
    Or so I hoped. 
 
    Skirting the hotel I made my way to the pool area. It was early evening, late summer and it was only sparsely populated. There were two loving couples sat poolside and another up on the raised patio. Otherwise the cupboard was bare. 
 
    Well, maybe not for me. Maria was there behind the bar, staring down at something just out of sight. 
 
    'Hi babe,' I cried in greeting, 'do you remember me?' 
 
    'Oh,' she snapped in her perfect English, 'it's you. The wild rover returns.' 
 
    'Am I in time for a cerveza?' I ventured, wrong-footed by her less-than cheerful reception. 
 
    'I closed five minutes ago and I've already cashed up the till.' Maria hesitated then sighed. 'But go on, you can pay me tomorrow. Assuming you aren't going to vanish again.' 
 
    Secretively, not letting on to her other customers, she poured me the Spanish equivalent of a "pint". I sipped it gratefully. Alcohol availability hadn't been a problem at Izzy's but it had been all wine. And a girl needs her beer, doesn't she? 
 
    'Cheers,' said I, subtly raising my glass. 
 
    'You don't bloody deserve it,' Maria countered, 'disappearing like that, up to goodness knows what.' 
 
    'I'm on holiday,' I protested. 'I'm supposed to get up to goodness knows what.' 
 
    'Huh,' went the barmaid. Then, leaning in close and keeping her voice down, 'Who exactly are these "old friends" of yours?' 
 
    I tried to shrug the question off to no avail. 'It's a friend rather than friends,' I conceded, 'and we met on the beach.' 
 
    'I hope he was worthwhile.' 
 
    'He was a she. But yes, she was very worthwhile.' 
 
    Maria held her tongue while two customers obligingly returned their glasses to the bar and wished her good evening; an attractive French pair speaking slightly accented English. 
 
    'It's true then,' she said when the couple had gone, heading off towards their evening meal. 'You have been chatting up every free female in the hotel. Well,' she added dramatically, 'almost every female.' 
 
    'I used to do guys,' I admitted, not quite up to speed, wondering exactly what this gorgeous barmaid was trying to say. 'But I have been off them a while now. And I'm fresh from a breakup. These last few days have been a big turnaround: my first new lady in over two years.' 
 
    'Is that why you've been after every girl you meet?' Maria's wonderful eyes flashed, 'sex-hungry babe wanting a playmate?' 
 
    'I'm not sure what you're getting at.' 
 
    'I'm getting at the way you've overlooked the one girl here who absolutely idolizes you.' 
 
    I frowned. My attentions at the hotel had been divided between Maria and Estela, with Maria probably getting the lion's share. I'd eyed up others, of course, staff and guests alike, without doing very much about it. But nobody stood out as special. Who in heck "idolized" me? 
 
    And why hadn't she made herself known? 
 
    'At the risk of sounding stupid,' I said carefully, 'who are you talking about?' 
 
    Maria laughed scornfully. 'She doesn't know!' 
 
    Biting my tongue, I held my peace. 
 
    Eventually Maria put me out of my misery. 'Sabria fell in lust the moment she set eyes on you. Stern warnings were sent out. We all have to wait because she has to be first.' 
 
    That blasted me out of the water, and big-time. 
 
    'I'm sorry,' I gasped, 'this is a bit . . .' 
 
    'Strange? I suppose it is. But Sabria is the alpha female in these parts. I'm surprised you didn't notice that.' 
 
    I mused for a moment or three. I'd ticked Sabria off as beddable without expecting to get chance to do anything about it. She'd seemed unapproachable, so unapproachable she hadn't even featured in any of those masturbatory fantasies I'd had, back in my early, exceptionally excessive days. 
 
    How selfish of me was that! 
 
    And apparently Sabria was the alpha female . . . 
 
    Interesting or what! 
 
    All those rings, everywhere but third finger left hand . . . 
 
    Think Martha Reeves & the Vandellas. No, think yummy, yummy Martha and the Vandellas. 
 
    How gorgeous were they! 
 
    And when was Jimmy Mack coming back? 
 
    As if anyone would ever have rated "Jimmy" ahead of Martha! 
 
    'Are there lots of . . . curious . . . women in this hotel?' I asked Maria as ingeniously as I could. 
 
    'No, there are three,' she relied brazenly.' I am no more than mildly curious; Estela's most likely gone one step beyond. And Sabria is the mother of all lesbians. I'm amazed you never cottoned on.' 
 
    'I'm beginning to appreciate what I've been missing.' 
 
    'So why do you ignore her?' 
 
    'I don't ignore her. I say hello every time I pass her desk, ten times a day.' 
 
    'That accounts for maybe five minutes a day. You spent five hours a day talking to me and nearly as long talking to Estela.' 
 
    'It's different between bar-folk and reception-folk,' I said limply, not prepared to query Maria's maths. 
 
    'Too true it is; particularly when you ring up reception and ask Sabria to pass your excuses on to a lot of others; others who have, co-incidentally, already been warned off.' 
 
    Oops. 
 
    I winced at that, outwardly and inwardly. 'I'll apologize in the morning,' I said out loud. 'Meanwhile can I take you out for that steak?' 
 
    'No frigging way,' Maria snarled. 'I'm under orders to keep away, remember? And I couldn't go to the steak house anyway. Camila came up here yesterday, demanding to know where you were.' 
 
    Oops again! 
 
    'Camila made it very plain you have been after her too,' Maria went on. 'She severely upset Sabria, by the way. And nobody upsets Sabria. She's like who-do-you-call-him . . . that actor who said "you won't like me when I'm angry".' 
 
    That rang an unfortunate bell. 
 
    'Arnie,' I said automatically . . . and totally inaccurately. 
 
    Maria just stared at me, unflinching and unspeaking. Probably she knew I was wrong. 
 
    'So,' I resumed, 'a steak is out of the question.' 
 
    'Unlike some I am reliable, and I am due to visit my mother tonight. So a steak is completely out of the question.' 
 
    'What do you say to tomorrow night instead?' 
 
    'I'd say sort out Sabria, then ask me again.' 
 
    'Is she really so scary?' 
 
    'No, she's really a good friend. And besides, I'm never going in that steak house again. Camila might use one of her cattle-gutting knives on me if I ever show up, especially with you on my arm.' 
 
    Oh, the snags of being popular! 
 
    'I'll make it up with Sabria,' I said optimistically, 'and then we . . . you and me . . . could go somewhere else for . . . I don't know; a curry or something. Paella or whatever . . . ' 
 
    'I'd be careful with Sabria,' Maria said, surprisingly chuckling. 'She's not the alpha female for nothing. And she has a master-card that gives her access every room in the hotel. You may well come awake in the early hours tomorrow to find yourself over her knee, about to receive a sound spanking.' 
 
    I actually felt the broad grin spreading across my face. 
 
    'Stuff the master-card,' I said. 'Tell her I'll leave the door unlocked.' 
 
    Afterword 
 
    I'm not sure if I've titled this last bit accurately, but who cares? 
 
    (I screwed up the intro after all, so why ruin a winning formula!) 
 
    Anyhow I somehow missed my boarding call. Time may have stretched way out of control or perhaps I started gassing at full speed and the world passed me by. Whatever, suddenly I've just been paged as the last passenger due to board, with the clock ticking. 
 
    Panicking, as one does, I leapt to my feet and ran towards my gate, the stern electronic voice urging me on. 
 
    I'm typing this on my keyboard as I go, and I'm only seconds away from flight mode. Please excuse me for not concluding my tale. 
 
    Did the formidable Sabria pay me a late-night call? 
 
    Did I really leave my door unlocked? 
 
    What happened? 
 
    What did she taste like? 
 
    They are well-meaning questions, all of them. And I'll answer them in due course. 
 
    But not right now. Right now I've got angry airport officials gesticulating at me, swearing in Spanish. 
 
    Give me pause for breath. 
 
    Like Arnie, I'll be back. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 55 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    I have seen a lot of vaginas in my relatively short life but Kat's is far and away the best. Forget all those raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens; her fanny will always top the list of my favourite things. 
 
    As if I care for raindrops on anything. 
 
    And as if I don't actively dislike cats. 
 
    "Kats" were different, though. I love everything about Kat. Never mind her in white dresses (and blue satin sashes), her being naked does it for me. Like every time, without fail. 
 
    There we were, yet another Wednesday night at Hunters Farm, and I was face-first between one of the finest pairs of legs in existence. Kissing, nibbling, nuzzling and generally having fun. 
 
    Yes, it was impossible for a girl to share a bed with Kat without enjoying herself. By then I'd lost count of the times I'd shared my pit with her. And trust me; the novelty hadn't worn off at all. 
 
    Well it wouldn't have, would it? Her repertoire of bedroom activities is extensive and her hunger for sex is bottomless. In many ways we could have been made for each other. 
 
    The taste of Kat's sex was particularly fine that evening. So was the feel of my tongue moving on her sweeter than sweet skin, our rhythms forever striving to match, forever pursuing new heights for us as a couple. 
 
    The smell of her was supreme. She smelt wildly exotic, like some fabulous orchid. 
 
    To complete the set of all five senses, her accompanying soundtrack was almost musical: groans, sighs and tiny yelps of appreciation punctuating soft yet urgent words of encouragement. 
 
    And, amazingly, for once she wasn't swearing like a trooper. 
 
    Not as much as usual, anyway. 
 
    In case you're wondering, there were no whiskers at all to be found on Kat's kitten. She'd shaved in anticipation. Down there she was as smooth as I was. She was self-lubricating too, big-time. 
 
    So was I, even though it was early on in proceedings and she had hardly laid a finger on me. We had only been at it an hour, you see. So far she hadn't had chance to lay anything on me. 
 
    So far the doing was all coming from my direction. 
 
    And how exciting was that! 
 
    Unaided by toys I'd already penetrated Kat with all my naturally available implements, and more than just once. But still I wanted more. And, as I pressed my tongue deep inside her again, I was rewarded with a gush of lady juice. 
 
    Nice, nice, nice! 
 
    Can there be anything better than making a girlfriend cum her socks off? 
 
    Not that Kat ever bothered wearing socks. 
 
    Think closer; think about your girlfriend trembling against you, billions of nerve-endings exploding, her fanny bucking onto your mouth, harder and harder . . . 
 
    Her soundtrack accelerating with the motions of her body, extremely urgently now, getting louder. 
 
    And louder and LOUDER!! 
 
    Then that final release; her screams, her yells, her cries, muscles contracting harder than hard as her hips thrust and thrust, as if she's riding the wildest bronco ever. 
 
    Yes, as if she's riding the wildest bronco ever known to any woman the world over. 
 
    That latest cum of Kat's was spectacular by any standards. I'd brought her off many times before, but that one was unquestionably special. 
 
    Where did they use to test A-bombs? Bikini Atoll, wasn't it? Apparently, after some of the very big explosions, the ground shook so hard it broke all of the measuring instruments. 
 
    Not that I approve of weapons of any description. Left to me I'd dis-invent knives and guns, never mind thermonuclear nightmares. 
 
    Even so, Kat came mightily indeed. 
 
    Let's just say I was glad there weren't any instruments attached to my bed that evening. And let's also just say the lady in question was by no means spent. 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes,' she urged. 'Don't stop! Whatever you do, don't stop!!' 
 
    As if I'd remotely dreamed of stopping!! 
 
    On I pressed, on and on, my tongue flicking hither and thither, moving as urgently at her renewed words of encouragement. 
 
    'Don't stop!' she cried unnecessarily. 'Whatever you do, don't stop!!' 
 
    Ten minutes later she came again, and even more spectacularly. 
 
    My only complaint was that I couldn't hope to swallow it all down. She genuinely came in gallons and gallons. There was simply too much to cope with. So I did my utmost to guzzle what I could, letting the rest flood over my chin and chest and breasts. 
 
    There really were gallons of it; hot, severely exciting and copious as heck. 
 
    It was akin being drenched in pheromones . . . pheromones only measurable in the squillions and zillions. 
 
    Nice, nice, nice! 
 
    'Hev,' Kat gasped, her lower body moving more urgently still, almost frantically, 'oh my God, Hev, yes, yes, yes!' 
 
    Flooded yet again, I stuck to my task. 
 
    So did Kat, wriggling and writhing, squealing and squirming. And I can't begin to explain exactly how much pleasuring her pleasured me. I like to make a fellow female cum; I always have and I always will. In a way I like to do that more than I like to cum myself. 
 
    Well, on second thoughts, maybe it's borderline. . . 
 
    Right then, at that moment, my senses in overdrive, a shapely ass bouncing on bedsprings under me, a totally hairless fanny pressing tight to my face, hot aromatic juices trickling over me, and on me, every last which way . . . 
 
    What was there not to like? 
 
    'More, more, more,' Kat begged. 
 
    Right, as if she needed to beg! 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Later, lots later, we took a timeout. That is to say I took a timeout and Kat looked at me as if I was losing my marbles. 
 
    'Omigod,' she said, crossing herself even though she had no truck with any sort of religion, not of any description, location or orientation, 'are you suddenly feeling your age?' 
 
    Ouch! I was only five years older than her. And I was by no means ancient. 
 
    Seeing her impish grin reassured me somewhat. The little tease was teasing me. Teasing was a major part of sex, no? So why not play along? 
 
    'No,' I replied, 'I'm suddenly feeling thirsty. You can get us wine if you want; it's cold pinot for me. You know where it is.' 
 
    Kat laughed shortly and sharply. 
 
    'Yes Mistress,' she said. 'Anything your heart desires, Mistress.' 
 
    I frowned as she got off the bed and headed for the door, her bare ass twisting and twerking. 
 
    'Make mine a large one,' I called after her. 
 
    Kat gave me the finger and left without another word. 
 
    While she was gone I wondered why she didn't accept how good she looked. In fact I wondered if she even realized. It was as if she had a blind spot when looking at herself. Once, when making a comparison with me, she had said she was like a colourless rag, waving in the wind. And she had done likewise comparing herself with others as well, most notably Victoria. 
 
    Fair one, that. Looks-wise Victoria was only matched by her "mamma", and Mamma was a simply divine cross between Sophia Loren and Gina Lollobrigida. Look 'em up online and go figure. 
 
    But Mamma aside, focusing on mere mortals, Kat didn't half scrub up well. 
 
    Crazy thing was, when asked to describe herself Kat (quite accurately) always says she looks like Kim Kardashian, invariably adding that she's "younger" and "taller". 
 
    She is invariably right as well. Although maybe not a dead ringer for Fancy Nancy, she certainly has all of the points of direct comparison. In other words she is younger, taller than and just as good-looking as one of the world's most desirable women. 
 
    And she thought that I eclipsed her! 
 
    Erratic logic or what!! 
 
    Kat returned from the kitchen looking better than ever. Well she would, wouldn't she? She wasn't just naked but was now bearing brimming wine glasses the size of goldfish bowls. 
 
    'Pinot for two,' I said in greeting, 'great minds think alike.' 
 
    She sat on the bed beside me and very deliberately spilt icy vino onto my right breast. Then, not giving me my drink, she leant in and licked most of the spill off of me. 
 
    And, coincidentally, she did a far better job of it than I'd done trying to lap up her lady juice. 
 
    'Lovely,' she said, finally passing me my glass, 'a superb vintage.' 
 
    I swigged a large mouthful, grinning as the coldness hit me, first savagely chilling the contents of my head and then warming the rest of me through and through. 
 
    That chilling was like having a spike drilled down into my brain. 
 
    The warming was heavenly. 
 
    Combined, the feeling was almost orgasmic. 
 
    Trust me; I do not say that lightly. 
 
    'A timeout before midnight,' Kat went on. 'Call the Guinness Book of Records.' 
 
    I shrugged. 'Call whoever you like,' I said, 'the night is still young. We have records to set, none of them regarding timeouts.' 
 
    She daintily sipped from her glass and eyed me curiously. Conscious that she had been less than her usual self that night, that she'd been a bit reserved, I asked if everything was okay. 
 
    Kat tittered girlishly. 'Priorities, priorities,' she said. 'Shag me first and then ask if I'm all right.' 
 
    She had a point but I wasn't about to admit it, not least because she'd (as per always) used an infinitely cruder word for "shag". 
 
    'You seem a little quiet,' I said tactfully. 'And you hardly touched your curry. If something's wrong please tell me.' 
 
    It was Kat's turn to shrug. I watched her beautiful breasts bounce as she did so. And my intake of breath was truly wondrous. 
 
    (In case I haven't mentioned it before, Kat's breasts are just AWESOME. I'm sure there might be someone, somewhere with a better pair but don't ask me how to find her. A billion photographers are no doubt on the mystery woman's trail and haven't found her yet. Trust me; if they had found her I would know. And so would the rest of the universe.) 
 
    'Don't worry,' Kat said now, avoiding my eye, 'I haven't got cold feet over Saturday.' 
 
    Thank God for small mercies! 
 
    Maintaining my calm composure, sipping dry white rather than slurping it, I assured my latest best lover that she had no issues with her feet. And that was gospel. It was only mid-March, still winter in the good old UK, but Hunters Farm's revamped heating system was state-of-the-art. Cold feet were not a possibility. Not in or on my bed. No way. 
 
    'What about Lizzie?' Kat asked. 'What can I expect?' 
 
    I frowned again at that. Usually I only ever tell all to Vic and Mary Rose. They expect nothing less from me. But telling all to anyone else seemed to be verging on betrayal. 
 
    There again, best intentions aside, I'd told Kat all sorts already. And the last thing I wanted to do was put her off. 
 
    'Lizzie's as mouthy and as flighty as you guessed,' I said carefully. 'But deep down she's innocent too.' 
 
    Kat finished her wine, deposited her glass on my bedside table and grinned at me. 'Innocent,' she said, 'tell me more.' 
 
    'I told you more than I should already.' 
 
    'No Heather, you sold her to me like she was hot cakes. Now I'm hearing a touch of reserve.' 
 
    'Not from me,' I countered firmly. 'You won't have a hotter cake than her.' 
 
    'Right, so she's weekended with you but she's innocent. Tell that to the marines.' 
 
    'Okay, so maybe she's only relatively innocent. Compared to some I could name.' 
 
    'Be more specific.' 
 
    'She'll spank but doesn't seem to want spanking,' I said, exceptionally treacherously. 'And I don't think she does anal.' 
 
    'No great loss,' said Kat, 'but you don't sound too certain.' 
 
    'I offered and she took no notice.' I shrugged again, hoping my boobs bounced as nicely as Kat's. 
 
    As if! 
 
    'Don't worry, I'll be gentle with her,' said Kat. 'And I'll see where we go.' 
 
    'Sounds like a plan,' I agreed. Then, suspecting I'd been a tad tentative, I added with much more conviction, 'Yes, it sounds like a plan.' 
 
    Kat glanced at my slyly. 'Do you want to know about Dave?' 
 
    I did, actually. The group of four of us had by chance experimented in all double combinations but two. Dave and I, Lizzie and Kat would complete the set of combinations. Saturday afternoon/night was due to correct the oversight. And I for one couldn't wait. 
 
    Dave was different to other girls. Dave had invaded my dreams, waking or otherwise. Dave was beyond merely different, Dave was drop-dead gorgeous . . . 
 
    Damn right I couldn't wait. 
 
    'Go on then,' I said as calmly as I could, 'twist my arm.' 
 
    'Put it this way,' Kat chuckled, 'anything you've done with me will be okay by her.' 
 
    That narrowed down my options not much at all. 
 
    'Fair enough,' said I, draining my glass. 'Now, where were we?' 
 
    Kat took my empty and plonked it on my bedside table, next to hers. 
 
    'I think I was about to sit on your face,' she said. 'Then we're going on opposite ends of that blue toy of yours: the two foot one that works for both of us.' 
 
    Put like that how could I argue? 
 
    'Agreed and doubled in spades,' said I, 'please proceed . . .' 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Normally I'd skip over a Thursday, except Thursdays in my part of the word are still held in high esteem. Once upon a time Thursdays were paydays, you see. According to older people at WYB a very beautiful woman used to go from department to department, handing out brown envelopes all stuffed with cash. 
 
    Except then as now beauty was very much in the eye of the beholder. Seen on a Friday night in the Kings that woman might not have caught a second glance. Seen on a Thursday morning, with her tray of little brown envelopes, she made Helen of Troy look like Medusa. 
 
    That was, by the way, the opinion of my older female colleagues. God only knows what the older guys said about her. 
 
    And that's all before my time, of course. I just like to listen to folk talk. Within West Yorkshire Bank I am considered to be "listening". I like that reputation and I'm proud of it. There again, I might just be a typical gossip. 
 
    Us Yorkshire farm lasses and that . . . 
 
    Apparently, back in the day, every third month at WYB there would be a performance bonus paid, sometimes as much as tripling the usual weekly pay, causing a knock-on sensation in all the local shops, pubs and restaurants. 
 
    And equally apparently, the local workforce being paid on Thursdays was a Bingley/Keighley sort of thing. In other towns workers had to do a full seven days before getting their meagre bundle of cash. In Keighley and Bingley the money was handed over roughly halfway through the week. 
 
    Maybe it was based on trust. Or maybe folk at our end of the Aire Valley stood up for themselves in a way others couldn't or wouldn't. 
 
    It's history now but legend has it that a Bingley nightclub known as Oakwood Hall was busier on a Thursday night than anywhere in Leeds, Manchester or Sheffield. 
 
    Yes, little old Bingley, outshooting the big shots. 
 
    As an aside, Oakwood Hall still exists, even if it isn't a nightclub anymore; it has reverted to being a hotel. We at WYB regularly book it for functions of all varieties. Long service, retirements, best-selling salesperson of the month/year/decade . . . 
 
    Trust me, you could not find a better venue for eating and drinking a night away. 
 
    And that's coming from a girl very well-experienced at eating and drinking her nights away. 
 
    The times I've staggered home from there, senses spinning and with the sun already high in the sky . . . 
 
    Where was I? 
 
    Oh yeah, I was not quite skipping over a Thursday. 
 
    So, after very cosily showering with Kat I went in to the office and worked through until eight in the evening, breaking only for forty minutes in the gym in-between eating a lunch of cheese and ham sarnies at my desk, swigging black coffee as I did so. 
 
    No, I have nothing against milk; my family farm was almost exclusively a dairy farm. In my youth I consumed every dairy product you can possibly imagine, endlessly and day after day. I just don't like the processed stuff WYB provide in those tiny cartons. To me they're worse than useless. So I heroically drink without. 
 
    Unless tea is forced upon me, that is. 
 
    Nobody in her right mind can drink tea without milk, be it mostly chemical, pasteurized or not. 
 
    And that's coming from a girl who used to know the producing cows by name; Daisy, Blossom and blah, blah, blah. 
 
    All right, so eight o'clock in the evening and I finally checked out of the office. Fancying a beer or three, I left my car in its dedicated slot, exactly where it spent most of its life and, devoutly intent on cold drinks and a hot curry, I headed off down Main Street. 
 
    Don't ask why but for some reason I bypassed whatever name the Midland happened to call itself that week, and the Bingley Tavern and then the Potting Shed, winding up at the Old White Horse. 
 
    Now that public house really is "old". Carefully preserved records show there has been a hostelry on the same site since 1379. Not that it's exactly the same building. The current one is a relatively youthful four hundred years and counting. 
 
    Mind-blowing, isn't it? Stagecoaches were breaking journeys there long before there was a USA. Beers were being sunk at the bar while Cook set sail for Australia. The place reeks of history. 
 
    When I arrived it reeked of good food, too. So much so that, for a moment, my resolve for a nice vindaloo across the road wavered. 
 
    In other words the air was stuffed with appetising aromas. 
 
    Before I could grab a menu I got distracted. 
 
    Here's a quick correction. In case I haven't properly described her previously, Nina is PA to West Yorkshire Bank's CEO, a certain Victoria Hanson. Consequently, with me being a senior director, I see Nina a lot; make that several times every working day. 
 
    Seeing her outside of work is a different matter. 
 
    As you may recall, I have always classed myself as being "well on the lezzie side of bi". Nina is well on the straight side, but only when it suits her. 
 
    She is, by the way, tallish, blonde and drop-dead lovely. I tend to go for pretty girls . . . although I always insist that, for me, "tending" is by no means an exclusive thing. Some of my girlfriends at uni were a great deal less than "pretty". 
 
    Ask me, "pretty" doesn't always equate to sexy, attractive or desirable. 
 
    Okay, generally "pretty" helps, but by no means always and forever. 
 
    Whatever the truth, Nina had long been fixed well and truly in my sights. But she'd also been a lot more than slightly confusing and sometimes extremely frustrating. 
 
    Bluntly, I had been having sex with Nina for getting on eight years. In bed she was as passionate as any girl I had ever had the honour to know. The problem is that ours was very much an on and off relationship. 
 
    Not that we ever fell out. I classed her as much a friend as a lover. No, falling out wasn't an issue; it was men that got in the way. 
 
    Flipping men!! 
 
    If I was to believe Nina she had only ever "varied" for me. She'd admit to admiring certain girls but always maintained she would never dare go with anyone else. Well, she conceded that she would go with Victoria like a shot, but Victoria didn't shag around at work, not ever. 
 
    With one notable exception, tee-hee! 
 
    Where was I? Oh yes, I was leading on to Nina and her procession of boyfriends. 
 
    I reckon that she has a short attention span when it comes to men. She moves them along with a military precision. I'd hazard a guess that they get at most three months a time. Maybe like basic training, with extra tough ambitions along the way and increasingly impossible targets. 
 
    Yes, a dozen weeks courting Nina demanded the staying power of a candidate for the SAS. 
 
    How do I know? 
 
    Please let me explain. 
 
    Sometimes I'd see an awful lot of Nina. We could be sharing a bed two or three nights a week, if not a lot more. Then her latest new bloke happened along and she'd disappear, in a flash and just like magic. I could go as long as two months without having her turn up on my doorstep. 
 
    But the novelty inevitably wore off. 
 
    And then she'd appear, telling me Tom, Dick or Harry wasn't worth a fig. 
 
    Telling me she needed 'proper sex", and the sooner the better. 
 
    Weak creature that I am, I have never turned her away. In mitigation I'd say you can't have seen the girl. If you had you would have taken her back every time, again and again, world without end. 
 
    So that was our pattern. A regular boyfriend's life expectancy was three months. For the first two I'd see no trace of Nina, outside of our regular daily contact at work (gossiping shamelessly and endlessly pigging on savoury and cream luxuries from Greggs). Then, with minimal or no warning at all, she'd suddenly show up for a "no-strings, one-off" shag. 
 
    Only to be repeated the next night . . . 
 
    After that the pattern was unmissable. From forsaking me for two months she'd want to have sex with me once a week. Then twice a week . . . 
 
    Then six, seven and even ten . . . 
 
    And then the latest new bloke was gone and it'd be every other night and twice on Tuesdays. 
 
    (Not sure where that came from: "Twice" wasn't even an hourly thing for us; our typical Tuesdays were into hundreds if not thousands.) 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Tonight Nina obviously hadn't been working over: freshly showered, as delightful as ever, clad in a pair of denims that did miracles for her ass (and as if her ass needed any help at all!) she could have fronted for Vogue. 
 
    Or, more accurately, she could have "backed" for Vogue. 
 
    After a second glance at her plunging neckline, maybe she could have fronted for Penthouse. 
 
    Too true she could. She could have been my Penthouse Pet anytime. 
 
    'Hi,' I said in greeting, 'long time no see.' 
 
    With no prompting whatsoever Nina kissed me. And she gave it big licks. There was not one hint of an air kiss. No, she got in there brave and bold, 
 
    As if I was likely to protest. I let her hands grab my ass and kissed back at her with a will. 
 
    Her hungry mouth, her avid, ravenous sucking of my tongue . . . and my nipples launching off like skyrockets, bound for who knew where . . . Mars if not even Jupiter. 
 
    When an unruly group of lads at the bar made comment, I let it wash over me. 
 
    'Put her down,' one of them remarked, 'you don't know where she's been.' 
 
    'Bet I do,' another re-joined. 
 
    'Don't knock it,' a third added, 'go girls. Go for it; go, go!' 
 
    Nina broke away first. Completely ignoring the group of lads she asked me where I'd been all her life. 
 
    I laughed. 'Mostly in meetings with you and your boss,' I replied. 'Fancy a drink?' 
 
    'I thought you'd never ask.' 
 
    I bought myself a titanic pinot and Nina, at her insistence, a relatively small Chardonnay and then, excited as of old, I asked the world's best PA what brought her to these parts. 
 
    'Not that I'm complaining,' I added, 'I'm intrigued.' 
 
    'I'm meeting Roger anytime now,' she replied with a glance at the clock. 
 
    'Roger being your latest?' That question wasn't quite as innocuous as it may seem. Keeping track of Nina's latest flames was, to say the least, tricky. At one time she'd been enchanted by a stiff IT guy called Dom. He had lasted much longer than anyone else but had eventually drifted out of the picture. Nowadays he hovered in the background, hoping for a way back in. 
 
    And, co-incidentally, I was on Dom's side. I liked having sex with Nina but I wasn't her soul mate. 
 
    Dom was, whether she knew it or not. 
 
    IT nerd or not, Dom was cool. 
 
    'Yeah,' she said now, sounding a little less than enthused, 'Roger's my latest.' 
 
    The crowd of male barflies were still leering at us. 
 
    'Should we take a seat and discuss?' I asked discreetly. 
 
    'No way should we; eff the lot of them and the ship they sailed in. If they all cum in their pants so what? Let them explain themselves to their mummies.' 
 
    I had to admire the sentiment. Mary Rose couldn't have been more cutting. Well yeah, maybe she could have been ten times worse, but she wouldn't have been nearly so polite. 
 
    Mare doesn't do polite. 
 
    'Tell me about Roger,' I prompted. 'He's lasted a while, hasn't he?' 
 
    Nina rolled her eyes. 'Don't ask me how we met. I found him in my bed Christmas Day morning. That's not so long ago, is it?' 
 
    'It's Easter next weekend.' 
 
    'Correct. And he'll be gone by then.' 
 
    'Nearly three calendar months,' I said, 'that's close to a record, isn't it?' 
 
    Nina moved in closer. She replied in a husky whisper. 
 
    'I'm sorry.' 
 
    'What are you sorry about?' 
 
    'I haven't paid you any attention in ages. Let's make up for it soon.' 
 
    The feel of her breath in my ear was nearly as awesome as feel of the swell of her breasts on my arm. 
 
    'Tonight's fine by me,' I said impulsively. 
 
    Sadly, Nina wasn't quite as swayed as I was. More sadly still, she didn't keep her breasts swelling against me. 
 
    Not nearly long enough, anyway. 
 
    'I can't let Roger down,' she purred. 'It's his birthday today. I've given him certain . . . assurances.' 
 
    Just then, as if on cue, Roger showed up. 
 
    What a hunk was he! Nina tended to go for sporty, athletic guys. I can't complain too much about that, can I? I've always tended towards very sporty, athletic girls myself. 
 
    (Tending again; what am I like?) 
 
    Sexuality is a strange thing, isn't it? Right now I've been man-free for several years. Don't ask me how many years; I sincerely don't know. Call it more than five, less than ten. 
 
    And I am well into penetration. My toy drawers are stuffed with gadgets that I adore to have inside of me. All three of them . . . 
 
    Drawers that is; I have lots more than merely three gadgets. 
 
    Yet again I ask "Where were we?" 
 
    Moving swiftly on . . . 
 
    Forgive my overuse of the word "adore" but I can't downplay the way I am. 
 
    Quite frankly I love having something hard inside of me. 
 
    And I abundantly prefer it with girls. 
 
    Nothing against guys, it's just a million miles better when my partner's not slovenly, hair-triggered and unskilled beyond all reason, 
 
    Not that I hate guys, you understand. I've just had more than one or two bad experiences. 
 
    Stuff that, though. Let's get on with the tale. 
 
    Let's get back to Roger, who looked as if he could effortlessly satisfy any woman with both of his arms tied behind his back. 
 
    And what a quite exquisite idea was that . . . 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Being a very considerate, compassionate woman I only lingered for a couple of drinks. Roger was paying me far too much attention and last thing I wanted was to annoy Nina. Giving both of them air-kisses, I crossed the road to the Shama and swore out loud. 
 
    I'd forgotten the freaking bring-your-own-drinks rule, hadn't I? 
 
    Fortunately the serving staff had built up a decent supply of "left over bottles". Within a matter of seconds I was overwhelmed with a dozen different beers and lots of wines, most of them French. 
 
    'On the house,' the head waiter told me, 'as many as you want.' 
 
    I could have kissed him. I could have broken my self-imposed virginity and done all sorts. But he was happily married and had a wife to die for. In all honesty I could have done even more for her but she didn't seem to be readily available. 
 
    Well, hey-ho. You can't win 'em all. 
 
    Sad as it may be. 
 
    A taxi ride later, more than adequately fed and watered by my Shama buddies; ignoring the urge for another glass or so of vino (and the odd lager) I threw myself on my bed and gazed up at the overhead mirror. 
 
    That initial time I thought about Nina. History aside, Nina was great to think about. Watching up in the mirror was good, too, wasn't it? I have a great body, one desired by almost everybody, and it was fun to watch myself slowly pleasuring it. 
 
    I know, I know. Girls aren't supposed to admit they ever pleasure themselves. How dumb is that! I don't think there are many people on the planet, male or female, who haven't experimented. And I don't think there many who have only ever tried it once. 
 
    Focusing on a girlfriend while doing the deed might seem a little pervy. I personally believe it's an expression of sincere appreciation. And I only hope lots of friends and acquaintances think of me as they jill away like crazy. 
 
    Fair's only fair, no? 
 
    I am not going to attempt to describe the things that went on inside my head while I played. All I'll say is I concentrated on happy memories and wished it was Nina's left hand on me, not my own. 
 
    And what an orgasm! You know the ones: the ones that start by curling your toes and carry on to tighten every last muscle in your legs until, if not flat on your back, you'd surely fall over. 
 
    The ones that make your eyes and mouth open in perfect wide Os of surprise and delight. 
 
    O for Orgasm. 
 
    O for Oh my God yes! 
 
    Laughing breathlessly, I switched hands and focused on Dave. 
 
    Dave was, at that moment, a mystery to me. In a way that's why I used my right hand. I'm almost ambidextrous but favour my left. Therefore my right feels a little more like someone else's. And, as I had no idea what to expect from Dave, a little of the unexpected seemed apt. 
 
    I kept it slow as well, naturally. Despite my steadily peaking anticipation, that was one of my most leisurely jills of all time. Then again, I had plenty to think about, didn't I? 
 
    Others (mostly meaning Kat) have described Dave as looking like Velma from Scooby-Doo. That is balderdash, to use a word well beyond its sell-by date. The only thing remotely Velma-like that relates to Dave is her thick-framed glasses. Okay, her hair is the same colour but much shorter. Otherwise she is as different as can be. 
 
    Fit as heck, but totally, utterly different. 
 
    Our paths had first crossed a year or so earlier. WYB had entered into a joint project with the firm she worked for. Dave was their IT representative. And no, unlike countless others, I did not at first suppose on first sight she was a guy. 
 
    On first sight I supposed she was a moderately attractive, purposely makeup-free girl with little or no time for blokes. 
 
    On second sight I realized there was nothing remotely moderately attractive about her at all. 
 
    And on third sight I was hooked. 
 
    Not that I did anything about it. I have never adhered to Victoria's motto of "Don't screw the crew" but, when representing WYB, I have always strictly controlled myself. 
 
    (I'm scouring my memory banks as I make that claim and can't think of any exceptions! Hopefully, if there are any, I got away with them!!) 
 
    Using my imagination as best I could, alone on my bed, I dwelt on Dave's body. She was boyish, no doubt about it, but still sexy. Her chest was flat as a board and she didn't curve very much at the waist. But she was a lean and fit girl, however; a girl whose hobbies centred on walking vast distances and climbing up cliffs. 
 
    Believe you me, pretending she was climbing the north face of my ass was not a problem. 
 
    Finishing my fantasy was delight personified. My toes nearly curled themselves into the soles of my feet and my eyes almost popped out of my head. 
 
    O for Orgasm? 
 
    Oh my God, wasn't it just! 
 
    My next focusing event wasn't such a triumphal success. For reasons I cannot begin to explain, I used both hands at once and thought about Roger. 
 
    Most of Nina's boyfriends were soccer players. I had Roger down as a rugby player, possibly for the Cougars or even the Bulls. Failing that, surely he played for the Bees or the rough and ready Keighlians. 
 
    Given a nose like that, surely he had to play rugger. Or maybe he spent his Friday nights touring the notorious trouble spots of Church Green. 
 
    (That's a joke, by the way; I love the pubs on Church Green, rough and ready as they are.) 
 
    Roger, I mused. Whatever would he be like? 
 
    Out of practice as I was, I still had no difficult in conjuring up an image of the guy's willy. To my mind it had to be proportional to his body; in other words big. 
 
    And yes, girls, I know that doesn't always follow; but this was my fantasy, wasn't it? It was also my first fantasy about a man since the London Olympics, so I wasn't going to skimp. 
 
    I wasn't going to cum either. That became clear after about twenty minutes. I was rather satisfied with the mental image of his erection and woman enough to admit the real thing had advantages over my toys. Digging up distant memories I could almost feel his real, genuine skin moving on a bone-hard core, in my mouth, between my breasts and down there, where it really matters. 
 
    Moving slowly at first then accelerating, getting faster, faster and ever more furious . . . 
 
    Yet my body wasn't responding as it should. My dream lover might be quickly approaching his finish but the essential me didn't want to know. 
 
    Sorry guys and gals, it just wasn't going to happen. 
 
    Arbitrarily ditching Roger, I focused on Victoria's mamma instead. Yes, temporarily excluding the rest of the known universe, I focused on my girlfriend's mother. 
 
    Age wasn't a subject to be discussed with Mamma. She was an older woman, obviously, but with the face and body of someone much younger. Don't tell Vic, but I knew that face and body very well indeed. 
 
    On the QT you could say I knew Mamma intimately. 
 
    And as a tactic the switch certainly worked. I was screaming and yelling in less than five minutes. 
 
    Lesson learnt; girls win, guys count for next to nix. Wide awake and with no immediate inclination towards sleep, I set a bearing for my toy drawers. A session with one rabbit or another seemed to be in order. And I was spoiled for choice. 
 
    'Solidarity sisters,' I murmured as I went. 'Lifelike imitations are the order of the day.' 
 
    My mobile rang as I tugged open my trusty middle drawer. 
 
    'Hi Hev, it's me.' 
 
    It was Nina and, by the sound of things, she was in a car. 
 
    What could she be ringing about at so late an hour? 
 
    What apart from the obvious! 
 
    'How's Roger enjoying his birthday treat?' I enquired sweetly. 
 
    'Roger's out of the equation,' she replied jauntily, 'forget about him. Get yourself downstairs and ward off your geese.' 
 
    Ah, so that was what she was ringing about! 
 
    'Where are you?' I wondered. 
 
    'I'm in a cab, coming up Micklethwaite Lane. I'll be at yours in two minutes. So get your fat ass off the bed and be ready.' 
 
    'I have not got a fat ass,' I replied heatedly. But it was too late. She'd already hung up. 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Hastily donning a red rugby shirt I'd "naturalized" back in my uni days, I headed downstairs. 
 
    Except calling that shirt red is an insult to red things everywhere. At one stage it had been a deep scarlet. These days, a million washes later, it was a patchy pink and white with one sleeve shrunk and the other practically trailing on the ground. 
 
    And it barely covered that (not fat!) ass of mine. 
 
    Headlights raked the refurbished farmyard as I ventured outside. 
 
    'Doc,' I called, looking left towards the pond, 'Bashful . . . At ease!' 
 
    All seven geese were already in motion and trust me they were infinitely more formidable than a pack of guard dogs. They were infinitely easier to keep, too. There's plenty of green grass around the farmyard and they could live off that alone. Not that I didn't regularly give them treats: they all loved vegetables and often feasted on cabbage, cauliflower and carrots. 
 
    Come to think of it, they had a much better balanced diet than I did. 
 
    Strictly speaking, Doc was in charge of the flock. In practice Bashful ruled the roost so I took care to address them before the others, paying lip service by addressing Doc first. Being alpha-female, Bashful understood what I was doing and played along, as often as not. 
 
    That night all seven of them played along, retreating to the reeds as a Bingley Taxi pulled up not five yards away from me. 
 
    'I can't wait,' said Nina as her cabbie turned and left, waving politely as he went. 'I need you so, so desperately.' 
 
    Judging by the hungry way she mashed our lips together she wasn't exaggerating. 
 
    And, judging by the ambient temperature and the wind lifting the back of my annexed and ill-fitting rugby shirt, it was imminently about to snow. 
 
    Somehow I got Nina indoors but then she became an irresistible force. Luckily for me and sparing the geese's blushes, I managed to slam shut the huge slab of wood I call my front door. 
 
    Then she shoved me back against it and resumed her lip-mashing attack. 
 
    And her hands were simply everywhere! 
 
    Sometimes a girl has no option but to go with the flow. That was one of those times. 
 
    Good grief wasn't she insistent! I've been groped many a time but never as thoroughly as that. If I had to mark out of ten the best of the rest would get nine and she'd get fifteen, or maybe twenty. 
 
    As for efficiency she'd get no less than a hundred. 
 
    Thanking the gods for the wooden slab at my back I thrust onto her probing fingers best I could, again and again and again. 
 
    What did I just say about toe curling orgasms? Believe me that one, standing helpless against the door, was better than most. 
 
    Oh my word; weren't my legs suddenly boneless! If Nina hadn't been holding me up I would have been flapping about on the welcome mat like a freshly landed fish. 
 
    But she was holding me up. Doing my best to give her a cheery grin, I thanked her for paying me attention. 
 
    'You're right,' I gasped, 'it's been way too long.' 
 
    'Haven't even started yet,' she replied sassily, 'let's go upstairs and get cosy.' 
 
    As if I was about to decline. Secretly testing the muscles in my legs I smiled. My recovery powers were still as good as ever. 
 
    'Okay,' I said. 'Let's go upstairs. You lead the way.' 
 
    The rear view of her in those tight blue denims was too much. Before she was halfway down the hall I knew we weren't going to make it. Half a dozen steps up and I was unfastening her buttons and zip. She presented no resistance at all. She even lifted her bum so I could more easily divest her of her jeans. 
 
    That wasn't as easy as it sounds. They were tight-fitting and wanted to cling to her and not let go (can't say I blame them too much for that). Intrepid as ever, I tugged, pulled, yanked, jerked and finally got the freaking things off her. 
 
    Then, unable to wait long enough to remove her sexy white panties, I went in nose first. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! Three months without and Nina tasted better than ever. She also groaned, sighed and moaned her thanks avidly. 
 
    'Oh yes, Hev, yes please.' 
 
    Pushing her sodden underwear to one side wasn't a major problem. If anything it added to the occasion. So did the way she opened her legs. By then I was kneeling three or four steps below her, my tongue darting every which way, my fingers slyly easing into play. 
 
    'Oh yes, Hev, yes please.' 
 
    Nina's orgasm control was lots better than mine. She held off at least ten times as long as I had. Then she came at least ten tines as hard. 
 
    How unfair was that! 
 
    And then she was pulling my hair, dragging my head up, staring into my eyes. 
 
    'I doubt I can walk,' she said, staring into my eyes. 
 
    'I can,' I said more confidently than I felt. Amazingly I could! And, to my immense delight, I also had the strength to lift Nina off her step and heave her over my shoulder. 
 
    'Oh my God,' she half-yelled, half-tittered, 'what are you doing with me!' 
 
    'I'm reverting to cave-girl,' I countered, setting off uphill, 'and you're coming to my cave. Just be glad I didn't club you over your head first . . .' 
 
    I did actually ask Nina what had happened to Roger but it was much, much later. 
 
    She smiled at me, in response. 'You don't like hearing about guys anymore, so why ask?' 
 
    Nina was one of the few who knew why I was (yet again!) officially off men. She was also quite naturally thoughtful. She would never try to embarrass me in any way. Questions from her were always posed with the best of intentions, even leading ones. I answered in similar spirit. 
 
    'Don't worry; I'm not in danger of relapsing. I asked because I'm a nosy cow, aren't I? So what happened?' 
 
    'Do you want gritty details and all?' 
 
    I recalled my recent failure to climax and chuckled. 'Go on. I think my old heart can stand it.' 
 
    'As you know,' Nina began, 'it was his birthday, so he got three goes. The first time I sucked and swallowed.' 
 
    That was hardly surprising but made me shudder inside. Keeping a poker face, I nodded. 
 
    'Then he rode me round the Grand National course,' she went on. 'And then I climbed on board and rode him around the course another four times. Not that he came another four times. Three's his limit.' 
 
    'Sounds about right,' I observed as casually as I could. 
 
    'I insisted on condoms,' Nina persisted. 'Well, not for . . . you know, my opening gambit . . . but all the rest of it was protected. I knew I was coming here, you see. I didn't want you-know-what to be contaminated when I got here.' 
 
    'Do you mean your fanny?' 
 
    'How succinctly put.' 
 
    'Thanks for being considerate,' I said after a pause, 'and how soon did he fall asleep?' 
 
    Nina snorted. 'It was maybe as long as three seconds after his third cum. Like all the rest; strike three and he's out for the count.' 
 
    'You sound dismissive.' 
 
    'Aren't we all?' 
 
    I nodded at that. 'When you said he's out of the equation . . .' 
 
    'He is. He just doesn't know it yet.' 
 
    'Didn't you leave him a Dear John?' 
 
    'No, we have a barbecue on Sunday. He's getting the bad news after that, one way or another.' 
 
    'You're having a barbecue in March!' 
 
    'Apparently it's his family tradition. They have a back yard with heaters and all. It's going to be like the closing ceremony on the week of his birthday.' 
 
    'And you're going to pee on his parade.' 
 
    'No, I'll leave it a day or two. I'll probably pee on him by telephone Tuesday or Wednesday.' 
 
    'You're a heartless bitch,' I said, fastening my body around Nina's, squeezing her tight, 'but I'm so glad you keep coming back to me.' 
 
    'Me too,' said she, resuming her impressive, irresistible momentum. 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Now I will skip a bit. I had plenty of frolics with Lizzie next night, Friday night but I was just a tad sleep-deprived and my memory is slipping. 
 
    I know, I know. Not so far back in the day I used to believe that sex revitalized and energized me. I'm not going to completely drop that belief but, as a thirty-something, I do admit that recently I am not bouncing back as efficiently as I did as an eighteen-year-old. 
 
    Maybe I've been shagging too many younger bimbos. 
 
    No, scrap that; who could possibly ever shag too many younger bimbos? 
 
    Maybe I'm not shagging enough of them! 
 
    In my defence I'll add that by Friday I had been shagging quite a few nights in a row. 
 
    Anyway, whatever the state of my revitalization, I was ready enough for another night with Lizzie. It helped that she wanted to spend much of the time talking about the Saturday to come. Would her "swap" want to be kinky? Would she want to be submissive or dominant? 
 
    I have already suggested Lizzie is somewhat gushy. Truth is she could make any politician you care to name seem reticent. Good grief, could that girl rabbit on. 
 
    So that was Friday. We shagged a bit, chatted a lot and even found time to snooze. Yes, it was a Friday night best skipped over. Not that we didn't enjoy ourselves. And not that I didn't give her a few clues about Kat's preferences, some of them true, some slightly fabricated. 
 
    Naughty of me I know. I just couldn't resist the impulse. 
 
    As a manicurist Saturday morning was Lizzie's busiest time of the week. She needed to go in to work and, as I could always find something to do, so did I. Five hours of productivity and I picked her up outside her salon. Ten minutes later our taxi dropped us off in the Busfeild Arms car park. 
 
    'I'm so nervous,' she said before we took a step towards the imposing old building. 
 
    'Are they sexy nerves?' I asked, silently praying. 
 
    'Of course they are.' 
 
    And thank goodness for that! 
 
    Kissing her nose, I took hold of her hand. 
 
    'I'm nervous too,' I told her. 'If you ask me, swapping is one of the biggest thrills a girl can get.' 
 
    'I can't remember ever being so thrilled,' she admitted. 
 
    'In as one lezzie partnership,' I reminded her, 'out as another, brazen as brass, loud and proud.' 
 
    She squeezed my fingers in reply. 
 
    'Okay girl, let's do it.' 
 
    I was under no illusions as we walked hand-in-hand through the middle lounge bar. Between us we four had been in the Busfeild on many occasions. Dave was actually a local who went in just about every day. Kat had lived with Dave more than once, so qualified as an on/off local. Lizzie was a once-a-month sort of girlfriend who'd been in with Dave quite often. 
 
    As for me, I'd been in with a lot of different girlfriends, Kat included. And, as a director of WYB, I was a known "face". Some of the locals worked for the Bank. Many of the others held accounts. I had no chance of sneaking in unnoticed and, although nobody had ever commented, everybody had to be aware of who and what I was. 
 
    More tellingly, everybody had to be aware of Dave and Kat's history. Being seen together again would be taken as proof their affair was back on track. Lizzie would have been noticed too. She would be taken as a passing fling of Dave's who'd now moved on to me. 
 
    And the lack of comment wouldn't indicate a lack of gossip, some scandalized, some grudgingly approving. Most would conclude we were modern girls with modern ways and leave it at that. 
 
    I was smiling as I walked hand-in-hand with Lizzie, feeling countless pairs of eyes on us, sensing tongues itching to wag. 
 
    What were they going to be like when we left! The atmosphere was buzzing as it was; how more charged could it get!! 
 
    Dave and Kat had already bagged a table for four. Dave was sitting with her back to the window, Kat was across from her. Between them was a full bottle of pinot and four glasses, two of them already in use. 
 
    I patted Kat on the shoulder, gave her a quick peck on the lips and took the seat next to Dave. 
 
    'Am I glad to see you,' Dave said, giving me a kiss that lingered beyond mere politeness. 
 
    Meanwhile Lizzie had plonked herself next to Kat and was chattering away. Kat poured wine as she listened, smiled and nodded. As promised in advance, she didn't appear to have cold feet. 
 
    Makeup-free as ever, Dave looked utterly gorgeous. Her skin tone and natural colouring was no less than perfect, just like all of the rest of her. 
 
    It was a physical wrench to tear my attention away. Consequently I didn't bother and watched her as avidly as I'd ever watched anyone or anything. 
 
    Hooked or what? 
 
    The next hour or so passed in a flash. In case you've never tried it, equipped with 250ml glasses one bottle of vino does not go far between four slightly anxious wife-swappers. We took turns to trudge to the bar for replacements, me with one eye on the clock all the while. 
 
    Yes, anxiety was in the air along with forced conversation (apart from Lizzie's; she didn't need to be forced to converse). 
 
    Later . . . days or even weeks later . . . Dave told me I'd seemed cool as a cucumber. As if! I was just as wound up as the other three. And I was having second thoughts about the "little surprise" I had set up. 
 
    But there was no going back so what the heck. Biding my time until a quarter to three, I landed a hand on Dave's leg, discreetly mind, hidden under the table. 
 
    Lizzie was still prattling on and didn't notice. Kat, who'd been bagging the lion's share of the pinot as she listened to Lizzie's onslaught, didn't seem to notice either. 
 
    Dave noticed all right. She leant in and kissed me, hotly and very, very appealingly. 
 
    'Your place,' I murmured. 'Let's leave these two and go to your place.' 
 
    'Okay,' said she, as simple as that. 
 
    I slid the keys to Hunters Farm across the table, more or less in Kat's direction. 
 
    'Doc and Bashful are already primed,' I reminded her. 'And they know you. You won't have much of a problem with them.' Then, spoiling my reassuring lecture, I giggled. 'If for some reason they cut up rough . . . Well it is tough luck, isn't it. The Premier Inn is reasonable enough. Call another taxi, put it down to experience and tell us about it back here at noon tomorrow.' 
 
    'High noon,' Kat said with a tipsy grin. 
 
    'Yes, and not a moment sooner.' 
 
    'You're all heart,' Lizzie giggled back at me. 
 
    'I can handle Bashful,' Kat added. 
 
    I tended to doubt that. If Bashful was feeling cantankerous no one could handle her apart from me. But it wasn't my problem, was it? I had bigger fish to fry. 
 
    'See you at high noon,' I said, 'and not one second sooner.' 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Walking out of the pub hand-in-hand with Dave I felt all those pairs of eyes again. And that time I was sure the gossip would be hardly at all grudgingly approving, mostly scandalized. 
 
    I could almost hear fifty outraged brains screaming "lesbian whores!" 
 
    How empowering was that? Everyone noticing and caring if still purposely not commenting about the so-obvious way we were. 
 
    Goodness only knew what would be buzzing along the WYB grapevine on Monday morning. That grapevine was, coincidentally, frighteningly efficient. In fact right then, Saturday afternoon with all the Bank premises locked up and the staff scattered on the winds, nascent rumours were already probably starting to circulate. 
 
    I can't begin to name names because I honestly don't know who kicks it all off. All I can say is that whoever it is should be running Reuters or CNN. 
 
    Or maybe even the BBC. 
 
    Good luck to 'em as far as I was concerned. So I had girlfriends? So what? 
 
    But pride aside, it still seemed wickedly sinful to be so blatant. I had been telling the truth when I had said moments like that were thrilling. 
 
    And the biggest thrill was still to come: the thrill of being alone with a new woman. 
 
    For me being alone with a new woman was always the biggest thrill of all. 
 
    Cool as a cucumber? Like heck I was! 
 
    Dave's cottage was just around the corner from the Busfeild, set back from Main Road by a short stretch of lawn and a high, privacy-preserving hedge. Going through the garden gate I drew in a deep, appreciative breath. The building was way over a century old, had been relatively recently renovated and was all fine Yorkshire stone, plenty of brilliantly white-painted divided windows and doors and sheer, sheer charm. 
 
    I'd done a job on my Hunters Farm revamp and Dave had done just as well here. 
 
    'Beyond beautiful,' I assured her. 
 
    'So are you,' she replied, kissing me more intently than ever. 
 
    Conscious of the time, I let her lead me into her dream cottage via the door to the left, which took us into her kitchen. And, even with my head swimming, I remained conscious of two things. 
 
    That kitchen was small yet designed with style, class and beyond divine granite worktops. 
 
    And it was almost witching hour. I let her quite aggressively snog my face off and didn't resist too much when her hands roamed up inside my T-shirt. 
 
    'Bed,' she said urgently, gripping both of my breasts in a very suggestive way. 
 
    'Coffee,' I spluttered, coming out with the first thing I could think of. 
 
    'What? Are you . . .' 
 
    A loud knock on her alternative front door cut Dave off. 
 
    'It's for you,' said I. 
 
    'It'll be Jehovah's Witnesses,' she countered. 
 
    'No,' I insisted, 'it's for you.' 
 
    Dave gave me a strange look and went outside. I heard a man's voice without understanding him and heard her say, 'Yes, that's me.' 
 
    Then I heard an audible gasp and the man casually saying, 'Cheerio.' 
 
    The minute it took Dave to return stretched into hours. Her expression was unreadable but behind her sexy specs her eyes were damp. 
 
    Good old Interflora had delivered again, as reliable as a Swiss watch. 
 
    'I've only ever been sent flowers once before,' Dave managed. Then the dampness in her eyes overflowed into streams of tears. 
 
    I was aghast. I'd wanted to impress Dave, reassure her . . . list considerate things and that's all I had wanted to do. Making her cry was nowhere on the agenda. 
 
    Doing my utmost to avoid crushing the twelve red roses, I embraced her, burying my face into her sexily short hair, whispering sweet nothings. 
 
    'I'm so sorry,' I assured her endlessly, 'I won't do it again . . .' 
 
    'You'd better do it again,' she finally sniffled, 'from now and ever after I'm going to expect flowers every time you come to ravage me.' 
 
    'I'm not here to ravage you,' I replied. Then, honesty being my byword, I enlarged. 'I always want to share. I don't mind sometimes buying all of the drinks but that doesn't buy anything else. And I sent flowers because I like you, not because I thought you were for sale.' 
 
    She looked at me closely, still wet-eyed but no longer sobbing; assessing me for sincerity, if I was any judge of character. 
 
    'I naturally share, 'she ventured. 'So . . .' 
 
    'So we're on your territory. I think that means you get first go.' 
 
    Dave's glasses had steamed up a tad. Suddenly she was embracing me a deal harder than I was embracing her. She also seemed to have zero regard for the roses. 
 
    'No stereotypes,' she said. 
 
    'It's your house,' I answered, doing my best to save those very fragile petals. 'And as far as I am concerned you get first go. As far as I'm concerned, I can't wait.' 
 
    Dave nodded. 'Do you still want a coffee?' 
 
    I shook my head no. 
 
    'Are you certain?' she prodded. 
 
    I nodded again. ''Never been readier for ravishment,' I said. 'Lead the way.' 
 
    I know I keep saying this about every partner (and I know I have an awful lot of partners!), but sex with Dave was superb. Every last second of it was adorable, simply, simply adorable. 
 
    Her bedroom was delightfully refurbished but, in the heat of the moment, I took little notice apart from admiring her bed. It had a nice head to it, complete with vertical rails. Ideal for handcuffs and ropes . . . 
 
    Not that I was about to ask for that on a first date. 
 
    Getting naked with her took quite a while, even though, having left my jacket downstairs, I wasn't exactly dressed for the season. 
 
    'Take off your top,' she commanded. 
 
    Without hurrying in any way I removed my T-shirt, shaking my naturally firm, bra-free breasts as I did so. 
 
    Dave is two or three inches shorter than me. She did not have to stoop far to engage her mouth. And she hardly had to engage her mouth to make me cum. 
 
    Call it a fault, call it a blessing, I've always been orgasmic. Some even call me hair-triggered. I do my best to accept the way I am, gratefully, more often than not. 
 
    Sniggering but breathing very, very heavily, Dave slowly, quite deliberately took off her top. 
 
    At this point I guess I should remind you that she is an IT techie. Her weekday outfit consists of sturdy work trousers, Docs and a blue Widget Company sweatshirt. Perhaps I should also remind you that she sometimes gets mistaken for a man. 
 
    (And not only by visually challenged persons!) 
 
    On a personal note I find that mistake hard to understand. Dave's body is boyish and her chest is flatter than a board, true. And yes, her light brown hair is cut shorter than short, but is everybody looking in the wrong direction? 
 
    Can't everybody see feminine beauty when it's unavoidably there? 
 
    I for one freaking well can! 
 
    Being a Saturday Dave's sweatshirt wasn't standard blue Widget Company issue; it was white, a lot like my non-WYB issue T. 
 
    Hidden behind her deliberately shapeless clothes, her body was lean and surprisingly shapely. To my astonishment, uncovered, she curved in interesting directions and didn't look very much like a guy at all. 
 
    Well, if she did look like a guy she'd be one I gladly made an exception for. 
 
    Me being off guys and all . . . 
 
    Where was I? 
 
    Oh yes, Dave was divesting herself of her white sweatshirt. 
 
    Any human being with red blood should pause at this point. 
 
    DAVE 
 
    WAS 
 
    BEYOND 
 
    AWESOME!! 
 
    Flat-chested or not, her nipples were special. Here's a confession. I've got lovely, self-supporting breasts with nipples that are disproportionately large. Lovers love them and so do I. But whatever way I sell them, Dave's put mine in the shade. 
 
    Dave's nipples were astounding. No breasts but even so, her nips surpassed the best of any porn stars I had ever seen. 
 
    (When it comes to nips on female porn stars that is not a short list at all.) 
 
    Speaking from experience, I can enlarge. I can even confirm that Dave's nips enlarged as I slowly cajoled them with my lips and tongue. And what bliss was that! A fellow female becoming only too evidently aroused under soft, deliberately slow, deliberately delicate encouragement from little old me. 
 
    I'm wetting my panties as I write this. 
 
    Well, I would be if I'd bothered wearing panties in the first place . . . 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Kicking free of my jeans I threw myself onto the bed and touched myself as I watched Dave take off her Levi's. 
 
    'I did this the other night,' I told her. 'I did it thinking about you, imagining this very moment.' 
 
    Dave took my forwardness in her stride. 
 
    'Was it a nice fantasy?' 
 
    'It was one of the best. But not as good as being here and now.' 
 
    Totally naked, smiling a Mona Lisa smile, Dave watched me bring myself off on her bed. And then she kissed and caressed me a while, bringing me off a second time. 
 
    Then, paying attention to every last square inch of me as she went, Dave gave me a master class in cunnilingus. 
 
    And I'd thought I had an A-level in the subject! 
 
    Good grief yes, yes, yes!! 
 
    Dave was exceptionally, brilliantly skilful with her tongue. Her fingers knew what they were doing, too. Gladder than glad I'd opted to let her lead the way I lay back and came multiply. 
 
    It would have been rude not to. 
 
    The tribbing followed on virtually seamlessly. 
 
    Now I have always revelled in tribbing. I like most forms of sex but tribbing with a like-minded lady does it for me every time. It's body-to-body intimate, hot, cosy and fun, fun, fun. I love it, whoever and however it's being done, simple as. 
 
    Still on my back, opening my legs in invitation, I soon realized that Dave was highly proficient. If she had a doctorate in cunnilingus then she must have taken her PHD in tribbing. 
 
    Yes, she was as good as that. She even made me think of a lover from university; a scary-looking skinhead whose tribbing was angelic and very, very more-ish. 
 
    Not that I spent long reminiscing. Believe me, when Dave's on the job a girl doesn't want to waste time reminiscing. 
 
    For my part, always happy to assist a fervent lover, I bent myself almost in half. Moving with her I allowed her total control, letting the bed springs do my side of the work, repeatedly bouncing with her steady, authoritative motion, my decidedly wet fanny gliding effortlessly over hers. 
 
    Bliss, bliss, bliss! 
 
    The sensations really were special: Dave's flat chest pressing on my eager breasts, her diamond-like nipples making big impressions, all the rest of us fusing together, hot, sweet-smelling sweat lubricating our skin, as much as it bonded us, uniting us as one. 
 
    Cue a miracle. 
 
    All things being equal . . . and Dave's orgasm control being vastly better than mine . . . I should have climaxed first. But suddenly, out of nowhere, her expression changed, and dramatically. 
 
    Trust me; you would have guessed what was about to happen. 
 
    Initially her motions had been smooth and subtle. As we'd progressed she accelerated a little but not much. Now she was grinding desperately, her glasses steamed up again, exceptionally sexy moisture flattening her exceptionally sexy brown hair. 
 
    'Heather,' she warned. 'Heather, I'm gonna . . .' 
 
    'Do it,' I gasped back at her. 'Don't stop to think, just do it.' 
 
    Heeding my words . . . or perhaps following her natural instincts . . . Dave kept moving on me all the way throughout her first cum. I felt hot warmth as she climaxed but my eyes remained fixed on her as she writhed in ecstasy. 
 
    Here's the incredible part. 
 
    For all my lack of orgasm control I'd been well behaved under Dave's delightful onslaught. Okay, so I'd cum on her tongue half a dozen times but, tribbing-wise, I'd been a paragon of virtue. Now, watching her face as she beat me to the inevitable . . . 
 
    Well I raced up plateau after plateau, heading for the highest peaks. 
 
    Then Dave just stopped cumming and passed her orgasm to me. 
 
    Incredible though it seems, that's how it was. We were like Olympic relay runners handing over a baton. One moment it was hers, next it was mine. 
 
    It's easy to conclude I'm off in gaga-land but I'm not. To the end of my days I will swear that Dave handed that orgasm over to me. 
 
    And it was all the better for it. 
 
    Now that's what I call "sharing". 
 
    If I was making this up I'd lie and say we passed the same orgasm back and forth forever. But we did not. After sharing that amazing, mind-boggling experience we tribbed on, generally cumming in turns, occasionally cumming as one. 
 
    And take it from me; even if those subsequent cums lacked the allure of that passed-on one, they were all exceptionally good. 
 
    No, they were better than good, they were splendid. 
 
    Except "splendid" as a word can't begin to sum it up. 
 
    "Magnificent" doesn't even come close . . . 
 
    Around nine in the evening Dave suggested wine. 
 
    'I don't fancy the pub,' I answered dubiously. 
 
    'Don't worry; we're only going as far as my kitchen. Come on, shake a leg. We've got flowers to put in water.' 
 
    Naked, we went downstairs and encountered a problem: Dave didn't have a single vase. Neat and tidy as her home was, there was not a single ornament to be seen. Her décor was tasteful but no more than functional. If we'd been in search of any sort of IT kit we'd have been spoilt for choice, but vases were right out. 
 
    Conductive wires, adapters, things that normal folk couldn't even begin to describe . . . 
 
    Treasures from the Ming dynasty were rarer by far than anything ornamental in Dave's place. 
 
    And I admired her all the more for that. Hunters Farm isn't quite as Spartan as hers but it's along the same lines. I prefer mirrors to fancy pots and elaborate figurines. 
 
    Why pretend to be pretentious? Why not proudly be oneself. 
 
    In the end we compromised by using two wine carafes, one in the lounge and the other on Dave's kitchen table, six roses in each, all artistically arranged by me (as if I have one single artistic bone in my body). Then, parking our bums on wooden chairs at said table, we sipped chilled white. 
 
    And then I had her on the granite worktop. 
 
    How exquisite was that. It was the first time I'd tasted her and she tasted like nectar. Believe me, I could not get enough. 
 
    Setting off at right angles to the lie of the land I did my best to match her doctorate in you-know-what. Dave seemed to like that. She seemed to like being pushed through ninety degrees too. 
 
    Blowing my own trumpet, she seemed to like everything I did as an active lover. If she liked it half as much as I did . . . 
 
    Well, we'd have been two happy bunnies, wouldn't we? 
 
    And we were happy. We really, really were. 
 
    Eventually, burying her hands in my mane of black hair, she pulled my tongue up and away from my new very-best, friendliest, most receptive vagina. 
 
    'Bed,' she gasped. 'Let's go back to bed.' 
 
    Having the presence of mind to slurp down the dregs of my vino I nodded. 
 
    'Is it my turn?' 
 
    'You bet it is.' 
 
    'Have you got a toy drawer?' 
 
    'Yes, and you can use anything you like.' 
 
    'Ditching my empty glass I lifted her off her expensive work surface and grinned at her. 
 
    I was as sold on that suggestion as any girl has ever been. 
 
    Turned out Dave only had one toy drawer, but it was well stocked. I immediately homed on her pair of strapless devices. I had exactly the same models in my middle drawer except in different colours. Selecting the longer one (in a tasteful green) I pushed her down and shagged her. 
 
    And shagged her and shagged her and shagged her. 
 
    After seemingly hours she invited me to give her a spanking. Strangely reluctant, I kissed her ass instead. Then I took her from behind but in her fanny and very, very gently. 
 
    Well, firmly and powerfully, but gently at the same time. 
 
    Then she shoved me onto my back and rode me as if her life depended on it. 
 
    Wasn't she a good rider! Sometimes bolt upright, bouncing on me, sometimes horizontal, slowly grinding, sometimes somewhere in-between (co-incidentally permitting me to play with her erect nipples), she rode me every which way. 
 
    There's no exaggeration when I say she was good. I really get off on strapless affairs but I reckon it's better to receive, more or less. Not with Dave. No, with Dave it's just better, full stop. 
 
    Who knows what time it was when we finally came like twin volcanoes. She was still on top of me, I remember that. By then we were breathless, very weary and very, very happy. 
 
    'I love you,' I said, kissing up at her adorable snub of a nose. 
 
    'Huh,' she countered, evidently pre-warned, 'you say that to everyone.' 
 
    There was truth in that and I wasn't about to lie. 
 
    'I have enough love for zillions,' I said, 'but I want today to be special. I want today to be the start of something.' 
 
    Dave kissed my nose in her turn. 
 
    'I do too,' she whispered. 
 
    Then she fell asleep. 
 
    Perhaps five seconds later so did I. 
 
    Afterword 
 
    We woke late Sunday morning, ten thirty if not after. There on our backs, side by side, our hands already busy on each other, mine on her nipples, hers high on the inside of my thigh. 
 
    'Do you ever take off your glasses?' I wondered. 
 
    'No. I like to see what I'm doing, you very much included.' 
 
    I chuckled at that and assured her I liked to see everything she did too. 
 
    'Lots and lots,' I added, as if she wasn't already convinced. 
 
    'I wonder if those two got past your geese,' Dave said. 
 
    I'd forgotten all about "those two". And to be honest, at that moment I couldn't care less. 
 
    'Ask me if I'm bothered. We'll find out at noon, won't we? I won't give them brain space until then.' 
 
    Then Dave took me by surprise. 'I don't want to spend this afternoon with Lizzie,' she said. 
 
    That possibility hadn't previously occurred to me. I'd assumed that, as I'd set off with Lizzie, if the swap hadn't worked, I'd simply get her back. Swapping again, getting a third partner over a long and lusty weekend . . . 
 
    Well, the wanton whore in me agreed that the idea had its attractions. 
 
    Or did it? 
 
    'I want to stay here with you,' I told Dave. 'I don't care about geese or however much they have or have not enjoyed themselves. I want more, more, more.' 
 
    'Do you mean more, more, more of me?' 
 
    'Yes, yes, yes; a thousand times yes.' 
 
    'Is that to the extent of not turning up in the pub?' 
 
    I turned my head and kissed Dave. She sucked on my tongue and inched higher up my thigh. 
 
    'Bugger them,' she said after a blissful interlude. 'Let's stay here.' 
 
    I thrust my groin up against her hand and practically cooed. 
 
    'Here sounds good. Let's stay here forever.' 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 56 
 
    Eileen stood up, turned from her laptop, and began to tremble. What had she just done? And where did that confidence come from, that chutzpah? She knew better. She knew she was the world's least confident, shyest person, so this meeting was an impossibility. It couldn't happen. 
 
    But it was going to. And what's more, she wanted it to. This was something she had thought about for years, something she wanted to explore. And now that the opportunity was within reach, she was not going to let it slip away. So, she took a few deep breaths and started thinking about how best to use the hour and a quarter that she had. 
 
    She gave her place one more quick circuit of a check to see that it was, indeed, presentable and found it pleasing. She had a nice bottle of white chilling, along with some beers and knew she could throw some snacks together if need be. She went into her bedroom and started to choose something to wear but stopped and looked at her bed, wondering what, if anything, was about to happen there. 
 
    This was new and uncharted territory for her and she had finally gone looking for it in a chat room. A normal chat room (That just might be an oxymoron, she thought) with woman just riffing about any topic that came to mind. She and Sarah (with an --h, she had stated) had found each other in the course of the group chat and had gone off on their own verbal diagonal. It had been Sarah who had suggested that they leave the group and chat on their own, in private. Eileen had been delighted. The talk was easy, free-wheeling, and fun. 
 
    It had taken some time to broach the topic of sex. When it arrived, it had started with men -- discourses on guys the two of them had dated, liked, slept with, loved, and been burned by. Eileen might have embellished the limited experiences she had had with guys but she wanted to hang in the same league as Sarah. In truth, her shyness had tended to drive men away, particularly when things were approaching intimacy. Just three times had a relationship gotten to an actual sexual level and, in truth, none of the experiences had been earth-shaking for Eileen. It was enough to make her wonder if she should be looking elsewhere. 
 
    In their chat, Eileen eventually had dropped in a query concerning women as casually as she could. Like, had Sarah ever? Sarah had paused before answering and finally responded with what was probably the best answer she could have, from Eileen's point of view. "No. Not yet." 
 
    Thus began the fifteen minutes of flirting and both women knew where things were headed. They had happened onto the perfect storm. Two like-minded, similar-aged, well educated humans of the same sex, both exceedingly curious to see what all the fuss was about. The fact that they were in such close physical proximity just greased the wheels, so to speak. Instead of a leisurely, internet 'courtship', here was a chance to let it fly. Boom! 
 
    Of course, cyber-chemistry is one thing, thought Eileen. This could be a disaster. What if it's just obvious there's nothing going on? What if she freaked at the very thought and dissolved into a panic attack? Would she have the strength -- and tact -- to properly call things off? Well, that would be seen to, soon enough. For now, Eileen had to get herself ready. 
 
    A short distance away, Sarah was already well underway. A nearly scalding shower, featuring a thorough scrubbing of her medium length dark brown hair, had her feeling fresh and more than a little tingly. She applied her favorite scent -- judiciously, didn't want to blow the poor girl away -- and stepped into her prettiest pair of undergarments. Worn but once, bought on a trip to Montreal, the bra and panties were sheer, silky, and incredibly demur. God, how she loved them! She decided to go with casual tan slacks, a medium brown turtleneck, and a loose Irish knit pullover. The effect she wanted was effortless elegance. A check in the mirror brought forth a satisfied nod. It worked. She decided to bring a bottle of Prosecco that had been chilling in her fridge. Perhaps a toast to start the meeting would be a nice touch. With the bottle under her arm, Eileen's address in hand, she was off. 
 
    By now, Eileen had also showered and, looking at the clock, realized she had to stop dithering over her choice of apparel. Then, inspiration. She pulled out a loose, long peasant dress, all in dark blues and blacks, with muted streaks of magenta and yellow. It swayed a bit as Eileen moved and covered what she thought to be the sins of an extra pound or five she could do without. She went conservative underneath the dress, choosing a plain, but flattering, smoky-gray strapless bra and slightly darker boy-cut panties. Stockings or pantyhose would just be an encumbrance, she thought. The darkness of the dress provided lovely contrast to Eileen's shoulder length dark blonde hair. Like her ever-approaching guest to be, Eileen was pleased with her appearance. She forced herself to sit for a moment, then she walked to her front room window so she could catch a view of Sarah when she arrived. Wouldn't hurt, she thought. 
 
    Sarah inched her way through the moderate Saturday traffic and realized she was within five minutes of her destination. She was nervous and excited and turned on, all at once. Eileen and she had hit it off immediately on line and Sarah had really good feelings that this might work out. At the least, this one afternoon could satisfy a tickle that had existed for quite some time. She hadn't been totally honest when Eileen asked about her experiences with women, but it hadn't been much and had occurred far back enough that it was a faint, but pleasant memory. Sarah was ready for more. 
 
    The car, a modest steel blue sedan, pulled into the one available space across the street from Eileen's house. As she watched from a discreetly parted curtain, Eileen saw the young woman climb out of her seat, stand with her back to the car, and look toward her. How pretty, she thought. And she's coming to be with me. Sarah thought she saw an image behind a second-floor window but couldn't be sure. Taking a deep breath, she looked both ways and crossed to her destination. 
 
    Eileen forced herself to count to five before answering the doorbell's ring. She swung the door open and hostess and guest exchanged their first glances. 
 
    "Hi, come on in," said Eileen, with the slightest nervous catch in her throat. 
 
    Sarah crossed the threshold and turned to face Eileen, separated by a few feet. Both women smiled and it was Sarah who opened her arms and made the first approach. "I believe I remember suggesting something," she said softly and Eileen was nodding with a smile as their faces closed and their lips met. 
 
    Both Eileen and Sarah were bombarded with random thoughts as the kiss happened. They were struck by their similar heights, by the mingled fragrances, by the softness of the other woman's lips, and by the wonderfully pleasant feeling that each was sharing. Lips parted slightly, a fleeting encounter between tongue tips, and then it was over. 
 
    "That was a really fine idea," purred Eileen. "Welcome to my home. Come." She led Sarah into her cozy living room. 
 
    "This is lovely," said Sarah, and she meant it. "Do you own it?" 
 
    "Thanks. No, I rent it from my aunt and uncle. I'd love to buy a house but it's going to be a while. I'm still paying college loans and will be for quite some time." 
 
    As they chatted, trying to get comfortable in the somewhat nervous atmosphere, both were happy to note something that they couldn't tactfully voice. Each found the other to be attractive - pretty even. But, not so stunning that they had to feel worried that they might be a disappointment to the other. In other words, they were a really good match. Two nice-looking girls, period. Sarah had the off-beat recollection of playing tennis with players both a lot better and a lot worse at the game than she was. It had been no fun for anyone involved. This looked far more promising. 
 
    Eileen gratefully accepted the Prosecco and suggested opening it so they could share a toast. They sat in two living room chairs arranged in a right angle and touched the fluted glasses with a clink. 
 
    "To chat rooms," began Sarah. 
 
    "To good fortune in our chat room," replied Eileen, and they sipped. 
 
    "To proximity and coincidence." 
 
    "Yes! And to new experience." Another sip. "You kiss really nicely." 
 
    "Thank you. So do you." Sarah put her glass down and leaned across the space to help herself to another of those kisses. This one lasted a bit longer and grew deeper and more liquid in nature as it went on. Hands remained uninvolved. 
 
    "Am I really your first girl?" Eileen asked, breathily. "You're so good at this." 
 
    Sarah decided to share a bit. "Well, I have kissed a girl before. My college roommate and I got drunk one night and she grabbed me and kissed me. I was drunk enough to kiss her back but that was it." That wasn't it. It had gone on for the better part of an hour and had led to some pretty liberal exploration of young bodies but Sarah decided that could stay locked away. It had stayed active in her memory for the past eight years and was one reason she had gone looking for the situation in which she found herself now. This time, she planned to have her wits about her, so after one more sip of the sparkly Italian white, she put the glass down. "What about you, Eileen. Never? Really?" 
 
    "No, I swear." Eileen blushed. "I'm not a prude, really. I just . . ." She didn't know what to say. How to express the fact that she had wanted this experience for years, had always harbored a desire to know what a woman's touch was like? Now, at 26, opportunity had knocked and she wanted to make the lack of experience something in the past tense. "I'm just hoping we can maybe explore, and learn, together. If you still want to." 
 
    By way of answering, Sarah stood and extended her hand. "Why don't you take me on a house tour? I don't need to see all the rooms." Eileen understood perfectly and stood as well. She leaned in for another kiss and, this time, hooked her arm around Sarah's neck and softly took it in her hand, leaning into her as the kiss deepened. Their bodies now touched for the first time and Eileen was struck at the uniqueness of feeling the imprint of another woman's breasts on hers. Sarah's hands had met in the small of Eileen's back and were gently urging her closer. After minutes of grinding against one another, the two women moved hand in hand from the living room. 
 
    "Well, that's my kitchen," noted Eileen, in a distinctly shaky voice, as they moved toward the central staircase. "It's small but functional." 
 
    "Very nice. I like the counter tops." Truly, Sarah couldn't have cared less about the kitchen and she subtly urged her tour guide toward the stairs. Up they climbed. 
 
    Eileen motioned to a room to the right of the stair top and explained, "That's my spare bedroom. I pretty much use it as a closet and computer room." 
 
    "Is that where you were when we chatted?" 
 
    "Yes. Maybe I should install a commemorative plaque," Eileen answered with mock gravitas. 
 
    "No, I think if there's going to be a plaque, it'll be elsewhere," responded Sarah, coyly. "Let me guess. Master bedroom over yonder?" 
 
    It was indeed Eileen's bedroom and she nodded as she opened the door to it. She didn't feel any response was necessary and, besides, she found herself having difficulty articulating cogent thoughts. Hand in hand, the two women, practically throbbing in anticipation, crossed into the room. 
 
    It was a pretty, bright room, Sarah noted, tastefully decorated in an understated, modern style. The furnishings were Nordic in appearance and she guessed someone had made several trips to Ikea. The platform-style bed was low and large, likely queen size. It was topped with a rustic quilt in muted shades of rust and dark brown. In all, it was extremely inviting and Sarah told her hostess so. Eileen smiled in thanks and the two stood facing each other - for a moment, not quite knowing how to move forward. 
 
    Eileen spoke first. "This seems really odd. I didn't know you a few hours ago, but here we are . . . in my bedroom . . . and I'm comfortable with this whole thing. I just don't know how . . . skilled I'm going to be." She had actually surprised herself by being so forthright and verbal. This constituted a major victory over her innate shyness. 
 
    Sarah reached out and took both of Eileen's hands in hers. "Eileen. If it makes you feel any better, I promise, I'm nervous, too. But, I knew as soon as I walked in the front door that this was right. You're everything I could ask for and I think we just need to relax and enjoy. That's all, just enjoy. Nothing we're going to do is going to hurt us. Let's just . . . savor." With that, she moved forward and freed her hands so that she could place them on Eileen's shoulders. She initiated a kiss and, as it took place, Sarah was able to work her fingertips under the elasticized neckline of Eileen's dress until her shoulders were bare. She rubbed into her partner's delicate skin in a rhythm that peaked and ebbed with the thrusts of the kiss. Eileen heard soft moans and realized that she was the one making the sounds. It just felt so good. So soft and smooth and, frankly, delicious. She'd never received feminine kisses before and she was loving them in every way. 
 
    The women eventually found themselves sitting on the edge of the bed, Eileen's hands pushing against Sarah's thighs, Sarah's still working on those gorgeous shoulders. They broke for a needed breath of air and eyes locked, full of heat. "This dress is driving me crazy," muttered Sarah. "It's just begging me to get it out of the way." 
 
    "Please do," Eileen whispered. "Hurry." She stood and positioned her arms at her sides. Sarah rose just enough to bring her head to Eileen's neck level and slowly pulled with both hands. The elastic of the top was loose enough that Sarah was able to stretch it out beyond the end of Eileen's shoulders. She then slowly began sliding the dress lower, pulling it toward her to clear the bra that was mere inches in front of Sarah's face. She continued pulling, oh so slowly. Was that Eileen's heart, or hers, she could hear pounding as she moved south? Sarah spread the wonderfully generous elastic hem wide enough to clear Eileen's hips. Sarah lowered herself in tandem with the downward movement of her arms until she was kneeling in front of Eileen, a collection of dress material pooled around the young woman's ankles. Eileen stepped away from the dress and casually pushed it aside with her foot. She found herself standing, clad only in bra and panties, in front of a fully clothed Sarah whose nose was practically poking her in the navel. 
 
    Sarah ran her hands up the outsides of Eileen's legs. "You're so pretty," she cooed. She could feel goose bumps rise on Eileen's legs. Sarah turned her head so that the side of her face rested on Eileen's tummy and she enclosed her lower body in a soft embrace. Eileen was softly stroking Sarah's hair and feeling there was no reason to hurry that which was feeling quite perfect. Finally, though, Sarah stood and said, "It appears I'm really overdressed. Help me?" 
 
    Eileen needed little urging. She pulled the sweater over Sarah's head and assisted as she wiggled out of the turtleneck. Eileen's eyes widened at the sight of Sarah's beautiful little bra and she hurriedly helped work the slacks from her legs. The matching panties made quite a picture and Eileen couldn't help but step back to admire the garments. "Oh my gosh. Those are just gorgeous, Sarah! Where did you get them?" 
 
    Sarah played model, doing a languid 360, revealing the ultra-sheer nature of the set. Her nipples were quite visible through the gossamer fabric and a the inverse triangle at the juncture of her legs was only partly concealed by the panties. She answered, "They're Parisian but I got them in a boutique in Montreal. A real splurge but, for this moment, utterly worth it. Agree?" 
 
    Eileen nodded. "Oh, yes. We just need to make sure they don't get hurt." 
 
    Sarah laughed. "Well, that's up to you. Be gentle." She then felt compelled to note, "Eileen. You look wonderful. Your body . . ." For, indeed, she did. Her figure was more rounded than Sarah's but to call her Rubenesque would be a stretch. Curvy, in the best way, was more like it. Sarah found her eyes riveted to Eileen's chest, breasts full and round and begging to be freed and caressed. 
 
    The two young women then fell back to the bed and embraced. Kisses now took on more urgency. Eileen knew she was fully intent of going through with this now. Any shyness or nerves had melted away in the presence of this sweet, sensitive woman who had done so much to make Eileen feel relaxed. Lying side by side with Sarah felt like the most natural thing in the world. Stretched out, on their sides, facing each other, they took their time exploring the curves and swells at arms' reach. Eileen observed, as she ran her finger down the length of Sarah's leg, "You're so hot. I mean, literally. It feels like you're on fire. Feel how cold I am." 
 
    "Hmm. Yes, you are. What can I do to change that?" Sarah sat forward and put her open mouth on Eileen's outer thigh. She exhaled a hot breath and looked up to see if she had earned a reaction. Eileen quivered and sighed, "Oh please, don't stop." Sarah gladly obliged and began covering her bedmate in kisses -- up and down her legs and then on her stomach. Eileen lay back and luxuriated in the heavenly feeling of being vanquished. It was when Sarah sat up and straddled her midsection that Eileen began to feel the first bit of trepidation. Now what, she thought? 
 
    Sarah sensed her anxiety and calmed her with a smile and, "Don't worry, sweetie. Nothing but good, I promise." A kiss on the lips, followed by a trail of kisses down Eileen's neck and onto her upper chest led Sarah to the valley between Eileen's breasts, which were still enclosed in the bra. Sarah sat up and looked Eileen in the eye as she gently urged her forward by her shoulders and reached behind her. Eileen offered no resistance and inhaled deeply as she heard the two muffled snapping sounds from behind her. She sat still as Sarah brought the two sides of material forward and let them drop away, allowing Eileen's breasts to spill out of their constraints. Sarah gazed lustily at the treasures on display and used her hands to cup them on their undersides. Eileen thought her heart would explode. 
 
    "Oh, so perfect," said Sarah, as she massaged, bringing her thumbs up to rub the rosy nipples. Eileen's head rolled from side to side as she realized she had never been so turned on in her life. It got better, significantly better, when Sarah lowered her mouth to her left breast and began to gently suck and tweak on the very erect tip. Eileen's legs were now making involuntary scissors-like movements and her fingernails were digging into the mattress. She was being taken somewhere else, somewhere she never wanted to leave. 
 
    Sarah went back and forth, giving equal attention to Eileen's breasts. She couldn't get enough and would tweak one nipple while sucking the other. She knew what a reaction she was getting and loved what she was doing to her willing partner. It was time, she realized, to share the sensation. 
 
    So, Sarah sat up and, again maintaining a most sensual eye contact, undid her own bra and allowed it to flutter to the bed. Her breasts were considerably smaller than Eileen's but fit her frame perfectly. She sat over Eileen and, taking the two mounds in her hands, asked, "Like them?" Eileen nodded feverishly and Sarah sat forward, offering them to her. A tentative reach of her right hand and Eileen was in contact with another woman's breast for the first time. She caressed it as Sarah softly cooed. And then she kissed it. And sucked it. And surrounded it with every form of attention she could. And then the other one, all the time asking herself, "What took me so long? My, God, this is fantastic!" This tribute went on for rapturous minutes. 
 
    Just one thing remained in the way - one more material boundary in the form of two pairs of panties guarding the most private of feminine regions. Sarah was ready to cross that line and put it to Eileen in the form of a question. "Are you ready, Eileen? Ready and willing to move on?" Eileen gave an action answer, lifting her hips from the bed and sliding her hands under the hem of her panties. She pulled them down quickly, realizing a slow approach might lead to second thoughts. When the panties were gone, she lay there, totally exposed, and surprisingly comfortable under Sarah's examination. Her wiry dark-brown pubic hair was trimmed neatly to a small triangle above her pussy lips and seemed to point the way to Sarah's target area. 
 
    Sarah didn't say a word. She simply mimicked the action and joined Eileen in total nakedness. Sarah turned so that the two women's bodies were reversed and each had a view of the other. Eileen took advantage of the situation and studied the clean shaven Sarah, all the while wanting to explore what she could now see. But, Sarah had other ideas first. 
 
    "Touch yourself, Eileen. Show me how you like it. I'll do the same." With that, she brought her right hand to her lips and immersed three fingertips in her mouth. Slowly, she opened her legs just enough to reveal the pink cleft which parted invitingly and touched her fingers to it. Her head went back for a moment and a soft murmur escaped her lips. It was the single sexiest thing Eileen had ever witnessed. She was so taken by it she didn't even realize that her own hand had made a similar journey. No saliva was needed as Eileen's finger slipped effortlessly into her oh-so-moist center. A guttural, "Ohhhhhh," was all she could say and she knew that an orgasm would be the easiest thing to achieve. But, why hurry? Instead, why not just look at Sarah and revel in the beauty of this moment? It really was quite a sight, the mirror image of two beautiful young bodies being self-pleasured while on display for a willing partner. As they continued their actions, Sarah moved forward to kiss Eileen's knee and the erotic level just heightened. Her eyes closed, Eileen gave in to the rolling waves of pleasure. Those eyes opened, however, when she realized the finger that was pleasuring her labial lips was no longer alone. It had been joined by one of Sarah's and, indeed, was being pushed aside as the insistent new digit sought, and found, the little nub that was the center of Eileen's sexual core. 
 
    "She's touching me," thought Eileen. "Her finger is inside me. Oh. Ohhh, it feels so good." Sarah's touch was gentle and rhythmic, slowly moving in and out and widening from side to side. She put special emphasis on finding and caressing Eileen's clit, using tiny circular thrusts on the highly sensitive nub. 
 
    Sarah knew she was in control of the situation and should take the lead. So she sat up and urged Eileen to lie flat. "Let me do you." It was a simple request, maybe a bit coarse, but Eileen was happy to comply. She lay back on her pillow and stared at the stunning sight of this woman -- whom she had not known four hours ago -- kneeling above her, totally ready and planning to service her sexually. 
 
    Sarah looked back at Eileen, loving what she saw. She took hold of Eileen's left knee and gently pulled it outward. This gave her room to crawl between Eileen's legs. She stared down at a very excited young woman, her body writhing, eyes half-lidded in outright lust. Eileen opened her legs wider, inviting Sarah to do with her what she would. Sarah kneeled and leaned forward, bringing her hand up to Eileen's pussy lips. She gently rubbed around them -- teasing, coming ever so close -- but always pulling back just enough. When she did strike, it was sudden and firm, two fingers finding the slit and pushing into the sodden wetness. Eileen gasped and instinctively tightened on the digits, rhythmically riding them up and down. Sarah came closer and soon her head was right above the spot. She knew what she wanted to do and trusted that Eileen wouldn't object. So, she slid her fingers out and used both thumbs to press into the lips, spreading them, before bringing her mouth to the scene. 
 
    Eileen gasped and lifted her head from the pillow. Oh what a sight she beheld! She was receiving oral sex. From a woman. And, she couldn't believe it. And, she was loving it. The sight of Sarah, engrossed in her task, licking away, was stunning. Her eyes were looking up at Eileen's face and the expression was one of supreme focus. Her tongue was making slow lapping strokes the length of her slit, always making contact with her clit as she completed the move. Eileen could feel that Sarah was doing this for her, to allow her to experience a wonderful first time. And, oh how she was succeeding. Eileen wondered if she'd be able to repay her in kind but pushed that thought away. For now, she decided just to enjoy, to luxuriate in this throbbing, thrilling madness. 
 
    Sarah, meanwhile, was loving her role. The taste of a woman -- at least this woman -- was intoxicating. And, so moist. She just wanted to keep on licking up the juices and increase Eileen's pleasure. At one point, she decided to add a finger to the mix, thrusting it slowly in and out while using her mouth above it on the pearl that had seemingly doubled in size. The effect was immediate. Eileen's soft whimpers grew louder and her bottom lifted from the bed, her pussy pushing into Sarah, begging for more. 
 
    "Oh, God, oh Sarah, oh my God! This . . . is . . . incredible. Don't stop, don't ever stop." Sarah somehow managed to smile with her tongue inside Eileen and thought that it would take an army to get her to stop. And then, the moment was at hand. Eileen's breathing changed, turning into short gasps, and guttural moans became heightened. "Oh, now," she sighed, and fingers and tongue did their job, increasing the rate and thrusting against the pounding they were receiving from a woman in the throes of an earth-shattering orgasm. Eileen grabbed the side of her pillow and covered her face, screaming into it as she came, exploding in a daze of colors and lightning bolts. On and on it went, as she rubbed herself into Sarah's face, wanting to ride the crest as long as she could. Finally, she stopped dead and fell backward, releasing her joy-giver from her clutches. Her chest heaving, Eileen lay back and gasped for air. 
 
    Sarah couldn't help thinking, "Not bad, kiddo. I think you did it right," as she ran her hand across her mouth, a mouth coated with Eileen's juices. Her jaw was a bit sore but, as she worked it back and forth, she knew it had been worth it. She crawled up the bed and gave Eileen the most proper kiss imaginable on her cheek and lay down beside her. Repayment could wait. They both needed a moment. 
 
    Surprisingly, it was Eileen who stirred first. "Okay," she said, half gasping, "it's official. You lied to me. No one could be that skilled on their first time. You're amazing." 
 
    Sarah smiled. "Well, if it was your first time, how would you know whether I was good or not?" She paused and then shook her head, adding, "All right. You got me. I told you about my roommate. Well, it didn't stop with the kissing. We got pretty hot and heavy. But, really, I don't remember much. It was years ago and I was plenty toasted." 
 
    "Then, how did you know? I mean . . . you pushed all my right buttons. Literally." 
 
    "Eileen, be honest. Haven't you ever checked out things on line? I refer to those little films that I prefer to call erotica. I hate the word porn! You can learn a lot about techniques, including girls with girls." 
 
    Eileen looked shocked. "Omigod, no! I'd be afraid I'd get caught by some national porn board or my computer would explode or something! I couldn't." She calmed down a bit and smiled, saying, "I'm kind of glad you're so brave, though. Problem is, there's no way I can match what you just did." 
 
