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		All My Sorority Sisters

		

	
		Part One

		

		Since the beginning of the semester, Traci had been dating this guy that was, to put it mildly, less than sensitive to her sexual needs. How do I know this? Well, living in a college dorm provides little privacy. Especially when your roommate brings her guy home and does him in her bed that is not more than ten feet from you.

		I tried to ignore it. I tried to sleep through it. But he would always satisfy himself, apologize and never did anything for her. After a while, Traci began asking him to leave.

		"I have an early class."

		As soon as the door locked, she'd grab her "toy" (an eight inch dildo) and satisfy herself under the covers. I would be able to let most of this pass except for one thing: with all this sex going on in my room, plus the fact that I had neither a steady boyfriend nor girlfriend, I was going insane!

		Lying in bed in that dark dorm room, I could hear my roommate's whimpers. Desperately, she searched for relief, but it eluded her. It's funny to think a dorm room full of eighteen and nineteen year old girls all laying in bed at night playing with themselves, is any red blooded man's fantasy. To me, it's just a real drag unless you know what you are doing. I thought it may help if I lent my expertise. Maybe learn what Traci's malfunction actually was.

		Why, I'm not sure. She'd had no problems before. Maybe this was an opportunity. I decided to act.

		Pulling the covers away, I rolled over and dropped to the floor. Crawling over toward Traci, I heard her moan. Caught between passion and frustration, she needed help. Male or female, she needed someone.

		I got on my knees and touched her lightly on the shoulder. Immediately she froze.

		"Traci?"

		She rolled over and tried to fake as though I'd woken her up.

		"Courtney? You okay.?"

		"Shhhhh," I hissed and softly kissed her.

		She just stared. I kissed her again and opened my mouth enough to invite her to return the kiss. Breaking the kiss, I heard her audible sigh.

		"But, you know I'm not -," she started to say.

		I kissed her again.

		I thought, "You're not a lesbian? You're not bi? Maybe not, but you're a frustrated girl who has someone who wants you by your bed. I hope you're not going to be silly."

		I caressed her cheek and looked her deep in the eyes.

		"May I?"

		She stared for a moment and then moved back to make room for me in her bed. Wrapped the sheet around my body as I drew closer to her and wrapped my right arm around her neck. Slowly, we kissed again. Her resistance melted and her lust took over.

		My left hand drifted down to feel her pert breasts which were now hard and impossible to ignore. Continuing down, I rested my hand on her hip, which was making small circles underneath her nightshirt. Tried to slip my thigh between her legs so she'd have something more to grind against, but there was something there already!

		I smiled.

		I reached between her legs and slowly wrapped my fingers around the dildo she'd been using so desperately just a few moments before. Looking in her eyes I saw her say, "Please?" I smiled.

		Slowly, I slid the thick shaft inside of her. Again, a gasp. Bringing it out, ooooo. As I continued, we kissed. Warmer. Hotter. Her passion grew so much that her tongue thrust deep in my mouth. WOW! Now, my passion kicked in. With my free hand, I grabbed the bottom of her nightshirt and pulled up. Traci knew what I wanted. She pulled up and took it off.

		Now, I was in bed with my naked roommate, my one hand pleasuring her with a monster of a dildo and now my other hand caressing her small, pert breasts. I couldn't help it anymore. I couldn't deny it. I needed them. My mouth instinctively went to her nipples and started to suck. The more I sucked her nipples, the more mine ached. The more I pleasured her, the more I needed to be pleasured. But I wasn't going to ask. I was going to take that energy and pour it back into her.

		Traci wrapped her arms around me. Running her fingers through my hair. Caressing my cheeks. Massaging my back. My fever rose. Finally, she pulled up on my t-shirt, "Oh, what the hell."

		She wanted me naked too. As soon as I was naked, the feel of our body heat combined and stoked the flames even higher. I kissed down her chest to her flat belly and edged by her hips where my one hand had been working diligently. Now, I'd brought something else. Swollen and engorged, the lips of her pussy looked like they were actively trying to swallow the dildo.

		I looked above them and her clitoris beckoned. My extended tongue touched her lightly and she shrieked.

		"Ohhhhhhh, yes!" A little more tongue. "Fuck, yes!"

		Finally, I just jumped in to bathe her clit and drank her honey. Her hands grabbed my hair and held me in place. I smiled to myself. This was the most animated I'd even seen her in bed.

		Every little signal she gave, I heard. Nudging me up. Nudging me down. She loved it so much that she pulled out the dildo herself so I could eat her completely. She was as open and wide as I felt.

		Finally, her breathing became ragged and forced. She held my hair tight like she was riding an animal. Her pussy contracted around my tongue. "Boom-boom. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. Boom-boom." Slowly and lovingly, I licked her lips clean.

		Slowly and gently, I wanted her to know that I was here for the duration. I was there until she wanted me gone. Finally, I climbed up and kissed her on the lips. She smiled.

		"Thank you."

		I lay beside her and she put her head on my breasts.