    Sarah propped herself up on her elbow, looked into Eileen's eyes and said, "Whatever you're comfortable with, sweetie. I was just happy to make you happy." 
 
    Eileen sat up, faced Sarah, and took her by the shoulders. "Happy? My, what an understatement. Well, ready or not, here I come." She leaned in and kissed Sarah, noticing immediately that her own scent remained on the other woman's lips and, more so, on her tongue. Eileen wasn't put off by it but, instead, was determined to see if Sarah's womanly scent was the same. 
 
    She stayed on that mouth for a bit, hating to say good bye. Then she began to kiss her way lower, taking quite a bit of time with fluttery kisses on the neck, as that was a favorite receiving area of her own. Sarah seemed to be responding favorably, judging by her little sighs and head rotations. Onward and downward went Eileen, paying homage to Sarah's sweet little breasts with sucking and licking and the tiniest hint of biting. "Yeah, this is new to you," moaned Sarah, with a hint of skepticism. "Hah!" 
 
    Eileen was truly enjoying herself. She was unused to being in a position of command and loved the feeling of strength it gave her. She kissed on lower now, starting with the underside of Sarah's breasts and on to her tight stomach. She allowed her right hand to move on further south, finding Sarah's labial lips, stroking them softly as if to say, "Here I come, get ready." Sarah, meanwhile, was looking down at the highly erotic sight of Eileen's full breasts swaying above her. She reached for them briefly and was able to give them a quick but firm squeeze. 
 
    And then, there Eileen was, her eyes wide open as she stared, inches from another woman's private parts. She so wanted to do this right and started by exploiting a little white lie of her own. Eileen had, in actuality, checked out more than one erotic video and had picked up an idea or two. She started by kneeling beside Sarah and using her hand to gently pinch those lips, almost daring the clit to pop from its protective sheath. Sarah's intake of breath let Eileen know her actions were having the desired effect. She lowered her head until she was close enough to blow a stream of air on the area and took a first, tentative lick at the baby smooth skin. She worked her finger in and followed it with her tongue. Eileen was licking a woman's pussy and loving every moment. She was using both hands to spread Sarah wider and started using her tongue like a mini-cock, in and out, in and out. She felt her own passions growing as Sarah's arousal became more and more obvious. The pushing at the back of Eileen's head told her that Sarah wanted more -- deeper and harder. When her tongue isolated Sarah's clit, she made every move she could think of, surrounding it with swirls and sucks and probing darts. Sarah's legs, bent at the knee, thrashed about and told Eileen what was coming. Namely, Sarah, who was kind enough to announce the fact, thusly, "Oh, Eileen! I'm . . . I'm . . . there! Oh, oh, oh . . . OH!" She stiffened, her toes digging into the mattress as her heels lifted. A marked increase in wetness and an electric-like quivering at the area under Eileen's soaked mouth brought Sarah's grand moment to a heavenly, and prolonged, climax. 
 
    Eileen moved immediately so that they were side by side and wrapped her arms around Sarah who returned the gesture. They lay wordless, two hearts pounding. Their bodies damp with perspiration, sated and more than happy to close their eyes and take in what they had just experienced. 
 
    About ten minutes passed and Sarah opened her eyes to find Eileen's focused on her. They exchanged beatific smiles that told a story. Both women were comfortable and not at all regretful of what had transpired. Sarah reached across and cleared a stray lock of hair from Eileen's forehead. "Hi," she purred as she did so. 
 
    Eileen sighed and answered, "Hi yourself." After a pause, she asked, "Was I dreaming?" 
 
    "No, Eileen. That was no dream. Just dreamlike. I have to tell you something." 
 
    "Oh?" Eileen was suddenly worried. She needn't have been. 
 
    Sarah hesitated, trying to find the appropriate words. Finally, she forged on. "You need to know. That's not always that easy for me." Eileen looked quizzical. "I just mean . . . cumming . . . orgasming isn't something that just happens for me. I don't think . . . no. I know I've never been so sexually excited in my life. I need to say thanks." She looked a bit embarrassed but was glad she had said it. 
 
    Eileen hardly knew how to respond. "Sarah, I'm . . . honored. Really. But, it's me who should be thanking you. That was just incredible." She leaned across and kissed Sarah, briefly but fervently. Then a hug that felt heavenly for the two of them. "Hey. You haven't seen my bathroom yet. There's a shower in there plenty big enough for two. Care to?" 
 
    "I'm guessing we could both use a shower but I hate to give up the smell of you on me," Sarah replied. 
 
    "I think you'll be wearing Au d'Eileen again, at least I hope so. Come," said Eileen, taking her hand and leading her to the shower, strangers no more. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 57 
 
    I was bent over at the waist with my head under the hood of a brand new Porsche. I finished working on the alternator and closed the hood. When, to my great surprise, there was a gorgeous woman walking towards me. She looked about my age (26); about 5'3", long curly blonde hair, legs for miles, nice tits. (I'm 5'9" and I have straight black hair and bright green eyes.) She was a stunning woman in general but she didn't look too happy. 
 
    "Uh, excuse me, I'm looking Frankie Cara...co...lo..." She stuttered and looked severely embarrassed and pretty pissed to boot. She had gorgeous bright blue eyes that made me stare. 
 
    "Caracciolo?" I asked with a smile. 
 
    "Yeah that." She had an arrogance about her that was annoying but I liked her anyway, I can't explain it. She looked like a spoiled little rich girl. She was wearing tight designer jeans, a top that probably cost several hundreds of dollars and her shoes would probably cost the average American a few paychecks. She was dripping with diamonds. A choker with enough diamonds to pay for a house adorned her neck. A solid platinum and diamond tennis bracelet made its home on her wrist and her earlobes were blessed with several carats as well. 
 
    "I'm Francesca Caracciolo, Frankie to most. How can I help you?" I leaned on the car behind me and watched the woman. I wasn't dressed as nicely as she was but I wasn't too bad. I wore jeans and a plain white tank top. Thankfully I hadn't been under any cars it was still white for the time being. 
 
    "You?" She was dumbstruck. "Look, I was told I was coming to find some supposed Car God not Auto-Sport Barbie. I really don't want a pretty little girl playing dress-up to work on my car." She was being a real bitch and it made me laugh... and kind of want to hit her with a wrench at the same time. 
 
    "What do you do, Miss...?" 
 
    "Roberts, Lauryn Roberts, and I'm an account manager." She answered smugly. 
 
    "Well Ms. Roberts, I own this shop and I don't know about being a 'car god' but I'm very good at what I do. I work here because I want to not because I have to. So if you need something please get on with it, if not feel free to get the hell out and get back to your account managing." I smiled and nodded before moving around to other side of the Porsche so I could test it out. I sat in the small car and pressed the ignition button. Like clockwork it fired right up and purred beautifully when I pressed the gas pedal a bit. Lauryn was flabbergasted by the way I had spoken to her. She had probably never been spoken to like that in her entire life. 
 
    "I'm sorry; I'm just having a bad day. I'm usually not such a bitch." Lauryn walked over to the driver's side of the Porsche and leaned on the door so she could look at me. "I'm having some car trouble; could you please give me a hand?" 
 
    I couldn't contain my grin. "Let me move this car then I can get your car in here and see if we can't have you out of here before the end of the day." I drove the little sports car to the adjacent building, the indoor parking lot. I parked the bright yellow Porsche at the end of the row and I walked out to meet Lauryn. We walked to the outdoor parking lot and I looked at the cars for a moment. 
 
    "Let me guess, you're the white Mercedes." I told her with a bit of a laugh. She looked surprised but nodded. 
 
    "Yeah, how did you know?" She handed me the keys and I drove her car into the main garage in the spot that was reserved for me to work in. 
 
    "I see people with nice cars in here all the time, especially beautiful women. I practically knew before you walked in." We got out and I shut the door. 
 
    "I've been having a problem with the..." 
 
    "The brakes. I can feel it." I finished her sentence effortlessly. "I think there's something up with the engine too. Something doesn't feel right." 
 
    "Uhh, okay." Lauryn nodded and watched me for a moment. 
 
    I waved over two of the other mechanics. "Mike, Rich, do me a favor and get new brake pads on this Mercedes. Oh and run diagnostics on the engine, something is up with it. I need it done ASAP." 
 
    "Sure thing, Frankie." They said in unison. I tossed them the keys then gestured for Lauryn to follow me into my lush office. I sat behind my desk and Lauryn sat in a cushy chair opposite me. 
 
    "How much is this going to cost me?" Lauryn asked after a moment of silence. 
 
    I laughed and shook my head a bit. "Without looking at the books to check the exact prices I would say roughly $200 per brake and about $20 dollars for an oil change, not including labor." I looked at her for minute. I knew what I was going to say but I had no idea why I wanted to say it. "But dinner with me wouldn't cost you a cent." 
 
    "Excuse me!" Lauryn had a semi offended look on her face but I knew better. I had seen her checking me out. 
 
    "You're excused." I was amused by her level of indignation. Who was she kidding? Not me, that's for damn sure. 
 
    "I'm not a..." 
 
    "Lesbian?" I laughed again and shook my head slightly at her. "Of course you're not. I watched you check me out. I'm only asking you to come out with me for dinner. One meal. It will be about two hours of your life." 
 
    "I don't know..." Just as she was about to speak I hear a knock on the door then Rich entered the room. He was a short shy man but brilliant when it came to cars. 
 
    "Frankie, I ran the diagnostics like you asked. I don't think it has ever had an oil change. I'm going to have to flush the whole engine tomorrow." 
 
    "Damn it!" Lauryn groaned and shook her head. 
 
    "Do you have any plans tonight Rich?" I asked, knowing full well he didn't. He was a single man who was far too nervous to go out and do anything fun. 
 
    "Nah, Frankie, I don't have thing to do." Rich looked a little embarrassed but didn't let on too much. 
 
    "It's four o'clock. If that car is ready to get out of here by seven then I'll give you the usual overtime bonus in cash." I told him calmly. I felt bad for Lauryn and worst case scenario I would've done it myself. Lauryn had come in for brakes and needed her whole engine flushed. It was a bit overwhelming to say the least. 
 
    "No problem, Frankie. You don't have to pay me anything extra, it's no big deal." Rich smiled and left the room swiftly. 
 
    "It's going to take him at least a couple of hours. You can sit in here awkwardly or you can come and have a nice meal with me. Choice is yours." I stood up and grabbed my leather jacket then headed for the door. Lauryn paused for a second but I assume she didn't like the thought of being alone because she jumped up and followed me. She silently trailed behind me as I walked to the parking garage where I kept my cars. 
 
    "Which one is yours?" Lauryn asked as she looked over each of the cars that were nestled securely in the back corner of the garage. 
 
    "All four are mine." I told her as I stood back and watched her amazement. "Which one do you want to go in?" 
 
    "Oh, I don't care. It's all the same to me." She shrugged and played indifferent but I knew better, she had an opinion and I wanted to know it. I had a feeling. I walked up behind her pointed to the first car. My arm brushed her shoulder. Lauryn flinched slightly but didn't move away. 
 
    "The black one with the white stripe is a 1970 Plymouth Barracuda." I whispered slightly close to her ear. I had a few inches on her so I was right next to her face. I moved my arm slightly and pointed her towards the next car. "That red one is a 1970 Chevrolet Chevelle." She nodded weakly and I moved down the line. "That dark green one is a 1969 Mustang Mach 1." I moved once more and got to the end of the line. "And that little black one right there is a 2011 BMW M3. You pick. I drive. We eat." 
 
    "The green one is nice." Lauryn said with a slight stutter and I noticed her face was flushed. I knew I was getting to her. 
 
    "Nice choice." I grabbed her hand and pulled her towards the car. I opened her door for her then went over to my side. The Mustang was a great car and a great pick by her. I drove out of the parking building carefully but once on the road I let the car do the driving. I kept a decent speed and pulled up to one of my favorite Italian restaurants. We walked in and, after a reasonable wait; the maître d gave us a great little table that I had used many times, both alone and with company. We ordered quickly and our plates were brought to us rapidly. She drank a white wine and I chose a simple sparkling water. 
 
    I laughed as we joked about a man who we had seen ogling a waitress. 
 
    "See coming out with me isn't so bad." 
 
    "No it isn't. Listen Francesca..." 
 
    "Frankie." 
 
    Lauryn smile and started again. "Frankie, I want to apologize for being so mean to you earlier. I was being a bitch and you didn't deserve it." She honestly looked sorry. 
 
    "Don't worry... I got you to come out with me anyway." I grabbed her hand and squeezed it softly. I expected her to pull from me but she didn't. She just grinned back at me and chuckled. 
 
    The rest of the meal went effortlessly. We joked and laughed as if we had been old friends. I couldn't believe how comfortable she was with me. I had expected her to be silent and awkward but she seemed to be relaxed and at ease with me. I really did like her more than I thought I would. I had initially asked her out because I liked the challenge but the more our 'date' went on the more I genuinely enjoyed her company. She wasn't nearly as uptight or pretentious as I had imagined. I couldn't believe I was... dare I say it, falling for her. I tried not to think about that. It frightened me. I looked at my watch and realized it was 7:50. We had been at the restaurant for hours. Lauryn and I finished up at the restaurant then I drove her back to the garage. Her car was waiting right where I had left it and there was a note attached to the windshield. 'Frankie, the car is done. I hope you had a nice time and please don't worry about any extra money. It was my pleasure to help out. Love Rich. P.S. Congrats she is totally hot.' I laughed at the note then grabbed the keys from the key-locker for her. 
 
    "Here you go princess." I laughed as I placed them gingerly into her opened hand. "Now you don't have to deal with a pretty little girl playing dress-up anymore." 
 
    "Oh jeez Frankie, I'm sorry about that. I... It wasn't... I didn't know you..." 
 
    "I'll forgive you if you go out with me again." I waited for the inevitable argument from her. But I was surprised once again. 
 
    "Alright." She said. Then she paused for a moment and walked towards me a bit. "Frankie, I'm really not a lesbian. I don't know about all of this." 
 
    "It's no different from regular dates except it's with me and not some guy. Relax Lauryn, you worry too much." I leaned in swiftly and kissed her cheek. She looked severely shocked but said nothing. Then she just smiled and nodded. I reached into my purse and grabbed one of my business cards. I scribbled my cell phone number on the back of it. "Now go home and relax. Have some wine or a bubble bath or whatever it is that you enjoy then call me. We'll make plans. Or you can drive away and throw the card out the window. It's up to you." 
 
    "I'll call you." She snapped suddenly as if to calm any 'worry' I had about her not calling. Trust me, I knew she would call. I could see it written all over her face. 
 
    "Alright, that's great." I flashed a knowing smile then looked over at the car. It was sort of the uncomfortable moment when neither of us really wanted to leave but we both knew we had to. 
 
    "Good night Lauryn." I whispered softly as I leaned onto the open door. 
 
    "Good night Frankie, I'll talk to you soon." 
 
    For not being a lesbian she sure was interested in talking with me again. I had really lucked out with her. She wasn't as bad as I had thought at first. Rough around the edges, yes, but there was definite potential with her. It might work out, but then again she hadn't ever been with a woman and she hadn't seemed too interested in the beginning. But honestly there was no way to tell the future. I would give it a go and see where everything turned out. 
 
    I hopped into my car and drove home in a dash. I owned a cute little two story house in a quiet little neighborhood with fabulous neighbors. The house was expensive due to its location but it was well worth it. I was close to work and had 1700 square feet all for me. Three bedrooms, two bathrooms, two car garage and a swimming pool were all perfect for me. When I got home I opened a bottle of my favorite red wine and ran myself a bath. It had definitely been an interesting day. When the water reached the perfect temperature I dropped the drain stopper and watched it fill with the hot water. Steam rose from the surface. I added bubbles and kept an eye on the water level. With the click of the remote, soft music was playing in the background. A few candles added to the mix and I was totally ready to relax and unwind. I peeled my cute leather boots from my feet and freed my aching toes. My jeans, although more fashionable than ugly overalls, they did get awfully hot and stuffy. The white tank top and jacket were simple and the most comfortable part of my wardrobe. My bra and underwear came off last and I was ready for my bath. I used my foot to turn off the water then I was free to enjoy the silence... for about 12 seconds before my cell phone rang. I reached over and pulled it out of my jeans pocket. 
 
    'Hello?' 
 
    'Hi, Frankie? This is Lauryn... Lauryn Roberts.' 
 
    'Oh, hey.' 
 
    'Well, you told me to call you so I am. I hope this isn't a bad time. I wasn't sure if you wanted me to wait until later or...' 
 
    'Don't worry about. Now is fine. So I'm assuming this means you are willing to go out with me again.' 
 
    '... I'd like that a lot.' 
 
    'Fantastic. Come by the shop tomorrow at about 6. I'll take you to a fabulous restaurant. Best you've ever been to.' 
 
    'How should I dress? It is formal or semi formal or...' 
 
    'Lauryn, babe, you really need to relax. Dress the way you were today.' 
 
    'Okay.' 
 
    'Alright. I look forward to seeing you.' 
 
    'Me too.' 
 
    'Night, Lauryn.' 
 
    'Good night.' 
 
    I laughed and shook my head at her. She was so uptight. She seemed to worry about everything. I would have to work on that and I totally planned to. I finished up my bath sooner than I had intended. Thoughts of Lauryn inhibited any real relaxation so I gave up. I crawled into the sheets and sought some relief by means of sleep, but still I thought of her way too much. I don't know when I finally fell asleep but I knew it was in the early hours of the morning. The next day at work went better. I was able to focus on two highly expensive cars that demanded my complete focus. 6 o'clock rolled around sooner than I thought and I was slightly breathless when Lauryn walked up to me and put her hand on my arm. I hadn't seen her so I was a bit shocked by the sudden touch. Lauryn just smiled and looked at me silently. 
 
    "Oh god, Lauryn I'm so sorry. I completely lost track of time." I looked down at my watched and cursed. 
 
    "If you can't make it it's okay." The obvious sadness on her face hurt me more than I would've guessed. 
 
    "Don't be silly. Umm... Okay, go park your car in the parking lot." I told her with a smiled. Her mood brightened up and I walked to the parking lot. Lauryn parked her car in record time. I gestured her over to a car I hadn't showed her the day before. 
 
    "Is this yours?" she asked with a level of amazement that amused me. The Ferrari in front of us did have a tendency to gain a lot of attention. 
 
    "No... Well, yes. It was a gift from the company. Well, not really a gift. More like a thank you. I do some work for them sometimes and this was a gift. I help out with engine development and stuff like that." I unlocked the door and we both got in. I drove towards my house faster than possible for most cars. Lauryn had no idea where I was going. 
 
    "Are you like kidnapping me or something?" She laughed nervously. Not nervous that I was kidnapping her but nervous because she trusted me enough to just hop in a car with me and she had no idea where we were going. 
 
    "No. We're going to my house so I can change quickly. Oh damn, I have to call the restaurant." I fished my phone out of my purse and dialed. 
 
    An woman with a thick Italian accent picked up the phone at the restaurant and we carried on a conversation briefly in her native language. I explained the situation and she made the appropriate accommodations. 
 
    "That was interesting to watch." Lauryn said. She was looking at me oddly. I'm not sure what the look in her eyes was but it certainly looked like lust to me. 
 
    "My parents were Italian. My dad taught me to speak it." 
 
    "It's very cool and beautiful." 
 
    I laughed loudly. "Lauryn that is the second time you have said I'm attractive." 
 
    "No... I didn't mean... I was just..." Lauryn stuttered wildly, causing me to laugh even more. 
 
    "Oh Jesus, relax would you? I was kidding." After a moment I looked over at her and smiled. "I think you're gorgeous by the way." Lauryn flushed a bright red color but stayed silent until we made it to my house. 
 
    "This is your house?" she asked in wonder. I was getting a little bored of her being so shocked by the fact that I had money. It was almost like she expected me to like in a shack somewhere. 
 
    "Yeah." I said as I pulled into the garage. "Make yourself at home. I'll only be a couple of minutes." 
 
    I rushed her inside then ran up the stairs to get ready. My hair was a mess so I just brushed it back and pulled it into a ponytail. I pulled a pair of black slacks from my closet and a tight black sleeveless blouse. It was low cut and showed off my chest nicely. Lauryn would have a pretty good view for the night. Plain black pumps and my leather jacket finished up my outfit. PRESTO! I was done and it had only taken me 17 minutes. I rushed back down the stairs to find Lauryn standing at my fireplace looking at the painting that hung over it. At the sound of my heels she spun swiftly to see me. 
 
    "You look... amazing." She muttered before she could catch herself. She blushed then played it cool. 
 
    "Thank you. You ready to go?" I asked with enough pride in my voice to send me straight to hell. She nodded slowly and we were off once again. It's a miracle I didn't get pulled over, I was speeding so fast. But I arrived at the restaurant and I eyed the young male valet as he looked at my car in wonder. I didn't feel very comfortable giving him my keys so when his supervisor walked up I was thankful. He looked like he was Italian and I was pleased that he walked up confidently towards my car. He looked like he knew what he was doing. 
 
    I handed him the keys, then Lauryn and I went inside. I immediately found that the woman standing at the front counter had been the one with whom I had spoken to on the phone. We carried on a quick conversation in Italian then she showed us to a private and secluded table. A waitress came over and got out drink orders, once again Lauryn ordered white wine but I simply ordered a sparkling water again. I never played around with drinking and driving. I also asked the waitress to send some live music over. The waitress, who I had seen many times in the restaurant before, started hitting on me from the get go. While normally it wouldn't bother me if I was at a business dinner, it was obvious that what I had with Lauryn wasn't business and I didn't appreciate the way the waitress was coming onto me. I tried to ignore her as I waited for the music. 
 
    A mandolin player arrived a few minutes later and Lauryn looked thoroughly impressed. For some odd reason I wanted to make her happy and I was thrilled when I could do so. I was so happy to just make her happy. It caught me a bit off guard. We each ordered our meals and dined and listened to the beautiful music. More than once I felt her brush against me when she would uncross then re-cross her legs. I knew she wasn't touching my legs on purpose. She was just trying to keep herself comfortable but the motions were driving me mad. I was slightly tempted to run my foot across the length of her legs but I managed to restrain myself and I simply watched her instead. When the mandolin player finished I thanked him and handed him a hefty tip. At just about that time the waitress returned and asked what we wanted for dessert. 
 
    "I don't really know what I want..." Lauryn began to say but I swiftly grabbed her hand that was resting on the table. 
 
    "Do you mind if I order for you?" I asked. Lauryn blushed but shook her head slowly. 
 
    "We'll have a zeppole, a cannoli, and an amaretto cheesecake." I ordered as Lauryn looked at me in amazement. I definitely had a plan for all that food. 
 
    "Wow it all looks so good." Lauryn said a few minutes later when the desserts arrived. 
 
    "Here try this first." I passed her the cheesecake and watched as she took the first bite. She definitely enjoyed it. 
 
    "Oh this is good..." Lauryn continued to pick at the cheesecake while I looked at the plates in front of me. I knew I had to turn the level of this date up. We were getting along fabulously as friends but I wanted more than that. My answer to that was the two plates in front of me. The zeppole was definitely going to be the first move and dependent on that went was how I planned on addressing the cannoli. The zeppole is like an Italian doughnut. It was stuffed with custard, powdered with confectioner's sugar and chuck full of opportunities. I grabbed it and took a small bite of it; cutting would've just made a mess. 
 
    "Oh wow. I haven't had a zeppole like this in a very long time." I knew I had to take my opportunity. My one chance had arrived and I had to take it. I just had to. I grabbed the rest of the portion of the doughnut and extended it sensuously to Lauryn. "Try it. I know you'll love it." 
 
    Lauryn tentatively leaned forward and took a bit of the dessert between my fingers. She looked like she really liked it, but then gave me a shy look and blushed again. Then she nodded and said, "It's really good, thanks." 
 
    "If you think that's good then you have to try this one." I tossed the remnants of the doughnut on the plate and I grabbed the cannoli. I extended it across the table and she took a small bite. Once again she told me how good it was. I took a bite of the dessert and agreed that it was amazing. Now I have to admit I'm a bit clever so when I saw that there was only a small portion left of the cannoli and that the filling was dripping on my finger I knew I had an opening to make a big move. 
 
    "You can finish it." I told her as I offered the last piece between my thumb and index finger. She leaned forward slowly and took it into her mouth. My index finger extended a little and made it between her lips. Lauryn didn't seem put off and even let her lips close around my finger. I was in heaven. I reluctantly took my finger out of her mouth but my eyes were locked on hers and she blushed once again. I finished sucking my finger clean. 
 
    "You should try the cheesecake." She said as she pushed the plate towards me. There was a reasonable portion left. 
 
    "I'm getting kind of stuffed; just give me a little bite." I know I was pressing my luck but I just had to. I wanted more with her; I'll even go so far as to say I wanted everything, all of her and not just her body. Lauryn cut a piece of the cheesecake with her fork and held it out for me. By the way she was holding it I think she intended for me to take the fork myself but I simply leaned forward seductively and ate from the fork she held. Looking back at it now, I guess I figured it was my turn to move things on so grabbed what was left of the Italian doughnut and offered it. This time Lauryn smiled playfully and took a swift bite, coming close to my fingers. 
 
    "Damn girl." I laughed genuinely. "You nearly took my finger off." 
 
    "It was that or I figured you were going to put your finger back in my mouth." Lauryn told me playfully. I couldn't have been more pleased with how playful she was being. She wasn't the least bit uptight. 
 
    "No risk no reward, honey." I punctuated my sentence by offering her the last bite. I almost wanted to jump up and down when she took the dessert into her mouth, while staring into my eyes, and she sucked my finger blatantly. I was positive I was very near an orgasm. It was a lot of sexually charged eating for my poor body. I couldn't even remember the last time I had had a girl in my bed. 
 
    "I had to give you points for bravery." Lauryn smiled cheekily, as she wiped at her lips. Just then I saw the waitress walk by, I called her over. She approached and reached out and grabbed my arm gently running her fingers against my skin. The petit woman looked at me and smiled, Lauryn knew the waitress had been hitting on me. She had been the whole night, not even remotely inhibited by the fact that I was obviously there with Lauryn. 
 
    "Il conto." I said a bit more coldly than necessary but the young woman was starting to irritate my by her level of disrespect. I was there with a date and it was incredibly rude of her to act that way. The waitress looked at me silently for a moment, nodded and then walked off in a better mood than I thought she would. 
 
    "Oh my god Frankie, what did you call her?" Lauryn asked with the same indignant look she had the day before. As if I had personally insulted her. 
 
    "I asked for the check, Lauryn." I told her offhandedly. It was kind of insulting that she thought that I had called the woman a cunt, which is what I knew she thought. Lauryn gave me one of those 'Oh shit, I really fucked up' looks and I barely looked at her. It was our second date and I was insulted that she thought I would talk to anyone, let alone a young woman, in that manner. I got the bill and I left more of a tip than the waitress deserved. The drive back was silent and I sort of missed the conversation between Lauryn and myself. I returned to the auto garage and parked beside her car. 
 
    "Look Frankie, I'm really sorry if I upset you. That wasn't my intention. I was having a good time... before." Lauryn said as she gazed over at me without getting out of my car. 
 
    "I had a good time too." I was being completely honest about that. 
 
    "Would you want to go out again? I'm free for the whole day tomorrow since it's Saturday." Lauryn gushed and now I knew she was totally interested. 
 
    "I actually have something..." I was going to tell her I had agreed to go and judge a car competition but the sad look on her face broke my heart. She thought I was ditching her because of the thing with the waitress. "You know what, why don't you come with me? It'll be an all-day thing but I'd love it if you went with me. " 
 
    "Okay, I'd really like to spend the day together. Where are we going? I need to know what to wear." 
 
    I chuckled a bit then shook my head. "It's very casual, Lauryn, dress however you want to. We have to get going a little early though. I have to leave at about 9 in the morning." 
 
    "Okay, I'll meet you here tomorrow." 
 
    I leaned forward and brushed my lips against hers for a fraction of a second. It could barely even be called a kiss. I didn't want to freak her out or anything. It was too soon for a full make out session but I wanted to show her just how interested I was. "I look forward to it." 
 
    Lauryn looked surprised but not upset. I was pleased by that and by the fact that she didn't slap me across the face. She had told me she wasn't a lesbian but I had kissed her none the less. Lauryn looked like she was about to say something but changed her mind. Before she exited my car she leaned over and pressed another lightning fast kiss upon my lips and that was the end of our second date. She drove off then so did I. It was another restless night for me. 
 
    I woke up at 7 and took a quick shower, trying not to think of Lauryn as I washed my body and got dressed in casual clothes like I had told Lauryn to. Tight black stonewash jeans, a white and black long sleeve concert tee (Velvet Underground for all those concerned) and a pair of black high heeled boots were what I chose and I topped it all off with my black leather jacket I was ready to go. I pulled my hair up in a ponytail like I had before and I walked out the door ready for a full day with Lauryn. I arrived at the garage at 8:30 and 15 minutes later Lauryn's little white Mercedes pulled up. My heart jumped a bit and honestly I freaked a little because of it. When I saw what she was wearing I had to laugh. She had on a pair of white shorts that came about half way down her thigh and a cute little yellow, collared, button up top. White sandals graced her adorable little feet. I called her over and we hopped into my car and took off. 
 
    "You look very cute." I told her honestly as I drove down the highway. 
 
    "You look really good too. I feel a little weird though, you should've told me not to dress all... you know..." Lauryn paused and looked for the right word. 
 
    I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her a little closer to me. "You mean you look too 'girly'." 
 
    "No of course not... well kind of... I guess... Oh I don't know. I just don't look like you. I won't fit in." Lauryn surprised me further by pressing into my shoulder a little and staying there. I kept my arm locked around her shoulder and even rubbed along her arm a bit. 
 
    "Don't worry about it. This is usually how I dress on the weekends. It doesn't mean you won't fit in and it doesn't matter anyway. I like you this way and everyone else will have to deal with it." 
 
    Lauryn laughed a bit nervously but let herself fall more into my shoulder while I drove. It was at least a forty five minute drive to the convention center and somewhere in that time period Lauryn fell asleep on me. Her cheek brushed against my shoulder, her shoulder pressed against my ribs and I loved every minute of it. I was slightly tempted to keep driving but I knew I couldn't do that. I parked my car in the special spot designated with my name on it and I took on the task of slowly waking my sleeping companion. 
 
    "Lauryn wake up, we're here." I tried to pat her arm a little but she didn't budge. I touched her face slightly with my fingers and I kept whispering to her. "Baby, you have to get up. We're here." That seemed to do the trick and she popped her head up and looked at me. 
 
    "Oh jeez, I'm sorry. I..." 
 
    "Don't worry about it." I told her as I kissed her cheek. We both got out of the car then walked hand in hand into the enormous building full of cars. There were a few categories I was judging. My opinion in the automotive community was well respected so I expected the day to be a blast. Lauryn, who seemed a bit lost in the environment, just clutched my hand and walked by my side happily. I pointed things out to her and she followed along fabulously. She gushed about how 'pretty' the cars were. I pointed out things that seemed to confuse her but I loved how responsive she was. 
 
    "Yeah I guess that kind of makes sense." Lauryn said at one point as she leaned up closer to me with her fingers locked with mine. After the first award was given, it was close to noon, and I noticed that Lauryn seemed a bit cold. The building was well air conditioned and I felt a bit bad. She was a little surprised when I let her hand go, since I hadn't since we had arrived. I pulled of my jacket and offered it to her. 
 
    "Here you go, it'll keep you warm. I should've told you to bring one." I extended the jacket and Lauryn took it slowly. She put it on and grabbed my hand once again. We then traveled to the next section. Cars were lined up and it looked like there were at least a hundred. I thought Lauryn would be a bit bored but she held onto me tight and let me lead her all over the place. Sometimes Lauryn would ask questions and other times she would just stand patiently by my side while I talked with the owners. About half way through I realized I hadn't gotten Lauryn anything to eat for lunch. 
 
    "Why didn't you remind me?" I asked her as I whisked her away towards the food court area. "I feel terrible." 
 
    "Don't worry about it. I didn't even think about it." Lauryn shrugged off my complaints and bumped my shoulder with hers. I walked up to a food stand and asked Lauryn what she wanted to eat. It wasn't gourmet or anything but it was a good test to see if she could just relax a bit. She told me to get her a piece of pizza and a beer; I ordered a hotdog and a soda. We both took a seat at a little picnic table and sat to eat our grand meal. 
 
    "Want a bite?" I offered her my hotdog. She took a bite then covered her mouth as she laughed with a mouthful of food. We shared all our food and I even took a few sips of her beer. An hour later, when I could finally joke around no more, we returned to the cars and I made quick work of choosing the next winner. I let Lauryn help me pick the last winner. Well, she picked it and I very much agreed. It was about 4 o'clock but it still wasn't time to leave yet. I still had to check out some of the vendors and some of the cars that weren't competing. Once again, my little trooper just stayed close by and seemed to fit in fabulously. At about 6:50 we were both finally ready to leave. 
 
    Once we were safely in the refuge of my car, Lauryn cuddled up next to me again. My arm went around her once more and we were headed home. About half way home I noticed Lauryn clutching one end of my jacket and she had her face pressed against it with her eyes closed. I was a bit worried that she wasn't feeling well or something. 
 
    "Is something wrong?" I asked her gently as I rubbed her arm slowly. 
 
    She looked up at me and shook her head, blushing all the while. "No, it just smells like you. It smells good." 
 
    Now I think it was me who blushed. She was such an adorable woman; I couldn't believe she was the same person who I first met. I gave her a quick nod and focused again on the road. It was about 8 o'clock when we got into town so I told Lauryn we could hang out at my house for a while since it was still early. She accepted and my heart soared. I would get to be alone with her, at night, in my house, did I mention ALL ALONE. I was thrilled. I pulled into the driveway, and then hand in hand we went inside. She asked for some wine and I hesitantly agreed. I knew at some point she would have to drive home and I didn't want her drunk. But I figured one glass wouldn't hurt. We both sat on the couch, closely, and we began talking. We didn't talk about much really. Then several hours later, and several glasses of wine later as well, Lauryn asked me about the drawing that was above my fireplace. It was a simple charcoal line-drawing of a woman. 
 
    "It's beautiful. Where did you get it?" Lauryn said as she pointed to it. I remembered how she had been staring at it the day before. 
 
    "I made it." I told her. I grabbed her hand and lead her over to it. I pointed in the bottom corner and showed her my initials and the date I had done it. Lauryn stared at the woman in the drawing then turned to me. 
 
    "Was she a..." 
 
    Before she could even finish, I cut her off. I didn't know what she was going to say and I didn't want to know either. I spoke before she could say another word, "It's my mom. She died a very long time ago. I found this pose in an old picture my dad had and I loved it. Drawing her made me feel closer to her. I don't actually remember her." The pose was of my mom sitting on the ground with her knees pulled up to her chest. She was seat slightly sideways and smiling. 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry..." 
 
    "Don't be..." Right as I said that Lauryn leaned forward and kissed me. Her lips were so soft and warm against me that I felt I could get lost in them forever. After a second she pulled away. 
 
    "I'm sorry about that too." She said softly with a shy smile. I just grabbed her hand and pulled her back to the couch. Once there I kissed her; I couldn't help it, I wanted her so badly. We pushed together a little harder and I could taste the cherry lip-gloss, it was divine. She was divine. I was pretty sure I had a mini orgasm when her tongue slipped into my mouth. We were making out like a couple of horny kids but the position was awkward so I grabbed her hips and pulled her onto my lap. She jumped right up and straddled me. My hands were on either side of her face holding her gently and her hands were around my neck. She backed away from me a bit to catch her breath and I used that as an opportunity to kiss her cheek and neck. 
 
    "Oh god... mmm..." Lauryn held my head and moaned and I sucked and licked at her neck. She pushed me tight against her skin then I went lower towards her chest. I was beginning to get a little crazy for her so I grabbed at her shirt and pulled it open. Luckily none of the buttons broke but she just gasped and kept me on her skin. I took that as a good sign so I moved down to the front of her throat, that's when I noticed she was trembling a bit. I looked up at her face and noticed she had her eyes closed tight. She was terrified. I sighed and sat back a bit. Lauryn looked at me, barely opening her eyes, and I could tell the wine had helped her to loosen up, too much. But I didn't want her drunk and scared, I wanted her lucid and excited. 
 
    "What did I do wrong?" She asked weakly as she moved her hands from the back of my head down to the back of my neck. 
 
    "You didn't do anything, baby." I kissed her just to prove my point. "But you don't want this, at least not yet. Look at you, you're shaking." 
 
    "I'm sorry." Lauryn let out a sigh then slumped in my arms a little. "I do want you, I'm just a little nervous." 
 
    "Lauryn, you look petrified. How were you going to let me finish if you couldn't even look at me?" I wasn't angry at her, I was simply wondering how she was planning on going through with it. I knew she didn't really want it. 
 
    "I don't know Frankie. Please, I'm sorry..." 
 
    "Don't apologize. You didn't do anything wrong." I reached up and grabbed her face in my hands and pulled her down to me for another kiss. "Whenever we have sex, you have to want it. Until then I can wait. But you need to talk to me, if you aren't ready or if you're scared just tell me. I'll always stop but I can't undo something once it's done." 
 
    I grabbed her edges of her shirt and began buttoning it up for her. She smiled and hugged me tight when I was done. Since sex was off the list, I grabbed the remote and we watched a couple re-runs of COPS before we both fell asleep snuggled up on the couch. 
 
    I woke up at about 5 in the morning. I was on my back on the edge of the couch and Lauryn was snug in my arms on top of me. We had been up late making out, watching TV, and she had definitely been more than a little tipsy. The noise from the television had woken me. I gently woke Lauryn up so we could go lie-down somewhere more comfortable. 
 
    "Huh?" She asked sleepily when I sat up and woke her. 
 
    "Babe, let's go to bed. This couch is going to kill our backs later on." I kissed her forehead and stood up, reaching out for her hand as I did. Lauryn looked at her watch and got a little frantic. 
 
    "No, I have to go home. I can't sleep here all night..." 
 
    "Lauryn, you shouldn't drive right now. Let's go to bed and I'll take you to get your car when you're better. Come on, there is even a guest room if you want. I'm not trying to do anything you don't want to." I grabbed her hand and pulled her onto her drowsy little feet. 
 
    "Frankie, I know you wouldn't..." 
 
    I silenced her with a kiss and I dragged her up to my room. Once there, I changed out of my clothes and I threw on a pair of comfy silk shorts and a tank top. Lauryn just asked for a shirt so I found her an oversized t-shirt I had and she changed as well. 
 
    "The guest room is down the hall to the left if you want. It's all made up so feel free to sleep in there if you feel more comfortable." I busied myself cleaning up my room as I spoke. I was tired but totally embarrassed. There were clothes all over the place, including thongs and bras thrown near, but not entirely in the clothes hamper. 
 
    "Not necessary." She said with that adorable smile that I loved so much. She hopped into my bed and cuddled down into the sheets. She breathed deeply into the sheets with her eyes closed as she had done with my jacket. "It totally smells like you." 
 
    "I would hope so; I'm the only one who sleeps in it." I laughed then got in next to her. I snuggled in behind her and wrapped my arm around her stomach. She sighed loudly, and seductively, as I pulled her back against my chest. She leaned her head back against my shoulder and it felt so right to have her with me at that moment. 
 
    "Are you really the only one who sleeps here?" She asked in a tone that I hadn't noticed before. She sounded sort of jealous or suspicious. 
 
    "Not anymore apparently." I told her kissing her exposed neck. She sighed in a disappointed manner and I realized she wanted a better answer. "I'm not seeing anyone else. You have nothing to worry about." 
 
    She seemed much happier with that answer and held my arms tightly around her. Soon we were both sleeping soundly again. I spent the remainder of the night with my face buried in her hair. I could smell her gentle fragrance and it was more comforting than I could ever describe or put into words. Several times she would scoot closer to me and those times I would hug her tighter and burry myself further in her neck. I even kissed her neck a few times when she woke me. I couldn't help myself. 
 
    I woke up late the next afternoon and much to my surprise my bed was empty. I knew Lauryn was in my house somewhere but I was hurt by the fact that I was alone. She had left me alone. I had taken such care of her, in so many ways, and she had just left me alone. I was sad because of it, and kind of pissed. At that moment I wondered what the hell I had been thinking. I hadn't been thinking, I had been feeling. I had let myself have feelings for her and now there I was alone in my bed. And it was no one's fault but my own. 
 
    I crept out of my bed and made my way down the hallway. I started making all sorts of excuses for her in my head. Maybe she was in the bathroom. Maybe she was looking around. Maybe she got hungry. Maybe... I walked silently to the top of the stair case and I saw Lauryn pacing around the living with just the shirt on that I had let her borrow. She didn't hear me so I watched her for a moment silently. 
 
    "Come on Lauryn, what are you thinking? What are you doing?" Lauryn mumbled to herself as she walked back and forth. "Come on... That was crazy... Think about it..." 
 
    "Think about what Lauryn?" I asked from the top of the stairs. My arms were folded across the banister and I leaned over a bit so I could see her better. Her face was shocked for a split second but then she had a genuine smile. 
 
    "Nothing, I was just talking to myself. Are you going to come down here or do I have to go up there for a kiss?" Lauryn smiled and walked to the base of the stairs. I was torn between bitching at her and running down the stairs to see her. I decided to do neither. I decided to just feel out the situation and find out what she was thinking. I walked down the stairs slowly and met Lauryn at the base of the stairs. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a tight hug. 
 
    "So what are you up to down here?" I asked with a pointed look. "I was surprised when I was all alone." 
 
    "I... I...Can we sit?" Lauryn grabbed my hand and pulled me to the couch. She sat at one end and I sat a few feet away from her. She looked like she would've preferred if I would've sat closer. "I want to be honest with you, Frankie; I came down here to clear my head a little bit. When you were holding me I couldn't really think straight...Last night, I... " She hung her head down in her hands and I instantly felt bad for her. She had told me in the beginning that she wasn't a lesbian and I hadn't listened. I had forced myself into her life. I had made her like me and she was confused as a result. 
 
    "Last night was a mistake. I made a mistake and I'm sorry. " I grabbed her hand and kissed it gently. "I shouldn't have forced you to come out with me in the beginning. The dates and then yesterday was all too much. I shouldn't have ..." 
 
    "No, it wasn't your fault. I really did want to go out with you. I only regret leaving you this morning. And about last night, I just really like you and I wanted to give you what I thought you wanted, even though I wasn't ready, and that scared me. This is just a lot for me to deal with but please don't try to push me away or anything. I'll try to be better." 
 
    I reached out and grabbed her swiftly. She fit into my arms as though she belonged there, as though she was made just to be held by me. "I'm sorry baby. You're doing fine don't worry." I whispered into her ear as I held her tight against me. I held the back of her neck and I had one arm secured around her waist. I don't know how long I held her there but it seemed like an eternity, a fabulous eternity. Eventually Lauryn leaned back and looked at me with loving eyes. 
 
    "So what are the plans for today?" She sat back into my lap and smiled with a childlike expression. Everything was fixed in her eyes. I leaned forward and kissed her lips gently, just because I felt like it. 
 
    "Today is up to you." I told her as I placed my hands on her hips. It was nice to just touch her in these small and inconsequential ways. 
 
    "I want to spend the day in your bed..." 
 
    "Lauryn, you aren't ready and we both..." 
 
    "Gosh, would you let me finish?" She laughed then she hit my shoulder playfully. "I was going to say I wanted to spend the day in your bed watching movies. I saw you have a bit of a collection so I figured we could relax and watch some. I'm a bit tired of walking after yesterday." 
 
    I agreed and that's how we spent the day. 
 
    Lauryn and I continued our relationship for a good deal of time with no sex. I kept myself in line most of the time but there were times when things would get a bit hot and she would stop me. I never became angry or upset by that. But as time moved on I noticed that it was taking Lauryn longer and longer to stop me. In the beginning she would stop me if our kissing became too wild. If I would lean her back against the couch or press her against the kitchen counter to kiss her she would stop me after a few moments. But then she didn't stop my kissing, she would stop my touching. I would trail a hand across her ribs or her hips and she would stop me. Then that was alright too and the issue was kissing her neck. I couldn't do that, she wasn't ready and it tempted her too much. I understood this and soon I was stopping myself from getting too far. I knew the next step in her protestation would be me reaching her clothes and I didn't want to be tugging on her shirt just to have her begging me to stop. So by the end of the 4th month, I was working on my self-control more than anything. 
 
    One night I invited her back to my place to hang out. It was a Friday night so I assumed she would spend the night. She parked her car in my drive way and walked into the house. I was in the kitchen plating some Chinese food I had ordered for us when she entered. She sauntered up into the kitchen and gave me a sweet kiss. 
 
    "Hey there." She said in her cute little voice. 
 
    "Hey babe. How are you?" I asked her as I continued getting the food ready. She pulled herself up onto the counter and stared playfully. 
 
    "I'm good, honey. I missed you today while I was at work. It seemed like the day would never end. " she crossed her legs and sat back as though she was seated in a proper chair. 
 
    "I already told you that you should quit." I slapped her thigh as I reminded her. I don't know how many times I had told her to quit her job at her father's company. She hated the long hours and demanding clientele but she loved her father. She tried so hard to please him and she loved spending time with him, her mom was a different story but she was daddy's little girl. He praised her work ethic and rewarded her by giving her more work which tired her out more than she would ever admit. 
 
    "I can't quit, you know that." Lauryn leaned forward and pulled a piece of chicken off my plate. Then she continued talking. "Besides who's going to pay for all my pretty little outfits that you like so much." 
 
    I knew Lauryn was joking but deep down I also knew that was part of the issue. She couldn't quit. Her dad's company managed hundreds of huge corporations and that meant that Lauryn made a great deal of money. I was incredibly lucky that I loved my job so much... It was at that moment that I realized a solution to her problem; well at least I thought so. 
 
    "What if you worked for me?" I asked as I walked over to her. I stood in front of her legs and she opened them so I could get closer to her. I stepped between her widespread legs and she rewarded me by hooking her ankles around my hips. 
 
    "Very funny, Frankie." Lauryn laughed and put her arms around my shoulders. She loved to hold me and be close to me. 
 
    "I'm serious. I make tons of money personally and my shop is not only a multi-million dollar business but it is also international. I have cars shipped here from all over the world. If you managed it you could make enough to quit your job." I told her enthusiastically. I was completely exhilarated until I saw the look on her face. She didn't look so excited. 
 
    "Frankie,..." She said my name admonishingly. It was like I was a child and my fantasies were becoming too big to ignore and they had to be shot down. So like any wise adult she was about to bring me right back to reality. "Baby, I don't know if I'm ready for that kind of step. I mean, I know we are doing great but what if something happens? What if you realize that you don't want to wait around for me? I'll be out of a job and I'll be out a girlfriend. I just don't know." 
 
    "I won't stop wanting to wait for you. But I understand." I told her honestly as I grabbed her hips and pulled her close for a kiss. I added a kiss to her cheek just for the hell of it, and then I walked away from her, pushing her legs off of my waist. I handed her her plate and I walked with mine to the living room. The tension in the air was palpable. It was almost like a fog that seemed to fill the house. Neither of us really knew what to say. 
 
    I was always trying to take steps to move our relationship to the next level and Lauryn was never 'ready' for anything. I offered her a drawer at my house, when I noticed she just kept using her purse as a mini suitcase, but of course Lauryn declined. I offered her a key to my place, after she ended up waiting at my door step for over 40 minutes while I was running late at work, once again Lauryn declined. I bought her a necklace that I was in a little jewelry store but Lauryn couldn't accept it. She said it was too expensive although she knew I could buy much more without worrying about money. So the necklace sat in my safe in its little box, the spare key was sitting on the kitchen counter where I had left it, and the drawer I cleared for her remained empty. What Lauryn didn't know was that every time I tried, and she denied me, I would cry just as soon as the door was shut behind her. I was at my wits end. I didn't know how to make her a part of my life and worse off, it seemed that she didn't want me to. 
 
    I picked at my food, having lost my appetite. What had begun as a quiet and pleasant meal had ended up being an awkward mess. I was on one end of the couch and Lauryn was on the other. I placed my plate in the empty space between us and I pulled my legs up to my chest. For some reason my eyes traveled to the portrait of my mother over the mantel. I was seated in a similar position as the drawing. I don't know why that made me sad, well sadder. I wished she could've met Lauryn. Hell, I wished she could've met me. My dad had done a good job with me but as a child many a night I could stay up and cry, wishing she could comfort me. But I hadn't done that in years and suddenly as I looked at the portrait, I myself had made, I felt that urge to cry. And to make matters worse I no longer even had my father to comfort me. I was so blatantly alone in the world. I did have my cars though. My bright shiny huge chunks of metal that were, at the end of the day, inconsequential. A car couldn't hug me, or comfort me or cuddle with me at night when I got lonely. I was completely and utterly alone and Lauryn had no desire to change that in anyway. 
 
    "Is everything okay?" Lauryn asked, gently bringing me out of my trance. It was like I had almost forgotten she was there. I looked over at her for a moment and remained silent. I watched the concern in her face as she waited for a response. I wasn't sure I had one. Was I okay? Probably not. I was like a fish trying to swim up Niagara Falls. I knew there was no chance in hell I would actually get where I wanted to be. I wanted a happily ever after with Lauryn but how could I when she didn't want ANYTHING with me. 
 
    I sighed and chuckled sarcastically. "Peachy." I told her without even bothering to fake a smile. 
 
    My eyes gazed back at the drawing. I didn't cry, I honestly think I was out of tears. I had been so lost about my relationship with Lauryn that I had no tears left to shed for my dead parents. THAT was depressing in and of itself. I heard Lauryn placing the dishes on the coffee table in the middle of the living room. Then I felt her slide next to me, her gentle hand caressing my leg that I was holding on to for dear life. I had my knees to my chest and my arms wrapped around my legs, my chin on the top of my knees. 
 
    "What are you thinking, baby?" Lauryn's hands trailed up and down my shin. I didn't really want to talk so I just shrugged. "You've got to let me in Frankie." Lauryn's voice was only a whisper but it enraged me. I had to let HER in. SHE was the one keeping ME out. I stood from the couch and walked towards the fireplace. I rested my head against the cold stones on the mantle as I tried to clear my head. 
 
    I was going to yell at her, yell everything I felt inside, so I turned on my heels and walked towards her again but then I changed my mind. How could I pressure her into wanting me, again? As cliché as it sounds, I wanted her to want me; to want to be with me. I returned to the mantle only to turn around one more time. I had to tell her how I felt. It wasn't fair to leave her in the dark. 
 
    "I'm not keeping you out, Lauryn; I'm trying desperately to let you in. I don't know how else to 'let you in' than actually giving you a key INTO my house, into my life, but you didn't want it. I don't know what you want from me. I don't know how else to try." I turned back to the mantle and tapped my fingers against it for a moment. Never in my life, until that moment, had I ever under how people could speak of silence as deafening but it certainly was right about then. I turned and walked over to Lauryn, placing a kiss on her forehead. "I'm sorry for ruining dinner." 
 
    And with that I walked out of the living room and up the stairs to my bedroom. I placed my hands on the edge of my bed and closed my eyes, trying to think of my next step; my next with Lauryn, my next step with life in general. I was treading water and it seemed like I was sinking fast. I needed something to save me and I had to find it. I needed something... 
 
    I suddenly felt a pair of hands on my hips pulling me backwards. I knew Lauryn's touch. Her graceful hands were embedded into my memory. I had their touch memorized. Just then, it felt like she was saving me; pulling me out of a swift current that was sure to drown me. At that moment I had to tell her how I felt and why I was so lost. 
 
    "I'm in love with you." I whispered as I kept my back turned to her. I couldn't look at her face, into her eyes. I was horrified of what I knew would be there; fear, uncertainty, shock, insecurity. But honestly I was more afraid of what I thought would NOT be there; LOVE. Again there was silence. "I'm sorry about all of this." 
 
    But this time I had nowhere to walk off to. I was already as far as I could get. Two feet from my bed and I couldn't move an inch. There was silence again but Lauryn's hands were still at my hips. I was torturing myself, and her for that matter, but I couldn't move. I couldn't do anything. Lauryn took a step forward and her grip on my hips tightened. Her body pressed against my back and her hands wrapped around my stomach. Her head neared the back of my neck and I could feel her warm breath on my shoulder, causing me to shiver. Then she did the one thing I hadn't expected. 
 
    She leaned close to my ear and hugged my body tightly to hers. "I love you too." She told me gently. 
 
    Her lips kissed at my neck and I let my head fall back on her. I was lost and she had just said the one thing that brought me back to the path I had been searching for. Nothing mattered. Jewelry, keys, drawers, nothing mattered. I had her heart and she had mine, that's all there was and that's all I needed. With my head on her shoulder she kissed at my cheek and neck over and over. "I'll take your key if that's what you need to believe I'm really in this. But I want you to know a necklace or a drawer or a house key isn't why I love you and it certainly couldn't make me love you more than I already do. I think about you all the time and I don't need something around my neck or hanging on my keychain to remind me of what we have. I love you more than anything, nothing can change that." 
 
    I knew I wouldn't shed any tears, I couldn't bring myself to. I had wanted her to say those things since the first moment I saw her. I knew I loved her on the very first date that I practically kidnapped her to. She was perfect in every sense of the word and she was perfect for me. 
 
    "I'm going to grab our food and we can finish eating in here." Lauryn kissed my neck once more and then her calming and tempting touch was gone. She returned a few seconds later juggling both our plates, two glasses, and a bottle of wine. How she was doing it, I have no idea. She pretty much looked like one of those circus clowns who balance fragile glass and sharp objects. She placed the food and drinks on the bedside table then grabbed my hand and dragged me into bed. When she noticed that I didn't seem like I was in a much better mood she pushed me back onto the mattress and jumped onto me. Her fingers went to my sides and tickled me without mercy. "Come on. You totally need to lighten up." 
 
    I flipped her over and pinned her down. I didn't tickle her, I didn't do anything. I just kept her down with my body, then after simply staring into her eyes for a moment, I jumped off of the bed and headed over to my closet. Lauryn was mumbling something about 'where the hell did I go' but I ignored her and journeyed to the back of my walk-in closet. In the bottom corner tucked away was my safe. I spun the dial, hitting the appropriate numbers and the door clicked open. I rummaged around like an idiot; shuffling papers, dropping jewelry, scattering the neatly stacked bills I had had so particularly placed. I finally found what I had been looking for in the very back under a stack of my important personal documents. A wide black velvet box with gold trim had been my goal and I had found it. I clutched my prize tightly in my hand. I walked back out to the bedroom and sat silently next to Lauryn as I stared at the box. 
 
    "I'm not asking you for a lot. I'm not trying to pressure you into more than you can deal with. I'm not... I'm not trying to make you do anything. I just think that since I love you I should be able to give you things, small things like this. It made me think of you in the store and it reminded me of looking into your eyes and how I feel when I do. I bought this to show you I was thinking of you, not to spoil you or try to impress you." I held the box towards her and waited for her to take it. "I don't expect you to wear it all the time or on special occasions. I don't expect you to treat this any different than any other piece of jewelry." Lauryn finally took the box from me and just held it in her hands, playing with the golden edges. It looked like she wanted to open it but she simply refused to do so. 
 
    "Even after I told you, you just can't accept it, can you? I love you, why do you need to give this to me? Why can't it just be enough? I tell you that I love you and you run to the closet to make me wear a necklace. What is that? This was supposed to be THE moment for us and you turned it into a power struggle. You used it as a way to win. I can't do this, I'm sorry..." Lauryn then stood and returned the box to me. She walked towards to door but I grabbed her hand before she was able to get away from me. She spun around and faced me with tears in her eyes. She tried to turn her body away from me but I grabbed her hips and forced her to look at me. I pulled her closer between my widespread legs. Her knees pressed the inside of my thighs but she kept trying to turn from her. My arms went around her waist and I held her firm. 
 
    "This has nothing to do with power or winning or anything like that. The reason I grabbed the necklace was because the first time I saw it was the first time I realized I can't be happy without you. I looked into that shop window and it was like you were looking back at me. I want you to know how much I love you but I can't... I can't make you understand. I can't make you feel what I feel so I do the next best thing; I try to show you. It has nothing to do with money or pretty things. It has nothing to do with power and NOTHING to do with winning." I stood quickly and Lauryn and I were face to face. I tossed the necklace box across the room onto the ground and I took Lauryn's face in my hands. Our lips touched gently at first then more passionately. Her hands moved under my arms and crept up my back, holding me tight. Our tongues crashed together and Lauryn started backing up with me in her arms. We stumbled all over the room making out. Her soft hands trailed all over my back; from my hips to my shoulder. Lauryn suddenly backed up into the bed and I was shocked when she didn't stop. 
 
    I paused our kiss long enough to back up and look into her face. She just smiled, a cute and very sexy little smile, and fisted her hand into my shirt and pulled us both back into the bed. She fell onto her back and I came down on her gently and we continued our kiss. She sucked gently on my tongue and almost refused to let go. I pulled my tongue from her mouth then took her bottom lip between my teeth. She giggled and picked up our kiss again. My lips trailed across her cheek and down to her neck. Her skin smelled and tasted like vanilla. It was sensational. Her hands held my back tightly. I used one arm to prop me up and the other was playing across her ribs. I didn't push her further than that, I knew her limit, so I was completely shocked when I felt her hands pulling up the back of my shirt, Lauryn had never been that aggressive before. Never. 
 
    "Mmm..." I moaned out at the feeling of Lauryn's cool hands touching my bare skin but I knew I couldn't continue if she wasn't ready. I grabbed her hands and pulled them to her sides. "Baby, we should stop..." As I spoke Lauryn broke free, and ran her fingertips across my ribs causing me to shake a little. "Lo, we shouldn't..." Lauryn's fingertips moved to the front of my body, under my shirt, and ran her finger along the underwire of my bra. "Lauryn..." 
 
    "Frankie, I know what I'm doing." Lauryn moved her hands back to my back and started kissing at my neck around my ear. "I love you and I'm ready." 
 
    Her words immediately turned me on. I had never been that sexually charged in my entire life. I wanted to rip her clothes off and taste every inch of her but I calmed myself. I let her remove my shirt with no further protestation. A black bra was all that covered my chest. I lowered my head again and ravenously sucked and kissed at her neck. I trailed down her neck to the front of her throat but then I stopped. I sat up and pulled her top off. I went back to her lips and kissed and licked her entire mouth. I couldn't get enough of her. I kissed down to her throat and further down her chest. Her chest heaved under my lips. I was about to ask her if she really wanted to keep going but her fingers tangled into my long black locks and she just held me. I looked into her icy blue eyes and she stared back into my bright green ones. She gave me a slight nod and I returned my lips to her skin. Her bra had a clasp in the front so I unbuckled it and let it fall back. 
 
    Before me where the most perfect pair of breasts that I had ever seen in my life. They were a full C cup, a good deal larger than my barely B cup sized boobs. Her nipples were hard, practically calling my name. They were beautifully pink; mine in comparison are more a light brown color. I looked into her beautiful bright blue eyes and she gave me another half nod with her eyes partially closed. I lowered my head once more and set out to complete the most important task I had ever undertaken; giving her more pleasure that anyone else had ever been able to do. I held her breasts gingerly in my hands and placed loving kisses all over them without touching her nipples or areola. The closer I got her nipple the more Lauryn moaned and heaved her chest at me but I stayed the course and made sure I had kissed every inch of her chest before I got to her tiny erect peaks. I ran my thumbs over her nipples to gauge her reaction. When the pads of my fingers made contact with her firm tips she shuddered and moaned loudly. She was VERY sensitive. I kissed her left nipple; she shuddered again and pressed herself towards me. My tongue snaked out on her cool flesh and she jumped a little. I looked up at her discreetly and noticed her eyes were closed tight, but this time there was no fear on her face only pleasure. Watching her face, I closed my mouth around her nipple and sucked. My other hand was giving her other nipple a generous massage. 
 
    "Oh Jesus..." Lauryn called out and arched her chest towards me as she pulled me harder into her tits. My arms snaked around her back and held her there while I greedily sucked and licked her nipple. I nipped at the flesh in my mouth and Lauryn jumped in surprise. I used that time to switch nipples and give the other one the same treatment. Suddenly it was if my hands had minds of their own. They were gently rubbing all over her body. Her thighs, her hips, her ribs, her arms, her shoulder, all succumbed to my wandering fingers. 
 
    "Please Frankie,... I can't take this anymore...Please..." Her breathy pleas were too much for me. Her fingers locked in my hair pushed me lower. As soon as I ventured to her stomach she was no longer forceful. She just played with my hair and let me have my way. I kissed, licked and sucked the sensitive skin on her stomach as I undid the button on her shorts. The zipper came next, and then I eased the shorts off without taking my mouth off of her. My tongue snaked around her cute little bellybutton and even dipped into it before she began pushing on me again. 
 
    "Come on, baby... You're killing me here..." Lauryn complained as she tried to force me onto her panty covered pussy. I grabbed the inside of her thighs and rubbed firmly, causing her to spread herself for me. Her cute light blue panties had a very large and very noticeable wet spot. They were expensive and beautifully delicate which meant one thing, handle with care or else. Or else would mean it would shred into tiny pieces. I grabbed the waist band, in both hands, and tugged in opposite directions. Lauryn gave a little squeal as her last piece of clothing was torn off of her. 
 
    "Take your clothes off... Hurry." Lauryn's sweet voice was driving me insane as she spoke. I could barely stop from driving my fingers into my own dripping sex to relieve the pressure. I backed off the bed though and tore my clothes off as fast as I could. I was pretty sure most of what I was wearing would have to end up in the trash. I climbed back into the bed and kissed Lauryn on the lips before even thinking of going between her legs. I needed her to know this was about love, not just sex. It was never just about sex with her. 
 
    When I finally trailed down her body again, giving her gentle kisses every time I moved, Lauryn resumed playing with my hair again. Not leading, not pushing, but simply twirling her fingers in my long locks. She rubbed the back of my neck and I finally made it between her thighs. She gave out a loud sigh when I pressed my head against her thigh and breathed her scent in deeply. It honestly made me a bit lightheaded. I started in by kissing the smooth area between her sex and her thighs, that sensitive little area that made her jump and moan my name... oh how I loved that spot. I could finally hold back no longer. I parted her folds with my fingers and gave her a single broad stroke with my tongue from bottom to top, wisely avoiding her clit. 
 
    "Oh dear god..." Lauryn moaned out loudly and bucked her hips a little towards me. I savored the taste of her before diving back in, pushing my tongue slowly as far into her as possible. I licked her wet inner walls and then I let my finger move stealthily to her clit, she writhed wildly when I flicked it at first. 
 
    "Frankie, I'm so close baby..." She groaned out when I found her little button. I pressed her clit harder and began to push my tongue in and out of her, wiggling it while I moved. Her fingers in my hair got a little tighter and I knew she was close. My tongue became more and more saturated with her fluids until I finally felt her tense up under me and she practically bathed me in her juices. She let out a long string of ooh's and aah's and naughty words and sounds that I had never heard before. I sucked and licked her clean; running my tongue over her hypersensitive clit. She jumped a bit at this then pulled me up next to her. 
 
    I kissed all over her face, smoothing out her hair and running my fingers across her face as I did. I whispered gently to her, "Are you okay baby?" My love for her was greater than anything I had ever felt. 
 
    "Frankie, that was... amazing." Lauryn kissed my lips, ignoring the fact that I was covered in her sticky fluid, or maybe she wanted a taste. I kissed her back, slipping my tongue into her mouth just like I had done to her pussy. 
 
    "I am nowhere near done with you." I moaned into her mouth. She shuddered a bit then nodded with a gorgeous blush covering her face. I kissed her cheek and trailed my hand down to her still moist pussy. My finger tapped her clit for an instant then slipped between her slick lips. Lauryn sucked in her breath as I eased my index finger into her. I curled it up immediately and searched for her special spot. It didn't take me long to find the sensitive spongy tissue that had her crying out and bucking all over me. I pressed the heel of my hand onto her clit and she let go of what little restraint she had. She turned her head from me and buried it in the pillow beside her, muffling her screams of ecstasy. I pumped my hand in and out of her then joined my middle finger to the first. She erupted almost immediately. She had an orgasm like none I had ever seen. She cried and bucked and thrashed and shook. I let her calm down before removed myself from her body. After licking my hand clean, and drying it on the sheets, I grabbed Lauryn's face and turned her to me gently. 
 
    "You don't have to hide from me." I whispered as I kissed her lips briefly before moving to her cheek, nose and forehead. "I love you and I want to see you enjoying yourself. I want to see how good I can make you feel." 
 
    Lauryn nodded then kissed me back a little. We lay cuddling silently for a long time. It wasn't an awkward silence. It was comfortable and relaxing. Neither of us felt the NEED to speak until Lauryn finally leaned towards me and spoke. "Frankie, can I ask you something?" 
 
    I held her body, nodded, then waited for the question. 
 
    "I was wondering if you could... maybe like... well during sex.... in the future if ...you're willing, at least once. I want you to...use a..." Lauryn paused and blushed. I knew what she was asking. She wanted me to get a strap-on and fuck her silly. She wanted me to express that power over her. In reality I would love to. To be able to slide in and out of her while holding her tightly and being able to run my hands all over her. It sounded like a marvelous idea. 
 
    "I know what you want, baby-girl." I kissed her and got out of the bed for a moment. I returned a few minutes later with exactly what she had wanted. 
 
    "How did you...?" Lauryn eyed the pristine package and looked at me in wonder as if I had produced the box by some magical force. 
 
    "I got it about a week ago. I know you and I figured you'd want to try it eventually. I picked it up and stored it here for the perfect time. Everything I do, I do with you in mind." I kissed her again and handed her the unopened package. 
 
    "I don't know if I can right now, I'm so sensitive..." 
 
    "Yes, you can." I leaned close to her ear and nibbled on it a bit while I spoke in a harsh gravelly voice. "And we are." 
 
    Lauryn shuddered a bit but nodded and opened the box. She gave the instructions a once over and began to strap the device onto me. It was on odd feeling having THAT appendage attached to my body. But it wasn't a bad feeling; I had simply never experienced it before. Lauryn's eyes went wide when she saw that it was a bit bigger than average. 
 
    "Frankie, I don't think I can take..." 
 
    "Lauryn, baby, don't think so much. Let's feel it out. If it doesn't feel good then we won't do it." I kissed her cheek then gently pressed her back into the bed. 
 
    I knelt between her legs and rubbed her swollen and wet pussy with the tip of the fake phallus. She closed her eyes softly and leaned her head back into the bed, rolling her head around a bit with obvious pleasure. I pressed the tip into her and she jumped a little. I immediately stopped and leaned down to kiss her. Our tongues met and danced and teased each other. I was only in her an inch but I didn't feel the need to push into her any further. I enjoyed simply kissing and touching her but my slight movements were suddenly maddening for her. 
 
    "Come on babe, stop teasing me." Lauryn's nails glided across my back, down to my ass and she pulled me into her. I plunged all that was left into her tight body and she screamed out... what an impatient woman she was. I held her body tightly and kissed the pain away as much as I could. Her nails dug into my ass and I knew I would have marks all over me for a long time. I can almost still feel her claw marks on my back. 
 
    "Oh my love, what am I going to do with you?" I whispered into her ear as I rubbed her hip gently hoping to alleviate some of the pain from in-between her legs. 
 
    "Sorry..." Lauryn mumbled out. Her eyes were shut tight and I could see the anguish on her face. I stayed still and didn't move an inch. Pulling out could hurt her just as much if she wasn't ready for me to move. 
 
    "Don't be sorry, baby. You didn't do anything wrong. We just need to take it slow and you got too excited for your own good." I whispered my words gently into her ear and kissed all along her neck. As I rubbed her hip I used her own body to her move her around the fake cock. It was only a fraction of an inch but Lauryn was whimpering then moaning with pleasure. I wrapped my arms around her and rolled over gently so that she was riding me. The back of the strap-on rubbed obnoxiously onto my clit, giving me the pleasure I had needed so much. 
 
    "It's so big..." She moaned as she began slowly rocking back and forth. Her hips were against mine so it was buried all the way in but she was taking it all like a trooper. 
 
    "Are you okay? I mean, is it too big? We could get a different one and try again a different day. " My pleasure took a back seat to her comfort. If she said stop I would've, like I had done every other time. This was no different. 
 
    Lauryn shook her head and kept sliding back and forth. My hands grasped Lauryn's hips. I didn't push her or pull her or guide her in any way. I simply rubbed at her sides and followed along with her motions. 
 
    "I'm getting close... Ohh..." Lauryn panted out as she began moving faster. 
 
    "Me too." 
 
    Lauryn's pumping was becoming less fluid and relaxed and more rushed and wild, not that I was complaining. I just knew she would be sore later on. As soon as her body started to spasm I flipped her back onto her back and took over. I placed her legs on my shoulders and got a good even rhythm going. She was making a low grunting noise that let me know although she wasn't completely comfortable with it inside her, she was enjoying herself. Her orgasm picked up again just as mine did. I felt my knees grow weak. 
 
    Then we both lay completely spent on the bed. I threw off the strap-on and cuddled closely to my love. Lauryn was still shaking a bit. I ran my fingers through her hair and kissed her head over and over. She cuddled tight against my chest and panted wildly. She kissed at the skin around my shoulder. I had never felt more comfortable than at that moment. Her breathing calmed and I was pretty sure she had fallen asleep or that she had passed out. I couldn't be sure which. 
 
    Lauryn woke up a few hours later. I was the one who wasn't in the bed this time. I was seated about five feet from it in a small and very comfortable leather chair. I had my sketch pad in my hands; I had been doing charcoal sketches of her while she slept. I had filled my book with at least a dozen drawing of her as she had been tossing and turning in my bed, completely naked. She rolled over and opened her eyes sleepily. 
 
    "Hi." She said in a gravelly voice that sounded both sleepy and sexy. Her bright blue eyes seemed even more brilliant when she smiled. 
 
    "Hi." I grinned and started a whole new sketch. 
 
    "I heard a noise... Are you drawing me?" Lauryn asked with a lazy yet puzzled look. I just nodded and continued with it. "How very sexy of you." 
 
    I laughed a little but kept on drawing. When I was finally done I closed the book up and placed it back in my nightstand. I sat on the bed next to my girlfriend, who was lying on her side, and I gave her a sweet kiss. My fingers grazed her cheek and brushed a few blonde locks of hair out of her face. I reached behind me, to the corner of the bed and I grabbed the jewelry box once more. I handed it to her and she just looked at me in a sad and semi depressed way. She thought I was going to ask her to wear it. 
 
    "This is yours. It doesn't matter what you do with it. Dump it, sell it, pawn it or flush it down the toilet if you want but this is yours. It was yours the moment I saw it. I'm sorry if you felt like I pushed it on you before, it wasn't my intention and that's not my intention now. It's simply a gift. No more important than a bouquet of flowers or a card or anything else I get you." I kissed her again then jumped in behind her in the bed. She turned the box over in her hands a couple of times; I assumed she was thinking about what the hell she was going to do with it. After a few moments she placed the box on the nightstand and rolled over in my arms. 
 
    "Of course I'm going to keep it. I would never throw it out or sell it or whatever else you said. You cared enough to get think of me while you were out and I appreciate it I do but in my life these types of gifts meant bad things. It meant 'I'm sorry I cheated'. It meant 'Sorry I hurt you.' It meant 'I'm sorry for leaving'. I don't want those types of gifts anymore." Lauryn's words hurt me for some reason. She had immediately thought the worst then she hadn't known how to take it back. 
 
    "I'm not trying to apologize with gifts, Lauryn. I didn't do anything wrong. I love you more than anyone else ever has or ever will, and even if I do do something one day, I won't try to fix it with a present. I won't ever leave you. Not in a million years." I pressed my lips to her lips and kissed her. "I won't hurt you. Ever. I promise." I kissed her cheek. "And I won't ever, ever, ever cheat on you. Of those three things you can be completely positive." 
 
    Lauryn threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me deeply. I stayed calm, even under her abrupt attack of love. When she was satisfied that my tongue did indeed belong to her, she relinquished her hold on my mouth but she gave me dozens of little kisses around my face. I loved her so much it is literally impossible to describe the feeling that overtook me when I held her tightly in my arms, or when she drifted off into a deep sleep. 
 
    Three months, one week and four days after that glorious night when we first made love, Lauryn and I were happy, as we had been every night since then. We had been together for about 7 and a half months total. It was a cool and breezy night when Lauryn and I dealt with our toughest battle. The night was beautiful and we were at her house for a change. It was a little smaller than my place but I loved it more than my own simply for the fact that it was hers. Lauryn was lying in the bed, naked, and I was standing by the opened window with a sheet wrapped around myself enjoying the fresh air. 
 
    "You look really sexy over there." Lauryn purred in the sexiest voice I had ever heard. I glanced over my shoulder to look back at her. She was lying on her back with a thin sheet loosely covering her exquisite form from me. Her blonde hair was tussled and carelessly thrown about all around her beautiful face. Her face was a bit flushed from the round of passionate sex we had just recovered from. I could've sworn I could still see a bit of my juices on her lips. 
 
    "Yeah well how about you come and do something about it..." Just as I spoke the sound of an engine and a flash of headlights caught my attention from outside the window. "Hey babe, looks like you have company... Black Lexus?" 
 
    "Damn it." Lauryn groaned in frustration as she jumped swiftly out of the bed and ran to her closet. 
 
    "Lauryn?" I was beyond confused at that point. Lauryn rushed back into the room with a pair of jeans. She rustled about trying to find a shirt to hide her perfect tits. "Baby, what wrong? Who is it?" I asked just as she put on a bra and then a loose t-shirt. 
 
    Lauryn rushed over to me, grabbed my face in her hands then placed a divinely sweet kiss on my lips. "You know I love you more than anything but I need you to stay in here. My parents..." 
 
    I stepped back from her in shock. She didn't need to finish her sentence for me to understand. "They don't know..." 
 
    "Frankie, I've wanted to tell them and I know I promised that I would but..." Lauryn stepped closer to me and grabbed the back of my head, forcing my lips onto hers. "I love you so much. Don't let anything make you doubt that but please do as I ask. I'm begging you." Lauryn forced another kiss then rushed out of the room just as the doorbell rang. I paced around the room for a second before sliding to the ground near the door. I rested my head back against the wall and listened. There was nothing else I could do. I heard some light chatter before I heard them all enter the house. Her second story bedroom overlooked the living room so I could hear every word they said without even wanting to. 
 
    "So, what are you guys doing here?" Lauryn asked in a noticeably shaky voice. 
 
    "Your mother and I were having dinner nearby and decided to stop by and see how you are. How are you, darling?" A man's voice said. I assumed it was her dad. 
 
    "I'm great..." 
 
    "Honey, there is a car parked behind yours in the driveway. Is someone here?" It was a woman's voice that time; her mother. 
 
    "Uhh... No. Of course not; a friend left it here over night." Lauryn answered. 
 
    "That's terribly rude. They blocked you in." Her dad quipped in an uninterested voice. "It's a nice car though. What friend of yours drives a Ferrari? It looks awfully familiar." 
 
    "Just a friend dad..." 
 
    "Wait doesn't that car belong to that mechanic girl?" 
 
    My blood was boiling as I sat there on the ground. 
 
    "Yeah dad it does. She is a good friend and decided to leave her car..." Lauryn was interrupted once again. It was sad to hear how little her mother valued what she had to say. 
 
    "I heard she's a lesbian." Lauryn's mom said in a gossipy voice. At that point I was about to bust out of the bedroom completely naked but I refrained out of respect for my girlfriend. 
 
    "She is, mom." Lauryn answered back. 
 
    "I don't know why you would want to hang out with someone like that. I'm sure she is planning on making a pass at you. You're a beautiful young girl; it's only a matter of time." Her mom's condescending voice infuriated me. 
 
    I sat my ground waiting for the love of my life to come to my rescue. I waited for her to defend me in some way... but she didn't. 
 
    "She's my friend, mom..." 
 
    "Alright, honey, that's great. But we better get going, it's late." Lauryn's dad said. I heard him kiss her and move out of the living room. 
 
    "Remember what I said, dear. I know about these things. Be careful." Lauryn's mom kissed her daughter then left as well. 
 
    To my total and complete shock Lauryn said "Alright, mom, I will. See you later." right before her mom left. I stood and began pacing again. I listened to Lauryn's parents' car drive away then Lauryn finally returned to the room with a relieved look on her face. She pulled off her shirt then walked over to me slowly. 
 
    "I'm so glad that's over." She said as she tried to kiss me. I took an involuntary step backwards. That was what she had to say to me after THAT. 'I'm so glad that's over'? That was the best she would do? "Come on Frankie, that didn't mean anything." She continued. 
 
    "It didn't mean anything?" I repeated. I was sure she could sense my anger but more than that my pain. Just 30 minutes prior Lauryn had been holding me tightly telling me how much she loved having me in her life but now, according to her mother, I was a dangerous lesbian threatening to 'turn' her. "It meant everything." I added. I moved past Lauryn to grab my clothes and I put them on in a hurry, ignoring the fact that the t-shirt was inside out. 
 
    "Frankie, don't be like this. Please baby, I'm sorry. My parents are just... they don't understand." Lauryn kept trying to grab my hands but I kept pulling away from her. I snatched my shoes from the corner of the room then left the room. Lauryn followed close behind. I grabbed my bag from the kitchen counter, which luckily for Lauryn, her parents hadn't noticed. I walked towards the front door but Lauryn stood in my way. "Baby, you just don't understand..." 
 
    "I guess I don't." I admitted angrily. "See, because I thought that you loved me and that I loved you and that's all that mattered but I guess I wasn't as clear as I thought because I'm just your 'friend' and you have to be careful around me and my kind. You never know what we lesbians are up to, right?" 
 
    She had a look of shame on her face. It was tough for me to her beautiful features contorted that way. Her eyes looked down to the ground and her shoulders slumped forward. She felt bad, it was written all over her body but that didn't change her words and it certainly didn't change how much those words, or lack thereof, had hurt me. 
 
    Lauryn's eyes finally looked back up at me. It was saddest look I had ever seen on her lovely face. "I'm sorry. I didn't know what to say to them, I don't, but I know that I love you more than anything. Please don't leave me, not like this." 
 
    My heart broke at her plea. She could've been confessing to murder and I would've forgiven her. I dropped my bag to the ground and Lauryn took that as a sign that I wouldn't leave. She rushed forward and threw her arms around me. 
 
    "Thank you baby, thank you so much. I swear I'll fix all this. I'll tell them and I'll make it all better. Trust me." Lauryn leaned in to kiss my lips put I pulled away from her. 
 
    "You told your mom we're just friends. I would hate to make a liar out of you." I turned around and headed back to Lauryn's room. I had a feeling that things were going to get tough for us. 
 
    Lauryn and I slept on opposite sides of the bed that night, instead of snuggling close like we always did. I left early the next morning before she woke up. She called me a few hours later; I guess it was when she woke up. 
 
    "Hello." I answered my phone and I was totally pissed. I didn't even look at the caller id. 
 
    "Hey, baby, it's me..." 
 
    "Lauryn?" I asked in mock surprise. "You must have the wrong number. This is just Frankie. Your friend, remember?" 
 
    "Frankie, don't be like this. You know that I'm totally and completely in love with you. I just can't tell them but I know it's what you want..." 
 
    "Funny, because that's not what you said last night. Besides, I shouldn't be the only one who wants it. Don't do it for me, do it for you... for us. Well that's if you need an 'us'. I don't know if a 'BFF' relationship is what you really wanted all along." I spat back at her. 
 
    Lauryn sighed then went on for twenty eight minutes about how I didn't know what her parents were like and how I couldn't understand how hard it was for her; she loved me but didn't know what to do. Then when she realized she wasn't going to get anywhere with me she sighed and reminded me that we had dinner plans at her house. I curtly agreed then got back to work. The guys at the shop noticed my foul mood and a couple even ventured to ask. I responded by telling them to mind their own fucking business. The hours dragged on and so did that night. I barely spoke to Lauryn and she didn't have much to say to me either. We went to bed that night in separate houses. Our lives dragged on like that for four days before there was any change. On that fourth day I was working in my garage at home, working out some of my frustration when Lauryn drove her car up and stomped angrily into my opened garage. I was going to think of a wise-ass comment but she acted before I could. 
 
    She walked up to me quickly then pushed me roughly. I stumbled back a couple steps but I kept my balance. 
 
    "I hope you're happy now. This is all your fault." she yelled at me. "I told them and now neither of them want to see me again. They said they're ashamed of me. I did it because I need you. I did it so you would love me again and now my parents don't love me anymore." 
 
    Lauryn broke down and started sobbing. She fell to her knees on the oil stained ground of my garage and just wept uncontrollably. My heart tore into a million pieces and a few tears began to fall from my eyes as well. I dropped my tools and rushed over to Lauryn pulling her tightly into my arms. 
 
    "I'm sorry." I said slowly as I rocked Lauryn back and forth. She grabbed my arm tightly and cried heavily on my shoulder. I helped her to her feet then walked her into the house. We both sat on the couch and Lauryn continued to cry on me. At that moment I had no idea why I had demanded that from her. I wasn't sure why having her love hadn't been enough for me. I wasn't sure why I had made her destroy her family. Her career as well I assumed. If her dad didn't want to see her I guess he didn't want her to work for him either. I had made her lose both her family and her career to make her prove she loved me when in reality I had known all along. 
 
    "Lauryn, I don't know what to say to you. I never wanted you to end up like me, without parents to turn to. I shouldn't have..." my tears gave way again and I couldn't speak. I had ruined her life. How could she even stand be next to me, let alone want my love? 
 
    "Just tell me that you love me again. Tell me I didn't do it for nothing..." I could barely understand Lauryn through her sobs but I did understand her desperation. 
 
    "Baby, I never stopped loving you. I was hurt and upset but I never stopped. I couldn't if I tried." I pulled her head close to my chest and kissed the top of her head over and over again. I then dragged her up to my bedroom and pulled off her clothes. I placed her crying frame into my bed and tucked her in. Over the next few hours I brought her all the things I could think of to make her feel better. I spent three days by her side trying to nurse her broken heart. Nothing worked. She barely ate anything, even when I demanded it. She just slept and sobbed and repeated the cycle. Finally when I could think of nothing else I kissed her forehead and told her I would return to her soon. 
 
    "Promise you'll come back to me." She said desperately even though she was in my house and it wasn't like I would just run away from her and never go back. 
 
    "Always." I promised with one final kiss. I ran out the front door and got into my car. I drove straight to Lauryn's work where I was sure her father would be. 
 
    I walked swiftly into the building bypassing a snooty front desk clerk who ran after me asking me about my 'scheduled appointment'. Then she threatened to call security and so on and so forth. I spotted the biggest set of doors which had the words "MAXWELL ROBERTS" written across it. That was the door I wanted. I barged in and the older man, who I assumed was Lauryn's dad, looked at me like I was insane. 
 
    "My name is Francesca." I told him. The bitch of a secretary offered to call security but Mr. Roberts declined and told the girl to leave. 
 
    "May I help you with something?" He said with an obvious look of distaste. I was sure he already knew exactly who I was and why I was there. 
 
    "She needs you." I said, practically begging. I was no longer angry; I was ready to grovel if it would help Lauryn. 
 
    "Look, Ms..." 
 
    "It's just Frankie." I said quickly, although I didn't know why. 
 
    "I don't know what you think but I'm not the bad guy. Lauryn is... She is my pride and joy, my little princess but I can't let her make this mistake. I can't stand by and let her ruin her life." He seemed so sincere that it was hard to dislike him even though I wanted to. He honestly thought he was doing what was best for her. Then he continued talking. "I love her more than anything. I don't want to do this but I have no choice." 
 
    "Mr. Roberts I don't know what to do to help her. She is currently at my house, lying in my bed crying her eyes out. She has been for three days. I know what you and your wife think of me and I'm not here to make you like me or to make you think I'm best for her. I just need her to be okay and she needs you. I love your daughter more than life itself but she loves you that way too." 
 
    "Frankie, I can't. My wife doesn't approve of this... 'lifestyle' and I can't let Lauryn throw away her future to be with you. I wish I could help." He sat back in his chair and shook his head softly as if he was trying to make a decision. We sat in silence for several minutes. "You really love her don't you?" 
 
    "More than anything and I'll do whatever she needs and if she needs me to go away so she can move on with you guys then I'll do that too. I want her... I need her to be happy and she can't be happy without you." 
 
    Mr. Roberts rubbed at his face then looked up at me. "I let my wife convince me this was for the best, that if Lauryn was forced to make a decision she would choose correctly. My wife told me she hadn't chosen correctly but now I'm positive she has. I'll apologize to Lauryn but I can assure my wife won't change her mind. This will break up my marriage but I can't let my wife do this to my daughter." 
 
    "Please come and see her." I would've gotten on my knees and begged if he would've asked me but he only nodded his head and grabbed his coat. I drove back to my place in a hurry with Lauryn's dad close behind. I parked askew in my drive way and Mr. Roberts just pulled in behind me. I led him into my house and Lauryn called out to me from the kitchen without even seeing me. 
 
    "Baby, you're back already? I was kind of afraid you had run away from me and my craziness forever..." Lauryn's voice sounded so small and she sniffled as she spoke. It broke my heart. She walked out to see me and gasped at the sight of her father. "Daddy?" Lauryn looked from her father then back to me over and over again. She finally ran into my arms and hugged me tightly. She whispered how much she loved me about a million times. When she finally let me go she looked at her father sheepishly. 
 
    "Kitten, I'm so sorry. Can you forgive your foolish old man?" He stretched his arms out and picked her up a bit when she went to him. He swung her around like a toddler and at that moment I fell for him. I loved him simply because she did and because he loved her enough to forsake his wife, the love of his life, to make sure Lauryn was okay. 
 
    "Daddy, I love her and I can't leave her. I won't." Lauryn cried on his shoulder. 
 
    "I know honey." Lauryn's dad kissed her cheek then put her back down on the floor. "I won't ask you to. I've never met anyone, besides myself, who loves you as much as that woman does. I wanted you to do what was best for you but I had never stopped to think you already had." 
 
    Lauryn looked back at me and walked over slowly into my widespread arms blushingly. 
 
    "I love you." I whispered into her ear as we hugged. She whispered the sentiment back. 
 
    "I'm going to give you two a few minutes alone. I'll be upstairs, baby, whenever you're done we can talk." I kissed Lauryn's cheek then walked off. 
 
    I lost track of the time but some time later Lauryn found me sitting on the back balcony drinking a glass of wine. She sat in my lap with a huge smile across her face. I could tell she had cried but she looked happy. Her bright eyes shone brightly and I marveled at how gorgeous she was, inside and out. I had been so wrong about her when I first met her. There was no greater person in the entire world. 
 
    "Is everything alright now?" I asked her as my arms encased her waist. Her arms took a hold of my shoulders and she shook her head slightly. 
 
    "No... but it will be. I have you and everything else will work itself out. I don't know how to thank you for whatever it is you did to get my dad to reconsider." Lauryn pressed her face into my neck and breathed in deeply. 
 
    "I just asked. I honestly didn't think it would work but I had to try. You were completely right it was all my fault... it still is. I shouldn't have asked you to force that on your family. I never got to tell either of my parents about me and I never even thought about how it could affect your relationship with them. I just thought you were trying to hide me and it hurt me that you wouldn't want..." 
 
    "It wasn't your fault, I'm sorry I said that. I knew what would happen so I guess I did prefer to keep you all to myself. Which I guess is the same as hiding you but I was just so scared when I thought you didn't love me anymore that I had to do something...anything to make you..." Lauryn spoke directly into my neck but I couldn't let her think that I had stopped loving her. 
 
    "Baby, I could never stop loving you." I held her tightly to my neck and kissed the side of her face. "I will love you forever and nothing will change that. You're everything I ever wanted and everything I need." I felt gentle tears brush on the inside of my neck and I knew Lauryn was crying. Her chest convulsed softly against me. I wrapped my arms around her back and pressed her body tightly to me. I whispered words of love and devotion to her in Italian although she had no idea what the hell I was talking about, I felt it was right and she did seem to call down a little. I kept kissing her face and she clung to me as if it was the only thing she could do, I guess maybe it was. 
 
    She took a deep breath again and kissed my neck before whispering to me. "God, I love how good you smell. I've been obsessed ever since I met you." 
 
    "That's what 200 dollars an ounce will get you." I joked as I kissed her playfully. 
 
    "No," Lauryn was soft about her words but she was firm in her delivery of them. She kissed at my neck and I could even swear that I left her tongue on my skin. "I know your perfume and I can smell it when other people wear it but it's never the same as it is on you, never as yummy. You just smell so good all the time." 
 
    I turned Lauryn on my lap so she was no longer facing me. I pulled her into my arms and she snuggled into my side on that big comfy chair on the balcony. She once again placed her face into my neck as I grabbed my glass of wine. I peered over the balcony and I looked out in the large wooded area behind my home. It was such a peaceful moment that I felt I could live it for the rest of my life and that's exactly what I intended on doing. At that moment I knew what I had to do. 
 
    "Marry me." I whispered to her...

  

 
   
    Story 58 
 
    I lay on my side, on my expensive 600 thread count Egyptian cotton sheets. At that moment I felt childish for crying like a baby. People died all the time and no one knew that better than me. As a heart surgeon it was my job to repair the otherwise irreparable and I was good at my job. Years of careful planning and dedication had gotten me that. Countless hours studying and more overtime than any human should do, most of it unpaid, had made me the best in my field and as a result I had become accustomed to the few who died here and there on my table. They were as good as dead when they walked in anyway, I was their last chance and I understood not all of them could make it. But I still couldn't stop the tears that flowed down my face. 
 
    My day at work had been horrible. That day all I had to do was repair a simple heart murmur. The patient was a three year old child who had heart issues her whole short life. The murmur had been detected in the child's native country of Somalia. The child's parents didn't have the money to seek medical treatment but an international program managed to help out and sent the child to me, free of charge. The condition had been worse than I was lead to believe. A simple heart murmur turned out to be a serious heart valve issue that wasn't detected at the hospital. That combined with the child's small size made it impossible for her to make it through the procedure. Her stats started dropping as soon as I had her opened. I barely even made it to her heart before the time of death was called. All my colleagues told me that it was of no fault of mine that the little girl died, I knew that but a child had still died on MY table, under my hands. I had to deliver the news to the child's temporary guardians and that was when I realized that I didn't even know her name. I mumbled through the explanation of what had happened before clocking out for the day and speeding home. 
 
    Tears soaked my incredibly soft sheets as I felt a soft body slide in behind me in the bed. I knew who it was and if anyone could repair the pain in my heart it was Vicky. I knew her body better than I knew my own, that was for sure. Her body was, as always, soft and warm. Her legs bent into mine, her knees pressing against the back of mine. Her right arm found its way under my head and cradled me softly. Oh, how I loved her. 
 
    "You okay, baby?" She whispered into my ear as she moved hair away from my neck. She kissed the exposed flesh on my shoulder then her left arm encircled my body, hugging me tight. She knew my work was hard and this hadn't been the first time she had come home from a long day at work (as a psychiatrist) only to find me sobbing on the bed. 
 
    "No." I replied weakly. I grabbed her arm and wrapped it tighter around my lithe body. I slowly told her what had happened and she just nodded and kissed my neck and shoulder as I spoke, comforting me when it became hard to speak. 
 
    "Do you know her name now?" Vicky asked carefully, trying not to go all shrink-ish on me. She knew I hated it when she tried to evaluate me. 
 
    "Yeah but it's a little late now don't you think? I probably should've known that before I killed her." I told her angrily. Vicky just held me tighter and kissed me again. 
 
    "First off, you didn't kill her, Kayla. You were her last chance and if you couldn't do it then no one could've. Secondly, you know her name now and although you're right, you should've known that before, now you won't forget it." 
 
    "I really don't want to talk about this anymore." I said as I wiped my face off. 
 
    "How about we just take a nap?" 
 
    I nodded and Vicky wrapped her arms around me after turning off the bedroom light. Sleep didn't come so easily to me and I knew Vicky wasn't sleeping either. She just ran her fingers along my naked skin until I was able to find some not-so-peaceful sleep. 
 
    I don't know how long I was sleeping but the clock read 2:12 am when I finally got up. I was awakened by a chill that ran across my back. Vicky had gotten up and had left my back uncovered. I wrapped myself in the sheet and sat up on the bed. I was about to get up and find my love when she walked into the bedroom again wearing nothing but a pink nearly see-through nightshirt and a pair of panties. 
 
    "Oh shit, did I wake you up? Damn, I was trying to be quiet." She said as she placed a tray on the bedside table. I could smell what it was. Hot chocolate with whipped cream and sugar cookies. Both of my favorites. I pulled Vicky into my arms and she tumbled onto my lap. She had baked fresh cookies while I slept, she as more than I deserved. 
 
    "No, you didn't wake me up." I told her as I kissed her lips. Her soft flesh touched mine and in that moment I forgot everything bad that had ever happened in my life. When I was with her she was all that mattered. 
 
    "Relax there, tiger." She laughed as she stood back up. "Drink this before it gets cold. It will make you feel better." Vicky handed me the hot mug and I drank slowly at the delicious concoction. No one could make hot chocolate like Vicky, no one. When the chocolate and cookies were gone, Vicky just sat and looked at me for a moment. When I started to feel a little awkward, I asked her why she was staring. 
 
    "No reason, I just love the view." She said swiftly. I had to laugh at the fact that she was so serious. I didn't doubt her answer for a second. It was almost like she knew what I was going to ask before I even spoke, like she knew her answer. I leaned in and kissed her again. 
 
    "I love you, you know that?" I asked her as I cuddled her close to my body. She sighed and held onto me. 
 
    "I know that baby, just like you know I love you." She answered. Abruptly she sat back slightly and stared at me again. "Hey, shouldn't I be holding you?" 
 
    "Nope." I said playfully. "You are exactly where you need to be, in my arms." 
 
    "That was smooth." She giggled. "Very smooth." That sent me into a fit of laughter. I quickly flipped her over and pinned her under me. I kissed her softly but I wasn't surprised when her tongue licked at my lips. I opened my mouth to her and our tongues danced around in a pattern that they had done a million times over. 
 
    "No more of this." Vicky laughed as she finally pushed me off of her. She was panting softly as she tried to catch her breath. I simply smiled at her. She was everything I loved in the entire word. "You have a lot of work tomorrow and it's already late. So stop tempting me and let's go to sleep." 
 
    I grabbed her and kissed her again, ignoring her comments. I even stepped it up a notch as I started to rub her nipple through her thin top. "We slept all afternoon." 
 
    "Why must I always be the grown up?" Vicky panted out as she furiously tried to push my hand away. 
 
    "I'm a big girl, Vic; you can let me make my own decisions." I laughed as I kept my fingers tightly attached to her nipple. I knew she was right, at least partly. I needed rest but I knew I could do it. 
 
    "Okay that's it." Vicky sat up and pushed me off of her completely. I smiled and watched as she rubbed her face in frustration. She wanted sex just as much as I did. "It's a quarter to three in the morning and both of us have to work tomorrow. If you can't act like a responsible adult then I am going to make you sleep on the couch." 
 
    "Okay. Okay! If that's what you want then that is what you'll get." I couldn't help the small laugh that came from my lips. I lay my body back on the bed, facing the ceiling. "Babe, you want me to turn the air up a bit?" I asked in a calm and level voice a few moments later. 
 
    Thinking she had won her little battle, Vicky nestled herself back into bed. "No, I'm okay. Why do you ask?" 
 
    "Oh nothing, I just noticed that your look a little chilly." I remained calm and suppressed the laughter that caught in my throat. We both knew I was talking about her nipples that were more than a little visible through her thin pink nightshirt. 
 
    "If that is your gauge for room temperature then you might want to turn on the heater for your own benefit." She laughed as she ran her finger over my own erect nipples. 
 
    "Yeah I guess you have a point but at least my panties aren't wet." I mumbled, angry that she had beaten me yet again. 
 
    Vicky got close to me and wrapped her arm around my stomach as she cuddled close to my body. I was no longer angry, I couldn't be. But then she whispered to me. "You're not wearing panties, baby, but that doesn't mean you aren't wet. You are, aren't you, my love?" 
 
    I stayed silent and pouted. I had wanted to make her want me but she always won the teasing contest. She could always get me wet just by looking at me or smiling. Smelling her perfume turned me on to no end. Hearing her voice made me weak in the knees. Basically, I was in love with her and she could do no wrong in her attempts to arouse me. She could do no wrong period. 
 
    "Don't make me find out myself, Kayla. Just tell me. Tell me that you're just as wet as I am." She continued to purr in my ear. I was about to reach over and put my hand in her panties before she could stop me. There would be no way for her to stop me once I got my hands on her. I was about to show her just how easily I could win our little competition. But she didn't want that and I only wanted to give her what she wanted. 
 
    "You're being mean to me." I muttered pathetically, ignoring her alluring voice. She instantly relaxed then kissed softly at my shoulder. 
 
    "Forgive me, love. I was just teasing you. Tomorrow we can do whatever you want when we get off of work. We both should get home early if everything goes well." She held me tightly and once again everything was okay. I extended my arm out and slid it under her shoulders. I almost laughed when she snaked her top leg out over mine. I could feel just how wet she was and I was surprised that she had had the self-control to stop me when she did. 
 
    "I love you, you teasing bitch." I whispered playfully as I kissed her forehead. She laughed out immediately. Her soft chuckles shook her body against mine and it made me smile. There was always a level of comfort between us that made my life seem perfectly right no matter what was happening. 
 
    "I love you too, baby." She said between giggles. Her voice made me smile even more, as it always did. It was soft and sweeter than any sound other sound that I had ever heard. "I love you too." She repeated for a second time as she calmed down. 
 
    We cuddled together for a long time when she finally fell asleep against my chest. I ran my fingers through her short black hair. She always wore it in a cool and modern style that hung down to her jaw line in a sexy and sleek manner. Her eyes were shut softly, hiding her golden irises from me. Her expertly toned body draped across mine and I silently wondered what I had done in my life to be lucky enough to deserve the goddess that clung to me. In reality I knew I had done nothing and I absolutely did not deserve her but I was thankful I had her. Actually honored was more the correct term, honored that she had chosen me. I was pretty "plain-Jane"/girl-next-door. Even in my third decade (same as Vicky) my looks hadn't changed much since I was about 17. I had long light brown hair and my body hadn't changed much either. I still had the skinny and lanky and short body I had back then (barely 5'2" to Vicky's 5'8"). A thin waist, small chest (barely B size compared to Vicky's full C) and skinny legs made me laugh when I looked in the mirror but the way Vicky looked at me made me feel like I was 5'11 and I belonged on a runway. And while I didn't see what she saw, I loved her all the more for the intensity with which she loved me. The passion I saw in her amber eyes on a daily basis made me want to cry at times. No one had ever loved me as much as she did and there wasn't one person on the planet that I loved as much as I loved her. 
 
    The next day at work was easier... and by easier I mean no one died. The surgeries weren't the easiest I had ever done but by the end of the day I wasn't exhausted and I was able to leave at a decent hour. Since I was the leading surgeon in my field at the hospital that usually meant that I didn't have to work the crazy hours that the general surgeons did and for that I was eternally thankful. By 5:45 pm, I was at home sitting on the resting my feet on the coffee table with a cold can of soda in my hand. 
 
    I knew it would only be a little while before Vicky got home and honestly that's all I could think of. I thought of her sexy legs, amazing breasts, succulent thighs, delicious tongue and oh so many other divinely yummy body parts. My mind spun. We had been together for nearly nine years and I never felt my need for her falter. It never died and it didn't even pause, even when I wanted it to so I could form a clear thought. I thought of her every time I saw a woman with black hair, or a woman with light brown eyes or nice legs or large boobs. I never lusted after those women, not even a little. I would compare them to the woman of my dreams (who just happened to be the woman who happened to be in love with me). I knew these women couldn't hold a candle to Vicky. Not pretty enough or smart or funny or witty or anything else. But after a while I realized that no one would ever be enough. Vicky was my other half, the soul-mate that God had made just for me and I knew I would cherish her until the day I died. Not even if I lived a million years would I find anyone to replace my... 
 
    "Baby, wake up." Vicky said as she kissed my cheek and pulled the unopened soda can from my lap. I had fallen asleep on that couch with my feet perched on that coffee table and the condensation from the unopened can I had left next to me had left the side of my pants icy cold and damp. In my half-asleep daze, I looked at her quizzically. Vic grabbed my hand and tried to help me up. "Let's get you to bed." 
 
    Her soft words were all the initiative I needed. "How about I get you bed?" I asked as I rubbed my eyes and tried to focus. I knew how lame it sounded especially since I kind of yawned in the middle but I knew I had to get my game on if I wanted to get my gorgeous girl into bed and trust me, I always wanted to get my girl into bed. 
 
    "How about you have some coffee before you partake in any strenuous activity?" She giggled back. She tried to pull me back up towards the bedroom but I just grabbed her and pulled her onto my lap. Which was probably better since I was still a bit asleep. Dragging her to bed might have been an issue at that particular time so I decided to take advantage of the opportunity to get my wits about me. 
 
    "How about I have you instead?" I told her as I kissed the sides of her throat as I held her body tightly. 
 
    "How about we stop answering questions with questions?" She laughed. Vic stood back up and smiled at me. 
 
    "How about you stop dodging my questions by answering them with questions?" 
 
    "How about..." before she could even think of saying anything I pulled her back into me. 
 
    "No ma'am, no more." I was definitely feeling awakened at that moment. My girl was straddling me (I was very lucky with how she landed) and I wanted more. I kissed her roughly but she didn't seem to notice my fervor. She returned it with less urgency but with no less passion. When I tugged on her bottom lip with my teeth she giggled and sat back a bit. 
 
    "You must've been having a pretty great dream if you woke up this horny." 
 
    My hands were rubbing her knees gently trying to focus on her words and not just the overwhelming desire that I had to taste every inch of her. I just nodded to what she had said. 
 
    "I bet you were dreaming about a girl." 
 
    Again I nodded. 
 
    "Was she pretty?" 
 
    She got yet another affirmative head movement from me. 
 
    "Sexy?" 
 
    "Divinely so." I decided to finally answer her with words as I began to kiss and lick at her neck again. 
 
    "Smart?" 
 
    I laughed but continued working on her neck. "Genius." 
 
    "Did she love you?" Vicky's words started becoming more breathy and less relaxed. I was getting to her by sucking on her neck and both of us knew it. 
 
    "I'm sure of it." I answered as I took a gentle bite of her soft and yielding flesh. 
 
    "Do you love her?" Vic asked as she pushed me off for a second. I could see the lust in her eyes. She wanted me, badly. 
 
    "More than life itself." I replied honestly and immediately. 
 
    "Who was she?" An evil grin crossed Vicky lips and it made me laugh. She was trying to gain the upper hand. She knew how bad I wanted to say it was her. To let her know just how much I needed her and I would do that but at that moment I couldn't give in, not just yet. "Who was she, Kayla?" 
 
    That brought me right back to earth. "I'm not really sure." I grinned. Vic drew her eyebrows together and smiled a thoughtful and menacing smile. I was slightly worried. She was very clever and I knew she'd win. She always did. 
 
    She pressed into me a bit harder, pressing her pelvis into mine, and she propped her head next to my ear. 
 
    "Who was she, baby?" She whispered so close to my ear that I could feel her lips brush my skin. 
 
    "I...I... I don't know." I stuttered like I had gone instantly moronic. That was how she always won; buy making me lose my mind for her... it didn't ever take much. 
 
    "Who was she?" She repeated but this time she punctuated her sentence by taking my earlobe into her mouth. I bit my lip and tried to keep my resolve but it was fading fast. 
 
    I didn't trust my voice so I just shook my head making her tug at my ear slightly. A faint whimper escaped my lips. 
 
    "Kayla, my darling, my love..." Vicky crooned those words as only a lover could. Her voice was a gentle and seductive melody that melted my insides. "Please tell me who you were dreaming of?" 
 
    She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and clasped her hands together at the back of my neck as she nestled into my shoulder. She licked and sucked and bit at my sensitive ear. 
 
    "I was dreaming about you." I said finally and way too desperately, Vic chuckled once. My words came out way too fast and it almost sounded like I had to say it. Like if I kept it in any longer it would harm me. But I guess that's exactly how I felt. I felt that if I kept it in for one more second it would burn my tongue and my heart. I calmed myself down so I could finish. "I dreamt only of you like I have every time I've slept since the first time I met you. I dream only of you, always." 
 
    "You certainly know how to make a girl feel good." Vicky's warm smile was no longer one of competition or scheming, it was just love. 
 
    "I know exactly how to make you feel good... and I can make you feel even better if you give me the chance." I was instantly refocused on the task at hand, or the task that would soon be in my hand. I slipped my hands under the back of her shirt and rubbed her back softly, kneading at her supple skin. 
 
    "I don't know about that. You made it pretty hard for me; maybe I should do the same. Maybe I should tease you for hours on end until you can't take it anymore, until you beg for it." Her voice was so damn sexy. Who was she kidding, she was already teasing me and I was already on the verge of begging. 
 
    I realized I wouldn't be winning that game any time soon. "Please..." Was all I could say as my hands traveled higher up her back. 
 
    I knew I reached a sensitive spot when she started ooh-ing and ahh-ing. She spent all day everyday sitting in a chair listening to people's problems so her back was usually sore. She lolled her head back slightly as I rubbed but suddenly her eyes shot open. 
 
    "No. I have to make dinner." She tried to stand up but I kept her tight in my lap. 
 
    "We'll order something." I answered, slowly using my hands to grind her pelvis into mine, furthering both our arousals. 
 
    "I don't want to waste money when there is perfectly good food here." Her resolve was failing fast. We both knew she didn't care about money. She was stalling. 
 
    "We'll cook tomorrow and I'll buy today." I was fast becoming annoyed with talking, there were better uses for my mouth, far better uses. 
 
    "My back hurts, it'll be better if I can stretch out in the kitchen for a while." Her eyes were closed and she didn't even seem to care about what she was saying as I rubbed her back and dipped my hands into her slacks to rub her firm ass cheeks. 
 
    "I'll stretch you out in bed." I knew there would be no more argument. I would drag her to bed even if I had to carry her, which I wasn't exactly positive I could do but I'd force myself to if necessary. 
 
    "Mmm. How could I refuse such an offer?" 
 
    That was the cue I had been waiting for. I stood up, placing her on her feet, and I dragged her to the bedroom. I pushed her back on the bed and she watched with a wide grin as I pulled off my clothes, well actually ripped is a better word. I was down to my bra and panties and I could barely control myself. I crawled into bed over Vicky, kissing her mouth when I got to it. My hands were busy working off the buttons of her business jacket. I was glad it only had two buttons but her shirt was much more difficult. It was a plain white button down long sleeved shirt. 
 
    "If you ever want to wear this again you better take it off yourself." I told her as I started tugging at her shirt impatiently. She laughed and undid the buttons for me with ease. 
 
    "You have some... serious patience issues... We could... try some relaxation exercises... to work on that." She said between my kisses. 
 
    "Victoria Marie Robinson, don't you dare push it." I growled as I moved down and bit and licked at her bare chest. Despite her 'patience talk' she was busy unclasping my bra behind me while I sucked on her nipples. But I spent little time on foreplay, I knew what she wanted and it wasn't to be teased. I nestled myself between her widespread legs. I was glad she had forgone underwear that day. 
 
    I was pleased when I saw the insides of her thighs where slick with her juices. I licked them up first and I almost laughed when she grabbed my head in her hands trying to push me to her pussy. 
 
    "What happened to patience?" I asked as I continued to lick up and down her thighs. 
 
    "Please..." she panted out as she continued to try to guide me. I gave in and ate her to my heart's content. I licked up every drop of moisture that came from her body. I couldn't get enough of her. I licked every inch I could reach and I even bit and sucked on her tender folds. Wiggling my tongue in her seemed to please her substantially but that wasn't enough for me. I wanted it all. When I latched onto her clit, she instantly squealed, bucked off the bed and pushed me harder against her. I sucked and she came and I just kept right on going. I couldn't get enough of her. Like a woman possessed I couldn't bring myself to let her go, my face was bathed in her juices and I loved it. Eventually she pushed my head away, begging me to stop. I wanted to keep going but I took pity on her and let her go, albeit rather reluctantly. 
 
    "God, you taste good." I said after, as I threw myself back onto the bed next to her. 
 
    "I don't know what got into you but you haven't eaten my pussy like that in a long time. That was insane." Her breathing was still a bit labored but I kissed her anyway. 
 
    "I love you so much." I whispered to her. She had her eyes gently shut as she tried to regulate her breaths. I kissed her closed eyelids then left room to order dinner. 
 
    After sex Vicky was usually... well a guy. While she usually loved snuggling and relaxing while in bed; after a good orgasm she usually wanted nothing more than to recuperate and take a nap. I understood that. That night I did something I usually didn't do, I left her alone in bed (usually I would just cuddle with her until she woke up). I went to order dinner and got our meal ready. The Chinese food arrived 20 minutes later and I soon had a huge tray filled with our feast. 
 
    "I have food." I whispered to Vicky when I crawled into the bed with her. Her eyes were lightly shut but she opened one and eyed the tray. 
 
    "I'm not moving." She smiled and shut her eyes again. It was only 8 o'clock but she spoke sleepily. 
 
    "Come on, baby. I know you're hungry." 
 
    Vicky's only response was a sort of grunt that let me know that she didn't want to eat. I had to giggle at her. She was such a baby sometimes. 
 
    "Victoria, I want you to get up and eat right this moment or I'm going to let you sleep for the rest of the week without touching you again." I grinned as I waited for her to do as I asked. 
 
    She cracked one eye open a bit and gave me a quizzical look. I gave her an 'angry' look then she slowly sat up in the bed. 
 
    "You really know how to force me exactly where you want me." she mumbled as she grabbed the box nearest to her. She began eating and I knew exactly how hungry she was. She was just stubborn and pig-headed. 
 
    "Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. You did it for some ass." I laughed and threw a wrapped fortune cookie at her. 
 
    "Don't twist things, baby. I didn't do this for 'some' ass, I did it for your ass." Vic sent me a pointed look and finished the rest of her meal in relative silence. I just watched and stole a few bites here and there; Vic would slap my hand or make jokes about me having my own. I told her about my day and she patiently sat through as I gave her the boring play by play of each surgery I performed. She just sat and put up with it, one of the reasons why I loved her so much. But then it was her turn to tell me about her day. Which I listened to just as intently as she had just listened to me. 
 
    "I have to commend you," Vicky said as she finished up her meal. "You aren't the best cook but you sure can order takeout with the best of them." 
 
    We both giggled. 
 
    "I'm good at a lot of things. How about I help you stretch now? Did you know that for the longest time I actually wanted to be a chiropractor?" I pushed her forward slightly and she complied with my request. She lay on her stomach before me and sighed. 
 
    "Of course I know that, silly. I know everything about you but I don't know if I should let you touch me again. I haven't had you on your back in a while and it might just be time..." Vicky tried to get up suddenly, having had a change of heart but I simply pushed her butt down and made her lie down again. 
 
    "Sorry but this is my time. I planned this while you were taking your 'boy-nap' so I reap the rewards. If I ever pass out on you after sex, feel free to ravage me after." I laughed and rubbed my hands sensuously on her ass. I moved my hands up slowly to her hips and I began rubbing her firmly, trying to work out the stress she always carried in her back. I continued to work my magic until Vicky was groaning softly under my hands. 
 
    "How you feeling, baby?" I asked as I kissed her back while I kept moving across her delicate skin. 
 
    "Mmm." She moaned. "Never better, love. You ready to let me get a shot at you yet?" 
 
    "I want to taste you again." I murmured weakly into her ear, begging. "I want my fingers inside you. I want to feel your juices on my tongue. I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to make you happy. I want you. Please just let me have you." 
 
    "Well that's exactly how I feel so I'm sorry but request denied." In one swift move Vicky turned over and had her legs spread wide as she faced me. I was sitting, crossed legged, in-between her open thighs. I wanted her even more that way. I was usually the one to end up on the giving end of sex but that was only because I was good at begging. In all reality Vicky was the more dominant of the two of us. 
 
    "Vic..." I started to protest but she shook her head. I gingerly placed my hands on her inner thighs but she shooed me away easily. 
 
    "No, Kayla. It's my turn to repay you." she took my hands in hers and pulled me on top of her. 
 
    She kissed at my neck after a long and deeply passionate kiss. 
 
    "You don't need to repay me. You repay me by loving me when there are so many other people who would kill for the chance to even kiss your feet." I moaned while she kept splaying her affection across my throat. "You are so perfect and the fact that you even think of me at all is breathtaking." 
 
    She responded with a warm smile and a sigh. "I love you so much, you have no idea. If you could feel what I feel when I look at you then you would never doubt yourself. I wish that for one day you could see through my eyes. You would see a brilliant woman dedicated to her craft. A woman who loves unconditionally and is kind and caring and who is gorgeous in every sense of the word." 
 
    My stunning girlfriend's comments made me laugh. Vicky immediately cocked her head and stared into my eyes. 
 
    "You're perfect Kayla, absolutely perfect." She must have seen the speculation in my eyes because she leaned forward, so that she was on top of me, and began trailing her hands over my body. She touched my small breasts. "Your tits are perfect. Just enough to fill out a cute bikini and they will never sag, you'll be able to go bra-less when you're an old hag. I wouldn't dare go out without a bra even now." Her fingers tweaked my nipple and I gasped a bit. "Your nipples are divine. Small and hard and infinitely delicious." As if to prove her point she lowered her head and began sucking. All I could do was let out a small moan. She finally let me go with a soft nip. "Your stomach is so flat and yummy. You almost have abs but not quite. I just want to lick you all up." She made good on her threat and ran her tongue all over my stomach only pausing to kiss at it. She played in my belly button for a moment before looking at me again. "What next? Do I talk about your narrow hips that I love to hold onto while I eat you? Or your sexy little ass that I want to bite all up but you won't let me, I swear I will one day. Or your fabulous legs that I want on my shoulders right this instant. Or..." 
 
    "I get it." I moaned in complete frustration. We were both completely naked and I understood her point. She thought I was hot... I wanted her to prove it. 
 
    "But I didn't talk about your pussy yet. I could talk about it for hours... days even." 
 
    I silenced her by grabbing her shoulders and pushing her where I wanted her. Her mouth immediately enveloped my wet pussy and I nearly came immediately. Her tongue worked and slithered like a snake all over my hot flesh. When she added her fingers to the mix I was no longer able to fight off my impending orgasm. I squealed and thrashed and bucked all over the bed but she held me tight and proceeded to make wave after wave of climax crash through me. When I could finally take no more abuse to my sensitive body, I pushed her away weakly. I struggled for breath but Vicky simply crawled up the bed towards me, placing kisses as she went. She pulled close next to me and buried her face in my neck. 
 
    "You good baby?" she asked directly onto my overheated skin. 
 
    I sighed and let out a single chuckle. I leaned in to the side of her face and kissed her sweetly. "As long as you're here I'm perfect." 
 
    "Good because I'm nowhere near done with you." with that Vicky slid back between my legs and I knew she was going to be at it all night. I silently thanked god for blessing me with such a wonderful woman in my life and at that same moment Vicky's tongue touched my clit and all rational thoughts were gone. 
 
    Damn my girl was good.

  

 
   
    Story 59 
 
    I watched my mother rub the fuzzy fabric between her fingers. Not looking at the cashmere sweater, just feeling it. Her eyes were directed elsewhere. At someone I didn't want them directed at. 
 
    "You want me to distract the saleslady?" I asked, trying to get her mind on her 'shopping'. 
 
    "No," she said, still looking out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    I knew who she was looking at without even turning my head. I had noticed the group of girls earlier, the way they looked around to see if anyone was watching, but not even noticing Mother or me . . . amateurs. They whispered to their small friend with glasses. They were trying to get her to take something. She was obviously scared, and didn't want to do it, but it was obvious her resolve was weakening. The worst part was, judging from the look of the other girls, they probably wouldn't even let her keep it. 
 
    "You want her?" mother asked. 
 
    "No thanks." 
 
    "Maybe I should take her then?" 
 
    "Mother. . ." I let it hang. She could be so exasperating sometimes - downright embarrassing. 
 
    Her nostrils flared. I looked over and watched the girl put a brightly colored blouse in an empty shopping bag. My mom went around the other side of the clothing rack stalking the poor girl. 
 
    "Come on Mom, why are you even bothering with her?" I caught her by her sleeve. "She's nothing - not even enough to take." 
 
    I was scared. Not of the girl getting taken, but scared because the girls went to school with me at community college. What in the world would I do if they found out what kind of person mother really was? 
 
    "You know when I was your age, I had taken dozens," mother said. 
 
    "But Mom," I said. "That was a long time ago and things have changed. Besides, I'm going to school so I can have a real job." 
 
    Mother ran her fingers through my hair and looked down at me with a disappointed glare. "I see that I've done a 'real job' of spoiling you. Do you think we could afford the lifestyle we lead, without mummy's work?" 
 
    "I know that's what you do mom, and there's nothing wrong with it. It's just that maybe I don't want to do it. I'm not like you." 
 
    "You're more like me than you know." That damned knowing smirk again. 
 
    "No I'm not." 
 
    "Yes you are." 
 
    "Am not." 
 
    "Okay sweetie, let's not argue," Mother said, as she reached over and rolled a silk blouse through her fingers. "And they call this silk? This is crap. I'm going to go see if I can find a store that doesn't have seconds." 
 
    "The shirt is fine Mother." 
 
    "Maybe for you," she said patronizingly. "Surely they have something of quality in this mall. Really, I wouldn't even come in here if it wasn't for THEM. Tell you what, I'll meet you in the food court in an hour. " 
 
    To tell the truth, I was glad to leave her. It wasn't the clothes that she didn't like. Mother liked clothes. But there was one thing she loved more than clothes and that was taking. It was obvious what her mind was on today. She would probably take someone today and I didn't want to be around when she did it. 
 
    I shopped for awhile and tried on a new pair of shoes. The saleswoman wasn't very helpful or attentive, so I put my old shoes back in the box and left. An hour later I met mom at the food court. We ordered sushi and sat down to eat at one of the small tables with an umbrella on top. Why people put umbrellas on tables that are indoors, I'll never know. 
 
    "You Take?" Mother asked. 
 
    "Just a pair of shoes." I showed them to her and she was her usual critical self. 
 
    "Want to see what I took?" she asked, beaming proudly. 
 
    "Sure." 
 
    She showed me the contents of her bag, a very young looking brightly colored shirt. Not mother's style at all, but the look in her eyes said she was pleased as a peach. She was smiling like the cat that ate the canary. 
 
    I thought it was for me at first, but then my stomach lurched as I recognized where I had last seen the blouse. "Mother, you didn't." 
 
    Her eyes twinkled. "Oh but I did. I'm sorry sweetie, but I couldn't resist. She was just too easy. It was like finding fifty dollars on the ground and no one was looking. Oh, and you were right, she does go to your little college. Isn't that nice?" 
 
    Damn, it was all my fault. I should have never left Mother alone. Not when she had that look in her eye. Now, what was I going to do? Yes, get out of there as quickly as possible. "That's it then mother. Okay, we're leaving right now. Quick, before she sees us together. I don't want to have to move again." 
 
    Mothers smile grew wider. Sometimes I hated her. She could be so infuriating. 
 
    "Oh, I don't think she'd like that very much sweetie," she said. 
 
    "This is serious mother. I have to go to school with these people. It's bad enough I've had to move around all my life. But this, this is totally and completely unforgivable," I said, being as forceful as I dared without being noticed by the other diners. "Tell me what you did." 
 
    "I did the old undercover security officer routine. I gave her a good searching and then I took everything. I've put all the new purchases I bought with her credit card and checks in the car already." 
 
    "Damn it mother," I said. "She was just a girl. *I* could have taken her. Why couldn't you have taken someone else? Someone more worthwhile." 
 
    "Like who?" Mother smirked. 
 
    "Oh, I don't know," I said. It was so exasperating talking to her sometimes. The point wasn't, who it was, just that she shouldn't cause me problems by picking people I might know. "Someone like that woman there," I said, nodding at a young woman passing by. Mother would never have chosen someone like her though. The woman obviously had money, judging from the clothes she was wearing, but she had an aloofness that suggested she was better than everyone else. It's hard to take from someone who won't even look at you. 
 
    "Take her then," mother said. 
 
    "No!" I wasn't taking anyone. "We're leaving." 
 
    "If not for yourself or for me, then do it for Penny." 
 
    "Penny who?" 
 
    "Your little friend from college," she said. "I didn't just Take her money. . . I Took *everything*. She's in a restroom stall, naked as the day she was born. I told her I would send someone back later with her clothes." 
 
    "Where is she?" I demanded. "We're giving them back -- right now." 
 
    "I'm not telling," she said smugly. "I'm not telling unless you Take . . . her." She nodded at the retreating from of the woman I had noticed earlier. 
 
    Damn it - damn it - what was I going to do? "Someone else mother. Someone easy." Why did I pick her anyway? Why couldn't I have chosen a young boy or an old man. 
 
    She just smiled and shook her head. The bitch! 
 
    "What do I do?" I asked. 
 
    "Figure it out." 
 
    "Fine," I said as I got up. I refused to let mother know she had gotten the better of me. 
 
    "You're really going to do it?" Mother asked. 
 
    "Yes," I said. "Do I have a choice." 
 
    "I was just teasing you honey," she said. "Sit back down and finish your drink. Then we can go home or maybe Take someone together. Someone easy." 
 
    "But, what about Penny?" 
 
    "Fuck Penny," she said. "What's she to *us*?" 
 
    "She goes to my school," I said. "But I'm not just doing this for Penny . . .I'm going to take that woman, because you don't think I can." 
 
    "Sit down Lisa," she said. "Think it over. You know better." 
 
    "I'm Taking her." I knew I was being stupidly prideful, but I couldn't help it. Mother thought she was better than me because I went to school and had bigger plans in live. . She thought I would end up just like her . . .a Taker, lifting things here and there and hustling people to make a living. 
 
    "Do it then," she said, shrugging her shoulders. "I'll be waiting in the car and ready to go in an instant. Do you remember where we parked?" 
 
    "Yes, mother." 
 
    "Then do it. Take her." 
 
    "Fine." I was already beginning to regret my decision. Why hadn't I agreed with her and just went home? Now she was safely in the car and I had to try to Take that rich woman. Well, I would show her. I got up, taking my diet Pepsi with me, and casually followed the woman. I still had no idea what to do. How to Take her? The shoplifting trick wouldn't work, not for someone like her, not even if I could plant something on her. No, she would just buy her way out of it with a laugh. I followed her to a few stores, watching, but not letting anyone know I was watching, from a safe distance. 
 
    Mother would probably have known what to do, but I didn't have a clue. Maybe I could pretend to be a salesgirl and offer her a real good deal -- cash money for whatever she wanted. Nah, she'd never go for it. What I needed, was to get inside the woman's mind. What made Miss Stuckup tick? 
 
    It was amusing to watch the sales woman fell all over herself to help Miss Stuckup. But finally, Miss Stuckup found something she liked and went to the dressing room. This was my big chance; it was now or never. I picked up a shirt I didn't even like and followed her. 
 
    I was still clueless on how I was going to Take her. While she had her pants down, I could easily snatch her purse and run. Only problem was, security would be after me and I couldn't give Penny her clothes afterwards. That damned stupid girl! I wouldn't even be doing this if it wasn't for that fucking Penny, who just had to go and shoplift in front of my mother. I pictured Penny naked, nervous, alone, and waiting for someone to bring her some clothes. I must admit the thought of her - naked and alone - aroused me. It also gave me an idea. I went to the next dressing room over from Miss Stuckup and quickly shed my clothes. I was naked as Penny, but I wasn't Penny. I was smarter - a Taker. My heart sped and I prayed my plan would work, but was what I was doing right? It didn't matter. I had to do it to help my classmate and to teach my mother a lesson. But, this wasn't like taking a pair of shoes from a company that pays its executive millions of dollars a year. This was a living breathing person. 
 
    I imagined Miss Stuckup vainly preening in front of the mirror. I imagined her being cruel to the people who waited on her. The people she treated like dirt. Yes, Miss Stuckup deserved it. She deserved to be Taken. It was only fair. I was doing the world a favor. 
 
    I summoned up my nerve, pushed my purse underneath the small space beneath the dressing room stall and the floor, and then rolled under myself. 
 
    Miss Stuckup sputtered and spat, her eyes wide at the sight of my naked body. "Wh-what- get out - oh my god - get out." 
 
    I put my hand over her mouth. "If someone comes in, I'll say you tried to rape me. Do you want that to happen?" I said it all serious like, no smile or giggle - one hundred percent pure business. I was no longer a college senior but a full fledged Taker. 
 
    Her face grew pale. She closed her eyes and shook her head. 
 
    "Good, cause I'm only fourteen," I lied. I'm eighteen, but what was she gonna do, check my license? "And if you get caught with me, then that would make you one of them - like - sex offenders or something wouldn't it? You know, even when you get out of prison, they are gonna make you register with your state and the city you live in." Miss Stuckup looked like she was going to faint and I warmed to the role and the power I felt. "Not to mention the women in prison. I think they would be hard on a someone who messed with a child, much less a rich bitch like you, ya know?" 
 
    Tears streamed from her eyes as she nodded her head. She was mine. I had Taken her. Sure as shit, I had Taken her. Now, I only had to keep her off balance and not let her think. 
 
    "Did you just look at me, like you think you're better than me, stuck up bitch?" I asked angrily. She didn't, but that wasn't the point. She shook her head. 
 
    "You think your clothes make you better than me, Miss Stuckup?" 
 
    "no," she managed to squeak. 
 
    "Then take 'em off. Hurry," I urged. "I'm not fucking playing. Do I look like I'm playing?" 
 
    "No," she said, her eyes pleading. Her top was off already, and soon her skirt lay in a puddle at her feet. 
 
    She stood in front of me blushing and I stared at her in disbelief. She was wearing garters and stockings, panties on outside the garters. I knew in that instant it was her husband who had the money. 
 
    I fingered one of her garters, sweat had broken out on her brow, as she vainly tried move away from me. "Are you some kind of whore Miss Stuckup?" 
 
    "No," she whispered. "I'm ahh- married . . . and my husband." 
 
    "Likes you to slut for him?" 
 
    "Please," she begged. "What do you want?" 
 
    "I want you to take off your bra and panties bitch. Now do it, or I'll scream rape, I swear it!" 
 
    She took off her bra first. Her breasts were large, but fake. A nice Beverly Hills job though. She slid her panties off, and hid her sex behind her hand. 
 
    "Not so much better than me now, are you Miss Fake Boobies?" 
 
    She shook her head again. "Please what do you want?" she begged, her cheeks burned a bright crimson, as tears welled in her eyes. 
 
    Instead of feeling guilty, I honestly felt like laughing and had to do my best to give her a mean angry look. "Move your hand. What are you hiding, you don't think I haven't seen a pussy before?" 
 
    She moved her hand and I was momentarily speechless. Her sex was a smooth as silk. Damn, what women will do to keep a rich husband. 
 
    "Wow, it's smooth," I said in awe. "I reached down to touch her, to see if it was really as smooth and soft as it looked. She moved to stop me. 
 
    "You know better," I warned and she withdrew her hand. I touched her and met no resistance. Her pussy was amazingly soft, without a hint of stubble. I also discovered that she was also . . . growing quite wet. 
 
    "Amazing," I said, still rubbing her. "Do you wax it?" 
 
    "No, oh, I ah - it was ah - laser." 
 
    "I'm turning you on, huh? You fuck an old guy I bet, but you like girls, don't you? Huh, Miss Stuck-up, you like girls?" 
 
    "No-ah!" she gasped. 
 
    "Little girls? Is that it, you like young girls?" 
 
    "No, oh God, please stop," she begged. Though she shook her head no, her she opened her legs wider. Her pussy was positively gushing and her nipples grew erect. 
 
    I heard the outside door to the dressing room open and there was a knock on the door to our stall. "Is everything okay?" the saleswoman asked. 
 
    I could feel Miss Stuckup tense in my hands. I could smell her arousal and I could almost hear her thinking. This could be her last chance for help, but what could she do, with me behind her, my finger delving into her sex. How could she explain it? 
 
    "No," Miss Stuckup said. "I'm fine. I ah I ah need to ugh- be left alone ah - while I'm changing if you don't mind." 
 
    As soon as the door closed again, my fingers sped. Her pussy made wet smacking sounds as I fucked three fingers into her sex, rubbing her clit with my thumb. "Please stop- ah- oh -please don't do this," she gasped. And yet, she spread her legs, making herself all the more available to me, bracing herself on the wall with her hands for support. 
 
    "Now let's get back to business," I said, as I pushed a finger in her ass. "Do you like young girls, baby, is that it?" I had my hands full now, filling her from the front and back. 
 
    "No- ugh - no, oh God," she gasped. "Please stop." 
 
    So I did, but I kept my fingers inside her to keep her manageable, but I didn't move them. Then inspiration hit. "You don't like young girls, you want to *be* a young girl, don't you? That's why you have a bald puss, isn't it?" 
 
    She shook her head, tossing tears left and right. 
 
    "What's your name?" I asked. 
 
    "Diana - ahhhh- Diana." 
 
    "Well, Daina-ahh Diana, that's an awfully big name for such a little girl, I think I'm gonna call you Dee-Dee for short, is that okay with you?" 
 
    "Yes - ugh," she whimpered. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa," I corrected. 
 
    "Ahh, yes Miss Lisahhh," 
 
    "Dee-Dee, what are you doing out here in this big-ol' mall all by your lonesome?" 
 
    "Ah, I ah don't know." She moved back against my fingers. 
 
    "Poor Dee-Dee, alone in such a big mall all by her little self. Did mommy leave you? Are you lost? Do you want Miss Lisa to take care of you little girl?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss," she said in the cutest little voice you could imagine. 
 
    "Good girl," I cooed. "Okay Dee-Dee, do you want to play a game? I know, let's play the horsy game. Do you want to play the horsy game?" 
 
    She nodded her head, actively moving up and down on my fingers - riding me. It was what gave me the idea in the first place. 
 
    "Good girl, it looks like you already know how to play. Go on girl, ride the horsy." 
 
    Her hips moved up and down faster and faster. Her moisture was soaking my whole had and I could feel my own puddling beneath me on the hard seat. It wasn't a young girl's ass bobbing up and down on my arm, but a woman's ass. Full and thick, bucking and thrusting with years of experience. It she was doing it because I was making her. Fuck if I wasn't getting turned on. 
 
    "Ah-ah-ah," Diane cried a little too loudly. 
 
    "Shush," I urged. "Be a good girl." 
 
    "B-but-ugh- my ass is burning." 
 
    "So?" What? Like it was my problem or something. "You want to ride or not Dee-Dee?" 
 
    She gave a plaintive whine, her hips bucked faster. 
 
    "Look in the mirror," I ordered. "Look at yourself." 
 
    She looked at herself in the mirror and gave a long moan. It set her off, and her body shook when she orgasmed. When she stopped, her body squeaked as she slid down the mirror, until she sat next to me. 
 
    I wiped my hand clean on her clothes and rummaged through her purse while she recovered. 
 
    "What are you doing?" she asked, but the fight had long since gone out of her. 
 
    "Getting a few things, Dee-Dee" I replied. 
 
    I held up a few of her credit cards. "Which has the smallest limit?" 
 
    Puzzled, she pointed to her Discover card. I took her money, the discover credit card, and her license. "Which is the key to your house?" 
 
    She hesitated and then pointed. 
 
    "I don't think you will like what happens if I find you've lied. I've got your license, so I know where you live." 
 
    Tears welled and she pointed to another key. The little bitch had lied to me. 
 
    "That's a good girl, Dee-Dee," I said, patting her knee. "Now tell Miss Lisa what you will do to keep this quiet." 
 
    "Anything," the tears were flowing now, and if I wasn't feeling so horny, I probably would have felt a little guilty. 
 
    "How much is it worth?" 
 
    "It's not my money, it's my husband's." 
 
    "How much?" 
 
    "Ten thousand." She saw my look and quickly amended. "Okay, maybe fifteen, but I don't even know how I'll get it without him getting suspicious." 
 
    I reached between her legs and stroked her sex. She made no effort to stop me. "It's okay Dee-Dee, I don't want you to get in trouble," I said. "Now think real hard and tell Miss Lisa how much you think you can get each month without getting caught." 
 
    "Ah, two hundred," she said. She was responding to my fingers again. I had her right where I wanted her. 
 
    "Miss Lisa." I corrected. 
 
    "Two hundred Miss Lisa." 
 
    I diddled her clit, and the poor thing was gushing again. What a pervert. "Only two hundred Dee-Dee? A pretty and smart girl like you is only worth two hundred dollars?" 
 
    "Four hundred. I think I can get four hundred Miss Lisa." 
 
    "I want you to think real hard Dee-Dee. Maybe we could even play little girl games again. And I'm not going to be able to play little girl games if you are in prison. I think when they see your pretty boobies and bald little girly puss, those hard prison women are gonna want to play big girl games -- *rough games*. So tell me Dee, how much is it worth hmmm? Hhow much to play little girl games." 
 
    "A thousand, Miss Lisa" she gasped. 
 
    She gasped even louder when I stuck my wet finger in her ass. "That sounds like a very good number from a very smart and pretty little girl. Now here's what I want you to do. . ." 
 
    I gave Dee-Dee instructions on what was going to happen. When she left, I had her write me two checks for five hundred a piece. I would meet her in a month for the thousand in cash. In return, I would play a little girl game with her. She didn't realize it yet, but she would be playing big girl games before long - rough games. Oh yes, I had a lot of ideas for Dee-Dee. 
 
    I told her to get as far away from the store as quickly as possible and not to come back because I was going to file a rape report when she left. As long as the checks kept coming in, she was safe. She was crying when she left, but she also seemed relieved. It could have been much worse. I had Taken her, but she could live with it, and I wasn't greedy. 
 
    I left right after she did. I never filed a report; I had no intention to. My mother was waiting for me in the car. I guess the smile on my face told the story. 
 
    "You Took her," she said, hugging me. "I'm so proud of you. Now, let's get out of here and you can tell me all about it." 
 
    "It's okay," I said. "No one will be coming out." 
 
    She looked at me as if she didn't quite trust me. "How much did you Take?" 
 
    I gave her the check for five hundred, along with the three hundred in cash I lifted, and beamed proudly. 
 
    "Three hundred?" she winced. "And what the hell where you thinking? A check! She'll stop payment before we can cash it. Did you get any cards?" 
 
    "She won't stop payment," I said, and showed her the credit card. 
 
    "Not a bad Take," she said, handing me the cash back. "You've earned it. The rest will go to your room and board. It's high time you started pulling your own weight around here. Why I was paying my own way by the time I was sixteen. You've just turned eighteen and you haven't even started." 
 
    "Yes, mother," I groaned. "And mother, what about the girl in the bathroom?" 
 
    She tossed me a bag. "To hell with her, Lisa. I would have thought your first take would have straightened you out." 
 
    Maybe it did. I felt different inside. More powerful. Strong. Yet, in a way, I owed it all to Penny. If it wasn't for her, I would never have had the courage to take Diana as successfully as I did. 
 
    "The clothes mother," I repeated. "You promised." 
 
    "You are too obstinate to be my child. Oh, well, here's her damned clothes. She's in the lower restroom by Talheimer's, but I don't even know why you want to bother. I've already Taken her. There's nothing left." 
 
    "She goes to my school," I said. "Besides, I may even be able to work out a deal where she can do my homework." Mother could be so one dimensional sometimes, but she began to catch on when I mentioned homework. I had learned with Diana, there were things you could take that didn't come out of a wallet. 
 
    "That's good, now you're thinking like a Taker, but with money, you don't need homework or school" Mother hugged me again. "How's it feel?" 
 
    "It feels good. Real good," I said. "And don't worry about me mother. I'll catch a ride home. If I can't, I'll call you, okay?" 
 
    "Sure thing sweetie, you've earned it. But don't let this one Take go to your head. Stick with mummy and everything will be just grand." 
 
    "Thanks mom." 
 
    I tossed Penny's clothes in the trash, bought some new ones along the way. I also stopped at Walgreens and bought a disposable camera, and made my way to the restroom. I knocked on the locked door. 
 
    "Who is it?" she asked, timidly. 
 
    "Someone asked me to take this bag to a girl that was in here." 
 
    "Thank God," she said. "Toss the bag under." 
 
    "Unlock the door first," I said. 
 
    "No - I ah can't." 
 
    "Fine. See you later." I walked back to the door, but I knew she wouldn't let me leave. 
 
    "Wait," she called. I heard the latch slide open. When I opened the door, she was on the commode, an arm over her breast and a hand over her crotch. 
 
    "My God," I exclaimed, feigning surprise. "You're naked!" 
 
    "Please give me the bag," she pleaded. 
 
    "No fucking way!" I said, pretending to recognize her for the first time. "You go to my college don't you. Oh shit, you're Penny Hudson!" 
 
    She started crying. I coerced her with the bag of clothes and eventually got the whole story out of her of what happened with Mother, even though I already knew. 
 
    "Wow, what a story," I said. "What was it like? Were you scared?" 
 
    "It was horrible. I don't know when I was scared most. When I thought I was going to be arrested for shoplifting or when I was robbed and she skipped out with my clothes." 
 
    "God, could you have imagined if that woman made you do things? What if she made you do sex things. I mean she had you naked. Did she like touch you? Did she make you kiss her?" 
 
    "No, no she didn't," she begged, clearly growing uncomfortable with my new line of questioning. "Please, can I have my clothes now?" 
 
    "Oh I don't know. I saw some of your friends in the mall. Why don't I find them and tell them you are in here doing sex things for strange women." 
 
    "Oh no," she cried. "You wouldn't." 
 
    "Oh yes, I would," I said. "But, not as long as you do what I want." 
 
    "What do you want?" Her voice trembled, but she was no longer crying. 
 
    "I want you to take your hands and put them on top of your head, and then I want you to lean back and spread your legs." 
 
    "Please no," she begged. 
 
    "It's me or them," I said. 
 
    "Oh, God, I can't believe I'm doing this," she said, as she closed her eyes and obeyed me. Her hard nipples were stiff and pointing and the moist pink folds of her sex peaked out from her nether lips. 
 
    I fished out the disposable camera and took a quick picture. 
 
    "What are you doing?" she squealed, covering her nakedness back up. 
 
    "Call it insurance," I said. "Move your hands. It's too late now. Or do you want me to pass out copies of this around college?" 
 
    "No, please don't. I'll do what you want," she said, resigning herself to her fate. 
 
    "I know you will. Now put your hands underneath you breasts and offer them to me. Flash. Good girl. So shy. Now, spread your legs. Come on Penny. What will everyone think if they see this? Flash. Good girl. Blow me a kiss. Oh that's it. So sexy. Lick your lips for me. That's my girl. Now, spread your lips for me. No, your lower lips. You know the ones I mean. I want to see all your naughty parts. You better do it. I'm not playing games with you. Yeah, that's it. Spread them for me. Oh yes, hold that pose. You're getting wet. Can't hide from me. That's it, give me a pretty blush. Wow, people pay good money for pictures like these. I bet I could get a thousand dollars from some internet site." 
 
    "Please stop," she whimpered. 
 
    "It's too late to stop. You know that and I know that. We've gone too far to stop," I chided. "Now, tilt your hips and spread wide for me. I want to see everything. Even your dirty hole." I snapped a few more pictures, and to her dismay took a few close-ups, before putting the camera back in my bag. 
 
    "Don't worry Penny," I said. "No one will ever see these as long as you are my special friend. And you do want to be my special friend, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes . . ." she said. She really didn't want to be my friend, but she *had* to. It was the only way. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa," I corrected. Time to get this relationship started on the right foot. "Now ask Miss Lisa if you can touch her pussy." 
 
    "I'm not like that Lis-I mean Miss Lisa," she whined. "I ah-like boys. Ah jeez, I'm engaged." Whether she did or didn't or was or wasn't, it was too fucking bad. Dee had left me in a bad state already and by now I was going to cum or bust wide open. 
 
    "You ever been with a girl?" I asked. 
 
    "no. . ." she replied meekly. 
 
    "Then you don't know then, do you?" I asked, and then leered down at her naked and very aroused body. "And I know I've aroused you. I mean, just look at you." 
 
    Penny blushed prettily as she glanced down at her sordid state. Her lean thighs pressed tightly together. 
 
    I turned to leave. "Maybe you want to take your chances with someone else. . ." 
 
    "Wait . . ." she said. She looked down at her naked and aroused state, and then at the bag in my hand. She nodded her head like a scared little bunny. 
 
    "Ask me." I said. "I want to hear you ask for it." 
 
    She hesitated, opened her mouth up to begin, but couldn't find the words. She tried again. "Uh-can I touch you . . . Miss Lisa. Can I touch your . . . pussy?" She said, clearly uncomfortable with saying Miss Lisa as well as pussy. 
 
    "Yes you may Penny," I said. "But gently now. Start at my calves and caress your way to my pussy." God, it was wonderful. I loved Taking. 
 
    Finally her fingers reached my hot sex. Her touch was electric. God, I wanted her. 
 
    "See, you've made me wet. Isn't that wonderful?" 
 
    She nodded. She didn't look quite as scared as she had before. 
 
    "I expect you to answer yes, Miss Lisa or No, Miss Lisa with every question." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa." 
 
    "Would you like to see it Penny? After all, I've seen so much of you." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa." 
 
    "Then ask me." 
 
    "Please Miss Lisa," Penny said, with her voice trembling. "May I see it? May I see your . . . pussy?" 
 
    "Good, girl," I said. "Lower my panties from beneath my skirt." 
 
    She obeyed mechanically and moved to raise my skirt. I grabbed her ear and twisted. "Did I say you could see it, bitch? Did I give you permission to look at my pussy?" I demanded. 
 
    "No," she yelped. "No Miss Lisa." 
 
    "Do you think you deserve to look at my pussy you stupid shit? After you let some perv steal your cloths and who knows what else? Well, do you?" 
 
    "No Miss Lisa," she begged. 
 
    Damn, she was crying again. "Don't cry Penny," I soothed. "Maybe there's something else you can do so you can still be my special friend." 
 
    She sniffed, and dried a few tears. "What?" 
 
    "Maybe if you promised to close your eyes, I would let you put your head underneath my skirt and give me a special kiss . . . a special kiss on my most special place." 
 
    She hesitated a moment, her face was etched with the battle of indecision raging within. "Yes," she finally breathed. 
 
    "Yes, what?" 
 
    "Yes, I promise to close my eyes. May I give you a special kiss Miss Lisa . . . on your special place." 
 
    "Oh, I think that would be wonderful . . . friend," I said. "Now, close your eyes. That's good. And hold still while I put my leg on your shoulder. Don't be scared now, because I'm putting my skirt down over your head and it might be dark. Isn't that nice? All safe, like a bug in a rug." 
 
    "Mmmpppff," she grunted. 
 
    "You don't have to talk Penny, just give Miss Lisa a special kiss. Mmmmmm, that feels real nice," and it did, so soft and magical. But I wanted more. So much more. "But Penny, I was thinking about a French kiss. You've given them to boys before, haven't you? To your fianc‚e surely. Just picture your future husband and give him a hot hungry kiss." 
 
    A tear rolled down her cheek as she realized she was not only having lesbian sex, but cheating on her future husband - if there actually was one. 
 
    I grabbed the top of the stalls so I wouldn't fall, otherwise I surely would have. The sensation of her kiss, the way her mouth opened and sucked at my pussy while her tongue delved inside of me, turned my legs to jelly. 
 
    "Now stick that tongue in deep. Pretend you want to tickle his tonsils with it. He's given you an engagement ring - mmmmm- and you want to thank him. . Oh! That's it - oh fuck -you are gonna make me cum and I want you to lick up every drop," I gasped. "Oh fuck. Promise me. Ahh-promise to lick every drop." 
 
    "Yeth mith Litha," she murmered. 
 
    "Ugh, keep going bitch. Oh fuck, suck my clit you little queer. You better get used to this, because you're gonna be doing it a lot. Lot's of special kisses for your special friend. Yeah baby, cause I love it. I love your sweet mouth. I'm going to let you give me special kisses all the time. But, you engagement, ah- you are going to call it off. Oh -fuck -fuck -fuck I'm coming. Don't stop - don't stop - oh - don't stop. . ." 
 
    When I came down from my orgasm, I made her close her eyes while I got myself back together. "I want you to give me a ride home." I said. "Give me your car keys." And she did. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa," she replied. She kept looking at her pussy, as if to say what about me? Well, what about you? 
 
    "Oh yeah, here's the bag, the lady wanted me to give you." 
 
    When she saw the contents, her look of disappointment was intense. "Where are my clothes?" 
 
    "That's what she gave me," I said, shrugging my shoulders. I knew what it was, I picked it out myself. I one piece tennis skirt I found at a hip hop store along the way. It was white with three red stripes down the side and an Adidas logo on the front. It was also a few sizes too small. "Go ahead, try it on. It should be fine." 
 
    "I can't wear this," she said, looking down at her body. 
 
    And what a body it was became obvious when she put the skirt on. It did nothing to hide any of her charms. It was stretched so much the pink of her nipples were displayed through the weave of the fabric. It went beyond a glove, it was a second skin. And her dorky glasses made her look even more attractive. 
 
    "Lisa - I mean Miss Lisa, do you have any money at all. Oh God, anything. Let me wear your panties at least." 
 
    "Look, I'm not the one who lost all her clothes. Now, I'm leaving and I have the keys to your car, so are we going or not?" 
 
    She shivered. The fear was causing her nipples to point out even more. "Yes, Miss Lisa," she said. 
 
    "Where are you parked?" I asked. 
 
    "By the front entrance Miss Lisa." 
 
    "I'll tell you what," I said. "I'll walk behind you and whistle if I see you showing off your dirty bits." 
 
    "But. . ." She started, then seeing that she didn't have much choice in the matter, eventually nodded. 
 
    "And I think you should thank me for my help and for being your special friend." 
 
    "T-thank you Miss Lisa for your help and being my special friend." 
 
    "You're very welcome Penny." I gave her a peck on the lips which obviously startled her. I could taste myself on her lips. Not bad. I gave her a little tongue, and she froze up at first but eventually responded to it. 
 
    We left the restroom and within fifty yards, her skirt had ridden up, exposing a good inch of her bottom and I could make out the tell-tell pubes of her mound and traces of moisture streaking down from her thighs. I whistled and smiled as everyone turned to look at her struggle to pull her skirt down in the back. God, she was making me hot again. I loved the look on her face when she turned back to look at me imploringly. I wondered if she would look at me the same way when we got back to her car and I rubbed her off. Or better yet, I would watch while she rubbed herself off. Maybe in front of some strangers. Maybe even take a few more pictures . . . I had a several exposures left. 
 
    God, I loved Taking. I was still pissed at Mother for manipulating me and not having faith in me. It was obvious she expected me to fail. Well, I had succeeded . . . in spades. She had no idea how well I had succeeded. Maybe she wasn't as smart as she thought she was. She didn't even know I had kept most of the Take for myself. I thought of her again and wondered if I could Take her - Take my own Mother. For a moment, I stopped looked at pretty Penny struggling to retain her modesty and glanced around me in the mall. 
 
    I saw them for the first time . . .a world full of people. . . just waiting to be Taken.

  

 
   
    Story 60 
 
    "Stacy Adams please come to the office. Stacy Adams please come to the office." 
 
    A cold chill ran down the pretty senior's spin when she heard her name on the intercom. She gathered her books with trembling fingers and put them in her book bag. It felt like every eye was watching her. She expected to hear them call her boyfriend Mitch's name too. Perhaps...perhaps they hadn't found out. She was head cheerleader -she could be getting called to the office for anything...anything at all. It didn't necessarily mean they had found out. Found out that she and her boyfriend had broken into the school building the night before. 
 
    Stupid. So fucking stupid, she mentally cursed. It was Mitch's fault. She didn't need the exam questions. He did. But she had the key. Borrowed off the gym ring after practice last week. There were spares...no one would ever know. 
 
    She was sure she'd gotten away with it. It was a good plan. But this morning day, as she drove up to school and there were a team of police cars gathered at the front of the building. There were even reporters. At first she thought it was because of the exam. Then she saw the horrible things that were written on the front of the building. Nappa High is full of fags. Die queers die. principle summers is a dyke bitch. 
 
    What were the chances? Why did it have to happen the day after her small little crime. Not even a crime really. It was like stealing music on the internet. No one was hurt. Besides Mitch needed those questions, otherwise he could kiss his college hopes goodbye. 
 
    But once she entered the office, any hope she had was soon dashed. 
 
    "Miss Adams," principle Summers had a grim expression and a can of spray-paint in a zip lock bag. "Do you care to explain this?" 
 
    "I don't know what you are talking about." Stacy replied. She had been worried about the exam, but this was much worse. Something like this could even effect her father's campaign. No way they could pin this on her! 
 
    "It was found in your locker," principle Summers said. "The police are going to have it dusted for fingerprints, so you might as well tell the truth." 
 
    The truth? That she had broken in last night to steal an exam for her boyfriend. It wasn't even breaking in really...she had a key. But the key had been borrowed. She was at the scene, but she didn't spray-paint the building. 
 
    She had no alibi. She was screwed. She had no choice. She was going to have to implicate Mitch and hope he could back her up. It was her only option. 
 
    "Oh cool principle Summers," a tall lanky girl said. "I've been looking for that! I've been looking all over for you Stacy." 
 
    It was Gwen, the basketball team captain. Stacy couldn't believe her luck. The girl - the dark haired giant of a girl had as much as confessed. Stacy felt the tight knot in her stomach begin to relax. She was off the hook. 
 
    "This belongs to you?" principle Summers asked incredulously as she held the evidence up to Gwen. 
 
    "Not to me," Gwen said. "The school. I'm on the homecoming committee and Stacy was helping me out. We were painting some metal music note things to hang from the ceiling. First paint - then glitter. I can get them and show them to you if you want. Anyway, it was getting late, so I gave the spray paint to Stacy to hold on to." 
 
    "But..." principle Summers stammered. "We had an anonymous tip this morning. It said that Stacy had vandalized the building." 
 
    "Stacy? Stacy Adams?" Gwen asked, and by the tone of her voice, it was obvious how ridiculous she assumed the allegation to be. "And you think that she came back to school this morning and hid the cans of spray paint in her locker right where you could find them? Principle Summers, just where did this tip come from?" 
 
    Yes! Yes! Exactly that! IT was just as Gwen had said. She had been set up. And thankfully this tall lanky senior knew it even before the school principal did. 
 
    "Well, when you put it like that..." Principal Summers said. "But still. From my experience, the simplest answer is usually the best." 
 
    "Principal...there's something else..." Gwen continued. "I need to confess something to you. There are certain individuals at this school who are very closed minded. Some could even go so far as to say homophobic. You know I have had problems in the past. There have been rumors. At first it was because - well I'm bigger than other girls. 
 
    But lately something has changed. No one knows, but Stacy and I have been ... well - we've been seeing each other. No one knew, but I think they do now ...and someone has done this to try.... to try to expose us I guess...and it is - it is very upsetting." 
 
    "You mean..." principle Summers glanced from one girl to the other. 
 
    Stacy was to shocked to speak. The woman couldn't possible believe that she and Gwen...that...they were... but it was clear the woman did. What's more, it was a likely enough story if she wanted to get out from under these horrible accusations. How could she paint those horrible things on the building if she and Gwen were actually... gay? 
 
    It was an ingenious lie. She was off the hook. There would be no dusting for fingerprints. No involving Mitch. 
 
    All she had to do was go along with this farce. Just for awhile. 
 
    And then Gwen was next to her. Her long fingers clasping Stacy's. A hand took hold of her chin, turned her to face the towering girl....then she was kissed. On the mouth. 
 
    "We are in love." Gwen said."We've been keeping it secret...but obviously someone has found out." 
 
    Stacy blushed at the assertion and then meekly nodded her head. What could she say? No, no most certainly we are not. I'm dating Mitch Campell, the star quarterback. The boy I was with stealing an exam with last night. 
 
    No. No. She couldn't do that. Moreover, this was easy, so very easy and convenient. It was like that movie where the a guy was pestering a girl at a bar and the girl's friend came up and kissed her and said, "She's with me." 
 
    It was weird and icky, but it did the job. 
 
    "Well, you girls leave it to me," Principal Summers said. "I'll be certain that no one.. I mean absolutely no one makes this school a bad environment for you two." 
 
    In truth, Principle Summers had secretly wanted it to have been true. Nothing against Stacy of course, but her father was running for senate. A Republican. The kind of guy that cuts teacher's salaries. The kind of guy that made things more difficult for people like her...like Gwen and even his own daughter too. 
 
    Gwen. Gwen Gwen. She had often wondered about the girl. Suspected. The girl gave off that vibe that those who could sense such things knew if she wasn't she probably would be. The girl reminded her of herself back when she was young. Well, except she never had a girl that was a pretty as Stacy. She was a bit jealous. The girl was a peach that was juicy enough to eat. 
 
    Stacy. She never suspected Stacy to be the sort of girl. And no, she wouldn't bother Stacy again. The girl had enough problems. She wondered if her father knew. She wished she could protect the girl, but there was little she could do to slow the storm that would soon be brewing. 
 
    With that the principal ushered the two girls from the office, then explained to the police that there must be some mistake, it couldn't have been Stacy Adams. 
 
    Stacy couldn't hear the exchange, but she caught the look in the police officers's eyes. That sly look. A bit lecherous. A bit condescending. It was a look that brought a blush to her cheeks. 
 
    Once outside the office, Stacy gave Gwen a final hug. "Thanks Gwen," she said. "You are a real life saver. I mean it. I owe you a big one. If there's anything I can ever do. Just let me know." 
 
    "Well, it looked like you were in trouble," Gwen said. "And you've never been out of your way to be mean to me...not like some of the girls you hang out with." 
 
    It was a cruel reminder. Stacy thought back and realized that will she hadn't been directly mean, she'd never been nice to this girl either. 
 
    Gwen wasn't well off. Her clothes weren't stylish. She more often than not wore sweats of some sort or other. She wasn't what one would call pretty. She was awkward and somewhat of a loner. And while she'd never called her names, she had smirked and giggled as her friends had been rude to the girl. 
 
    "You don't have to worry about them anymore," Stacy promised and she meant it too. She wasn't without means of her own. As head cheerleader and the most popular girl in school, she could make things very difficult for anyone who crossed her or make things very pleasant for those who were her friends. 
 
    "Thanks," Gwen said. "And Stacy....uh...when you blushed in there. You know...when I said it was because we were ...girlfriends....was it because you were ashamed to be girlfriends with anyone...or from being girlfriends with me." 
 
    Stacy knew that she was treading on very fragile ground. And her answer came haltingly as she did her best to keep this awkward but kind girl's feelings intact. 
 
    "It was the part about girls. If I ....you know...I liked girls, I'd surely be proud to have you for my girlfriend." 
 
    No that there was any danger in that happening. She had a boyfriend. A hunk. A quarterback. A boy that made the other girls so jealous they couldn't stand it. 
 
    "Really," Gwen said, her eyes brimming with hope. 
 
    "Yes," Stacy said. "But you do know that I have a boyfriend right now. But perhaps...we can be friends." Or at least Stacy could be more pleasant to this girl. Sort of a charity case. Make sure she wasn't picked on. 
 
    "That would be nice," Gwen said. "Before I go, tell me something Stacy...maybe it's nothing...but maybe it's something. Does your boyfriend have the combination to your locker?" 
 
    Mitch did. But he wouldn't. Not after what she had done for him. No, it couldn't be him. There had to be some other explanation. But Gwen was right....someone had set her up. And she had to be careful from here on in. This wasn't just about her. She wasn't a normal girl. She had a father that was in politics. Like everyone else in her family. She had to be... 
 
    ...perfect. 
 
    And they would be. She'd make sure of it. 
 
    They say a butterfly flapping its wings can start chain reaction that result in a hurricane on the other side of the world. Stacy didn't know it, but a hurricane was brewing. It wasn't until after cheerleading practice that she got a call from her dad's aid. 
 
    "Stacy, we need you to come straight home and do not stop. And most importantly, do not talk to anyone." 
 
    Damn! She had hoped to see Mitch before going home. However for Jacklyn to call, it must be important. 
 
    She packed her bag, and drove straight home. Straight into the storm. 
 
    The vans were camped outside on the street when she drove home. 
 
    E! Inside Edition. ABC. CNN. 
 
    Jesus, what was going on? Was her dad okay? Had something happened? 
 
    She turned in the drive and they descended on her like flies. With their lights, their cameras, and mikes. Shoving them in her face. Blinding her with the bright lights. 
 
    "Stacy, how does your family feel about your relationship? Are you getting married? How does it feel when your father says that gay people are immoral and perverts? When his own comments have stoked homophobic passions to such a high level your school was vandalized." 
 
    Oh Jesus! Oh no-no - no.... Stacy kept her head down and struggled to the door. Thankfully, Jacklyn was there, huddling the young senior inside the door, and locking it quickly behind them. 
 
    Stacy's mother rushed to hug her daughter. "Oh Stacy why? If only you could have waited till after the campaign." 
 
    While her father nervously paced, an empty glass of scotch clasped tightly in his hand. 
 
    "Stacy, how could you?" John Adams asked dejectedly, his political dreams ruined. "You know that this is the primaries. I won't get this chance for another six years. Now...now it's all ruined." 
 
    "Actually John," Jacklyn said. "I just received a call before Stacy came home. I had the staff do some quick polling. It's early yet, but I think this has given you a six percent bump." 
 
    "What?" John Adams said in disbelief. "But...but...you said earlier that I was polling 10 points down." 
 
    "That was running on your same platform." Jacklyn said. "There are obviously going to have to be some changes." 
 
    "Like what?" John was busy pouring himself another drink. 
 
    "You are going to have to come out in support of your daughter," Jacklyn said. "And reverse your stance on gay marriage." 
 
    "But my...donations...my supporters..." 
 
    "Mr. Adams, you may find this hard to believe...but there are republicans that have a different stance on gay marriage. They have daughters and sons too. Some of them are gay. There are also Independents. Corporations with CEOs that are out of the closet." 
 
    "But..but..." 
 
    "You now have a 4 point lead on Lane." 
 
    "I do? How?" John swallowed the bitter drink. A 4 point lead. He could win this. "Okay...how do we play this?" 
 
    "We start with Stacy," Jacklyn said. "Stacy, tell us more about your new girlfriend. Who are her parents? How did you meet? How long have you been seeing each other?" 
 
    "We...aren't seeing each other..." Stacy stammered. How could she explain this? "Her parents didn't even know about Mitch and she hoped to keep It that way. We were..but then...today..." 
 
    "You broke up?" Jaclyn asked. "Fuck me... You can't break up. Not now! You know what it's going to look like? Like your father forbade you to see this girl." 
 
    "But I do forbid," Senator Adams interjected, before looking over at Jacklyn who shook her head slightly. "No - no. I don't forbid. I'm encouraging" Jaclyn was nodding. Yes, that was the right answer. "Yes, I'm encouraging you to- ah - you to patch it up with this girl you are - ah ...dating." 
 
    "But we... I don't think she..." What they asked wasn't possible. Gwen had only helped her temporarily. They weren't real girl friends. Besides, Stacy was seeing Mitch. 
 
    Stacy's cell began to ring and she was glad for the interruption. But not so glad when she answered it. 
 
    The voice was the same fast talking one from this morning. It was Gwen. 
 
    "Stacy, I got your phone number from Liz. I hope you don't mind. But this is an emergency. I've got a news crew in front of my house. A news crew Stacy! They are asking these questions and I don't know what to do." Gwen said without pausing once for breath. 
 
    "Hold on..." Stacy put her hand over the receiver. "It's her. Gwen I mean. There's a news crew in front of her house. They are asking questions." 
 
    "Tell her not to say anything. Absolutely nothing." Jacklyn said. "Tell her to tell them your father will have a press conference tomorrow afternoon." 
 
    Then Jacklyn scribbled a quick note and held it up for Stacy to read. 
 
    Patch it up with her. Now. 
 
    Stacy repeated Jacklyn's instructions easily enough. But now came the hard part. 
 
    "Gwen I was wondering something....do you think that maybe you and me could...you know...be like we were this morning." Stacy said. "But maybe longer term." 
 
    Hopefully the girl would understand. And please...oh please let her be willing to pretend with her. To carry on this farce for a bit longer. 
 
    "But you said you weren't interested," Gwen said. "You said you had a boyfriend." 
 
    Gwen didn't get it. It wasn't a real relationship. It was just pretend. But still Stacy had to proceed on. She'd straighten it out with her later. 
 
    "Not anymore." 
 
    "You dumped him?" Gwen asked. "For me?" 
 
    There was a long pause before Stacy replied. "Yes." 
 
    "Wow. I don't know Stacy. This is going to be really complicated. I mean with us being girls and all." Gwen said. "Besides...there's reporters Stacy. Reporters!" 
 
    "I know but..." Stacy was all out of idea. Until Jacklyn held up another note. Feeling like a ship being tossed about in stormy waters, like her dad, the way he was always looking to Jacklyn to make sure he was saying the right thing. Stacy read the note out loud. 
 
    "I - ah - I bought you something pretty." 
 
    "Really?" Gwen said. "What is it?" 
 
    Stacy kept reading as Jacklyn kept writing. "I'll give it to you later. But we are still together aren't we?" 
 
    "Yes.." Gwen said, her voice growing husky. "We are still together." 
 
    "I'll see you tomorrow then." 
 
    "Okay." Gwen said, then added. "You aren't going to be sorry about this Stacy. I'll make sure of it." 
 
    Stacy looked at Jacklyn's new note with disbelief. Shit! The woman had no idea the grief she was causing. 
 
    "I ah- I ... love you." The words didn't even sound right and Stacy regretted them the moment they left her mouth. 
 
    There was a long pause on the line, then Gwen said "Ahh..Stacy - this is a all a little sudden..." 
 
    Stacy breathed a sigh of relief. Jacklyn had pushed to far and scared the girl off. It was enough to make her blush, being turned down by this tall freak girl. But better than the alternative. 
 
    But her hopes were soon dashed. 
 
    "...but I think I could love you." Gwen said. "Once we know each other better." 
 
    Stacy didn't get much sleep that night. Her routine and perfect life was rapidly going out of control. But she was determined to set things right. It was going to be difficult, but if anyone could do it. She could. 
 
    She imagined scenarios. Ways to get everything back to normal. Getting Gwen to go along with her plan. It helped that she was rich. She had a pretty necklace in her pocket. It was probably worth several thousand dollars. It was a gift her dad had given her mom and it was still in the case. It was all they could get on such short notice. Gwen could hock it and get good money for it if she liked. 
 
    That afternoon, before cheer leading practice, Stacy pulled Gwen aside near the edge of the bleachers. 
 
    "I got this for you." Stacy said. 
 
    Gwen eyes shown as she eyed large blue sapphire. "Wow!" she said as she moved the stone to catch the light. "It looks really pretty. But it's...so expensive. Here, you should...you should have it back - I don't think I can take it." 
 
    This was working better than Stacy expected. Now to get what she wanted. To put this girl back in her place. The girl was poor, ill-dressed, and not well liked. She wasn't meant to be hanging out with the likes of Stacy. 
 
    "No-no. I insist. You deserve it," Stacy said, pushing the velvet box back to her new friend. "For all your help and for everything you've done for me. And because I have no right to ask you to do this, but..." 
 
    I need you to pretend to be my girlfriend for awhile longer. But that's all it is. It's just pretend. Just like yesterday in the office. 
 
    But Stacy didn't get a chance to say that. Because there was a hungry mouth pressed up tightly against hers before the words could escape her lips. 
 
    "I wasn't sure about this. I mean with us being girls and all," Gwen said, and kissed her again and again. "But okay Stacy, maybe..maybe we can be girlfriends." 
 
    And that hungry mouth was pressed up against her lips once again, even as Stacy kept her lips pressed tightly together, while her small slim body was enveloped by this tall awkward loner's embrace. Stacy endured it, hoping the tall amazon would soon grow satisfied. 
 
    She didn't. 
 
    "Yuck." Gwen said. "What was that?" 
 
    And Stacy thought, yes, finally - finally she understands. We aren't real girlfriends, it's only pretend. 
 
    "You call that a kiss? You are like a wet fish. No wonder that ugly boy broke up with you," Gwen said. "I can see I have my work cut out for me." 
 
    "He didn't - he isn't..." Stacy stammered. Mitch wasn't ugly. He was a hunk. Besides he didn't break up with her. As far as he knew, they were still dating. 
 
    Dear God, this pushy ginormous girl, she wanted...not just a peck. But a kiss. And she had already moved in for another. Lips pressed against Stacy's. 
 
    Tongue probing. Yuck! 
 
    But poor Stacy couldn't see a way out. She had to. But it needn't be sexual. It could be like kissing a robot. A very tall robot. Nothing more. 
 
    This time Stacy parted her lips. Allowed Gwen's hungry tongue to enter her sacred space. Enter where only a few select boys had been before. 
 
    And though Gwen's tongue probed Stacy's mouth as if she owned it, still the tall amazon wasn't satisfied. 
 
    "You are hopeless. More tongue," Gwen told the hapless girl. "Let me feel your lips. your teeth. I said MAYBE you can be my girlfriend. But If you want to be my girlfriend, you are going to have to learn to be a better kisser. If you are a wet fish, I'm going to have to throw you back in the water. That pretty blue trinket might buy you a boyfriend, but I don't come that cheaply." 
 
    A stab of anger dug in Stacy's stomach at Gwen's accusation. She didn't need to buy anyone's affection. She was popular. 
 
    But then she recalled that she was in this fix because of trying to steal an exam for her boyfriend. 
 
    It was a blow to her self-confidence. Still, she wasn't a wet fish. She couldn't be. It was only that - well - she didn't want to be kissing this girl. Not a girl, Stacy corrected herself. 
 
    But - she could kiss a robot. 
 
    Only kissing a robot. Stacy repeated in her mind. She stuck out a tentative tongue. It danced against Gwen's. Maybe now the girl would be happy, now that she'd kissed her as she'd kissed her very own boyfriend. 
 
    "That's better. Now, suck my tongue," Gwen told the blushing senior. She tilted her head and parted her lips. For a moment she thought she pushed the sexy little cheerleader too far. But the girl meekly stepped on her tiptoes and parted her lips, closed her eyes, and then took Gwen's slippery tongue into her mouth. With a slight tremor, she sucked on it, then kissed the girl again, a momentary shudder passed through the slender blond's body and the mechanical kiss turned into something else entirely. Something dark and sensual. 
 
    Only a robot, Stacy repeated in her mind. But God, her knees were weak and she felt breathless. 
 
    "That's it. That's my girl. You just needed a little instruction. Now, you've got it. You can be my girlfriend." Gwen praised. "I mean it. Pretty trinket or no pretty trinket, you suck face like a pro." 
 
    'Just a robot. An act. A show.' Stacy told herself over and over. But it didn't feel like a robot. Those big hands, made for palming basketballs, now held each of Stacy's pale ivory cheeks. Kneading them. Mauling them. On top of her thin practice shorts at first, but quickly moving beneath. Spreading and pulling. Pushing and bunching them. Until both her panties and shorts were bunched in between her firm tight buttocks. And even if she should could ignore that, she couldn't ignore the knee pressed against her sex. As those strong hands moved her on it. Making her ride it. 
 
    Up and back. Up and back. And that mouth. That tongue. Searching her own. So demanding. So strong. So unlike the awkward social loner she'd always assumed the girl to be. 
 
    Robot - just a robot, Stacy repeated. But even that soon stopped. 
 
    For a time Stacy forgot she was kissing a girl. Forgot where she was. Forgot that she had a boyfriend. That this was an act. A show. Soon, there was nothing but sensation. Nothing but a kiss, a mouth, two hands, and a knee. 
 
    It took a moment for Stacy to realize the kiss had stopped. Then there was light. Then came sound. 
 
    "Woooooooo...." 
 
    Then Gwen's shadow fell away from her and Stacy saw where the sound was coming from. The girl's basketball team were all smiling and laughing. Pointing. 
 
    At her! 
 
    But there was worse, much worse. 
 
    The cheerleading squad were pointing as well. Eyes wide. Mouths open. 
 
    ...aghast. 
 
    They had seen. Oh dear God they had seen. Blushing furiously, Stacy quickly turned, surreptitiously pulled her shorts out from her bottom, and moved away from Gwen, refusing to look at the girl. 
 
    As Stacy walked to the cheerleading squad, words escaped her. What could she tell these girls? After they had witnessed the sort of behavior she would have sent them home for if it had been them...or doing far less. 
 
    Luckily her friend Tracy was there. 
 
    "What are you girls gawking at?" Tracy shouted. "Get back to work." 
 
    Then she quietly took Stacy to the side. 
 
    "Look Stacy," Tracy said. "I don't know what is going on with you. But everyone has heard about you and ...her. I know she's your girlfriend and all, but I mean...I thought you were with Mitch? 
 
    God, how could you? And speaking of Mitch, what did he say when you told him about Gwen? I couldn't believe it when I first heard. I mean just look at her. If you are going to play for the other team, you could do so much better. I hear that Kathy from our English class digs girls, and she'd pretty. I wondered if you were doing it for attention. But then seeing you kiss...they way you kissed her...I knew it was true." 
 
    Talking to Tracy was like talking to a TV. It never shut up, you had to jump in when you could. Finally Stacy saw her moment when Tracy finally paused for breath. 
 
    "I haven't told Mitch...listen...I haven't told anyone this but..." Stacy told her everything. Well almost everything. She didn't tell her how her body had responded when Gwen kissed her. 
 
    "Oh you poor thing," Tracy said, as she gave her friend a hug and patted her hand. "Don't worry. It'll all turn out just fine. Don't worry about Mitch. I'll explain it to him. But what about cheer leading? You know you can't be team captain anymore. Not with all this going on. My God with the press and all. Tell you what. Just for now, I'll fill in for you....just until all this blows over. You can go tell Miss Johnson. But I can't show favoritism. Well, you know I do, but I can't let the other girls see. It'll be between you and me. And whenever you want to come back as head cheerleader, you just say the word. I mean, because you have mighty big shoes to fill, but I'll-" 
 
    "Okay," Stacy interjected. "I understand." She was relieved. Finally someone else knew. Knew everything. And she was willing to help. 
 
    Stacy went to go see Miss Johnson to fill her in. She dreaded it initially, thinking the woman would try to talk her out of her decision, but she didn't. It went surprisingly well. 
 
    "Five laps for being late to practice Stacy," Tracy shouted as Stacy returned from Miss Johnson's office. "And you'll do cleanup after practice for playing kisseeface with Gwen." 
 
    And so, there were stares. Stacy couldn't tell if they were stares of sympathy or of derision. She was thankful for the laps, she could go into her own world. But practice, having to let Tracy boss her around. Oh that was hard. So very very hard. 
 
    After it was over, Gwen came over to help her clean up. 
 
    "I thought you were captain?" Gwen asked. "Why are you doing this bullshit?" 
 
    "I just...thought it'd be best...with all that's going on..." 
 
    "So you clean up their trash and water bottles now?" 
 
    "No," Stacy said, as she looked around at the mess that was left. It looked like it was more than usual, but that could be her imagination. Besides, she'd never actually had to clean up before. "That's just for today." She didn't tell her it was just an act. That it was only temporary. That she and Tracy had a deal. Now, if only she could have a deal like that with Gwen. 
 
    "I liked watching you run today," Gwen said. "You were sexy. Especially the way you tried not to look at me. I liked the way your were dancing all sexy for your practice. And then when I caught your eye...the way you blushed." 
 
    That very same blush was rapidly blossoming on Stacy's cheeks at that very moment. 
 
    "I want you to kiss me again." Gwen said. 
 
    Again? Already? Stacy looked around. All the cheerleaders were gone. Only the poor manager for the basketball team remained and she was busy cleaning up. 
 
    Stacy turned her head to the side and leaned up for a kiss. For awhile Gwen let Stacy control the kiss. It was fairly chaste, not like before, but it was an big improvement from the first kiss. She could feel lips and a bit of tongue. 
 
    Then Gwen returned the kiss. Almost overwhelming the petite blond senior. A hungry kiss. A kiss that said I want you. I need you. 
 
    Sexually. 
 
    A kiss accompanied by the odor of hard work, salt, and perspiration. Then there were those hands. God, the way those big hands touched her. Hands that drew a response from her that even her boyfriend couldn't manage. Hands kneading, pulling, touching, squeezing. Hands that had awakened a fire in her loins. 
 
    Unwanted hands and an unwanted fire. 
 
    Hands that had worked their way up under her shorts again. She tried to shake them off, but all that seemed to do was encourage Gwen. Exposing her bottom. Maybe even exposing more than that. Hands pulling her up. 
 
    "Mmmmphh," Stacy grunted. No. She knew what the big girl had in mind again and she wanted none of it. 
 
    Hands that ignored her protest and put her back on that strong muscular thigh. Making her ride it. She resisted at first, drawing her slim thighs tightly together. She was onto the girl now. She wouldn't fall for that same trick once again. 
 
    But this time that thigh was wet and slick with sweat. And poor Stacy could find no purchase on it as it slipped so easily between her own slim thighs. Drawing her up and then back. Up and then back. Making her ride it. 
 
    Stacy reached back to protect her modesty, but she couldn't budge those hands no matter how hard she tried. 
 
    "Please...Gwen -" Stacy begged between kisses. "Someone could see." 
 
    And Stacy discovered that there were kisses between kisses. That though Gwen couldn't reach those succulent pink lips, there were ears to nibble and a long slender neck to suck. Both of which that caused such an unwanted quivering in Stacy's loins that she was eager to finally offer up her mouth once again. 
 
    "Relax, there's no one there but Jill." Gwen said. 
 
    Stacy dared a glance over her shoulder. Sure enough the girl was staring. Working..but staring. 
 
    "Please Gwen...she's looking..." 
 
    "She can't help but look," Gwen said. "You are so damned sexy, anyone would look." 
 
    "But I don't want her looking at me. At us." 
 
    "Okay," Gwen said. "Let go and I'll stop." 
 
    Stacy let go of Gwen wrists, not like it was doing her much good anyway. But instead of pulling them from under Stacy's shorts as she promised, she pulled the shorts and panties down to the hapless senior's knees. 
 
    Stacy shrieked and attempted to bend down to reach her shorts, but by then, Gwen's thigh was back in place between her legs. And riding Gwen's thigh as she was, it was hopeless to pull her shorts back up. It wasn't quite hopeless. She wriggled. She squirmed. That bare thigh rubbing against her nether lips. 
 
    Oh God. Skin to skin. The girl had touched her pussy. It was only a thigh, but still...The mere thought made Stacy blush a bright crimson. 
 
    But finally she's wriggled out of the big girl's grasp for long enough to get a grip on her thin shorts. She pulled them up as quickly as she could. But it wasn't quick enough. Jill had seen. Had seen her bare ass. Had seen her wriggling around on Gwen's thigh like a cat in heat. 
 
    "Dammit Gwen...I can't - I can't believe you did that!" Stacy fumed. Nearly losing her temper at Gwen's temerity. 
 
    "Stacy, you are so damned sexy I may just to do it again," Gwen replied. 
 
    "Don't even think about it!" 
 
    Gwen laughed and reached for Stacy's shorts, but the cute blond quickly danced out the girl's reach. 
 
    "Fee fi fo fum" Gwen said as she pursued the petite cheerleader. "I smell the blood of a cute cheerleader...." 
 
    "Stop it Gwen!" Stacy shouted. She wanted to be mad. By all rights she should be furious. Was within her rights to slap the big girl. She had been stripped. Had her intimates displayed to a complete stranger. But, she couldn't help but laugh at Gwen's antics. Nor could she escape the girl for long, and ended up caught in her firm grip. One hand held her sports bra and the other had hold of her thin cotton short. Only this time she was facing Jill. And this time Jill wasn't just looking out of the corner of her eye. Stacy had her undivided attention. "Please Gwen - don't...." 
 
    She wasn't being disrobed. Not entirely. But her shorts and bra were caught fast. Every move...every attempt to struggle only served to pull them tighter. Exposing the shape of small high breasts. Nubby nipples. Her mound of venus. The seam of her shorts was nestled firmly into the slit between her legs. Though she was covered, little was left to the imagination. 
 
    It took the fight right out of her. She stood blushing, immobile, and very very helpless. 
 
    "I wish you would stop..." Stacy begged. 
 
    "Tell Jill hi," Gwen whispered to Stacy. 
 
    Stacy didn't want to play this shameful and humiliating game. She wanted to resist. She wanted to resist so very very much. She was nobody's puppet. And yet...as Gwen pulled up on her shorts, causing her to stand on tiptoes. Causing her shorts and panties to travel uncomfortably into her bottom and further into her sex. 
 
    "Hi Jill," Stacy said, her voice squeaky and trembling. 
 
    "Now move your hands," Gwen whispered. "Then maybe you can ask her if I would be nice enough to let you go." 
 
    "But you could just let me go now," Stacy said. "Please...." 
 
    "I'm having fun with this game," Gwen said. "Besides, I'm a team captain. And you - you are not anymore. Now go on. Ask. Otherwise..." 
 
    Stacy felt her shorts being pulled down instead of up. Already exposing her lower abdomen. A puppet. God, she felt as if she was this girl's puppet. How had this happened to her? 
 
    "Jill...ahh...could you please ask Gwen to stop embarrassing me." 
 
    Jill laughed and seemed to think twice. Stacy's shorts went down further. So very slowly. 
 
    Abdomen. 
 
    Hips. 
 
    That sexy round of stomach. 
 
    The poor cheer leader tried to go down with her shorts, but found that when she did, that Gwen still held her sports bra up where it was. When she bent down, she was basically stripping herself. 
 
    The underswell of breasts. 
 
    The hint of a nipple. 
 
    Pink goosebumps on an perfectly pink aureole. 
 
    "Please...." Stacy panicked, daring to look down. Her sex wasn't visible yet, but it was so close she could see just a hint of her curly blond hair peeking out from beneath her panties. Her hand darted down to preserve her modesty. 
 
    "Ah-ah-ah..." Gwen whispered. "Move that hand unless you want me to pull them all the way down. I'll make you run laps again. But this time I'll make you run them naked." 
 
    "You wouldn't," Stacy retorted. Stacy couldn't help but imagine running laps around the gym. Sweat glistening. Breasts bouncing. Embarrassed. Hot.. 
 
    Gwen wouldn't. She couldn't. But Stacy didn't know that for sure. She couldn't take the chance. 
 
    It was a struggle to comply. It was as if she were taking part in her own stripping. Truly it was her only way to keep from being stripped entirely, however, Jill couldn't hear what Gwen was whispering in her ear. Jill would assume Stacy was in on this humiliating game of show and tell. 
 
    "Please Jill," Stacy begged, her cheeks burning a bright red, and her heart hammering in her chest. 
 
    "Come on Gwen," Jill said. "You are embarrassing the poor girl." 
 
    "Okay Jill, for you I'll do it. But tell her to kiss me one more time, and to keep those hands right where they are." Gwen said, easing her grip on Stacy's clothing. "Tell her to give me another kiss, a good kiss, and I'll stop." 
 
    "Give her another kiss," Jill said. Her nostrils flaring. Her eyes hungry and more than a little jealous. 
 
    As she turned around, Stacy tried to tell herself that this was a just a girl. That this wasn't her boyfriend - the person she loved. 
 
    But the boy she loved would have let her pull her shorts up her slim hips. Wouldn't have made her humiliate herself by showing her bottom to a complete stranger. Thank goodness it wasn't her whole bottom, but she had no way of knowing how far her shorts had been pulled down. And she was certain Jill was watching. Watching with those dark hungry eyes. 
 
    Stacy tried to tell herself that the kiss didn't mean anything. That she didn't feel anything. But soon she was kissing again. Really kissing. Kisses unlike she had ever kissed before. And it was becoming increasingly harder to stop. 
 
    And this girl. This girl that she'd so many girls pick on behind her back. That she had picked on, but never to the girl's face. 
 
    This tall lanky loner. A girl who'd seemed so quiet. Now she'd seen a different side of this girl. This girl was a team captain. This girl was a good kisser. This girl was bossy. This girl was a little bit kinky. This girl was used to getting her way. 
 
    Stacy felt a muscular thigh edge between her own once again. The thigh was still damp with sweat, but this time, Stacy was glad because she was wet too. Knowing well how futile resistance would prove, she parted her own and allowed it to slip home. And those hands set her to rocking again. 
 
    Oh God. Would this horrible day ever end. 
 
    Stacy's hopes of extracting herself from her current mess had grown more difficult by an order of magnitude. 
 
      
 
    Friday night, Stacy walked hand and hand with Gwen to Tracy's house. Why did she let herself get talked into this? It was Tracy's fault. The girl had asked if the she and Gwen wanted to come over to her house for a small party on Friday night. 
 
    Stacy wanted to punch the girl. Tracy was supposed to be her best friend. Tracy was the only person who knew the truth about Stacy's predicament. That this was just an act. That it was only temporary. The girl should know better. A double date would have been much better. 
 
    A party? A party was a bad idea. 
 
    But Gwen said sure! We'd love to. 
 
    "I think I already have plans with my family," Stacy said, trying to weasel her way out of being seen in public with her pretend girlfriend. 
 
    "I talked to Jacklyn," Gwen said. "She already said you were free on Friday night. She even suggested a few places where we can avoid the press. And a party with kids...that would be terrific." 
 
    "But...." Stacy had run out of excuses. Worse, it seemed like everyone was working against her. Sticking her with this girl. This weirdo girl. Jesus, having to pretend to be her girlfriend. At least until their pretend relationship wasn't a lurid topic on the political blogs or until the primary was over...whichever came first. 
 
    Pretending at a party full of her closest friends. made Stacy's knees shake. It was awful. And things only got worse. Tracy didn't mention her parents were out of town. This wasn't just a get together...it was a full on unsupervised PARTY. 
 
    They walked around to find Tracy. If only to find someone to talk to. If only to get away from the constant questions. And these weren't just curious questions. They weren't just picking on Gwen now, they were picking on Stacy. 
 
    "How long have you two been together? Who's the girl and who's the boy." Stupid shit. 
 
    And things only grew worse. She found Tracy alright. On a chair, straddling Mitch. Making out with him. Stacy felt her face grow hot. She felt the dagger turn in her back. 
 
    The bitch! Instead of helping her with her situation, she'd turned it to her advantage. She'd moved in on Stacy's boyfriend. 
 
    "What are you looking at?" Gwen asked. "Do you want to break up with me? Is that it?" 
 
    "What?" Stacy was pulled out of her despair for a moment. 
 
    "You acted like you didn't want to go out with me when Tracy invited us to the party. Now you seem like you want to trade places with her...there making out with her boyfriend. 
 
    "Hey, isn't that the dumb boy you used to date?" Gwen said. 
 
    "It's just..." Tears welled in Stacy's eyes. No one knew what she was going through right now. Everything was on her shoulders. Her father's campaign. Gwen's obvious feelings. Mitch's stolen exam. Tracy's betrayal. The news media constantly trying to shove their cameras in her window when she was at home. "I'm sorry. I don't want to ...break up... but.." 
 
    "Come here," Gwen said. "You aren't sad because of me, are you? I didn't mean what I said about breaking up. Here let's sit down. Just stop looking over there. Look at me. Here, you can sit in my lap. You want to kiss?" 
 
    There with Gwen's arms around her. There with the world against her...she nodded sullenly...yes..yes she did want a kiss. And it was true. For just this once, she needed a kiss, even if it was from another girl. 
 
    And what a kiss it was. Say what they wanted. That big lanky girl could kiss. Tender eager searching kisses. 
 
    Passionate kisses. 
 
    But then just as Stacy was beginning to relax. To feel like things might not be so bad. That having a girlfriend, even a pretend one was good for something other than making a wreck of her life. 
 
    She felt something .... something dangerous and very unwanted. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Stacy whispered. Moving closer lest someone discover that Gwen's hand had found its way beneath Stacy's short skirt....Oh God, her fingers worming their way beneath her panties. 
 
    "Cheering up my girlfriend," Gwen whispered wickedly. "You are still my girlfriend aren't you? I distinctly remember you saying that you didn't want to break up. Have you changed your mind already?" 
 
    "I ahh...uhhh...haven't changed my ahhhh...mind. I don't want to ahhh...breakup. But, I don't need to be cheered up." Stacy whispered urgently. "Especially not like ...mmm...this." 
 
    But Gwen didn't stop. Her fingers grew ever more insistent. 
 
    "Seriously Gwen. I'm not sad anymore. I'm happy. I mean it. Please..." 
 
    "See, it's working already," Gwen purred. And her strong long fingers were persistent. Teasing Stacy's lips. Her clit. Making her wet. Making her loins melt like butter. 
 
    "You can't...Not here. Not like this..." Stacy whispered, voice trembling, and cheeks blushing. "Someone could see." Someone would surely see. They were practically surrounded. 
 
    "Just stay close." Gwen said. "Make sure your skirt covers me." 
 
    Stacy adjusted her skirt as ordered. Gwen obviously had no intention of stopping, so she did what she could to protect her modesty. To keep herself from being embarrassed further. So great was her need to escape the shame and humiliation, that she forgot the fact that on this....this first date with Gwen...that the girl had already made it to second base. 
 
    Then...then the finger was in her. Inside her body. In and out. In and out. She'd never let Mitch do this to her. The most they had done was grinding against each other till he found release. The only fingers she'd felt like this had been her own, but her own felt nothing like this. 
 
    "Gwen, you can't do this." Stacy said, her hips beginning to move on their own accord. "...please...Gwen..." 
 
    "Please stop or please continue," Gwen said. "...I can't tell what you want." 
 
    "I can't do this Gwen...I have to be perfect..my father...I can't....I'm not like other girls...please Gwen....oh...oh..." 
 
    "Shhhh.....little peach..." Gwen said. "Kiss me before you give yourself away." 
 