		"Courtney, you know, I don't usually."

		"Shhhh," I said. "There'll be plenty of time for that later. Sleep."

		I stroked her hair and caressed her cheek. Soon, she was unconscious.

		The next morning, I woke to find Traci on her side spooning with me. I carefully untangled myself and went to shower. There, I thought about the night and what it could mean. I smiled. Traci was definitely not lesbian.

		At least up to last night, she'd never had a chance to even consider if she were bi. On the other hand, I've known I was bi since high school and even told her so. This could be interesting. Back in the room, Traci was dressed for class and writing me a note before she left.

		She didn't quite know what to say. I stayed warm. I smiled. She sputtered, "About last night, I'm not gay, you know. I really like boys. I mean I really, really like boys. And last night was wonderful, and I really appreciate it, but I'm not sure. About. Well."

		I stepped forward and placed a finger on her lips.

		"Shhhh. Listen to me."

		I put her arms on my shoulders so they stuck out straight. I placed my hands on her hips so we were looking each other in the eyes.

		"We don't need to speak of this if you don't want to, but know this. I'm attracted to you. And with people I'm attracted to, there are two important things for me: their pleasure and their privacy. I don't talk to people about who my lovers are and I don't tell people what pleases them."

		"So," I pulled her close and kissed her softly and gently, "if you're the least bit attracted to me, I'd appreciate the same consideration."

		Her hands came up to cup my towel-covered breasts. I let the towel drop so she could see me in the morning light.

		"And, if you'd like to continue this after you get back from class, I'd be more than willing."

		I kissed her again and showed her to the door. I locked the door and walked to Traci's unmade bed. I smiled and climbed in. It smelled of her. And of us. I couldn't help but luxuriate in it as I recalled the sensations of the night before. Soon, I fell asleep. The next thing I heard was the door opening, bags dropping and clothes being taken off. After a moment, I felt a light kiss of my cheek. It was Traci.

		"I hope you don't have any classes today, Courtney. I've got years of frustration to work through and you're the only one I want to do it with. Move over."

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Walking through the stacks of the library, I was a little apprehensive. Traci assured me it would be O.K. This was a night where few people would be in the library. The people working would be wishing they could leave. The security guards would be hitting on the co-eds at the checkout desks. We should be fine.

		Walking down the rows, I found the one Traci told me to be at. I wore my conservative white blouse, my navy blue, knee length skirt, my suit jacket and I wore my hair up.

		If you didn't know I was nineteen, you might think I was a really tight assed professor.

		"Professor Garrison?" I turned.

		There was Traci. Her hair was in pigtails. She wore a white blouse and a short plaid skirt. To top it off, she wore knee high socks and saddle shoes. That's right. It's role-playing time.

		I, Courtney, am the hard assed teacher. She, Traci, is the innocent schoolgirl. Any guesses as to where this little sexual drama would be carried out?

		"Ah, Traci, dearest. Studying late tonight?"

		"Um, yeah." Obvious lie.

		"I'd have thought you would be out partying with all of the other girls. Maybe out at a fraternity getting crazy."

		She started playing with her pigtails. Twirling them. She was enjoying this.

		"Well, I could have been, but I decided to get a head start on my project for your class."

		"Oh, really? I think I've given out several." I walked closer to her. At the last moment, I turned away to look at some other books in the aisle. "Any one in particular?"

		I stood with my back to her. She slowly walked up behind me. "Well, I was thinking about several, but the ones that really get me... um, excited... are the ones dealing with female sexuality."

		I turned. She was so close that my shoulder brushed against her.

		"Really?" I raised an eyebrow. "Do you have much experience in the area?"

		She lowered her eyes. "Some," she said meekly.

		I raised my hand to her chin and raised her face. "What? Like kissing?"

		Softly, seductively, I pressed my lips to hers. Her lips trembled as I pulled away. "You've kissed people sexually?"

		She just stared. Doe caught in the headlights. I reached down to caress her small, pert breasts. Her nipples stood out so far and were so hard that they could cut glass. I pinched them.

		"Ooooooohhhh."

		I took her by the shoulders and turned her around so that her back was to the bookcase. Caressing her face, I kissed her again on the lips and then on her cheek and down her neck. A trail of her lip marks was left. I smiled and started to unbutton her blouse.

		"So, Miss Bryant, let me ask you. What do you think people would say about a girl who has lipstick on her face and neck?"

		I kissed her neck and moved down her chest.

		"Um,... that she was with another girl."

		"Right," I said. "Do you think there's something wrong with one girl being with another sexually?"

		By now, I'd unbuttoned her blouse all the way and unhooked the front clasp of her bra. As soon as I said that last sentence, I sucked deeply on her ripe nipples. It had the desired effect.

		"Oooooooooo...... mmmmmmmmmmm..... ahhhhhhhhhh."