    Stacy managed to plant her mouth on Gwen's before the dam in her body broke and pleasure overtook her like a hurricane. A feeling of heat passed from her womb enveloped her body. A feeling no one had ever made her feel before. A feeling so much greater than when she achieved it on her own. 
 
    "Ummmm...ummm...." she moaned into Gwen's mouth and held the girl as tight as possible while her body shook. 
 
    Gwen inhaled the girl's orgasm, feeling Stacy's internal muscles twitch and churn against her long fingers. 
 
    Stacy remained just like that, straddling Gwen; finding that she was the same height as the taller girl for just this once, kissing her, forgetting everything for one delicious moment. 
 
    A panicked moment later, she looked around guiltily. Whew, no one had noticed. She felt a few stares, and a few girls had turned up their noses in disgust. But it seemed no one suspected what had actually happened under their very noses. 
 
    "Now it's my turn," Gwen said, as she licked her fingers, and led the petite blond upstairs and locked the door behind them. 
 
    "I don't know about this," Stacy said as she reached up to tuck her blond bangs back behind her ear. She was terrified and unsure. She was also sated and spent, which made her more compliant than usual. 
 
    "You had your turn," Gwen said. "You're not a user are you?" 
 
    Stacy shook her head. She wasn't a user. But she hadn't really wanted a turn. Especially not like that...not out in the open and on display in front of everyone. Sure, she'd enjoyed it, but she hadn't wanted it. 
 
    "I'm not a user...but...oh Gwen what are you doing?" Stacy asked. 
 
    But it was quite evident what the girl was doing. She was behind Stacy. Her large hands roaming the girl's lean body. Touching her. Coaxing her. 
 
    Stripping her. 
 
    Things were going so fast. Too fast. Stacy's mother had trained her for situations like this. 
 
    "One day a boy will want you to do things that you aren't ready to do. But you may feel obligated," her mother had told her years ago. And her mother's advice about handjobs and grinding against one another had come in handy...with boys. With Mitch. 
 
    However, her mother had provided no instruction manual for a girl. She was totally in the dark. Besides boys were easier. Mitch had fumbled with her bra strap failing to figure out the exact combination for getting it open. 
 
    But Gwen had it open in less than a second. In less than five, had stripped Stacy bare and was fingering her pussy again. 
 
    Stacy's mind was a jumble. Without her clothes, grinding was out of the question. That only left using her hands...but how to do that on a girl? Well...she could start by doing what Gwen was doing. She was nervous. It felt like there were a thousand butterflies in her stomach. Could she really do this? 
 
    "Check the door," Stacy said, her voice shaking. 
 
    "It's locked," Gwen said. "But you're right, I'll unlock it. The risk will make the sex all the hotter." 
 
    Gwen turned the lock and Stacy's heart began to pound. 
 
    "Please..." Stacy begged. She was naked and in a house full of her classmates. Naked and alone with this kinky girl whom she was pretending to be the girlfriend of. "Just make sure it's locked...then we can..then we can talk." 
 
    "But I don't want to talk," Gwen said teasingly. "I want to cum. I want my turn." 
 
    "Come on Gwen, stop playing. You've got my clothes. Besides...we won't just talk." Stacy fumed, embarrassed, helpless, and very very turned on by her predicament. Being naked and in the presence of this tall clothed giant, had made her loins hot. 
 
    However, she didn't want them to be hot. Not like this. And especially not now. 
 
    So, Stacy tried to get her clothes, but Gwen held them out of her reach. The girl was far too tall, and Stacy was determined not to put on a show by jumping for them. She tried for the lock, only to have Gwen hold her at arms length from the door. 
 
    "I know, let's play another game," Gwen said. "The way you play is you stop trying to get your clothes or lock the door. Now move your hands way from your body, or I'll open the door." 
 
    "Be serious Gwen...." Stacy plead. "If only one moment." 
 
    "I am serious," Gwen said as she turned the doorknob, her dark eyes gleaming. "One...two...who knows who could be out there?" 
 
    "Okay," Stacy said, conceding immediately, putting her hands to her sides. "You win again. Are you happy?" 
 
    "Not yet," Gwen said. "But I'm getting there. Do you know that move you cheerleaders do, you know to the one you were practicing and then you looked over to see if I was looking." 
 
    Stacy knew it. The blush on her cheeks knew it too. 
 
    "I want you to do it for me." Gwen said. 
 
    "Now?" Stacy whispered, her voice trembling and nervous pulling her bangs behind her ear. 
 
    "Now." Gwen said. 
 
    "Okay. But will you at least lock the door? Please." Stacy said. "And..and make sure the blinds are closed too." 
 
    "You'll do a good job?" Gwen asked. 
 
    Stacy nodded meekly. What choice did she have. 
 
    Gwen smiled after winning the brief contest of wills. She locked the door, then checked the blinds before settling back into a chair. 
 
    "And that'll be all?" Stacy said. "I can't...I can't be seen like this Gwen. I'm dead serious. My father would die. His career would be ruined." 
 
    "Then you better hurry." Gwen put her hand down her pants and began to rub herself in anticipation. 
 
    The music coming up from the floor made it easier. The fact that Gwen was also partially undressed helped as well. 
 
    Facing Gwen, Stacy spread her feet, then she began to lower herself, shaking her hips in time to the music as she did so, then the finally, she came up quickly, then dropped back down again, arching her back, pumping her butt up and down. It was a hip hop move. It was also a move suitable for a stripper. A move they always had to fight for with a concerned principal who thought it was too provocative. A risque move, but downright lurid now that she was doing it naked. 
 
    "Come closer," Gwen said. "And do it again. But turn around the other way." 
 
    Stacy blushed furiously as she moved closer. Facing the opposite direction made things easier. Less shameful, even though she knew Gwen was devouring her with her eyes. As she did it once again. Everything was exposed. Her wetness. Her sex. Her ass. Everything. 
 
    "Lower..." Gwen said, her voice low and husky. "Now work that ass. Oh fuck. Shake those skinny hips." 
 
    Stacy blushed as she obeyed. It wasn't fair. But life wasn't fair. Else, Stacy wouldn't be blushing as she shook her body like some stripper. She swallowed hard as she imagined what Gwen was seeing right now. what Mitch had never come close to seeing. 
 
    She'd blush even more if she knew. Because Gwen was fixated on her round little rump. She'd always had a thing for asses. And usually she preferred them a little chunkier. But seeing it bare and naked. So cute. So perky And so god damned tight. This one, this one was damned near perfect. 
 
    Gwen couldn't help but shiver when Stacy moved just so. She could see the girl's little asshole. It made her sex drip with need. It made her so fucking horny. 
 
    "When you dance like that , you look like a little slut, a little stripper slut," Gwen purred. "How can you girls do that in front of an audience? What sort of girls get off on teasing an audience of perverts? Come closer. Do it again." 
 
    Stacy didn't have an answer. Cheerleading was like that. What was the point in the splits and all? There was none. It was sexy. It was cool. It made people cheer. It was just a game, and all in good fun. 
 
    "Again," Gwen said. "This time less side to side, arch your back more, and move that sexy ass up and down. No not quite. Spread your thighs more. Ahhh...perfect." 
 
    Stacy heard the chair creek as Gwen stood. She thought nothing of it, as she lowered her torso, and bent down. But this time, when she did it, she gave a most unladylike grunt. Then a gasp. 
 
    Oh God. Surely not. But there was no denying it. No denying the finger in her ass. Invading her. No one had even tried to touch her there, much less succeed. Not even Mitch and she considered him handsy. 
 
    Gwen eyes were hungry with desire. Her finger was now embedded in that cute little hole. At first she felt scared. Perhaps she'd pushed Stacy too far - too fast. It hadn't been a conscious decision. That hole. That cute little hole had been begging for it... and Gwen couldn't help herself. 
 
    She waited for a moment. Expecting the cheerleader to jump and run. But the girl just sat there. And after a few seconds Gwen knew the girl wasn't going anywhere. She grew more brash. 
 
    "Again," Gwen purred. "Keep going...work it..." 
 
    "Ugh..." Stacy grunted. It was perverse, this finger up her bottom. Good girls didn't allow such things. No they most certainly didn't. Much less a senator's daughter. But it was already there. 
 
    What could she do? Run from the room? 
 
    Naked as she was, where would she go? 
 
    Demand that Gwen remove her finger? 
 
    Doing so would be an admission of the fact that it was there in the first place. Far better to pretend not to notice. 
 
    "I said keep going," Gwen said, her voice husky with desire. "Move that ass before I spank it." 
 
    Spank it? The girl couldn't be serious. But, Stacy didn't doubt the girl. No, not for a moment. Dear Lord, what if someone heard? What if someone came to investigate, to discover here there, in this horribly embarrassing situation. That couldn't be allowed to happen, so Stacy moved it, and quickly. Despite the discomfort and her reservations about the matter. 
 
    And each pump of her hips wedged that digit ever further up her tight virgin hole. Worse, she was doing the deed herself. Her brain was on overload due to the conflicting signals being sent. There was pleasure. Discomfort. And the taboo nature of the act itself. 
 
    "You are my little slut, aren't you," Gwen said. "You like it up the butt; I can tell. I bet your boyfriend played with this tight little ass all the time didn't he?" 
 
    "Ugh..No...ugh...never..." Stacy grunted, rocking back and forth on the forbidden finger, even as a thumb was thrust into her wet and juicy sex. 
 
    "You ready to lick me now Stacy? You ready to lick my pussy baby?" Gwen asked. "Huh, are you?" 
 
    There was a long pause. I few moments ago, the answer would have been no. Most definitely not. A handjob at the most. Only her fingers that was the limit. 
 
    My God, this was her first date with Gwen. A fake date at that. Now the girl wanted to go to third base. Or was it home. Stacy couldn't tell anymore. The rule book she was used to playing with when dating boys had been thrown out the window. 
 
    Yes, earlier tonight the answer would be no, not even a handjob. Not even a grinding together with their clothes on. 
 
    But now? Now she'd had an orgasm. Now she was naked. Now a finger was in her bottom, moving in and out. Now it was so very very hard to think. 
 
    ......So very hard to say no. 
 
    "I...guess..." Stacy breathed. 
 
    A deep moan was drawn from Stacy's lungs, even as the invading finger was removed from her tender ass. She burned a bit back there, but she also felt empty...as if she wanted to be impaled once again. 
 
    There was a rustle of polyester as Gwen stripped off her pants and panties in one easy motion. Gwen said back down in the chair, and spread her big muscular thighs. 
 
    "Then come and get it." Gwen said, as she guided Stacy down between her outstretched legs. 
 
    Stacy was unsure what to do. This was a girl. Oh God. A girl. A naked girl. And this was sex...homosexual sex. The enormity of it made Stacy's heart hammer in her chest. Her bosom rising and falling with the quickness of her breath. 
 
    She could smell the musk of Gwen's sex. The girl had a dark hairy bush and thick thighs. Her sex was slick with her lust. With blue eyes darting like a rabbit, Stacy tucked her bangs behind her ear and licked her lips before she tentatively touched it with her fingers. She could feel its wetness. She could feel its heat. She was touching another girl for the very first time. 
 
    Perhaps she could do it, just like she did herself? 
 
    But Gwen quickly disavowed Stacy of any illusions she may have had as those pretty manicured fingers were pushed to the side. 
 
    "Use your lips on me. Open me up like a flower. Ahhh- fuck. See how wet you've made me? Playing with you has made me cream my panties. 
 
    Now blow on my pussy. Oh that feels good. Come closer. Closer. 
 
    Taste me." 
 
    Taste me. This was what homosexual girls did for one another. But Stacy wasn't a homosexual. She liked boys. One in particular. But he was downstairs with Tracy grinding on his lap. Sucking face. The bastard! 
 
    She felt so hopeless. So lost. And this girl. This big girl that she was pretending to be a girlfriend to. She was so presumptuous. So confident. Laying back in the chair. Legs spread wide. Pink lips glistening. She expected... 
 
    God what she expected. Stacy swallowed hard. She stuck out a tentative tongue. She touched it to those hungry lips. It wasn't as bad as she thought. Nothing assaulted her taste buds. Nothing made her gag. There was an odor. A hot musky odor of sex. An odor that was so very different from Mitch. 
 
    Lick," Gwen said. "Oh lick me you sweet bitch." 
 
    Stacy meekly obeyed. It was her turn to pleasure Gwen. She wasn't a user. And it wasn't as bad as she had feared. At first she thought it had no flavor. But now she realized she was wrong. It was...a little tangy - a little salty. It was tolerable. Besides, it would only be this once. Then..then things would go back the way there were before. It would remain their secret. 
 
    A secret shared between friends thrust together from fate. A secret shared with this odd girl. This loner girl. This big girl that was not well liked and usually kept quiet. 
 
    But she wasn't quiet now. She was anything but. 
 
    "Lick it bitch," Gwen moaned. "From the bottom to the top. No baby, that's not the bottom. Lower. Lower." 
 
    Stacy shivered when she realized what the girl expected. This wasn't part of the deal. But, God, she was being so loud. Someone might hear. And if they did, it would mean embarrassment not only for her, but her whole family. What if word got out? What would that mean for her dad's campaign? To Gwen it'd be no difference. People would still talk about her behind her back. 
 
    But for Stacy, it'd be all the difference in the world. 
 
    Glom. "Shhh...Gwen...glom...not so loud..." Stacy urged and licked lower, just grazed her tongue there for a moment. 
 
    "Mmmm..." Gwen moaned. "There that's a girl. Now up again. All the way to my clit. Give yourself a rub too. Just like that...perfect...that's a good girl. Now back down to the bottom." 
 
    Gwen was being more quiet, so Stacy became more compliant. Overcoming her initial reticence. 
 
    "Let me feel that tongue my peach. Lower ...lower....that's it. .ahhh..." Gwen said. "More..more...oh fuck..I can feel it now....ahhh- now put your nose in my pussy. Wiggle it around in there." 
 
    "shhh..." Stacy urged, her face burning a bright pink. 
 
    This wasn't the sort of sex that Stacy had ever imagined herself having. Naked, on her knees, with her nose plunged into a big hairy snatch. Her face a wet soggy mess. Her tongue? 
 
    Dear Lord, she did not even want to think about where her tongue was and what it was doing right now. But it wouldn't be long and then she'd never have do this again. This would be a lesson for her. A good lesson on what can happen when she wasn't a good girl. 
 
    "Oh you preppy little daddy's girl," Gwen said. "I'm gonna come on your pretty little face. Oh I'm gonna soak that cute little.... Oh fuck..fuck...here it comes..." 
 
    And she did, she gushed on Stacy's pretty face. So much so that Stacy was glad for once that she was naked. 
 
    Afterwards, the two girls quickly dressed. With one exception. Just as Stacy reached for her panties, Gwen caught them up. 
 
    "I'm keeping them," Gwen said in a matter of fact tone. 
 
    "But - but," Stacy stammered. In the end, she obediently slipped her short skirt back on. The two left the party and Stacy was glad of it. She could smell the scent of sex every time she inhaled and was sure anyone coming near them could smell it too. Worse, she was naked beneath her short skirt and was horrified about someone discovering her compromised state and her own musky odor of sex. 
 
    "I had a boyfriend once," Gwen volunteered to break the silence, on the quiet drive home. 
 
    "You did?" Stacy asked. She never imagined that Gwen having boyfriend or even a girlfriend. 
 
    "It was during basketball camp this year," Gwen said, her hand moving to Stacy's leg, sliding up her thigh. "I was able to get him naked - I even spanked him a little. But he wouldn't let me take pictures. And ...he would never lick me." 
 
    By then Gwen's hand had traveled between Stacy's smooth thighs, and began to finger her still damp sex. 
 
    "Well, he did once...I climbed on top of him." Gwen continued. "But he never licked me like you licked me. It was more like I was grinding on his face. It was okay. But it wasn't the same. 
 
    And he didn't like it when I talked dirty. He- he never went out with me again after..." 
 
    Stacy could see why Gwen's boyfriend wouldn't want to do any of those things. Hell, she regretted doing most everything that had happened tonight. She felt guilty. She felt dirty. 
 
    What's more, she didn't want to talk about it. 
 
    "I like you a lot Stacy," Gwen said. "I mean a whole lot. I mean - like I love you Stacy. No one has ever done anything like you did. No one has even bought me anything pretty either. 
 
    "I-I love you too Gwen," Stacy said, unable to think of anything else to say the finger teasing her sex made thinking impossible. If she agreed quickly, perhaps Gwen would concentrate on driving. 
 
    "I want you to call me tonight when you go to bed," Gwen said. 
 
    "Okay," Stacy said, wondering what was going through the girl's brain. She was incredibly embarrassed. What if someone looked in the car window. Worse, they were getting close to her house. What if the press was still there? What if it was captured on film? Senator's daughter, naked beneath her skirt, fingerfucked in a car, film at eleven. 
 
    Thinking of it made her quiver. Made her slim hips pump of their own volition. 
 
    "Not before you go to bed," Gwen urged. "But when. When the lights are off and you are in bed, I want you to call me. Okay." 
 
    "Okay," Stacy gasped. She didn't want to think about it, but her body had betrayed her. Her slim thighs had spread, as Gwen fingered her openly. The wet sucking sound were a testament to her desire. She didn't believe such a thing was possible, but she was in danger of coming again. 
 
    "Now tell me," Gwen said. "When are you going to call me?" 
 
    "Tonight," Stacy gasped. "From bed." 
 
    "That's my good girl." 
 
    Gwen removed her hand before they arrived at Stacy's house and wiped the excess moisture on Stacy's short skirt. Then Gwen walked Stacy to the door and kissed her, but she didn't say anything more. And that night though Stacy looked at her cell phone, and though remembered Gwen's instructions. 
 
    She wanted to be a good girl. But Gwen's idea of a good girl was so very different than that from her father. She didn't want to disappoint him. More importantly, she was terrified of the things that Gwen had in mind, so she didn't make the call. 
 
    She was afraid. Afraid of what she had done that night. Of what she might yet do. It was a long night. But finally it was over. Finally she could go to bed. 
 
    Later that week, at Gwen's house, Stacy had forgotten all about Gwen's instructions. But Gwen hadn't. 
 
    "You broke your promise to me Friday night," Gwen said. 
 
    "What promise?" Stacy asked. At the moment, she thought it poor timing to be talking of broken promises, when just moments ago, Gwen was whispering sweet nothings in her ear, slowly but surely stripping the reluctant senior that sat on her lap of all her vestments. 
 
    "You tell me," Gwen said as she easily turned the petite blond around and locked a thick thigh over her back and another between the girl's lean legs. Then her large hand came down on delicate buttocks with a resounding thwack, leaving a red imprint in its wake. 
 
    "Ouch!" Stacy cried. She tried to struggle free, but she was held helpless by those big powerful thighs. One at her back held her fast, while the one between her legs kept her struggles to a minimum. 
 
    "Stop it," Stacy ordered. "I mean it. Why are you doing this? What promise?" 
 
    Oh the indignity of it. Of being spanked like some errant brat. Treated like a child instead of an eighteen year old adult young woman. And the worst? The worst was that it was so damned effective. So relentless in transforming her back into a helpless girl. 
 
    "I'm sorry...alright I'm sorry," Stacy begged. "I should have called. I should have called." 
 
    "That's right," Gwen said. "You should have called. Now instead of the nice date I had planned for tonight, we are going to have to put things right. Up you go, now..sit just like that. And take your medicine." 
 
    The licks were not as hard as before. But they stung nonetheless. Each blow elicited a small grunt from the hapless blond. This was like no spanking she'd ever heard of. She was straddling Gwen's thigh, practically laying all her weight on it. Her upper body she held with her hands on the carpeted floor. The blows were coming one at a time. One for each cheek. Alternating. Each blow moving her on that thigh. Forcing her to rub he naked sex on it. 
 
    And how the blows stung. Not just her pride, but they really began to sting. Worse and worse. The sensation building. And a worse blow to her pride, it wasn't only her bottom that was afire, but her loins as well. She was growing hotter and hotter. And more and more wet by the moment. 
 
    And at some point, she wasn't sure when, Stacy wasn't just moving her pelvis due to the blows to her bottom. She was moving it on her own. Willingly. Her grunts became moans. And how she hated herself. She didn't want this. She wanted Mitch back. She wanted to be head cheerleader again. She wished she'd never met this horrid girl. She wished her loins weren't so hot and needful. She wished... Ugh. ... Oh God... 
 
    "Stop that," Gwen admonished. "This isn't for your enjoyment. I'm really pissed at you. Besides, your muff is rubbing me raw..." 
 
    "I'm...sorry.." Stacy breathed. 
 
    "Here, let's fix that." 
 
    "What do you mean?" Stacy asked. However, instead of an answer, she found herself on Gwen's desk, naked, legs outstretched wide. Then finally her wrists were secured behind her back with a pair of nylon hose. They had some give, so it didn't even feel as if she were tied. 
 
    "Have you ever been so turned on. I mean so horny you don't know one end from the other?" Gwen asked. 
 
    "Yes..." Stacy said quietly. Yes she had. There in the car with Mitch, making out. Rubbing against him, her hand down his pants. While he climaxed, Stacy went home hot. Hot and stewing in her own juices. 
 
    "Have you really?" Gwen said, as she sat down in front of her naked girlfriend and spread the girl's moist pink lips. In her other hand she held a simple object. Simple but quite effective. 
 
    "Mmmmmm....." Stacy moaned as Gwen stroked the soft bristles of the small paintbrush along her lips. The moan grew in intensity as the brush dallied along her clit. A little here. A little there. Not so much a taste of pleasure, but a glimpse of it. 
 
    "Has anyone ever played with you like this?" Gwen asked. 
 
    "With a paint brush?" Stacy asked. "No." 
 
    "No, not with a brush dummy," Gwen said, putting down the brush and picking up a rubber band and giving Stacy a sting with it. Causing the helpless girl's legs to jump and spasm. Then picking up a tack and poking the tip here and there. Not painful, but not comfortable either, the pricking making Stacy jump and wriggle backwards out of the girl's reach. 
 
    "Like a toy. Like a fun, sexy, hot, yummy... little toy. Like a little toy doll that can be played with." Gwen put the tack down and picked the brush back up. She guided Stacy's legs even wider than they had been before. 
 
    "A toy that can be dressed...or posed...that can be done things to." 
 
    "No..no has ever...." Stacy breathed. 
 
    "Have you ever made a porno?" Gwen asked. 
 
    "God no!" Stacy said loudly and almost coming off the desk due to her nervousness. She pulled at the nylons binding her wrists and discovered that while they had plenty of give, they held her securely. She grew concerned at her helpless situation. 
 
    "Shhhh...have you ever shaved your pussy?" Gwen asked. 
 
    Stacy's cheeks grew rosy. "No." This time she whispered. 
 
    "I want to shave your pussy," Gwen said. 
 
    "What?" Stacy asked. 
 
    "Just stay there," Gwen said. "I'll be right back."' 
 
    By the time Gwen returned, Stacy's desire had begun to cool. And with her cooling desires, so too returned her doubts. 
 
    "I don't - I don't want to be shaved," Stacy said. 
 
    "Okay," Gwen said. "Just relax. We won't do anything you don't want to do. I mean, because I could do practically anything to you. After all, you are tied up and helpless. I could do anything. I could tickle you." 
 
    And with that Gwen tickled the slender blond. Made the helpless girl giggle and dance. Made her buck and gasp. Until she could barely breathe. 
 
    "Tell me you are helpless," Gwen said. 
 
    "I'm..ha-ha...helpless," Stacy gasped. 
 
    "That's right," Gwen said, picking up the brush. It tickled at first, but soon Stacy warmed to it again. Her loins growing hot and wet. Her desires beginning to rage. 
 
    This time Gwen gave her more than a taste of pleasure. She gave her whole bites. She stroked Stacy's moist lips. She twirled it over her clit. She let the pleasure build over and over again. Until Stacy's sex began to twitch and squeeze. Oh fuck she was so closet . So close, yet so far away. 
 
    Had she had use of her hands, she would have brought herself off. She thought she'd been horny before when she made out with Mitch in the car. Those had been mere fumblings. Nothing like being taken to the brink over and over again, and then being allowed to cool back down. 
 
    "Please," Gwen asked. "Let me film you." 
 
    That was the worst. Had it not been for Gwen's question. Gwen's out of the question question, it would have been Stacy that was begging. Now she wasn't even allowed to beg. Now she was forced to say: "No-no-no. Oh I can't. You know I can't. Even if I wanted, I couldn't. My dad. If it ever got out." 
 
    "If you loved me, you would." Gwen repeated. "I wouldn't even show your face. It would be anonymous. Please." 
 
    Seven times of being teased to the brink of orgasm. Seven times her fires of desire had been stoked to a burning rage before being cooled once again. Seven times of need and near ecstasy before Stacy relented. 
 
    "You would promise not to...ah..not to show my face." Stacy asked after being repeatedly teased. 
 
    And with that Gwen knew she'd won. 
 
    "Not at all." 
 
    "Okay...but no one can ever see it," Stacy said. "Even as Stacy was saying the words, she knew she shouldn't be agreeing to this. A porno. That's what this was. She knew better. And yet, she was so hot. So fucking horny. Being in such a state weakened the will; made her willing to do just about anything. 
 
    Gwen didn't answer, instead she hurried to take out the camcorder. She zoomed in on Stacy's well lubricated sex. 
 
    Stacy felt her cheeks warm the moment the camera was centered on her. Dear God, why had she agreed to this? Her knees curled in, and her hands moved protectively over her sex as she was overtaken by her shyness. 
 
    "This is Gwen Stapleton and I'm here in the outback," Gwen said in a fake Australian accent. "And I've come upon the rare pink monkey." 
 
    "Stop that," Stacy said, but she couldn't help but laugh at the tall girl's antics. 
 
    "The pink monkey is usually quite docile," Gwen continued. "But it can become quite ferocious if teased. Aye, let's fuck with it a bit and see what happens." 
 
    This time Gwen didn't use the paintbrush but her own fingers. Burrowing two of them in the girl's tight pussy. Taking her to the brink of orgasm in moments. 
 
    Stacy's camera shyness was now a distant memory. She spread her lean thighs wide to provide Gwen with more access. She pumped her slim hips in hopes of reaching orgasm. However, before she could reach climax, Gwen quickly removed her two fingers, leaving the hapless blond gasping for breath. 
 
    Gwen began again, this time with the paintbrush. Only now, once Gwen took Stacy to the brink of orgasm, she picked up her scissors and snipped off some of her short blond curls. 
 
    Stacy knew where this was going. Oh God, it was bad enough that she had allowed Gwen to bring out that damned camcorder. To allow herself to be filmed while engaging in a sexual tryst. 
 
    But, this? To allow herself to be denuded. God, shaved smooth and bare. To be made smooth and bare; and immortalized? 
 
    She shivered as she imagined the other cheerleaders noticing her bare state in the shower. Now that Tracy was the head cheerleader, she found herself more and more not the top girl...but the bottom girl. Running laps. A victim of catty humor. 
 
    Oh God, she wanted desperately to prevent being a victim of more of those snide comments or worse, the time the girls would be laughing when she showed up in the locker room only to fall silent when she approached. 
 
    Stacy slammed her lean thighs together as the consequences slammed home. 
 
    "Aye, the monkey is a shy animal, but you can sometimes coax them out of hiding with one of these," Gwen put down the scissors and commenced running the paintbrush along Stacy's hungry sex, teasing her sensitive clit. 
 
    It felt too good to keep them closed for long. But the moment she spread them 
 
    Gwen quickly picked up the scissors once again and snipped off another swath of curly hair. 
 
    "Stop that!" Stacy said unconvincingly. 
 
    "The monkey becomes angry when it's natural habitat is destroyed." 
 
    "God Gwen," Stacy moaned, but didn't close her thighs, even as Gwen snipped her curly down over and over again. "Fuck..." 
 
    "It becomes agitated." 
 
    "Please Gwen," Stacy begged. "We shower at away games...I would be the only...no one is shaved....no one....they whisper .... they talk about me ... us ..as it is...oh God...Gwen..." 
 
    But Gwen snipped and snipped. Then she began to lather Stacy's plump and blossoming sex with shaving cream. She pointed the camera at Stacy's cute little pussy and continued filming. 
 
    "But if you stroke the monkey and calm it," Gwen continued as she picked up the disposable razor. "And don't show any fear, it will let you befriend it." 
 
    Gwen ran the razor down Stacy's mons and as the white cream was stripped away, there was nothing underneath but smooth bare skin. 
 
    "Outside of its natural environment," Gwen said as she kept the razor removing more and more of Stacy's downy curls. "It may even become domesticated." 
 
    "Damn it Gwen. You are determined to do it aren't you?" Stacy breathed. Domesticated. The word struck home. Like a pet. The word made her wet. Made her so fucking hot. "What am I going to do? How can I hide this? Oh God, I'm so close. Please Gwen...please...touch me...finish me..." 
 
    "Patience little monkey," Gwen said. "We are almost done." 
 
    Next Gwen applied a bit of shaving cream to the last few hairs, these in the crevice of Stacy's bottom. Then removed these as well. 
 
    "Are you domesticated yet little monkey?" Gwen asked as she picked up the paintbrush and began stroking Stacy once more. 
 
    "....no..." Stacy moaned. 
 
    "Tell the truth," Gwen said. "You are, aren't you? Are you domesticated little monkey? My horny little monkey." 
 
    "Oh God yes...." 
 
    Gwen panned the camera from Stacy's hungry sex up to capture the obvious need in her hungry blue eyes. And the obvious submission. 
 
    "You promised," Stacy panted as she turned her face to the side. 
 
    "Show me your face," Gwen purred. "Come on..." 
 
    "....no..." 
 
    "Please..." 
 
    I wasn't the please. It was the brush. Oh God the brush. It could not be denied. 
 
    Stacy turned to the camera. 
 
    "Tell me what you want," Gwen said. 
 
    "I want..I want to come." 
 
    "You see why I like you nice and smooth?" Gwen asked. "It's more sensitive isn't it?" 
 
    "..mmmmmmm....yes..." 
 
    "You know," Gwen said. "For such a tiny little girl, you have a plump little cunt." 
 
    Stacy dared to look down. She'd never seen herself like that...so smooth and bare...so 'out there'. Sure, when she was a girl, she didn't have her curly blond down, but was long before she had begun to develop. Besides it was so long ago that she could barely remember it. Now without her curly protection, she could see that yes...she was plump 'there'. 
 
    It made her shiver to think of showering after the game...and other girls seeing her. God, of the camera Gwen was focusing on her privates! 
 
    "And just look at that fat little clit," Gwen said. "It's like a little cock sticking out there. Come on out little monkey, come out where we can see you." 
 
    Gwen peeled Stacy's lips apart and gave a few light wet slaps to the mouth of the girl's hungry sex. 
 
    "Oh God," Stacy moaned as the sensation echoed deep within her loins. 
 
    With a perverse sense of dread, Stacy glanced down again. Her mons were swollen and pink. Her nether lips open and waiting. It was covered in a thin sheen of honey. Her clit, though she felt nothing but shame and embarrassment, her clit stood proudly, a small pink slightly purple bulb distending from its hood. 
 
    Gwen put the brush down for a moment, and caught the little nubbin between her fingers. 
 
    "Look little monkey," Gwen giggled. "I can jack you off like a boy. Do you like that monkey? Do you like being jacked off? My little boy monkey." 
 
    Stacy had never felt such a sensation as have her clit tugged and pulled. She almost came on the spot. But then it was released and the brush was back in Gwen's wet fingers. 
 
    "There we are," Gwen said, as she stroked the small appendage with the delicate bristles of her paintbrush - taking the poor girl to the brink of orgasm yet again. However, this time she gave the brush one final flick. 
 
    "Oh!" Stacy cried, her hips pumping, as a warm feeling of pleasure grew from her loins and attempted to infuse her slim body. An orgasm. Yet not enough to sustain itself. Her sex twitched twice and exuded its sweet nectar but then stopped, leaving her breathless and gasping. Then the yearning returned once again - twofold. 
 
    "See it's all about level of importance," Gwen said. "Like I bet right now all you can think about is this brush and a real orgasm. Not another of these." 
 
    Then Gwen flicked the little brush along the tip of Stacy's clit for three short strokes. Stacy's legs shot up off the table. Not just up, but her thighs were held open, of their own volition, and trembling in a split in mid-air. 
 
    "Oh God...." she gasped, her eyebrows knotting up, and sweat streaming down her chin. It hit just like before, a pleasurable warming, and then....it faded. Leaving her high and dry. Her sex twitching. Her juice puddling beneath her bottom. 
 
    "But you see," Gwen continued. "You have it all wrong. Who hold the brush? I do. And who owns this sweet little pussy? Go on. Tell me. Who owns this sweet smooth little puss my little domesticated monkey?" 
 
    I do. That was Stacy's first thought. But, she was glad the words didn't leave her mouth. Instead her body bucked as she was taken past the brink once more. 
 
    "Oh fuck..." Stacy gasped, and then the sensation began to wane. God her nipples were so hard they hurt. Her clit so swollen she could feel every sensation. Even a breeze was almost unbearable. It was then that she knew the correct answer to Gwen's question. 
 
    "You do," Stacy breathed. "You own it." 
 
    "And that makes me a very important person, yes?" Gwen said. "Important enough that when I tell you to call me from bed at night that you call me?" 
 
    "Yes," Stacy said. "I'll call you. I'm..sorry I didn't. I was...I was just ... scared." 
 
    "Good girl," Gwen purred. "Just look at that cute little puss. My cute little puss. Awww....it's twitching. So precious. I bet I know what it wants right now." 
 
    With a sense of both anticipation and dread, she watched the brush draw near. By now every sensation, even pleasure, was too much. She was on overload. But still she needed it, she needed to calm the yearning in her loins. A yearning such that she had never felt before. A yearning so great she forgot the camera pointing at her face then zooming in on her crotch. The brush...Oh God the brush. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Stacy moaned, her breath ragged. "Oh..oh...no...stop...no..don't stop...oh God...right there....here it comes...keep going...keep going...oh oh please... OH!" 
 
    This time there wasn't just a leaking warming sensation that never developed further than her sex. This time it exploded within her. Lighting up her body. Suffusing her. Like a wave of heat flashing through her. Making her spasm. Making her slim hips pump in time to the beat of her racing heart. 
 
    When it was over Stacy felt wrung out. Like a rag doll. As Gwen helped her to her wobbling legs, and unfastened her wrists, Stacy thought for sure it was over. Instead, Gwen began taking off her clothes. 
 
    "I...I don't think I can manage..." Stacy muttered softy. "Perhaps tomorrow? I could - just do you. I know that I've ... had my turn. But I can't even stand." 
 
    Naked now, Gwen kissed the compliant cheerleader, and with a hand on top of her head, she guided the girl to her knees. 
 
    "If you are too tired to stand," Gwen purred as she reached up behind her and grabbed the door frame and propped a foot up on the neighboring desk, "You can always kneel." 
 
    From the wet matted state of Gwen's sex and pouting lips, Stacy knew that it was futile to argue. The musk assaulted her senses as she drew near. Though it still terrified her that this was a girl that she was doing this to, she no longer faced the same trepidation of inexperience that held her before. She began to lick. She began to suck. She liked the feel of Gwen's fingers running through her hair. It felt like appreciation, but it also made butterflies flutter in her stomach. The thing she didn't like, was the way Gwen pumped her hips back and forth or worse, in small circles. For Gwen's dark curls were coarse and wiry. And kind of uncomfortable when they rubbed against the tender skin of her face. 
 
    "Maybe we can..." Stacy came up for breath and suggested helpfully. "You know...shave you too?" 
 
    "Are my pubes tickling your nose?" Gwen asked. 
 
    "...a little..." 
 
    It would be fun to shave the big girl, Stacy thought. Perhaps she would film it too. It would be kinky. And it would be fair. Let the girl walk a mile in her shoes, let the other basketball players see her denuded sex, and then maybe she may learn a bit more respect, Stacy thought. 
 
    However, Gwen had other ideas. The tall basketball star merely turned around, moved her feet a shoulder's width apart, and arched her back, pushing out her large athletic bottom. 
 
    "Too much trouble. Besides...you have me all worked up. Here try it from this angle. I bet they won't tickle your nose now." Gwen said, as she reached back, grabbed Stacy by the pony-tail, and guided the poor blond to her bottom. 
 
    I didn't mean, Stacy wanted to say. But she only had a split second to act. She bent her neck back awkwardly so that her mouth came into contact with the Gwen's sodden sex, instead of the puckered hole she'd been aimed at. 
 
    And though she escaped it, the threat still remained. For every time she opened her eyes, it was there. A small pucker surrounded by a few stray dark curls. A little pink in the middle. And whenever she went down to try to lick Gwen's clit, her nose seemed to find a way into that little puckered opening. 
 
    "Mmmm..." Gwen purred. "That's nice you dirty girl. I love it when you tease my ass." 
 
    But Stacy wasn't a dirty girl. It was only an accident. She was determined not to complain about Gwen's wiry pubes ever again. Not if this was the sort of treatment she could expect. But perhaps instead of a nose, a finger would do instead...She caught her thought. My God, what sort of girl was she turning into. 
 
    She brought her hand up, only to have Gwen slap it away. 
 
    "Not like that." Gwen warned. 
 
    But this is perverse, Stacy's mind rebelled. Perverse. 
 
    Wicked. 
 
    She pushed her nose against that tight little pucker, teasing it, while fluttering her tongue over Gwen's clit at the same time. 
 
    "More," Gwen moaned. "Oh God, I'm so fucking hot." 
 
    It was a pretty nose. A narrow little pixie nose suitable for a pretty blond cheerleader. It fit neatly in Gwen hungry hole. It made the big girl's knees turn to jelly. It was forbidden to her as well. Forbidden and so very very kinky. 
 
    To take this girl, this pretty pretty girl. This girl that was so out of her league, so out of everyone's league. To take her and have her own her knees. Serving her with her tongue. With her perfect little nose stuck into ...oh fuck...into a bottom. It's was too much. 
 
    "God...oh...fuck..." Gwen gasped, and then her legs turned to butter. She slid down the wall and onto her hands and knees as an orgasm slammed through her like a freight train. Stacy held tight to her muscular backside and followed the girl down, licking her until she was well sated. 
 
    That night, once Stacy was in bed for the night, she took out her cell and dialed Gwen. 
 
    "Good," Gwen said. "I see you remembered this time." 
 
    "Yes." Stacy said, keeping her voice quiet. It was too late for her to be calling. Her parents wouldn't approve. 
 
    "What are you wearing?" Gwen asked. 
 
    "A T-shirt." 
 
    "Bottoms?" 
 
    "Just my underwear." 
 
    "Take it all off." Gwen said. "From now on you are to sleep nude." 
 
    "But..." Stacy thought of her newly shaved sex. It was all she could think of now. It itched horribly. 
 
    But what if her covers were to come off during the night? What if her mom were to wake her in the morning? But, she was beginning to learn that Gwen almost always got her way, so she quietly disrobed. 
 
    "Are you naked now?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Good," Gwen purred. "Now rub yourself." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard me," Gwen said. "I want you to play with your pussy." 
 
    "Okay," Stacy breathed, she began to stroke her sex until she warmed up, then paid particular attention to her clit. It felt foreign now that she was shaved, but it also felt delicious. Her breathing grew labored in the phone's microphone. 
 
    "Stick your finger in your mouth," Gwen said. "I want you to taste that sweet pussy." 
 
    God, so perverse. Her finger, tangy and wet to her tongue. Why was she doing these things? And why did they make her tremble inside? 
 
    "That's the way a girl tastes," Gwen said. "So sweet. Not sour like some ugly boy. Now play with yourself some more. But no coming. That pussy belongs to me now. It comes when I say so." 
 
    Stacy took herself obediently to the brink five times. Five times. But she'd been ordered to lick the slick juices from her fingers so many times she'd lost count. It wasn't but a few days ago that the thought of doing such a thing would have filled her with disgust. But now? 
 
    Now she didn't even need reminding. Every thirty seconds or so, her fingers would seek out her hungry lips. It was nice. She didn't even notice the taste anymore. She experimented with licking them, with sucking them, sometimes one, sometimes two or three. 
 
    Five times to the brink. Five times it took all her willpower to obey. To not finish the job. Five times before she was permitted to hang up the phone and go to sleep. 
 
    But sleep was a hard coming. Her thoughts were of the itching from her denuded sex. Her thoughts were of illicit sex, no matter how hard she tried to think of something else. And as the clock read 11, then 12 and finally 1'o clock, her fantasies grew more and more perverse. At one thirty she masturbated again, fingers exploring her smooth sex, and grinding against the mattress. Licking her fingers. Sucking them clean. She took herself to the brink once again. And after, she drifted off to sleep. But the sleep was was fitful, full of dreams of licking, sucking and fucking. Not with Mitch or Dave or any of her former boyfriends. 
 
    These dreams..these dreams were of Gwen. 
 
    The new day brought a new attitude to a former head cheerleader. This one was a bit meeker. A bit nicer. A bit more willing to listen than to talk. One that kissed her girlfriend on the mouth. A french kiss, even if fleeting...as it was in the crowded school hallway. A girl that held a certain basketball star's hand, even though everyone gawked and stared. 
 
    There were changes in store for Gwen as well. More talkative. Less loner. 
 
    A few weeks later, she was visited by Jacklyn, Senator Abrams campaign aid. 
 
    "I see you are getting along well with Stacy," Jacklyn said. 
 
    "Yes, we are having a good time." 
 
    "I bet," Jacklyn slid over an envelope to Gwen. 
 
    Gwen opened it reluctantly. If it was what she thought, things could go badly. 
 
    It was. Black and white pictures. Over a dozen. They were of Stacy and Gwen. Of Gwen spanking Stacy. As she looked, Gwen could feel herself grow moist. This one. Oh yes, she remembered fucking Stacy in the ass with the banana. She had tears in her eyes, but still she cried, fuck me. Fuck me. 
 
    Then this one. All sweaty after the game. Still in her uniform, on all fours, her shorts at her ankles in the back of her Explorer. Stacy kneeling obediently behind her, her tongue lovingly exploring her lover's asshole. 
 
    Oh and this! In Stacy's backyard. Wearing her little skirt. Gwen towering over her, a small switch held beneath the girls' dimpled chin. It was a good picture. You could make out the blush spreading on Stacy's cheeks. The goosebump covered flesh. Those beautiful blue eyes, so wide, so trusting. Standing with her legs apart. The hem of her short skirt held daintily as she held it aloft. 
 
    It brought back memories. 
 
    "I can't," Stacy whispered, her voice trembling. 
 
    "You better," Gwen said. "Or I'll switch that hot little ass." 
 
    "I'm trying," Stacy said. "But I'm too nervous." 
 
    "I think you want me to switch that little ass," Gwen purred. "Is that it? Okay, hold that skirt out of the way and I'll give it some pretty little marks." 
 
    "No Gwen," Stacy whimpered. "I have a game. Please wait. Just give me a another chance." 
 
    The petite blond closed her moist eyes. Her brows knit. She bit her lower lip. It felt like ages ago when she used to date Mitch. Mitch, she wouldn't go back to him even if she could. She was another girl now. A girl who'd known another girl. A girl who was so much more experienced. A girl who no longer dreamed of the day when she would be free of this perverted tall girl. 
 
    But there were days...days like today. It was cold...thirty five degrees. Her breath came out in great clouds of smoke. It was fairly private here in her backyard. No one should be able to see. Yet, the trees had lost their leaves...perhaps someone could. 
 
    "Let me go find a switch..." Gwen said. 
 
    "Hold on..." Stacy plead. God, the girl was in such a rush. And this was new. Stacy felt like her boundaries were constantly being tested. And this new testing...Gods....she'd never even imagined such a request. 
 
    She tried to relax, but it was so hard. Her nipples were so hard they ached. Her pussy was wet...but at the same time it was so very cold. Her eyes closed. Her brows knotted. A blush of rose covered her cheeks and it wasn't due to the cold. 
 
    And then? Then there was the sound of water. 
 
    "Good girl," Gwen said. 
 
    Stacy stood obediently. She could feel the steam rise from the hot puddle of urine between her feet. She held her skirt out to keep it from being stained. She looked down and realized that she was in danger of standing in the growing puddle....she moved to bend down. 
 
    "No," Gwen warned. 
 
    Stacy tentatively moved her feet apart. Apparently that was acceptable. However, it caused its own problem and made the stream taper off. She had to force herself to start again twice more before she could finish. 
 
    After she finished, Gwen reached her hand beneath Stacy's skirt and began to rub. 
 
    Stacy opened her eyes and looked up at the taller girl with those big beautiful trusting eyes. And gave her that look. Gwen felt her heart swell with her feelings for the girl behind those pretty blue eyes. 
 
    "No one else has seen these," Jacklyn said. "But I will tell you that this is going to stop." 
 
    "You can't stop us," Gwen said. "We are in love. Besides, I have my own pictures. Pictures the senator doesn't want to get out." 
 
    "I won't matter," Jacklyn said. "If I can take these, don't you think someone else can too? And you are right, Senator Adams could be ruined. And you think that Stacy is just going to keep on like nothing in the world has changed? Are you really that naive?" 
 
    "No," Gwen admitted, her cheeks warming as she realized that yes, she'd really been that naive. 
 
    "From now on, you can do this all you want," Jacklyn said. "You can fuck, suck, piss, who gives a fuck what else you imagine. I'll even give you a few ideas if you need them, but from the look of things you don't. However, no more of this public shit. From now on, it goes on behind closed doors. Got me? You can't find closed doors, you call me. I'll arrange it. And this but plug she's wearing. I don't know where you bought it, but that stops too. You need toys, you come talk to me. I'll have someone get you whatever you need. Are we clear?" 
 
    "We are clear." Gwen hated this. Hated being told what to do. It should be the other way around. 
 
    "I expect a smile of gratitude and an expression of thanks," Jacklyn said. "You've got a good thing. I'm helping you not to fuck it up. I've helped the senator with a lot of shit, and he doesn't sit there and glare at me, so I won't have it. You and me kid, we can go far, but not scowling at me like a spoiled little shit we can't." 
 
    Gwen's gaze softened. "Thanks," she felt better about things now. It didn't feel good being wrong, but she was wrong and she could admit it. 
 
    "Now let's go shopping for you some new clothes." 
 
    "But I like my clothes." 
 
    "You are in the public eye now girl," Jacklyn said. "You break up with your little sweetheart, or you can start pulling your own weight around here. Now let's get some new clothes. Then we can see about an interview for you two girls. We are struggling in the polls and I think getting you girls some face time...a little coming out party could be just the ticket. 
 
    She had thought this day would never come. That she'd get sucked into these people's world. This was the place where she said fuck you. That she'd say... "Okay." 
 
    "You'll see," Jacklyn said. "It won't be so bad. I'm here for you, just like I'm here for Senator Adams, and Stacy too." 
 
    As they rode away in Jacklyn's small black convertible, Gwen asked. "Can I keep the pictures?" 
 
    "Yes," Jacklyn said. "But keep them in a safe place. I mean it. No one can ever see them." 
 
    "Don't worry, I will," Gwen said, thinking this turn of events wasn't so bad. 
 
    Several months later, 
 
    "It's been a long time," Tracy said. 
 
    "We knew that going in thought didn't we?" Gwen said. 
 
    "Did you bring the tape?" 
 
    "Who says there's a tape..." Gwen said. 
 
    "Don't fuck with me Gwen," Tracy said. "That's all you talked about for months. Anyway, you owe me big time." 
 
    "What do I owe you?" Gwen said. "You got everything you wanted." 
 
    "Bullshit," Tracy said. "I was supposed to be prom queen." 
 
    "You never said anything about that," Gwen said. 
 
    "I didn't think I had too," Tracy said. "With Stacy out of the way, I was next in line. Me." 
 
    "And you were. You are the head cheerleader. You are dating the quarter back. What more do you want?" 
 
    "You know I got the shit end of the deal," Tracy said. "Look at you. Nice clothes. That fancy new car. I heard you were admitted to Stanford. And the prom, how did you two manage that?" 
 
    "Did you really want to be prom 'King'?" Gwen asked. "You should have said something. I would have nominated you." 
 
    "No," Tracy quickly amended. That would be embarrassing. "You know it was supposed to be me and Mitch, not you and Stacy." 
 
    "Stacy is Stacy," Gwen said. "She's nice. She's pretty. People like her." 
 
    "But what about me?" Tracy said. "Why couldn't I have been queen? It isn't fair." 
 
    "Of course it isn't," Gwen said. "She's beautiful. She's popular. She's Stacy." 
 
    "But how?" Tracy said. "Just tell me that? She doesn't even hang out with the popular people anymore. And she's a lez now. Everybody knows it. How could that little bitch be prom queen?" 
 
    "She just is." 
 
    "Well, there is one consolation," Tracy said. "Now she's with you." 
 
    "What's that supposed to mean?" Gwen said, as the remark hit too close to home. 
 
    "Don't take it the wrong way," Tracy said. "But I know you. You're a total perv. Unless she's turned you straight. Anyway, I've waited long enough. I want to see what you've been doing to her." 
 
    "We have a very healthy normal relationship," Gwen said. 
 
    "And I'm the queen of England," Tracy countered. "You owe me. And I know things you wouldn't want your little girlfriend to find out. Like who spray painted a certain wall." 
 
    "I know things about you too," Gwen said, her eyes flashing menacingly. "Like who planted paint cans in her locker. Like who told Mitch where the exams were located. Like who told him that Stacy could get a key." 
 
    "We are both in it," Tracy said. "I know it. You know it. But I know other things too. I know about your boyfriend from basketball camp. I know about that girl Amanda that transferred. Ahh...I see I struck a nerve. Don't worry, it's safe between you and me. But now I want to see." 
 
    "Okay." Gwen took a laptop out of her bag. 
 
    "And it better be good." 
 
    "I don't know what you consider good," Gwen said, but she knew, deep down she knew what Tracy was looking for. She entered the password to access the encrypted drive and then played the file. 
 
    ++++++++++ 
 
    "It's that time again," Gwen said. The image was shaking as the camera was mounted to the tripod. "How many infractions have you had this week?" 
 
    "Two," Stacy whimpered. 
 
    "That's one more than last week," Gwen said. "And come closer. I want to check something." 
 
    Stacy approached with cheeks aflame and eyes facing down, as Gwen casually reached between her legs. 
 
    "Stubble," Gwen said. "Just like I thought. That'll be three infractions." 
 
    "Three..." Stacy moaned. Oh God. 
 
    "Let's get started on your first set," Gwen said. 
 
    Stacy quickly took off her top and short skirt, though her eyes were full of trepidation. Gwen picked up a paddle and flexed it. 
 
    "You haven't felt this one yet punkin," Gwen said. "it's new." 
 
    It was the shape of a ping pong paddle, yet it was made of black leather, and there was an ominous looking hole in the middle. 
 
    "I think we will start the first set standing," Gwen said. "Bend down and grab your ankles." 
 
    Stacy reached down for her ankles. An easy enough matter for a flexible cheerleader. But then the first blow struck home. Jesus! Her breath came in a rush. 
 
    "You forgot to count," Gwen said. 
 
    "...one," Stacy grunted in a strangled voice. 
 
    "I think I'm going to like this new paddle," Gwen said and gave Stacy's cute bottom another whack. 
 
    On the other hand, from the look on Stacy's face, she had another opinion about the new paddle. Shit it hurt. Hurt something awful. And that small hole. It left a burning ring of fire in its wake. 
 
    "Two..." she forced out. Her face rapidly turning red. 
 
    At six the tears were flowing. At ten she was pleading for mercy. 
 
    "Maybe I won't be so hard with the next set," Gwen said. "....if you are convincing." 
 
    Stacy wanted very much to be convincing. The tall basketball star put the paddle down, and turned around, leaning slightly against the wall. Stacy went down to her knees. She started her kisses low. At Gwen's ankles and moving up those strong sinewy legs. Finally to her ass. Her powerful ass. 
 
    She started with the cheeks. Then moved to the valley. At first, it was closed tight, but Stacy was convincing. She started by blowing her hot steamy breath between those pale alabaster cheeks. The came loving kisses. Light slips of her soft eager tongue. 
 
    The tall athlete purred her satisfaction. She opened her legs a bit more. 
 
    Stacy moved in more. Drawing closer and closer to her target. It wasn't what she wanted, but it was what Gwen wanted. 
 
    "You want it don't you," Gwen moaned. "You want this ass." 
 
    "mmm...mmmm" Stacy murmured from between those pale moons. 
 
    "Say it." 
 
    Stacy had to come out to say it. Though she was loathed to do so after working so diligently to get there in the first place. 
 
    "I want this ass," Stacy said. "I love it. I love your ass." 
 
    But she didn't love it. Not really. But it was better than the paddle. Oh it was so much better than that. And it was like foreplay. It was the path she had to travel to reach her final destination. 
 
    So she kissed. She licked. She moaned. As if she were so very very turned on at the thought. Until finally Gwen arched her back and spread her thighs. Until her dark little crater was finally unhidden. 
 
    Ordinarily Stacy grew frustrated at how long it took to be able to be allowed to pleasure Gwen. But today, with her bottom throbbing as if she'd been stung by a thousand bees, she was glad of it. So thankful to draw it out. 
 
    Today she teased Gwen. Planting light kisses on that cute pucker. Twirling her tongue over the few odd curly hair that had sprung up around Gwen's nether hole. Stacy licked up and down. Tasting salt and that earthy smell she'd never gotten used to. She spit on that pucker and licked again, more forcefully this time. She might not care for this particular indulgence, but she was good at it. 
 
    "Gawd," Gwen moaned, her knees growing weak, reaching back and pulling that blond head right in there. Right fucking in there. And she felt that tongue. Sometimes it had a hard time, but today her ass felt as warm as butter. Today, that soft tongue wormed right in her, oh God, right up inside her. She sucked a finger and teased her clit in response. 
 
    Dear Lord, she was gonna cum. She guided Stacy's soft fingers to her sex and let the girl finish her off just like that. But she wasn't through. Not by a longshot. 
 
    "It's time for your second set," Gwen said, as she sat down in her chair. "I think I'll take you over my lap this time." 
 
    It was then that Gwen realized the paddle had been more effective than she'd realized. Stacy's cute little bottom was a mass of red, with angry purple dots where the hole had been. She wasn't going to be able to spank her anymore. But there were still other things that could be done. 
 
    "Spread your legs." Gwen ordered as she reached behind her and pulled a large rubber cock from her desk drawer. 
 
    Thank God, Stacy thought. She didn't think she could stand another set from the paddle. She eagerly spread her thighs and raised her slim hips. 
 
    Gwen chuckled. "This is punishment, not a treat some kind of goddamn treat. Oh you'll figure it out soon enough." 
 
    Then the big girl spit on Stacy's delicate little rosebud. The helpless blond looked behind at the size of the flesh colored cock. Oh Jesus, it was so big. She'd ridden often enough, but never like this. 
 
    "It's..it's too big..." Stacy protested. 
 
    "it's this or the paddle," Gwen warned. "So which is it. A spanking or a fucking?" 
 
    Stacy closed her eyes. God her ass hurt. And it would hurt even worse now that it was throbbing and swollen. Yet, she'd been fucked in the ass before and it was no picnic. She'd feel it for days. 
 
    "A spanking," she said. 
 
    She took another spanking and was asked the same question again. This time she reached back and obediently spread her cheeks. 
 
    "Fuck me." 
 
    "Why act so reluctant?" Gwen asked,as she began to work the big monster in that tight little ass. "You know you love it..in the ass." 
 
    Stacy groaned as she was impaled by the monster. She knew what to do, but sometimes that didn't help. Well, it helped, but it still hurt. She didn't try to fight it. The first was always the hardest. She relaxed her tight sphincter even though it burned and ached as the large head entered her. Then she used her internal muscles to push back against it, even as it slid home. God, so far inside her it felt like it was in her stomach. Then it grew easy for awhile. Being fucked. Grinding her smooth sex on Gwen's leg. Praying she could come, but knowing the window for that was very small, because soon it would start to burn. Like right now. 
 
    "Spit on it," Stacy said. "Spit on my hot hole." 
 
    Gwen spit in the girl's crater. 
 
    "See, now you are getting into it," Gwen said with satisfaction. 
 
    But in truth, Stacy wasn't into it now. She wouldn't be able to come now. That point had passed. Her asshole was burning now. A hot ring of fire. She reached back and spread her cheeks wide to reduce the friction. She grunted each time it pistoned into her. Her brow was knotted. Her face was red. Sweat dripped from her chin. 
 
    "Ugh...ugh...oh God...ugh..." Stacy grunted animalistically. 
 
    "That's it," Gwen said, oblivious to the cheerleader's discomfort. "Work it. Work that hot little ass." 
 
    Even now, watching it on the monitor, all Gwen saw was her hot little girlfriend squealing with delight. And it turned her on. She snuck a hand down to the hem of her skirt and toyed with her thigh. She looked over at Tracy, but the computer held the girl's attention. So Gwen grew more daring and started to masturbate. 
 
    But Tracy recognized the look she saw in Stacy's eyes. She'd seen such a look before. It was with her ex-boyfriend. They had been about to break up and she'd said she'd do anything he wanted. 
 
    Anything? He asked. 
 
    Soon she found herself bent over the sink at his parents house. Oh how it had hurt. And that burning...ah that feeling, she'd toughed it out for the 2 minutes it took him to cum. God, she'd never been so glad for a boy to come before. His slimy spunk had provide the only cooling her poor ass had felt. 
 
    Worse, she'd been able to see her expression in the mirror the whole time. She'd never forget that expression. It was pain, pleasure, sex, and betrayal, all mixed into one. It was then and there she vowed to get a better boyfriend, Stacy's boyfriend. No matter what it took. 
 
    And seeing her rival- and sure the girl had been prom queen. Had been the envy of all the other girls. But knowing that afterwards. After it was all said and done. She'd have that pretty little party dress pulled up. She'd have that sexy little ass - that tight little hole exposed. 
 
    And fucked. And fucked long and hard. 
 
    And once that sexy little dress was smoothed back down again, it wasn't over. Oh Tracy knew for experience. For the next two days Stacy would be conscience of her every step. Lest someone notice and wonder why she was walking so strangely. And sitting...oh how sitting had hurt. 
 
    "Do you do this often?" Tracy asked. 
 
    "What?" Gwen's attention had wandered. Hadn't wandered, so much as been absorbed by the seen on the monitor. 
 
    "You know..." Tracy said. "Fuck her. 
 
    ...in the ass." 
 
    "It depends..." Gwen said cautiously. Not wanted Tracy to think she was too much of a pervert. "Once a week or so. But like that? Only once in awhile." 
 
    "Like what?" Tracy asked, but then she saw. Saw that Stacy was rubbing her pussy, even as she was being taken so painfully in her rear. 
 
    Tracy also noticed Gwen was masturbating now. Getting off on what she was seeing. Well, she wasn't the only one that was wet. Tracy wasn't daring enough to rub herself, but she squeezed her thigh together the release the pressure in her loins. 
 
    "What are you doing?" the Gwen on the monitor demanded. "Get that hand out of there. You've been a bad girl and its time to take your medicine." 
 
    Stacy whined as her hand was dragged from between her legs. It helped to take the edge off the burning in her ass. And the fucking didn't end. Gwen gave it to her over and over again. Until rational thought was driven from Stacy's head. Until she fucked that cock back. Gave herself up to it. Grunted and moaned. Became a little fuck slut. More animal than human. 
 
    "You want to cum now?" Gwen asked as she discarded the rubber cock. "I know you do - I can see it in your eyes. Come here and fuck me." 
 
    Gwen hopped over on the bed and spread her legs. 
 
    "Cunt to cunt," Gwen said, paying no head as Stacy's shut her eyes and trembled now that her ass wasn't being plundered. Or the relief so visible in those pretty blue eyes, now streaked with tears of dark mascara. The hapless blond slowly got up and mounted the dark-haired basketball star. 
 
    Stacy sighed in relief. This was nice. She kissed Gwen and teased her large round nipples. Then she rubbed her smooth sex against Gwen's wiry curly hair. It only took a bit of getting used to, but soon that hair was slick with nectar. 
 
    Stacy rocked faster. The other sort of sex...God she hated it. But this? This she loved. This she could get used to. If only...if only there wasn't quite so much of the other. But for now...with her hungry lips against Gwen's own. Her clit...ah... right there against Gwen's button. Gwen's large hands covering her breasts...now she'd forgotten all about what she'd had to endure to get here. 
 
    Well almost... 
 
    Her ass still throbbed and angry reminder of her sodomy. A dull aching echo. But soon. Soon the heat was spreading in her loins. 
 
    "oh God! Oh God!" she cried. 
 
    "Can we go back to the other part?" Tracy said. She wasn't gay and didn't like watching the two girls bump uglies. 
 
    "Here?" Gwen asked. 
 
    "Forward." Tracy said. Right there. The pained hopeless desperation visible in Stacy's eyes. Her poor ass being plundered. 
 
    Tracy couldn't help herself. She began to stroke her sex through her panties "Stacy sure seems to like it in the ass. I never would have figured her to be that kind of girl." 
 
    "She didn't at first," Gwen said. "But I taught her to love it." 
 
    I bet you did, Tracy thought silently and her nostrils flared. She was close now. So very fucking close. 
 
    "You know they make a special condom with little knobs on it," Tracy said. "It increases the sensation." 
 
    She'd seem them in convenience stores. "Rough Rider" they were called. 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Mmmmm..." Tracy was almost too far gone to talk now. Watching Stacy get fucked in the ass. That tight perfect little ass. Giving the girl her payback for being prom queen. "And I hear some girls can orgasm just from anal play. What you want to do is not let them have ...ahhhh... you know...regular orgasms...tease 'em up real good...but just let them have anal...." 
 
    Tracy's fingers sped as the scenario played out in her mind. 
 
    "I don't know..." Gwen said, thinking it over. She'd played with Stacy's ass quite a bit, but had never seen the girl climax from that alone. 
 
    "They say the sensation is unbelievable...ugh...ah...ah...ahhhh..." Tracy shivered with her orgasm and couldn't talk for moment. "And just look at her Gwen....she's almost there already." 
 
    ....she thought about what Tracy had suggested. It wouldn't be so hard to keep Stacy teased up. To get the girl nice and juicy - and so very horny. It was a game she'd played at often enough. She could even use the brush again. And the orgasm, if it came...would be from her ass. 
 
    Gwen looked at her pretty little cheerleader. Mouth agape. Brow knotted. Lower lip caught between two rows of perfect white teeth. Eyes clenched shut. Giving herself to that big rubber cock that looked so very very large embedded in that slim tight little ass. 
 
    Besides...Stacy was almost there already. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 61 
 
    Most girls would have cried at the thought of leaving town and starting fresh for their senior year, but Sharon wasn't most girls. She had always felt she was destined for better things, and yet she was always one step behind. She blamed her parent's salaries. Blamed the out of style clothes that were all they could afford. Blamed the hand me down car. Blamed the neighborhood. 
 
    Well, all that was going to change. Her dad had a new job for lots more money. And the job required that they transfer. Of all places to Beverly Hills - 90210. Well, her zip code wasn't that - it was technically 90213, but it was close enough. And the school was the same one from the TV mini-series. She was ready for her new life. One that was made for TV. 
 
    Now, Sharon had a new wardrobe - stylish - pretty. Her dark brown hair now had highlights and was styled in an Jennifer Anistan. Her glasses were replaced with colored contacts to bring out the blue in her eyes. She had the same car - an older Honda, but she hoped no one would notice. Just to be sure, she parked in the back of the parking lot. It was a new start...or at least as close as she was ever going to get for a long time. 
 
    However Beverly Hills High wasn't like the high school she attended in Kansas. Everything was shiny. Expensive. Her idea of hanging out with the pretty people was going to be harder than she imagined. They were all pretty people. All tan with gleaming white teeth. She felt even more out of place than she did at her last school. The social stratus here was even harder to crack. At her old school there was a similar social stratus, but it wasn't obvious. You had to grow up there to know who was in and who was out. At Beverly Hills, it was obvious who was in and who was out. She knew it when she first walked into school. The popular kids hung out at the top of the stairs. The less popular hung out on the stairs themselves. The nobodies hung out at the bottom. The bottom feeders. 
 
    Sharon was sure she wasn't going to be a bottom feeder. She started off at the top of the stairs. But no one even looked at her, much less talked to her. It was as if she didn't exist. Not even a bottom feeder - but a ghost - a nobody. She began to work her way down. She tried different things to fit in. She tried another hair style. She sprayed on the fake tan. She started using Crest Whitestrips. After a week, and now down to the bottom quarter of the stairs, she was almost ready to give up. 
 
    "Hi, I'm Nikki," the petite blonde with the cute upturned nose said. 
 
    "I'm Sharon, it's nice to meet you." Finally. Maybe this could be her chance. She had hoped to find someone a little more in - but by now she was happy for anything. As a matter of fact, she had butterflies in her stomach. 
 
    "Well Sharon," Nikki said. "We were just wondering-" 
 
    Glancing behind, Sharon saw a group of girls wave and then start laughing. 
 
    "If you were from Florida." 
 
    "No, actually I'm from Kansas." 
 
    "We figured you must be from Florida - " Nikki laughed as she filled in the punch-line. "Because your skin is so orange." 
 
    Blushing and blinking back tears, Sharon regretted spraying on so much fake tan. But, she had been following directions, and she was no where near as tan as these other girls. She thought a little more wouldn't hurt, but it had, and had been noticed. Now she was history. She would never fit in here. She might not even be able to fit in with the bottom feeders. 
 
    The girls laughed and pointed then went back to their clique. But then Sharon felt a comforting arm around her shoulder. 
 
    "Don't mind her. She's a bitch." 
 
    "Thanks." Could this be it? Maybe this was her chance. The girl wasn't from one of the groups on the second floor. But she was above the halfway point. Sharon had given up on half-way three days ago. 
 
    "I'm Paige." 
 
    "Sharon." 
 
    They shook hands and Sharon sized this girl up. Stylish and pretty. Polished teeth and blue eyes. If this girl couldn't make it to the top of the stairs, Sharon never could. The girl's only fault was probably her nose - her nose was normal, not the narrow pixie nose of the girl's on the top stairs. 
 
    "You're the new girl right?" 
 
    Sharon nodded. 
 
    "Trying to fit in?" 
 
    "Yes." God yes. 
 
    "I could help, you know." 
 
    "Would you?" Sharon's heart soared with joy. 
 
    "That's what friends are for," Paige said. 
 
    They shook on it and Sharon had her first friend in Beverly Hills. 
 
    That very night Paige stopped by Sharon's house and picked her up. Even Sharon's parents were excited. Sharon was thrilled about the move to Beverly Hills, but now that she was here, she seemed to be getting more and more depressed. And nothing her parents did seemed to help the poor girl. 
 
    And for Sharon, it was almost heaven. Paige had a shiny new car. A German car. She was on her way to the top of the stairs or at least the middle level. Nothing could stop her. 
 
    "The first thing we gotta do is get you a makeover," Paige said. "At this point that is the only thing we can do about that weird tan thing you got going on." 
 
    Sharon blushed at the comments. What had possessed her to try the instant tan stuff? It was all those tan girls at school, and there was no way she could get a real tan fast enough. 
 
    So they headed to the mall. Paige was in charge. The headed to the makeup counter and Paige directed while the makeup girl followed orders. $150 later and the end result wasn't what Sharon would have picked out. She felt it was a little too much. But she looked more brown than orange, and both girls said it was "Hot". The situation made Sharon think about the movie she had watched with Freddie Prinze, and how the geeky girl had been made over and lived happily ever after. And this was her happily ever after, and she was going to do anything to make it happen, even if that meant wearing makeup that looked a little - slutty. Besides, it was Beverly Hills, most all the girls around here looked a little on the slutty side. 
 
    "Now on to the Salon!" Paige said. 
 
    "Ah Paige," Sharon said. She hated saying it, but there was no help for it. "How much do you think the salon is going to cost? I'm running a little low." 
 
    "Small change. Five - six hundred tops." 
 
    "But I only have ninety dollars left." Five or six hundred was chump change? The comment made Sharon feel even more out of place. She felt depressed again. She had no fairy god mother to wave her magic wand...only cash which was in short supply. 
 
    Paige thought for a minute. "I have an idea. It may not be perfect, but it'll have to do." 
 
    They got in the car and went to a different part of town. It was still the Hills, but it was working folk's Hills. They pulled into a strip mall. An Asian place. Lee's Salon. 
 
    "Why are we here?" Sharon asked. She could polish her own nails. 
 
    "You know," Paige said. "Now that we've done what we can for your tan, we gotta do something about your bikini to stop people from laughing at you." 
 
    "My what?" Sharon cringed. She hated the thought of being laughed at, even though she had no idea what they were laughing at. 
 
    "You know, your bikini," Paige said. "A wax. Don't they do that where you used to live in Hicksville?" 
 
    Sharon didn't live in Hicksville. It was a respectable sized city for Kansas, even if it wasn't Beverly Hills. "But I just shaved my legs this morning." 
 
    "Not your legs silly. Your bush. You know. Trim up the hedges...a well-kept lawn means a well-kept house. " Paige giggled. 
 
    "Oh no." Sharon said. The very though of it terrified her. "I couldn't." 
 
    "Suit yourself," Paige said shrugging her slim shoulders. "But, I heard some of the girls talking the other day. They noticed how hairy you were after gym. They were calling you 'Beaver'. Leave it to Beaver. Such a mean thing to say. I was so embarrassed for you." 
 
    Oh God no. No wonder she wasn't fitting in. In Kansas it wasn't a big deal, no one got bikini waxes. Eyebrow waxes yes. Down below. Certainly not! But here in the Hills where the girls seemed to see how little they could get away with wearing, it must be necessary. 
 
    "Okay...." Sharon said reluctantly. "But only if I have enough money for one." 
 
    They went in and made an appointment. Luckily, Sharon had Paige to help with everything. 
 
    "My friend needs a bikini wax." Paige told the woman at the counter. 
 
    "Back there." the Asian woman pointed to the back of the store. "Sun Lee will be with you in a moment." 
 
    The two girls headed to the back of the store behind a red curtain. Sharon was just glad it was private. She had no idea how the bikini wax would be handled, and as shy as she was, she wanted as much privacy as possible. 
 
    "Take off your clothes and hop on the table." Paige said once they got to the back. 
 
    "All of them?" Sharon wasn't looking forward to disrobing in front of her new friend. Especially, not after the other girls had laughed at her and made crude jokes. Leave it to Beaver. Maybe Paige wouldn't even want to be friends if she saw. 
 
    "Jesus, why do I even bother trying with someone so backwards," Paige said. "Let's just forget it and go home." 
 
    Sharon didn't know how it was with these Beverly Hills girls, but girls in Kansas just didn't go around taking their clothes off. But people around her were different. More free. They practically walked around half naked anyway. Sharon didn't want to take off her clothes, and she certainly didn't want to take them off in front of her new friend, but Sharon wanted Paige's help. Needed it, in order to make it up from the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    So Sharon did the only thing she could, she took off her clothes, even her panties and bra, and folded them up, then sat down demurely on the vinyl bed with an arm draped over her breasts and one over her lap. 
 
    "You make yourself at home? Good." Sun Lee said when she arrived in the back. Sun Lee was Korean, and stood just a few inches over 5 feet. She had thick dark hair that shown like silk and was kept on top of her head by a pair of large pins. She was 42, but looked not a day over 37. She was clad in a nondescript blue smock. Sun Lee was a little startled to see a naked girl sitting on the table, but around here you saw all types of things. "I'll be ready in just a moment." Then she proceeded to put on a pair of latex gloves. 
 
    "You here for bikini wax?" Sun Lee asked the naked eighteen year old. "How you want it?" 
 
    "Something stylish," Paige volunteered for her friend. "Maybe a Brazillian?" 
 
    Sharon had no idea what a Brazillian was and she didn't like the thought of the woman needing latex gloves for this procedure. Morever, she didn't like the look the Asian woman was giving her at the mention of it. There was a sort of hunger in her eyes. Now more than ever, she wished she had money for the expensive salon. If only she could go back in time and get her daddy's credit card. 
 
    "Oh Brazillian rook rearry nice. Make you pretty - very pretty" Sun Lee said. "You ray down now." 
 
    Sharon laid down on the cold vinyl, closed her eyes and waited for the worst to be over. 
 
    "Silly," Paige said, talking low into Sharon's ear. "She can't wax you like that. Bring your feet up." 
 
    Sharon had never been waxed. Had no idea what was required. Thankfully, Paige seemed to know. She slid her feet a bit higher on the bed. 
 
    "All the way up," Paige said. 
 
    Sharon moved her feet up higher until they were close to her bottom. This wasn't so bad. 
 
    "Perfect." Paige nodded her approval. "Now keep your feet right there and slide your knees down until they are on the bed." 
 
    While having her feet near her bottom may not have been bad, having to slide her knees down, suddenly made it quite bad indeed. The resulting position, spread her as wide as she could spread and even forced her pubis out and up. Her pelvic bones pressed up from her abdomen and tendons were visible between her thighs. Sharon looked down and was soon covered in goosebumps. It was lewd and humiliating. She couldn't help but think the girls at school were right, she did need a trim down there. 
 
    'Oh God, please let this be over soon,' Sharon thought. And worse, the older Asian woman's almond shaped eyes seemed to be devouring her slim body. 
 
    "Now close your eyes." Paige said and Sharon was glad to oblige. 
 
    "You hairy girl," Sun Lee said, causing Sharon to blush an even brighter shade of crimson. "This going to be rot of work." 
 
    And she proceeded to get to work armed with a wooden spatula, small cloth, and a jar of warm wax. The wax being spread on Sharon's mound of venus felt heavenly. Then the cloth was pressed against her. Though Sharon had never had a bikini waxed, she'd had her eyebrows done. She knew what was next. 
 
    'Please let it not hurt, please let it not hurt', Sharon prayed. 
 
    And then a sharp pull and a strip of her pubes were abruptly jerked free. 
 
    "Oh!" Sharon gasped, drawing her knees back up and in. Her face winced in pain. Her hands moved down to sooth the burning sensation. It did hurt, but not for long. And now - in place of the hurt there was a new feeling. Tingly. Bare. Exposed. Vulnerable. 
 
    "Move hand, and put knees back down on table." Sun Lee ordered. 
 
    Sharon spread her legs out as before. Then she was even more exposed. Even more vulnerable. Her legs splayed out once again, but this time minus a small strip of her natural frock. She felt naked, but even more so. She felt exposed. Soon more wax wax doled out on her smooth white skin. And the warm wax felt good - so good as it was being applied and made her forget momentarily of her exposed situation. Then the strip of cloth was pressed against her and rubbed flush against her goose-bumped sensitive flesh. She couldn't help but tense, and draw her knees up in anticipation. 
 
    "Get knees back down." Sun Lee ordered. 
 
    Sharon did her best to follow orders and open her thighs, to relax, to push her knees down to her sides. 
 
    Laying there naked, humiliated, and vulnerable, something Sharon didn't expect happened. She was growing more and more turned on - any hope of common sense seeping in and make Sharon question why she was following orders from the girl who got her in the position in the first place flew out the window. As a matter of fact, she was doing her very best to imagine herself in another place entirely. Somewhere far away. Back home in her old high school in Kansas where this wouldn't have been necessary. 
 
    "Wider, hairy girl" said the Asian woman. "Knees all way down." Sun Lee knew it wasn't necessary for the midwestern girl to spread any wider, but she enjoyed having fun with some of the rich white women who came in for waxes. Some she knew she couldn't take advantage of, but others were much easier. And this young girl with her ivory skin, heavily made up face and pushy friend, she had an innocent gullibility that sent a thrill through her sex. 
 
    And poor Sharon. Now she was even being called hairy girl by the spa worker. She felt as if she were sliding even further down the social ladder. Even beneath this uneducated Asian woman who waxed crotches for a living and couldn't even pronounce words beginning with L. 
 
    "Hairy girl so srow. Wider." Sun Lee said. 
 
    Those alabaster thighs opened wide. Mons of venus pushed out and up. The pink lips lying therein began to swell and a hint of moisture was visible. 
 
    "Now rerax." 
 
    Sharon tried to relax. Wished for nothing more than to relax. But it was so hard to do so. Not when she was in this splayed humiliating position. But she tried, oh, how she tried. And just when those goose-bump covered trembling thighs had opened just as wide as they could possibly go, just when those pink lips opened their doors, Sun Lee chose that moment to tug the cloth and strip away along with another patch of curly protection. 
 
    "Ouch!" A cry. A gasp. Pelvis thrusting. Knees coming together in a whir. A tight lean ass rising up from the vinyl covered bed before coming back down with a fleshy smack. Oh fuck. The sensation of being defrocked still vibrated through her sex like lightening. 
 
    "This may take rong time," Sun Lee told Paige. "Your hairy friend acting rike baby." 
 
    Sharon had never felt so mortified. What would Paige think after this remark?. That she was a baby? An immature hick from Kansas? She determined she would do better. 
 
    Closing her eyes, she mumbled, "I'm sorry," and spread her trembling legs for the next pull. Tried to relax. 
 
    And so the dance began. Sharon was forced to spread herself wider than she though humanly possible. She was fairly flexible, she could only imagine what other women went through when they were waxed, being spread and bent this way and then that. Worse, each time she tried to get in the proper position, and then tried to relax; it was never good enough for Sun Lee. It changed subtly each time. Legs up. Legs down. Feet together near her bottom. Holding her ankles. Feet up. Feet held wide apart. Legs held out straight as if she were doing a split in the air. Tendons pushing out from shaky thighs. Pelvis and thighs burning and trembling from exertion. Then to relax. She could feel the mouth of her sex opening every time she relaxed. She could feel the cold air evaporating the moisture leaking from her sex. In contrast to the warm wax that was applied over and over again. Cloth pushed and smoothed. Fingers touching her. Spreading her. Prodding her. Teasing her. Nipples growing hard. Her tiny pearl swelling to fullness. A wetness seeping from her sex and down to the vinyl bed. A sharp tug. A rip. A gasp. And then later those gasps turned to moans. A tingly feeling that spread inside her that seemed to grow. And the dance repeated over and over again. 
 
    "God Sharon," Paige said, watching in amazement as the midwestern girl writhed and purred like a cat in heat. Her hips humping shyly - as if she were being made love to by an invisible lover. "Are you getting off on this?" 
 
    Sharon just knew her voice would tremble if she tried to answer, so she shook her head no and closed her eyes. Imagined herself back in her old high school. Back in Mrs. Osmond's class. 
 
    "Wider hairy girl," a voice ordered. 
 
    Only it wasn't Mrs. Osmond teaching the class. It was a substitute. A coarse Asian woman who had her sitting on the desk in front of all her other classmates. Naked. Bare. Defenseless. 
 
    "More wide," the teacher ordered. 
 
    Sharon blushed as she spread her legs, bared her innermost secrets, all while her classmates pointed and laughed. 
 
    Spread. Pink. Wet. Willing. 
 
    No please. 
 
    "You like it don't you?" And there was Paige in the front row. Staring. Smiling knowingly. Asking if she liked it. "My God, you are getting off." And the class laughed. Pointed. 
 
    No. No. No. 
 
    And then the Asian substitute was at it again. With her wooden pointer she probed and touched, forcing her wider. Spreading her pink engorged lips . Showing her wet hungry holds. Her little pearl. Showing them all to her classmates. 
 
    "See, she wet. Hot to trot. See lips. See clit. Maybe we measure how big, hmmm? So sworren. So wet. See how she reeks on desk? Make dirty? I think she make more dirty very soon." 
 
    Oh God. Spreading her with fingers. Measuring the size of her slit with a ruler. Having the class guess it's size. Then the teacher laughing,"You all wrong. 3 cm. Hairy girl have big crit. This supposed to be science, but hairy girl rike. Rike being shown. Rike other girls. Hey crass, when you think hairy girl cum on desk?" Then the class volunteered answers. 20 minutes. 15 mintues. 
 
    "I think hairy girl make dirty desk much sooner," her teacher laughed, touching her clit with the ruler, driving her onward. Forcing her closer to a culmination of those unwelcome tingly feelings. So humiliating. So embarrassing. She wouldn't. No, not while being watched. She couldn't. 
 
    She could. She did. Not just in her fantasies, not just for the substitute and the hungry eyes of her classmates, but there on a cheap vinyl table under harsh fluorescent lights, and the watching eyes of two near strangers. Molten lava spread from her soul to her sex. Her pelvis thrusted. She could feel her muscles clenching and spasming in her sex. She gasped out loud. She hoped they wouldn't notice. Prayed they didn't. 
 
    Oh but they did. 
 
    "Oh my God." Paige said with incredulity. "I can't believe it. You came didn't you? You just had an orgasm. While you were being waxed. " 
 
    No. No. No. Sharon shook her head, her sweaty bangs were matted to her forehead. 
 
    "Happens sometimes. Not very much, but," Sun Lee said, while continuing to work. Fully aware of what she was doing to her young client. Her skilled fingers manipulating sensitive vulnerable flesh. Working her. "Some women sensitive. Hairy girl very sensitive. She making big mess of table." 
 
    Sharon cringed inside. A big mess of the table. Dear Lord. What must Sun Lee think? Worse, what must Paige think? She could see her friend there, pocket book grasped firmly, watching everything that happened. Would she tell? This must never get out. Never. But then she was ordered to spread her legs again. So wide. So exposed. So humiliating. And those fingers. Those silky Asian fingers. What were they doing to her. Was this even possible? But the liquid lightning flowing through her body proved that it was possible. Horror of horrors. She tried to resist it. Tried to close her lean thighs. But it was too late for that , warm heat spread again, ran through her body. Fuck. Oh Fuck. It had happened again. 
 
    "Oh God. Oh God." Pelvis thrusting. Legs spreading of their own volition. Sex clenching. Opening. Closing. Clit throbbing. Wet honey flowing. Fingers clawing. Toes curling. All while Sun Lee kept stripping the young girl of what remained of her natural modesty. 
 
    There were three more orgasms and then it was over. Finally over. She didn't think she could bear another. Each one left her weaker than the last. Couldn't even fight them. Just lay there, moaning, gasping, splayed, pliant, and purring. 
 
    After it was finally over, she tried to catch her breath, struggled to sit up, but the Asian woman caught her shoulders. "You not finish. Not yet. One more prace." 
 
    Oh God. No. It couldn't be! Why oh why had she submitted to this? 
 
    "Turn around and then turn over. On elbows and knees." 
 
    Even Paige was surprised by this new turn of events. This had gone even better than her wildest dreams. She had been sure that Sharon would never have submitted to a full Brazillian wax job. But she had. The Asian woman had even gone along with it. Things went from good to awesome as Sharon had even submitted to being spread like some sort of whore. Baring her innermost hidden parts. Swollen parts. Wet parts. Her soul. A little mid-western slut. And then the coming. Watching her tremble and thrust with orgasm after orgasm. It had even made her a bit jealous, but at this point, that was neither here nor there. And now this! This was so fucking great. It was going to be classic! Legendary. She looked down and made sure the video camera she had hidden in her purse was centered on this. Capturing every humiliating moment. She had to move around to the other side to get the shot she wanted. 
 
    Sharon offered no resistance. Too weak from the orgasms to protest, she allowed Sun Lee to turn her over and around. Those hands that touched her so professionally when she came in, on her shoulder, then down her back, guiding her, putting her onto her elbows and knees, her thighs spread, her back arching down, her ass held high and proud, but Sharon didn't feel very proud right now. She felt like crawling under this table, as she felt the cold air drying the sweat on her asshole and sex, and she knew her new friend Paige was behind her witnessing it all. 
 
    "Good girl. Now reach back," Sun Lee said, patting the girl affectionately on the ass. "and spread cheeks." 
 
    You've got to be fucking kidding me, Sharon thought to herself. She wondered how Beverly Hills girls managed to do this sort of thing for beauty? And it was made worse by the fact that her new best friend was behind her. But surely Paige had been in this very same position. On a table. Spread. Holding herself open. Sure, it was probably in a much nicer place. With someone younger and more professional - not some spiteful older Asian woman, who seemed intent on humiliating her - calling her hairy girl. And who's fingers, God, they seemed to know her body better than she did. 
 
    Taking a deep breath to steel herself, Sharon knew she had to get through it. She could even smell herself, the dark musky smell of sex, emanating from the wet sticky vinyl bed. Evidence of her humiliating orgasm.s She wanted to get out of here. And there was only one way out. To finish. And to do that, she reached her hands back...then realization hit, without her elbows to prop her up, her upper body and face was now resting in her earlier secretions. Dear Lord. No stopping now, she moved her hands to each side, grabbed her tight bottom and spread. 
 
    Wide. Arsehole clenching and winking as wax was liberally applied. Mons of venus inflammed and swollen from the wax and the orgasms. Nectar running down sweaty thighs. Hips humping of their own volition. And unknown to the midwestern girl, Paige's video camera catching every last exquisite and humiliating detail. 
 
    "Wider hairy girl," Sun Lee said. "This tricky area. Very tricky." 
 
    Paige moved around to the front. This view was even better. Eyes clenched shut. Cheeks blushing furiously. Lip caught between two white rows of teeth. Her makeup a mess. Face sliding around on a vinyl bed that had been inundated by wet sticky sexual nectar only minutes before - and probably from any woman that had been in for the last few days - Paige cringed at the thought. But continued recording it all for posterity. 
 
    "You no hold still Hairy girl," Sun Lee chided. "Keep moving hips around. No need to worry Hairy girl, even sensitive women have no probrem with this part." 
 
    Sharon had lost all control over those hips. They had a mind of their own. Moving in response to the sensations that were inundating and threatening to overwhelm her. Pumping. Gyrating. She took a breath and forced them to stop. 
 
    "Good girl," Sun Lee said trailing a hand along the young girl's sweat-covered back. "Now arch back." 
 
    The position made her feel so little. So small. It was almost pornographic. Almost as if she were begging for someone to give it to her. Doggy style. They even knew about doggy-style in Kansas. But Sun Lee sounded so business like. And Paige would step in if something were out of the ordinary. Surely. She arched her back. Kept those perfect cheeks spread. Exposing the clenching crater lying therein. 
 
    "Good girl," Sun Lee said from behind those wide spread sexy alabaster cheeks. "Now I make dirty part all smooth and clean." 
 
    Dirty part. Oh Jesus. Sharon couldn't help but tense at the warning causing her arsehole to wink in response. 
 
    "No. You crench. Bad hairy girl." Sun Lee chided, poking at the clenching rosebud with her spatula, making it clench all the more. "Hold dirty part open." 
 
    Sharon was struck dumb with disbelief. She was actually being ordered to relax her hole. Her *other* hole for this interminable woman. She risked opening her eyes to shoot Paige a questioning glance, but her friend looked as if nothing were out of the ordinary. Thank God, she was busy fooling around with her pocketbook and not paying attention. Sharon willed herself to relax. It was hard to do. Especially as the asian woman kept up her poking and prodding. She felt so cold. So exposed. 
 
    "Relax dirty part. That's a good hairy girl. Soon not hairy anymore," Sun Lee said. "Awww..too late, now wax cold. Now, I have to put on again, because you no hold still." 
 
    More wax was applied between her cheeks. Tickling her nether hole. She had to be told to relax her dirty part several more times. Thankfully, this time the wax didn't get cold before cloth was pushed in tight. And then it felt like. Oh God, it felt as if she had been penetrated. A finger tip. Maybe a pinky. If only slightly. Accidentally. But all the same. She felt so perverse, when she realized she liked it. Her eyes rolled up in her head. She prayed Paige didn't notice - and thankfully she didn't. 
 
    And then the cloth was ripped away taking her breath with it. The process was repeated once more to get the little ones. It was so hard to relax the next time, when she was fully aware of how much it stung. Oh how it stung. But somewho she managed, and finally it was finally over. 
 
    But it wasn't. Oh would it ever end? 
 
    "Stay right there," Sun Lee said. "We have to moisturize, or you get nasty rash. Very bad." 
 
    Sun Lee coated her hands in oil and began to apply to formerly alabaster skin that was now inflamed and red. 
 
    "Now you smooth girl. No more hairy girl. Feel good yes? More sensitive. I can tell you rike." 
 
    And she did like it. The fingers glided on her like pure silk. There was nothing to stop them from having their way with her. No protection. No downy hair to stop their progress. To dull the sensation. Sharon could feel herself succumbing to the pleasure once again. 
 
    "See, I can tell you rike," Sun Lee whispered. "This best part of wax." 
 
    And Sharon did like. There was only one thing that could feel any better. It was those agile Chinese fingers. They worked her over. Pleasing her. Teasing her. Oh, how they tempted. Hovering there right against her openings, but never venturing further. Occasionally poking, but never venturing in. Around and around. With no hair in the way she could tell exactly what fingers and where they were. A thumb at her arsehole and two fingers near her sex. Oh, they felt divine. Sheer Bliss. 
 
    And then it happened. It wasn't a conscious decision. It just happened. All of a sudden. Sharon's eyes rolled back in her head, and then of it's on volition her body pushed back against those hot dextrous fingers. With a hoarse grunt, Sharon was penetrated fully- two fingers in her sex and a thumb up her arsehole. Sweet Jesus! Another orgasm glided through her body like a kite caught in the wind. She pushed herself against those splendid fingers, reveling in sensation as they slid in and out. Moaning. Gasping. In and out. Opening her. Pleasing her. She masturbated often, but it never felt like this. Not even close. It was heaven. Pure heaven. When she realized what she had done, she quickly pulled away. What had she been thinking? And what must Sun Lee think of her after she had forced herself on those delightful fingers. Had impaled herself. Had fucked them. Thank heaven the woman didn't mention what had just happened. Just gave her that knowing smirking grin. And thank God Paige couldn't see what had happened since she was in front of her. 
 
    "I make you pretty, yes?" Sun Lee said. 
 
    "Yes." Sharon said quietly with a shaking voice and nodded. 
 
    "I make good tip then?" 
 
    Again a nod. The orgasm had robbed her strength, she could barely move her head. 
 
    "How much tip?" 
 
    "Ten?" Oh just please let me up. Sun Lee's fingers were at it again. She could feel her body responding. She was going to cum. Again. She couldn't bear it. She prayed Paige would stay where she was, lest she lose control of her body once again and truly humiliate herself. 
 
    "Only ten?!? You make big mess on my table. Cries scare customers." Finger teased each of Sharon's orifices. 
 
    The midwestern beauty only had fifty to her name. But those persistent fingers. So delicate against her smooth sensitive flesh. 
 
    "Besides, you were very hairy girl." Sun Lee picked up a mirror and held it behind Sharon. "I do good work. Make smooth as baby." Her hands moved toward Sharon flesh to open and show off the results of her hard work. Sharon cringed in shock. It was worse than she thought. This wasn't a trim job. She was bare. Denuded. Not even a scrap of protective down remained. She had seen girls showering after gym and while they had a tight trimmed triangle, no on was bare. No one now except for her. And Paige, Paige had seen it all. And those persistent fingers, down there opening shiny wet lips. Showing Paige everything. 
 
    "Fifty dollars." Sharon blurted before she could be embarrassed further. "I'm sorry Sun Lee, but that's all the money I have left to my name."She had started with $200. She was going to be in so much trouble.She wouldn't even be left with gas money for the rest of the week. 
 
    "Fifty. Fifty very nice tip." Sun Lee moved the mirror around enjoying the young girl's embarrassment. "And I do good work, yes?" 
 
    "Yes." In more ways than one. She still tingled down below. 
 
    "When you come back again. You give good tip. I give discount." Sun Lee said as she took off her latex gloves. "Take time. Get dressed. But not too much time. I have next customer in thirty minutes." 
 
    I'll never be back again, Sharon promised herself. 
 
    "Wow, look at that," Paige said staring between her friend's legs. "She took it all off." 
 
    Please don't remind me, Sharon thought. Shivering and suddenly cold again as her sweat began to evaporate and her body temperature returned to normal. 
 
    "Why didn't you say anything?" Sharon asked. 
 
    Paige shrugged her shoulders, her gaze fixed uncomfortably on Sharon's body. 
 
    "Can you hand me my clothes?" Sharon asked trying to hide her body from those roving eyes. 
 
    Paige made no move to honor her request. "What will you do in gym class? I mean - you were hairy before, but I don't think there are any girls that are bare down there." 
 
    Paige confirmed her worst fears. God this was terrible. Out of the frying pan and into the fire. 
 
    "I don't know yet," Sharon said. 'And why didn't you stop her?' she wanted to ask, but didn't. 
 
    "Maybe they won't notice." Paige said. "Stand up and move your hands." 
 
    Sharon stood up. Naked. Bare. Denuded. Smooth. Inflamed. Ego crushed. Her cleft exposed and visible between her lean thighs. Only an hour ago, even naked, it would have been hidden behind curly protective down. Now there was nothing. Nothing at all. 
 
    "I think they are going to notice." Paige said nodding and smirking, and Sharon was thinking the same exact thing. "I can even see your lips." 
 
    "Maybe I'll just say I'm sick," Sharon said, covering her body with her hand. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad after all. "And then I won't have to do gym" 
 
    "Oh that's a great plan," Paige said as she handed the clothes over to her friend. "Just tell them that and then it'll grow back in no time. And then you'll be hanging out with all the popular people." 
 
    "Thanks Paige," Sharon said while she was putting her clothes back on. "You're a good friend. I don't know how I could have gotten through this without you." 
 
    "Thank nothing of it," Paige said, closing her purse so the video camera wouldn't be visible. Although, soon it wouldn't matter. 
 
    "And you won't ... tell anyone - will you?" Sharon asked shyly. 
 
    "No one, no one at all." Paige said. "We're friends remember." 
 
    If Sharon had seen the look in Paige's eyes she would have been scared instead of relieved. But for today she would go home, shorn, a little less proud, but in blissful ignorance. 
 
    ************** 
 
    The next day. 
 
    From the moment Sharon stepped out of her car people were staring. Most were laughing - or with mean little smiles. Names were whispered. Hairy girl. Little slut. Cummy. Whore. 
 
    With tears in her eyes, Sharon knew she had been betrayed. There at the top of the steps, stood Paige, newly promoted from the middle landing, now in with the popular people. She smiled and shrugged. As if to say, sorry about that but I wanted to reach the top more than you. 
 
    Paige hadn't just told. A video had been made, emailed, and then made it's way around school. Sharon's humiliation was complete. Sharon was even sent a copy. Actually, so many copies her email crashed.. Worse there were even pictures people had blown up and put on her locker and her desk. Her face while she came. Spreading her bottom. And of course there would be the obligatory coarse comments scrawled below in magic marker. "Give it to me." 
 
    Poor Sharon was never going to make to the top of the stairs. Now she had no one, except of bunch of horny boys who wanted to see it. Wanted to see her denuded sex. 
 
    She summoned up her courage. She could get through this. She could make it through the school year. And then it would be over. And she could start again. In college. 
 
    But at the end of the week, she got a phone call. Would her ordeal never end? 
 
    "Harrow," said the Asian voice on the line. "This Sharon Jones?" 
 
    "Yes," Sharon squeaked, she feeling her stomach drop into her shoes when she heard the accent. And then those words. The words she had both dreamt of and dreaded. 
 
    "Time for next appointment," Sun Lee said. "You come by shop tonight." 
 
    "I can't," Sharon said timidly, but she could feel herself getting wet at the thought. Her highschool years lay in tatters around her. She wouldn't do it again. 
 
    "8 O'crock. All customers gone." Sun Lee continued. 
 
    "I can't. I don't have any money." Sharon said. She had blown everything last week. 
 
    "Someone send me movie. Movie of me waxing hairy girl." 
 
    Oh God no! 
 
    "Listen Sun Lee, I had nothing to do with that," Sharon said. "I was mortified." 
 
    "I think I give movie to parents." Sun Lee said. "Or maybe I give to police." 
 
    "Please no," Sharon begged. It had been bad enough when her fellow students found out. Besides, she had no choice on that matter anyway. But, she would never see them again after a year anyway - and she was sure as hell not coming to any reunions. But her parents. She could never live it down. 
 
    "You come tonight then," Sun Lee said. "Eight O'Crock sharp." 
 
    "Okay." Sharon relented She would find the money for a new waxing somehow. 
 
    "This time, you wear mini-skirt. Very short. Mary Jane shoes. Grasses. High socks. Starched shirt. Pig tails." 
 
    How was she going to even get out of the house dressed like that? And what did this woman have in mind? Could she even be serious? 
 
    "You repeat instructions hairy girl," Sun Lee said. 
 
    She sounded very serious indeed. 
 
    With a shaky voice Sharon repeated. "Eight o'clock. Wear a mini-skirt. No panties. Mary Jane shoes. Glasses. High socks. Starched shirt. Pig tails." Just saying it made her insides quiver. 
 
    "Yes," Sun Lee said. "Like Cathorik school girl, yes?" 
 
    Dear Lord, the woman was a pervert. Yet it sent a thrill through Sharon's overly sensitive sex. She couldn't believe she was even considering it, but she couldn't afford for her parents to find out. Or more importantly the police, if they got into it, there would be questions, the press, this disaster would even follow her to college. 
 
    That night, Sharon told her parents she had a date. She dug out some clothes she hadn't worn since halloween 3 years ago, and put them in a bag. She changed in the parking lot in front of the Asian nail spa. A pleated plaid miniskirt. A starched oxford shirt that rubbed hard nipples. Mary Jane shoes. Thin white socks that went to her knees. And pig tails. She felt ridiculous. She felt felt helpless and exposed. Vulnerable. Sexy. She could feel the cold air on her wet sex beneath her short miniskirt. What was she thinking? What was she doing? 
 
    Sun Lee met her at the door and there were even more surprises. Sun Lee was dressed up as a school teacher. She carried a yardstick in her hand. Her hair was pulled back in a bun. Horned rimmed glasses and her lips were sharp and very red. It made Sharon's heart skip a beat. It was almost just like her fantasy. And inside, a desk and small school desk had been moved into the back room along with a portable chalk board. A camcorder sat on a tripod. Oh sweet Jesus. Not again! 
 
    "Please no," pleaded the sexy young mid-western girl. She had resigned herself to whatever Sun Lee had in mind, but not another video. She was still trying to live down the last video. 
 
    "I tell parents." Sun Lee reached skilled fingers underneath Sharon's short pleated miniskirt, there was nothing to stop them as they slid into wet, willing and still smooth sex. "I can tell you rike. I knew you riked last week." 
 
    Sharon's body was betraying her. She wanted those fingers. Needed them. But another movie terrified her. 
 
    "Now we make new movie," Sun Lee said. "In my country American Cathorik girl very popurar." 
 
    "Oh please," gasped a breathless Sharon, but the pleas came out as please more instead of please no. 
 
    "Now you go sit down in desk," Sun Lee said, her finger thrusting in Sharon's very wet sex. 
 
    Sharon was loathe to give up the finger that felt so delightful in her sex, but she obeyed Sun Lee. Sitting down in the small desk and pretending to work on an assignment, while Sun Lee zoomed in with the video camera. 
 
    "Now you spread regs," Sun Lee said. "You spread for camera." 
 
    God, as if she needed reminding of the camera. It felt cold in the back stockroom. But the eighteen year old girl had no choice. She slowly opened her legs while keeping her eyes glued to the paper on the desk. 
 
    "Can't see anything," Sun Lee said. "Sride down and more wide. More wide." 
 
    Dear Lord. Could it get any more humiliating? Sharon felt like a piece of meat. God, and worse, she was going to have to show it all again. Show her bare sex for the camera. She slid down further into the seat and spread her legs lewdly. 
 
    Sun Lee zoomed the camera in on the young girl's bare pussy, captured the wetness visible on her pink petals. Then she zoomed back out to take in the scenery, made sure the camera was recording, then picked up the yardstick and advanced on Sharon. 
 
    "I tell you last week, you wear panties to my crass," Sun Lee said. "American srut make seat wet for teacher to crean up." 
 
    Sun Lee took Sharon by the ear and dragged her to the chalkboard. "But how I teach American srut to wear panties? I think I know a good resson. I spank on bare bottom. Now you take chalk and write while teacher spank." 
 
    Sharon took the chalk and wrote while Sun Lee recited. I am a dirty little American slut. Then she was told to write it 100 times while repeating it out loud. 
 
    The first and second lines were easy, although it was rather humiliating. But on the third line, it became much harder as Sun Lee pulled her pleated skirt down to her knees and made her stick out her tush. The fourth line became harder still when the older woman began to spank her ass with the heavy yardstick. 
 
    Then there was worse. So much worse. 
 
    "I don't think you rearn resson srut," Sun Lee said. 
 
    Then Sharon was made to arch her flexible back, sticking her ass out, and up, and spreading those lean thighs. She had expected to continue being spanked in this lewd and humiliating position. But she gasped when the first spank came. It came not on her striped bottom, but between her legs and on the wet lips of her bare and swollen sex. It wasn't very painful, more shocking than anything. 
 
    Worse, Sun Lee continued to make her recite the lines she wrote. "I am a dirty little American slut." And she couldn't just say it anymore. Not like with that yardstick spanking her sex. The words came out as gasps. As moans. Soon, even the sounds of the spanks became wet. The sound of the yardstick was no longer a thwack, but more of a splat - a wet splat with every blow. Every blow caused those narrow hips to buck. To gyrate. The wet honey covering the yardstick and running down her lean thighs. 
 
    "This punishment srut," Sun Lee said. "Round eye srut supposed to rearn resson. Not make more mess. More mess for teacher to crean up. Now teacher have to crean seat and yardstick." 
 
    Sun Lee held the yardstick up to Sharon, showing her the evidence of her body's betrayal. Then Sun Lee smiled wickedly. 
 
    "I think teacher make round eye srut crean up mess." 
 
    Sharon watched in horror as the yardstick was moved to her lips. She could smell the musk of her excitement on the wooden stick. God, she was tingly. So fucking hot. She was in a sexual daze, but she still knew the video was still on and recording her debasement. She knew it and yet still she stuck out her tongue and tasted her honey. 
 
    "You rike creaning srut?" Sun Lee said. "Maybe later you crean teacher?" 
 
    With a wet splat with every spank, Sun Lee once again resumed spanking Sharon's smooth denuded sex. 
 
    Poor Sharon. She tried to fight it. Tried her best. Tried to think of something else, anything other than her humiliation and sensation that felt like warm wax being poured inside her body. God, how she wanted to orgasm. Oh how she did. But, not like this. Not by being spanked on her cunt and with a video camera capturing every humiliation splat. 
 
    She lost that battle of wills. Lightning flowed through her insides. She pressed her body against the chalkboard, losing her progress with her lines. Ignoring Sun Lee's orders to keep writing. The young woman moaned. She flexed. She purred. She even stuck out her pink tongue and tasted her humiliation on the green board. Licking off the S in slut. 
 
    "What you doing srut," Sun Lee said. "Tell teacher what you doing." 
 
    Sharon spread her legs wider, giving the older woman full access to her sex. "I'm coming. Oh fuck I'm coming," she moaned over and over. 
 
    "Teacher going to teach srut new resson," Sun Lee said, then she led the eighteen year old high school senior over to the desk and bent her over. She strapped a dildo around her waist that she pulled out of the drawer. 
 
    "Tell teacher what you want," Sun Lee said. 
 
    Sharon turned around, blushing as she realized Sun Lee held another video camera trained on her. Oh how she wanted it, but she couldn't say it. 
 
    "Tell teacher," Sun Lee urged, hand firmly gripped around the base of the rubber phallus. 
 
    "Fuck me," Sharon moaned. "Fuck my hot little American pussy. Give it to me. Give it to me hard." 
 
    Sharon turned a bright crimson as Sun Lee recorded her submission. Made her strip off her clothes and say it again. Made her beg for it. The older woman lined the rubber cock up with her hungry sex and plunged in. Then she fucked her like she had never been fucked before. Fucked her until cries echoed from the walls of the nail salon. Then Sharon felt Sun Lee taking hold of her pony tail, and pulling her on the phallus, making her arch her back and fuck herself on it. Sun Lee still wasn't finished with her young charge. Keeping the cock firmly embedded in hot American pussy, she stood up and leaned back against the office desk. The older asian woman was shorter than Sharon by 6 inches, and was even shorter still leaning back against the desk. The poor eighteen year old had to keep her knees bent at an angle to keep her position there on the cock. Felt Sun Lee's hands on her lean hips, guiding her into position. Gently guiding her down and back, then up and out. 
 
    "Teacher getting tired," Sun Lee said. "Now round eye srut do work." 
 
    Her calves and thighs burning, Sharon continued working the rubber phallus. Impaling herself on it. It wasn't easy work, supporting the weight of her body on bent legs and her arched back. Worse, she knew how it must look to the camera - fucking herself on the cock, all while Sun Lee sat in a disinterested pose on the desk. Even worse, leaning forward as she was, Sharon could feel her large pendulous breasts bouncing lewdly every time she impaled herself. She did the next best thing she could think to do, and held them with her hands, creating a makeshift bra. 
 
    Sun Lee was going to have none of it. She took hold of Sharon's arms and pulled them back to her sides. "Keep arms out of way," she warned. "Japanese men like see big American tits." Sharon mewed her submission. With her pendulous breasts bouncing, she have herself in to pleasure. Fucked the rubber phallus between her legs, oblivious to the camera recording her humiliation. She could almost feel the eyes behind it watching her. Watching her sweat. Watching her moan. Watching her flush with arousal. Watch her body wracked by orgams after orgasm. Watched her sweaty hair hanging in her face, chest heaving as she recovered from her climax. 
 
    Afterwards, Sun Lee eased Sharon to her knees. Taking the rubber cock in her hand, she guided it to the young girl's lips. "You make mess American srut. Now you crean up like promise." 
 
    Sharon no longer had the tingly feeling of sexual desire to blunt her humiliation. Worse, Sun Lee held the camera in her hand, trained on the humiliated midwestern girl. Blushing a bright crimson, Sharon stuck out her tongue and obediently cleaned her juices from the rubber cock. Cleaned it while Sun Lee captured the debasement on video. 
 
    Then Sun Lee unzipped the back of her tight skirt and took it off as well as the panties she wore outside of her garters. Her pubes were thick dark and matted with moisture. 
 
    "You make mess of teacher too," Sun Lee breathed, her voice thick with lust. "Now you crean." 
 
    Sharon had tasted herself, but never another woman. She couldn't deny that she was a lesbian. She knew that to be true after the feeling she had just experience with Sun Lee. 
 
    She was still apprehensive. Especially, like this - on her knees, while Sun Lee sat propped up on the desk with her honey colored thighs spread. Sun Lee had never went on her knees for her. Sharon could feel her submission in the air as if it were a solid object. She knew she was going to pleasure Sun Lee. Wondering if she could do it right. The smell was musky. Much more so that Sharon. And the hair was thick and coarse. She stuck out her tongue and tasted. It was nicer than she imagined. 
 
    Sun Lee ran her fingers through the young woman's hair. "Oh you good creaner," she purred. "I think I make you crean whenever teacher get dirty." She settled back and enjoyed the young girl's tongue. A tongue that grew tired trying to clean her first pussy. A pussy that always seemed to be gushing and needing further cleaning no matter how hard she tried. A pussy that was as demanding a mistress as Sun Lee. A pussy she never managed to master, but she nevertheless managed to satisfy many times over. 
 
    Sharon never made it to the top at her new school. She was always at the bottom level. And she was the bottom in her relationship with Sun Lee. The older Asian woman became the young girl's mistress. Spanked her and paddled her. Waxed her. Loved her. She even shared her with other women. But, Sharon was right about one thing, she was destined for greatness. That much was true. The videos were a huge hit in Japan, where almost everyone was hungry to watch a young round eyed American girl dress up as school girls, super heroines, princesses, and anime characters and be thoroughly dominated by a sexy Asian woman older enough to be her mother. It wasn't the greatness she had planned. But it was enough. And she was happy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 62 
 
    It was morning and the day had already gotten off to a bad start. I was late, having a bad hair day, couldn't find the outfit I planned on wearing, and to top it off, my roomate was pestering the hell out of me. 
 
    "Come on Stacy, you're going to make us late for class!" Stacy said, beating on the bathroom door. 
 
    "Alright already," I said. "I'm almost finished." I gave my hair a few more sprays, tapped it a few times. Yeah, it was welded together. My own personal hair helmet. I had finally beat the frilly mess into submission, now I only had to pray no one tried to touch it. 
 
    I opened up the door and there Stacy was, arms crossed, tapping her foot, wearing an ungrateful look on her face and the clothes I planned to wear on her back. 
 
    "You little bitch! Those are my clothes!" I said. 
 
    "No they're not. You said I could have them." 
 
    "The hell I did you little thief." The answer to my outfit problem had been answered "Go on. Take them off. We're going to swap right now." 
 
    I had given her some old clothes, but certainly not those. We were swapping clothes and that was that. I wanted to make a good impression on this hunk in my Sociology class. I stepped out of my shoes, took off my sweatshirt, and pulled down my jeans. 
 
      
 
    "I'm not taking them off," Stacy said. "You gave them to me." 
 
    I advanced, grabbed my blouse, the blouse she was wearing. She pushed me. I heard the sound of rending fabric. I was still holding on the part of my blouse, the rest flapped open on her chest. 
 
    "You bitch!" she accused. "You fucking ripped my shirt." 
 
    "It was my shirt anyway." 
 
    "Oh it's on now!" Stacy said advancing on me. 
 
    I tried to fend her off, but when she pushed me, I still had me feet tangled up in my jeans. I tripped and fell to the floor. She pounced on my back and pushed my arm up painfully behind my back. Where did she learn this stuff? 
 
    "Say uncle," she said. 
 
    "Fuck you! Yeowch!" It was useless. She had me. She was smaller, but she had thoroughly trounced me. 
 
    "Say uncle." 
 
    "Uncle." 
 
    "Now hold real still." 
 
    "What are you doing?" I could feel her undoing my bra. 
 
    "Anything I want. Put your other arm behind your back now, and I'm going to let this one go." 
 
    I did and she did. She switched arms and I was just as helpless as before. I was also without a bra. I felt her foot wiggle between the cheeks of my bottom and she pushed down stripping me totally naked. 
 
    She whispered in my ear. "Guess what, I'm going to have to get a new shirt to wear, but you're going to need a whole new outfit." 
 
    I was helpless to stop her as she tossed each article of my outfit into the toilet. 
 
    "And now for the piece de resistance!" Stacy said. She pulled out my sweatshirt from the toilet and wrung it out over my head. "I bet your classmates would be surprised to find out where you washed your hair." 
 
    I bet Billy Morgan would be even more surprised to find out how wet I was. 
 
    "If you tell Mom or try to get me back, I'm going to tell everyone about your toilet head," she warned. 
 
    "Okay, okay, you got me. Now let me up you little bitch, my arm is hurting." 
 
    She got up; looked back behind her as she was leaving, grinned and said, "Don't make me have to do it again." 
 
    Bitch! I had never done anything like that to her and I had the opportunity to many times. I got up, and stretching my sore shoulders. The little bitch was going to have to pay, or I would never hear the end of it. 
 
    I tip-toed to her room and waited until her back was turned. It was even better than that, she had her arms over her head, as she put on a sweatshirt. I pounced into action. 
 
    I pushed her down and employed her trick with the arm. I was a fast learner. 
 
    "Say Uncle!" I said, tightening my grip. 
 
    "Uncle!" she grunted. 
 
    "What was it you did to me? Oh yes, you stripped me didn't you. Let's see how you like being stripped." 
 
    I proceeded to strip her of all her clothes, but I wasn't finished, not by a long shot. 
 
    "Put your other hand behind your back." 
 
    She did, expecting me to switch grips like she did. Instead, I tied both of her wrists together with some pantyhose she left on the floor. 
 
    "Oh!" she exclaimed. "What are you doing?" 
 
    I rolled her over and sat on her belly. "How does it feel to be helpless, huh?" I looked in her eyes for her submission. Waiting for her to acknowledge my superiority. 
 
    Instead she looked down at my crotch. 
 
    "Ewww, disgusting! You are like wet or something." Her lips curled in disgust. "Wait until everyone finds out." 
 
    My heart sank. I was in like heaps of trouble. Huge fucking trouble. The kind of trouble that when you get in it, the consequences are so bad you've got no choice but to see it though to the end. 
 
    "You're not gonna tell anyone," I said with grim determination. 
 
    "Yes I am. Jenny's a lezbo. Jenny's a lezbo. Jenny's a oh God!" 
 
    I had grabbed her pussy. "Jenny's a God. I kind of like that, Stacy, but I think I prefer the term Goddess." I pressed a finger into her folds and drew it up and down. Rubbing her off. 
 
    She struggled beneath me, but it was useless. I looked down at her and grinned. I could feel her wetness and she knew it to. She refused to meet my eyes. 
 
    "Stop it Jenny. This is ah-serious. Okay-okya- I-I won't tell anyone. I promise." 
 
    "You don't speak to a Goddess that way." I grabbed a few strands of her pubic hair and pulled. "Now beg the forgiveness of your Goddess." 
 
    She lifted her hips in the air to keep up with the tugging, but I just pulled higher, until her hips were thrust high in the air. 
 
    "Ow-ow-ow, please forgive me Jenny-I mean Goddess Jenny." 
 
    I let go of her pubic hair and proceeded to finger her once again. "Goddess Jenny accepts your apology," I said. 
 
    "Please stop, Ouch!" she cried, as I gave a sharp tug to her pubes again. "I-I mean please stop Goddess. I'm begging you." 
 
    I stuck a finger in her tight wet tunnel and pushed my digit in and out. "Why?" I asked. 
 
    "B-Because. . ." she stuttered, almost panting. Her voice was thick, her breasts flushed, and her legs were now parted despite her protests. 
 
    "Because why?" 
 
    She was silent for a while, but my fingers pushed her to admit the truth. "Uhhhha" she whined. "Because you're gonna make me cum." 
 
    She struggled again briefly, but in then end, she was just squirming not to get off my fingers, but to get herself off. 
 
    "And what's wrong with that? Hmmmmm? A good Goddess rewards her worshipers." 
 
    "Don't- oh God, oh God," she cried, her legs flailing this way and that. 
 
    "Goddess," I corrected, tugging at her pubic hair as a brutal reminder. 
 
    Faster and faster I frigged her. "Say it again." 
 
    "Goddess..." she moaned her long lean legs spreading. Her hips pumping in time with my finger. "Oh Goddess..." 
 
    "You're not going to tell anyone are you," I stopped frigging her and lightly teased her clit. 
 
    "No." 
 
    "No what?" 
 
    I pressed my index finger against her tight asshole, teasing her. 
 
    "No Goddess," 
 
    I went back to work on her sex, fingers dancing, digits plunging. Stopping briefly to tease her tight hard nipples. 
 
    "Oh Goddess - oh Goddess!" she cried. "Fuck-fuck- oh fuck I'm coming!" 
 
    I held tight while her body bucked underneath me. After she calmed, I moved astride her shoulders. 
 
    "I love it when you pray to me," I said. "But you know what I'd like better?" 
 
    Uncertainty clouded her eyes. She shook her head, yet her eyes fixated on my sex. 
 
    "I think you do - don't you?" I said playfully. 
 
    She nodded slightly. A blush rose to her cheeks. 
 
    "Say it." I commanded. 
 
    "Worship you." She stuck out a tentative tongue. 
 
    And I purred. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 63 
 
    Sharon didn't care very much for her new supervisor, nor, did most of her co-workers. It wasn't as if any of them held any great love for their former supervisor either, but at least Mrs. Feldman had been tough enough and canny enough that they didn't mind thinking of her as their boss. However, the new supervisor, Kristie was fresh out of college and green as spring wood. To make matters worse, Sharon had put in for the job and didn't get it. As a result, Sharon was taking particular relish in making Kristie's job difficult just on general principle. And it was Sharon who was instigating the latest caper to get Kristie fired before the young graduate even had a chance to get settled in. 
 
    "I don't know about this Sharon," Gwen said, taking a drag on her cigarette, exhaling and then flicking off the ashes. "I mean, not only is the newbie gonna look bad, *we're* gonna look bad." 
 
    Sharon shook her head and grinned slyly. She had gathered her flock of saleswomen outside the back of the building, where they went to smoke during lunch. She didn't gather everyone, just the ones that mattered: the successful ones. There were eight of them all together. 
 
    "No, Gwen," she said. "That's the beauty of it. We all had great sales when Mrs. Feldman was here. Now, when Sales go down and the only thing that has changed is the supervisor, then you can bet your bottom dollar they're gonna get rid of the new supervisor." She took a drag on her cigarette and blew the smoke out through her nose. "As long as we all stick together." 
 
    "Come on Sharon," Doris said. She was the motherly one and a little on the chubby side. She wasn't aggressive, but she was so nice and had a Mrs. Cleaver way about her that people couldn't hang up on. It worked for her. "She's a nice girl. Let's just give her a chance." 
 
    "She's embarrassing, is what she is," Sharon said. "Come on, are you with me?" 
 
    One after the other, they all answered yes. 
 
    Two weeks later, Doris was called to Kristie's office. Thirty minutes later she returned and sat down next to Sharon. 
 
    "What did she want?" asked Sharon. 
 
    "She just wanted to talk about things. She's really upset about how the sales have gone down. She asked if there was anything she was doing wrong or what she could do to help." Doris shook her head and she had that sad motherly look in her eye again. 
 
    "Dear God," Sharon said, knowing Doris had fallen for the new girl's pathetic plea. "What did you tell her?" 
 
    "Nothing . . ." Doris mumbled, and then finally caved in. "Well I had to tell her something. She gave me the poor puppy dog look. I told her that the other day when Janice rang the bell nothing happened. Our old boss would have given her cookies." 
 
    The bell was the brainchild of Mrs. Feldman. Whenever one of the reps sold a thousand contracts, they would run up and ring a bell enthusiastically. Mrs. Feldman would take the rep into her office and give them a home-made cookie. Stupid really, but the reps got into it and the cookies were damned good. Besides, most of the fun was in teasing the other girls about how good the cookie was. 
 
    Sharon knew she had to do something fast before Kristie did something on her own to motivate the other women. The girl had already gotten to Doris. 
 
    It was then that Sharon had an idea that was so devious it surprised even her. There was no way she could tell the other girls about it. They would never go along . . . Not in a million years. 
 
    That afternoon, as they were getting ready to leave the office, Kristie rang the bell. "Ladies," she said. "Tomorrow, I want to hear this bell ring." 
 
    By that time Sharon had sold two hundred contracts already. She only had a fifty more to go. 
 
    'Oh don't you worry little Kristie,' she thought to herself. 'I'll definitely be ringing your bell tomorrow. 
 
    Sharon sold the fifty contracts before 9:30. She walked proudly to the front and rang the bell. Heads peeked over the cubicle walls. Doris smiled and looked relieved. The rest other seven reps conspiring against the new boss looked betrayed. 
 
    Kristie quickly rushed from her office grinning from ear to ear. The bell had rung. Her urging the day before was successful. This leadership thing wasn't so hard after all. 
 
    "Yea! Come in - come in to the office Sharon," she said, urging Sharon into the office. 
 
    Sharon sat, while Kristie twittered around like a nervous school girl. 
 
    "Here Sharon," Kristie said, opening a box of homemade cookies. "I didn't know what kind to make or how many Mrs. Feldman used to give, so I made all kinds. Take as many as you want." 
 
    Sharon peered past her nose, down at the proffered cookies and made a wry face. Kristie's heart was pounding from excitement, but now her face began burning from embarrassment. She had done something wrong, otherwise Sharon would have taken a cookie. Kristie was certain, she was most assuredly going to get fired and with her student loans, she was going to have to go live back at home with her parents to get by. Tears welled in her eyes. 
 
    Sharon looked at the young girl's hurt expression and almost burst out laughing, but she managed to hold her cynical expression. What a newbie! The girl was pathetic. "You're not going to cry are you?" she asked sarcastically. "Oh my God, you are!" 
 
    Kristie blinked back her tears. "This isn't right is it? God, how am I ever going to do this job?" 
 
    Sharon picked up a cookie and nibbled at it. Good, but not as good as Mrs. Feldman's. "Poor thing," she consoled. "It's a sweet thing to do I guess, but you must have misunderstood about Mrs. Feldman. She didn't *bake* us cookies. She . . . well, she *tossed* our cookies." 
 
    "I don't understand," Kristie said, wiping away her tears. 
 
    Sharon made 'V' with her finger, put it to her mouth and flicked her tongue up and down luridly. 
 
    Kristie's face registered shock. "Oh my!" was all she could say. They never mentioned anything like this in college - NEVER. 
 
    Sharon struggled to contain her laughter. "Surely you girls did things like that to the new pledges in your sorority?" 
 
    "I wasn't in a sorority," Kristie replied meekly. 
 
    "Oh Dear," Sharon said. "I'm sure human resources wouldn't have hired you fresh out of college with no experience at all. Maybe I should call them?" She reached for the phone. It wouldn't be long now before Kristie ran from her office never to be seen again. And then, well Sharon was sure HR would make certain to hire someone with a little more experience next time. Maybe that someone would be her. 
 
    But Kristie caught Sharon's hand with her own. "Wait," she whispered. "I really don't know how to do this." 
 
    Sharon couldn't believe it. Not only had Kristie bought it, she was falling to her knees. 
 
    "Wait. Get up." Sharon exclaimed. This wasn't supposed to happen. She had never expected the girl to actually go through with it. 
 
    "What's wrong?" Kristie asked. Had she messed up again? This was all so confusing and terrible embarrassing. 
 
    Sharon pondered how to tell the poor girl it was all a joke. 'God, what had ever possessed me to do this?' she wondered. It seemed like a good idea at the time, but it didn't seem like such a good idea now. She didn't want to get fired. Nor did she want to admit to her cruel joke. And then there was also the fact that her cunny was . . . well, it was wet - hot at the thought of what her boss was willing to do. 
 
    "Nothing dear," Sharon said, coming up with a new plan. Yes, she would push the girl until she caved. "It's just that you don't want to wrinkle your clothes do you?" 
 
    "No," Kristie said, fingering the button of her blouse. 
 
    "Then take them off." 
 
    Sharon locked the door to the office while the younger girl disrobed down to a silky pair of panties and bra. 
 
    "All of them," Sharon said. 
 
    "Why?" Kristie asked. She was more than a little hesitant. For one reason, she had always been shy of the small size of her breasts. For another, she could feel herself growing wet. 
 
    "Never mind." Sharon got up and went to unlock the door. She had no intention of leaving, but she knew the young girl wouldn't want to be exposed to the office when the door was opened. 
 
    And she was proved correct. 
 
    "Wait." 
 
    Kristie turned her back to Sharon, slipped the straps of her bra off of her shoulders, unhooked it, and set it carefully down. A little too carefully. Then she stepped out her panties. When she turned back around, and arm covered her breasts and a hand covered her crotch. She was blushing from head to toe. 
 
    "Such a shy girl," Sharon said, grinning slyly. "Go on girl. Put your hands to your sides. I'm sure you have nothing to be shy about at your age." 
 
    Kristie reluctantly lowered her arms to her sides. 
 
    Sharon's attention was immediately drawn to the girl's breasts. The girl really had nothing more than plump hardened nipples atop very small mounds. Sharon went over and opened the cups of the bra, while Kristie prayed to God for a place to hide. 
 
    Sharon cackled as she picked a wad a tissue from on of the cups. Little Miss Perfect wasn't quite so perfect. "My God," she exclaimed. "You stuff your bra. Not that I can say that I blame you." 
 
    Kristie wanted to crawl under the table. She knew she was the supervisor and that she shouldn't have to listen to any derogatory comments like this from her subordinates, but, Sharon no longer seemed like a subordinate. Not with her superior attitude and being that she was fully clothed, while Kristie's slim body was naked and covered with tiny chill bumps. 
 
    Sharon handed Kristie the balled up tissues. "Here honey, you need this." 
 
    The younger woman took the tissue and looked at it dumbly. 
 
    Sharon pointed down to the girl's crotch. "You're leaking sweetie," she said with a smirk. 
 
    Poor Kristie didn't know quite what was happening inside of her body. She understood the embarrassment. Heck, she didn't like changing clothes in the gym and she was much too shy to shower until she got home, yet here she was - at work - naked - with an older woman - a subordinate - walking around her and inspecting her like a piece of meat. Kristie was mortified, and she expected to be. But what she didn't expect were these other feelings running through her body -- these feelings of arousal and . . . submission. 
 
    Sharon grinned and watched carefully as her young supervisor dabbed the dew from her brown wiry pubic hair. Kristie bit her lip to keep from moaning. 
 
    "You really should shave that patch of hair down there as soon as possible" Sharon said. 
 
    "Why?" asked the younger woman. 
 
    "For one, everyone will wonder whether you're really a blonde or not," Sharon said. "Well, except for me, cause I already know the truth." 
 
    Sharon stepped behind her supervisor and placed her hands on the young woman's hips, while Kristie trembled in her grasp. "And the main reason is that if the other women see you are getting excited by what you are doing, then they may try to take advantage of you. Maybe they'll expect you to toss their cookies every three hundred contracts. Maybe they'll expect it just for coming in for the day. And we wouldn't want that, now would we?" 
 
    Kristie could feel the moisture running down her thigh. What was wrong with her? Why was her body betraying her and why did it turn her on so much to her subordinate whispering such dirty things in her ear. 
 
    "No," Kristie meekly replied. 
 
    "But I already know the truth, though, don't I?" Sharon whispered. 
 
    "Yes." She felt the older woman's lips were on her earlobe and the whispers - the whispers made bolts of pleasure shoot inside her sex. 
 
    "I bet I could make you toss my cookies anytime I wanted, couldn't I?" 
 
    Kristie couldn't deny it. This was the reason why she tried to stay away from people like this. This was the reason she went to meet new people at the singles club at church. People there would never take advantage of her or make her do dirty things. 
 
    "Couldn't I, Cookie?" Sharon said sternly. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," Kristie replied. Only vaguely realizing she had just called her subordinate ma'am and that her subordinate had called her Cookie. 
 
    "I know I could," Sharon said knowingly, grabbing Kristie by the shoulders and turning the girl around. "Are you ready to get started Cookie? I know I am." It wasn't a game anymore to Sharon. She was turned on and she wanted this young girl - this college graduate between her knees. 
 
    "I'm scared, ma'am," Kristie whined. "I don't know what to do." 
 
    "There's nothing to be afraid of dear girl," Sharon said, as she leaned back against the desk and grinned slyly. "You just follow instructions, and you'll be as good as Mrs. Feldman in no time." 
 
    Sharon was lying to Kristie of course, and even if the younger woman suspected as much, it was far too late for hesitation now that she was naked. Sharon pushed down on her supervisor's shoulders. "It's time dear," she said. 
 
    "I don't think I can do this," Kristie murmured as she went down to her knees. 
 
    "Sure, you can," Sharon said. "We'll do this nice and slow, okay?" 
 
    "Okay," Kristie said, thankful for the older woman's consideration, but consideration had little to do with it. Sharon looked forward to taking her time - the longer she drew it out, the wetter she became. 
 
    "Now Princess, I want you to take the hem of my skirt and raise it to my hips, okay?" 
 
    Kristie obeyed with trembling fingers. She looked back up at Sharon with wide blue eyes. 
 
    "Now move your pretty little head in there," Sharon said, before urging impatiently. "Go on girl, I'm not gonna bite." 
 
    The kneeling woman moved her head closer, so that her face was only inches from Sharon's pantyhose covered crotch. 
 
    "That's it, Princess," Sharon cooed. "Here let's let this skirt back down so that it doesn't wrinkle." Sharon removed the hem of the skirt from Kristie's grasp and draped it down over the girl's head and shoulder's, trapping her there beneath the skirt. 
 
    "Can you smell me Cookie?" Sharon asked. 
 
    "Yes," came the muffled reply from beneath Sharon's skirt. The air was heavy and hot beneath the skirt and the smell of musk was overwhelming. 
 
    "Do you like the smell of momma's sexy perfume?" 
 
    Naked and dripping wet, Kristie wanted nothing more than to grab Sharon's leg and squeeze it between her thighs. This was not like anything she had ever imagined. Her mother had discussed the birds and the bees with her when she was sixteen. She was told about waiting until she was married and having respect for her body and about how boys would try to get her pregnant and keep her from pursuing a career. But Momma never mentioned about women getting together with one another. And Momma never said one word about what to do in this situation. 
 
    Kristie didn't know what to say. She knew she wasn't supposed to like the musky smell that overwhelmed her senses. Yet, she also didn't want to offend Sharon. Worse, Sharon had also called herself momma. Either way she answered, she knew she was relinquishing her role as manager to this very pushy woman. 
 
    A plaintive whine sounded from beneath Sharon's skirt. Sharon knew without a doubt, this young woman was hers now. 
 
    "Okay Princess, now press your mouth against momma's pussy and let her feel your hot breath as you kiss her." Sharon shifted her weight on the desk, getting comfortable as she enjoyed her boss's administrations. She reached back and picked up a cookie, double chocolate. She took a bite, closed her eyes and sighed, before tossing it back into the box. 
 
    "You've made momma wet now Princess." Sharon rocked her hips, grinding against the young woman's mouth. "Nice and wet. Are you ready to kiss it for real?" 
 
    There was no answer, but the caresses beneath her skirt grew more insistent. 
 
    "Take your time Princess, Momma's got all day." Sharon picked up another cookie, sugar this time, with green sprinkles. She took a bite and put it back in the box. "Just reach up and pull momma's panties and hose down when you're ready." 
 
    Kristie's hands reached up and caressed the older woman's ample ass of their own volition. 'What's happening to me?' she wondered. She knew this was wrong. Worse, Sharon kept calling herself momma, which made forbidden images of her real mother pop into her head at the most inopportune time. It should have turned her off, she was sure of it, but instead they made her even hotter. She pulled Sharon's hose and panties down to her ankles at the same time. She went to kiss the woman's sex, only to be stopped at the last moment. 
 
    "Wait," Sharon said, raising her skirt to her hips. "Momma wants to see you with your first mouth full of cunt you little queer." 
 
    Kristie looked up pleadingly. "Please, ma'am, why do you keep saying such horrible things to me?" she asked. Her knuckles turned white as she ran her hands along her lean thighs. 
 
    Sharon ran her fingers through Kristie's short blonde locks. "It's just sex talk Princess. People say dirty things when they get turned on. Everyone does it. It's a compliment . . . really." 
 
    Sharon's grip tightened on Kristie's hair. She forcefully pushed Kristie's face to her crotch. "Now eat me you queer little cunt licker!" 
 
    Kristie opened her mouth to say, "But" or maybe it was "Wait", but whatever it was, she never got a chance to utter it. Instead, her open mouth was filled with Sharon's very wet sex. She tried unsuccessfully to pull away, but Sharon held her fast by the ears. Poor Kristie didn't know what to do. How had she ever managed to get in the fix? She had no idea of how to get out of it, so she just knelt there and passively kept let her mouth be used as some sort of masturbation device. 
 
    Sharon humped her hips back and forward in a tiny arch, enjoying the sensation of her boss's lips moving up and down her clit. "Oh-God-you have a sweet mouth," Sharon practically begged. "Don't leave me hanging like this. Oh God, I'm aching for it. Let me feel it. Let me feel your sweet tongue." 
 
    Kristie wasn't sure she really wanted to be licking this woman's sex. Especially, given the fact the woman was her subordinate. But, the way she pleaded; it made Kristie yearn to help her out . . . even if it meant doing something that was sinful. Her tongue moved forward tentatively and discovered the soft flesh of Sharon's sex. Sharon moaned in appreciation, and Kristie began to lick in earnest. 
 
    Sharon was in heaven. It had been long - too long since she had felt these feeling before. Her husband only seemed to want one thing and that one thing was not taking his time and taking care of her needs. She had almost forgotten what true pleasure felt like. And she discovered something else. She liked the feeling of power she held over Kristie. The very fact this was her supervisor and she was down on her knees only added to the pleasure. Yes, Sharon was determined to feel this pleasure again. Whatever it took. 
 
    "How's it feel Princess? How do you like your first taste of pussy?" Sharon asked. "Don't bother to answer cuntlicker, I already know you love it and I intend to give you plenty of it." 
 
    Sharon moaned as Kristie attacked her clit with fury. It was then she realized her boss got off on being subjugated almost as much as she got off on the power. She kicked her shoe off and pulled one foot out of her pantyhose so she could spread her legs. One she propped on Sharon's desk, the other she dangled over Kristie's shoulder. 
 
    "Oh Goddamn - oh suck my clit baby. Suck it hard. Oh yes, momma's dirty little queer is gonna make momma cum." It was then that Sharon noticed something. One of Kristie's hands had disappeared and her arm was flexing. The little bitch was masturbating. 
 
    Sharon grabbed her by the ear and tugged. "Naughty bitch. Did Momma say you could fingerfuck your dirty cunt?" 
 
    "Ow!" Kristie gasped, her face turning red with humiliation. "No, ma'am." She should have known she wasn't supposed to masturbate. It was wrong and for the life of her, she couldn't remember what possessed her to do such a thing. 
 
    "Now apologize you little queer. Tell mommy you are sorry for fingerfucking your dirty cunt," Sharon demanded, holding on to the young woman's ear for insurance. 
 
    "I'm sorry - ow!" she whined as her ear was twisted. 
 
    "Say it right," Sharon demanded. "Say, Mommy, I'm sorry for fingerfucking my dirty cunt." 
 
    Kristie didn't think she could bring herself to use such filthy language. Maybe other people talked dirty when they were sexually excited. Maybe strong women like Sharon did, but Kristie knew she was much to shy to say anything like that. But, the tugging on her ear won out over any hesitancy she felt. 
 
    "Mommy, I'm sorry for finger . . .for finger fucking my dir-dirty c-cunt," Kristie stammered slowly, as if she had to force each syllable out individually. She never met Sharon's eyes the whole time. Instead, staring at the older woman's blossomed sex. 
 
    "That's okay Princess," Sharon said, letting go of Kristie's ear. "You'll ask for permission to do that in the future okay?" 
 
    "Yes," Kristie answered, hesitating before adding, "Mommy . . ." 
 
    "Good girl," Sharon said. "Why don't you use both hands to hold mommy's pussy open? That should help remove the temptation." 
 
    Kristie placed her well-manicured fingers on either side of Sharon's sex and opened her nether lips. Without being told, she bent and began to explore every inch of pink flesh with her tongue. 
 
    "Oh yes," Sharon moaned. "That's it. Work it on in there. Make me cum. Make me cum so hard." 
 
    Kristie worked her tongue faster, centering it on Sharon's tiny pearl of flesh. 
 
    "Oh God - I'm gonna cum so hard. Oh - I'm so wet. Drink me. Drink momma's pussy juice. Drink it all down - oh - oh - oh fuck." Sharon's hips rose off the desk and began to buck as she came. While, Kristie held on for dear life, her mouth glued so tightly to the older woman's pussy that Sharon had to push her away. 
 
    Afterwards, Sharon was drained and her legs trembled as she rolled off the desk and sat down in Sharon's executive chair. "Whew," she said. "That was wonderful." 
 
    Kristie wasn't so sure. It was nice that she had given Sharon so much pleasure, but the office was a mess and so was she. How was she going to put her face back together? Had anyone heard? And most importantly, how was she going to relieve the aching yearning in her loins. 
 
    Sharon patted the desk. "Come on Princess. Up on the desk. It's your turn now." 
 
    While Kristie made her way to the desk and sat down, Sharon pulled her hose back on and buttoned her blouse where it had come undone. 
 
    Kristie sat down in front of the older woman. She knew she shouldn't let another woman lick her down there, but she was too turned on to care at this point. Besides, if it was anything like Sharon exhibited, she didn't care. 
 
    Sharon pointed to each corner of the desk. "Now put one foot there and the other right there." 
 
    Kristie obeyed, spreading her legs, baring herself before the totally clothed woman. 
 
    "Okay," Sharon said. "You can ask mommy for permission now." 
 
    A small moan escaped Kristie's throat. She realized she wouldn't be licked. Instead she was going to have to masturbate herself. Worse, she was going to have to beg to do so. 
 
    "Please mommy," Kristie whined. "May I - may I finger-fuck my dirty cunt." 
 
    "Not yet Princess," Sharon said. "First mommy wants to see you play with those darling little titties of yours." 
 
    Kristie couldn't refuse and she dared not disobey. She reached up and lightly pinched her nipples, awash with fresh humiliation as Sharon leered with a knowing smile. 
 
    "That's it," Sharon encouraged. "Tug on it. Now the other. That's it queer. Faster. Tug on those little bee stings. Stretch 'em out." 
 
    It was painful to tug so hard on her sensitive nipples and Kristie would have never done so willingly, but it seemed easy with Sharon's urging. And the more she did it, the more turned on she grew. Every tug sent hot flashes of pleasure to her sex and caused her pelvis to thrust in time with the tugs. 
 
    "Ugh," Kristie grunted, her sweaty body trembled. "Oh Mommy I need it so bad. Please let me finger-fuck myself. Let me finger-fuck my dirty cunt." 
 
    "Shhh," Sharon urged, putting a finger to Kristie's lips to shush her, only to have the girl open her mouth and suck on the digit. "We don't want everyone to hear do we?" 
 
    "Uh-uh," Kristie hummed around Sharon's finger. 
 
    "Are you gonna be a quiet? Are you gonna be mommy's good little queer girl?" 
 
    "Uh-hum. . ." Kristie sucked on Sharon's finger with relish while she tugged on her nipples. 
 
    "Give me your hand Princess," Sharon said, taking Kristie's hand and placing her index, middle, and ring fingers together, and pushing them towards the mouth of her sex. "Now do it slut. Fuck that cunt." 
 
    Kristie tried, but three fingers were too much. It hurt and she felt stretched painfully wide when she got to her second knuckle. "It's too much," she said, wincing and then trying with only her index finger. 
 
    "Give me those," Sharon grabbed Kristie's hand and wretched it from her sex. Once again, she pushed the three fingers together and put them at the mouth of Kristie's sex, only this time she kept hold of the wrist. When the young woman pushed them in and stopped, Sharon pushed on her wrist and forced it in further. "That's it, do it right." 
 
    "Ow-ow-ow," Kristie gasped in pain. 
 
    "Shhh. . ." Sharon hissed, as she forced three fingers from her other hand in Kristie's mouth. All the while she kept forcing the wrist further up, ignoring Kristie's moan and wide-eyed expression, until all three fingers were buried deeply in the young blonde's pussy. 
 
    Then Sharon began to fuck her. Guiding Kristie's wrist, she controlled the tempo of every thrust. With her other hand, she fucked her fingers in and out of Kristie's mouth. 
 
    "God, you're hot," Sharon said. "Mommy's girl is all stretched out and she's getting fucked in her dirty hole. Is Mommy's girl gonna cum? She is, isn't she? Oh yes she is, the bad little girl. Suck Mommy's fingers little queer. Suck them and think of all the pussy you are going to eat. Oh yes, Mommy's little cunt licker is going to the pussy buffet for an all you can eat special. Every time the bell rings, you are going to eat some pussy. I bet Mommy's little puppy's mouth will water every time she hears a bell. I bet something else will water too? Yes, I bet Puppy's little cunt will be dripping with. Don't shake your head bitch, you know Mommy's right. You're soaking your desk right now and it's only your first time. Is Mommy's Puppy getting ready to cum? She sure looks like it. Cum for Mommy little bitch. Come for me you little queer . . ." 
 
    At first Kristie tried to hold back, but the dirtier Sharon talked, the more she lost her inhibitions. She never imagined in a million years that being called a bitch, a queer, or even a Puppy would be sexually stimulating. But it was . . . dear Lord it was. And when her orgasm came, she felt it deep in her stretched sex. Then it washed over her like a wave, and crashed down, robbing her of all thought or reason. 
 
    Then as the flow of pleasure ebbed, she came back to her senses and opened her eyes. Sharon was standing there, looking down at her, a condescending smirk drawn on her face. The full impact of what she had done flashed through her mind. Dear God, how was she ever to live it down? How could she ever regain her respect? She blushed in humiliation and moved to get out of her vulnerable position spread out on the desk. 
 
    "Wait!" Sharon commanded and Kristie reluctantly obeyed. 
 
    "There's going to be some changes around here," Sharon said, putting a hand on each of Kristie's knees and moving in close. "I want you shaved. Shaved-waxed, I don't care which. Mommy's girl is going to look like a girl for Mommy. Look at me and nod your head like a good girl." 
 
    Kristie's eyes met Sharon's from beneath her blonde bangs. She nodded her head. She didn't feel very much like a good girl. She felt dirty and was sure she would feel even dirtier when she was shaved and bare down below. 
 
    "And from now on, only wear skirts and no pantyhose," Sharon continued. 
 
    "But corporate rules state-" 
 
    "Fuck corporate rules. My rules state no pantyhose," Sharon continued. "Mommy needs to be free to check to see if her little Puppy is being a good little girl. Understand?" 
 
    Kristie forced herself to nod the affirmative. What was happening? And why was it making her hot again? 
 
    "And no bra's. Mommy's little queer is much too small to need them." 
 
    "But-but-" Kristie tried to interject, only to receive Sharon's disapproving stare. 
 
    "Nod your head like a good little girl." 
 
    Kristie nodded. God this was getting worse by the moment. She tried to squeeze her legs together but Sharon had the firmly locked open. 
 
    "And when you give out cookies, or should I say toss someone's cookie, I want you to leave your clothes on. Leave them on for everyone but me. Do you understand?" 
 
    Kristie nodded quickly. Thankful she was going to be allowed to retain some modesty and respect with the other women. 
 
    Sharon grabbed Kristie forcibly by her sex. "Because this is Mommy's and Mommy is going to make sure her little girl stays a good girl and anytime Mommy's girl feels like being a bad girl, what's she going to do?" 
 
    Kristie didn't like where this was going. She shrugged her shoulders in response. 
 
    Sharon squeezed harder on Kristie's sex. "Mommy's girl is going to ask for permission, isn't she?" 
 
    Dear God, how much more submission did this woman require of her? Kristie melted in the older woman's grip and nodded. "Yes, Mommy." 
 
    "That's Mommy's good little queer girl. Now get dressed and clean yourself up. And be ready for the bell." With that Sharon left the younger woman. 
 
    When Sharon walked back to her cubicle, her hips swung with the cockiness of sexual release, and she hummed out loud. The other reps stared at her as she past. 
 
    "God that was great," she said, as she sat down. "I'm going to be doing that again. Again and again." 
 
    Gwen poked her head over the cubicle. "What was that all about?" she asked. "And what happened to not selling?" 
 
    By now, several of the other reps had peeked about the cubicle or gather beside the door. 
 
    "That, my friends, is about getting my cookies tossed," Sharon grinned. "It seems our fearless leader misunderstood when Doris said we got cookies from Mrs. Feldman as a reward." 
 
    "Cookies tossed?" Doris asked. 
 
    "Somebody cover Doris's ears," Sharon said. Darlene reached over and cupped her hands over Doris's ears. 
 
    Sharon made a "V" with her fingers and flicked her tongue out luridly. "She licked my puss, and God it was good." 
 
    "You're lying," Gwen said. From the look in her eyes, it looked like she hoped it wasn't the case. 
 
    "Turn away if you are faint of heart," Sharon said, lifting the hem of her skirt. "The lipstick doesn't lie ladies." There on the center of her crotch was the brightly colored pink stain of lipstick, where Kristie had kissed her. 
 
    "You could have done that," said Doris, her voice shaking. 
 
    "The color of the lipstick, my friends, is spring; and you know that I'm an autumn," she said pointing to her own burgundy colored lips. 
 
    "But you're married," Doris said. Her voice shook even more and she looked flush. 
 
    "I may be married honey, but I ain't dead and a pussy licking is a pussy licking. Hell, Doris, if you've got something against a pussy licking, then don't ring the goddamn bell," Sharon said. "Besides, I've seen George lately. He's put on a few pounds. Somehow he doesn't seem to be the kind to get down on his knees to please you. Tell us Doris, how long has it been for you?" 
 
    She's lying, she has to be lying," Doris said as she turned her back and returned to her cubicle, before Sharon could ferret out any more details of her private life. But down inside, she knew Sharon was right. It had been a long time since she had been pleased - *really pleased*. And when the time came, as much as the thought embarrassed her, she would pick up the bell and ring it. 
 
    Inside her office Kristie had her purse open and was doing her best to get her face back in order. She wondered how she had ever gotten into this fix. It was bad enough that Sharon had used her like some sort of sex slave, but now the cruel woman even expected Kristie to follow her orders about how to dress - among other things. She wanted to refuse, but even thinking about it set her loins on fire with lust and her will to resist disappear. 
 
    God, what was going to happen when someone else rang the bell? How could she refuse her other employees, what she had done for Sharon? Worse, Sharon had told her to do it. Even if she refused the women, she knew without a doubt Sharon could and *would* make her do it. And if the other reps saw that Sharon could make her do things, she would lose all respect from them. In their eyes, Sharon would be the boss. 
 
    No, better that she willingly toss their cookies. Yes, she would paste a smile on her face and thank them for their sales, then kneel down and pleasure them . . . black, white, young, or old. The thought of it sent a delicious thrill of pleasure through her slightly sore sex. She wanted to touch herself, but she remembered Sharon's warning and she dare not ask for permission just yet. 
 
    Well it could be worse. Thankfully, if the last two weeks were any indication, the bell wouldn't be ringing very much. 
 
    But little did she know that out on the sales floor, the reps were wondering. Was it true? Had Kristie really given oral sex to Sharon as a sales incentive? It couldn't be true. No one would ever stoop so low as to do such a thing. 
 
    But what if it was true? If Kristie offered, would they take her up on it? Some knew the answer automatically and others didn't. But one by one they began to sell. They wouldn't take no for an answer. Contract by contract, they sold insurance on Discover cards, even calling some people up three times in a row, beating them into submission in much the same way Kristie had been beaten into submission. 
 
    Yes, the bell would be ringing. The bell would be ringing often. And if you're out there at home some place - watching TV or eating dinner when the phone rings. When you pick it up and it's Discover, trying to sell you a credit card or insurance on your cards. Say yes. Say yes and know that somewhere, down on her knees, sits a young girl, fresh out of college, her face sticky and wet, her tongue tired and sore, thanking the rep you bought it from the only way she knows how - by tossing her cookies. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 64 
 
    Prudence tried not to look, truly she did, but there out of the corner of her eye she could see her dorm-mate Jessica - naked on the bed, reading a magazine. Prudence shifted in the bed and curled her arm around her book. Tried to concentrate on her homework, yet Jessica held a pen, a pen that was moving further and further down between her thighs. Prudence tried her best to ignore where that pen was moving. 
 
    Prudence tried to get her mind off of that pen. Tried to think of the weeks before she moved in the dorm. When she filled out the dorm application. Did she smoke, did she drink, etc.? Then through some mathematical formula the college matched her with Jessica. She wished the questionnaire had asked one more question....are you an exhibitionist. She had tried to get reassigned, yet the RA asked what her hangup was? They were both girls...she wasn't going to see anything she didn't see everyday. 
 
    But Prudence wasn't used to seeing anyone else other than herself naked. She was an only child. And she had always been shy. Oh God, she couldn't help but look again...Jessica was doing it. She was going to do it again. 
 
    Prudence looked out the corner of her eye, careful to remain unobserved. She saw Jessica move her leg over. Now her dorm-mate was propped up against the poster covered cinderblock wall facing her, one leg bent at the knee resting on the bed, the other spread wide, her foot propped up on the bed frame out beside her. In her peripheral vision, Prudence could see everything. And it wasn't just that her room mate was naked, no, her fingertip was now now circling her clit. Around and around. Looking at her magazine she gave a low breathy moan. Prudence wasn't even trying to concentrate on her studies anymore. She couldn't help but watch the scene unfold. 
 
    Had the girl no shame? Prudence couldn't imagine doing such a humiliating activity under someone else's watchful gaze. Worse, the thought of it was causing Prudence to become aroused. It could be that it had been far too long since she had an orgasm herself. Before college, she usually pleasured herself twice a week or so. But since college, she hadn't found the opportunity to be alone. Jessica was always there. And she wasn't like Jessica..she couldn't just do it with someone in the room...possibly watching. She had even tried at night, but the blinds did little to darken the room and Jessica had seen her...had asked what she was doing. 
 
    I can't get comfortable, Prudence had replied. She was so aroused she had been unable to get to sleep until three in the morning. Shifting on the bed, Prudence couldn't seem to get comfortable now either. 
 
    "Are you watching me Prude?" Jessica asked. 
 
    "No..." Prudence replied, her voice hesitant. She wished she were more forceful sometimes. Wished she could tell Jessica not to call her Prude. 
 
    "So you aren't watching me?" Jessica asked. 
 
    Prudence knew she had been caught in a lie and sought to save face. "I wish you wouldn't do that." 
 
    "Do what?" Jessica's fingers moved faster. Her hips began to pump. She gave a short gasp. 
 
    "What it is that you are doing." Prudence was becoming exasperated. The girl knew exactly what she was doing, knew how much it bugged her, but Prudence refused to give her the satisfaction of naming it. 
 
    "Reading a magazine?" Jessica put the magazine down. Her gaze was focused Prudence, whose head was down in her book, doing her best to ignore the masturbating girl across from her. But the blush on her cheeks gave her away. 
 
    "You know what I'm talking about." She turned the page in the book. Why did she let Jessica get to her like this? 
 
    "It has a name Prude," Jessica said. "What is it that I'm doing? You can't even say it can you?" 
 
    Why was she having such a hard time saying it? Masturbating. She had said it before. Yet somehow, now, it was difficult to get her mouth around the word. It wasn't a dirty word, yet somehow it felt as though it were. 
 
    "Masturbating." 
 
    "Do you have some sort of hangup? Are you gay or something?" Jessica asked. 
 
    "No..." Prudence stammered, suddenly on the defensive. "I'm not gay." 
 
    "I think you must be gay, otherwise you wouldn't be peeping at me. Always peeping, never looking," Jessica said. "Maybe I should go to the RA and see about getting a new room mate. Maybe they can put you in a room with another gay girl. I bet you would like that." 
 
    "I - I'm not gay." Prudence felt a flush go to her cheeks. 
 
    "Ever had sex with a boy?" Jessica asked. 
 
    There was a pause for a few seconds. "Yes." Prudence lied. 
 
    "You are such a liar." Jessica said. 
 
    "I - I'm not gay." 
 
    "Then why are you so afraid to look at me?" Jessica said. "I'm turning you on, aren't I?" 
 
    "You aren't turning me on. I'm about to gag." Prudence lied once again. Now she started to doubt herself. Why was she turned on? Was Jessica right? Was she gay? She liked boys. But she was still a virgin, so she really didn't know. 
 
    "Then prove you aren't afraid." Jessica got up and pulled Prudence up by her hand, sitting her down at her seat. "Or are you afraid of what you will find out." 
 
    "I'm not afraid." But Prudence was trembling inside. 
 
    Jessica pushed the assorted books and papers out of the way and sat down naked on top of Prudence's desk. She spread her legs, one foot on each of Prudence's arm rests. Her room mate was trapped. Now the fun could really begin. 
 
    "Look at me." Jessica said. 
 
    The girl had the presumption to sit her naked bottom down on her desk...on her papers! There was no telling what sort of disgusting things were ruining her work. Then Prudence looked up from her lap and into Jessica's blue eyes. 
 
    "Not there - here," Jessica said. She reached under her large breasts and held them up for her room mate's inspection. "Do you like these? Are you a breast girl Pru?" 
 
    Prudence wasn't a breast girl. She glanced up at Jessica's breasts. She was slightly jealous of their size, a full c- cup, compared to her b cup. But, they didn't even make her blush, and Prudence began to feel a bit more confident, Jessica was wrong. She was not gay. Not at all...that is not until Jessica began to tweak her nipples, making them stand up hard and firm. So proud and confident. And it made Prudence want to curl inside herself. 
 
    "A nipple girl hmmmm?" Jessica smiled, as Prudence blushed all the harder. "Do my nipples turn you on little queer? Do you want to suck them, hmmm?" 
 
    "No..." Prudence whispered. She couldn't believe how relaxed her roommate appeared to be, naked on the desk, only feet from her, showing off her hard nipples. Tweaking them. Tugging them. In a way she was envious. At the same time she was extremely uncomfortable. Prudence never did that to her own, even when she masturbated which only occurred rarely. 
 
    "Look how your cheeks warm. I bet I know something else you like. Look down here," Jessica said, her hands roaming down her stomach, then up her thighs. Between her thumb and her forefinger, she spread herself, pink wet lips glistening under the lamplight. She licked her other forefinger, even though it was unnecessary, then began to rub her clit in small circles. "Look Pru, pink, just like my nipples." 
 
    Prudence couldn't bring herself to watch. She looked back up into Jessica's eyes. Those big blue eyes met her own gaze...it was Prudence who looked away. But before she looked away, she glanced down. Down to a wet sex and busy fingers. 
 
    "You are a lez, aren't you?" Jessica said. Her fingers moving faster. Her breath growing heavy. "You are afraid you will jump my bones if you look at me, aren't you? Do you fantasize about me Pru? Hmmm? Jumping my bones?" 
 
    "No..." Prudence whispered so lightly she could barely be heard. She shifted her gaze down from the book case, down between Jessica's lean wide spread thighs. Watching her roommate pleasure herself... to masturbate. She had never been that close to a pussy before...not even her own. She could see everything. Her damp sandy blonde curls. Her pink lips. Her clit. She could watch Jessica's hips move up and down. She could see her roommate's hole clench in pleasure. Jesus, had this girl no shame? 
 
    Jessica had no shame when it came to this. She had always been somewhat of an exhibitionist. But she had never had someone like this. Almost captive. Forced to watch. God, it was a turn on. It made her heart race. Her blood surge. Pleasure rush through her body. 
 
    "You want this pussy don't you?" Jessica said, displaying her sex between her fingers. "Your cheeks are red from excitement. I can see your little nipples poking through your T-shirt. I might not be as good as you in my studies, but I know when someone wants me. And you want me Pru. I can tell. You want me just as much as any boy has wanted me. Maybe more." 
 
    "I don't...want it...or you..." Prudence stammered. Her mind was awash with confusing emotions. She was turned on and she didn't understand why. Whatever the case, she had no intention of Jessica finding out. "It's -just that I- I'm cold." 
 
    "Then prove it," Jessica said. Now her finger wasn't just rubbing her clit. Every once and awhile it would dip down to her opening. Pump in and out a few time and then travel back up to rubbing her clit. 
 
    "I can't," Prudence stammered. "What do you want a lie detector test?" 
 
    "Sure you can," Jessica said. "You've seen my pussy. Now let's see yours. Let me see if you are wet. Girls get wet when they get turned on Pru. Like a wet little lie detector. No matter how much you lie to my face, that pussy will tell me the truth. Show me that pussy. If you aren't wet, then you aren't gay. We'll just drop it from now on. Show it to me. Show me how straight you are my little Pru." 
 
    "No," Prudence whispered aghast at the notion. Not only was she far too shy, she knew what her roommate would discover. She could feel her juices running down the crack of her bottom. I'm not going to - to show myself to you." 
 
    "Such a prude Pru," Jessica said. "Too embarrassed. Nobody here but us girls. Okay, let's make it even easier. Take off your panties. Let me see them. If they are wet...then I'll know why. We'll both know what you are. But we know that already. You're a queer. My little queer roomie." 
 
    "But you are turned on," Prudence tried to get on the offensive. "Doesn't that make you gay?" 
 
    "I'm turned on because I'm masturbating dummy. Looking at Brad Pitt in a magazine. Go look at it if you don't believe me." Jessica said. "And I was masturbating before you started peeping at me. Long before you sat down in front of me. Leering at me. I can see the hunger in your eyes." 
 
    "Just let me up," Prudence gave up on the argument. She had lost and she knew it. She was turned on. She just wanted to cut her losses. 
 
    "You don't want me to tell the RA that you are a queer do you?" Jessica said. "I could tell everyone. This is a private school, a religious school. I wonder what they'd do to you. Ogling your roommate. Leering at me. A queer. A little peeping pervert queer. Oh at the very least...I bet they wouldn't let you take a shower with all the little straight girls." 
 
    "Please," Prudence begged. "Just let me get up." 
 
    "Or it could stay our little secret," Jessica said. "Would you like that Prude?" 
 
    It took a moment for Prudence to answer. She knew there would be a price for the secret to be kept. "Yes." 
 
    "I've been thinking," Jessica said. "Move your chair closer, while I tell you my idea." 
 
    Prudence refused to move. She didn't like where this was leading. 
 
    "Hey everyone, Prudence is a queer! Prudence is a queer!" Jessica said loud enough for someone out the door or in the suite next to theirs to hear. 
 
    "Be quiet," Prudence said. "Please." 
 
    "Then move the chair closer....queer." 
 
    Prudence bit back her retort. She didn't like being called a queer. Besides she wasn't one. But she didn't fight with Jessica over it. Otherwise the girl might start shouting again. So she meekly edged her chair closer to her desk and her naked roommate. Less than a foot, but it felt like a mile. From safety and security to cold fear. She couldn't just see her roommates pussy. She could smell it's musky odor. 
 
    "Let me tell you what I've been thinking," Jessica said. "I'm not like the rest of the people around here. I like to think of myself as being open-minded. So I said self, you know, having a pervie little queer for a roommate might not be so bad." 
 
    "But I'm not...I'm not....gay," Prudence said. 
 
    "Do you see what I'm doing with my fingers?" Jessica said, ignoring Prudence's rebuttal. "Do you queer." 
 
    "Yes." Prudence watched her roommate. Watched her fingers making small circles over her clit. Watched her plunge her finger in. Watched her move back and begin to diddle again. 
 
    "While you were peeping at me. I had a cool idea. I thought, you know my fingers felt really good, but you know what might feel even better? If Prudence put her hand on top of mine. That would feel super-duper," Jessica said. "Do it. I want you to feel what I'm doing." 
 
    God, she couldn't believe she was doing this. She knew she was crossing a line from passively watching and moving to participation. Timidly she reached out and rested her hand on top of her roommate's. 
 
    "There you go Pru," Jessica said. "Pay close attention. See what we are doing? First we go 'round and 'round that pretty clit. Then we go up and down that sexy slit. And here's the best part...especially for a queer like you. Watch close now. In and out ... in and out... that hot pussy hole." 
 
    Prudence kept her hand on Jessica's as she narrated what she was doing. Making small quick circles over her clit. Then moving her finger slowly up and down her slit. Finally moving it in and out her tight pussy, before starting back where she began. However, this time there was a difference. She didn't move her hand as much. 
 
    "Gosh Pru, guess what? My hand is getting tired...real tired," Jessica said. "I need you to help me Pru. Help my poor tired hand this time. You know what I like. Guide my hand for me." 
 
    Prudence was aghast. She couldn't believe what she was doing. She was practically masturbating another girl. But there didn't seem to be another choice. Well, there was an obvious one. She could refuse. But then what would happen if Jessica told, which she probably would. It would be her word against Jessica's, and Prudence couldn't even talk about it without stammering and getting confused. That only left one option. Doing as best she could, she began to move Jessica's fingers in circles over her clit. 
 
    "Tell me what you are doing you perve queer." Jessica said. "Just like I did for you." 
 
    "Ar-around and around the clit." Prudence stammered. God, she was going to have to talk about it after all. She wanted this to be over. She was hot. She was wet. Her mind conflicted and confused. She knew this wasn't right. Worse, she had picked a religious college to make sure she wasn't led astray, and now this- she was masturbating her female roommate. 
 
    "Say it right Prude," Jessica said. "Just like I did." 
 
    But it was so hard to say it. Saying it gave the meaning to what she was doing. A pretty clit. She had never thought of a clit being pretty before. But a lesbian would think of a clit as being pretty. And it was kind of pretty. Yet, that meant.... 
 
    "Up and down that sexy slit," Prudence whispered, her voice cracking. Jessica wasn't helping at all. No matter how hard she tried to use Jessica's finger, her own kept touching her roommate's wet nether lips. Her sexy slit. 
 
    "I don't want to say that stuff any more," Prudence said. "I can't even remember what comes next." 
 
    "Come on Prude," Jessica said. "You are helping me. And I'm giving you exactly what you want. Now say it . Or should we check those panties of yours? I bet they will tell the truth about how much you are enjoying this. Shall we check? Oh please, I really want to. Maybe we can get the suite mates to help. How about that? I bet Brenda and Ashely, and Megan, and Cindy could strip you out of them in no time. I bet they are curious too. I've heard them talk about it...wondering if you were queer. I bet they'd pay money to know for sure." 
 
    The suite mates were a bunch of drunks and sluts that had little in common with Prudence, but they got along with Jessica beautifully. She was sure they would be glad to help, just like Jessica had said. She couldn't bear the thought of her secrets being put on display. She shuddered at the image in her mind, being forcefully stripped, her soiled panties being laughed at...then they would make fun of wetness .... her body...just like the boys and girl back in high school. Worse, they would call her queer. A pervert queer. She had to obey. It was her only option. 
 
    "In and out....in and..." Prudence stammered, not just from having to say those dreaded words, but also because she couldn't seem to get Jessica's fingers to go inside herself. She tried several different ways, but nothing seemed to work. Her own fingers grew more and more slimy. Wet. Soiled. And then somehow, her finger slipped into that hot wet hole, causing Jessica to moan out loud. Prudence kept going. In and out. It seemed pointless to stop now. 
 
    "Oh Pru, that feels so good," Jessica purred. "You have such skillful fingers..but I knew a girl like you would. Now, keep going. Tell me what you are doing now...say it queer." 
 
    "In and out...that hot.....pussy....hole...." Prudence said, practically choking on the words. She wasn't the sort of girl to say pussy. The word wasn't even part of her vocabulary. It felt foreign. Alien to her tongue. Worse, she was saying it and actually using her own fingers. She was masturbating her roommate, there were no ifs and or buts about it. A queer. She may not have been one before, but she was one now. Or at least very close to it. 
 
    "That feels good," Jessica said in a breathy whisper. "Now start again. Remember to tell me what you are doing." 
 
    Prudence continued masturbating her roommate. Jessica had withdrawn her hand, so Prudence was only using her own . She began to learn what her roommate liked. When she liked it fast. When she liked it slow. Even saying what she was doing grew easier. She was doing quite well...up until the point where Jessica ordered her to wet her finger. 
 
    "Excuse me?" Prudence said. 
 
    "Your finger feels rough .... get it wet for me." 
 
    At first, Prudence tried to get it wet by moistening it in the depths of Jessica's sex. 
 
    "That's not the way you do it dummy," Jessica said. "Get it nice and wet. Use your mouth. Don't worry, I'm open-minded. I'm not worried about getting coodies from a queer like you." 
 
    Prudence didn't want to offend her roommate, but she was worried of just that. A girl like Jessica. A girl who would walk around naked. Who wore slutty clothes. Who didn't have any qualms of masturbating in front of her roommate. What sort of girl did that? Not a decent girl, that was for sure. 
 
    But soon Jessica took matters into her own hands and pushed her index finger into Prudence's mouth, then began to masturbate again. Then brought it back to Prudence's lips again. A finger. It wasn't Prudence's finger, but it was a finger that had none the less been buried inside another girl just moments before. And it wasn't so bad. 
 
    Prudence opened willingly this time. Soon she was back to masturbating Jessica again. Except now, at times, Jessica would order her to wet her fingers. To get them nice and slick. And Prudence would stick her slimy digits into her mouth to get them wet again, even though in her opinion Jessica was plenty wet without the additional lubrication. And poor Prudence, more and more she wanted to stop, but couldn't seem to find a good way to do so. Couldn't get a word in edgewise between having to give a running commentary on what sort of strokes she was using and then there was Jessica demanding ever more. Worse, she was now being berated for her performance. 
 
    "Are you hopelessly stupid? Of all the queers in the world and I get a dumb one." Jessica said. "It's two short strokes and then all the way in. Then you got back up to the clit again. For someone who likes girls, you are terrible at this. I should call you fumble fingers the hopeless queer." 
 
    "I'm not stupid Jessica...I just haven't done this before..." Prudence stammered. 
 
    "I'm getting dry while you are talking," Jessica said. "Get those rough fumble fingers of yours wet and get back to it. Idiot..." 
 
    "In and out that pretty pussy," Prudence said obediently after wetting her slimy fingers and returning to work. 
 
    "That hot pussy," Jessica corrected. "I know that little brain of yours has a hard time remembering. And I think we both know how pretty you think it is from the way you've been peeping at me. Now start again." 
 
    Slowly but surely Prudence was going further and further down the dark path of submission. She wasn't ignoring that little voice in the back of her head that told her to fight back. To not do this. Yet every time she tried to heed the voice. It only seemed to lead her further and further into submission. Now she was using both hands - one rubbing - the other thrusting. Licking her fingers when she switched hands. 
 
    Jessica grew hotter and hotter. Sweating. Thrusting. Tweaking her nipples while Prudence pleasured her down below. Moaning. The fire between her legs was raging. She began cursing. "Work that pussy. God it feels so good. Tell me what you are doing queer...I ask you to do that one simple thing and you keep forgetting. How hard is it to remember that one simple thing? It is easy, isn't it? Yet you keep forgetting like a little queer airhead. 
 
    "Round and round that pretty clit," Prudence stammered. 
 
    "Ahhh...that's better. Mmmmm...now switch hands. Don't forget to get that finger nice and wet before you put in in me dummy. Oh yeah. Fuck....that's it. Right there. Right there." 
 
    It was the best cum of Jessica's life. She knew that exhibition alone wasn't going to do it for her in the future. She wanted more now. She didn't just want to make someone hot, when they couldn't have her, she wanted to make them do other things....dirty things. She wanted to dominate them...specifically her prudish roommate. 
 
    And poor Prudence. She felt confused. And a bit used. She kept thinking about what had happened. How she had masturbated her roommate without getting any pleasure in return. How another girl had turned her on. She didn't want to be gay. And yet there was Jessica, still naked, still showing off her pretty body. It even seemed that Jessica had turned her exhibitionism up yet another notch. Before, she had been casual about it, pretending that Prudence wasn't even in the room. Now, everything she did seemed to be teasing Prudence in one fashion or another. Then Prudence wondered if it wasn't Jessica that was teasing more, or if she was reading more into it now that she had noticed. Now that she had pleasured her. 
 
    These thoughts plagued her mind, even later when the lights were cut off and both girls were in their twin beds. Prudence listened carefully. It seemed Jessica was asleep. Prudence was still wide awake. She had thought of nothing but sex since she had masturbated Jessica. Now it was her turn. Quietly....so very quietly she moved her pillow down between her legs. Then her narrow hips began to pump. Ever so gently. God, she was hot. 
 
    She hated having a roommate at times like this. Trying to keep so very quiet. She tried fantasizing of Justin Timberlake - just to prove Jessica wrong. Just to prove that she wasn't gay. But it wasn't Justin that kept invading her fantasy. It was Jessica. On top of her. Kissing her. Rubbing against her. Pussy to pussy. Breast to breast. Long smooth legs against her own. 
 
    "What are you doing over there Prude?" Jessica said, interrupting her revere. 
 
    "Nothing..." Prudence said, instantly wishing she had pretended to be asleep. "I just can't seem to get comfortable. 
 
    "Are you masturbating Prude?" Jessica teased. "Is the little queer having dirty thoughts about me?" 
 
    "No..." Prudence said. She could feel her cheeks grow warm as Jessica's remark struck too close to home. Then Prudence's heart began to race as she felt the bed give next to her. It was Jessica. What would she do if Jessica wanted to make love? She knew she probably would let her do as she wanted. She wouldn't initiate it though. She would have liked to, but she couldn't bring herself to. Her body trembled from fear of it. 
 
    "And just what are you doing with these naughty hands?" asked Jessica. 
 
    "Nothing.." Prudence stammered. 
 
    "Then you won't mind if we make sure...." Jessica said. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Prudence's voice shook. She had kept herself pliable in hopes that Jessica would kiss her. Would rub her body against her own, just like in her fantasy. But instead, Prudence's wrists were being tied to her bed frame. 
 
    "Keeping these wicked hands of yours out of trouble..." Jessica said. "If you weren't doing anything naughty, you shouldn't mind at all. I'm not interrupting you from doing anything dirty am I little Prude?" 
 
    "No..." Oh but Jessica was interrupting. Yet, Prudence couldn't bring herself to say it. To say, she was masturbating. Having dirty thoughts of her female roommate. Even after she had done the very same thing to her roommate earlier that night. Had even described what she was doing. Still, she didn't want to be tied. And she was just about to say so when Jessica made a discovery...pulling her pillow from between Prudence's thighs. 
 
    "What's this little queer?" Jessica asked. "Did your pillow move down here all on its own?" 
 
    "No," Prudence stammered. "I was - I was just trying to get comfortable." 
 
    "It smells like you were getting real comfortable with it," Jessica teased. "Is that what you call it? Getting comfortable? You wanted to get it smelling all yummy so you can lay your head in the wet spot? Is that what a little queer does to get to sleep? To have nice sexy dreams? To dream of me? God, you so pathetic. Yet, you know what Pru? It kind of has me turned on." 
 
    "No I mean- I was just- " Prudence stammered. There seemed to be no good explanation now and Jessica had assumed the worst. Then she heard the last and stopped. Jessica was turned on. Just like her. Would it happen? Just like her fantasies? 
 
    'If you want sweet dreams," Jessica said. "I think I may even give you what you want. I can't believe I'm considering letting you do it you perverted little queer....but...I'm so goddamn hot..." 
 
    Oh God, was all Prudence could think of as Jessica's very naked body moved up further and further. Moved up until Prudence's head lay trapped between Jessica's athletic thighs. And then she felt curly hair against her nose. Could smell the hot muskiness. Could practically taste it. Then she felt delicate lips kiss her own. But this wasn't like her fantasy. No soft body gliding against her own. No dextrous tongue probing her mouth. No, it was her tongue doing the probing. But not at first. Jessica first had to admonish her several times. Ask her, what are you waiting for? This is your only chance...and it's only because I'm having a moment of weakness. God you are pathetic. Lick me you stupid queer. 
 
    This wasn't like her fantasy. Jessica wasn't kissing her or gently touching her hard nipples. And there was no one grinding against her pelvis. There was only Jessica grinding her pussy against her mouth. Ordering her to lick fast. To lick slow. To kiss. To suck her cum. To tongue fuck her. Faster and faster. No, not like that damnit. Slower. Gently. Prudence didn't even think to resist. She was so hot. 
 
    She licked her roommates wet pussy. Every inch of it. From her pretty clit to her sexy slit. She sucked her sweet nectar. She worshiped at that altar. It made her feel...so tingly. Perhaps, when it was over...surely Jessica would... 
 
    But even after the moans had stopped, after the bedsprings had long since ceased to squeak. After Jessica had finally dismounted her roommate's sodden face and sore lips. Even after Jessica had briefly roamed her hands over Prudence's willing body. There was no protest as Jessica's hands moved down to Prudence's pelvis, to rub against her hot sex through her night shirt. Those petite thighs parted willingly as if for a long lost lover. the spread wide, hanging off the small twin bed. Pushing the night shirt out of the way. Her pelvis thrust up. Making herself available for whatever would be in store. Offering what had never been offered before. Praying for it. 
 
    "God, you wore me out," Jessica said. then stumbled to her bed on shaky feet. She took a bottle of water from the nightstand and guzzled it. "You are something else, you know that." 
 
    But what about me? Prudence wondered. Laying here. Stewing in my own juices. So turned on. So fucking hot. Oh please. But she grew shameful. Her legs closed tightly. Yet, still her slim thighs squeezed together. God, she was hot. 
 
    "Oh I almost forgot," Jessica said. 
 
    And Prudence thought....oh yes! Yes! It's my turn! 
 
    But instead of her roommate going down on her - returning the favor...there was something being put over her head. 
 
    "There you are," Jessica said. "Just like I promised. Sweat dreams!" 
 
    Prudence didn't know what it was at first. Even when Jessica went back to bed to lay down. Without the use of her hands, and in the dim room, she couldn't figure it out for several minutes. Her eyes were uncovered, but her nose and mouth covered. She could smell nothing but the musk of sex. Then it hit her. They were Jessica's panties. Sweet dreams?!? She was going to smell her roommate all night. The musk on her face was even more intense than that on the panties, yet they did serve a purpose...they trapped her in that musk. Enveloped her in it. Made her wallow in it. Frustrated her to no end. 
 
    Prudence lay there, so wet. So needful. She tried not to think of her situation. Her helplessness. Her subjugation. Tried not to fantasize. Yet, she did. This time, the fantasies were even more real and had taken a darker turn. She dreamed she was only a few inches tall...and Jessica had discovered her. She asked her roommate for help. To take her to the science department. Jessica didn't take her to the science department. Had told her she could crush her between her fingers. Suggested that she stay in her good graces. Then she picked Jessica up and put her in her panties. Prudence did what was necessary to stay in those good graces. Had pleased that gigantic pussy as best as she was able. 
 
    The next morning Jessica availed herself of her roommate's predicament once more. She yawned, stretched, then padded over to her roommate's bound body, slipped off the panties she had put over the girl's head, and mounted her. Riding her until she orgasm once again. Did it with such a casualness, as if it were the same as brushing her teeth. 
 
    This was the routine for the rest of the week. Prudence licking her roommate every night and also in the morning. Sometimes she was tied, other times she wasn't. Sometimes she would lick her during the evening as well. And every time Prudence wondered, maybe this will be my turn. Jessica would touch her occasionally. Would roam her hands briefly over her roommate's body. Prudence would moan and thrust against her in return. Please, she begged in her mind. I'm yours. Take me. I love you. Do whatever you will with me. It was written in her eyes. In her body. The way she talked. Even in the way she walked. But she couldn't say the words. Somehow it grew harder and harder to even think of saying them. 
 
    She had mental conversations during class. I love you Jessica. Please lick me tonight, it's my turn. It's only fair. Tonight I'm yours. But then in the dorm, with Jessica looking at her so....boldly...it made her knees grow weak. Soon, her rehearsed words were forgotten, and she would be on her knees...licking...sucking...worshiping. 
 
    Prudence began to have new conversations in her mind. Tonight when she asks if I'm going to be a good girl tonight. I'll say no. And instead of saying, "Are you sure you want to be a good little girl, and not a dirty rotten little whore slut." Jessica would ask, "Then tell me what type of girl you want to be?" And Prudence would say, "Tonight I want to be a dirty rotten whore slut." Then she would be able to do whatever she wanted. 
 
    Yet that never seemed to happen. Each night Prudence would look down at Jessica's bare feet, would look up shyly through her long bangs, and stammer that she wanted to be a good girl. And each night her naughty hands were secured to the headboard. And each night Jessica would mount her. Would be licked by her. Serviced by her. She had even taken to mounting her in reverse. Taking pleasure with her other orifice as well. And Jessica would gasp in her husky voice, "I wish I could be good girl like you little Prude....but I've gotten a bit wet from thinking about your hot tongue. Do you think you can manage to do it right this time? Last time was a bit disappointing." And Prudence would try even though she knew Jessica would scold her for being lazy...for not doing it right...for not getting her tongue right up in there. And then Jessica would come and moan and cry out, and then her hands would roam the body of her frustrated roommate. To feel the need pent up in that slim willing body. A body that wanted so desperately to give itself, but a mind that was trapped. 
 
    While Jessica lay on her own bed, her soft snores filling the room. Prudence would be having yet one more night of silent frustration, her slim thighs pressed tightly together. Trying so desperately, but never quite succeeding in providing enough friction to take her over the edge...and into oblivion. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Story 65 
 
    Laura didn't like school. It was tough enough with all the studying and the homework, but, what made it almost unbearable was her mother. Laura loved her mother dearly, but her choice in men left a lot to be desired. It was her mother's fault that she didn't have a father. And it was her mother's fault that they were poor. That Laura didn't have nice clothes like the other girls. That she wasn't able to go to after-school activities. But most of all, it was her mother's fault that she had no ride home from school. That she was reduced to begging almost every day. 
 
    Laura felt like crying as she looked out at the school parking lot. It was empty save for one car. Well, there were always the few teachers that were left, but they would ask questions. Like, "Where's your parents? Why didn't you ride the bus?" 
 
    And there were answers she didn't want to give. Her mother was at work and they had moved into a new apartment, which was out of the school district. When they moved, Laura chose to keep going to the same school even though it was across town. Her best friend Betsy didn't mind taking her. It was only a mile or two out of her way. The only problem was, Betsy's father got laid off, and Betsy and her whole family moved two weeks into the school year. 
 
    Just then, Laura saw someone exit the gym. She cursed inwardly when she realized who it was. It was Kim Morris, stuck up bitch extraordinaire. Well, there was no help for it. She took a deep breath to calm her nervous butterflies, and set off at a pace to bring her to Kim's car, just as the girl opened her door. 
 
    "Hi Kim." 
 
    "Oh Hi Laura." 
 
    "Listen," said Laura. "My ride fell through today, and I was wondering. . ." 
 
    "Sure," Kim said. "Get in." 
 
    Laura couldn't believe her luck. Kim drove a Ford Explorer, and it was almost brand new. People like that never let anyone ride with them. Their rich parents were too worried about getting sued to allow their kids to tote anyone else around. 
 
    "Thanks," Laura managed to say, before getting in the vehicle. 
 
    "So," Kim asked. "Where do you live?" 
 
    Laura could feel her insides clench as she told. Another reason girls like Kim didn't give Laura rides, was that she lived on the poor side of town. Well out of the way from where Kim would be going. 
 
    "That's a little out of my way," Kim said. "You mind if we swing by my house first?" 
 
    "Sure," Laura said. Her mom wasn't due home for hours. Besides, it would be nice to see how the other half lived. 
 
    When Kim pulled into the drive of a very large brick home, Laura couldn't help but feel jealous. The garage even had an automatic door. 
 
    "Come on in," said Kim. "What time do you have to be home?" 
 
    "Not for a couple of hours," said Laura. 
 
    Laura did her best to contain her sheer amazement at the lavish house, but she couldn't help but let it show. The kitchen floor had real stone tile flooring and the appliances were stainless steel. There was even a fresh flower arrangement. "This is really nice," she said, running her hand over the smooth stainless steel surface of the refrigerator. 
 
    Kim winced. "You're not supposed to touch that," she said. "It leaves fingerprints." 
 
    "Sorry." Laura blushed. She realized her social status was showing like a red flag. 
 
    "There's stainless cleaner under the sink," Kim said. "You mind cleaning your prints off?" 
 
    "No," Kim replied. Actually, she did mind. She thought it was very poor form to ask a guest to clean, but she still needed a ride home. Besides, they were her fingerprints. It wasn't easy finding the supplies in a strange house, but eventually she found the cleaner and the paper towels and cleaned the surface of the refrigerator. 
 
    "Finished?" Kim called from the living room. 
 
    "Yes," Laura yelled back. 
 
    "Will you bring me a Diet Coke?" Kim said. "Cups are in the cabinet beside the 'fridge and the coke is inside. Watch the fingerprints. Do you know how to work the icemaker?" 
 
    "Yes," Laura replied. 'Do I look stupid?' she thought to herself. The lever on the front said press for ice. Although she did feel a little stupid when ice and water filled the cup. She dumped it out and tried again, this time moving the lever from ice and water to ice only. 
 
    "Thanks," Kim said, taking the cup from Laura without turning from the TV. "You like the Bold and Beautiful?" 
 
    "Yes, but I don't really get time to watch it." 
 
    "Oh that's right," Kim said. "You don't have a car do you? You probably don't even have Tivo. Anyway, have a seat." Kim pointed to the small footstool at her feet. "There's something I want to talk to you about." 
 
    "Okay." Laura sat down on the footstool. It felt a little weird sitting there on the uncomfortable stool when there was so much nice furniture around. 
 
    "Look, I know you don't have a car or anything. I've seen you out bumming rides from people everyday. So what I'm thinking is that maybe I can give you a ride . . .and you, you are going to have to pay me." 
 
    "I can pay you like two dollars every day," Laura said. She could brown bag her lunch and give her lunch money to Kim. Anything would be better than the current situation. 
 
    "Do I look like I need your lunch money?" Kim asked. 
 
    "No," Laura replied, blushing. Wondering how Kim knew it was her lunch money. 
 
    "Here's the deal," Kim said. "But first, I want you to promise that anything that goes on here . . . stays between *us*. Sort of like Vegas." 
 
    "I promise." Besides, since her best friend moved away, there was no one to tell. 
 
    "Good, cause if I hear about you telling, I will ruin you. You have not idea how bad I'll ruin you. Besides, no one would believe you anyway." Kim took a sip of soda before continuing. "When I was at cheerleading camp this summer, one of the girls had a birthday. Well, it was someone else's idea, but she ended up bare-bottom over each of our laps for three licks. 
 
    I'll be honest. I enjoyed it. The only thing was, three licks wasn't nearly enough. That's where you come in." 
 
    "Ah . . .Kim. . ." Laura tried to interrupt. 
 
    "Let me finish," Kim said. "I've got a car, which I can use to take you to and from school. I've got a pool you can use when we come back to my house. I've also got a Playstation and tons of other cools stuff. Really, I think I can make things much nicer for you, but it will cost you a spanking." 
 
    "I-I-I can't," Laura stuttered. God, it did sound nice though, rides for the rest of the year, to and from, a pool, and a friend. But a spanking? That would be like taking money for sex or something. 
 
    "Sure you can," Kim said. "What's the big deal? A few spanks. Look, I'll tell you what. Let me spank you five times right now. Just to let you see what it'll be like. I won't say anything. You won't say anything. It will be like it never happened. Then tomorrow, if we have a deal, all you have to say is, can I have a ride? And look, if it'll make you feel better, we won't even call it a spanking. We'll call it, a *ride*. Hmmmm?" 
 
    "Look Kim, I really can't," Laura protested weakly. 
 
    "Why not. Tabitha did it for nothing on her birthday. You, you're coming out way ahead. Come one. Just five measly licks. Just a little teeny tiny sp- I mean ride, and then I'll take you home." 
 
    Laura was silent, but internally there was a whirlwind of thoughts. Could she? Should she? Should she? In the end, she decided. "Will you . . . will you promise you won't tell." 
 
    "Cross my heart and hope to die," Kim said. She summoned all her willpower to keep the smile from her lips. Laura was going to do it! 
 
    "Okay," Laura said, blushing. 
 
    "Great," Kim said. "We'll do it right over the stool. If you don't mind that is?" 
 
    "Okay." Laura's voice grew meeker by the minute. 
 
    "Just get on your knees. That's a girl. Now lean over the stool. Forehead to the floor. Bottom up nice and high. Oh, that's perfect. Just perfect." 
 
    Well, it wasn't perfect, but it was almost perfect. Kim moved behind Laura and raised the skirt to her hips. When she caught the waistband of her panties, Laura finally objected. 
 
    "What are you doing," she said, reaching back, and keeping hold of her thin cotton panties. 
 
    "You're not going to be able to have them for this ride," Kim said. "But you can pull them back up just as soon as we're done." 
 
    With an inward groan, Laura reluctantly released her panties. Kim slid them down to the girl's knees, then stood up and walked around her classmate. 
 
    Examining her. 
 
    She really couldn't believe her luck. She had thoughts and fantasies of this exact moment ever since she had spanked Tabitha during cheerleading camp, but she never got the opportunity to make them a reality. Then today when she saw her chance with Laura, she seized it, grabbed it and never let go. 
 
    "Are you going to be okay," Kim asked, not really caring about the answer, only asking to delay the moment a little bit longer. 
 
    "Yes," Laura answered. She wished Kim would just do it and get it over with. She felt so vulnerable there with her bottom exposed. 
 
    "How old were you when you had your last spanking?" 
 
    "Twelve - I think," Laura replied. A shiver went down her spine and small chill bumps covered her lean bottom. 
 
    "If we do this again, I want you to count them out," Kim said. "But for now, just relax and let me do the work." 
 
    Kim knelt behind the Laura's upturned bottom. This was going to be ten times better than cheerleading camp, she realized. Where Tabitha had been athletic and toned, Laura was small and skinny. She was going to feel every lick. And Laura's pale pert bottom looked so cute as she tightly clenched her cheeks to avoid exposing her nether regions. It was almost a shame. . .almost. Kim drew back her hand, high over her head and let down with a mighty wallop. 
 
    Smack! "One!" Kim said as she leveled a heavy handed slap to Laura's bottom. 
 
    "Ow!" Laura cried in pain. Shit! It wasn't supposed to hurt. What the fuck? She didn't get a chance to complete her thought. 
 
    Smack! "Two!" Kim smiled broadly. Two angry red handprints decorated Laura's previously pristine ivory bottom. "Are you okay? You act like this is the end of the world or something?" 
 
    "Oww, it hurts! Whew, Jesus!" whined Laura, rubbing her two burning cheeks. Her modesty forgotten, she didn't realize the show she was putting on for her classmate. 
 
    "Don't be such a baby," Kim said. "Only three more. Go on. Move your hands." 
 
    Timidly Laura let go of her blazing bottom and clutched the bottom of the stool. 
 
    Smack! "Three!" Smack! "Four" SMACK! "Five" 
 
    With every lick Laura's ass rode further and further up the stool. Her long limber legs were splayed in every direction. Her spine arched. After the last lick had fallen, she fell back to the stool, hand darting to stinging flesh. 
 
    "Shit," Laura whined. "That hurt!" 
 
    "Hands off!" Kim demanded, grabbing Laura by the wrists. A struggle off wills ensued, which Laura quickly lost, finding herself clutching the back of the stool, her body on display for her classmate. 
 
    Kim stood and circled her prey. Handprints littered Laura's bottom, turning it into a work of art. Kim's art, signed by her hand. Her palm was hot and there was a kind of numb vibration coursing through it. Her palm wasn't the only thing hot. Taking care to stand out of sight of her classmate, she caressed her sex through her clothes. 
 
    God, how she needed to cum, but she didn't dare let Laura find out. 
 
    She circled until Laura's head was at her feet. "This is our little secret, yes?" 
 
    Laura blinked back her tears. "Yes," she whimpered. Oh God, yes. 
 
    "I'm going to pull up your panties now." Kim knelt behind Laura, and began to slowly slide up the girl's panties. "But I'm going to try not to touch where I spanked you, okay?" 
 
    "okay. . ." It sounded like a good idea to Laura. The last thing she wanted was for her bottom to hurt anymore. What she wasn't expecting, is what happened next. 
 
    Instead of pulling them into place, Kim parked the gusset between the red welted bottom cheeks, giving her a wedgie. The thin white material rose up between the lips of Laura's sex by accident. She heard a quick intake of breath, but Laura didn't jerk away. "Are you okay?" Kim asked. 
 
    "yes. . ." Laura was dazed, but she felt something stir within her. Was this turning her on? No, surely not! 
 
    "Good. It wasn't so bad, was it?" 
 
    "no. . ." Laura lied. Her ass was still burning. Throbbing in time to the beat of her heart. And worse, she had acted like a big baby in front of someone she desperately wanted to impress. She prayed she hadn't embarrassed herself too badly. 
 
    "You mind waiting here and watching TV for a few minutes? I have something I need to take care of," Kim asked. 
 
    "okay. . ." Laura had no problem waiting. God, how she wanted Kim to leave. It was all she could do to hold back the tears. 
 
    Kim hurried to the hall bathroom. She gave a parting glance, and saw that Laura was still propped up on the stool. Her red bottom cheeks still parted by her panties. Her skinny body gave a final spasm and then a shudder, and then the sobs started. 
 
    Closing the bathroom door behind her, Kim's hands were in a flurry as she pulled her jeans down to her ankles and slumped down the floor. Her hand darted beneath her panties. Deft fingers circled her clit. She pressed an ear to the door. She could barely hear Laura's soft sobs, but it was enough. To her the sobs were sweeter and sexier than any moan. She could picture those two perfect ivory cheeks littered by her red handprints in her mind. 
 
    Oh God. Fuck. Ugh. Ugh. Her orgasm rushed up through her body and consumed her. Her hips pumped of their own volition. She grabbed a towel that was hanging from the door and bit down on it to suppress her moans. Shit-fuck, she could barely move. It was a climax like no other, except maybe her first. God, she felt weak. Like she had been run over by a truck. It was a feeling she was going to feel again, one way or another. 
 
    Kim washed her hands and face to freshen up and she went back to the livingroom where Laura was waiting for her, sitting primly on the stool as if nothing had happened. 
 
    "Have you played the Sims yet?" Kim asked. 
 
    Laura shook her head. She had a hard time meeting her classmate's gaze. She felt used. She done this for a - a ride. If only she had parents like Kim. She almost started to cry again. 
 
    "Oh, you are going to love it," Kim said. "Let's play. You can just watch me at first, okay?" 
 
    "Okay," Laura said. She was feeling a little better. She had been worried that Kim would make her feel uncomfortable about the thing the - the ride. The ride that was causing her bottom to smart and throb. But, Kim acted as if nothing had ever happened and Laura was happy to play along. She relaxed a little more and settle back to watch Kim play the game she had on TV. The game seemed fun and Kim was very friendly. It felt nice having a friend. 
 
    ************* 
 
    The next day Laura promised herself she would get another ride from someone else. She would start first thing when she got to school and ask around. But, first period turned into second period. By lunch she had settled into a jittery mess. She put it off until after school and imagined herself finding a ride with someone else. But, inside she knew the truth. 
 
    When class ended, she made her way outside and waited. Maybe Kim had already left. It was in the hands of fate. 
 
    Kim walked out of the door chatting with two of her friends. Laura cringed inside, waiting for the girl to say something embarrassing. 
 
    "Hey Laura, you want to ride?" Kim asked. 
 
    "Yes," she said meekly, her pretty eyes flashing shyly beneath her bangs. 
 
    "Bye guys," Kim waved to her friends and walked off with Laura to her car. Laura couldn't help but shiver with pride the way Kim's two friends looked at her in disbelief. God, they were so jealous, she could see it in there eyes. Laura was glad she had made a new friend. As she got into Kim's nice new car, she couldn't help but think that her life was going to get so much better now. 
 
    "Take off your panties," said Kim. "I want you prepared for when I ride you later." 
 
    "What." 
 
    "You heard me. You know our deal. A ride for a ride. I'm not going to do it now, but I want you to always be ready. . .just in case." 
 
    "But-but," Laura stammered. Her hands slipped under her skirt. 'I can't believe I'm doing this,' she thought to herself, but she wasn't going leave the comfort of the car to go begging for another ride. Better the devil she know. Laura shyly slid her panties down to her feet. 
 
    Kim smiled at her new little friend, and drove toward home. On the way, she had a wickedly naughty idea and let her windows down. It had the desired effect. Laura's skirt was being blown by the wind. The poor girl hung tightly to the hem to keep from being exposed. 
 
    "Put your hands to your sides Laura." 
 
    "But-but." Laura started to, but then stopped. "Why?" 
 
    "That's ten licks for questioning me. Don't ever question me." Kim said. "Now hands to your sides. Actually, I have a better idea. Reach behind your back and hold unto the opposite elbow." 
 
    Laura reluctantly complied. 
 
    "Good. Now we are going to play a little game on the way home. We are going to look for red cars. I'm going to say 'ten spanks' and then twenty spanks and so on for every red car I see. But, if you see it first, you will take ten away from the total. . Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes," Laura replied, her gaze still questioning. 
 
    "And you better look for them real hard because whatever we stop at is the number of spanks you get when we get home." 
 
    "Twenty spanks, thirty spanks, forty spanks. . ." Kim began. 
 
    Laura found out the hard way they were starting now. She was already so far behind, she began to panic. "Sixty spanks, fifty spanks . . ." 
 
    "Look behind you . . . over there to the right. Forty spanks, fifty spanks, sixty spanks." 
 
    Laura twisted in her seat, luckily she found two more red cars. "Fifty spanks, forty spanks." 
 
    Her dark muff was visible now between her pale ivory thighs. The wind not only played havoc with the hem of the skirt, but her dark brown curly locks danced as well. 
 
    "Your pussy is showing," Kim said. Her own pussy was turning to cream in her panties. 
 
    Laura let go over her elbows and moved as if to cover her nakedness. 
 
    "Don't you dare," Kim warned. 
 
    Laura's eyes widened like a deer caught in the headlights a full blush infused her cheeks. Kim didn't give her time to think. 
 
    "Fifty spanks," she said as she spotted another red car. Kim quickly pulled ahead in her invented game. Her friend was so embarrassed, she couldn't concentrate on finding cars while making sure to keep her legs tightly crossed and minimizing any movement that might raise her short skirt. 
 
    "One - hun - dred - spanks. . ." Kim said gloating. She squeezed her thighs tightly together. God, she was so close to an orgasm from the mere thought of wearing her friend's ass out. 
 
    Poor Laura's heart dropped at Kim's pronouncement. One hundred spanks. How could she ever bear it? Dear Lord, she wouldn't be able to sit down the next day . . .maybe not even walk. She had to somehow get back in the game. And she had to do it quickly. They were only minutes away from Kim's home. 
 
    She spotted a red car. "Ninety spanks." And then another "Eighty spanks." 
 
    Soon they were on the main drag in town. There were cars to be found in parking lots on both sides of the road. Both girls quickly began adding to and taking away from the total. Laura quickly forgot about her modesty and uncrossed her legs as she sought to find the red cars. She tucked a leg beneath her so she could quickly twist and turn in the passenger seat. 
 
    Kim eyed her classmate's spread crotch while she was unaware of being observed. Her pussy was exposed now, the whole bush. She could even make out the pink petals of her lips. And what a show the girl was putting on too. She was oblivious to Kim's lecherous gaze to busy looking for cars. Kim looked up and saw that an SUV had pulled alongside her car. And older middle aged man had spotted Laura's nakedness, his eyes widened in shock, but he made no move to stop looking. 
 
    "Thirty spanks . . . twenty spanks. . ." The red cars took all of Laura's attention. Not only was she finding them, she was winning. She wondered what would happen if she made it to zero. Afterwards, could she find more cars and perhaps . . . dare she hope? Could she spank Kim? 
 
    "Looks like someone has a fan," Kim said, but Laura was paid her no mind. She was too busy looking for red cars. "I *said* it looks like someone has a fan." 
 
    "What?" Laura said. Then she spied the man staring at her. "Oh!" Laura cried, when she traced his lecherous stare back to her very bare crotch. 
 
    "Don't you dare let go," warned Kim. 
 
    Poor Laura had no idea what to do. She yearned to disobey Kim, to let go of her elbows and pull down her skirt, yet the sound of Kim's voice was so authoritative, it touched something deep inside, something that commanded that she obey. She did the only thing she could; she crossed her long legs modestly and turned away from the window. 
 
    Kim took advantage of Laura's embarrassment and quickly began counting out red cars. Laura was trapped, there was no way for her to keep up, without turning around, and turning around meant possibly exposing herself if someone pulled up. 
 
    "Fifty spanks - sixty spanks - seventy spanks," Kim said. She reached over and placed her hand on her classmate's thigh. "Wow, your ass is going to be so red when I'm done with you. Can you even imagine what it will feel like?" 
 
    The dark-haired girl shifted uneasily in her seat. The hand on her thigh felt hot, and it was also invading her personal space. She couldn't help but think about how close it was to her bare sex. Part of her wanted to pull away, in order to escape the dangerous feelings she was having. Yet, she knew that if she did, Kim might started adding up more spanks. 
 
    "It's going to hurt," Laura said, her voice trembling as she spoke. 
 
    "Oh yeah, it's really going to smart," Kim said, and then paused. "Hey Laura, did you see the look on that guy's face when he saw your pussy?" 
 
    "Yes." The look of his face would forever be etched in Laura's memory. He had seen her privates. He must probably think that she was some sort of hussy for riding around in a car with her bare sex exposed. What would happen if she ran into him somewhere? Laura's cheeks burned at the thought, but deep inside, she felt a shiver of pleasure run through her sex. 
 
    "I'll tell you what," Kim reached over and put her hand on Laura's knee. "If you uncross your legs, we can stop playing the game." 
 
    The hand on Laura's knee felt hot. The way it touched her was so ... possessive. She found herself responding to the touch. Laura glanced around. There were no lecherous men gazing at her. Only her new friend Kim. Her legs parted, and then spread, obediently displaying her privates to Kim. 
 
    "Ewwww...I see what he was so excited about," Kim said. "Or should I say what you are excited about." 
 
    Laura followed her friends gaze down, down to her nest of curly dark hair, oh God, down to moist pink lips and an erect clit. Her legs involuntarily pulled together. 
 
    "Did I say you could close them?" 
 
    Laura shook her head. The hand on her knee pulled her legs back open. She knew she should not allow herself to be manipulated in this manner, yet she found herself willingly submitting to her classmate. 
 
    "Besides, I don't mind," said Kim. "I think it's cool." 
 
    The cool wind blowing from the open windows made Laura even more aware of her near nakedness. Her nipples had hardened into tiny daggers sticking from her shirt and nectar flowed from her aroused sex. Kim's hand stayed on her thigh. The contact was casual, and yet Laura kept thinking, wondering if it were somehow moving closer to her sex. It seemed like forever before they finally reached Kim's house. 
 
    ******** 
 
    "Let's go skinny dipping today," Kim said, as she led Laura to the back patio, twirling Laura's panties around her finger the whole time. 
 
    "What if your mom comes home?" Laura asked. 
 
    "She won't. She never does." 
 
    "I don't know. . ." Laura hesitated. 
 
    "Oh come on, don't be such a chicken shit," Kim said. "Besides, I do it with my other friends all the time." 
 
    "Okay I guess." Laura wasn't very happy about the thought of parading around outside with nothing on, but she knew that popular girls like Kim did things like this, and when in Rome. . . 
 
    "Go ahead, strip off and get in the pool" Kim said. "I'm going back inside and get some sunscreen." 
 
    Kim pretended to be nonchalant about having her naked classmate disrobing in her yard. She even closed the door behind her without looking back. However, she quickly went to the window and peaked out. Watching as her friend took off all her clothes, casting wary eyes around the yard and toward the house. Watched as she slid trembling into the cold water of the pool. 
 
    Laura waded in the pool, looking expectantly at the back of the house waiting for Kim's return. The back door opened and Kim stepped out. To Laura's dismay the pretty blonde was dressed in a bright yellow two piece bikini. 
 
    She had been tricked! Laura contemplated running and putting on her clothes. But, to do so, she would have to leave the partial safety of the water. 
 
    "I thought you said we were skinny dipping?" 
 
    "You are," Kim laughed. "You're skinny and now you're dipping." 
 
    Laura watched in horror as Kim picked up her clothes. "What are these laying around her for? I'll be right back." 
 
    "No!" shouted Laura. She climbed out of the pool, and darted out after her classmate as she ran to the house with her clothes. 
 
    She was too late. She stood cold, shivering, and dripping water. Locked outside. Her clothes inside with her smiling classmate, taunting her from behind the glass doors. 
 
    "Won't mom be surprised when she comes home and sees a naked girl in the backyard?" 
 
    "Not funny," Laura said. "Give me back my clothes." 
 
    "You could run around front," Kim said. "I believe the front door is unlocked." 
 
    For one thing, Laura didn't trust her devilish new friend. For another, she couldn't bare the thought of running naked into the front yard in view of all who passed on the street. 
 
    "Please. . ." Laura begged. 
 
    Kim kept smiling as she brought something up to her eye. It took a second for Laura to realize what it was. Then it flashed. A camera. It flashed again and again. 
 
    "Eeek!" Laura squealed, running back toward the safety of the pool and diving in. 
 
    This time Kim followed along behind, doing her best to capture a record of her friend's cute naked posterior. She put the camera down on the table, and took off her flip flops and shades. "Oh you want to play in the pool, is that it?" She dived gracefully after. 
 
    Laura saw this as her best chance to get the camera. She swam for the ladder, but just as she clutched it, Kim grabbed her from behind. 
 
    "Watcha doin?" asked Kim. 
 
    "Nothing." 
 
    "Come back in the water and play." 
 
    "I need to get something." The camera. 
 
    She kept tightly hold of the ladder, and twisted to dislodge Kim's grip on her waist. 
 
    "You want to wrestle?" Kim teased. "Is that it?" 
 
    A well placed tickle to her ribs, and Laura was forced to let go of the ladder. She felt like a rag doll to her larger classmate. Kim was not only taller, bigger, and better developed, she was also stronger. Laura found herself dunked repeatedly, manhandled, hugged, tickled, and touched. Somewhere in all the struggles, got a measure of revenge and managed to pull Kim's top off. 
 
    This turned into more of a curse than a blessing, as she repeatedly found herself with her face caught between her classmate's two large orbs. Her arms were held, pinned by the larger girl to either side of her. Her legs were wrapped around Kim and squeezing vainly in an attempt to get out of her predicament. She found the feeling of helplessness rather erotic. She felt a stab of pleasure in her sex. 
 
    "You give up?" Kim asked. 
 
    Laura gazed up at her classmate. Heart pounding in her chest, she almost hoped that Kim would kiss her. "Yes." 
 
    "Who's the winner?" 
 
    "You are." Laura bit her lip. She wondered if Kim was aware how turned on she was right now, with her crotch pressed against her friend's stomach. 
 
    "And who's your daddy?" 
 
    Laura tried not to stare at the half-dollar size nipples so close to her face. The nipples were erect and Laura wondered if it was from the cool spring air or arousal. 
 
    "You're turning red," Kim said. "Let's get some sunscreen on you. I don't want you to get burned." 
 
    Laura wondered if it were the sun causing her flushed skin or her arousal. She was perfectly okay with it being attributed to the sun. 
 
    "Go get my top." Kim said, and swam to the steps, going right by her top. 
 
    Laura followed along, grabbed the bright yellow top, and made her way out of the pool. 
 
    "Thanks," Kim said, taking the top, and placing it on the table. She handed Laura her glasses to put back on. Next, Kim picked up a bottle of sunscreen and squirted some into her palm. "Here. Let's make sure you don't get burned." 
 
    With that she moved behind Laura and began spread sunscreen on the slender girl's shoulders and moved on to her arms. 
 
    "I can do it," Laura protested, as Kim moved on to her back. 
 
    "I don't mind." Kim did Laura's back, yet skipped her bottom, instead coating her long slim legs. "Besides, I can put it places you would never be able to reach." 
 
    Laura was shy about having her new friend's hands touching her in so many strange places. Even more shy when those same hands touched the forbidden flesh of her bottom and began to kneed. It felt nice. It felt really nice. 
 
    "Oh!" Laura gasped. An errant finger slipped between the cheeks of her bottom. The oily digit met no resistance even as it sank into Laura's tight asshole. 
 
    "See," Kim said. "Like I said. Places you would never reach." 
 
    "I don't think we should," Laura said, but made no move to stop the other girl's advances. The played momentarily with her virgin rosebud. 
 
    Kim stood up and pulled Laura tight. Their two bodies fit together like a glove. Reaching around her, Kim continued to cover Laura with sunscreen, first her breasts, down her stomach, and then her thighs. 
 
    Laura watched expectantly. Kim's tanned hands moved up and down her ivory skin, closer and closer to her sex. Laura spread her legs and gave a silent prayer that they would touch her honey pot. 
 
    "Oh. . ." Not a gasp this time, instead Laura gave a throaty moan as Kim made first contact with her hot horny sex. 
 
    "You're beautiful," Kim whispered in Laura's ear. 
 
    She thinks I'm beautiful. Laura couldn't believe those words. No one had ever said that to her before. Sweet or cute, but never beautiful. 
 
    "You're supposed to say thank you when someone pays you a compliment." 
 
    "Thank you," Laura said breathlessly, as Kim continued her ministration on her sex. 
 
    "Will you pose for me? Say you will. You're so pretty. Please-please-pretty please." 
 
    Laura found herself saying yes. Those teasing fingers would have made her say anything, and then those fingers were gone. She shivered when she realized what she had agreed to. She turned just as Kim picked up the camera. 
 
    "Wait!" Laura said. One hand flew down to her crotch and the other covered her small breasts. There was a flash from the camera. 
 
    "Oh that's perfect!" Kim said. The camera flashed again. 
 
    "Kim," Laura said, keeping her hands firmly over her privates. "I don't know about this." 
 
    "Oh, that blush is absolutely stunning," Kim continued. "You could be a model. You could be in any magazine you wanted. Sit on the lounge for me please." 
 
    The compliments had their intended effect. They steamrolled what was left of Laura's resistance. 
 
    "Perfect. Perfect," Kim said. "Now spread your fingers, and let your nipple peak out." 
 
    It was terrifying. Laura focused intently on her friend's mouth, and opened her fingers, displaying a hard pink nipple. She looked for a smirk, or some sign of laughter. There were none. 
 
    "Beautiful - beautiful," Kim said, while the camera continued to flash. "Now drop it and cross your legs. Look over to the side." 
 
    The fear that had taken hold of Laura began to loosen its grip. Kim appeared earnest. That realization gave her more confidence, while she continued to pose for her new friend. The first pictures were innocent, but they steadily grew more erotic. 
 
    "You are so hot," Kim said. "Wow, you are turning me on. Spread your legs. That's it. Wider wider. Reach down and spread it apart. Show me that hot pussy." 
 
    Laura grew uneasy, even as she reached down and spread her nether lips. The other pictures were one thing, but this picture. If this picture ever got out, she would be ruined. 
 
    "Promise me you won't show this to anyone," Laura said. 
 
    Kim sat down at Laura's side. "Shhhhh. . ." she whispered and gave Laura a kiss. She took Laura's hand and moved it down to her sex, coaxing her to masturbate. "You know what would turn me on even more?" 
 
    It took a few tries but eventually the slender girl began to caress her very wet sex. 
 
    Kim moved away, held the camera to her eye, and took another picture. "You are too sexy for words," she said. 
 
    "Promise?" Laura begged. "Promise you'll never show anyone." 
 
    "No," Kim said. "I won't promise. I want you to always wonder. Doesn't that turn you on?" 
 
    "No," Laura said, but it was a lie. Though the thought of someone else seeing the pictures was terrifying, it was also incredibly arousing. 
 
    "Are you close to coming?" Kim asked. 
 
    Laura's fingers worked her clit. With her other hand she pinched her hard nipples. "Yes," she moaned. 
 
    "Stop," Laura said, but Laura kept going, strumming her clit even faster. 
 
    "I said stop!" Kim grabbed Laura's wrist and pulled her hand away. 
 
    "I'm so close," Laura begged. "Please?" 
 
    "No," Kim said. "I want one more picture of you like that. Hungry and horny." 
 
    "Perfect," Kim said and took one final picture. It was one of the best. It was a closing picture of Laura's transformation from shy teen, to a sex starved slut. 
 
    "Okay," Kim said, picking up her top. "Let's go in now. I haven't forgotten your spanking, you know. How many did I say it was?" 
 
    Oh God, the spanking. Laura had forgotten all about that during all the events at the pool. The thought of it sent a shiver a pleasure through her body. "Seventy spanks." She wondered how she would ever manage them all. 
 
    "Where are my clothes?" Laura asked, as the girls went back in the house. 
 
    "Don't you worry about those right now," Kim said. "You've got other things to worry about, like you spanking. How would you like to reduce the number of spanks . . . to say . . . half." 
 
    "Yes," Laura replied meekly. 
 
    "Then follow me to my mom's room." 
 
    Laura followed behind her new friend and waited patiently while Kim dug around through her mother's closet. Laura had never seen such a nice room or so many clothes in her life. Kim's mother had at least a hundred pairs of shoes. It was amazing. 
 
    "Here, put these on." Kim tossed a pair of heels to Laura's feet. 
 
    Laura was willing, but not necessarily able. The heels were very high, consisting of nothing more than a three inch platform and several black leather straps, the last of which buckled around her ankle. Once she had them buckled on, she couldn't even stand up without assistance. 
 
    "Oh, I don't know about these Kim," Laura said, arms out to her sides, toes pointed in, while trying to keep from teetering over in the too tall heels. 
 
    "God you are sexy," Kim said, ignoring Laura's protests. "Turn around for me." Kim's compliments had a way of making Laura feel less like a gangly geek and more like a desirable young woman. She looked up at Kim from beneath her dark damp bangs and bit her lip. Her cheeks burned a rich crimson. Her oily body shimmered in the light from the window. Naked but for a pair of stiletto heels, she turned in a circle, displaying her lean body to the hungry gaze of her new friend. 
 
    "Awesome," Kim said. "Now follow me." Kim stopped briefly by her room and put on a short robe, that served to cover her naked breasts, but left her legs exposed. Then she led Laura to the living room and dragged a vacuum cleaner out of the hall closet. 
 
    "I want you to vacuum the living room and the dining room floors," Kim said. "And then I want you to sweep the kitchen and breakfast room." 
 
    Kim left the room and Laura switched on the vacuum and began cleaning the floor. It felt strange to be doing such servile labor in someone else's home. Yet, there as an erotic submission to the act that was oddly disquieting. The vacuum was loud and Laura didn't see Kim enter the room. Didn't see long handled wooden spoon she carried hidden behind her back. Was caught totally unaware when it came down on the left cheek of her bottom. 
 
    "Yeow!" Laura cried, dropping the handle to the vacuum, and then dancing around, while rubbing her painfully smarting bottom. 
 
    Kim pointed the spoon at the dropped vacuum handle. "That's one," she said. "Now get back to work." 
 
    Laura squatted to pick up the vacuum, but Kim stopped her. 
 
    "No," Kim said. "Stand back up. Now, bend down again, but from the waist. Keep your legs straight." 
 
    Laura bent back down from her waist this time. Aware the whole time she was doing so that this position left her bottom would be totally unprotected. She braced her body as best she could for the spank that would obviously be coming, and prayed she wouldn't fall. The blow, when it fell, again, caught her totally by surprise. 
 
    "Oh!" Laura yelped. Yes, she had expected it. No, the blow wasn't painful. It was that the flat of the spoon landed directly on the indented crater of her asshole. The shock of it sent erotic sensations dancing through her insides, while leaving her bottom hole clenching in consternation. 
 
    The spoon traveled lower, the hollow of it cupping her sex, while Laura struggled to maintain her balance and pick up the handle of the vacuum cleaner. 
 
    "Get back to work." Kim smacked the dark haired girl's tight bottom once again. 
 
    Laura resumed her vacuuming. The task, while easy at first, had suddenly become much more difficult. Kim followed just behind her while she worked. The wooden spoon sometimes resting on the swell of her bottom, sometimes lovingly caressing her asscheeks, and other times traveling lower to prod her asshole or pussy. It was so very difficult to concentrate on the cleaning and on staying balanced in the too high heels, all the while sensations of pleasure and pain threatened to overwhelm her. 
 
    Kim was having the time of her life playing with her new toy. The heels accentuated Laura's long lean legs and gave her bottom the most enticing swell. The perfect target. Laura's tight ass was now decorated with bright red oval welts. Kim followed along when Laura walked, swatting her on one cheek of her bottom and then the other. Encouraging her to wiggle and twitch in a most provocative manner. And whenever Kim would slip the spoon between Laura's shiny wet thighs and move it back and forth over the pink lips of her sex, Laura would give a lovely moan, and look back at Kim large dark doe eyes that said, 'Fuck me. I'm yours.' 
 
    When Laura finished vacuuming, Kim put her to work sweeping the kitchen floor. By this time, Kim had taken off her robe, and had one hand in her panties stroking her sex. She held the spoon in the other hand, following along behind Laura, smacking her on the ass. The spanks had ceased being playful. These were hard loud and increasingly painful licks. 
 
    "You bad bad girl," Kim said, her voice thick and husky. "You're strutting like a whore. A sexpot. You think I don't see your bad girl pussy leaking? Oh I see it alright." 
 
    Laura groaned with every blow. Her ass moved from one side with every step, and this in turn caused her even more consternation when Kim called her a whore for merely attempting to escape the painful licks. 
 
    Kim had all she could take. The sight of Laura wiggling and squirming, her red welted ass, her wet thighs, along with the prodding from her own fingers had served to take Kim to the brink of orgasm. She wanted it. She wanted it with Laura. Wanted to fuck her. 
 
    "Fuck, I've got to have you," Kim moaned, quickly stepping out of her panties, and knocking the broom from Laura's grip. She grabbed Laura and pulled her into a tight embrace. Their mouths sought out one another. Their tongues danced. Each one rode the silky smooth leg of the other. 
 
    Laura found herself kissing another girl for the first time ever. It was wonderful. The way Kim looked at her with those hungry eyes, the way she was devoured by her kisses, and even the way she had to submit to spankings and other deprivations; Laura wasn't sure how, but she had fallen in love. 
 
    After spinning Laura around, Kim broke their embrace and slid back onto the kitchen counter. She leaned back, her hands supporting her weight from the back and her pussy perched at the corner where the two counters met. 
 
    "You want me?" Kim asked. 
 
    "Yes," Laura replied, her tongue darting out and licking her full lips. She moved back in for another kiss. 
 
    Kim raised her legs and placed one feet against Laura's chest, forcing the other girl to keep her distance. 
 
    "Do you really really want me?" Kim teased. With the toes of one foot she pinched the puffy nipple of her classmate, while her other foot moved up to Laura's mouth, her toes trying to work their way between her lips. 
 
    Laura's insides quivered. Her mind told her this was wrong. Not only was she doing these deviant acts, she was doing them with another girl. But her body - her body knew better. 
 
    "Yes," Laura moaned. She opened her lips and accepted Kim's grimy toe into her mouth. And it was grimy. The souls of her feet were dark from walking barefoot over the kitchen floor while Laura was sweeping. Laura didn't mind. She sucked on Kim's big toe, kissing it lovingly, and then opened her mouth wider until she had accepted the point of Kim's foot. 
 
    "Fuck," Kim groaned. Placing a foot on each counter, she spread her thighs wide, baring the curly blonde hair of her damp pubes. "Suck me. Suck my pussy." 
 
    Laura leaned over her blonde classmate and kissed her. She moved down, kissing her neck, further down to her large full breasts, her dark areolas, and finally to her thick hardened nipples. 
 
    "Now, oh God now," Kim moaned, her hips thrusting for contact. "Suck my pussy Laura. I can't wait any longer." 
 
    Laura moved down Kim's body to her very wet sex. She couldn't help but hesitate. The games, the spanking, the kissing, came close, but none of them engendered the same fear that she felt at this moment. Just one kiss, and from this moment on, she would have had sex with another girl. And that was a sin. She could feel Kim's hands running through her hair, could hear Kim cooing to her, urging her on. The scent of sex filled the air. Laura moved closer, pressed her lips to dark pink lips of Kim's sex and kissed. 
 
    Laura worried that she wouldn't know what to do, but Kim was very vocal in what she wanted. "Lick me. Faster. Mmmm...like that. Now my clit. Stick your fingers in me. Suck my pussy. Suck it." It wasn't easy keeping up with the orders. Not with Kim pulling her head so tight while pumping and gyrating her hips. 
 
    "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Kim moaned, her legs trembling. "Fuck I'm coming." 
 
    After her orgasm subsided, Kim pulled Laura up for one final lingering kiss. "Now, it's your turn." she said, lifting her classmate by the hips, and helping her onto the still warm counter. 
 
    "I've just got to play with these cute little titties," Kim said, giving them a playful tweak, and then opening a kitchen drawer and rummaging around. She pulled out a pair of salad tongs, and showed them to her apprehensive classmate. 
 
    Laura shivered, as her sensitive nubs were pinched and pulled by the cold metal tongs. "Oh God," she moaned as they moved lower to her sex, pulling at her labia and her thick erect clit. 
 
    "I can't wait to taste you," Kim said, before plunging a finger into Laura's wet willing sex, and then tasting the glistening nectar. 
 
    "Mmmmmm," Kim moaned, her lips puckering around her index finger. "You taste sweet - like honey." 
 
    Kim rummaged around in the open drawer again, this time coming out with a wicked knife. "You trust me?" she asked. 
 
    Laura's eyes widened in apprehension. "Yes," she breathed. 
 
    Kim tested her classmate's convictions by tracing the knifepoint along Laura's neck, down to her breasts, and even to her most intimate areas. 
 
    "Please," Laura moaned. The knife. The power games. The had taken their toll. She wanted it. Needed it. 
 
    "Please, what?" Kim teased. 
 
    "Fuck me," Laura said. "Please fuck me." 
 
    Kim placed the knife on the counter and squatted down before Laura's spread legs. "Like this?" she asked, running her tongue through the contours of Laura's wet sex. 
 
    "Oh yes," Laura groaned, pumping her hips to meet Kim's touch. "Oh fuck, that feels so good." 
 
    Kim stood back up and smiled, causing her dimples to stand out on her newly dampened cheeks. "I don't think so," she said. "You still owe me a spanking." 
 
    Kim returned to the open drawer one final time, this time coming out with a large metal spoon. 
 
    "Spread your legs," Kim ordered. "Wider." 
 
    Laura spread her legs as far as she could. The black heels waved uncertainly in the air. 
 
    "I said wider." Kim struck the inner part of Laura's thighs with the flat of the spoon leaving an oval welt in its wake. 
 
    "Ouch. . ." Laura bit her lip in consternation. Giving up any pretense of modesty, she leaned all the way back on the counter, her neck and shoulder bent due to placement of the microwave oven. She opened her trembling legs as wide as they would go, causing the cords of her tendons to stick out where they joined her thighs, and also causing her pubic mound to swell obscenely. 
 
    Kim slid the cold metal spoon through Laura's vulnerable sex. "You like that? Does that feel nice?" 
 
    "Uh - huh," Laura said with uncertainty. 
 
    Then Kim took the spoon and began lightly tapping the mouth of Laura's sex with it. The blows grew faster. 
 
    "How about this?" Kim said. "You like this?" 
 
    "Yes," Laura answered. But in truth, the light tapping was maddening. The blows were far too light to derive any satisfaction, yet every time the spoon made contact with the mouth of her sex; it made her yearn for more. 
 
    "You want more?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Harder?" 
 
    "Oh God, yes." 
 
    Kim slowed the pace of the tapping spoon. But as the pace slowed, the blows grew harder. Every blow was now punctuated with an audible and very wet sounding splat. 
 
    "You bad girl," Kim said. "I'm spanking your bad girl cunt." 
 
    "Oh fuck!" Laura gasped. Every blow caused her lean thighs to jump involuntarily. 
 
    "I want to hear you say it," Kim said. "Tell me you're my bad girl, and beg me to spank your naughty cunt." 
 
    "I'm a - I'm your," Laura began. 
 
    "Wait." Kim stopped spanking Laura, and instead spread her classmate's legs wider. "Now say it." 
 
    It was harder now, so much harder to say. When she was being spanked, Laura was ready to admit to anything. Now, she was overwhelmed by doubts. By embarrassment. 
 
    But the aching yearning in her sex won out. 
 
    "I'm your - bad girl," Laura said. And she was a bad girl. She knew it. She tilted her pelvis. She felt obscene. "Spank my naughty cunt." 
 
    Kim brought the spoon down. Splat. Wet nectar splattered to Laura's stomach and thighs. Her legs jumped. 
 
    "Say it again." 
 
    "I'm your bad girl." Splat! 
 
    "Spank my naughty cunt." Splat! 
 
    "Again." 
 
    Again and again she said it. Laura's body twisted and gyrated under the onslaught. A small tiny spoon. She would have never imagined how strong it was. How it could fit to her body like it was made for it. With each blow, the weight of the spoon felt heavier and heavier. 
 
    The spanks grew painful. There was no denying that they hurt. Her lips and clit ached. They throbbed. Occasionally the blows were hard enough to cause Laura to squeal and her legs to involuntarily close together. Time and time again she had to steel herself, and spread them again. Yet there was no denying that there was pleasure to be found. There was oh so much pleasure. There deep in her cunt a need grew. The need grew to a yearning-the yearning to a welling. 
 
    Laura felt a hot sensation start at her extremities and move to the center of her being. She felt the need to pee, but there was no way she could stop. 
 
    "Ghnnuuggg. . ." she grunted - her toes curling - her white-knuckled fingers digging into edge of the countertop. A jet of girl cum surged from her sex, splattering on Kim's face and breasts. She was startled at first, but quickly dropped her spoon and thrust two fingers into her friends sex and fucked her - riding her until her climax was complete. 
 
    "Fuck-in-a," Kim said. Her tongue snaked out and tasted some of the evidence of Laura's explosive climax. "You squirted. That was so fucking cool!" 
 
    Kim stood up and took Laura's hands. "Come on. We've got to get this cleaned up before my mom gets home." 
 
    Laura's eyelids fluttered open. She didn't know if she could move much less stand. 
 
    The two girls worked to put everything back in order. 
 
    "You want a ride tomorrow?" Kim asked. 
 
    "Yes," Laura said. "I'd like that. I'd like it a lot." 
 
    Kim reached over and pushed a stray lock of Laura's matted hair behind her ear. "You can hang out with me tomorrow if you want - with the cool girls. Just don't go all goo-goo eyed on me. No one can know about this, okay? This is our little secret." 
 
    "Okay," Laura said. She had no idea how she would keep her feelings from showing, when just looking at her made her knees week. But she knew there was no way she could pass up a chance to be around her new best friend. 
 
    "And no panties." Kim palmed Laura's pussy possessively, slipped a finger in, "To remind your bad girl cunt belongs to me." 
 
    "And this hot ass is mine too." Kim withdrew her finger, and then wormed the newly wetted digit into her Laura's tight ass. "You got that?" 
 
    "Yes." Laura replied automatically. 
 
    "I'm going to do a lot of bad things to you," Kim said, tweaking an already tender nipple. "And you are going to love every one of them." 
 
    Laura gazed lovingly into Kim's hungry eyes and lost herself. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 66 
 
    The rivals were Becky Johnson and Stacy Willis. No one would have ever imagined the two girls used to be friends. It was long ago back back in middle school when they swore they'd be best friends for life. Becky's parents were more than satisfied with her choice of friends. Stacy's would have rather she hung out with someone else. Someone closer to her own socio-economic status. Stacy wasn't slumming, girls that age didn't see money or status that way. However, older girls saw status, and when Stacy started high school, she stopped hanging out with her too tall and too poor friend. 
 
    Stacy hung out with girls who wore the right clothes, drove the right cars, and dated the right boys. And even though she didn't have anything to do with Becky Johnson anymore, deep inside she resented the fact that she'd been friends with that dork for 5 years. She felt that her generosity and good nature had been taken advantage of. 
 
    Especially considering that Becky didn't wear the right clothes. She didn't drive the right car. As far as boyfriends, well...there was a rumor. A fresh and juicy one. A rumor Stacy Willis was determined to exploit to its full advantage and when she saw her tall thick boned rival walk by, she cut her off in the hall. 
 
    "Becky, there is a rumor going around that you gave Jimmy Meers a case of the crabs. Everyone's seen him scratching down there. How come you aren't scratching? Are you just used to crabs by now?" Stacy teased. Though she made sure she teased while surrounded by four of her friends. 
 
    "Why are you so curious Stacy?" Becky said, with a sly look in her eyes. "Do you want some of my crabs? I heard you had all you can eat crabs the other night. Didn't get enough? Is that it?" 
 
    "God you are a disgusting freak." Stacy's wrinkled her perfect pert nose to show her distaste at such crude comments. However, her cheeks were blushing a bright red. This wasn't how this was supposed to go. 
 
    "You don't like crabs?" Becky asked. "Oh I know what you like. You're a clam girl, aren't you? Do you want my hot steamed clam? Do you want to lick it, baby, is that it?" 
 
    "No one wants your...nasty...clam." Stacy said. "Jimmy said...ah..he said your clam had STDs" Stacy resorted to lying. Damn it! This was supposed to be a slam dunk. That was the other thing that Stacy hated about Becky. Despite the fact that Stacy was prettier, richer, and just plain better, Becky Johnson always seemed to win. She won when they used to play tag. She won jump rope competitions. She won races. If Stacy made a 99 on a test, fucking Becky Johnson had to make a 101. Stacy had the car, the money, the friends. What she didn't have, she wanted desperately. This was finally Stacy's chance to rub Becky's nose in it, and Becky was ruining it for her! 
 
    It wasn't fair. 
 
    "I can see you blushing," Becky continued. "You love my clam. That's what this is all about isn't it? You are jealous. J.E.A.L.O.U.S. of Jimmy. Don't worry Stacy, I've enough clam for you and Jimmy too." 
 
    "I'm not jealous of anyone." Stacy said, the blush spreading from her cheeks to her chest. 
 
    "You love me Stacy Willis. You always have." 
 
    "I do not. I hate you." 
 
    "You looove me." Becky said. "We used to play prince and princess at your house." 
 
    "We did not" Stacy lied, stomping her foot in frustration. They had, and it was innocuous pretend games, but Becky made it sound perverse. "You never came to my house." 
 
    "You are imagining I'm naked right now." 
 
    "You're crazy - like certifiably nuts" Stacy retorted, but now that Becky said that, Stacy couldn't help but think of her rival's naked body. 
 
    "Then why the sudden interest in my tits?" 
 
    Stacy's blush bloomed into a deep crimson when she realized she was not only looking at Becky's boobs, but now she was imagining them without a bra. She looked away. 
 
    "Now my pussy," Becky teased, "That just great Stacy Willis. Anything else you want to undress?" 
 
    "Let's go." Stacy urged her friends, not even daring to look at Becky for fear of being further embarrassed. "She's too big of a skank to even feel ashamed of transmitting sexually diseases around school." 
 
    Then there was a hush. A silence. Stacy felt her face cupped between two hands, her chin lifted by two thumbs, her mouth being kissed by two lips. Two hungry eager velvety lips. Her mouth being probed by a strong and questing tongue. It took a few seconds to register what had happened. 
 
    She'd was being kissed. In the mouth. By Becky Johnson. 
 
    Worse. She was still being kissed and by now fingers ran through her hair and another hand palmed her bottom possessively. 
 
    And what a kiss. It took Stacy's breath away. It made her knees weak. It set fire - it set fire to her loins. This was not supposed to happen. Then just as suddenly as the kiss was initiated, it was ended. Leaving Stacy standing stupidly, her lips parted, head tilted back while Becky stood back with a knowing smile. 
 
    "There's more where that came from." Becky said. "But I'll tell you like I told Jimmy. You want to roll the dice, you have to pay the price. Jimmy has been scratching his nuts because I made him shave his balls before I'd play with him. The same goes for you Stacy Willis, if you want me to play with you, that pussy of yours better be smooth as silk. " 
 
    With those words, Becky turned and walked away. 
 
    "God, what a freak," Connie Davis was the first to manage to break the silence. She giggled and the other girls chimed in. "I can't believe she kissed you." 
 
    "You'll need to gargle with Listerine." volunteered Morgan. 
 
    "With...ah...gasoline.." Stacy somehow managed to force out a giggle, but it wasn't easy. Her mind was on the kiss and how her body had reacted to it. She couldn't get the image of a naked Becky Johnson out of her mind, even now as the girl walked away, Stacy saw her naked in her mind. 
 
    It didn't get any better throughout the day. Night was worse. 
 
    Becky's words haunted her. "The same goes for you Stacy Willis. If you want me to play with you, that pussy of yours better be smooth as silk." 
 
    Stacy's hand reached down and ran through her protective down. She wondered what it'd be like to be bare down there. There's be nothing to hide her slit. There'd be nothing to disguise her wet engorged lips if she were turned on. What exactly did Becky mean when she said "Play with you"? Her finger ran up and down her slit, then back and forth over her clit. Faster and faster. 
 
    She tried thinking about her boyfriend, but her usual fantasy was short lived. No, the fantasy that seemed to take root in her mind was much more shameful. Becky Johnson ordered her to take off her clothes while Stacy's friends stood and watched as Stacy shyly stripped.They pointed at her denuded sex. Her..her wetness. She could hear them titter...The twitters turned to giggles. They pointed. She blushed and the giggles turned to laughter. She ...she.. 
 
    She came, writing in the bed, biting down on her pillow to muffle her gasp. It was glorious, but then after..she was ashamed. God...what a disgusting thing to think about while she was masturbating. What a perverted and awful thing to fantasize about. She vowed never to do it again. 
 
    The vow lasted only till she took a shower in the morning and she was shaving her legs. She held the razor perched at her patch of curly hair and ...what the fuck was she thinking and why were her nipples hard as pebbles. She was...pissed at Becky more now than ever before. She lathered up her triangle of curls and ran the razor over it, trimming it up, like she would for a bikini, but maybe just a bit more. She ran a finger through her lips and over her clit. lightning danced through her loins. 
 
    She shook her head. She wouldn't do this. How had that demented little beast managed to infect her with this sickness. She was going to get even somehow. 
 
    She would get some real dirt. Something juicy that Becky would surely be ashamed of. 
 
    "Hi Jimmy..I was ahh..talking to Becky and she said that" 
 
    "Not here," Jimmy said, voice trembling, his eyes darting both directions. He disappeared into the boys restroom then quickly exited and pulled Stacy by her wrist. "In here." 
 
    "I'm not going in there!" Stacy pulled her arm away. No way was she going to be dragged into the boys restroom. 
 
    "Check there," Jimmy motioned at the girls restroom. 
 
    Stacy went to check. It was empty. 
 
    "Hurry." Jimmy dashed into the girl's booth and Stacy followed. What was with all the cloak and dagger? She just wanted him to tell her what sort of sick games Becky liked to play. She was too shocked to move when he latched the door and dropped his pants. At first she worried that he was going to assault her and she almost screamed. 
 
    But seeing him, there with his pubes shaved bare, his little dick didn't look very threatening at all. No, it looked downright silly. 
 
    "What are you waiting for?" Jimmy asked, snapping Stacy back to the present. 
 
    "What are you talking about?" Stacy asked. At one time, she'd have considered dating Jimmy, may have considered much more. But that was before he consorted with the likes of Becky Johnson. That was before she's seen how skinny and how unmanly he looked shorn of his pubic hair. "I just want to know what sort of sick games Becky likes to play." 
 
    "I have to..I have to switch ...underwear with you," Jimmy stammered, his cheeks blushing a bright red. "Didn't Becky tell you? If I don't... she'll..she'll do something bad." 
 
    "It's just Becky," Stacy said. This wasn't how it was supposed to go. Jimmy was supposed to tell her all sorts of intimate embarrassing details. Instead, he was standing there in the girl's bathroom, with his pants down. Worse, Stacy was having a difficult time thinking of how she was going get those juicy details with a smooth hard cock pointing at her. Now all she wanted was for Jimmy to be somewhere else so she could tame the lust she felt in her loins. "Just tell her no." 
 
    "Please Stacy..." Jimmy begged, tiny tears welling in his bright blue eyes. "I..I have some money..." 
 
    "How much do you have?" Stacy's loins melted with this new found power over this boy. 
 
    JImmy reached down to pull his pants up. 
 
    "Leave them there." Stacy ordered. 
 
    Poor Jimmy, dropped them, and bending clumsily, pulled out his wallet and counted $27. By now his cock had risen and bobbed stupidly. 
 
    "Give it to me and turn around." 
 
    Jimmy did. 
 
    "I can't believe I'm doing this." Stacy said. At least she didn't have to let Jimmy see her in the all together, as she shimmied her panties out from beneath her skirt. "Okay, turn around." 
 
    Stacy began to wonder how much she really knew about Jimmy once he took her panties from her and slid them up his legs. His little dick wasn't so little anymore. He struggled to get his manhood into the dainty black polka dotted pink panties. Struggled even more as he slid his jeans up as if he were desperately afraid to have anything make contact with him down there. It wasn't to be, he accidentally bumped his elbow against the wall and pushed his hand against his tight bump. 
 
    Jimmy yelped and closed his eyes. Stacy watched the unmistakable darkening of her panties. The little pervert had cum in her panties. 
 
    Stacy wrinkled her nose and did her best to suppress a giggle. 
 
    "Oh God..oh God..please Stacy...you can't tell anyone about this." Jimmy begged. 
 
    Jimmy unfastened his jeans, faced away from Stacy and grabbed a wad of toilet tissue. 
 
    "If you don't want me to tell, you better turn back around." 
 
    And so Stacy Willis was treated to a first row seat as JImmy finished jizzing into a wad of tissue and then blushing furiously cleaned the soiled panties as well and fastened himself back up. "You want tell anyone will you? Promise?" 
 
    Stacy couldn't believe she'd ever wanted Jimmy Meers.Had ever been jealous of Becky dating this boy with gray eyes, dark curly hair, and ivory skin. 
 
    "I'd love to promise Jimmy, but first tell me all the juicy details of everything that Becky does with you." 
 
    Stacy listened in wonder as Jimmy told her the deviant behavior Becky engaged in. 
 
    A funny thing happened. Stacy was sitting on a fucking gold mine of juicy gossip and instead of using it against her rival in front of as many people as possible, Stacy held it in secret. She thought of the stuff that Jimmy told her. It should have scared her off for good. Instead it made her wet. 
 
    "Hi Becky," Stacy asked after school. "I was wondering if you wanted to go get some coffee and maybe talk about all the things you did to Jimmy. Unless you'd rather everyone in school find out." 
 
    "If you want to talk to me," Becky said, each word coming slow and almost a whisper, as the larger girl moved closer and closer to Stacy. "That pussy better be smooth. Is it smooth Stacy? I'll check it with a tissue, if there's so much as a snag then you'll be punished. Jimmy told you about punishment, didn't he?" 
 
    "Yes." Stacy breathed. The girl's lips were so close she could feel the warmth of her breath...the heat of her body. Her mind was filled with images of being spanked by her former rival. 
 
    "Is it smooth...as silk?" 
 
    Stacy shook her head no. 
 
    "That's very disappointing." Becky said as she abruptly turned and walked away. 
 
    But wait! Stacy had all the chips. She had blackmail material. She should be in charge, but Becky just left her standing there. This wasn't how it was supposed to go. 
 
    Not at all. 
 
    Stacy masturbated three times that night. Three times and then she took a shower, lathered up her sex. She couldn't believe she was even considering what she was about to do. It was perverse. 
 
    It was stupid. 
 
    Every stroke of the razor left her feeling more and more vulnerable. 
 
    That feeling grew more and more pronounced after she toweled off and slid a piece of tissue over her mons. It snagged. It snagged in several places. She lathered up again, this time sitting on the edge of the tub, her long lean legs spread wide and shaved very precisely. It was a different feeling than before. A feeling of being controlled, of being...not exactly a regular person..more of being something to be used for sex. 
 
    She didn't like that such a feeling fanned the flames burning in her loins, but it did nonetheless. 
 
    She masturbated again. Her smooth pussy felt peculiar. She regretted shaving it, but it was too late now. She wondered how long it would take for it to grow back in. She wasn't going to talk to Becky tomorrow. 
 
    This had to be the dumbest thing she'd ever done. 
 
    The next day, the itching set in. It was maddening. She wanted to scratch, but she didn't dare. The best she could manage was to squeeze her thighs together. She grew wet..soaked. All she could think about was - down there. She dared not scratch, not after making such a big deal of Jimmy scratching down there. She would never live down the rumors. 
 
    "Hi Becky," Stacy had walked halfway around the school in hopes that Becky would be at her locker. Her heart was pounding. 
 
    "What do you want?" Becky asked. "Why do you keep wasting my time?" 
 
    "I..I.." It wasn't supposed to go like this. It wasn't supposed to go like this at all. Stacy's cheeks blushed. "I..did it." 
 
    "You did what?" Becky asked. "Decided to bother me non-stop? Accuse me of spreading the bubonic plague?" 
 
    "No...I did ..I did what you wanted." Stacy breathed. 
 
    "And what was that?" Becky raised an eyebrow in interest. 
 
    "I shaved..down there." 
 
    "Down there has a name Stacy-girl." Becky said, pulling Stacy's bangs from over her eyes and sliding them behind her ear. 
 
    "My..vagina." 
 
    "Cover my hand with your bookbag." Becky said. 
 
    "What?" Stacy didn't follow what the bigger girl wanted. By then a daring hand was sliding up her thigh. Oh shit! Right here in front of everyone? Surely Becky didn't dare. But dare she did, and Stay was helpless to resist lest she draw attention. 
 
    No Becky. You can't do this. Stacy didn't say it. She thought it, but it wasn't enough. So she quickly did the only thing she could and covered what was happening behind the protection of her book bag. 
 
    Becky felt her nipples harden as she sought out her prize. The prize was even better than she imagined. Not only was Stacy's mons as smooth as a baby's bottom, her panties were soaked with arousal. 
 
    "This doesn't feel like a vagina to me," Becky said. "Julie has a vagina. Morgan has a pretty little peach. This ....this soaking..wet...this is a cunt." 
 
    Stacy didn't dare argue, it was all she could do to remain standing and no give away what was happening down below. 
 
    "Say it," Becky ordered. 
 
    "My cunt." Stacy shivered. No one had ever treated her like this. She was stunned to find that she loved it. 
 
    "That cunt has made a mess of my pretty fingers." Becky removed her fingers and looked at her soiled digits and wrinkled her nose in disgust. She held them a hairs breath from Stacy's pretty pink $200 sweater. Stacy could smell the strong scent of her musk. If Becky wiped her fingers clean there...she'd have everyone smelling her arousal for the rest of the day. "Or would you rather use your mouth." 
 
    Stacy looked down with horror. Her classmates were walking down the hall. She'd never live it down if they saw her. She'd never live it down if they smelled her either. 
 
    "I'll do it in the restroom." Stacy offered. 
 
    "You'll do it here." Becky said. 
 
    Stacy swallowed and steeled her nerves for what was to come. She moved her book bag up so that acted as a screen for what she was about to do. She sucked her juices from Becky's finger as quick as she could. It was done in a fraction of a second. She never had time to ponder that she'd tasted her own juices for the first time. She lowered her book bag and gave a blushing glance to see how much damage had been done. 
 
    Not much actually. Two girls had seen, but they didn't know what she'd done. Most importantly, the girls were nobodies. 
 
    "Okay Stacy," Becky said. "I'll play with you this afternoon after school. Will your parents be home?" 
 
    Stacy shook her head. 
 
    "I'll follow you home." Becky said. "See you after school." 
 
    Stacy had to go to the restroom to clean up her privates. Becky called it a cunt, but it wasn't. It was a pussy. A pretty smooth pussy...a privileged pussy..that itched like seven hells. It was all she could thing about, when she wasn't thinking that she was going to have sex with another girl after school. God, was she ready for this? From then on, she'd be bisexual. 
 
    Home didn't go like Stacy planned. All day, she had imagined Becky kissing her passionately, the girls presumptuous hands all over her body. Pushing Stacy against the wall, roughly pulling down her miniskirt and soaked panties, before licking her to a dozen orgasms. 
 
    Instead she'd ended up giving Becky a tour of her house and filled the lulls in conversation with inane chatter of games they used to play when the were girls. Stacy began to wonder if the forward girl had become afraid as the time the two girls would make love grew ever closer. Stacy decided she'd give Becky a kiss if things didn't improve. 
 
    She needed have worried about Becky. The girl gave a heavy sigh. "Am I going to have to do everything myself?" she asked as she stripped off her jeans. "God you are so hopeless." 
 
    "I'm..not...hopeless." Stacy breathed, cocking her hip and turning her head for a kiss. 
 
    "This isn't junior high anymore Stacy," Becky said, as she placed her palm on top of Stacy's head and guided her to her knees. "It's time to be a grown up." 
 
    This wasn't how she'd imagined it. They should be back up in her room. She should be against the wall and not on her knees. Then they'd retire to her bed. Well, she'd have to make do. She inhaled her classmate's scent. It wasn't bad, it was much like her own. 
 
    "Kiss it." Becky demanded. 
 
    Stacy was very nearly terrified, she'd never imagined that she'd be with another girl like this. It was the kind of daring act of perversion that only bad girls would consider and Stacy was anything but a bad girl. Though a part of her was beginning to wonder as she gave it a tentative and experimental kiss. 
 
    "Forget it." Becky said, reaching for her pants and undies. "Call me when you are serious." 
 
    I am serious. I shaved for you. It's itched and driven me to distraction all day. I've never even entertained the idea of doing this with a girl until now. These were all the objections Stacy blurted in her head. But she kept them to herself. She knew if she ever muttered any of those words, Becky would leave her kneeling there on the living room floor. 
 
    "Wait." Stacy said. She was going to do it, but now Becky sat on the couch with her knees closed and seemed in no hurry to open them. Stacy was forced to kiss those scarred knees in hopes that they'd bare their treasure. It didn't work. With her face blushing a bright red, Stacy did the only thing she could think of. "Please..." she whispered. 
 
    "Please what?" Becky smiled, running her fingers through Stacy's hair and then caressing her full lips. 
 
    "Let me...lick you." Each word caught in Stacy's throat. 
 
    Becky's thick thighs parted. They were thick too, not long and lean like Stacy's. Stacy went in between those thighs and tried to pleasure the furry sex lying just out of reach. 
 
    "Mmmm...."Becky moaned teasingly. "Lick me where?" 
 
    The kneeling girl tried to show with her lips, but Becky was determined for an answer. She propped her hand on Stacy's forehead, keeping the girl out of reach. "Ah-ah-ah..not until you say it." 
 
    "Your vagina..." Stacy admitted, her face hot with her embarrassment, trying harder to reach Becky's treasure box. 
 
    "My pretty pussy," Becky said, opening her thighs, allowing Stacy to have a glimpse. 
 
    Stacy tried to kiss her way there,but Becky closed her thighs once more. 
 
    "Say it." she demanded. 
 
    "I want to lick your pretty pussy." Stacy manged, each word hanging in her throat, but once she began it was impossible to quit. 
 
    Becky opened her thighs once more and allowed Stacy to have her way with her. 
 
    And Stacy was having her way. She was ravenous, not so much from need, but to save herself from further embarrassment of talking and saying things she'd rather not admit. 
 
    Becky had no such compunctions. "Damn Stacy...you lick like a pussy junkie. Not so fast baby. Get to know it. Suck my lips. Pull up here...just like this. That's it. Now, gently move your tongue around my clit. No. Not on it yet. Now lower...right there on my piss hole. 
 
    Oh God... that really drove it home. Stacy owned a four hundred dollar purse, was a member of the country club, and here she was - debasing herself - licking Becky's pussy. Her piss hole... and yet her insides were quivering and she was soaking her panties. 
 
    "Now my clit." Becky said. 
 
    Stacy obliged, buzzing her tongue over Becky's nub. Hearing Becky coo in pleasure. Having loving fingers run through her hair felt good. It made her feel wanted. Needed. 
 
    "I'm wet..so I...tend to make a mess," Becky moaned. "Put your mouth on my pussy and suck." 
 
    Becky fluttered her hand over her clit while Stacy put her mouth over her demanding lover's pussy. The words didn't quite process through the haze of arousal. Mess? But by then Becky's thighs trembled and her legs rose as if they were being levitated. 
 
    "Ahhhhhhh...." Becky moaned. "Fuck...gonna..gonna...ahhhh Gawd.." 
 
    Then Stacy felt it in her mouth. What the hell? Filling it up and spraying into the back of her throat. She began to gag and coughed. But the realized she was kneeling on her living room floor. No way could she explain..THIS. 
 
    So she gulped. She swallowed. It ran down her chin. She couldn't believe what she did next, but it seemed the only way to prevent a total disaster. She pulled down on her sweater and let Becky's gushing discharge cover her bra covered breasts and letting her sweater serve as a dam. 
 
    Maybe...maybe I'm not as into Becky as I thought, Stacy thought to herself. No, she didn't want to do this again. This was uncool. This was...kind of disgusting. 
 
    "That's so kinky," Becky cooed as she jerked down the cups of Stacy's bra and rubbed her discharge over Stacy's pert breasts. "I love the way you smear my cum all over those cute little titties." 
 
    "That was pretty good." Becky said. "Now it's your turn" 
 
    I don't know if I want to anymore. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all. That's what Stacy intended to say. She got as far as "I.." but by then Becky had taken charge once more. Plunging her fingers into Stacy's mouth. Caressing her nipples. Stripping off her bra and sweater. 
 
    "Let me see that pussy," Becky demanded. "It better be smooth or no fun and games." 
 
    I'm not sure I want fun and games anymore, but by now Stacy's loins did want fun and games. She was wet and growing wetter as Becky took charge and stripped off her of her skirt and panties. 
 
    "Hop up," Becky said, giving Stacy a hand, urging the girl to step up on the coffee table. 
 
    Why? Stacy wondered. She'd never made lesbian love before, but perhaps Becky intended to lick her right there on the coffee table. Oh God, the thought sent lightning through her loins. 
 
    "Spread." Becky ordered. 
 
    Stacy spread her legs. Becky moved close. Stacy ran her fingers through Becky's hair, imitating what Becky had done to her earlier. Now it was her turn. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Becky asked. "Stop that. How can I see how well you obeyed my instructions with you doing all that?" 
 
    Oh God. No. Stacy realized that Becky wasn't going down on her, she was...she was evaluating how well she'd shaved her mons the night before with increasing scrutiny. Dear God, what has she gotten herself into? 
 
    "Nice." Becky said, running her finger over the smooth surface. Then ran her finger into Stacy's moist lips. The pulled on the lips. Down and then opening them and closing them a few times. "And nice stretchy lips. I bet you pull on these things every night, don't you?" 
 
    Stacy shook her head. 
 
    "You're not much on tits though are you?" Becky teased, pulling on Stacy's hard nipples. Hard enough that it was more than a little uncomfortable. "And not much on hips either. Are you a boy? Do you want to be my boyfriend? I can call you Jimmy." 
 
    Stacy shook her head. Her face bloomed a bright crimson. She wanted to say something mean, like how poor Becky was...but her words had fled. No, she wasn't in a position to say much of anything. Not there on the table being handled like an animal. Tears began to well in her eyes. 
 
    "Awww. don't cry Stacy," Becky said, sliding a finger deep into Stacy's recesses. "I was just teasing. I like to tease. I can be the boyfriend. I don't mind." 
 
    By now Becky's finger was pumping expertly and she twisted it as she worked it in and out. "Do you want me to be your boyfriend?" 
 
    Stacy nodded and suppressed a moan. 
 
    "Say it." 
 
    "Yes...I want you to be my boyfriend," Stacy moaned. 
 
    "Come here." Becky pulled the thin girl down from the table. 
 
    Yes. Yes this was how it was supposed to go, Stacy thought as she was leaned over the back of the sofa and two fingers were trust into her sex. Yes, oh yes, she thought as her bottom was smacked. 
 
    "Over here." 
 
    Yes. Yes! Being led into the kitchen by the fingers in her sex. Pushed against the door of the fridge. This was very near her fantasies. 
 
    "Keep your hands on top of your head." Becky ordered. 
 
    Oh God yes. This wasn't just her fantasies, it was the stuff that movies were made of. Kissing a girl and passing an ice cube back in forth. Having the ice cube trailed over her hard nipples. Down her flat stomach. Oh ...God....the chills flowing up her spine as it was traced over her folds and then her clit. 
 
    The fridge door being opened. 
 
    "Bend over." 
 
    Oh God. Stacy saw what Becky withdrew from the fridge. No. This was too far. She wasn't ready for this. An icecube and teasing? Yes. This? No. 
 
    "I thought you wanted me to be your boyfriend." Becky said. 
 
    Stacy's hair was grabbed and she was pushed face down over the kitchen counter. Fuck. Oh fuck. She could feel the cold carrot sliding between her nether lips. Back and forth. The hard ridges sending her clit into overdrive. Then it was withdrawn. 
 
    "Or I can stop. Which is it? Be your boyfriend or stop? Tell me." 
 
    "...be my boyfrahhhhhhhnd." Stacy moaned, as the vegetable was pushed home in one slow smooth stroke. This wasn't her fantasy, it was quite a bit more perverse than she imagined. However, she had to admit, it felt good and made her all tingly inside. 
 
    "Good," Becky said, working the girl with the orange phallus and occasionally spanking her tight pale mounds. "Wait till you feel this." 
 
    The carrot was tossed to the floor. Then Stacy felt it. Oh God. Oh God. It was too much. She wasn't ...there was no way. A cucumber. It..it felt like a monster. 
 
    "I can't." Stacy panted. 
 
    "Shhhh..." Becky cooed, as she reached around and teased Stacy's clit. "A slut like you? We both know better." 
 
    Stacy felt the stretch. It was cold and unforgiving. "I can't," she panted. "It hurts." 
 
    "Okay," Becky said. "Disappointing. Well, I have another idea. Come with me." 
 
    Stacy followed her classmate upstairs. She had little choice. Becky had a handful of her blond hair and was pulling Stacy along behind her. Forcing her former rival to crawl. Crawling past the door to her room. 
 
    "Wait." Stacy said. "That's.." 
 
    "Shhh..." Becky said. 
 
    "That's my parents room," Stacy ejected. Her knees burning. Still being pulled wherever the larger girl wished. 
 
    "So?" Becky just kept going, letting go of Stacy's hair and walking into the room. 
 
    Now, Stacy had to go in to keep her out of trouble. Which her classmate was determined to get into, picking the one place she wasn't allowed to go snooping - her mom's nightstand. 
 
    "You can't go in there." Stacy said. "I'm not allowed." 
 
    By now, Becky had what she was looking for. "You tell me," she said. displaying a flashlight box. "Why would a grown woman hide a flashlight in the back of her nightstand?" 
 
    Then she pulled it out. Dear God, Stacy couldn't believe it. Her mom...her mom had a ...what looked to be a pink fleshy looking phallus with some kind of weird attachment...and then there were what appeared to be pearls at the base. 
 
    "Why Stacy," Becky giggled. "This is the weirdest looking flashlight I've ever seen. Like mother like daughter, hmmmm?" 
 
    Oh God. It looked...like some kind of weird Frankenstein device, buzzing, and twisting around. Almost like it was alive. 
 
    "Okay, funny. Now can we go?" Stacy said. It was time to clear out.Being in here made her nervous. She still had an hour before he parents got home, but she didn't want to play with fire. 
 
    "Go?" Becky said. With a demented smile, she captured Stacy by the wrist and pulled her in tight for a kiss. "We are just getting started." 
 
    "Not in here." 
 
    "You love me don't you?" Becky teased, running the buzzing dildo over Stacy's breasts and then down to her sex. 
 
    "I can't." Stacy panted, mentally willing her thighs together, but failing utterly. "Not here. Not like this." 
 
    "Sure you can," Becky cooed. "You love me, don't you? You want me to be your boyfriend, didn't you? You know what boys like to do, don't you? Oh a girl like you, I bet you know." 
 
    "I..I don't know.." Stacy stammered. 
 
    "Oh I think you do." Becky teased. By now she had worked the phallus between her former rival's lean thighs, gliding the dildo back and forth along her slit. 
 
    "Please..." Stacy was reduced to begging, even as she was led over to the dresser and turned around so she was facing the mirror. "Please..let's go back..down..Ohh God.." 
 
    The head was in. 
 
    "What was that Stacy?" Becky teased, expertly working the tip of the vibrator in and out. "I didn't hear you? Did you say stop?" 
 
    Deeper and deeper, until Stacy leaned forward and spread her lean thighs. 
 
    "Answer me," Becky ordered. "Did you say stop?" 
 
    "No." Stacy panted as the vibrating phallus pressed deeper, sliding in easily to her hungry sex. "Oh God, please...just hurry. My parents could come home." 
 
    "Oh Stacy Stacy..." Becky worked the phallus home slowly. In and out. Deeper and deeper each time. "Haven't you learned by now that you don't give the orders. Just for that, I think we'll take a little break." 
 
    "Wait..no...I'm sorry..." Stacy moaned in dismay. 
 
    "That's a better attitude," Becky said, turning on the vibrator and then pushing it home. "But there's still consequences. Stay there just like that. And keep it in your cunt. If it falls out. That's that. No cummy cum for Stacy poo. Close your eyes, concentrate - and don't you fucking let it slip out. If you need help - call me." 
 
    Stacy closed her eyes. She concentrated. She tightened muscles she didn't even know she possessed. But the phallus was heavy and with all the squirming and wiggling, it was determined to slid free. 
 
    "I can't...help me.." Stacy begged. 
 
    "Okay..but there's a price." Becky said. "Keep those eyes closed." 
 
    The vibrator was pushed home deeply. Stacy's legs were kicked apart. Next, her ankles were tied to the legs of the dresser. Finally her wrists. 
 
    "If you peek, I'll leave you just like this." Becky said as she took out her phone and began to video her helpless lover. 
 
    Stacy screwed her eyes together. She'd never felt so helpless. 
 
    Or turned on. 
 
    By now the vibrator was slipping again. 
 
    "It's slipping.." Stacy panted. She was getting close and the extra lubrication was making it impossible to get a grip on the phallus. 
 
    "Sweet little Stacy," Becky teased. "I thought you were a good girl. But it turns out you are rather loose. Let's see what we can do to tighten things up in there." 
 
    And then. Oh God. Something was pushed into Stacy's bottom. It may have been small but it felt huge. 
 
    "I hope your mom doesn't take a whiff of her lipstick the next time she uses it." 
 
    "No..." Stacy said. This was pushing things too far. 
 
    "Yes." Becky teased. She zoomed her camera phone onto Stacy's asshole. Her stuffed cunt. Of her face in the mirror. 
 
    Poor Stacy oblivious, eyes obediently closed. Begging whenever the vibrator in her pussy or the tube of lipstick in her ass threatened to fall. 
 
    "Getting close aren't you," Becky said, pinching Stacy's hard nubs, and then pushing the vibrator in deep. "You little slut." 
 
    Stacy nodded, biting her lip, her insides bearing down on the vibe, discovering muscles she didn't know she had. Yes she was close. So very close. She dared not open her eyes for fear that Becky would catch her and leave her there on the brink for her parents to find. The thought terrified and thrilled her at the same time. 
 
    Becky placed her phone on the dresser so that it pointed up at Stacy. She smiled wickedly as she slid the vibe from Stacy's sex. 
 
    "Please...I'm so close." Stacy begged. 
 
    "I know," Becky said, moving behind her pretty friend. Bodies pressed together. One hand sliding up and down Stacy's wet lips. The other guiding the phallus to her mouth, between her lips. 
 
    Stacy jerked her head back when she realized what the intruder was. No, she wasn't going to do that.That was...that was nasty. 
 
    "Open." Beck said, her teasing fingers slowing - egging the tied girl on. 
 
    Stacy shook her head. 
 
    "You want to come don't you?" Becky teased. Her fingers sped, then slowed, and sped again. "Besides, girls do this for their boyfriends all the time. And you did say that I was your boyfriend, remember?" 
 
    As Becky's finger's danced expertly, poor Stacy soon forgot what she'd been making a big deal about. She'd just open her mouth a tiny bit, then Becky would be happy. 
 
    "Good girl," Becky slid the head of the vibe in. Just the tip and slowly moved it in and out, keeping pace with her fingers as she stroked Stacy's clit below. 
 
    Stacy took more of the phallus into her mouth. She sucked it. She could taste her tang mixed with latex. She could feel the heat rise up in her loins. 
 
    "Taste it. Savor it." Becky whispered, her fingers in a blur on Stacy's clit. "I wonder if you mom cleaned it? Hmmmm? A slut like your mom? I bet not." 
 
    Oh God no. There was a part of her deep down that was appalled. Another part that was set on fire. The rest of her was cumming. A glorious roaring inferno raged in her loins and flooded out into her body. It was memorable. The best of her life. 
 
    It was only after, when she pulled her mouth free of the phallus. When she realized what she'd done, that it began to sink in. God. She'd been depraved. She'd done sick disgusting things. The vibe was her mom's for God's sake. But, she had more pressing things to worry about. 
 
    "What time is it?" Stacy asked worriedly. Glancing over her shoulder at the clock on the nightstand. "You need to untie me, my parents are going to be home soon." 
 
    "First rule: You don't give the orders around here." Becky picked up a hairbrush from the dresser and stroked the coarse bristles over Stacy's alabaster rump. "Now, when exactly are your parents going to get home?" 
 
    Becky slapped the bristles against Stacy's perfect bottom. 
 
    "Ouch!" Stacy's body tensed from the blow. 
 
    Becky spanked the blond again. This time on the other cheek. "I asked a question." 
 
    "Six." 
 
    "It's only 5:30." Becky spanked again. 
 
    "They could be early." Stacy gasped. "There's...ouch! There's clothes down stairs. The ...ouch! There's a mess in the kitchen." 
 
    "I'd love to see you explain the cucumber and carrot." Becky teased, spanking Stacy again and again. Enjoying the power she had over her former friend and now lover. "To explain all this...to explain me and you. Your red bottom. Oh baby, the sick things you did with your mother's vibrator." 
 
    "Please..." Stacy begged. "I'm asking. I'm..begging." 
 
    "I'll untie you, but there's a price to pay. Deal?" 
 
    "What's the price?" Stacy panted. 
 
    "To be my slave." 
 
    "What do you mean?" Stacy asked worriedly, her bottom stinging. 
 
    "You know, slave stuff." Becky answered with more spanks. "Like this." 
 
    Stacy danced as the blows continued. However, it was hard lesson the impact of the blows because Becky mixed them up. Left and right. Bottom and top. Sometimes missing all together. Stacy pulled and experimented with her bonds. She could easily pull her hands free at the very least, but doing so would bring the mirror down from the dresser. So all she could do was just bear it. 
 
    "Are you my slave?" Becky asked. 
 
    The spanking had stopped, but Stacy could still feel the sting and heat on her bottom cheeks. She could feel something else as well. The bristles of the brush between her thighs. Against her tender sex. 
 
    "Yes...Yes.." Stacy exclaimed as she stood up on her tippy toes and attempted to rise above the stiff brush. "Yes..I'm your slave. I'll..I'll do anything you want." 
 
    "That's my girl." Becky said, removing the brush, then untying Stacy from the dresser. "I guess you better straighten up before you parents come home." 
 
    Stacy grabbed her nightgown to put something on before she went downstairs to cleanup.However, Becky grabbed it. 
 
    "Slaves don't wear nightgowns." Becky said. 
 
    With blushing cheeks, the young high school senior left the room. She though of arguing, but the longer she delayed, the more the odds in her parents coming home. So she cleaned naked, and the more she cleaned the more she regretted her actions. Cleaned off the dildo, put it back in it's flashlight box. Wondering how it had been placed in the drawer and would he mother notice. Would her Dad notice that his ties were wrinkled. Washing the hairbrush and lipstick. Then downstairs to take care of the cucumber and carrot. She wanted to take them outside,but no way ...not being naked and freshly spanked. So she put them in a an old grocery bag and hid them in the bottom of the can. 
 
    She'd be lucky if she wasn't caught. Yes, if she wasn't caught, she vowed that she'd never ever do any more perverted sex acts again. No, if she wasn't caught, she'd never have sex again until she graduated college. 
 
    While Stacy cleaned, Becky amused herself in Stacy's room. She wanted to know more about her slave, so she started going through her drawers and closet. She found Stacy's diary and thumbed through it. She stashed it in her purse for later reading. Then she went through her closet and found some suitable sorts of clothes that a slave should wear, a baby doll skirt with a halter top made of a nice linen. Yes, it was brisk fall weather and this would be a nice way to let Stacy know who was boss. 
 
    Actually, Becky could think of one more good way to let Stacy know who was boss, so she went downstairs and using her phone, snapped a picture of the girl naked. 
 
    "Arch your back and push your ass out more so I can get a better pic," Becky ordered. 
 
    Stacy jumped and gave a squeak from being startled. Panting, a warm glow spreading over her chest and she covered her private bits with her discarded clothes. 
 
    "Slave, that's an order." Becky said. "Besides, I just took a picture of your bare ass and pussy. Since you don't trust me, I guess I should just send it to my friend list." 
 
    "I ...I trust you." Stacy panted. But she didn't. Her mind was a jumble. She didn't want any pictures taken of her naked. It would ruin her and her parents if they ever got out. But Becky already had one. Could she physically take the phone away and delete the picture? No. There was no way. There only seemed one way out. She did as she was bid, arched her back, and stuck out her bottom, careful to face the other direction so no one would know it was her if the picture ever got out. 
 
    "Nice." Becky said, taking another picture. "But cross your legs, one over the other. Like that...perfect. That really plumps up that juicy cunt. Now reach back and put your hands on your ass." 
 
    "Please...I can't." Stacy whimpered. 
 
    "I guess I'll be nice and just forward your picture to Hannah, instead of my entire friends list since you were nice enough to take one picture." 
 
    "Wait." Poor Stacy's face burned from utter humiliation. She'd never had her vagina describe thus. With trembling hands she reached back..at least part of her would be less visible. 
 
    "Now spread your cheeks." 
 
    Oh Dear God. Well at least...her face was hidden. So at least she had a bit of anonymity. 
 
    "Perfect. So sexy." Becky took another picture and another, making certain to frame in the mirror, so that anyone seeing the picture would know it was truly Stacy Morris. For good measure she moved in close. 
 
    Poor Stacy. From such utter mortification, she'd long since given up and closed her eyes, while she heard the electronic click of the camera. But even with her eyes closed, she could feel the heat from her former rival as she moved in close to her ass. She was still wet. She was still hot.She was still brimming with excitement. She wondered if Becky was going to lick her...down there. Then she heard the electronic shutter click again and again. 
 
    "Such a cute little asshole. It's very photogenic." Becky said. "But next time you shower I expect it to be hair free, just like your pussy. Do I make myself clear?" 
 
    "Yes." Stacy breathed. 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Becky corrected, punctuating it with a spank. 
 
    "Yes ma'am." 
 
    "I own you Stacy Willis. I've got video of everything. Not just this. I've got you with your mom's dildo. I've got everything. I own your naked ass and pussy. " Becky said, making sure the pretty blond knew it was a fact by fingering her pussy and then her ass. 
 
    Stacy began to feel afraid. Very afraid. She'd been stupid. 
 
    "I've got some things for you to wear tomorrow." Becky said. "I left them on your bed." 
 
    The next day Stacy's hands trembled as she tried to make the usual small talk with her usual friends at their usual hangout by the trophy case. She was sweating bullets. She had no idea what was in store. She was wearing clothes that were suitable for summer at a club or something. Her shoulders were bare as where her legs. She'd shivered all morning. She was Becky's slave. An email had confirmed that her rival had all the embarrassing proof she ever needed. Now, Stacy did her best to make small talk with her friends and keep the conversation from how cold she must be in her outfit. 
 
    Until she saw Becky Johnson walking that way with the usual superior smile plastered on her face. 
 
    Becky shouldered her way between the tight circle of blonds. Took Stacy by the chin and tilted her head up and kissed her ....deeply. A hush fell over the usual gossiping girls, as Stacy was kissed her ass fondled through the too short skirt. 
 
    "Baby you are a whole lot more fun to play with than Jimmy Meers." Becky said. "I had fun last night. You were smooth as silk and Jimmy was always stubbly." 
 
    "Thanks." Stacy breathed, as she blushed furiously from utter mortification. She was dripping wet and that made her feel even worse to know that her body was responding to her shameful admission. 
 
    "I don't want to interrupt you from talking to your friends," Becky said, as she edged around Stacy and out of the circle of girls. But before she was out, she gave Stacy a spank on her bottom. "See you after school baby." 
 
    "Okay," Stacy breathed. 
 
    "I know some more fun games we can play." 
 
    "Okay." Stacy's cheeks were so hot they felt like they were on fire. Now she was left to repair what was left of her reputation. 
 
    "She was just teasing." Stacy said, praying her lies would be believed. "She says things just to be shocking." 
 
    "Don't lie." Connie said. "You did it, didn't you? You really shaved and you did stuff with her." 
 
    "You are being stupid." Stacy replied. 
 
    "Then let us see it?" Connie said with a smile. "Show it to us." 
 
    "I won't." But Stacy's blush was an admission of the truth. 
 
    "Come on girls." Connie said as the group left Stacy standing there blushing - and very very wet. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 67 
 
    "You still trying to seduce my husband?" Mrs. Anderson whispered. "I thought I told you to fill up those cups with ice?" 
 
    Sara jumped. The older woman had snuck up right behind her, pinning her to the table without making a sound. 
 
    "I'm not - I'm not" Sara stammered. "Sed. . ." The thought had never crossed her mind. Mr. Anderson wasn't just her husband's boss. He was also an ugly and obnoxious old man. And if his ruddy features and breath were any indication, his fat, lazy, and domineering wife had driven him to the bottle. 
 
    "Don't you lie to me bitch," Mrs. Anderson said. Her pudgy fingers slithered over Sara's thighs and stroked at the band of her thin tight nylon shorts. "I know your kind. You come out here in your hot pants showing off your long legs and tight little ass. You think I don't know what you are up to?" 
 
    "I was - I was - hoping to run this afternoon." However, the only running she had done was going to and fro from one of Mrs. Anderson's tasks to the next. 
 
    Mrs. Anderson forced her hand down the front of Sara's shorts, causing the young housewife to gasp and struggle in vain against the older woman's advances. 
 
    "Such a tight little body," Mrs. Anderson whispered in Sara's ear. 
 
    "Stop it." Sara pulled at Mrs. Anderson's wrist, but only succeeded in pulling her own blonde pubes the old woman had firm grip on. She tried in vain to get her husband's attention. 
 
    "Go ahead," Mrs. Anderson said, while stroking a fat finger up and down the cleft of the young woman's sex. "Call him over. Then you can explain to Frank - yes, to Frank and to your children what we were doing. I'll be sure to tell them all the juicy details of our hot little affair." 
 
    "We are *not* having an affair." Sara's voice was indignant at the mere suggestion. She had never had sexual thought about another woman. And even if she had, it wouldn't be with a woman like Mrs. Anderson. 
 
    "Oh but we are," Mrs. Anderson continued. "I've been coming over to your house every day - every morning after Frank and your little brats have left for school. I've been fucking you with all manner of vibrators and dildos. I've fucked you in the bed you sleep in with your husband. Then I let you eat my pussy while I watch the soaps. Sometimes I even bring friends over and we take turns sharing your talented tongue." 
 
    "No," Sara groaned. Not only was she losing the battle of wits with this vicious woman - her body was reacting the unwanted groping of her body. 
 
    "You can't deny it," Mrs. Anderson said. "Shhhh- listen to your pussy. Listen to those hungry wet sounds. You love it slut." 
 
    "No." It came out this time as a whisper. Sara knew she couldn't stop what was happening, but she also knew she shouldn't be enjoying it either. She should be repulsed by this older woman and she sure as hell shouldn't be getting off on this very public humiliation with her husband and kids right there with her. But her hips were moving of their own accord, back and forth, fucking the finger embedded in her hot slit. 
 
    "Let's see more of this hot little body you've been flaunting." Mrs. Anderson gently tugged the thin nylon running shorts and even thinner panties down to Sara's thighs. The young mother's eyes darted around to make sure no one was watching. 
 
    "Oh God," Sara moaned as her lower half was slowly displayed. The picnic area was secluded, yet. . . 
 
    "Nice." Mrs. Anderson sat down beside Sara, her hand roaming over the young woman's naked flesh, exploring her hidden crevices, and then spanking her bare bottom. "What do you say when someone pays you a compliment, slut?" 
 
    Sara's head hung down, her bangs fell into her eyes. She refused to answer. 
 
    "You say thank you, you little dimwit," Mrs. Anderson said. "Now say it!" 
 
    "Thank . . ." Sara supported her weight with her hands. She could barely stand. Could barely breathe. Her thought flowed like molasses. ". . .thank you." 
 
    "Your husband is watching slut. Give him a wave." 
 
    'Oh God,' Sara thought. Frank was looking at her. By his expression, he was thankfully unaware of what was happening just out of his field of view. She forced a smile to her lips, waved, and pretended to go back to filling up cups with ice. 
 
    "That's right slut. Give a nice wave." Mrs. Anderson said, while she continued to finger fuck the horny young housewife. "Nothing happening up here. Just two wives getting to know each other. Very - very well." 
 
    "Please," Sara begged. "Please stop before-" 
 
    "Be a dear and hand me that spatula," Mrs. Anderson said, completely ignoring Sara's protests. 
 
    The spatula was greasy and covered with bits of charred hamburger and hotdog. Sara carefully picked it up by the handle and handed it to the older woman. 
 
    "You have a tight cunt Sara. Even after giving birth those two bratty monsters of yours, I can still feel your hungry cunt squeezing my finger," Mrs. Anderson said, her finger a blur, in and out of Sara's sex - fucking her - raping her hot hole. "Frank is a lucky man." 
 
    Mrs. Anderson brought the spatula down on Sara's firm bottom with a splat, leaving a red imprint with four white holes in the middle. Grease and bits of soot were left on the young woman's firm ivory bottom. "What did I say about saying thank you?" 
 
    "Thank you," Sara gasped. This couldn't be happening. Not out here. In public. Her children and her husband in sight. 
 
    Mrs. Anderson probed at Sara's asshole with a pudgy finger. 
 
    "And such tight little brownie too," Mrs. Anderson said. 
 
    "Ugh - oh God - th- thank y-you." Sara's mind whirled. The finger poking at her rear hole made her quiver with excitement, yet she knew she shouldn't be feeling that way. 
 
    "Does Frank fuck you there?" Mrs. Anderson asked. "I bet you love it up the ass. Slut." 
 
    "No - no he doesn't," Sara stammered. She wasn't that kind of girl. And Frank wasn't the kind of guy. 
 
    "But you love it. You love it up the ass, don't you Sara. Don't you - you hot blooded slut?" 
 
    The pudgy finger wormed its way up her bottom. It forced the truth from Sara's tightly clenched lips. "Yes. Yes - I love it up the ass." 
 
    "Good girl," Mrs. Anderson said. "Now you better get whatever thoughts you had about my husband out of your dumb little brain, you understand me girl? From now on, it's me you'll be looking pretty for. And these curly little hairs have to go." 
 
    Mrs. Anderson tugged at Sara's pubic hair, her nose wrinkling with distaste. "I like all my girls clean and fresh. And I want you marked as mine. Maybe a collar or a tattoo. I haven't decided yet." 
 
    Oh God no. How would she hide such a thing from her husband? This was madness. And yet she couldn't deny how these thoughts - thoughts of being enslaved to this older woman turned her insides to jelly. 
 
    "I'll be over tomorrow morning," Mrs. Anderson continued, now with two fingers up the front passage of the young housewife, and one up the rear. "And I expect you ready for me. Perfumed and freshly shaved. Ready to fuck. Do you still have your wedding dress?" 
 
    "Ugh - yes. Yes ma'am." Sara's voice was raspy and thick. Her chest heaved. Tight nipples poked through the front of her thin form-fitting shirt. Her body sweaty and soaking through her clothes. 
 
    "I haven't given you permission to come yet slut," Mrs. Anderson warned. "Don't you do it." 
 
    "I can't help it." Sara couldn't. Her body could not be denied. 
 
    "You better bear down and figure out a way." Mrs. Anderson slowed her fingers, but she let up. Sara's cunt continued making wet sounds with every thrust of the older woman's fingers. 
 
    Reaching into the cooler of ice, Sara grabbed a handful and then cupped it over her sex. She prayed it would work. The cold was a shock. A painful shock. The need to come passed. She held the cold ice tightly to her sex and shivered. 
 
    "That's a good bitch," Mrs. Anderson said. "Now, as I was saying. When I come over tomorrow, I expect to find you in bed, wearing your wedding dress, legs spread wide, your pussy open and ready for me." 
 
    "When - when will you be over?" It was an effort to force it out. Sara managed one word to each breath. 
 
    Mrs. Anderson pulled her finger out of the young housewife's bottom and gave her a spank. "It doesn't matter when I get there bitch. But when I get there, I better see you in bed and eager for me. And by eager, I mean I want to see wet fingers and a hot and ready cunt. And you better not come without my permission. Bitch, I mean it, you better not come." 
 
    It was coming home to Sara. She would be a slave. She would be this older woman's sex slave. The bed she shared with her husband, even the dress she wore at her wedding, nothing was sacred. She should say no. No way. No how. Fuck you, you old bitch. Yet, her pussy was hotter than ever before. She needed this all her life, yet she never knew it till this moment. 
 
    "Please," Sara begged. 
 
    "Please, what?" Mrs. Anderson asked. 
 
    "Please ma'am. May I come now?" 
 
    "Not yet bitch," Mrs. Anderson said. She removed her fingers from the young housewife. "What's your answer slut? Are you going to be my bitch?" 
 
    "Oh God," Sara groaned. "Yes - yes ma'am." 
 
    "I'm going to test you. You have no idea how I'll test you." 
 
    "Yes ma'am. Please ma'am. I need to come. I need it bad." Sara's legs trembled. She ached with need. ". . .so bad." 
 
    Mrs. Anderson rolled the young woman's clit around with the tip of her finger. "Hand me that bottle of mustard," she commanded. 
 
    Sara picked up the bottle of French's mustard and tried to pass it back. 
 
    "Open it for me, you stupid slut." 
 
    No, oh no! Sara suspected what was to happen, but no, Mrs. Anderson wouldn't dare, would she? With trembling fingers she unscrewed the top of the plastic mustard bottle and handed it to the older woman. 
 
    "Good girl," Mrs. Anderson said. "Now reach back and spread that beautiful bottom." 
 
    Oh God, she was mad enough to do it. Worse, Sara realized her husband was watching. She waved at him again. Please oh please turn back around, she prayed. She dared not look at him or he would surely know something was happening. Looking out of the corner of her eye, she saw he finally returned to fishing. Sara reached back and spread the cheeks of her bottom. 
 
    "Such a cute little brownie," Mrs. Anderson said. "I see it winking at me." 
 
    "Thank you." 
 
    "You close to coming? You ready to come for me little slut?" 
 
    "Yes." Oh God. Hurry hurry hurry. Sara humped back. Willing her body to come before they were caught, yet it wasn't quite happening. 
 
    "As for me," Mrs. Anderson said, working the young housewife's clit in a tight circle. She poked at Sara's puckered hole with the conical tip of the yellow bottle. "I don't like mustard. Does Frank? How about little Jake and Elizabeth?" 
 
    The older woman's words hit home to Sara. It was bad enough that she had sunk to this level. But her family, her innocent family, they would also bear the consequences of her deviant desires. The worse part of it all, the mere thought of it, of having to watch helplessly as her family used the bottle of mustard - mustard that had been. . . It was too much. Sara succumbed to madness. Her orgasm hit hard and fast. 
 
    "Coming. Oh fuck I'm coming," Sara cried. Her insides flowed like molten wax. 
 
    Mrs. Anderson plunged the yellow grooved cone shaped mustard tip into the young housewife's ass and squeezed as hard as she could. 
 
    "Oh fuck. Fuck fuck." The mustard was hot on her tender linings. Her ass bit down. Her cunt tightened with every contraction of her orgasm. It was a heavy orgasm that seemed to go on forever. No longer able to support her weight, Sara sat down on the bench next to Mrs. Anderson and weakly pulled her shorts back up to cover herself. 
 
    "Fuck," Sara whined. "It burns." 
 
    "Yes dear, it's supposed to burn," Mrs. Anderson said. "Now give me a kiss and thank me for your orgasm." 
 
    The cooler blocked her husband's view, but if her children turned around they would surely see. What is happening to me, Sara wondered, as she opened her mouth and kissed another woman for the first time. 
 
    "Thank you," Sara said when they broke their kiss. "Thank you for my orgasm." 
 
    "You're welcome dear." 
 
    "It burns." The pain had lessened, but it was still there. 
 
    "Shush," Mrs. Anderson wiped the top of the mustard bottle off with a paper towel and sat it on the table. Then she waved at her husband and Frank. "Lunch is ready. Hurry up. Everyone get over here. Let's eat. You too kids." 
 
    "Speaking of eating," Mrs. Anderson said where only Sara could hear. "Has my bitch ever eaten pussy before?" 
 
    "No ma'am." Sara shifted nervously in her seat, in part due to the burning in her ass. Worse, she had to hold her internal muscles tight to keep from soiling herself. "Never." 
 
    The older woman stuck a shiny wet digit in her mouth and sucked it clean of Sara's juices. "You'll be doing quite a lot of it. I intend to see that you become very skilled at it. I even have some friends I plan on sharing you with." 
 
    "Yes. Yes ma'am." Sara wondered if she would be able to go through with it. What it would be like to be this domineering woman's sex slave. She wondered how she was going to get through the afternoon without something mortifying happening even more. 
 
    "Good girl," Mrs. Anderson said. "Now you just sit there, I've got this all under control. But tomorrow - tomorrow. . . I intend to get full my full measure." 
 
    Alone in her bedroom, Sara looked over at the clock. Ten-thirty. 
 
    She looked down at herself. White heels. White stockings. A white veil pulled down which clouded her vision. Her satin wedding dress bunched up around her waist. A dress she had not worn since her wedding day. 
 
    Sara's muscular legs were spread wide. Her mound was bare and a little red after having been shaved for the first time. Her sex was wet. Lips swollen due to being teased for over an hour. At first she hoped Mrs. Anderson wouldn't show. Then she spent her time wondering what the older woman would think of her for following her every instruction. Maybe she had been joking? 
 
    And now? Now the hardest part was not coming. God how she wanted to. She ached for it. Teasing her self. Keeping her hot cunt wet. She wasn't just wet, she was soaking. Pelvis thrusting. Thighs trembling. Fingers gripping handfuls of her sheets. She thought she heard the sound of the front door opening. The clacking of high heels walking up the stairs. Heart pounding, Sara realized there were two sets of heels. 
 
    'Dear Lord,' Sara thought. 'She's brought someone else.' But it was too late now. Too late for anything but to go through with it. She reached down an obediently spread the lips of her sex. With her other hand she offered up the handle of a leash, a leash that ran to a collar around her neck. 
 
    This was her lot now, the lot of a slave. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 68 
 
    "Lexi, can I speak to you privately for a moment?" Being diplomatic was part of being a mom. For her daughter already had a friend over and waiting patiently at the door was a very nice looking boy with a letter on his jacket. 
 
    "I'll be right back," Lexi told the dark haired bookish girl sitting at the desk in her room. " 
 
    "You have a young man at the door," her mother whispered as soon as the door was closed. 
 
    "I forgot all about my date with Ayden tonight!" Lexi said. "Can you wait like ten minutes and come up with an excuse for Kimberly. Tell her is was a family emergency?" 
 
    "Lexi, I'm not going to lie for you." 
 
    "Please?" the pretty blond begged with hopeful eyes. "Please...please...please..please. I'll make it up to you, I promise." 
 
    It was hard to say no to her daughter in the best of circumstances, and in this case, there were other reasons. "Okay. Just this once." 
 
    "You're the best mom!" Lexi gave her mother a peck on the cheek and left with the young man at the door. 
 
    Kimberly waiting patiently for Lexi. Killing time by doing a few more homework problems for the girl. She was supposed to be tutoring. Which meant helping and explaining, and yet over the years it slowly but surely came to mean doing Lexi's homework. But they were friends and as Lexi said. "Friends help each other. I help you with things...you help me with things." 
 
    The door opened and it wasn't Lexi, but her mother. Where was Lexi? That's what Kimberly wanted to say. Instead she tried to hide the fact that she was doing Lexi's homework. It was an uncomfortable moment, but it grew even more uncomfortable when the older woman put her hands on Kimberly's shoulders. 
 
    "uhm..." Can I help you? That's what Kimberly wanted to say, but again the moment passed. She nervously tried to pretend to find something interesting in the open book, but the discomfort grew worse. Where the heck was Lexi? 
 
    "You know..." The teenager started at the sound of the older woman's voice. "... I can remember when you used to hang out with Lexi and her friends. Go out with them. Now you just come over and do Lexi's homework. What happened to you?" 
 
    "I..I'm not doing Lexi's...I mean..I'm just helping..her.." Kimberly stammered, her face growing warm. The older woman was rubbing her shoulders now and it was making her a little uncomfortable. 
 
    "This is difficult. You see, I'm supposed to make up a lie and tell you that Lexi had a family emergency, instead of telling you that she's on a date with a cute young man with lovely olive skin." 
 
    "Oh.." Kimberly felt her cheeks burn. "Oh." She'd been ditched. Again. And now she was suffering the additional humiliation of Mrs. Anderson's pity. "Uhh.. I'm sure she just like, uh.... forgot." Tears welled in her eyes as she closed the math book and began to shuffled her papers together. 
 
    "You didn't answer my question." the older woman continued. "What happened to you? If you'd asked me years ago, I'd have thought I'd be beating the boys off of you with a stick, instead of having them show up at my doorstep for Lexi." 
 
    "I ahh....don't know." Kimberly said. Wiping away the beginnings of a tear. The truth was hard to hear. There was a time when she ...well she'd never been popular like Lexi, but she at least hung out with the popular girls and got asked to dance on occasion. 
 
    "Poor thing." Anne said. "You probably tell yourself that it'll all change when you go to college, but it doesn't change. College boys expect girls to have dated in high school. Before you know it, all the nice boys are taken, and you just fall further and further behind." 
 
    Kimberly used her sleeve to dry her eyes. It was like the woman looked into her soul and pulled out her worst fears. 
 
    "Or maybe you like girls?" Anne asked. "Is that why you spend so much time doing Lexi's homework?" 
 
    "No..." Kimberly squeaked. 
 
    "I see." The older woman could resist it no more. Her hands traveled from the girl's shoulders to her breasts. So cute. So pert. Since they needed so little support from her bra, it did little to protect them from an attack from above. 
 
    Kimberly gasped and clutched her small peaches protectively. Was this woman..was Lexi's mom... gay? If so, how was she married...how did she have a daughter? She needed to let this very forward older woman down gently to preserve her friendship with Lexi, but she had no idea how to go about doing so. 
 
    "I knew it." The older woman tutted disapprovingly. "Oh you poor dear. You are frigid. That's why you don't have a boyfriend." 
 
    "I'm not...I'm not frigid," the petite girl stammered, now back on the defensive once more. 
 
    "Then prove it." Anne said. "Simply put your hands back on the desk." 
 
    "Uhh.." Kimberly just sat there. 
 
    "Frigid." The word came out as a sneer and cut Kimberly to the quick. 
 
    Reluctantly, Kimberly placed her trembling hands on the desk. She felt the older woman touching her collar. Fingers drifting lower. Following the line of her collar. Now traveling underneath. Slowly. Gently. She felt her nipples tighten in expectation. She felt the fingers hover at her bra, touching her sensitive flesh. She began to squirm involuntarily. She felt her nipples tighten. She didn't want the woman to discover the state of them. 
 
    Shaking her head, she twisted away from the woman's touch and once more clutched her hand protectively over her small orbs. "Don't." 
 
    "See." Anne repeated. "Frigid." 
 
    "I'm...not..." A rosy blush traveled spread from Kimberly's high cheekbones to her chest. She licked her lips. Her mouth felt dry. Her eyes welled as she blinked back tears. "...please." 
 
    "You poor thing... .don't cry. I'm not trying to hurt your feelings." Anne patted the younger girl on the head in sympathy, running her fingers through the teenager's shoulder length, red hair. "And it's not even like it's the end of the world, never having a boyfriend....well it is for some. But it doesn't have to be." 
 
    She whispered the rest into the younger girl's ear. "You know I used to be frigid too." 
 
    "Really?" Was it true? Was it even possible that this beautiful and confident older woman was once a shy introvert like her? 
 
    It wasn't, but Anne wasn't one to let a little thing like truth get in the way of what she wanted. 
 
    "Yes." Anne said. "My God, back in high school, I used to be known as the 'ice queen." This was actually the truth, but she'd come by the name for an entirely different reason. "I was hopeless...until my aunt helped me." 
 
    "What...what did she do?" Kimberly asked. Perhaps she too could get help from someone. Maybe even her mother...but probably not. Her mother didn't have a very good track record as far as men were concerned -her dad had cheated on her repeatedly and finally remarried. 
 
    "She just helped me learn the ropes," Anne said. "You see, when you reach a certain age, you can't exactly go out and acquire 4 lost years of ...experience. You'd end up pregnant or with some disease. Even if you were incredibly lucky, you'd end up with a reputation, which may help you ...how do you say it now, hook up, but it doesn't help you with a relationship. You've seen how that goes, haven't you?" 
 
    "Yes." Kimberly had seen numerous, what she considered nice girls, suddenly gone bad - the brief spike in popularity and then the fall from grace - of being labeled slut. 
 
    "But you can't continue on like you are either," Anne continued, reasonably. "As you just get left further and further behind. Before you know it, you are 50 years old, childless, and living with ten cats." 
 
    Kimberly had a big plump tabby named Dr. Who that she adored. Her face colored more deeply. 
 
    "I guess I could help give you some... call it tutoring in the subject; if you want it that is. It hurts to see such a formerly promising young girl in a bad position," Anne said. "Besides, Lexi is almost always on a date or whatever. What do you say? Do you want my help?" 
 
    Kimberly looked up at the older woman, her mind full of images of spinsterhood and cats... "I... uh.. yes, I guess... tutoring? You'd be like... uhm.. tutoring me?" 
 
    Anne smiled. "Yes. But it won't be free, ok? You can pay me the same way I paid my aunt, by helping around the house. Understood?" 
 
    "Uhm...." 
 
    "Starting now. Pack up these books and then you can start by -let's see- how about cleaning and dusting the living room?" 
 
    Obediently, Kimberly put away her books and found herself being led to the living room and handed a duster, paper towels, and glass cleaner. She was cleaning the coffee table about an hour later when it hit her...why was she cleaning this woman's house when she'd never even agreed to be 'tutored'? 
 
    "Eeek!" Kimberly jumped, her hands protectively covering her freshly goosed bottom. 
 
    "We are certainly going to have our hands full with you Kimberly," Anne tutted. "Have you always been so skittish of being touched?" 
 
    Kimberly shrugged, cheeks growing red. Truth be told, she'd never really been touched in such a fashion. A touch that felt almost possessive in its nature. 
 
    "Get back to it." Anne pointed at the table. "Don't dawdle." 
 
    The eighteen year old reluctantly began to clean the table once more, keeping the older woman in her peripheral vision. 
 
    "Is that your solution Kimberly," Anne gave a rich laugh. "Will you watch your husband like some kind of shoplifter should he happen to be close enough to touch you?" 
 
    "No." It came out as a squeak. Kimberly shook her head, not trusting herself to say any more. She resumed cleaning so she wouldn't have to answer any more uncomfortable questions. But she knew...she knew that somewhere close behind her, was a forward older woman - who could touch her at any moment. Who would probably touch her inappropriately. Who knew where? Maybe not on her bottom next time. And Kimberly realized that her thighs had spread. Would the next touch be between her legs. Was she? Was being there on her knees with her thighs spread a natural position to be in when cleaning a coffee table? Or perhaps she was begging to be touched...there between her legs. 
 
    God. All of a sudden, Kimberly's insides were all tingly. Why hadn't she been touched by now? She needed to move to clean the rest of the table. Her nipples had hardened. She could feel sweat drip from beneath her arm pits. She heard the rustle of cloth. 
 
    "Oh!" Kimberly raised up, one arm protectively over her breasts and the other over her bottom. Feeling quite stupid of course. 
 
    "I didn't even touch you." Anne said, whispering in the young girl's ear. "What did you think I was going to do to you?" 
 
    "Uhh..I don't know. I'm sorry...I'm sorry," Kimberly stammered, ashamed of her body's reaction. "I don't know what got into me." 
 
    I know what is going to get into you, Anne thought to herself. "Don't worry. I have a few ideas to help with this coltishness of yours on Friday." 
 
    "Friday?" 
 
    "Yes," Anne said. "Lexi is going on a date at 5:00. So you come by at 5:15 for more lessons with me. Be sure she doesn't see you." 
 
    For a moment Kimberly entertained the idea of saying "No". 
 
    Anne saw the girl look down at her feet and her lips begin to open. "Ahhh..." the younger girl struggled to offer an excuse that wouldn't offend the older woman. 
 
    "Is that a bad time?" Anne asked. "We both know you don't have a date...and won't...unless some changes are made. Maybe you need to get home to feed your cats?" 
 
    Kimberly blushed once more. "No ma'am. I...don't have a date." 
 
    "Then I'll see you at 5:15," Anne said. "Sharp." 
 
    "Yes Mrs. Anderson." 
 
    "Good." Anne said. "Anything I can do to help. You remind me a lot of me you know." 
 
    What am I doing? Kimberly asked herself. Why had she driven to Lexi's house on Friday night? Why had she skulked about waiting for Lexi to leave? Why had she driven by the house three times, losing more and more courage with every pass. 
 
    I can't do this she thought to herself. I can't not do this either. If I don't do this, how can I bear to face Mrs. Anderson again when I go visit Lexi? 
 
    Her phone rang. Kimberly knew who it was from the caller id. Her fingers began to tremble. 
 
    "Hello?" Kimberly answered in a tremulous voice. 
 
    "How many times do you plan on driving by my house?" Anne asked. 
 
    "I was just...ahhh...making sure ...you said to make sure Lexi didn't see me." Kimberly stammered. 
 
    "God you are hopeless." Anne said. "I've counted three times of you driving by. If I was a boy and this was a date, how dumb do you think you'd look right now?" 
 
    "I don't know" Kimberly mumbled, her face growing hot, hating how shy she was. 
 
    "Very dumb. Like a little red-headed idiot. So stop fooling around and get in here before I change my mind. You have three minutes." Anne said sternly, hanging up the phone, and then her red lips forming into a wicked smile. Things were going splendidly so far. 
 
    Things weren't going quite so splendidly for Kimberly. She'd parked, rushed to the door, trying not to be seen and not quite sure why, found herself in the living room, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    "Turn around." Anne said. "Relax your arms. That's it, now put them right there." 
 
    "What are you doing?" Kimberly was beginning to squirm. She felt like she should say no, but Lexi's mom was already miffed at her for being late and driving around the block like some kind of frightened stalker. She felt silk on her wrists. Was this some kind of test? Felt it tighten. What - what was happening. She tugged at her bonds, but they didn't budge. 
 
    "Christ girl," Anne said. "Don't tug like that, it'll take me forever to get the knots out." 
 
    "Sorry." Kimberly stopped her struggles. She didn't want it to take forever to get the knots out either. She felt powerless and wanted the use of her hands once more. "But can you untie me please?" 
 
    "I could," Anne said, coming around to face the young woman once more. "But then we'd be right back where we were yesterday, with you growing more and more squirmy and frigid with every touch. No, let's try this awhile." 
 
    Kimberly felt her face grow hot. Helpless as the older woman pulled her close. Helpless as fingers reached down and undid the button of her shorts. Even more helpless as her zipper was lowered an inch at the most. Wait. What are you doing? The eighteen year old wasn't quite sure what objection her mouth was intent to utter, but it was quickly silenced by a kiss that took her breath away. 
 
    "See," Anne purred. "You are doing miles better than you were before. Not much of a kisser, but at least you didn't try to run away from me. Now get to work and earn your keep." 
 
    "Ooohh!" Kimberly gasped as her bottom was slapped none too gently. 
 
    "You can start by doing the wash." Anne said. 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Kimberly replied, wondering how she'd manage to do any work whatsoever with her hands tied behind her in such a fashion. 
 
    The older woman's nostrils flared. Her plan was going better than she'd ever dreamed. She'd tied and touched her, but more importantly she bossed the young girl mercilessly, getting the girl used to following orders. 
 
    "Pick that up. And that. Don't dilly dally. What are you trying to do Kimberly? You're not dim are you? Honestly, how on earth do you manage to tutor my daughter, if you can't pick up clothes? Don't give me that look. It's not my fault your hands are behind your back, your silly frigid wriggles are to blame." Anne ordered. "Use your teeth or you'll never finish." 
 
    The older woman watched as the young girl stiffened at the thought, ready to protest. Anne did what she always did at such times, rubbing the girl between her legs. 
 
    "Unnff" Kimberly moaned, hands tugging briefly at their bonds of their own volition. Her loins growing hot at such forward treatment. She'd been about to protest about something. It was hard to think of what it was. Fingers touching her...drifting lower unzipping her zipper the last inch. What was the last order? Ahh yes, her teeth closed on a discarded blouse tossed haphazardly on the floor. Trying to stand up without the use of her hands was no easy matter. Using her chin, legs akimbo, she lurched in the attempt to find her feet. From there it was a trip to the washer with her one measly garment. Every time she hesitated, she found herself touched intimately or sometimes spanked. 
 
    Worse, by now her shorts were falling down. She held them with her hands and wriggled in an attempt to get them back on her hips. 
 
    "Oh no dear." Anne purred. "Is that what you plan on doing with your boyfriends? Making sure they never see your panties? Let them go and go about your chores." 
 
    Kimberly let go, finding herself following orders unquestioningly. 
 
    "Now give another of those cute little coltish wriggles you were doing a moment ago." 
 
    Kimberly gave a half-hearted attempt, making sure to keep her shorts attached to her slim hips. Anne had other ideas however, and reached up, palming small breasts, pulling the young girl close, and giving her another kiss on the lips. probing an innocent mouth with her experienced tongue. Her hand drifting lower, causing the slim red haired girl to close her thighs in response which was just what the older woman wanted. 
 
    "Uhhmmpfff," Kimberly moaned, as her lips parted and her body gave a shudder. She closed her eyes in dismay as her shorts fell in a puddle at her feet. 
 
    "That's why we had to tie those hands Kimmy," Anne said, breaking the kiss, hands now moving down to caress a tight bottom now protected only by the thinnest of fabrics "Soon you will overcome all those coltish frigid tendencies and then we can work on you being sexy. Now get back to work. There are more clothes to pick up." 
 
    There were more clothes. Clothes that made Kimberly feel funny to pick up. A skirt which wasn't so bad. Several T shirts. But a pair of pantyhose made her face grow hot and nipples harden. There was something about picking them up with her mouth that made her feel funny inside in a kind of forbidden way. Or perhaps it was because by then her shirt and bra hand been pulled over her chest, exposing her pert breasts and hard nipples. 
 
    Kimberly was of course determined to at least pick the hose up by a knee, but while she bent down trying to find purchase, fingers sought out hard nipples and toyed with them in a way that only a woman would know how. Moaning helplessly, Kimberly found herself picking the hose up by the crotch. They were soiled and smelled none too fresh. 
 
    "Are you waiting there like that for a reason?" Anne purred. "Take them to the wash." 
 
    Kimberly's face grew hot. It was hard to think with the tingling taking place in her loins. What was she waiting for? Lexi's mother probably thought she was some sort of perv kneeling there with pantyhose in her mouth. Her face hot from embarrassment, Kimberly once again lurched to her feet and then to the washer. 
 
    There was one item left when Kimberly returned. Panties. Trimmed in lace. Silk. And very expensive. 
 
    "We haven't got all day Kimmy," Anne said, giving the eighteen year old a spank. 
 
    Kimberly's blush spread from her cheeks to her chest as she knelt down awkwardly to pick up the discarded panties in her teeth. She'd intended on picking them up by a tiny bite of the elastic band, but it was at that moment that Mrs. Anderson struck. 
 
    "Ahhhh..." Kimberly moaned as fingers slid where no fingers had slid ever before. She hid her face, wanting to crawl somewhere and die due to humiliation. She closed her mouth on what was quite a bit more of the silken undergarment than she'd planned, hoping to stifle the moan which seemed to spring forth from her lungs of it's own volition. Kimberly was mortified with the realization that the older woman must have surely discovered that was wet. Not merely wet, the petite red head was soaked. 
 
    She closed her thighs tight in order to minimize her mortification, but it was far to late for such half-measures. The best she could do was to get back to her feet as quickly as possible which proved impossible with her knees pressed tightly together. It was just as impossible as attempting to dodge or otherwise escape the finger that had penetrated her. 
 
    "Oh Kimmy-Kimmy," Anne admonished. "What am I going to do with you? You are as frigid as a nun. Here let me help you up before your thighs get stuck together like that." 
 
    Kimberly cheeks grew hot with shame as the older woman helped her to her feet; thankful as it was quite a chore without the use of her hands. Then the young girl gave a startled squeal, almost dropping the panties from her mouth as she felt her panties slid up deep into her crotch. 
 
    "There we go, back on your feet and ready to work," Anne said. "Not so helpful to close those thighs quite so tightly now was it?" 
 
    Kimberly looked down in dismay. Her panties had disappeared into her slit. Worse, the older woman still had hold of her panties and was using them to lead her into the laundry room. This was quite far enough for the eighteen year old. Yes, panties in her mouth, panties which stunk of stale sweat and tasted of sour salt, her arms tied behind her back, she'd had enough thank you very much. If this meant she'd be single forever, she was willing enough to do so. Cats? She loved cats. Being a crazy cat lady couldn't be so bad. She would make it known and take her leave just as soon as she had use of her mouth once more. 
 
    However, the young girl didn't reckon with the experience that comes with age, for Anne wasn't just leading, she was gently tugging as she pulled Kimberly's panties. Tug. Release. Tug. Release. Out of the bedroom, down the hall - Oh Lord - and then the stairs - each step down and shake of her hips sending cascades of pleasure deep into her loins. 
 
    Grunt. Gasp. Grunt. Gasp. Kimberly tried to keep the noises in her chest. She bit down hard on Mrs. Anderson's panties to stifle those errant noises but somehow they were intent on making themselves heard, even out of her nostrils if necessary. By the first landing, she given in. Her hips were moving of their own accord. Sliding and thrusting with every step - trying to drive her clit against the tight fabric of her bunched up panties. Her insides tingling. Nipples tightening into tiny hard nubs. 
 
    "You poor dear little unkept thing," Anne tutted. "Doesn't your mother ever take you for a wax and trim?" 
 
    "What?" Kimberly muttered, somehow losing track of depositing the panties she held so obediently into the wash and now standing there in the well lit dining room with her breasts exposed and nearly everything else too, for her panties had long since disappeared into the lips of her sex. Her fiery curls clashing with the white of her cotton undergarment. Her cheeks colored. The older woman was right, it didn't look very attractive down there at the moment. 
 
    "What do you mean, what?" Anne said. "Your bush is what. That look may have been all well and good in the 70's, but boys these days expect a little extra class and care for personal hygiene. This is so not in my job description. I did not know what I was getting into when I agreed to help you, no I did not. Well, there's no help for it. I'll have to do it myself. Wait there...I'll be right back." 
 
    The poor eighteen year old bit her lip nervously. She looked down at her crotch and blushed once more. She tried to fumble with her panties with her bound hands, but did little to help the situation. Her loins were still tingling with need - she wondered if there was a way to regain the feeling she'd had walking down the staircase. Hearing footsteps, she turned to the side to hide her crotch ... God, what had the woman said? Expect a little class and personal hygiene... 
 
    "Up on the table with you," Anne said, as she unceremoniously pulled down the eighteen year old's panties. 
 
    Her cheeks burning a bright red, Kimberly found herself on the dining room table, nude from the waist down. The blush traveled down to her chest when she realized that the shades weren't even pulled. 
 
    "Spread Kimmy," Anne said, sliding open the girl's slim thighs. "This job isn't going to do itself you know." 
 
    Job? What job? Oh God...Kimberly looked down at her lewd display. Her...lips were swollen and puffy. She was...wet down there. She burned from humiliation, but Anne seemed unfazed. Instead she...wow...mmmmm...what was that? Warm cream was being laved over her sex. It felt amazing. The tingling in her loins took on new urgency. Kimberly could no longer battle to keep her top half raised or protect her modesty. Giving in, she leaned back on the dining table, her back slightly arched due to her bound wrists. 
 
    "Now hold still," Anne purred. "This next part is tricky and you'd hate to get cut." 
 
    "mmm...what?" Kimberly gave a dazed gasp, then a sharp inhale. What was that! 
 
    "Now you've done it," Anne scolded. "I'm going to have to even this out or you'll look silly." 
 
    Then reality struck home. Kimberly was being shaved. Down there! Her loins still tingled, but the fuzziness had fled. "What do you mean by even it out?" 
 
    "Well, if you'd held still, it would have been fine." Anne scolded. "Do I look like I do this kind of thing for a living. I just took off a bit more than I planned when you gave another of your skittish little wriggles. Now hold still before you make it worse." 
 
    Kimberly held still this time. Very still. She even held her legs in the lewd positions that the older woman seemed intent on stretching her body to the limits of endurance to maintain. Wide. So very wide. And then back. And then one leg straight and trembling with the other bent. Then the other. 
 
    "If you'd done like this in the first place," Anne admonished. "You would have had a tight sexy little V. Hmmm..there...that's the best I can do." 
 
    "How bad is it?" Kimberly whispered. "Can I see it?" 
 
    "Sure." Anne said. 
 
    There was a flash and a click. A sound that Kimberly had heard before, but had never before sent her into a state of terror. She'd been photographed. Naked! 
 
    "Take a look." Anne said. "I was worried at first, but it's actually quite sexy now." 
 
    Oh God! Oh God! It was worse than she'd imagined. Kimberly had been denuded. She was bald. No, not quite bald, there was a tiny triangle of curls about the size of her thumbnail. A triangle that covered nothing. Her lips. Her clit. Her mons. Everything that mattered was lewdly displayed. A triangle. A triangle that wasn't even a triangle, but a small tiny, oddly shaped heart of fiery red curls. 
 
    Dear Lord, what had she let this infuriating woman do? She needed to put a stop to this before things got worse. 
 
    "Now that you are there," Anne said. "Let's have a little lesson about boys. See boys and girls are very similar. Right here..this would be a boys balls. They like having them pulled gently like so." 
 
    Oh... Kimberly's legs almost snapped together. when her labia were gently tugged. She needed to put a stop to this, she'd just said it to herself moments ago, but now the tingling in her loins had returned full force. Perhaps it wouldn't hurt to wait a few more seconds. Soon she grew relaxed again as Mrs. Anderson continued with her expert touch. 
 
    "And this is a boys shaft," Anne said. "When you used your hands on a boy, you slide them up and down his shaft." 
 
    Oh God...Kimberly was being stroked up and down her slit. Her thighs opened of their own volition. 
 
    The urge to lick was almost too much for Anne to pass up, but she suppressed the urge, though it took a lot out of her. 
 
    "And this is the head of a boy's cock," Anne suggested. "It's the most sensitive spot. Gently gently...run your fingers around and around and you'll make the boys gasp and moan." 
 
    The slim girl was gasping and moaned and her hips were beginning to work in time to Anne's gentle ministrations. 
 
    "Are you paying attention?" Anne asked, in a none too gentle voice. In contrast to the gently play of her fingers which expertly worked Kimberly's clit. 
 
    "Ahh...." Kimberly gasped. All the touching for the hour or so she'd spent cleaning her friend's house while she was away on a date had taken a toll. While Lexi's boyfriend was probably leaned back in a car somewhere with Lexi...ahhh...with Lexi stroking his cock, working on the head, making him gasp and moan.. she was here...arms secured behind her...naked from the waist down..freshly shaved...and at the mercy of Lexi's mom..a kind and frustratingly domineering woman. Kimberly was supposed to be concentrating learning about boys, but instead...a warm heat rose from her loins. "No..no..no.." 
 
    "You're not even paying attention?" Anne scolded. "For such a smart girl, you don't take instruction very well. Pay attention closely now. Do his cock just like this and you'll be sure to get him hard for what comes next." 
 
    "Huhhngghh" Kimberly moaned as the heat welled up. She tried to stifle her body's reaction, but it was far too late. "Oh-god-oh-god-stop-stop-stop..ahhh...ohhh..Hi..Hi..Hi..Hi...woooo-woooo-" 
 
    With a look just as suitable for a crocodile as for an attractive woman, Anne flipped switch her camera to video and captured it forever. 
 
    "Oh Kimmy-Kimmy, I'm so disappointed in you." Anne said. "Why didn't you tell me?" 
 
    Poor Kimberly didn't have it in her to blush anymore. Not while she was experiencing her first ever orgasm. She rode it out, letting it wash over her. Let her legs be opened wide by the older woman. 
 
    "I asked a question," Anne said. "Why didn't you tell me you were going to climax?" 
 
    By now the orgasm that had overwhelmed all conscious thought was gone, though Kimberly's brain still felt fuzzy and strangely calm after losing control there in front of her classmate's mother. 
 
    "I-I didn't know," Kimberly admitted. "I mean...well..I've felt nice down there ..when I've done stuff before..but I've never felt anything like that." 
 
    Anne's smile grew larger if such a thing were possible. Her eyes blazed, as she moved from between the girl's thighs. "That was your first climax? Poor girl, you are so far behind, it makes me sad for you. Though with those yelps of yours I can see why you'd hesitate to rub one off at home when your parents were asleep. You sounded like a dog in heat. You are just the most adorable thing." 
 
    Poor Kimberly was mortified. She didn't even remember what sort of sounds she'd made. She just remember pleasure and losing control. She loved it, but she dreaded the thought of making noises like a dog. It didn't seem the sort of thing a proper girl would do, and Kimberly always tried to be a proper sort of girl. 
 
    Anne drew closer to her young charge. "Well then..lesson number two. When you make your man come, you have to be sure to give him a kiss after." 
 
    Kimberly was helpless to stop the kiss. Not that she really wanted to anyway. She was still not quite herself and to be honest, the kiss felt divine. The lips. The inquisitive tongue. The hair tickling her face. Soon her own tongue joined in the dance...but only a little. 
 
    Oh no you don't, Anne thought to herself. Her fingers found the tender flesh of a nipple and caressed it intimately. There. Now that shy little tongue was joining in on the fun. Perfect. 
 
    It was the older woman broke the kiss. "Finally, that wasn't a half bad kiss Kimmy. However, I don't think we can give you an orgasm every time you need to kiss a boy. And speaking of orgasms. You need to know when a boy orgasms. Yes, they come, but if it's inside you can't really tell. Or if they have a condom on. But their body reacts just like ours when they climax. Here let me show you." 
 
    She pressed play on her camera and showed the young redhead a video from a few moments before. 
 
    Kimberly looked on stunned. She almost didn't recognize the herself. She was used to having fiery red curls down below. However, the freckled thighs were a dead giveaway, if that was not enough, the voice gasping, "Oh-god-oh-god...." And then it was worse. She heard just what Mrs. Anderson had described as a dog in heat. Oh Jesus, had she really sounded like that? Would a boy every want to hear someone make noises like that? 
 
    Her face grew hot as she watched from a different vantage. This was much different than lying on her back and looking up at the chandelier. She could see her thighs grow taunt. She could see her hips thrusting, seeking more stimulation. Her toes curled. Oh God...what was that? It was as if her sex was twitching - almost drawing itself in and then moving back out. Fluids were leaking with every pulse of her sex. There was worse. Her blush spread to her chest. Her anus - her anus was doing the same sort of pulsation. 
 
    "See the contractions," Anne said. "You can feel them too. That's the way you can tell if a boy has had a real orgasm or if he's faking. First you'll learn to watch for those signs, and when you are an expert, you'll be able to feel them. Now let's get you down and untied. It's time to see if you were paying attention." 
 
    What do you mean, paying attention? Kimberly pondered momentarily, just glad to have her hands free once more. To be in a better position to rebel at Lexi's mother's teaching methods. To be able to make sure that such an embarrassing video was deleted forever. To be able to...what did this infuriating woman have in mind now? Kimberly's shirt and bra were abruptly stripped off and she was not just being helped down from the table...she was being directed further down with a gently push on her head. Worse, Mrs. Anderson reached beneath her robe and pulled down her panties and sat down in the chair with her legs spread. 
 
    "What are you waiting for?" Anne said. "Show me what you learned." 
 
    "I don't - I don't understand," Kimberly stammered. She felt very uncomfortable and felt trapped there under the kitchen table. She could - she could smell the musk from the older woman's sex. It was plump and full. It was not bald like hers, but groomed neatly. Unfortunately, there was no easy way to get out from underneath the table without first clearing up this misunderstanding. "I'm not...I'm not like that?" 
 
    "What are you talking about?" Anne said. "You are impossible. You act like I'm making a pass at you or something. Now stop being stupid and show me where a boy's balls would be." 
 
    "I - I ah..." Kimberly's face grew hot. She wasn't stupid. She was smarter than this woman's daughter, that was for certain. Remembering her lesson, she pointed to the woman's crinkled lips. 
 
    "Don't be an idiot," Anne scolded. "Will you point at your husband's cock on your wedding night? Is that how sex with you will happen? Maybe you can draw a picture of what you could do with it should you ever touch it? Hi honey, here is a picture of what a real woman does with a cock." 
 
    Kimberly grew angry. Angry enough to touch the woman's lips. Angry enough to even tug them- none too gently. 
 
    "Ouch!" Anne exclaimed. "You little brat. Get out. Get out of my house. Lessons are over. All lessons are over!" 
 
    Kimberly's anger dissipated just as quickly as it came on. "Wait." 
 
    Anne smiled, but kept it hidden from her lips. She'd expected to keep Kimberly nude and give her a good dressing down before the girl relented. This was quite a bit sooner and more easy than she expected. 
 
    "I'm sorry...I didn't mean to hurt you...I've just never done something like this before." The eighteen year old began to gently manipulate the older woman's labia, just as hers had been manipulated. 
 
    "You are lucky," Anne said. "If I were a boy, I'd be out of here already and telling every other boy I could what dunce you were, instead of giving you another chance....mmmmm...that's not bad Kimmy. You have soft fingers. Now show me where his cock would be." 
 
    Kimberly tried running her finger up and down Anne's slit. 
 
    "Gently. Don't stiffen your finger so much. Ahhh...that's a girl." Anne purred. "Keep going. One and up. And two and down. One and up. Two and down. A boy isn't going to tell you everything Kimmy, you have to learn to show some initiative." 
 
    And so Kimberly learned to stroke and rub, and while it wasn't on a boy, it was close enough. It felt a little weird kneeling there under the table. It felt even more weird when Mrs. Anderson's fingers gently ran through her hair. It somehow felt too...personal. No, that wasn't the word. It felt...nice, but at the same time it felt as if she were being petted. She imagined what it'd be like doing this for a boyfriend. 
 
    "Look at me Kimmy," Anne ordered. "The only way to know if you are pleasing your boyfriend is to look at him. That's it." 
 
    Kimberly looked up at the older woman with large blue innocent eyes. Somehow it was easier back when she was looking at the older woman's sex. She'd been blessed with a good imagination, so she could easily imagine the vagina she practiced on was a penis. But looking into the woman's eyes...it made her feel uneasy inside. 
 
    On the other hand, part of the young girl wanted approval from her friend's mother. It made her feel like she wasn't good enough or didn't measure up when the woman quirked her lips and gave a barely noticeable shake of her head. However, when Anne ran gently patted her curly red hair or gave a gently gasp of "That's it...that's it....just like that. Oh Kimmy your fingers of so soft. One day there will be a lucky boy who has a lover with such soft fingers." 
 
    It made her feel pride. It felt just like it did when she aced a test. It was nice. It was still weird, because the older woman placed one hand under Kimberly's chin, and the other tightening ...kind of grabbing the young girl's red hair instead of merely stroking it. Her chin being raised, pulled forward, and yet her head tilted back. She couldn't avoid the older woman's eyes - eyes that looked like a panther - even if she wanted too. 
 
    Kimberly could hear the wet squishy sounds of Mrs. Anderson's sex that was now just under the young girl's chin. She could smell the deep musk of sex. 
 
    "Don't stop..don't stop..don't you dare stop.." Anne repeated, gasping the words breathlessly. 
 
    Kimberly continued, watching as the older woman closed her eyes. Watching as the orbs appeared to roll up under her eye lids. Was the woman climaxing? Was this all she needed to do for a boy? 
 
    "Enough" Anne ordered as she came down from her orgasm, running her fingers possessively through the young girl's curly red hair. "Now kiss me. just like you learned." 
 
    It was an awkward experience. The poor girl was caught up under the table. The only way out was between Anne's thick thighs. Thighs that seemed in no hurry to make matters easy for Kimberly to exit. As a result, she had to perform contortions suited for Cirque de Sole in order to get out from beneath the table. Part of her wriggle brought her into contact, into a great deal more contact with the woman's very wet sex than Kimberly preferred. Her face had even touched the woman's fat nipples and heavy breasts that hung free from her robe. Her back ached. Her calves trembled from the strain. She tried not to think about the fact that her own sex now pressed against the older woman's stomach. She gave the woman a quick kiss. 
 
    "You really have to work on your kissing ability," Anne said scornfully, before gripping the young girl by the throat, and nudging her chin up with a thumb. She pulled the young girl's mouth against her own and assaulted it with her tongue. She could feel the tension in the young red head, and she kept up her kiss until it began to dissipate and the girl soon turned to putty in her hands. 
 
    "Get dressed and clean up the mess you made on my tabletop." the older woman ordered. "I'll see you tomorrow night. Lexi has another date." 
 
    In the coming weeks the Kimberly learned that her friend Lexi went on a lot of dates, and that meant she was expected at Mrs. Anderson's house for a lot of lessons. Kimberly's mother grew suspicious and began asking questions about where she was spending her afternoons and nights. 
 
    Kimberly made up lies. She was tutoring. She was studying for quiz bowl. She was at the library with a friend. Instead she was at Miss Anderson's home. She was.... 
 
    Looking in the dresser mirror Kimberly could barely recognize herself. She wore blush, shadow, and lip gloss. She wore a tiny little apron that covered almost nothing and a pair of heels. 
 
    "Is it clean Kimmy? You've been dusting that dresser for quite some time. Are you sure you aren't dilly-dallying?" Anne gave the petite red head a swat on her tight naked bottom for good measure. 
 
    "Yes ma'am." the slim redhead stammered. "I mean - no ma'am. I mean..." 
 
    It was so hard to think. In school she could simply study and do her homework. These tutoring sessions with Mrs. Anderson were much more complicated. Every act, even a simple act like dusting the dresser involved tons of multi-tasking. She had to balance on these damned towering heels. She had to make sure that she dusted every single crevice. For if she forgot one, for instead of those expert fingers down below giving her pleasure, the could also give her a swat. 
 
    "Which is it Kimmy? Yes or no?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    Smack! "You should know better than dilly dally." 
 
    "Ouch...I-I meant that I'm finished dusting your room." 
 
    "Are you certain?" 
 
    Kim felt a moment of panic. Whenever she seemed certain of anything Mrs. Anderson asked, she was usually wrong. Most times that got her a stern lecture, but lately it got her a swat. "I...I'm not sure." 
 
    "The legs and supports under the chair?" 
 
    "Sorry." Kimmy's face burned a bright red. "I forgot." 
 
    "Then what are you waiting for? Sometimes you are the slowest girl. It's like I have to tell you everything." 
 
    Kimmy went down on all fours to clean the undersides of the dresser chair. 
 
    "Arch your back Kimmy." Anne said, as her hungry eyes devoured the young red-head. "I can dust my own room. The point of this exercise is for you to learn to be sexy and navigate in a pair of heels." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Kimberly replied, but she'd already obeyed. The infuriating woman gave so many orders and so quickly, her body had already determined it was far better to obey than to wait around for Kimberly's brain to catch up. 
 
    "Beautiful Kimmy," Anne purred. "Your pussy is very pretty at this angle. No, don't blush so. You should be proud. One day a lucky young man is going to appreciate this view and you are going to appreciate being appreciated. Here, let me show you. Arch just a bit more. Now back. No, more forward. Are you listening or daydreaming? Here, like this." 
 
    The firm hands took her hips, guiding and pushing; brushing against very sensitive spots. By now Kimberly had long since been broken of her tendency to ward off those hands. Even when the fingers grew more forward and were no longer merely touching, they were fingering her - she was being stirred up until her hips began to pump in response. Kimberly let them have their way with her until they were done. She wished they would keep going, but just when they'd stoked the heat in her loins almost to the point of an inferno, they stopped before the fires would rage. 
 
    "Perfect. Now look at me and give that cute doe-eyed take me now look." 
 
    By now Kimberly was used to the pictures, even if the thought of them ever finding their way to the internet scared the bejeezus out of her. She'd fought them for a short time, but Mrs. Anderson never argued with her. Instead the woman merely smiled and teased her - working her up to the point of climax and then stopping. Let me take a few pictures Kimmy, you look so pretty like that. 
 
    Followed by more teasing and more pictures, and in the end the pictures were far more lewd and pornographic than had she merely acquiesced in the first place. 
 
    "Look how sexy you look. You have nothing to be ashamed of. Stop blushing. " 
 
    Kimberly obeyed, though couldn't cool the heat from her cheeks, though she didn't share the older woman's enthusiasm. All she ever saw in the camera was a too skinny girl with too small breasts...with far too many freckles. She was not attractive and she was ignored by the boys at school. She was.... 
 
    "Oh Kimmy, this one is a keeper. Look." 
 
    This time, when Kimberly looked at the camera, it was as if she was looking at someone else. A girl with the plump pink lips of her sex almost opening like a flower. Lips that were visibly wet as were her plump mons, almost like half moons framing her pink petals. Her nectar was dripping, dangling down from her slit. The pink crater of her arse winked luridly from above. Her bottom was a smooth white alabaster. Her curly red hair was the usual mess, but this time it looked somehow sexy. Her blue eyes look half-lidded, and very sensual. Her mouth had given up the usual grimace of yet another unwanted picture being taken and taken a softer and more inviting "O" of not quite surprise. 
 
    "I look...I look sexy." 
 
    Usually this admission required prodding from Mrs. Anderson. Teasing and stroking, and more prodding."Say it. Say it. Repeat after me, I look sexy. Come on Kimmy say it." but this time it came unbidden and unforced. 
 
    "You do look sexy. And your pussy is enough to make a grown woman feel envious." Anne said. "Now give yourself a kiss. Come on. You have to love yourself if you expect to be loved one day." 
 
    Cheeks burning a bright red, Kimmy puckered her lips and kissed the rear of the girl on the screen. 
 
    "Remember to smile. Always remember to smile." 
 
    Kimberly kissed the screen once more and gave a shy smile. 
 
    "Let's take another," Anne said. "Good, now spread. Wider. Do you need me to loosen you up? Is that it? I suppose I will...if I must. My Kimmy..you are very wet today. I wonder if you are ovulating. You have to be very careful what you do with boys when you are ovulating. I said spread Kimmy." 
 
    "Uhhphhff" Kimberly grunted in protest, she would have liked to have said more, but the infuriating woman never let her get a word in edgewise. Her hips ached as she strained to maintain the lewd position Anne forced her into. Back arched. Thighs spread impossibly wide. Being finger fucked. First with two fingers, then with three. Being taken to the brink. Being..being.. 
 
    Kimberly made the mistake to look down beneath her. Down at the puddle of nectar between her legs. At the strand of honey dangling. Of Mrs. Anderson raising the camera. 
 
    No. 
 
    The petite red head closed her thighs and turned her head away from the camera. 
 
    "Kimmy! You ruined it." Anne scolded. It was followed by a slap on her bottom. "Now let's try again." 
 
    The scolding was followed by more fingering. More trembling. More gasping. A larger pile of nectar on the floor. Thicker ropes of honey. Thighs spread even wider than before. A hand print that wasn't there before now decorated the ivory flesh of her bottom. 
 
    "Look at me Kimmy," Mrs. Anderson ordered. 
 
    Kimberly looked up with wide blue submissive eyes. 
 
    "Don't move, that's perfect right there." 
 
    Flash. 
 
    "Once more...the flash washed everything out." 
 
    Click. 
 
    "Oh Kimmy look at this one. You look good enough to eat." 
 
    Please more. Just finish me off. I'm so close. Kimberly looked at the screen and didn't recognize the girl staring back at her sucking a lurid finger. She looked like someone else. Some creature designed for sex. Kimberly smiled at Anne and kissed the screen obediently - yes indeed, the girl looked good enough to eat. 
 
    "You've made good progress today Kimmy. I'm proud of you." 
 
    The petite red head's smile grew large. 
 
    The older woman's hand took Kimberly by the chin, tilting it up for a kiss, which she willingly accepted. She was used to practicing these kisses. In truth it was weird to have an older woman ravishing her mouth with her tongue, but the young red head knew it was for a good cause. Girl's her age were expected to know how to kiss. She was even used to it when the woman's fingers closed around her neck - firm, but not hard enough to choke her. However, it was enough to make the pulse pound in her head. Say what you like about the infuriating woman, but she knew how to kiss. They made Kimberly melt inside, and yet - she couldn't recall seeing a boy ever kiss a girl quite as possessively as Mrs. Anderson kissed her. 
 
    By the older woman's hard stare, it was obvious to Kimberly that she'd done something wrong. Ah that was right. She'd forgotten to smile after the kiss. 
 
    Kimberly's timid pink lips turned up obediently. She looked up with large blue expectant eyes and was rewarded by a flaring of the older woman's nostrils. Fingers slipped beneath her small apron and explored her. 
 
    "Don't be a tease." Anne scolded. 
 
    Ah, that was it; it wasn't the smile at all. She blushed for being so forgetful. Kimberly's fingers fumbled around until they found their way into the older woman's panties. 
 
    "You are soaked." Anne purred, stroking the young red head. "Are you eager today? Are you Kimmy?" 
 
    "I guess so." Kimberly blushed a bright red. 
 
    "An eager little beaver. Who's my soaking woaking little Kimmy Kim puss puss that has made a mess of my floor? Tell me who..." 
 
    "I am." Kimmy moaned. She had no idea why the older woman engaged in this filthy baby-talk. Part of her loathed the way she was treated in this fashion, but part of her..oh God...especially when she was being stirred up by those expert fingers. Fingers that could be a bit harsh and spank her right on her mons and lips, splattering her nectar on her thighs, or could be every so gentle and stop pause just when she was on the brink of orgasm. Hard gray eyes demanding that she answer just so. It was far better to give the correct answer in the first place, but sometimes Kimberly gave the wrong answer anyway; like now when she shrugged her narrow shoulders. 
 
    "I'm your...little Kimmy...ahh.Kim.. puss puss." 
 
    In turn she stroked the older woman with her own studied fingers; working diligently on her clit. 
 
    "Mmmm..." Anne moaned. "Who's my plump little beav-beav?" 
 
    "Oh God..." It was a hoarse whisper. "I'm your plump little beav-beav." 
 
    "My red haired little ginger slut." 
 
    "Your..." Kimmy was panting now. Her slim hips thrusting in time to Anne's fingers. She wasn't shy now, the flush on her cheeks was the flush of excitement. "I'm your...little...ginger...sl-Oh...Oh..going to come...going to come..." 
 
    "Then come for me." Anne purred as she reluctantly removed her fingers and stopped her ministrations. The older woman's face now within centimeters of the young eighteen year old's, her eyes demanding, almost taunting. "Show me how a girl orgasms when her boyfriend is a little premature as boys often are." 
 
    Kimberly gave a long drawn out deep sigh of desperation. She wanted so desperately to plead, but she knew better. Boys rarely last long enough for girls to experience climax - or so Mrs. Anderson said. As result, girls had to learn important lessons because the male ego is a fragile thing of how to make do - how to pretend. It sounded easy, but in practice it was difficult. Was this the feeling that came from being with a boy? How would she satisfy that maddening need? With much practice, obviously. 
 
    "Oh yes...mmmm...yess..." Kimberly mewled, while continuing to stroke the older woman, round and around, working her clit. Their tongues danced. Her big blue eyes watching intently, looking for signs that...there that creasing of the brow, the dilation of the pupil. She rubbed her sex on the woman's thigh hoping to get off on her own, only to be taken firmly by the hips and pulled away. Eyes closing in desperation Kimmy gave in, concentrating on the older woman's pleasure "Oh God...Oh God..." she gave a fake moan of pleasure. 
 
    It was tricky work trying to time her own climax to match anothers. Not just in catching the subtle signals and timing the right moans, pants, kisses, and hip thrusts. No, what made it so very difficult was that her own needs were so very strong. After many afternoons of being shown the bliss and utter pleasure of release, her body had begun to crave it and hunger for it. Having someone's body next to her own, stiffen, and tremble, and feel the sensation she was so desperate for, but helpless to share ... was its own kind of torment. 
 
    "Oh here it comes...here it comes...yes...yes..." Kimberly ejected in time to Anne's own spastic ejaculations - faking her orgasm, while she was so very jealous of Mrs. Anderson's obvious climax. "Fuck..fuck..fuck..ohhh..fuck.." 
 
    Enduring deep kisses, and fingers pressed into her mouth, Kimberly slowed her own dexterous manipulation. It was only when her passions cooled that she realized where Mrs. Anderson's fingers had been. Yuck. She was going to be glad when these particular lessons were over. 
 
    "Not bad," Anne said. "But I could hear your disappointment earlier, so you need to do better with that. Still, all in all, not too disappointing of a performance. As a matter of fact, was good enough that maybe we can begin some new lessons that you are going to love. Now close your eyes." 
 
    Kimberly closed her eyes obediently. She heard a drawer open and what sounded like a belt being drawn. Her sweat cooled and drew chills in anticipation. She'd felt a belt a time or two during these lessons already. Perhaps she'd be allowed to have the climax her body craved. 
 
    "Open your eyes Kimmy." Anne said. 
 
    There was a hiss of breath and blue eyes that were already large, grew even larger from shock. A very realistic phallus rose luridly from Mrs. Anderson's crotch. 
 
    "Surprise! I ordered this weeks ago." Mrs. Anderson moved to profile, modeling her extra equipment. "But delivery took ages. You probably were wondering what kind of dumb lessons you were taking if all we do is kiss and use fingers on each other, but at last you can begin to study on something a bit more realistic." 
 
    It was realistic alright. The older woman were a leather harness that looked extremely durable and attached to it was a dark brown cock, complete with veins, ridges, and a bulbous head that was a lighter color. 
 
    "They were out of white ones," Anne said. "I hope you aren't racist." 
 
    "No." Kimberly whispered, but indeed she was thinking this wasn't the most attractive of penises. Did they all look like this? Were they all this large? Did they all curve upwards like a banana? Did they all have such a large mushroom shaped head and weird thick veins and ridges? 
 
    "Come here lover," Anne said. "I've got one more surprise." 
 
    There on the dresser was an iPad. Anne pressed play and the cheesy music began. It was obviously a porno, for a cute girl was watching TV in her living room in her nightshirt and...masturbating. The doorbell rang. The girl got up to answer it. 
 
    Anne kicked the young red head's slim legs apart and pulled back on her hair to get her in the appropriate position. 
 
    "Turn that frown upside down." Anne warned, giving Kimberly a firm spank on her tight bottom. "You don't want your lover to see a face like that Kimmy. A boy wants a girl with a smile." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Kimberly was terrified and her ass smarted, but she forced her mouth to smile. She couldn't help but think that, despite all these lessons, she was going to have sex like a woman has sex with a man -for the first time ever. Was it going to hurt? She wasn't sure it would since she'd lost her hymen to Anne's fingers weeks ago, but she had no idea; because according to Mrs. Anderson, it usually hurt. 
 
    Ufff...it didn't quite hurt, but it was uncomfortable. Oh God...filling her to the brim. She gave a hiss of discomfort and received comforting fingers run through her hair. 
 
    "Relax Kimmy. I'll go slow...much slower than some boy, just relax and enjoy it. This is how you have sex. Just watch the movie and let me do all the work." 
 
    The movie: The girl opened her wallet, but there was no money. The delivery man grew angry. He pushed her against the wall and then noticed the girl didn't have on any panties. 
 
    "See, I made sure you were nice and wet," Anne said. "But sometimes boys get a little over eager. In those cases, a woman has to spit on her fingers and try to lubricate as best as she's able." 
 
    Kimberly shuddered at the thought, still watching the video. The deliveryman smiled, his pants falling down to his ankles. Yuck. A potbelly and so much hair...even on his back. 
 
    "Isn't his cock magnificent," Anne purred. 
 
    "Ufff..." Kimberly grunted. The cock didn't look particularly attractive. She glanced back behind her. How much more before it was all the way in? God...it was only half way in. Luckily Anne was going slow, much slower than the man in the movie. She looked back down at the movie. The man was really plowing in. It looked painful. The girl winced. The girl looked...Kimberly felt warm...was she going to climax? It didn't quite feel like it. She felt hot. She was sweating furiously. She felt... 
 
    "Ughh...I don't feel so good." Kimberly groaned. "Please..enough..." and she fled to the bathroom. 
 
    "What's wrong? Kimmy? Kimmy?" Anne called after the fleeing naked girl. She looked in the mirror. Shit. She was smiling like the cat that ate the canary. 
 
    She shouldn't be gloating and fighting a smile. No, she should feel ashamed. A normal person would be ashamed to have done what she had done. For the older woman remembered the weeks before: Of laboriously coating the dildo with syrup of Ipecac and painstakingly letting each layer dry and even going so far as to test it on herself. Yes, she'd clutched the toilet and shivered feverishly for almost an hour. She cut the dose and did it once more to be sure. It was perfect. 
 
    It was an awful and shameful act of treachery, and Anne knew it. She may be able to succeed without resorting to such drastic measures, but she couldn't take that chance; she would do that and much more for this girl she'd fallen for. 
 
    A shy girl. A straight girl. 
 
    Anne Anderson was not straight. She'd married and had a child, but she'd always had urges. Wicked urges she'd never expected to fulfill - until now. 
 
    You'd think she'd be happy after conning Kimmy into these sex lessons, but instead she was terrified. Terrified of the day her Kimmy moved on and started dating...boys. Just as her husband had moved on. 
 
    Well, we'll see about that. 
 
    Still looking at the mirror, the older woman feigned a concerned look. There that was better. "Are you okay Kimmy?" 
 
    Kimmy wasn't. She was shivering in the bathroom. She felt awful, but Anne was gentle and held a cool washcloth to her forehead. 
 
    "There...there it'll be okay...maybe just some anxiety..." Anne tutted. "Nerves. I think I've heard of this sort of thing happening with girls their first time, but you needn't worry - it's not like this cock can get you pregnant or give you herpes. This is just man shaped. Next time will be better..you'll see - otherwise we'll just have to try something else. So, just put all this out of your little head Kimmy." 
 
    Kimberly tried to put it out of her head...oh how she tried, but every time she thought about the phallus or the couple in the video, a shiver of dismay would run down her spine. 
 
    Sometimes Kimberly wondered about these lessons with Mrs. Anderson. Sometimes she thought - she shouldn't be going to the older woman's house. She shouldn't be doing these sorts of things with another woman. It turned out that Mrs. Anderson was divorced just like her mom. How was this woman going to show her about sex and relationships when she couldn't even stay married. 
 
    She could just stop tutoring Lexi or make Lexi come over to her house for tutoring. Then Kimberly could quit these so-called sex lessons. She watched boys and girls interactions with each other with a new critical eye. The boys didn't seem to act the way that Mrs. Anderson did. Their kisses were not so passionate or demanding. They didn't touch the way that Mrs. Anderson touched. They might reach their arms around their girlfriend and palm her bottom with their big hands, but she'd never seen one slip surreptitious fingers into a girl's bottom like Mrs. Anderson would. 
 
    There was one big problem, and the problem was pleasure. Kimberly had never known that ...well that sex could feel like this. That it could make your toes curl up and not think about global warming or the research paper that was due on Friday. A time when she didn't have to worry about anything but the need in her loins. 
 
    She'd tried to satisfy it at home; and she did, but it was never the same as when she was with that infuriating and demanding woman. A woman who could be cruel at times. A woman who called her Kimmy or degrading but cute pet names - even when Kimberly had always insisted that everyone - even her closest friends call her Kimberly. 
 
    However, there were so many things that it felt like she was losing control over. There were day old hand prints and belt marks. There were aching nipples where it hurt to put on a bra. And an aching sex, that reminded her of the previous days lessons. There were pictures. Jesus, there were even videos. Her mind, her rational mind told her she needed to stop. 
 
    Kimberly wasn't dumb, no matter if Mrs. Anderson seemed to think so. She made good grades. She was smart. Deep down she knew that the perverted things she was doing with a particularly infuriating older woman wasn't going to help her with boys. And yet she kept coming back for more. Like a moth to the flame. When Mrs. Anderson said "Lexi is on a date tonight," Kimberly found an excuse to visit for another lesson. 
 
    It was after...after she was back at home and not doing the sorts of things she was doing with Mrs. Anderson. That's when she had regrets. Tonight, she'd regret being put in a position quite as helpless and perverted as this one, for this particular position was quite a doozy. 
 
    For the petite red head was upside down on the couch with her head and shoulders bent, legs akimbo in the air. Mrs. Anderson had her arms around the thin girl, keeping her from falling. The older woman was also sitting on the young girl's face, and in turn, Kimberly's crotch was at the perfect angle for her to deliver her oral ministrations to as well. 
 
    It was times like this that Kimberly had a very hard time thinking of any thoughts more complicated than her body's urges. She'd never imagined that she was capable of such hunger and lust. But after being licked to the brink of orgasm three times this afternoon and stopping short each time...it was proving too much to bare. 
 
    What was it that Mrs. Anderson had said? Ah yes, We have a busy afternoon young lady. We are going to go over several types of blow jobs and new positions. So no climax until the end. It's bad enough we are having to do it like this instead of with your cock-we should be using your cock; it isn't going to fuck itself, you know." 
 
    We should be using your cock. How are you going to get a boyfriend if you don't want to practice with your cock? But each time Kimberly had tried these lessons using the cock, she'd felt sick and clammy. Now, it made her nervous and anxious just thinking about it. Worse, it made her feel nervous and even more scared than usual around boys - which was typically pretty damn nervous. 
 
    Even Kimberly's rational mind had to admit, her body now needed sexual satisfaction; and if a cock made her tremble with fear, that only left one obvious option - Mrs. Anderson - bossy, difficult, domineering - Mrs. Anderson. 
 
    "Don't disappoint me Kimmy." Mrs. Anderson continued. 
 
    "Yes ma'am," Kimberly dutifully replied, and she'd meant it too. But, that was before she'd been driven to the brink time and again. Before a hunger had been awakened in her loins. Worse, if she had it to do over again, she would have succumbed to her base desires back when Mrs. Anderson knelt between her lean thighs. Not now, while she hung upside down in such a ridiculous position. Not now, when the older woman was sitting on her helpless face. Not now, while she struggled to lick the obvious hole; when her...when her nose was firmly planted in the older woman's other hole and there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    Oh yes, tonight her conscious would give her what for over this. It would berate her for not saying, no thanks Mrs. Anderson, this is not the sort of position I'll ever be in with a boyfriend or husband. I would rather be the cat lady than be someone so depraved and perverse as to climax with a woman sitting on my face, while my nose was embedded in such a mortifying location...oh no.. 
 
    And with those thoughts it was too late. Too late for Kimberly to tell Mrs. Anderson that she was close. She began to moan. Her hips began to hump. 
 
    Later, when she was back safely at home, Kimberly's conscious would give her a real verbal lashing because it wasn't too late. She could even now at least try to push up with her hands and slide her head to the side and say that she was close to coming. At the very least she could straighten her legs and prevent the older woman from expertly tonguing her clit. 
 
    I'm helpless, she told herself. I'm..I'm a pervert. I'm a bad little Kimmy-slut. I'm pathetic. Oh God, what if - what if my nose accidentally just slipped; I wouldn't be responsible, in such an event, would I? And somehow just just the thought and her nose slipped further in that tight sweaty rear hole. Perhaps Mrs. Anderson wouldn't notice? But she heard a muffled, "Goddamn - you sweet slut." and her clit was attacked with renewed vigor. 
 
    By then it was too late. Kimberly was coming. Coming hard. Legs dancing, waving around in the air like some sort of ridiculous upside down marionette. 
 
    God I'm going to regret this later, Kimberly thought to herself. But for now, I'm just going to come down from this orgasm. 
 
    However, her regret came much harder and much faster than she'd anticipated. 
 
    "What the fuck! Mom, what the fuck! Who is that. Oh, I should have known. Kimberly! You are dead meat. You are so dead! You will not be able to set foot back in school when I'm done with you, you little bitch. I will ruin you." 
 
    "Lexi," Anne said calmly, extricating herself from the tangle of limbs she'd twisted her protege into. "You will do no such thing. Now calm down." 
 
    "I will not calm down and you can't stop me. Wait till they hear about this little slut. God, she looks like a boy, no wonder she couldn't get a real date." 
 
    "Take that back," Anne demanded. "First of all, I am a real date. And secondly Kimmy is beautiful in her own way. Just look at her." 
 
    Poor Kimberly wanted nothing of the sort. She wanted to run and get dressed. To flee and forget all this had happened. She certainly did not want her hands to be pulled down away from her breasts and sex. To be put on display. To have her chin lifted and to be forced to look Lexi, her friend, a girl she had betrayed in the eyes. She felt the corners of her lips quirk into a shy involuntary smile even though her blush had traveled down to her abdomen. 
 
    "Besides, I won't let you ruin her. You'll just have to go live with your father in that case." 
 
    "You can't do that," Lexi said, but the panic in her voice suggested that it could be done. "This is my senior year. You can't make me move to Boston just like that. I'm..I'm eighteen." 
 
    "I can Lexi." Anne said. "Not unless you have an apartment I don't know about. I'm sure your dad wouldn't mind if you went to live with him - it'd serve them right. The honeymoon is over." 
 
    "You don't know what it's like there...with Karen. They are so gross." 
 
    "They are in love - just like we are in love," Anne kissed Kimberly on her neck. "Isn't that right Kimmy?" 
 
    Kimberly wasn't in love, but the teeth on her neck and tongue in her ear got to her - it always got to her ... and made it impossible to think. She didn't want to be ruined and it seemed that Mrs. Anderson had enough leverage over her daughter to insure that wouldn't happen. So it seemed best to go alone with the pretense and sort things out later. 
 
    "Yes.. that's right." Kimberly stammered. 
 
    "See? Kimmy show a bit of modesty and put this dress back on." Anne handed the young red head a bit of lacy fabric. 
 
    Kimberly blushed. It wasn't a real dress, it was a very tight almost see-through lacy chemise. She turned around to preserve her modesty and shimmied her way in. She looked down...and shivered. It was as bad as she'd imagined. It did little to hide the pink of her nipples, but at least her sex was hidden - mostly; as long as she kept the hem pulled down. 
 
    When she turned around, Mrs. Anderson was tying the belt of her thin silk robe. 
 
    "She's my age mom." Lexi said. "You can't do this." 
 
    "Look, let's calm our tempers for just a moment." Anne said. "I love you Lexi and I've always loved you. You are my daughter, and I don't want you to go live with your father. That would be silly. You deserve to be happy and I also deserve to be happy. Kimmy deserves to be happy. Is this about your homework? I'm sure Kimmy will be glad to help you with your studies. Isn't that right Kimmy?" 
 
    "Yes." Kimberly nodded. 
 
    "And since Kimmy will be spending so much time here," Anne continued. "I'm sure she can even help with a few household chores. Isn't that right Kimmy?" 
 
    "Yes." Kimmy nodded once again, and not mentioning that she was already doing a lot of the Anderson household chores. 
 
    "While Kimmy is busy with her chores, I'll make sure we have quality mother daughter time. Maybe we'll go shopping or out for lunch? Does that sound nice?" 
 
    "That's all well and good - but" Lexi tried to get a word in edgewise. 
 
    Kimberly certainly couldn't interject her reservations in this arrangement. It didn't seem fair that she got stuck cleaning the house while these two go to go shop and eat at fancy restaurants. 
 
    "And Kimmy and I will make sure that no one knows we are lovers...at least until you are off to college. Is that fair?" 
 
    Lexi thought for a moment and weighed the pros and cons. Finally she nodded. 
 
    "In exchange," Anne's eyes danced as she wrapped up her dream and put a pretty bow on it. "Kimmy will be sleeping overnight sometimes. As far as her mom is concerned, you two are having sleepovers." To Kimberly: "Kimmy, be a dear and call your mom, ask if it's okay for your to have a sleep over with Lexi tonight." 
 
    "You are so gross!" Lexi's brow wrinkled with disgust. 
 
    "Lexi." Anne stated. 
 
    "Okay. Fine." Lexi pouted. 
 
    "Kimmy, give your mom a call and see you if its okay for you to stay for the night to have a sleepover with Lexi." 
 
    "Okay..but I don't think she'll let me. My mom is really strict." Kimberly hoped her mom would say no, so there'd be some time when she was alone to think about these new developments. Instead, her mom said okay and wanted to speak to Mrs. Anderson. 
 
    "Sure. It's no trouble. I'll be here all night. We'll be sure to take good care of your daughter." 
 
    Kimberly could only hear one side of the conversation, but it was obvious her mom had sold her down the river. Poor Kimberly had been patient. She'd been more than patient. Lexi thought she and Mrs. Anderson were lovers, but at least she'd stopped with the talk of ruining her at school. Mrs. Anderson acted like they were long lost lovers all night. To be honest there wasn't that much difference in the things they were doing. Kimberly was used to the intimate touching and kissing that made up her lessons for dating boys. However, there were differences too, like holding hands, simple things like Mrs. Anderson reaching over and pulling Kimberly's hair out of her eyes. 
 
    It felt nice. Yes, Kimberly could get used to being treated like this. And that was the problem, which made it so important to be alone with Mrs. Anderson and figure out exactly what she planned. Finally, the two retired to Mrs. Anderson's bed room. 
 
    "Mrs. Anderson.." 
 
    The older woman but a finger to Kimberly's full lips. "You have to start calling me Anne. Otherwise Lexi will figure out we aren't lovers. She won't do anything as long as she knows I'll protect you. But if she suspects that we aren't...well you know...she may not do anything immediately, but soon enough...she'll spread some awful things about you at school. Oh dear, I got a little ahead of myself. You may be okay with that...you may think it was terribly awful for me to jump up with this ridiculous plan. We can tell her the truth right now if you wish. I can take the repercussions." 
 
    "No," Kimberly whined. "I just...I'm not sure what I'm supposed to do." 
 
    "The first thing is to call me Anne and not Mrs. Anderson," Anne said. "And the second is really simple. We just continue your lessons, just like before. Just a little longer is all. Maybe a little more thorougly, now that we have longer, you can practice more, and not have to worry about being a disappointment." 
 
    "But Mrs. Anderson..." A disappointment. Poor Kimberly didn't want to disappoint anyone, but lately her fantasies had taken a turn for the worse. She used to daydream about boys and being taken to concerts, but now, at night when she lay in bed, she fantasized about Mrs. Anderson looking down at her with those demanding eyes. Oh Kimmyslut such a disappointing performance, did you pay attention to your lessons at all? The woman had already invaded her fantasies in these few weeks, what would happen after months of these lessons? Poor Kimberly needed to cut this short before it was too late. 
 
    "Anne." Corrected the older woman, kissing Kimberly deeply and working a thigh between the red head's lean legs, and guiding her up and down by her hips. 
 
    "There are a lot of months left until the end of the-" 
 
    "Start over and call me Anne." The older woman insisted, cruelly pinching Kimberly's nipples, causing a sharp intake of breath. "Are you a dummy Kimmy?" 
 
    "No Mrs. ..ouch!" Kimberly's nipples were pinched again. It hurt but it also stirred something up inside her. "I'm sorry. Ahhh..no Anne...I'm ...not...dumb." 
 
    "Now what were you saying Kimmy? What is it that's so important?" Anne asked in a dramatic tone. 
 
    "I-I-..I mean..it's.." By now Kimberly's traitorous hips began to work back and forth of their own volition, easing her too and fro on the older woman's thick thigh. "I..I.." What was her point? It was important, she was sure of it. And yet? And yet? For the life of her, all she could think of was the need in her loins. 
 
    "Say fuck me Anne." Mrs. Anderson ordered. 
 
    "I-I-...we need to talk..." If only the older woman would give her time to think. To give her a brief moment to get her mind off of what was happening to her sex and nipples. 
 
    "You're right. You DO need to talk. Say fuck me Anne. Kimmyslut needs a good hard fucking." 
 
    There was a long sigh of defeat. Perhaps they could talk after making love. Maybe then she'd be able to think about what was so important. Something or other about the future. "Please..make love...ouch!" 
 
    Anne cruelly tugged on the petite red head's hardened nipple. "You are a dummy aren't you Kimmy. Do I need to talk slower?" 
 
    Kimberly shook her head. "No Mrs. ...ouch! No Anne. You ahhh. don't need to talk slower." 
 
    "Say it then." 
 
    "Fuck me Anne...ouch..your...Kimmyslut..needs a good ...fucking." Kimberly whispered. 
 
    "So quiet. So shy. Louder, louder my little Kimmy-slut. Tell me what my Kimmyslut needs." Mrs. Anderson stripped the chemise from the petite eighteen year old and forcefully pushed her on the bed. 
 
    "Fuck me Anne, ahhh Oh God.." Kimberly moaned, as the older woman rode on top of her, fucking her pussy to pussy. "Your Kimmyslut needs a good fucking." 
 
    "Fast or slow." Anne ordered. "Tell me Kimslut." 
 
    "Slow...ouch! ahhh Fuck me slow...please..." Kimberly moaned. "Ahhh...just like that." 
 
    "Like what...use your words Kimslut." 
 
    "Fuck my...fuck my pussy with your ahh.. pussy...and ahh...pinch..pinch my nipples ... ouch ...but not so hard please. 
 
    "Is that better?" Anne asked, tweaking the petite red head's tender nipples. 
 
    "Ouch...more gently..please.." 
 
    "How's this?" Anne pinched them again, pulling them up and away from Kimberly's chest. "Sometimes I like to be mean Kimmy. I can't help myself." 
 
    "Oh God.." Kimberly moaned, letting the older woman have her way since her protests only seemed to encourage her. "Fuck my pussy...fuck it harder...please oh God...harder..faster..fuck..me..please." 
 
    "Then work those narrow hips of yours Kimmyslut." Anne panted. "Work them. I'm not going to do all the work you know." 
 
    The red head gave a mewl of frustration, but she'd long since reached the point of no return. The pale skinned beauty lifted her slim hips from the mattress and began to work them, rubbing her bare mound and wet lips over Mrs. Anderson's fur covered plump sex. 
 
    "You are such a slut Kimmy. You try to hide it but we both know better, don't we?" 
 
    "Yes. Please...please ...I'm so close...rub my pussy. Rub Kimmyslut's pussy with your pussy. Give it to me. Hard and fast. Please." 
 
    Anne was happy to oblige and gave Kimberly's nipples a stiff pinch and a hard tug in the process of really working her hips, driving her pussy into her protege's pussy. 
 
    Eyes rolling, toes flexing, toes flexing, hips working from beneath, Kimberly's nipples hurt and yet the pain in her sensitive nipples seemed to reach deep in her loins and summon her climax without the usual amount of stimulation. 
 
    "Oh no..oh no...oh no...ahhh..Hi..Hi..Hi..Hi...woooo-woooo-" 
 
    It was a weird combination of sound...in between a dog barking and a loud orgasm. It was silly almost laughable, but at the same time music to the ears of a particular older woman. 
 
    Anne sighed in satisfaction. It wasn't often that she could get to Kimmy like that and make her lose control, but lately these noisy orgasms were happening with increased frequency. She relished the power she had over the girl. Kissing her. Feeling her naked sweaty body beneath her own. 
 
    "I hope Lexi didn't hear your yips of pleasure." Anne giggled. "You are quite adorable my dear- but I don't know if everyone shares my opinion. She may think I've adopted a puppy instead of taken on a lover." 
 
    Kimberly felt her cheeks grow hot. She'd have to look Lexi in the eyes tomorrow, unless she managed to skulk out of the house before she woke up. 
 
    "Don't worry," Anne said, tucking a lock of red hair from Kimberly's eyes safely behind her ear. "I'll make sure she doesn't tell anyone else, just like I'll make sure that no one ever sees any of the cute little pictures I have of my little Kimmyslut." 
 
    Those words, spoken so innocently, so lovingly, and so close that she could feel the older woman's hot breath, struck home just how little control Kimberly had in this situation. It wasn't like Mrs. Anderson was threatening to blackmail her...she'd said just the opposite. Yet, Kimberly couldn't help be feel threatened. 
 
    "Now what do you say?" Anne asked. 
 
    It took a long moment for Kimberly to think of an answer. Eventually she managed to stammer, "Ahhh-thank you?" 
 
    "And?" 
 
    Kimberly thought harder. "I...I..." she had no idea. Then she saw Mrs. Anderson's lips move and read her lips. 
 
    "Love?" Kimberly felt lost as she said the word. Love. Because she was straight. Because she dreamed of having a boyfriend. And here she was saying she loved...loved love an older woman. 
 
    "You?" She was lost, because she knew the truth. While she dreamed of walking hand and hand with a boy, she had so many doubts. She couldn't even have anything cock shaped inside her without suffering cold sweats and feeling sick to her stomach for a half and hour. However, this woman, this older woman, with thick thighs, large breasts, this experienced woman could make her moan. A woman that could call her Kimpet or Kimslut..names that should be awful to hear, words that by contrast made Kimberly feel hot inside. 
 
    "Very good Kimmyslut," Anne said, kissing her long and deep, then rolled over on all fours, thighs spread at the ready. "I love you too my pet. Now go down on me and lick my pussy...and do that little thing again where you stuck your nose deep in my asshole. Mmmm...you are such a kinky little pervert." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Story 69 
 
    Jan heard a faint knocking once again. At first she thought it was the squirrels running on the roof again, but now it seemed to be coming from the front door. They had a bell. It couldn't be anyone. She looked out the peephole just in case. 
 
    There was a girl there. She had a slim frame, with freshly teased mousy brown hair. Her eyebrows needed to be thinned. An extra 10 pounds would do the girl good. She was chewing nervously on her lower lip. Her hand continually smoothed her clothes as if they could somehow make her drab clothes a bit prettier. 
 
    Jan opened the door. "Can I help you?" she asked. 
 
    The girl blushed a bright red. "I was just - I was - ah - raising money for..." she stammered. 
 
    "For what?" Jan asked, arching a thin eyebrow. 
 
    "A - school - trip..." the poor girl looked as if she were ready to bolt. 
 
    "Where to?" Jan smiled, the girl was obviously lying. 
 
    There was a pause. "France." the girl volunteered. 
 
    "I'll ask my husband Mark to see if there is really a class trip to France when he gets home." 
 
    "I don't got to Mr. Mitchell's school," the girl blurted. 
 
    "How do you know where my husband teaches?" Jan asked as the young eighteen year old fell into her trap. 
 
    "I - I " The girl blushed even redder. She looked down at her shoes. "I really need to go." 
 
    Jan's mind was a whirl. She'd frightened the girl off. That was her goal at the start, but now, something in her wanted the girl to stick around. It was all the excitement she'd had all day. 
 
    If she wanted the girl back, she needed do it quickly. This girl had to be one of her husband's students, but which one? There were so many. She helped grade his papers, certainly she'd graded this girl's. Who did the best on the tests? Who. Shanon? No, it would be the honors class. This girl was definitely honors material. 
 
    The girl was leaving. She had to hurry. She took a wild guess. 
 
    "Where are you going Leslie?" Jan asked the retreating girl, stopping her in her tracks. 
 
    "Turn around Leslie," Jan said, her suspicions confirmed. "And come back here." 
 
    "Please don't tell," Leslie begged the woman. How had the woman known her name? Had Mr. Mitchell been talking about her. God, what if this woman...not just a woman. His wife. What if she knew? "This was a big mistake." 
 
    Jan opened the door wider. "Why don't you come in Leslie." she said. "So we can have a little chat." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." the girl gulped visibly as she stumbled into the house. 
 
    "Are you having difficulty seeing?" Jan smiled. 
 
    "I-I I need my glasses." 
 
    The tall thin girl put on her glasses. The were thick and ugly. Things began to fall into place. They were enough set her apart. To make it difficult to find friends. The girl's height would make it difficult for boys to approach her. Her brains would make it harder still. Her attempt to find someone outside of her ordinary social circle would be difficult at best. 
 
    She would go outside her circle to find someone. Anyone. The girl had a crush. A teacher's crush. 
 
    'Have a seat," Jan said, pulling out a chair from the dining table. "Can I make you a soda or something?" 
 
    "Please," Leslie whispered, anything to delay the inevitable. 
 
    Jan made two diet cokes and put a shot of Jack Daniel's in her own and joined the eighteen year old in the dining room. 
 
    "So what was your plan?" Jan asked. "Were you going to come over here and seduce my husband?" 
 
    "No," Leslie shook her head for emphasis, but her blushing cheeks gave her away. She'd never thought of Jan. Oh, she knew Mr. Mitchell was married, but she'd never thought of his wife. She never thought of anything like that, just the way his ice blue eyes made her knees quake. The way his deep voice had worked its way into her fantasies. 
 
    Jan was feeling very conflicted. On one hand, this was the sort of girl who kept her up at night. She knew her husband was attractive, plus he was an authority figure. She knew there were all those young girls there at high school and some would be eager to steal her husband away. 
 
    On the other hand. She had been unemployed for a month now, and her self esteem was making new lows daily. And she was bored. This girl, this blushing trembling young girl, was making her feel powerful. Dominant. Making her - hot. 
 
    "How old are you?" Jan asked. 
 
    "Eighteen." Leslie volunteered. 
 
    "Parents divorced?" 
 
    Leslie shook her head. 
 
    "Does your mom work?" 
 
    Another shake of the head. 
 
    "How would you feel if I went over to your house and seduced your dad?" Jan asked. "If he left you and your mom. And she didn't have a way to pay the bills? How would that feel? And then after, what if I didn't even have respect enough to answer her questions." 
 
    "I would feel bad," Leslie croaked, blinking back fresh tears. "I-I'm really sorry Mrs. Mitchell. I don't know...I don't know what got into me." 
 
    "Shhhh.." Jan said, circling the poor teen like a cougar. "We both know what got into you. I remember what is was like being a budding young woman. The hormones. How I would lay awake at night...feeling so hot down there." 
 
    "I wasn't.." Leslie blushed. How did this woman know how she felt. Was she really that transparent. Or was - or was the feelings she was feeling completely normal. 
 
    "But why go after a married man. A teacher?" Jan asked. "There's plenty of available boys for you. A whole school full of them. Hmmm..but they don't notice you - not in that way do they?" 
 
    Leslie shook her head. They liked the pretty girls. The short girls with great bodies and big boobs. The bubbly blond girls. Not long, lanky, gawky, smart girls. They didn't have the time of day for those type of girls. Girls like her. 
 
    "But you could be noticed, you know," Jan ran a finger along the slim girl's neck. "You could have your pick. And if those young boys don't interest you, there's always college boys. Why haven't you found - you know - someone to take you under her wing and show you what's what? Surely your sister has shown you a thing or two." 
 
    "I - don't have a sister," Leslie said. Nor a mom that cared about how people made fun of her or the fact that she'd never felt more alone than she did right now. 
 
    "An aunt?" Jan smiled- knowing each question would only bring another shake of the head from the insecure girl. "A friend of the family perhaps?" 
 
    "I don't have anyone," Leslie's eyes filled with moisture. "Not to help me...about stuff like that...not to help me..." 
 
    "Fit in?" Jan tilted the girl's head up by her chin. "You poor thing. I feel so bad for you. I'd - well I'd love to help. To take you under my wing. Teach you. No - forget I said anything. It's best for you to find someone else. Perhaps your mom has a friend - or someone you trust in your class." 
 
    "There's no one," Leslie was crying openly now. "No one to help me. Please Mrs. Mitchell - I - I'm begging you." 
 
    "I really can't," Jan said. "My husband is your teacher. It wouldn't be proper. I'm certain he wouldn't allow it." 
 
    "I won't say anything," Leslie said with hopeful eyes. "I promise I won't tell a soul." 
 
    Jan felt her loins grow hot. This girl was as good as hers now. However, she had no idea what she was going to do with her. 
 
    "Let me get a good look at you," Jan said. "Stand up. Let's see what we have to work with." 
 
    Leslie stood. It was uncomfortable standing as Jan looked at her with such critical eyes. However, it was a small price to pay to have someone help her fit in and not be an outsider anymore. 
 
    Jan took out her camera and snapped a shot. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Leslie asked. 
 
    "I want to have before and after shots," Jan said. "To document your transformation from being a little wall flower nobody to being miss popularity." 
 
    A wallflower noboby. Even this woman who just met her knew what she was. Leslie's cheeks colored at the ease in which the older woman seemed to know her. 
 
    "Now take off your shirt and jeans," Jan said. 
 
    "What?" Leslie looked around nervously. 
 
    "Nevermind," Jan said dismissively. "You should just go. I told you, find someone you trust to take you under her wing and teach you a thing or two. This is going to be too hard with you balking every time I ask you to do something. God, if Stacy or Megan talked back so much, I would have never been able to work with them." 
 
    Leslie was conflicted. On one hand, she didn't want to disrobe in front of a perfect stranger. On the other hand, she had no one else she trusted, not that could help her. The woman clearly knew her business - and she'd even helped teach other girls. Stacy and Megan - whoever they were...besides, these girls even sounded popular. Her fingers began to fumble with her buttons. 
 
    "God, you act like you have something I haven't seen before?" Jan said. "I assure you I've seen better." 
 
    Leslie blushed. She knew the woman had seen better. Mrs. Mitchell obviously had no idea what it was like to be shy about your body. The woman was well-developed and had every reason to be confident. 
 
    Next followed shoes and socks and finally her pants. It took all of Jan's will to hide her obvious hunger. There was something about the girl's narrow hips and tight ass that begged for - God, it was all she could do not to grab the girl from behind by that narrow waist and give her a pounding - only she didn't have anything to pound with. 
 
    The high school senior felt a shiver as the older woman examined her. 
 
    "You are too skinny," Jan said. "But maybe one day you will fill out and all those pretty high school girls will be jealous, but I've seen boys that looked more feminine. I don't know if I even have enough to work with." 
 
    Leslie wanted to crawl in a hole she was so embarrassed. And it only grew worse. She saw the shrewd woman's eyes narrow as it glanced at her chest. 
 
    "And what in the world is going on in there?" Jan said, pointing at the eighteen year old's chest. 
 
    "What do you mean?" Leslie lied, knowing exactly what the older woman was referring to. 
 
    Jan didn't wait for an answer. She grabbed for the skinny girl's chest and snatched quickly. Leslie tried to stop her, but it was too late. A stream of tissue were held in the older woman's hand and the remainder hung from Leslie's bra. 
 
    "Tissue?" Jan said incredulously. "My God. In this day of wonderbras and even gel bras, you stuff with tissue. You may as well have used oranges like Jan on the Brady Bunch. What would you have done if you'd actually seduced my husband? You don't think he would have noticed?" 
 
    Leslie blushed even more. "I wasn't. We wouldn't." 
 
    "Honey," Jan said. "You don't know men the way I do. Poor thing, I know it's because you don't have ANY experience with them. But, you would have been found out and word would have gotten out - and that is something you can't come back from. Bra and panties next. Come on girl, we don't have all day." 
 
    But. Leslie had a ton of buts, and even more doubts. However, she knew she was on thin ice. A but or doubt would send her out the door and without the older and more knowledgeable woman's help. Leslie obeyed hesitantly, her clothes ending up in a pile on the dining chair. Her cheeks blushing bright red, a hand clutched protectively over her breasts and the other over her crotch, she trembled under the older woman's penetrating gaze. 
 
    Jan smiled, taking her phone from her purse. "Move your hands Leslie," she said. "I can't see anything." 
 
    Leslie moved her hands, but only for an instant, when she saw Jan press a button on her phone. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Leslie asked, aghast at the thought of what must have happened. 
 
    "I took a picture of course," Jan stated in a matter of fact tone. "I said we were going to do a before and after. This will be a perfect learning tool. I wish I had something like this when I was your age and learned about such things. Now stop yapping and come over here, let's take a look at you." 
 
    I don't want to look, Leslie thought to herself. But she knew she must,if only so she could get the woman to delete her picture. She'd be ruined if something like that got out. At the very least she could see how incriminating the photo was. 
 
    It was very incriminating. God, everything was on display. From her sex to her small breasts. Nothing was hidden from view. 
 
    "Now what are you most embarrassed about?" Jan asked as she increased the magnification and scrolled the picture up and down. 
 
    "I-I'm too pale." Leslie offered. That was the least of her problems, but she would be far too humiliated to mention her true shame. 
 
    "Is that all?" Jan asked. "Well, can just doctor you up with some color and show this to a few of your classmates then? It's obvious you don't need my help whatsoever." 
 
    "Wait," Leslie blushed. She couldn't permit that picture to get out. She'd be ruined. They'd see her every fault. "My forehead is too high. My breasts are too small. My shoulders are weird. I'm too bony. I don't have hips. My nose is too big. I look like I...I look like I've seen a ghost." 
 
    "Good," Jan encouraged the young girl. "We can't progress unless you are completely honest with me. Now, I think we can begin in earnest." 
 
    "Let's take one more," Jan held up her phone again. "This time, turn a bit to the side. Now tilt your head a bit. Brush your bangs down. Here let me help." 
 
    Jan worked with the girl's hair. Then moved her into position. Touching her arm, her shoulders, the small of her back, her thighs. Growing more and more aroused over the fact that she now had this young eighteen year old increasing in the palm of her hand. 
 
    "Now a bit of a smile," Jan said. "Not that. God that's awful. Imagine you are a model. There you go. Don't be afraid to show those pretty teeth. Perfect." 
 
    Jan snapped another picture. "Now close your eyes," Jan said as she sidled next to the young girl. 
 
    "Keep them closed," Jan said. "Let me tell you about a pretty young girl I met. She has beautiful brown eyes. She reminds me a bit of Natalie Portman. She's sexy- but not in the usual way. Nod if you'd like to see her picture." 
 
    Leslie nodded, truly curious. 
 
    "Then open your eyes and take a look." 
 
    Leslie opened her eyes and almost gasped in amazement. The girl on the phone was pretty. She was sexy. She almost had to do a double take when she realized the girl in the picture was her. Before she could look for her flaws, Jan turned the phone off. 
 
    "How's that for progress?" Jan said. "But we are only just beginning. It isn't just confidence, we have to back it up with knowledge. And that's where you are a very lucky girl...knowledge is something I have in abundance. Much more than a friend or cousin would have. Now, pick up your clothes and follow me to my room, there is tons more work to do and very little time to do it in." 
 
    Leslie picked up her clothes and followed the older woman. She couldn't help but watch the way the older woman walked. The way her hips moved. The way her bottom wiggled so sexily with every step. There was no way she could ever hope to be as sexy as this woman. 
 
    "Let's put some flesh on that skinny little body," Jan said. "Get down on the floor and see how many push ups you can do." 
 
    Leslie reached for her clothes so she could dress. 
 
    "Didn't you hear me?" Jan said sharply. 
 
    "Yes ma'am," Leslie answered, her cheeks burning red. 
 
    "Then why aren't you doing pushups?" Jan said. "Or did Miss Smartypants make a time machine that will give us time to lollygag about this afternoon. 
 
    "No ma'am," Leslie stammered as she went down to the floor and did a push up. Her arms trembled. This was hard work. It was also off putting to be doing this naked on the floor while a woman walked around her perfectly clothed and modest. 
 
    "Count them out," Jan ordered. 
 
    "Two- umphh - three..." Leslie counted, doing a a total of five before she collapsed. 
 
    "Two more weakling," Jan said. "Two more or you can get your things and go." 
 
    With burning trembling arms, Leslie managed to eek out two more pushups. 
 
    "Good girl," Jan said. Now on your back. Arms behind your head and crunch." 
 
    Leslie counted out twenty crunches before she collapsed and was then ordered to do five more. 
 
    "Now keep your arms behind your back and lift your feet up," Jan said. "Good girl. Now hold it. Hold it... and release." 
 
    The older woman licked her lips. Things were about to get more interesting. 
 
    "Now spread your legs and lift your feet up again." Jan ordered. Her insides grew ever warmer as the young girl spread her lean legs and tensed her stomach as her heels left the floor. The girl was so skinny, her hip bones protruded. God, she could see the girl's nether lips. So pretty so pink. It was all she could do to refrain from jumping the girl's bones here and now. However, Jan was patient. Good things come to those who wait, she told herself as she called out more orders for the young girl. 
 
    Leslie barely had time to think the orders were coming so fast. Feet together. Feet apart. Tighten stomach. Feel the burn. Up down. Up down. Squat thrust. Thrust squat. Her body glistened with sweat and her breathing grew ragged. She was tired. Her body burned. There was another feeling down deep in her loins. She was hot. God she was aroused. It was as if the exercises were designed to stimulate her. 
 
    Still there were orders. Up down. Down up. Get on the bed. Use this. Show me how you bring yourself off. 
 
    Something penetrated through the hazy fog that was clouding her mind. 
 
    "What?" Leslie said with disbelief, staring at the cylindrical object with startled brown eyes. 
 
    "Did I whisper?" Jan said. It was past time to reel this fish in. "Bring yourself off. It's time to see how comfortable you are with your own body." 
 
    I'm not comfortable with my own body and I damn sure not going to become comfortable with it while you stare at me, Leslie thought to herself. She kept those thoughts to herself, and chose a bit more delicate reply. "I-I can't." 
 
    "Are you frigid too?" Jan asked. "You poor girl. This is going to take much longer than I thought." 
 
    Leslie's cheeks burned a bright crimson. She should have been more firm. Now she had this to explain. "I'm not - I don't think I am. It's just..I've never...you know ...with one of those." 
 
    "Do you live under a rock. Are you one of those Amish girls?" Jan said, sensing the girl was growing distant and a bit more spirited. She could only think of two courses of action. Push the girl and threaten to withhold the lessons. But her instincts told her that she was pushing too far. Perhaps there was another way. 
 
    "Give it here," Jan said, unzipping her skirt and wriggling out of her panties. "I guess I'll have to show you. I don't know whether to think you truly are that unbelievably inexperienced or just putting me on." 
 
    The older woman sat on the bed and showed the back of the vibe to the young girl. "This is the on off switch. Just turn it on here. Now we need to get it wet." 
 
    Jan slipped the vibe into her mouth. God she felt so dirty. She'd never done such a thing before. Oh, she'd used the vibrator often enough. But, never so lewdly. A little KY sure, but she'd never just stick it in her mouth like this. 
 
    However, she wanted to teach this little minx a little differently. The girl was going to learn to be a little geek whore. The thought sent a thrill through her loins. 
 
    Running the vibe along her slit, Jan gave a low moan. 
 
    "Fuck yeah," Jan growled. "See how I'm doing it. Nice and slow. Up and down my slit. Then when you get warmed up, play it along your clit. Ahhh...that's good. See what I'm doing? Just make slow gentle circles around your clit." 
 
    Leslie looked on uncomfortably. She felt like such a dweeb. Here was a woman in control of her own sexuality while poor Leslie couldn't imagine herself spread and moaning in front of a boy, much less this woman who'd offered to teach her such worldly matters. 
 
    "You hold it," Jan said, grabbing the girl by the hand, and bringing it to the vibrator. "Try to do it exactly like I was." 
 
    Leslie couldn't stop her fingers from trembling as she took the buzzing vibe. She knew it was vibrating, still she wasn't quite ready for the sensation that took over her fingers. God, she was so close to this woman's sex. So uncomfortably close. 
 
    "Don't drop it," Jan admonished the girl. "God, you are so clumsy. All you have to do is hold on to it and keep going just like I was. Damn it, now I'm losing my mood." 
 
    "Sorry ma'am," Leslie squeaked. She'd never been so close to a woman sexually before. The scent of musk was a bit different than her own. Jan's juices now coated the cock shaped vibe and it was getting on Leslie's fingers. Don't worry about that stuff, Leslie told herself, she needed to learn what the woman had to teach. She concentrated on the vibe and following the older woman's directions. 
 
    "Oh that's the spot," Jan said. "Your doing fine now. Slow and gentle. Up and down. Now round my little clit. Mmmmm - you are going to be a little pro when I turn you loose on your own." 
 
    "Ahhhh!" Jan was getting into it now. Her chest was heaving. She tweaked her achingly hard nipples and spread her legs wider, letting the young girl bring her off in good fashion. "Oh fuck. Mmmmm fuck yeah I'm coming. Oh yeah, I'm gonna come all over that fucking cock. Work that clit baby. Work it good." 
 
    This woman's reaction was a little scary to the young geek. She'd never seen someone else have an orgasm before. Her own orgasm were always quite and muffled into a pillow. This woman sounded like a wild beast. Was this normal? Was this something she needed to learn? She observed clinically, yet part of her mind was terrified being so close to the older woman. 
 
    "Oh gawd," The older woman rolled over and flexed her body, arching her back, her hips humping gently as she wallowed in the after effects of her orgasm. It was without a doubt, the best orgasm she'd experienced in years. She wanted nothing more that to sleep for and hour or so then have a pint of ice cream, but she knew that were something else she had to do before it was all for naught. 
 
    "Now it is your turn," Jan told the teen. 
 
    Leslie gulped, trying to still the butterflies in her stomach. Could she do this? This woman had no problem doing such an intimate act. Why was she so scared? She was hot. That was certain. The vibe hummed in her hand. It would be so easy to. 
 
    She touched it to her sex. God, it purred like a kitten. her legs opened of their own volition. 
 
    "Ahhhhh..." Oh God, it did feel good. It made her loins melt like butter. 
 
    "Lean back and spread your legs," Jan purred. 
 
    Leslie obeyed, so caught up she was by the buzzing goodness, she didn't catch the woman's hungry stare. 
 
    "Wider." 
 
    Her muscles burned as her lean thighs spread almost parallel, making her hips jut out in a most unlady like fashion. 
 
    Jan said. "You are holding it too tight," Jan said. "You are hopeless. Here let me show you." 
 
    Poor Leslie. She thought she was doing fine. The vibe felt heavenly. Moreover, it felt weird, letting go of the vibe, allowing a woman to take over. A nagging part of her mind told her that this wasn't right. But, God, did it feel good. The woman knew her business. And wasn't that why Leslie wanted to learn what she had to teach. 
 
    "Now this is how you do it," Jan said. "Nice and relaxed. Up and down. Around and around. Isn't this better?" 
 
    "Yes..." It came out as a long hiss. 
 
    "Make some noise," Jan said. "Are you frigid?" 
 
    "Mmmmmm----yesssss that feels nice," Leslie moaned in her best impression of Jan's earlier performance. She felt...conspicuous and stupid. 
 
    "That'll do for now. Here, you take over," Jan said, handing the girl back the vibe. Watching her succumb to pleasure. Inconspicuously taking out her cam and hitting record. Not content with a mere picture this time. 
 
    "Pinch your nipples and you'll see fireworks." If Jan knew her business, the girl was only moments from going off. 
 
    Leslie's fingers pinched. Ahhhh! A raging fire consumed her inside, rushing out from her loins. God, it was good. Not just good. The best. She panted as she rode out the orgasm. 
 
    "mmmm-mmmmm-oh-oh-" she gasped, her slim hips pumping slightly. 
 
    "Now let's take a look and see what sort of improvements we can make," Jan suggested, pushing play on her phone and showing the screen to the young girl. 
 
    Leslie couldn't believe it. Her most private moment was recorded on this woman's phone. God, she was spread like a slut. Her body was damp and quivering. She was using a vibe to pleasure her very aroused sex. She was mortified. 
 
    "Well, if you can't see anything wrong," Jan said. "I'll give you a few things you need to work on. See here? You are too quiet. Boys want to hear you when you are enjoying yourself. If you don't let them know you are turned on, you can bet they will find someone who will. And see here? You did a very good job of spreading your legs. You are lucky to be so limber. But it isn't enough to spread. I want to see those hips moving and I want those legs dancing." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Leslie said, a fresh blush breaking out on her pale cheeks. 
 
    "I want you to practice that at least three times per day." 
 
    "Three times?" Leslie asked in disbelief. 
 
    "You want to do more huh? Four? Five?" Jan asked, her mouth turning up in a wicked grin. "My my Leslie, you must have really like this part of your exercises." 
 
    The poor girl blushed even more. That wasn't what she meant. "Three is fine. I just - you said - to be louder. I don't - I can't be loud at home. My parents will hear me." 
 
    "You have music don't you?" Jan asked. 
 
    "Yes." Leslie didn't like where this was going. 
 
    "Then turn your music up," Jan said. "Besides, an orgasm is perfectly natural and nothing to be ashamed of. As a matter of fact, I want you to send me a text message after every one. I want you to rate your performance on each one. Rate it one through nine. This my dear was a 2." 
 
    "Do you have a webcam?" 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Leslie said, then instantly regretted it once she realized what the older woman had in mind. 
 
    "Good. I want you video yourself while you are practicing and send it to me. If you aren't at home, use the camera on your phone. We can use those to improve your performance." 
 
    "But," Leslie said, feeling terrified, but knowing she had to be firm on this one detail. "I'm scared these pictures - and ah - movies of me - that they could get out." 
 
    "As well you should be," Jan patted the girl on the hand. "You have to trust me and trust only goes so far. How's this?" 
 
    Jan showed the young girl her phone as she deleted every picture she'd taken and even the movie. "Is that better?" she asked. "We can do that every time. I'll delete each one in front of your very own eyes." 
 
    "Yes ma'am," Leslie was relieved. With that last detail taken care of, she could sleep soundly tonight. If it had been someone younger, she would have been more careful. But Jan was older and wasn't up on technology. Once the pictures were deleted, they were surely deleted. 
 
    "I'll let you watch me delete every picture," Jan smiled sweetly. "Now you have to get dressed. Mark will be home soon. He'll be late again tomorrow and Wednesday. Can you make it then?" 
 
    "Yes ma'am," Leslie said. 
 
    "Let's make it every Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday, after you get off of school until 7:00, does that work for you." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." 
 
    "Here's my number." Jan said. "Will your parents give you any trouble?" 
 
    "No ma'am," Leslie said. "I'll tell them I'm at a club meeting." 
 
    "Good girl." 
 
    Jan smiled wickedly once the girl left. She hurried to her computer and popped in the memory card from her phone. A few clicks and she restored all the deleted images. She giggled as her hand stole between her thighs. 
 
    Leslie's lessons with Jan proceeded fast and furiously. Every day she'd come home, and turn up her music, and lock her door. Then she'd sit in front of her webcam, her long legs draped over the armrests of her chair. Hips learned to pump. She learned to talk dirty. She grew skilled at bringing herself off. 
 
    Her body grew tight from the exercises she performed under Jan's watchful eyes. It was hard work. Every day the young girl would think she could not possible go on, somehow, through threat or encouragement, Jan could always extract every last ounce of energy from Leslie's lean body. 
 
    That was only the beginning of Leslie's trials with her 'studies'. After exercise would come stretching. Already limber, the senior grew even more so with the help of what Jan called 'assisted yoga'. 
 
    "Relax...relax...breath in...breath out..." Jan told the skinny girl she held firmly. "One day you'll be spread like this for some handsome young boy. You'll drive him so crazy, he'll be sure to tell all his friends." 
 
    Leslie breathed deep, trying to relax even though it felt as if her legs were going to come out of their sockets. It was so hard to relax, so very hard when all she could think about was some boy telling his friends that her legs were split while her hips were raised, showing just about everything she had, her pink moist lips - her.... oh God, a familiar musk permeated the room. Jan was sure to smell her arousal. 
 
    "Don't worry," Jan reassured the blushing girl. "It's perfectly natural. That is the kind of response we want to encourage." 
 
    It might have been natural, but that didn't relieve the humiliation from the blushing teen. And that wasn't all. After being bent to and fro like a pretzel, there was still more training. 
 
    It was time to watch videos. X-rated videos of girls pleasuring themselves - followed by videos of Leslie doing the same. And poor Leslie couldn't help but compare herself to the girls on the videos. What she didn't know were these girls were professional. They were porn stars. They could mewl, grunt and groan with the best of them, because they were the best of them. They frigged, the slapped, they fingered, not just there, but back there. They had perfect asses, shaved pussies, and big tits. They were everything Leslie wasn't. 
 
    But she tried. She imitated as best she was able. But the lessons were hard, even harder than the stretches and exercise. It felt like she was giving up a part of herself as she practiced every humiliating action. She came to the conclusion that Jan was right, she must be frigid, but she was determined not to be. 
 
    Squatting there on the coffee table, Leslie's calves and thighs burned cruelly from stretching and exercise. She knew there would be no rest yet. Her fingers sped around her clit. Rubbing it. Stopping on occasion to slap the plump pink lips of her sex. She grunted. She moaned. She thought of those girls in the videos. She tried her very best. 
 
    "Oh fuck yeah, that feels so good. So good on my fucking pussy...." 
 
    It wasn't language that Leslie was familiar with. These were words she'd always thought of as dirty. But Jan insisted that these were the very words boys wanted to hear. She was just being a prude. After all, the girls on the videos used them. 
 
    Leslie's feet squeaked on the shiny wood surface of the table. She tugged her nipple with her other hand. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Jan there with the video camera. On the video, the girl's hips began to pump. Leslie's fingers sped. "Fuck..fuck...fuck..." Lighting sped through her loins as she too joined in. Her hand dropped down to keep from falling over. Then it was over. 
 
    "Do you think she has a pretty pussy?" Jan asked the spent teen. 
 
    "I guess - as far as they go," Leslie offered. 
 
    "Boys like them bare, so they can see everything" Jan said. "But yours is all hairy. Not pretty at all if you think about it." 
 
    "You don't shave yours," Leslie said. 
 
    "But I'm married dear," Jan replied in a matter of fact tone. "And when you get married, you can let a lot of things go. But until you are, you can attract a lot more bees with honey than vinegar." 
 
    "I suppose..." Leslie didn't like where this was headed. 
 
    "You should start shaving your pussy." Jan said. 
 
    "I don't know," Leslie said. What if she had to go to the doctor. What would be said? Would they tell her mom? 
 
    "I guess you know better than I do about such matters..." Jan said abruptly. 
 
    "No..I guess not...I mean..okay..I'll..I'll do it," Leslie stammered. 
 
    "Good girl," Jan said, her fingers stroking the damp hair of her charge in a familiar manner and spinning the camera around. "Now let's see how well you've improved and see what you need to work on most." 
 
    "I shouldn't go today," Leslie told herself. "But should I call her and tell her I was sick? No-no I shouldn't call at all." 
 
    No, she shouldn't call. The few times she'd called Jan to tell her she'd be late, Jan always seemed to wear her down and make her come there anyway. Leslie didn't want to go over to the woman's house anymore. 
 
    Sure, she liked some of the things she'd learned. She was in better shape. She could do a hundred pushups and situps. She knew how to apply makeup to accentuate her attributes. It was also fun to look around in her classes and observe the girls there. Who knew the things she knew. Oh some did, that was sure, but she was sure that some didn't. Wouldn't they be jealous if they knew the things she learned, the things she could... 
 
    Images assailed the high school senior. She was squatting on the coffee table 
 
    Masturbating 
 
    While watching a porno. 
 
    Jan paced behind her wearing a fancy business outfit. She wore them more and more and it always made poor Leslie feel even more - naked. Even more... 
 
    Dirty. 
 
    "Watch her Leslie," Jan said. "See how she flexes. See how she sticks out her tongue....see how she sucks her honey from her finger. But you frig so awkwardly. It's as if you've never masturbated - as if you haven't learned anything from all our practice sessions. Sometimes I think you are pretending to be inept, just so we can practice from now till the end of time. Well I got a trick or two up my sleeve little Miss. Today, I've got a surprise for you." 
 
    Swat! 
 
    "Oh!" Leslie cried, almost falling from her perch and rubbing her sore flank. "What the-" Then she saw what had hit her. A flyswatter. 
 
    Jan smiled evilly. She swatted the pale girl once more, this time on her bottom. 
 
    "Ouch!" Leslie cried again. Damn that smarted. 
 
    "Frig that pussy." Jan ordered. "Frig it." 
 
    "Wait-" Leslie gasped. She needed a moment to think. But that moment never came. The swatter fell again and again. Stinging her tendermost parts. 
 
    "I said frig," Jan said. 
 
    Leslie frigged. Slowly at first. Haltingly. A swat here. A swat there served as encouragement. She frigged faster. Soon she was frigging like never before. 
 
    Oh but it was so hard. Every time she neared orgasm, that fucking swatter hit her. She could never quite get in the groove. To find her rhythm. 
 
    "Don't think," Jan urged. "Frig." 
 
    "Ummph...god..." Leslie moaned. "Fuck..fuck...oh fuck..." She frigged like a maniac. The girl on the video sucked the juices off her fingers. So did Leslie. It was something she was usually loathed to do. This time she did so eagerly. Almost hungrily. 
 
    When the girl on the video reached back and stuck a finger up her ass, Leslie hesitated momentarily. 
 
    "Frig bitch!" Jan ordered with a series of swats. 
 
    Poor Leslie issued a low growl and did the same. Penetrating her ass for the first time. She felt ...dirty. Unclean. 
 
    "Move your hand out of the way," Jan ordered. 
 
    And though Leslie knew what the woman planned. Knew that the swatter was poised directly over her denuded sex. Oh how she regretting shaving her curly down, at least that would have provided a bit of protection for her lady parts. Now nothing stood between her and the swatter as she moved her hand and grasped her firm breasts. 
 
    Swat-swat-swat-swat-swat. 
 
    Her nectar splattered with every cruel swat. She felt the reverberations deep in her loins. Driving her on. Lighting her on fire. 
 
    "Back to it. Frig it. Frig that pussy" Jan laughed as her young charge went back to work with renewed passion. Not even bothering to watch the girl on the video. This time making a show of her own. One that even a porn star would be jealous of. 
 
    "Oh God-oh God-oh God-" Leslie moaned, on hand diddling her clit, the other hand behind her working her tight ass. 
 
    "I knew there was a hidden slut inside you just waiting to come out," Jan grinned, playing the swatter over the senior's small round orbs. "And you are aren't you. Tell me. I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you are." 
 
    "A slut..oh fuck...a slut..." Leslie's passion were a fire that burned out of control. She didn't have to thing of the words this time. She just said them. She didn't have to think what was it the girls did on the videos, she just did them. Her orgasm peaked- slamming hard. 
 
    "Whose slut?" Jan demanded. 
 
    "Your slut." Leslie said, as she slid down on her back, her feet and head dangling uncomfortably from the table. Her hand a blur as it circled her sex taking her from one orgasm to another almost equally as powerful. 
 
    The series of orgasms left the young girl spent. Sapped of energy and will. She glowed in her post orgasm high. 
 
    "I think we've made a breakthrough," Jan encouraged her charge. "We really got somewhere today. Good work." 
 
    "Thanks," Leslie whispered, not knowing whether to be proud or humiliated. 
 
    It was only after she was safely at home that a new feeling overshadowed the first two. Leslie began to grow scared. 
 
    The obvious reason, the easy reason. That Jan had used a fly swatter on her. Had used it on her most sensitive parts. She couldn't let that go, could she? No one had a right to do such a thing to another person. She couldn't go back and have the woman do it again. She'd come, but that wasn't the point. The point was no one had a right to treat her in such a fashion. Not even if it was to learn about sex. She was pretty sure sex didn't involve fly swatters. She didn't know much, but she surely knew that. 
 
    There was another reason, and though she was loathed to admit it, Leslie was terrified. Terrified because she'd lost control. The exercise-the stretching-even the videos- with all of it, she was learning more and more self-control. Mastering her body. 
 
    She was not mastering there on the coffee table, rubbing and fucking herself like an animal. No, her body had mastered her. Had turned her into some sort of sex maniac. 
 
    Her phone vibrated again. It was Jan. The woman had stopped calling and begun texting. The first text said simply, where are you? The second. You are late. The third. Call me. Now. Leslie could feel the woman's anger even through those simple words. 
 
    With trembling fingers Leslie looked down at her phone. 
 
    The fourth text read: I wonder who I will send this picture to? Maybe 555-9898? 
 
    It was her dad's cell. 
 
    Filled with panic, Leslie quickly called. But it went straight to message? Oh God, was Jan sending a picture to her father already? Dear Lord, what would it be? Did the woman even have pictures? Leslie was sure they'd been deleted. 
 
    Leslie texted back. Please don't. I'm begging you. 
 
    Get over here. Now. 
 
    Leslie obeyed. 
 
    Leslie's control over her relationship with Jan was always lacking. However, she always felt she had some control. She was learning more and more day by day - and with knowledge came power. The more she knew about such sexual matters, the less she needed the older woman. 
 
    But now things had changed. the pictures - the videos - the blackmail, the more Jan had, the more leverage she had over Leslie and the less control Leslie had. She felt like a teapot caught up in a tempest. 
 
    Her exercise training had always been difficult. However, now it was even more so. She was still required to exercise nude, but now Jan didn't just walk around her and encourage her with praise and threats. Now, the cruel woman used the flyswatter to encourage the poor senior. 
 
    The woman barked out orders like a drill sergeant. "Push up. One two three four- get those knees up. Swat-swat-swat. Faster. Twenty five-twenty six. Flip over. Feet up. Swat-swat-swat. I said flip and feet up." 
 
    Poor Leslie was a red puffing wreck by the time her exercise session was finished. She no longer thought, when Jan spoke, Leslie jumped. 
 
    Even her stretching sessions changed. The flyswatter was put down and the vibe was picked up. Leslie still went through the same stretches as before, but this time she was teased relentlessly with the vibe. At first it made it impossible to relax, but after a few minutes, she grew aroused. She grew limber. She also grew to crave the vibe. But the only way she was permitted to feel those tantilizing vibrations, was to stretch that extra millimeter. Millimeter by millimeter, until she felt like she'd come apart at the hinges. Yet no matter how far she split or how much she arched, Jan always kept an orgasm out of poor Leslie's reach. 
 
    Toward the end, Leslie was even looking forward to her sex training. So great was the need in her loins, it didn't even matter if the woman wanted to swat her with that fucking swatter. Just so long as she was able to come. Oh to be put on that table again and made to frig - even if being recorded on video or swatted. 
 
    But even her sex training was changed. And for the worse. 
 
    "Come here," Jan said, taking off her skirt, and sitting down on the couch with her legs spread wide. It was quite obvious to Leslie that the woman wasn't wearing panties, even more obvious when Jan began to run the vibe up and down her very aroused sex. 
 
    Leslie tried to stand. 
 
    "Did I say get up?" Jan asked. "Are you hard of hearing?" 
 
    "No ma'am." Leslie said, shuffling closer on her knees. 
 
    "Does Leslie know what a blowjob is?" Jan asked. 
 
    "Yes," Leslie breathed, eyes wide staring at the vibrating phallus. Was this what the woman had in mind for her? 
 
    "Yes ma'am, Leslie knows what a blowjob is," Jan ordered sternly, swatting the girl on the flank with the swatter. "Now say it properly." 
 
    "Yes-ma'am-Leslie-knows-what-a-blow-job-is," It came out one word at a time. It felt so foreign to the senior. It was as if Jan felt like she was some idiot. Worse, when she referred to herself in third person, it felt like what little control she had were slipping away. This was another of the new rules Jan had imposed on the younger woman. 
 
    "Show me," Jan ordered, flipping the vibrator around and holding it jutting from her crotch as if it were her own cock. 
 
    Eyes big and wide, the high school senior leaned forward, pursing her lips, she gave the latex phallus a gentle blow. 
 
    "You little idiot." Jan said. "You don't blow it. You suck. Now try again." 
 
    Leslie moved close to the huge phallus. So close that this time, she caught a whiff of odor - of musk. The cock was drenched, not just with her juices, but with Jan's. She would have to - to taste herself - to taste Jan. Leslie steeled her nerves and opened her mouth and took the dildo in. God, looked big before, but having it in her mouth made her realize just what she was in store for. 
 
    "Don't just stare at it," Jan said. "Suck. And look me in they eyes. What are you some sort of pervert?" 
 
    "Mmmmphhhh- sorry ma'am," Leslie said, sucking the dildo in again and looking up at Jan with those big brown eyes. 
 
    The older woman taught her all the useful tricks. The careful bite. To suck the balls. To lick the underside. The slap against the tongue. The bump against the cheek. However, having the eighteen year old looking up with those idolizing eyes, all while her mouth was full of a plastic cock was soon too much for her. Pulling Leslie into her with a handful of hair, the girl turned red in the face, when she finally broke free she coughed and gagged. 
 
    "Poor girl. Is it too big for you?" Jan purred tossing her borrowed appendage to the floor. "Don't you worry your pretty little head, we can start smaller. So small even you can handle it." 
 
    "Thank you," Leslie mumbled apologetically from between the older woman's thighs, secretly glad to be able to work on something a bit more manageable. Waiting patiently for her to produce a smaller dildo. 
 
    Jan grabbed the swatter and stuck it under the girl's chin. Lifting her head, so the girl's terrified eyes looked into her own. 
 
    "Then what are you waiting for?" Jan asked. 
 
    "For a - a smaller one ma'am." 
 
    "I'm waiting," Jan said. "Are you stupid or something?" 
 
    "No ma'am. Ahhh...Leslie-doesn't-understand-ma'am." Leslie stammered. 
 
    Jan spread her wet nether lips and pulled up, making her hard nubbin protrude. 
 
    "You see Leslie, a clit is very much like a boys cock my Leslie girl," Jan stated. "It swells when it gets excited. It's almost the same shape. And that big dildo seems to be far too much for someone as inexperienced as you. I think you will agree that even someone as frigid as ill-equipped as you can manage this size without choking. Now come here Leslie..come closer." 
 
    It was a clit, not a cock. No matter what Jan said, Leslie couldn't get past that obvious fact. Yes, perhaps it did swell, but it was more of a pearl than a cock. And there were the lips, the wetness, and all the rest. No, it wasn't a cock at all. And though she'd come very familiar with Jan, she'd never done ... anything quite like this. 
 
    "Suck my girl cock," Jan ordered, pulling the girl tight by her hair. "Or would you rather I send a picture or two to daddy?" 
 
    Leslie had no choice. How had she gotten into this mess. She opened her mouth. 
 
    "Mmmmmm..that's right - suck it..." Jan moaned. 
 
    Leslie sucked gingerly. Just doing enough for the woman no to send the embarrassing pictures to her dad. God the woman reeked of musk. Worse, she was practically gushing. 
 
    "Now lick it up and down." Jan said. "And look up at me and give me a smile. Let me know how much you like it." 
 
    Leslie looked up. She couldn't smile if she wanted to. She hoped Jan wouldn't see her obvious distaste. 
 
    "Does Leslie love my cock?" Jan asked. 
 
    "Mmmphh-Leslie-loves-your-cock," the poor girl muttered, glad for an excuse to get away from the woman's sex. Her respite didn't last. Only seconds passed before she was unceremoniously pulled back tight into the woman's reeking sex. 
 
    Under Jan's strict tutelage and despite her reluctance, Leslie learned to please a woman. She learned to lick. To flick her tongue. To suck. To tongue. To flutter. 
 
    "Does Leslie love my clit?" Jan moaned. "Tell me again." 
 
    "Mmmphh-Leslie-loves-your-clit," Leslie repeated in a defeated tone before she looked up at the woman who had enslaved her. Then her eyes grew wide in fear as she saw the woman's cell phone. Heard the click of the shutter. God, more evidence to be used against her. To blackmail her. 
 
    "Don't worry Leslie, if you keep me happy, no one will see this video but us. Now keep me happy," Jan ordered and the eighteen year old returned to work with her tired tongue and aching lips. They would grow tireder still she kept at it for nearly 45 minutes and two orgasms before Jan finally let her rise. 
 
    "Get dressed," Jan said. "It's time for you to leave. My husband will be home soon." 
 
    Leslie quickly put on her clothes, she was eager to be away from this cruel woman. 
 
    "You will be required to send me photos and videos every day just like before," Jan said. "But from now on, there will be no cumming. Not until I feel you deserve it. So for now, you will go until you feel your orgasm coming on, and then you will stop. If you cheat, I will know - and you will be sorry. Do you understand me Leslie?" 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Leslie whispered quietly. 
 
    "Whenever you don't answer properly, you will earn 25 swats with the swatter," Jan said. "We are out of time tonight, but I will administer them next week when you come over." 
 
    "Leslie understands ma'am." Leslie said, her cheeks burning a bright crimson. 
 
    "You may go," Jan said. However, there was something in the way the girl rushed to the front door that Jan felt insulting. 
 
    "Before you go," Jan added, "I want you to give me a nice curtsy and a thank you." 
 
    "I -" Leslie's eyes grew wide and she looked like a deer caught in the headlights. How could she? 
 
    "Pretend as if you were wearing a skirt. A nice curtsy and a thank you. I expect you to do it from now on." 
 
    Leslie blushed even more as she pretended to lift up an imaginary skirt and did a little bob. "Thank you ma'am." 
 
    "That's twenty five more swats," Jan smiled wickedly. 
 
    Leslie gulped hard and bobbed down again, this time a bit lower and lifted her imaginary hem. "Leslie thanks you ma'am?" 
 
    "Is that a question?" Jan asked, arching an eyebrow. 
 
    "No - ah- Leslie - is sure." the stammering girl forced out, catching her mistake before it was too late. "Leslie thanks you." She gave another curtsy just to be sure. 
 
    "You may go. And Leslie-" Jan said to the girl before she could close the door. "I expect you to wear a skirt next time. It will not be a pretend one you lift next Monday, do you understand?" 
 
    "yes- Leslie understands." and finally - finally Leslie was able to leave and put her ordeal behind her. 
 
    Leslie tried to take her mind off her situation by thinking of other things. Like school or the girls in her class. A few weeks ago, she would have looked at them and felt a perverse satisfaction that she was learning things the other girls weren't. Learning about boys and how to please them. 
 
    But now? Now Mrs. Mitchell was teaching her different lessons altogether. She was teaching Leslie to please women not men. Even the videos watched in order to learn what women did for men were replaced. Now, Leslie watched videos of women doing things with each other. Lesbians. It was all girls - all the time. 
 
    The worst was the teasing. Three weeks had gone by. Three weeks since her last orgasm. 
 
    At first Jan's instructions were easy. Even easier than her former instructions. To masturbate and to stop. Then to send the hateful woman a picture. The first two times Leslie carried out the task at took pictures, she looked on each one with just a bit of satisfaction. Her eyes displayed a blaze of fury and distaste. Yes she obeyed, but that bitch would surely see how much she was hated. 
 
    However, the third time she followed the instructions and took a picture, she gave it a glance before sending it to the hateful bitch. But in this picture her eyes had changed. The fury was gone. Now she looked...needful. It was as if her pride had been stripped away and her soul left bare. 
 
    She couldn't send that picture. So she took another. And another. And another still. Until finally she felt satisfied with the look in her eyes. 
 
    That was only the first night. Three weeks of pleasing while only being teased had taken its toll. She'd given up on the pictures. She could no longer hide the needful lust in her big brown eyes. Worse, she'd started having fantasies. 
 
    Lesbian fantasies. She didn't want them. She wasn't.... 
 
    gay. 
 
    That's what she kept telling herself, especially at times like this. It soon became a mantra. I'm not gay- I'm not gay - I'm not gay. Even if she were, she should be angry to be treated in such a fashion. The slim girl was bent over the toilet, a brush in one hand, a bottle of cleaner in the other. She was totally naked save a small apron, stockings, and a pair of high heel pumps. 
 
    I'm not gay-I'm not gay-I'm not gay,Leslie repeated silently, even as her slim hips pumped and her arousal dripped down her thighs. 
 
    "You are doing a wonderful job Lezlie," Jan purred behind the pale skinned girl. She'd taken to calling the girl Lezlie- and occasionally Lezzie. She had the young girl impaled on her hand like a little puppet. Two fingers worked the girl's tight sex, while her thumb was buried in her tight rear, two in the pink and one in the stink as she liked to say. 
 
    "Ahhh..thank you ma'am." Leslie said, doing her best to affect a small curtsy, but it was almost impossible while she was in such a compromised position. 
 
    Jan smiled wickedly. "But I think you missed a spot. Pay a little extra special attention would you dear or I'm afraid I'll have to take you over my knee." 
 
    "Yes Miss..." It came out as a moan. She could hear the sound of the wet slishing of Jan's fingers. The constant teasing had taken its toll on the poor girl. Three long weeks of unimaginable teasing. Three long weeks of after school licking sessions with this woman's insatiable sex. She'd never in a million years imagined the need that ached deep inside. A need that was growing impossible to deny. Leslie tried to scrub to take her mind off the hollow aching in her loins. Sometimes it helped to keep busy or think about other things. But now? The need threatened to overwhelm her and she could think of nothing save what those fingers were doing to her. 
 
    Leslie clutched the rim of the toilet and arched her back. Thrusting back to give herself to the woman who had blackmailed and virtually enslaved her. God, she was so fucking close. Oh, how she needed release, even if from this cruel cruel woman. 
 
    However, once again, just as the orgasm threatened to take hold, Jan laughed, and removed her fingers from the poor girl - wiping them clean on her skinny rump. 
 
    "Please Miss.." Leslie begged, her body trembling with pent up need. "Leslie needs it." 
 
    "Lezzie needs what?" Jan giggled. 
 
    "Leslie needs to come." Leslie groaned. 
 
    "You just earned yourself twenty five swats little pervert," Jan said. "Say it respectfully. You know better than to make the same mistake twice." 
 
    Leslie wanted to refuse. Wanted to tell the old bitch to go fuck herself. God, but the woman had her, had her wrapped literally around her fingers. With her nectar dripping down her thighs there was no way to deny her obvious arousal. No hope but to say what the old bitch wanted to hear, and just the way she wanted to hear it. "Please Miss, Lezzie needs to come. Please Miss. Lezzie needs it real bad." 
 
    "Wash your filthy hands and come with me," Jan said with a knowing smile. For the last three weeks she'd been wondering how long it would take to make the girl beg. She thought the girl would have given up a week ago and felt a bit of respect for how long Leslie had resisted. 
 
    Jan took the girl back to her bedroom and quickly stripped out of the clothes she was wearing and motioned for Leslie to join her. The older woman slid into her bed with a smile. She still had a few tricks up her sleeve. 
 
    "Come here," Jan ordered. "Not like that, Lezzie. Turn around. That's a good girl. Now slip your legs into mine like so. Just like on that video we watched yesterday." 
 
    This wasn't what Leslie imagined. She figured she'd be allowed to use a vibe to bring herself off. Or even to be made to frig herself on the coffee table. Jan could even swat her if she liked. Or that they would use their mouth's on each other. This was - this act- was somehow more intimate than anything she had imagined. 
 
    "I thought you wanted to come? Isn't that what you said Lezzie?" Jan asked. "If you are just going to lay there like a frigid corpse, you may as well finish cleaning the bathroom." 
 
    "No Miss, Lezzie - ahhh- Lezzie will do better." God, it was like the old bitch could tell what she was thinking. That she knew Leslie had been telling herself she wasn't a lesbian. That she'd been having doubts. That making her call herself a Lezzie, all while wrapping her legs around this older woman was causing her to lose her remaining confidence in her heterosexuality. 
 
    The eighteen year old began to move her hips. 
 
    "That's nice," Jan cooed. "Scissor me you sweet slut." 
 
    Leslie watched women in this very position several times on Jan's videos. Yet, it still took a bit of practice to figure things out. It was harder than she reckoned to line her groove up with Jan's. Harder still to work clit to clit. Legs locked. Hips working. But once she got in the groove, it was easy. It was pure pleasure. Her poor mind screamed that this wasn't just oral - this was sex with another woman. There was no denying this. That this was gay. 
 
    But her cunt. Ahhh her cunt had discovered heaven. Her cunt had discovered bliss and soon it would find release. Sweet heavenly release. 
 
    "You must ask permission before you cum little queer," Jan said. "Otherwise, I may not be so generous next time." 
 
    Lightning was already dancing through Leslie's loins. "Please Miss, may Lezzlie cum?" 
 
    "Not like that," Jan said unwrapping her legs from her slim charge's. "I want to watch you when you come." 
 
    They continued making love, but this time, Jan mounted the eighteen year old missionary style. Humping her as if she had a cock. Working the girl clit to clit. Tit to tit. Mouth to mouth. Kissing. Being kissed in turn. 
 
    I'm not gay. I'm not. I'm not. Leslie told herself. But there was no denying that this was a woman she'd wrapper her long legs around. Though she had gone down on Jan countless times, there was always a sense that she'd not been changed. But kissing this woman on the mouth. Holding her so close. Being fucked by her. Being made love to. 
 
    Something inside her had changed, there was no denying it. For she was making love to this woman. The thought sent her over the edge. 
 
    "Please Miss," Leslie begged, "May Leslie cum? Please...oh God....oh God....I'm sorry. Leslie is sorry." 
 
    It was too late. She'd fallen over the edge into the sweet abyss. She tightened her legs around the older woman and held her with all her might. Capturing every ounce of an orgasm that had been brewing for three long weeks. 
 
    In the end, Leslie couldn't remember what had happened. Only that she was naked in bed with another woman, covered in sweat, with her extremities tingling. She looked over at the dresser and saw that the video camera was on - that it had captured every last detail. She shrugged and slid down the bed- down between Jan's thighs. She began to lick with a practiced ease. 
 
    At first Leslie thought being enslaved by her history teacher's wife was the end of the world. But after awhile, it really wasn't so bad. It was actually kind of fun. 
 
    For instance, she had much more confidence. She used to feel shy and awkward. She felt a sense of anxiety about nearly every personal interaction. However, after being turned into some sort of sexual pet, well, let's just say that the fact that her clothes weren't name brand really didn't seem to matter anymore. 
 
    There was only one thing that Leslie felt anxious about these days and that was Jan. The woman always seemed to be full of surprises, and her latest idea made Leslie more nervous than usual. Jan wanted to take her out for a date. 
 
    Sort of a date. For it was only 5:00 and not really night and Leslie had no real choice in the matter. But it was Leslie's first date ever, and it felt real enough to her. 
 
    It felt real to Jan too. The cute teen squirmed next to her in the car. She had good reason to squirm - Jan's fingers frigged the girl's denuded sex, her small tight dress had ridden up, providing no modesty whatsoever. 
 
    "Mmmmmmm...please Miss, may Leslie please come?" Leslie moaned, oblivious to her exhibitionism, her thin hips pumping in time to Jan's rubbing. 
 
    "You are turning into one hot little piece of ass, aren't you lezzie," Jan purred, as she pulled the car into a spot and turned off the ignition. 
 
    "Ohhh-fuck-Leslie is a hot piece of ass..." It came out as a low moan from the aroused senior. She spread her legs wider and pumped her hips. 
 
    "I mean it," Jan said, offering her dripping fingers to the young girl. "You are quite a little slut." 
 
    Leslie blushed just a bit as she opened her mouth and polished them off. She may have had a problem with it a few weeks ago, but she'd tasted pussy often enough, it was just that in this fashion, with people around...it felt a bit humiliating. 
 
    "Good girl," Jan said, as she unfastened her seat belt. "Let's go get something to eat." 
 
    The young girl reached down in the floorboard for her discarded panties. 
 
    "No dear," Jan said. "Leave them there." 
 
    Leslie's fingers dropped her panties. Part of her was terrified. She was wearing next to nothing. A party dress with a plunging neckline that was so short she had to constantly fidget with it to keep covered. It belonged to Jan when she was younger, but the older woman was 7 inches shorter. What was short on her was micro on Leslie. Worse, Jan had boobs. Nice full boobs. While Leslie had firmed up from her exercises, she was still wanting in that department. The plunging neckline threatened to display her small wares at any moment. 
 
    "We don't need to go in Miss," Leslie said. The 'date' was Jan's idea from the start. At first Leslie welcomed a diversion, but now she was having serious second thoughts. Anyone seeing her like this would assume she was some sort of slut. Thus far, her private games with Jan had been just that - private games. "We could just go back to your place. Leslie will do something extra special for you." 
 
    "Nonsense," Jan said. "What kind of date would that be? I have something extra special planned for you. A regular date and then I'm gonna fuck you silly with that big strap on cock I showed you. Your first real fucking young Leslie, I bet you must be excited." 
 
    "Yes Miss. Leslie is excited," Leslie said. She was dripping wet and she wanted- no needed a fucking like nobodies business. But in her bottom? The thought frightened her, but not as much as this 'date'. What if someone from school would recognize her and saw her dressed like this? 
 
    "I'm glad," Jan said. "Come on. Let's go eat." 
 
    It wasn't much of a restaurant. It was a cafeteria and the median age of the customers seemed to be around 70. However, it was perfect for Leslie because the last thing she wanted to do was run into someone her age. It was perfect for Jan because she couldn't afford for word of her and this girl to get back to her husband. This was dangerous for both of them and danger made their arousal that much more intense. 
 
    They went through the line and picked up their food. Poor Leslie was mortified the whole time. First off were the stares from the dirty old men. Even worse were the comments from the ladies behind the counter. "Look at you girl, what have you got going on? My word, how do you keep yourself in that pretty dress?" 
 
    "She has a date tonight," Jan answered for the humiliated teen. 
 
    They sat down and began to eat and Leslie pulled at her dress, it was attempting to gap open at her bosom. 
 
    "Leave it be," Jan said. "What are you so worried about?" 
 
    "They are going to see Leslie's ...nipples," Leslie whispered the last part, her cheeks blushing fetchingly. 
 
    "I want you - to leave it be," Jan said, her voice husky and firm. "Do you understand me?" 
 
    The fire already raging in Leslie's loins grew white hot. She nodded her head, the blush spreading to her chest. 
 
    "Good," Jan said. "Because I like looking at your hard little boobies. And they are hard - I can see they are very hard little boobies, aren't they little Leslie?" 
 
    Leslie nodded again. 
 
    "Use your words," Jan said. 
 
    "Lelsie's boobies are hard ma'am." Leslie whispered. 
 
    "Is anyone else looking at them dear?" Jan took a bite of pie and licked her lips. 
 
    "Yes Miss." 
 
    "Call me Jan." The older woman said. "This is a date after all." 
 
    "Yes Jan." 
 
    "How many?" 
 
    Leslie's brown eyes darted around. Her cheeks felt like they were on fire so intense was her blush. "Two - no three." 
 
    "How many times have you masturbated today?" Jan asked. 
 
    "One." Leslie's hand began to tremble. No. Surely Jan wouldn't. "And then with you in the car." 
 
    "That doesn't count Leslie," Jan said. "Fingering is not the same as masturbation." 
 
    The older woman's foot teasingly ran up and down the young girl's ankle. Then slowly up her calf. 
 
    "I want you to do it now." Jan said. 
 
    "Excuse me?" Leslie's voice squeaked, due to her distressed state. 
 
    "You heard me." Jan replied. "You know the rules. Frig that sweet little pussy of yours, but no coming. You haven't earned it yet. Not till later." 
 
    Leslie looked down in her lap. Her cloth napkin gave quite a bit of protection. If the kept her movements small, perhaps she could pull it off. God, she was so wet. This was dirty. She'd never heard of anyone doing such a thing. She had reservations, lots of reservations. 
 
    She looked around the cafeteria. Two old men and an old woman were staring at her while trying not to be obvious. She looked across the table at Jan. The woman was pure evil putting her into that next to nothing dress and taking her out to put her on some sort of exhibitionistic display all while calling it a 'date'. 
 
    It took a lot of nerve. A real date. A boy would never ask for anything of the sort. Leslie grew angry at the thought. This wasn't a real date. 
 
    "If this was a real date, you wouldn't order me to do stuff like that. You might ask me, but you wouldn't order me." Leslie didn't know what possessed her. It was as if her tongue were possessed. She cringed inside waiting for whatever punishment the older woman would devise. 
 
    Jan's eyes widened. They almost narrowed, but the girl had a point. She said it was a date. Would a date go around giving orders? No. Jan was almost at a loss for words. Almost. 
 
    "Will you masturbate for me?" Jan asked. "Please." 
 
    Leslie felt a thrill of excitement. For the first time ever it seemed she was in charge. She was in control. 
 
    And she liked that feeling. She liked it a lot. 
 
    "No." Leslie said. "I want you to masturbate for me." 
 
    Jan blushed, her scared eyes danced back and forth. It was a bit embarrassing being with a young girl who was wearing next to nothing. Even more so considering the girl's tight nipples peaked from beneath the small dress. A dress so daring, more daring than she'd ever dare to wear, even though she lied to the girl, telling her otherwise. 
 
    "You are feeling a bit big for you britches," Jan said. "You know what I have on my camera. I can send a few pictures at any time." 
 
    "Is that what you tell all your dates?" Leslie asked pointedly, and the neck of the small dress up so that her breasts were no longer exposed. 
 
    "Wait-" Jan muttered. This wasn't going how she wanted. The pictures. No, she couldn't very well send them out while sitting down in a cafeteria. She cursed herself for making a hollow threat. It felt as though the ground were slipping beneath her feet. 
 
    "No." Jan blushed again. How had she managed to get roped into this situation. 
 
    "Take off your panties," Leslie said, her hand sliding up and down the neck of her blouse. Teasing the older woman with her nipples. It wasn't showing, but Jan knew it was just out of site. A few millimeters and she would see pink. 
 
    "I'm in charge," Jan said, but she didn't feel like it at the moment. 
 
    "Then this isn't a date?" Leslie pushed her plate away and tightened the neck of her blouse so that her pert breasts were even less visible. 
 
    "Wait- I'm sorry-I was wrong." The older woman was hot already. Her loins were all a quiver. She couldn't believe she was considering going along with this. Why was she considering it? She had this hot little eighteen year old under her thumb. And yet? Now it felt like her control was slipping. Yet she was so horny. 
 
    "Yes," Jan whispered. "It's a date." 
 
    The older woman looked left and right. Why had she picked this place with so many people. At least they were old and she didn't recognize any one. Her hand stole beneath the table. She lifted up her hips and gave a wriggle. Her cheeks blushed a bright red. There - they were to her knees. A quick step and another and she was done. She picked them up beneath her napkin and put them in her lap. 
 
    "Hand them to me," Leslie ordered. 
 
    The blush spread down the older woman's chest. She passed her undergarment to the young girl, still hidden beneath a napkin. 
 
    "Did I ask for your napkin?" Leslie said, her ruby red lips forming a small sneer. 
 
    "No." Jan blushed a ruby red. She looked about. Had anyone heard? Leslie said it far too loudly for her benefit. 
 
    "That will be twenty five licks when you get home." Leslie said. "It should be fifty for answering with disrespect. From now on, I want you to answer respectfully. You should know how by now. After all, you taught me." 
 
    Jan's mind was a whirl of confusion. Her control hadn't just slipped. Now it was she that was being wrapped around the finger of a woman...this skinny slip of a girl. Don't do this, her mind screamed. You are the boss. She is your little pet geek slut. You don't do what she says. She does what you say. 
 
    The mind knows better, but the body? The body doesn't know the difference between good and bad. Jan's body was screaming. Fuck me. Do what you will to me. Her mental will soon crumbled to dust. 
 
    "No Miss, you did not ask for Jan's napkin." Jan was dripping in her seat. She'd taught this girl far too well. She was going to get spanked when she got home. Would it sting? Would she cry out? Would she crave it? 
 
    "Much better," Leslie said. "Now hand them to me." 
 
    Janet gulped and exhaled. She felt light-headed. Had she been holding her breath this whole time? She handed her panties to the young girl sitting across from her, doing her best to keep the transaction hidden from view. 
 
    "You are very wet little Janie slut," Leslie said. "Aren't you slut? Is that what you are?" 
 
    "Yes," Jan whispered. "Jan is a wet little slut." 
 
    "I'm waiting," Leslie said, putting the woman's panties in her lap. 
 
    Jan looked around the restaurant. It seemed so empty, but now that she was in the hot seat, it seemed very very crowded. She'd been certain Leslie could have done what she was asking without getting caught, but now she wasn't so sure. As a matter of fact, she was certain she'd get in serious trouble. 
 
    "Forget it," Leslie said, turning her gaze to her plate, ignoring the flushed housewife. Playing the sort of mind game that Jan used on her. 
 
    Could she do this? Why was she doing this? Was Leslie even watching? Did the girl understand how terrifying this was? The older woman's hand stole beneath her napkin. It was easy to find her wet slit. Her nostrils flared as she struck home. Her thighs spread like butter. Her plump hips pumped in her seat. "Mmmmm-oh God..." she moaned softly. 
 
    Leslie's own loins grew hot. So very hot from watching this woman. This woman who'd blackmailed her. Who'd made her lick. Who'd taken photographs of her. Who'd spanked her. Oh how she hated this- this sweet sweet bitch. God, the woman was doing it. She was masturbating for her right there in front of everyone. Oh and it was so very obvious to anyone who looked. Perhaps too obvious. 
 
    "You like it don't you, you slut?" Leslie asked, nudging the woman's knee with her own, making her spread even wider. 
 
    Jan could only nod. She didn't trust herself to speak. The slish-slish of her finger working her wet slit was audible. She prayed no one else could hear. 
 
    "Don't you dare stop," Leslie said, as she slipped her phone beneath the table and snapped a photo. 
 
    Jan's blush deepened, as the situation grew further and further out of her control. 
 
    "Things are going to be changing now," Leslie teased. "I've enjoyed our little date. I've enjoyed it an awful lot little Jannie slut. From now on we are going to be having a lot of dates. Is that okay with you Jannie slut." 
 
    Oh how the lightning danced in her loins at that cruel prospect. This girl wouldn't be her plaything. No, it was she that would be the plaything. 
 
    "Yes Miss," Jan said. "Jannie would like that." 
 
    "Do you remember what you showed me before we left?" Leslie asked the blushing older woman. She couldn't resist, she slipped her hand beneath her napkin and stroked her sensitive clit. 
 
    "Yes Miss," Jan knew very well. Why did she have to show off the large strap on cock to the young girl? She trembled knowing what as in store. 
 
    "When we get back to your house," Leslie said. "I'm going to fuck you with it. Remember what you said to me? It was going to be my first real fucking. Now it's going to be true for you." 
 
    But Jan had been fucked many times already. Then a thought hit. No. Surely not. 
 
    Leslie smiled a wicked smile. She winked. "Even a slut like you hasn't had a real fucking everywhere. I bet you can think of a place, can't you little Jannie slut?" 
 
    Jan blushed even more that she thought was possible. She should put a stop to this. The slish-shish of her finger was driving her mad and making thinking nearly impossible. God, the girl had in mind to fuck her in the ass. She'd never dared to do such a thing. She wasn't that sort of woman. 
 
    "Yes, Jan has never been fucked there." 
 
    Leslie's eyes hardened. "Make that twenty more swats to remind you to answer with respect." 
 
    It took a moment for her to realize what the Leslie wanted. "Yes Miss, Jannie slut has never been fucked back there." 
 
    "Then lets get out of here," Leslie said. "I'm going to take you home and fuck you. I'm going to make sure you feel it tomorrow. Ha-ha- it may be a little uncomfortable to sit down when I'm done with you." 
 
    Jan drove home. It was much harder driving now that the tables were turned. Here legs were spread and Leslie was diddling her clit, in exactly the same fashion as she'd diddled the girl's on the way to the restaurant. 
 
    "Please be gentle," Jan whimpered. "I-I'm driving. I don't want to have- an accident." 
 
    "I know what I'm doing bitch," Leslie said, dragging a teasing fingertip along the older woman's soaked sex. "You just worry about driving." 
 
    "Yes Miss.." Jan breathed, daring to glance down at the swollen lips of her drenched sex. Dear Lord, she'd soaked the seat...how would she be able to get the stain...oh God, or the smell out? 
 
    It took forever to get home. Once home, there was little waiting and no orders given. Clothes lay in a trail from the front door to the bedroom. The eighteen year old senior strapped on a large flesh colored dildo. The older woman waiting on hands and knees, gazing up with big blue eyes, her legs spread wide. She was ready - yet she was still scared. 
 
    Would it hurt? When she'd lost her virginity it had hurt a bit. But this was different. She'd heard talk about this. This would make the other a walk in the park. Why on earth had she bought such a large dildo to begin with? 
 
    "I'm going to fuck you Jannie," Leslie said, placing the head of the phallus against the blond's tight opening. "I'm gonna give it to you so fucking hard. Oh yeah, you are going to remember this one for days to come." 
 
    "Please be gentle," Jan moaned. She could feel the cold head at her tight entrance. Oh God, it was far too late to back out now. Leslie took her by the hips and pushed. Fuck. "Ouch..." It did hurt. God, this was going to be impossible. 
 
    "Shhhhh..." Leslie urged, withdrawing slightly and pushing in again and again. Slowly but surely driving the large strap on home. "Just try to relax. Relax and let it happen. Now you see what it was like when you fingered me in the ass. Oh but this is much larger than a finger or thumb. But a slut like you? A pervert? A queer? Oh I bet you love it don't you? Turn around so I can see your pretty face Mrs. Mitchell. Turn around for me." Leslie picked up the older woman's swatter and used it on her, slapping the woman's ass hard enough to leave an imprint. 
 
    Ouch! The pain of the swat had caused the older woman to tense her internal muscles, driving home the pain of the invader in her ass. Fuck! Why had she consented to this? Why had she let this girl out from under her thumb? She reached between her legs and diddled her clit to take the edge off the pain. 
 
    "What a perv!" Leslie said, swatting the woman's ass and thighs with the swatter. Reveling in her new found power over this woman. "Just look at you Mrs. Mitchell. Rubbing yourself off while taking it up the ass." 
 
    "Uffff...fuck..." Jan groaned, the invader in her ass spearing her mercilessly. 
 
    "Take it bitch," Leslie said. "Reach back and spread that sexy ass for me Mrs. Mitchell." 
 
    Jan obediently displayed her most intimate regions to this young girl. 
 
    Leslie grabbed the older woman by the hair pulled, driving the dildo home. God, the sensation was divine. She'd always assumed that the only pleasure Mrs. Mitchell obtained from the dildo was sadism. However, there was a bump that hit her just so with every motion. She was surely going to come. And very soon. 
 
    "Play with your pussy Jannie," Leslie ordered. "I'm going to make you come. I'm gonna make you come with this big dick up your ass...I'm gonna make you come from fucking you where Mr. Mitchell has never been." 
 
    "Fuck..give it to me. Give it to me. Fuck my ass. Take it. It's yours. Fuck it. Fuck it." Jan Mitchell panted, never hearing the garage door, or the kitchen door, or even the door to the bedroom she shared with her husband. All she knew was that she was coming and despite the pain in her rear, it was the best come ever. 
 
    So good she road the wave of pleasure, not even opening her eyes at the shocked gasp from her husband staring open mouthed at the door to the bedroom. 
 
    Leslie saw him, yet she was powerless to stop. She'd been denied for far too long. She tweaked her tight nipples, pulling and twisting until her orgasm slammed home. Her teacher, the husband of this woman she was fucking, was watching. He'd seen. 
 
    He had seen what most mean fantasize of. Two women going at it. His wife and one of his female students. But his wasn't just any threesome. This was his wife, though she didn't act like his wife. His wife was usually reserved and somewhat of a perfectionist. This woman acted like some slut, moaning and clawing the bed sheets. Writhing about. Being fucked in her ass. She'd always told him it was out of the question, yet here she was...by his student. 
 
    He didn't feel turned on. He felt...emasculated. He closed the door and went to the kitchen, opening a beer and taking a long swallow. What should he do? Ask to join in? No, it was clear he would be the odd man out in that action. I mean...maybe if they had been licking each other like proper lesbians. But that was hardcore fucking. He had no clue how he'd fit into that sort of action. 
 
    He took another long swallow of his drink. What would he do? Yes, he would ask her to end the relationship. That was the ticket. 
 
    And so he did. It was tempting to give in to his wife's tears. Even more tempting when she offered to let him participate. But he held firm. He insisted she break it off. He said they would move to be certain it wouldn't happen again. 
 
    He began to feel safe in their relationship once more. His wife had made a mistake. Usually it was the man who made it. This time it was his wife. She was recently unemployed. That sort of thing could make anyone a little crazy. He could be forgiving. 
 
    It wasn't fair, Leslie told herself, as she mindlessly scribbled Jan's name on a page in her notebook. Just when she was beginning to find happiness, it was all snatched away from her. 
 
    Mr. Mitchell had discovered her. And of all the times to come home early. Why couldn't he have come home when she was being spanked, being photographed, or teasted relentlessly. No, the bastard had to come in the very first time she was getting hers. 
 
    She felt a nudge on her shoulder. She looked back. A folded up piece of paper was pushed into her hand. She unfolded it and took a look. 
 
    "Want to go out sometime?" the note read. It was signed Dan. 
 
    Leslie felt a little cheer return with the note. With a wicked smile she scrawled, "Sorry, but I have other plans - with your ex." and passed it back. 
 
    It was the one good thing that had happened to her lately. Mr. Mitchell was gone. So was Jan. God, she missed that woman. And somehow, somehow word had gotten around school at to what happened. They didn't know the details, only that Mr. Mitchell's wife was seduced by one of his students. The assumed it was a boy at first. Some of the boys even led on that they had been the one giving it to Mrs. Mitchell. 
 
    Until they learned it was Leslie. The best part was they didn't even know about the blackmail, the pictures, the teasing, the spanking. They only knew that Leslie had seduced Mr. Mitchell's wife. 
 
    At first she was filled with dread. She would be a pariah. Instead she was welcomed as a hero. They wanted to be friends with her. To date her. 
 
    It was what she'd always wanted. Except now that she had it, all she wanted was Jan. Jan. She'd moved away. Her phone had been disconnected. There was no way to reach her. No way to say, "I miss you." It had ended so abruptly. Too abruptly. 
 
    Leslie's phone began to vibrate. She took it out and slid it open. 
 
    Mrs. Morgan looked at her with obvious disapproval, but said nothing. It was another added benefit. The female teachers were all openly fearful of her. As if she were going to point at them and say, "Hey I'm fucking my Trig and Chem teachers too." 
 
    Leslie extended her tongue and licked her lip. I'll give the old bitch something to be afraid of, she thought. Then she read her text. 
 
    "I miss you.-Jannie." 
 
    It was from a number she didn't recognize. 
 
    "Where R U?" Leslie quickly typed. 
 
    "I'm back. A new apt." 
 
    "Mr. Mitchel?" 
 
    "Gone" 
 
    "I want you." 
 
    "Me too." 
 
    "Now." Leslie felt herself grow wet. She felt powerful once more. 
 
    "Ok." 
 
    "Pick me up" 
 
    "Ok" 
 
    Leslie smiled. "Do you still have the dress from our date?" 
 
    "Yes" 
 
    "Wear it." 
 
    "Ok" 
 
    "My dress. The one I wore on our last date. Not your dress. And nothing else." 
 
    "Yes Miss." Jan was melting. She felt like putty in this young girl's hands. She began to strip to get ready for her date. 
 
    Leslie put away her phone, and held up her hand until she was recognized by the teacher. 
 
    "Yes Leslie?" 
 
    I'm feeling sick Mrs. Morgan. May I please be excused. 
 
    "Yes you may." 
 
    Leslie quickly packed, thinking of her Jannie waiting for her in that tiny little dress. Mmmmmm...she was feeling a little hungry. Maybe she'd make the woman go through a drive through. That'd be fun. However, she didn't think she'd have the patience to wait instead of taking Jannie somewhere and fucking her silly.

  

 
   
    Story 70 
 
    "Delta house," the pretty brunette said as she picked up the phone. Her jaw working on a piece of chewing gum. 
 
    "Hi, may I please speak to Arianna?" Margaret asked. Margaret sat in her room, her feet kept warm by a heater kept under her desk. 
 
    "This is Arianna." 
 
    "Hi, my name is Margaret. Delta class of 76. My daughter is Stacy. Stacy Barnes." 
 
    "Oh sure," Arianna said. "What can I do for you?" Although she knew very well what the woman was calling about. It had been all according to plan. 
 
    "Well my daughter called me last night and she was quite upset. I know pledging isn't easy, but I must confess that I'm wondering if you are taking into consideration that -" 
 
    "That she's a legacy?" Arianna interrupted, her glossy red lips formed a straight line. "I know very well what she is. I also know that your circumstance was a little unique as a Delta girl. But, I'll tell you what, why don't you come here later tonight and we'll discuss Stacy. See if we can improve her chances. Do you think we can do that Maggie?" Arianna blew a bubble and popped it, waiting for the older woman to answer. 
 
    "Yes..." Margaret said, her voice coming in a squeak. She wondered what the young woman meant by 'unique' circumstance. Then the name. Maggie. No one called her Maggie since college. She had introduced herself as Margaret. It could be a lucky guess, it might be much more. She was no longer the confident business owner and mother of two, but an insecure pledge. 
 
    "Do you remember the rules Maggie? ...Not the Delta rules. But your special rules?" The young woman's eyes gleamed as she put the screws to the older woman. She had discovered the rules when reading a most salacious diary she had discovered in the attic. She had many an orgasm reading that diary. Now she was talking to the girl who had been written about. A girl - now woman, who had lived a submissive sexual existence during her time at the Delta house. 
 
    "Yes..." Margaret said. Her voice now in a whisper. This girl knew. She knew her long held secret. 
 
    "Then how should you address me?" the impertinent young girl said, her lips now turning up in a smile. Her gray eyes flashing with hunger. 
 
    "Yes Miss Arianna." Even on the phone Margaret could feel her cheeks growing hot. 
 
    "Good girl." Arianna said. "Can you be here tonight at eight? We can discuss your daughter then ... among other things. Maybe catch up on some old times." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Margaret said submissively. 
 
    "I'll see you then," Arianna said, her mouth smacking as she chewed her gum rapidly, the blowing another bubble. "You should come prepared. I'm sure you remember your rules on being prepared. Don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Miss Arianna," Margaret whispered, her loins growing hot as she remembered the rules. 
 
    "How about rule number one?" Arianna said. "Why don't you tell me about it." 
 
    Margaret gave a shudder. The girl knew everything. Every last one of the humiliating rules she was required to observe while she attending college. She thought about pretending she had forgotten, but it ever since Arianna first brought them up, it was as if she were transported back to her college years - young, inexperienced, and submissive. She rucked her skirt up under her hips and slid her hand into her panties, then began to rub. Expert circles around and around. The rules weren't just something that was recited, the rules were obeyed. 
 
    "Rule number one," Margaret said, her voice thick and husky. "A hot slut is an obedient slut." "Good girl Maggie. You do remember. Call me when you get to the house," Arianna said. "I'll let you in the back. No sense in causing your daughter embarrassment, is there pet?" 
 
    "Thank you Miss." Margaret said. Girl. She hadn't been called girl in years. It was even more humiliating now than ever since the girl calling her that was young enough to be her daughter. 
 
    "And don't forget rule number two." Arianna said before she hung up. "You remember that one don't you? Why don't you say it for me." 
 
    "A slut - must - have - permission - to - come." Margaret panted out the words. Not only was she trembling, she was sweating like a pig. Faster and faster her finger rubbed. Shit, she was so fucking hot. She could feel herself peak. Yet, before she reached the crest, she pulled her hand away. Fuck, she wanted it. Hips pumping and her eyes rolling back in her head, Margaret gave a groan of frustration. A groan much like she gave so many time before in college. Arianna's last comment still echoed in her ears. Rule number two, her years in college were coming back to haunt her. Always horny. Sex constantly on her mind. Feeling like a slut. 
 
    A slut. She hadn't thought of herself like that since college. This phone call hadn't gone like she planned. Not at all. She was only trying to help her daughter, but now it appeared she was the one who needed help. Worse, she was late and needed to hurry in order to be ready and be at the sorority house by eight. She left her office and went to find her assistant manager Jenny, a cute blonde, once downright beautiful, but who had recently grown a little wide in the hips...also a former Delta. She was was busy talking to one of the clerks. 
 
    "Jenny," Margaret said. "I've got some place I need to be. Do you mind closing tonight?" 
 
    "Not at all Mrs. Bricker." 
 
    "Thanks." Margaret said. 
 
    Jenny was puzzled. It wasn't the first time Margaret needed to leave early. But this time she was more flustered than she had ever seen her. Her face was flushed. Her hair mussed. She seemed unable to look her directly in the eyes. And then when Margaret got to the door she did a double take - hesitated and went to the clothing rack. She started pulling some items off the rack. Short and racy numbers. 
 
    "Just going to take a little something for my daughter," Margaret explained. 
 
    Which again was odd because while Margaret did give her daughter clothes off the rack - after all it was her store. However, usually they were conservative and preppy. Nothing like these. They were trendy, slightly . . . gaudy. Besides her daughter was in college and it was a week night. 
 
    Margaret blushed a bright crimson as she left the store. She went straight home and began to get ready for her meeting with Arianna. While she was in the shower she looked down at her sex. Her pubes were well trimmed, but the girl at the sorority house had told her to come prepared. To remember the rules. Did she really know all of them? Whatever the case, Margaret couldn't take the chance. She lathered her bush. Lathered it in a way she hadn't done since college- coating her whole bush in shaving cream. She picked up the razer. The rules. It was as if she were back in college, back in the sorority house. Showering so very early in the morning - so no one would see that she was shaving more than just her legs and pits like the other girls. God, it had been awful. Every day had been a terrifying nerve wracking existence. Now at least she had a measure of privacy as her curly hair fell down and washed toward the drain. Her sex smooth and bare. Everything was visible now. There was protective down. Leaving her vulnerable and h so available. The next part was even more difficult. She placed the hand mirror down on the tub. She squatted down. She could see her inflamed lips. Her engorged clit. The dark crater of her ass. She lathered it up and removed those last stray hairs near her bottom. 
 
    The rules. Oh God the rules. She thought back to her years in college. Squatting in this very same humiliating position. Always worried as she listened carefully for the door. Rubbing herr clit as fast as she could while she was squatting over the mirror. Rubbed until the orgasm approached, then stopped. She moaned out loud and almost lost her balance in the tub. Those rules should be long gone. Why had she called? She never imagined there would be a problem. She had worried for awhile after college, went to some of the sister's weddings, but never volunteered that she was a Delta. But when nothing ever happened, she grew complacent. She wasn't afraid to name drop. It even helped to get her several jobs ... and then there was also the loan. Almost unconsciously began to rub again. Approached orgasm two more times before stopping. It was getting more and more difficult to stop. 
 
    Stepping out of the shower she dried off. Drying her hair with the hair dryer, she thought of one of the other rules. Surely it didn't apply now. Surly this girl would never know. Even so, she danced the hot air over her already hot cunt. Working her passions higher and higher. 
 
    A hot slut is an obedient slut. That was what Miss Debbie used to say. 
 
    Margaret liked to be in control. But her facade of control was beginning to slip - to crumble. Just like in in college. Moaning she slipped a finger into her sex and plunged it in. Then took it out and sucked her digit clean and inhaled the fragrance. It smelled like old times. 
 
    I'm gonna make you love it, Debbie had told her. Make you love the taste. The smell. You might be majoring in business, but you are going to have a concentration in cunt. 
 
    Debbie had overseen the studies herself. Had never seemed to tire of giving Margaret lessons in oral pleasure - Debbie receiving and Maggie always giving. And how Margaret had come to know Debbie's pussy. The taste. The smell. The musk. The iron scent that occurred every month. Four years of that cunt. Licking it. Sucking it. Worshipping it. Then finally she was free of it. Even now, after all these years...she could remember every bump and ridge. Every dark and curly hair. 
 
    She hadn't seen Debbie's in nineteen years, oh she had guilty fantasies since then, but that was all. She had made sure to stay well away from any temptation. However, she felt sure she was going to get to know another cunt tonight. She rubbed her clit till her knees grew weak, then forced herself to stop. God, she was so hot. She felt betrayed by her body. It was this very same betrayal that had led to her sexual subjugation in the first place. 
 
    She made her face up, just like in the old days. Not the mature and appropriate manner she had done these last nineteen years. But with shiny pink lipstick. Blush on her cheeks. Pale green eyeshadow. Just a hint. A little eyeliner. She had raided her daughter drawer to find the make up. Finally, she was almost done. God the rules. How she hated them all, but one most of all. She bunched her hair up at the side of her head and put on a band. Then did it again on the other side. Pig tails. Oh how she hated them. Was there anything that screamed, no respect like pig tails? 
 
    The rest came together in her bedroom. A short pleated skirt. A sweater. Thin white socks that went to her knees. A pair of pumps. No panties. No bra. 
 
    She took a few experimental steps. Her full breasts bounced with every step. The rules. In college she hated not being allowed to wear a bra. Hated the way the other girls looked at her small breasts with superior smiles. Not a day passed where she didn't wish they were bigger. More substantial. Then they would respect her. But now? Now she had her wish, her breasts were ripe and full. Bouncy. God, they bounced with every step. Drawing attention to themselves. Instead of being proud, she was more embarrassed now than ever. She wanted her A cups back. Their size or lack there of would only be noticed if someone caught sight of a hardened nipple. Now, her breasts begged for attention with her every step. 
 
    The worst part was that Margaret wasn't even sure how much Arianna knew. Was she putting herself through all this humiliation for a college girl's hunch? On the drive over, she considered turning around and changing back, but couldn't bring herself to do it. As she pulled up the the sorority house, she noticed that it looked much smaller. She took out her phone and began to dial. Then hit end. God, she was scared. Her hands were shaking. It took several tries before she was able to dial the phone. 
 
    "Maggie? Hang on," Arianna said when she picked up. "I'll meet you at the back door." 
 
    Shortly thereafter, Arianna let Margaret in the back door and took her to her room and locked the door. 
 
    "It's good to see you remembered the rules," Arianna said, apprising the sexy older woman's body. "But did you remember them all?" 
 
    It took everything Margaret not to flinch when the young girl reached under her skirt. Debbie used to do this all the time. Checking on her obedience, just like this young dark haired vixen was doing. Fingers thrusting into her wet pussy. Working her up. Making her breathe heavy. Making her hips pump in response. Making her nipples harden and crinkle to tight nubs. Making her tongue sneak out and lick her glossy pink lips. But this wasn't Debbie, this girl was young enough to be her daughter. Margaret should be in charge, just on age alone. Yet, standing there, hips pumping, wanted so desperately for an orgasm, Margaret didn't feel in charge at all. 
 
    "Yes Miss, I remember," Margaret said, her voice thick with lust. She remembered all the rules. Remembered them like it was yesterday. 
 
    "It appears so," Arianna said, fondling the older woman's breast through the thin fabric of her shirt. "And my how you have grown since you were in college. You were flat in your pictures. But what a big girl you are now. The years have been kind to you I see." 
 
    "Thank you Miss," Margaret said, then remembering rule number nine, always acknowledge and be thankful for every compliment - even though sometimes they felt like put downs. She blushed, adding. "I'm glad - I'm glad you like them." 
 
    "I believe you had a request you wanted to make regarding your daughter," Arianna said. "There's a rule for that too I believe." 
 
    The young girl sat down in a chair, then spread her legs. She wasn't wearing any underwear. Her lips were engorged and her dark curly hair was damp with her lust. 
 
    "Yes Miss," Margaret said, going down to her knees. It was clear that this girl knew every last rule. Rule number five, all requests had to be made to Debbie's cunt. This time it would be Arianna she made the request to. 
 
    Margaret didn't expect the hand that leapt out and slapped her face. 
 
    "Did I say you could look at me naked?" Arianna demanded. 
 
    "No Miss but..." Margaret stammered. Debbie had been a cruel Mistress, but she had never slapped her. Her punishments always took the form of another rule added to her humiliating list. She clutched a hand to her cheek. 
 
    "Put that on." Arianna pointed to a blindfold laying on the bed. 
 
    Margaret put on the blind fold. Feeling her way along, she knelt between those legs again. It had been a long time since she had been in this very place. The last time had been the day after graduation. The day she moved out. Debbie had wanted to get her fill. Enough to last her. She had eaten her out so many times she lost count. That was supposed to have been the last time. Yet, here she was again. Kneeling in front of another woman. Blowing gently on her pubic hair. Giving her light kisses. Turning kissing to licks. Her body remembered what to do - and she did it very well. 
 
    "Oh Maggie," Arianna cooed, her tongue snaking out of her bow shaped mouth. Each hand grasping one of the older woman's pig tails. Using them to guide her ministration. Steering her like a bitch on a leash. "The descriptions don't do you justice. Your tongue is divine. You are one hot little queer." 
 
    "Thank you Miss," Margaret mumbled from down below and continued to work. She hated how the young girl was directing her oral service by tugging her pig tails. Debbie used to refer to them as her training wheels. Oh how she hated them. Hated how 'cute' they made her look. People didn't respect cute. And having her pig tails pulled, making her lick here and there, drove home just how little respect her pig tails entailed. 
 
    After several minutes, Arianna pulled her away from her tasks momentarily. 
 
    "What was it you wanted to ask me about?" Arianna asked. 
 
    Her face soiled and her makeup a mess, Margaret proceeded to tell the young woman about her daughters troubles. How she was having a hard time with the pledging process. Could - maybe - perhaps Arianna could see fit to take it easy on her. As a favor. That was the gist. What transpired was quite different all together. Margaret was forced to ask this while licking her young mistress. She would get a few words out and then she was grabbed by her pig tails, pulled back in, forced to lick, to suck, until Arianna would push her away and ask, "Now what were you saying? Maybe you should start from the beginning again." 
 
    It was so hard for Margaret to remember her train of thought. In the old days, she usually forgot what she had originally wanted to ask Debbie for. But this time she had her daughter to think of. To keep her strong. Yet, she didn't feel very strong kneeling there, licking, sucking, and talking about her daughter while doing so. Her own sex so hot and wet...yet so frustrated and needing. It just didn't feel right. 
 
    It felt fine to Arianna. She come twice from this old MILF. God, the woman had a tongue that wouldn't quit. It was a damned shame that it had been wasted for nineteen years. Almost a crime. "I think I can help your daughter," Arianna said. "But, there's going to be a price for my assistance..and that price is orgasms. I want more. A lot more. And I want them someplace where I can moan to my heart's content. Let me go make sure the coast is clear, then I'll come back for you. Why don't you clean off your face in the meantime? If you finish that, you can work on rule number eight." 
 
    Margaret followed her young Mistress's orders. Cleaning the juices from her face and then obediently stroking herself, going just to the edge of orgasm, but backing off before she went all the way. Just like old times. When Arianna came back,she followed her young charge to the basement. She had been there before with Debbie. But this time she was more nervous than ever. Especially when the young woman made her put on the blind fold back on before leading her down those dark rickety steps. ********************* Several hours earlier.... 
 
    "I'm glad you were able to meet me," Arianna told young girl. "I talked to your mom this afternoon. She was quite disappointed when she learned her daughter was thinking about not continuing her legacy here at Delta." 
 
    Stacy cringed at the thought of her mother. She had tried to prepare her for what was going to happen. That she wasn't cut out for Delta. She hadn't even told her mother everything. That she was the scum girl. Not just the Delta sisters, but the other pledges got to tell her what to do... and she had to do what they said. And they could be quite inventive. Pick up this. Fetch that. Clean so and so. Wear this stupid sign on your back. On your chest. God, it was humiliating. Most of her problems seemed to stem from Arainna, the head of the Delta house. She seemed to have it in for her. 
 
    "And I was disappointed when I heard you were telling your mother about things that went on in the house, and you know the rule. What goes on in Delta house, stays in Delta house. You weren't supposed to tell anyone..." 
 
    "I'm sorry," Stacy said, but she just had to tell someone. She hadn't even told her own mother everything. "I didn't tell her about everything. Just that I was having a hard time. That I was having second thoughts." 
 
    "No more excuses," Arianna said. She strolled over to the wall and took down a large paddle. The symbols delta delta delta were carved in the surface. "You know what happens when you break the rules Stacy. You swore you wouldn't tell anyone what goes on behind these doors." 
 
    God no. Not again. It seemed she was always breaking the rules. No matter how hard she tried. 
 
    "Twenty more for stalling," Arianna said. 
 
    Stacy blinked back the tears pooling in her pretty blue eyes. She was so tired of being spanked. Her bottom was always sore - always tender. A skinny girl, the blows seemed to hurt her more than the other pledges. It was a struggle just to sit. She reached beneath her short skirt and wriggled down her panties until they lay at her ankles. She muttered a quick ,"Please," before tucking the back of her skirt into her waistband and then leaning forward and grabbing her ankles. 
 
    Arianna enjoyed the view. She marveled at how flexible Stacy was. How she could just bend down and grab her ankles without cheating like the other pledges. Loved how her pretty cunt peaked out from between her skinny thighs. 
 
    "Oh this is much more serious than that Stacy," Arianna said. "You didn't just break a rule, but the code. Take it all off. Everything." 
 
    But Stacy didn't want to take it all off. Didn't want to be spanked. Didn't want to be here in the basement with this sadist who was the head Delta house. She just wanted to quit. 
 
    "Thirty more," Arianna said. 
 
    "Please Arianna," Stacy begged. She shucked off her T-shirt, the stepped out of her tennis shoes. But not fast enough. 
 
    "Ten more." 
 
    Stacy just needed a moment to think. Did she want to quit or not? Submit for this spanking or just walk out the door, never to return? There was no going back once she walked out. How disappointed would her mother be? So many factors to figure into her decision, yet time was in precious short supply. If she wasn't going to walk out now, she was going to have so many spanks piled up she wouldn't be able stand, much less sit. And her mom was now involved. She was disappointed. Shit! Making up her mind quickly, she quickly took off her socks, bra and skirt. 
 
    "Now put your arms behind your back." Arianna said. 
 
    Stacy reluctantly obeyed. It wasn't the usual position required for punishment. Worse, it made her already small breasts practically non-existent. At least Arianna stood behind her where she couldn't see them. However, Stacy soon had other things to worry about as something was cinched tight around her elbows. She instinctively knew this was no ordinary hazing procedure and began to struggle. 
 
    "Hey, let me go," she demanded. 
 
    "Hold still slut," Arianna said as she finished securing the bonds. "You are just making this harder for yourself." 
 
    "No. Stop. Let me mmm....." 
 
    "Sushh..." Arianna slipped the ball gag in place. She adjusted the straps over the pretty blonde's head. 
 
    Stacy shook her head at this latest indignity, tossing her blonde locks too and fro. Not only could she no longer talk thanks to the ball gag, her nose was pulled back uncomfortably and the center strap impaired her vision. Jesus! Shit! What was going on? 
 
    "This is going to be a different sort of punishment than you've had in the past," Arianna said as she put the paddle back on the wall. "I won't be using the paddle after all." 
 
    Stacy was momentarily relieved. Thinking this was going to some sort of humiliation ritual like she had already endured far too many of. Arianna hooked Stacy's arms up to a length of rope and pulled down, causing Stacy arms to be pulled up toward the eyelet. 
 
    "Don't get bored," Arianna said, as she fastened two leather cuffs to Stacy's ankles. "We are very nearly there." 
 
    Then she looped a length of rope to the cuff and began to pull. Stacy's leg began to rise. Not just up but out. She tried to fight it, but it was a hopeless fight. The muscles of her inner thigh were no match for Arianna's strength. 
 
    Stacy stood swaying. Trying desperately to retain her balance. No easy matter with her left leg pulled up at a crazy angle, her arms pulled up behind her back, and the poor leg she was standing on balanced precariously between these two opposing forces. Her amazing flexibility actually worked against her in this case. Another girl would have never been spread to quite the humiliating degree that she was. She watched in horror as Arianna took a black leather crop out of a locked drawer. The air whistled through her nose as she gave a sharp intake of breath. No, this wasn't merely going to be an exercise in humiliation - it would be a painful lesson. Maybe the most painful of all. She trembled as she listened to the crop whistled through the air as the pretty red head took a few practice swings then flexed it between her hands. 
 
    "I like the paddle," Arianna said. "But it has no finesse. No artistry. I think this will be much more fun, don't you girl? More intimate." 
 
    Stacy couldn't see her capturer, but she knew the blow was coming. She heard the whistle. Then the sound of leather against flesh. There was no pain at first. Not for another second in time. The pain came on all of a sudden. It came on strong. 
 
    Stacy moaned into the ball gag when the pain made its way to the neurons in her brain. Then her body flexed. Ligaments straining. Seeking to escape the blow that had already fallen. Her body unaware of her helpless bound predicament. Her joints groaned as her weight was supported by her shoulders and hips. Wide-eyed, she struggled to get her right leg back under her and supporting her weight again. 
 
    "You like to dance do you?" Arianna said as she watched as her captive hopped and danced to regain her balance. The best bits of her anatomy strained and were forced open or out by gravity. "Hmmm, my little ballerina? I think we can make things even more entertaining." 
 
    Arianna went back to the drawer and came back with several instruments. Stacy had no idea what they could be used for, but they terrified her none the less. 
 
    Arianna showed her terrified captive the small steel clamps. "Such cute little nipples. I think they are going to like these." she said as she began thump Stacy's nipples, making them harden to the size of small erasers. Then she captured the nipple and tightened it in the clamp. They hurt, but anything was a respite to the crop. 
 
    "Can you guess where the last one goes?" Arianna asked her gagged charge. "Nod if you know." 
 
    Mmmmmm- Stacy gave a moan and shook her head to and fro. God, she wouldn't dare! 
 
    But dare she did. "Let's see if we can get it nice and big," Arianna said. Her captive was spread so wide, it was a simple matter to reach between her spread legs and work on the small pearl with her fingers. Tugging it like a teat. 
 
    Helpless. Gagged. Bound. Her most sensitive place being handled like she wasn't even a person. It should have been enough to cancel out any sexual enjoyment. Yet, somehow it wasn't. To her growing horror, she could feel her body responding. Growing tingly. Wet. 
 
    "Oh there it is." Arianna said, spreading wet pink lips, and pushing the hard nubbin out even further. "Coming out to play. I was worried at first. Worried it might be too small...like your little titties. But this is a nice big clit. A pink marble. Just the right size." Then she took it between her fingers and pulled.... and finally applied the clamp. This one was spring loaded and had rubber teeth. Just perfect for holding onto something so small, delicate, and wet. 
 
    The shock of the pleasure was enough to make Stacy lose her balance. She still hadn't got it back when Arianna hooked the first weight to the clamp secured to Stacy's tender nipple. She began to hop and rock as the weight tugged down, However, that only made things worse as the weight bounced up and down, to and fro, magnifying her motions a thousand times, and pulling her tender nipple in every direction. 
 
    "Keep dancing my little ballerina," Arianna urged. "Dance for me." 
 
    However, Stacy had her balance back. She held perfectly still. No, she wouldn't do that again. Sweat falling in rivulets down her back and nose, she stood motionless, even as Arianna hung another weight on the clamp attached to her other nipple, then held the weight in the air and let it drop. This time Stacy was prepared, as her hardened nipple took the weight all at once. Even when it gave a small bounce and came to rest. It was quite a shock, but at least it wasn't magnified by her own struggles. 
 
    "Only one more to go." Arianna said. 
 
    Stacy's eyes widened in horror. She moaned a last 'Please' into her gag. She tried to hold still. Yet despite her best efforts, she gave a brief lurch as the weight was hung from her clit and then Arianna let her take the weight of it none too gently. 
 
    The weights swung in a counterclockwise arc. The tugging was uncomfortable to say the least. Yet the sensation of the transfers in direction sent bolts of pleasure through her loins. 
 
    Arianna picked the crop back up. "This time you can dance all you like," she said as she struck delicate pale flesh. 
 
    Stacy leapt as the blow struck home, causing the weights to bounce and twirl. The swinging had been bad enough, but God, when they tugged all at once, tugged sensitive parts that ought not be tugged, it was enough to convince her...enough to convince her to hold still when the crop whistled through the air one more time. Whistled and struck her underneath her shapely bottom. Whistled again and struck her tender inner thigh. She moaned into the gag. Tears fell from her pale blue eyes. The crop struck again, this time between the cheeks of her bottom. Making contact with her clenching arsehole. Fuck! She couldn't help it. Her body flinched. The weights began to swing. 
 
    "That's a good girl," Arianna said. "Dance. Dance for me my little ballerina." 
 
    The crop fell again and again. The blows were lighter. They still stung. But not like before. 
 
    Stacy had no choice. She hated the weights hanging from her tender parts. Hated how they tugged and pulled. Hated how her muscles were useless for supporting their weight. Hated how they managed to ache yet make those same parts oh so tingly. But she had no choice. Arianna was determined to see her dance. She could be forced to do it involuntarily, the crop would see to that, or she could do it willingly and spare herself the painful crop. She had no choice. She arched her back and shifted her hips as best as she was able. The way her leg was tied, it was nearly impossible...yet if she tightened her thighs, tried to pull them together, and then swing her weight from side to side, she was able to make them swing in a controlled arch. Made them move in a lazy circle. She danced. The weights swung. Maybe this would be enough for Arianna. 
 
    "Good girl," Arianna said, working new flesh over with the crop. Aiming carefully. Turning pale white flesh red and inflamed. Leaving a purple welt here and there, yet not hitting the young coed as hard as she had before. "Now little ballerina, dance and make them swing the other way." 
 
    Stacy did her best to obey. The crop made sure of that. The bound coed made the weights swing in one direction and then the other. She made them swing fast. She made them swing slow. To make matter worse, her body was betraying her. The tingly feeling ran from her breasts to her sex and all the way down her feet. Her juices ran wet down her thighs. She tried to will those unwelcome feelings away. Tried to imagine what she was going to do to the bitch who had done this to her. Oh she was going to fix the bitch good. This was against the law. Let's see how she liked being tied up....when she was in jail. With her mind racing it took several minutes to realize the blows had stopped. She stopped swinging the weights. 
 
    The crop leapt out again. Stacy didn't have to concentrate on making the weights swing, they did it on their own. Shit! Fuck that stung! 
 
    "Did I say to stop dancing?" Arianna asked. "Keep dancing my little ballerina. Dance until I say to stop." 
 
    Stacy clenched her eyes tight. It was getting harder and harder to make the weights swing. Her breasts were fairly easy, but the weight attached to her clit. It took everything she had to clench her strained thighs, to move those slim hips back and forth to set it going again. She was as hot as a black leather seat in August, and it helped dull the pain, but even in the state she was in, having her arms tied behind her back, forcing her over, and then one leg pulled up and over in the opposite direction, to work her hips, to move her ass, it felt as if she were trying to pull her joints out of socket. 
 
    "That's a girl," Arianna said. "And remember, good girls get presents. You do want presents, don't you?" 
 
    So she danced. Making the weight swing. She could feel an orgasm just out of reach. She tried to be strong. Tried not to reach for it. But eventually she broke, she wanted it. She clenched her sex. Made the weight swing the other direction. However, no matter how much she tried, she couldn't quite get there. Not all the way. Soon the aching need for orgasm began to outweigh the pain in her joints and stretched tender bits. Spinning the weights. Twirling them even if ever so slightly as she grew more and more exhausted. Oblivious to the fact that Arianna had left her alone in the basement for the last fifteen minutes. 
 
    "Still dancing?" Arianna asked when she returned. "Oh you are aren't you? I don't recall telling you to make them swing like that? So sexy. So much sexier than you were dancing before. Did you know that dancing is the window into the soul? And my little ballerina, your soul is saying it wants something very badly." 
 
    Arianna came behind her captive. Caught her earlobe and bit it lightly, causing Stacy to moan. 
 
    "This may hurt a bit," Arianna said, as she released the clamp on her captive's nipple. 
 
    Stacy was thinking, no, this doesn't hurt at all. But then it felt like pins and needles in her tiny buds. After that, the sensation returned in a hurry. She bit into her gag, moaning and groaning. Oh God, and then the other clamp was taken off. And she knew the worse was still to come. Worse, Stacy made her moan twice for yes, if she wanted that last clamp off. She wanted to refuse, but she knew she had to get it off, it was the only way to get free. She gave one last thought of what she was going to do to this sick bitch. Oh how she would pay, then she moaned twice for yes. Then she moaned over and over again. Twisting and turning as lightning shot through her insides. 
 
    "You've been such a good girl. I think you've earned a reward," Arianna said. "Wouldn't you like a reward pet?" 
 
    Stacy shook her head. She didn't want any sort of reward this sadist had in mind. 
 
    "I'll be back in a few minutes..." Arianna said. "Don't go anywhere." 
 
    The poor coed couldn't go anywhere. Worse, now that the weights had been removed, her passions were cooling. As her passion subsided, the pain in her joints grew. If only Arainna would take of the gag. She was willing to let matters drop. She wouldn't press charges. Just let her out of here. She would never set foot in the Delta house again. 
 
    Another fifteen minutes had passed when Arianna returned. "Here's your reward pet," she said from behind her captive. 
 
    Stacy jumped from fright. Then her horror grew as another woman was led in front of her. At first she didn't recognize the woman. The slutty dress, thin white socks up to her knees, the heels, the lack of a bra, but most of all it was the pigtails that threw her off. Then Arianna pushed the blindfolded woman down, forcing the older woman to kneel down in front of Stacy. That woman. It wasn't. It couldn't be. But it was. 
 
    "Lick me." Arianna said, her voice thick with lust. 
 
    Stacy moaned into the gag. Her blue eyes bulging, crossed due to the strap holding the gag in place. Her mom was blindfolded. She had no idea who she was getting ready to do this to. She didn't know it was her own flesh and blood. 
 
    No. No. No. Stacy moaned. To her horror the cries came out as moans. 
 
    "I'm so hot for you," Arianna said pulling the older woman by her pigtails into the sex of her own darling daughter. 
 
    "No mom,' Stacy pleaded. "It's me!" 
 
    But all Margaret heard were moans of excitement. She began to kiss. She began to lick. To suck. She hesitated for just one moment. For just one moment reason kicked in. This pussy was much wetter than it had been just moments ago. It had the taste of salt and sweat. It didn't smell or taste like the pussy of the perfectly coiffed and statuesque brunette she had licked moments ago. No, this pussy was ripe. The clit distended to a degree she had never seen before. It reminded her of Debbie's on the few nights she had been with some young fraternity boy before coming home and demanding pleasure from Margaret. 
 
    Margaret almost refused. Then she thought of her daughter. If this was what she had to do to help her through the pledge process, then she would. She thought of rule number two, and rubbed herself. A hot slut is an obedient slut. She forgot what she had been so concerned about and began to lick. To suck. To please. 
 
    Poor Stacy tried to battle. She tried to move away. But her body had already been through so much. She succeeded in dancing for only a few moments before coming to rest. Hanging limp limply under the harsh fluorescent lights.. 
 
    She couldn't fight that way. Swinging the weights had robbed her of her strength. The only thing left she had to fight with was her mind. She wasn't going to enjoy this, but she was determined to fight. She would resist. It was bad, but it could be much worse. She could enjoy it. 
 
    Yet her mother licked her in ways she never imagined. Made her think at times she had successfully resisted, only to lick her in a new and different way that took her passions higher than ever before. She began to grow tingly all over. I can't do this. I mustn't. She told herself It is wrong. Perverted. She could feel her will crumbling. Worse, Arianna was pressed behind her, whispering in her ear. "So kinky. You love it. I know you do. What is this? Is it close? Oh it is..." 
 
    No. No. God no. Not like this. Not with this cruel girl behind her knowing what her body was doing. She tightened her body. Determined to resist. But her mother took it as encouragement, and flicked her tongue rapidly on Stacy's tender nubbin. 
 
    No. No. Please no. But, no matter how she wished it away, the liquid lava poured through her insides, overwhelming the poor girl with pleasure. Oh how she came! Not being able to react save biting and moaning into the ball gag only seemed to intensify her pleasure. She was vaguely aware of her mom, kneeling down at her feet, softly licking and slurping up her wet nectar as she came down from her orgasm. At least...at least it was over. 
 
    "So good. Such a skilled tongue you have." Arianna said, reaching around her captive and stroking her fingers through Margaret's hair. Then reaching further down, taking Stacy's sex between her fingers and spreading those moist lips wide. "Now another..." she whispered. 
 
    The girl must be insatiable, Margaret thought. She had given the girl three orgasms...still she wanted more. But she had said she wanted orgasms. A lot of them. That was the price for helping her daughter. Margaret was determined to succeed. The older woman's skilled tongue began to move with purpose once again. If it was another orgasm she wanted, then she would have it. And maybe just maybe, Margaret would be allowed to come. 
 
    But poor Stacy didn't want another orgasm. She was still far too sensitive down there to enjoy it. It was just too much. She moaned into her gag and tried to move....but to no avail. 
 
    Arianna used this time to get to know her captive's body. She stroked the young pledge's body. Groped her. Handled her. Tweaked her. Pressed a finger into her tight ass. The shock of being explored in such a forbidden fashion caused the poor coed to gasp and moan. Arianna, lauched at how the girl's body trembled and shook as she was overwhelmed by another orgasm. 
 
    Trembling and shaking was all Stacy could do now. Once the orgasm passed, she gave a plaintive moan into her gag. No one paid her any mind. Arianna just said, "Now another..." and her mother obliged. 
 
    In less than a minute Stacy could feel the tingling return. Her resistance was for naught, the orgasms were coming faster and faster. There was nothing she could do to stop them. She had ceased fighting them. Her will had crumbled under the onslaught. Only her mother's tongue stood between her and another climax. She was totally at the whim of that magic tongue. 
 
    She could feel the warmth growing again in her loins. She felt her insides dance, felt the hot heat. No...not again.....please mom.... Yet that skilled tongue could not be denied. Again and again she came. And though it was pleasure unlike she had ever experienced, it was just too much of it. Over and over again too much of it. To much sensation. She hung limp, letting the orgasms come when they would, oblivious to everything else, when Arainna finally said, 'Enough'. 
 
    Such was Stacy's delirious state, that she wasn't even aware that Arainna and her mother left the room. She made no effort to fight when Arianna returned and freed her from her bonds. Merely slumping to the floor, barely moving as she was freed from her cuffs and the cruel gag. She made no move to carry out her earlier plans of running for the phone and dialing 911. She obediently took the water that Arianna held to her lips and drank. 
 
    "You're not still thinking of leaving are you?" Arianna said. "Your mother did so much to help you stay. Came in here dressed up like a little slut. Licked my pussy like nobody's business. What a wicked tongue she has. But I guess you know all about that now. Do you know what would be a real shame? If your mother found out just who she was licking tonight. I wonder how she would take the news?" 
 
    Not well. Stacy was still getting over it. Her own mother had licked her. Had made her orgasm again and again. No one could know. Least of all her mother. It would ruin her. 
 
    "But if you were a pledge...." Arianna continued. "It would be against the rules for me to tell anyone else what happened among sisters....and we are sisters right?" 
 
    "Yes," Stacy admitted. 
 
    "However, you are going to be a different sort of sister. Just think of me as your big sister. And you are going to have some new rules now..." Arianna handed Stacy a sheet of paper. It was old. A list of rules had been written in lipstick and pen as other rules were added on a whim. "These used to belong to your mother." 
 
    As Stacy read the list her chin began to tremble. This list covered everything from how she would address Arianna, to how she was expected to dress, to having to shave down below...dear Lord, the back too. Reading further it grew worse and worse. She was expected to keep herself juiced up and hot. And then to ask permission to come....but at the moment she didn't care if she ever came again. 
 
    "Kiss my pussy. I expect you to work yourself up, like mother like daughter." Arianna said. "I'm not going to make you pleasure me tonight, but I want to wake at 8:00 tomorrow morning to your tongue. You are to come in and sneak under my covers from the bottom of the bed and get to work. I will inspect you afterwards. I expect you smooth and ... juicy. Now, kiss me. I'll tell you when you are done." 
 
    Arianna stood with her legs slightly apart. Kneeling at her feet, Stacy couldn't help be feel tiny...so small. As she leaned in, she felt terrified. Her body still remembered the feel of her mother's skilled tongue. She had felt it. Had watched her mother rub herself, keep herself hot, just like the rules said. God, her mother had moaned with lust, wanting release as she had teased herself and tweaked her nipples while she licked. Stacy leaned in and touched her lips to Arianna's wet nether lips. The curly hair tickling her nose. 
 
    "That's a girl," Arianna said, her lip turning up in a grin. "Now rub yourself. And I want to feel some tongue little queer." 
 
    Stacy's poor sex couldn't bear further attention, but she reached down anyway. She rubbed her aching clit obediently. Stacy stuck out her tongue and pressed it into the the hateful girl's folds. So gross. Her poor clit couldn't bear further attention, but she reached down anyway. Steeling herself, she rubbed her aching clit obediently. She gave a groan. How had it snuck out? 
 
    "You love it already," Arianna sneered. "Well you are going to get plenty of it. But enough for tonight. Now it's time for a short inspection. Thighs apart." 
 
    Stacy moved her knees apart and put her hands on top of her head as instructed. Did her best to hold still while the hateful girl stooped down and reached a hand between her legs. Ran an finger into her opening. Touching Stacy as though she owned her. 
 
    "Nice and juicy," Arianna said. "That's how I better find you whenever I inspect you. And I will inspect you often. Now get dressed and get out of here. I'll see you at 8:00 tomorrow morning. Not a minute later." 
 
    It was over. Finally over. Stacy dressed quickly and went to her room to find suitable clothes for tomorrow. Then she had a good cry. 
 
    She may have to endure these rules, but she was determined not to be like her mom. The woman had clearly enjoyed her subservient role. Moaning and groaning while she licked with abandon. Begging to be allowed to come. Stacy didn't care if she ever came again. 
 
    But she would change her mind about that fact soon enough. She would learn that lesson the very next morning. Somehow she would manage. It was only college. Her mother had managed. Hadn't she? She would do whatever was necessary to save her mother from knowing the truth of what had happened tonight. 
 
    What Stacy didn't know was that Arianna had other plans for her mother. She never told her that she had gone down on her own daughter. That remained a secret, just as she promised. But it didn't stop her from sending a package to Jenny, Margaret's assistant manager and who also happened to be a fellow Delta. The package contained a few pictures of the sexy older woman kneeling and licking. Stroking her bare sex. Dressed like a little tart. Oh yes, and a copy of the rules. 
 
    Margaret's assistant manager Jenny handed the rules to her one night when the were closing. 
 
    Margaret took the crinkled paper with a trembling hand. Dear God, the rules had followed her. Had taken over her new life, just as they had taken over her college years. Even worse, she recognized a new not at the bottom of the rules. PS Maggie loves it up the butt. There was a cute little heart scribbled at the end of it with Arianna's name inside. 
 
    As Jenny watched the older woman look up meekly from beneath her long bangs, she knew she had won. From that moment on, Margaret owned the store, but Jenny owned her. 
 
    The point was driven home when Margaret was ordered to strip and then Jenny had bent her over her office desk, took a dildo out of her purse and proceeded to fuck Margaret in the ass with it. 
 
    Maggie had pleaded with her. Had told her she didn't like it no matter what the paper said. God how it had hurt. Had violated her. But, Jenny had only laughed. Spanked her and reminded her of rule number two. 
 
    The older woman hunched her hips up and snuck her hand to her crotch. Began to rub. Was aghast when she discovered she had grown wet. Tingly. Worse, as Jenny kept working her ass with the dildo, Maggie had begun to react. Moaning. Meeting every thrust. 
 
    "Tell me you like it," Jenny said. "I know you do. Look at you. Now tell me." 
 
    Burning with humiliation, Margaret admitted that she did like it. Upon further encouragement, with animalistic grunts and groans, further admitted that yes, she did like it up the ass. In fact she loved it. Had begged to be allowed to come, only to be reminded of rule number two. 
 
    Afterwards, she had knelt on all fours beneath her desk and orally pleasured her assistant manager. Licked her for over an hour and a half. Had pleaded her case to be allowed to drop some of the rules now that she was older. 
 
    "Please Jenny, at least let me stop - wearing - pig tails...." Maggie begged between licks. Her long tongue snaking out and slithering through pink lips, and teasing a swollen clit. 
 
    "Wearing what?" Jenny asked. 
 
    "Pig - shlurp - shlurp tails shlurp..." Maggie pleaded. 
 
    "But you would be so cute with little tails," Jenny giggled. "I could play with them. I could steer that sweet tongue of your around with them I bet." 
 
    God, the thought was terrifying. How could she face her friends. The other workers in the store. Her husband. Her daughter. 
 
    When she left the store later that night, her hair, thank God, her hair wasn't up in pig tails. But she left the store wearing a new outfit. From now on Jenny was going to dress her off the rack. Now she sported a racy little number that showed off her best attributes. No bra. No panties. Her knees were sore from kneeling. Her ass was also sore, even more so when she sat down. 
 
    How would she explain her appearance to her husband or the other two girls who worked during the weekend? She had tried explaining to Jenny. Kneeling down on the floor, licking, sucking, pleasuring, only being allowed to talk every few moments between licks, it was too hard to rationalize why it would be so much better if she were allowed to obey all the other rules save the few regarding her appearance. 
 
    Jenny only gave on one rule. The pigtails. But she added another rule in its place. Margaret wasn't allowed to have sexual intercourse with her husband without permission. How was she going to manage putting off her husband's needs? 
 
    He was surely going to want to have sex with her. Especially dressed as sexy as she was. Such a short skirt. No bra. God, we was going to want her when she walked through the door...unless...unless he was in bed. 
 
    However, if he saw her, she was going to have to explain her changes in appearance or he would be suspicious. But perhaps she could find a way to explain the changes. 
 
    She could only think of one way. She would have to go down on him. Just like she had gone down on Jenny. She would use her mouth and tongue. She would have to go down on her knees. Unzip his fly. Ask him if her outfit turned him on. Then take his cock in her mouth. She would have to appear eager. As if it were her idea. Maybe to spice up the marriage. It would also explain her changes in her clothing choices, now that Jenny was going to be picking out her clothes. 
 
    It then dawned on her that her subjugation would even extend to her normal relationship. How long was her husband going to want a blow job instead of straight sex? Knowing the limited number she had given him, he would probably like them for quite awhile. Dear Lord, she was probably going to have to start swallowing. Twenty years of normalcy. Boring normalcy sure, but now she was going to have to endure one humiliation after another. Only two things seemed to make it go away. The first was knowing her daughter was in college and happy. The other? The same thing that worked so well in college. She reached down between her legs and began to rub. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Thank Reader! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Reader, 
 
      
 
      
 
    We hope you enjoyed it! 
 
      
 
    We’d love to hear how satisfied you are with your read.  
 
      
 
    Reviews help other readers find books. If you feel compelled to leave a sentence or two on a retail site, we appreciate it! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author, 
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