		I smiled. "I'll take that as meaning you have no problem with girls being together. So, I think you should research how young and inexperienced young ladies such as yourself react when they are in sexual situations..." I lowered myself to my knees. I was at her waist. "...with older..." I caressed her thighs lightly. Her knees were trembling. "...more experienced..." I raised her skirt to reveal her black panties. I breathed heavily on her sex. She was close to losing control. Pulling the panties down to her ankles and having her step out, I finished it. "...more dominant women."

		I lightly kissed the warm, swollen flesh around her pussy. The short, cropped hairs around her pussy felt good against my nose. It was a scent I'd grown used to and grown to love.

		"Ohhhhh, Professor Garrison!"

		Her hands immediately went to the back of my head. She ran her fingers through my hair after letting it down. She widened her stance some more so I could slide deeper into her. Between her lips, my tongue tasted the warm flesh of her sex. Smooth honey coated me and welcomed me home. Soon, I felt one of her legs rest on my shoulder. Then the other. Traci'd lost the ability to stand and was relying on me to get her up... so to speak.

		My own pussy had long been aching and in need. My own nipples screamed for attention. But this was Traci's turn. Besides, I was teasing myself. I'd have my turn.

		"Also, Traci, you'd have to research how these girls reacted to different types of stimulation."

		One finger.. Then, two... then three found their way inside of her hot cauldron. As I fucked her with the fingers of my right hand, I supported her with my left hand and my shoulders. My tongue bathed her clitoris... swollen... in need. Looking up, I saw that she was enjoying this tremendously. Head thrown back. Hands on her breasts. Fingers pinching and pulling on those luscious nipples.

		"So, Miss Bryant," I sucked on her clitoris some more. "Do you think this is an assignment that could really get your..." More sucking. Long. Passionate. "...juices flowing?"

		I smiled. The corner of her mouth curled. She was trying like hell not to break character.

		"Oh, Professor Garrison. I'm so close. And if you say things like that, I might lose it." She paused. I could tell there was more. I continued sucking on her incredible sex. "And you know, all the girls in class want you. Even the hundred percent straight girls." I moaned in approval. "But if you make me lose this...god, so good... if I lose this, I'll tell all the girls you're a lousy lay and that you have no idea... oh, no idea how to go down on a girl."

		I smiled again, but soon put on my "serious" face.

		"But, Traci, dear," I removed my fingers and replaced them in her wet, wide open pussy with my fat tongue. Traci started to moan. It was low and guttural. I knew she was really close. "Would you really mean it?"

		I attacked her. Enough. Let her have what she deserves. Traci grabbed my hair hard and ground her pussy against my face.

		"Shit, no. Best. Damned best. Eat me. Eat me. Moooore. I'll do whatever you want as long as you make me..."

		She never finished the sentence. Her legs wrapped around me a little tighter, but I could feel her pussy spasming around my tongue. I licked and licked and licked. After a moment, I continued licking her pussy, but avoided her clit.

		For a few moments after she comes, I'd learned, her clit's too sensitive for her to handle. So, I pulled the panties back in place, lowered her skirt and stood up. She wrapped her arms around me and held me tight. She was still coming down from her sexual high. I had the perfect thing for her.

		Kissing her on the mouth, I said, "'Anything'. You said you'd do 'anything' if I made you come. Didn't you?"

		She smiled sheepishly and nodded.

		"Unbutton my blouse." She obeyed.

		"I've always wondered what the reaction was when an older, more experienced and more dominant woman has only her breasts suckled by a younger and inexperienced woman... especially when that younger woman has refused to give her the slightest pat on the behind all in the name of making the older woman ready to beg during their Friday night sexual drama."

		Traci pulled open my blouse and ran her finger along the lace border of my bra. She hooked the finger over the top and teased my nipple. My breathing was ragged.

		"I'm not sure what you mean, Professor Garrison. Could you restate the question?"

		She gave me the 'GOTCHA' look.

		"Please?" I whispered.

		"Please what?"

		"Suck on my nipples, baby. Please?"

		"Character!"

		She reprimanded me. I composed myself.

		"I think that if a certain young lady suckled the sensitive nipples of another young lady like the tit hungry baby I know she is, I'm sure the second young lady would collapse from the sheer pleasure."

		Traci smiled. "Better."

		Her head lowered to my nipples and she sucked on them through the material. Then she pulled the cups down to free my breasts, but keeping the bra around my torso. She sucked on them like she needed them desperately.

		"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned.

		I couldn't swear, but I must have been delirious with lust. According to Traci, I let loose with a string of mutterings.

		From the softer "Suck it, yes, suck, baby. Feed on mama. Yes, baby, make me feel so good." to the harder "Fuck, yeah. Make me cum you bitch, making me wait, fuck yes, fuck me."

		I don't remember those, but I do remember her telling me to hold on to the bookcase and to not let go until she said so. Soon after, my world exploded and I saw colors the likes of which only exists in sexual euphoria.

		I started to relax and Traci said, "Keep holding on."

		She went into her backpack to remove something. Small. A butterfly. She raised my skirt and wrapped the small chain on the butterfly around my waist. This left the butterfly to drape directly over my sex.

		"Is that what I think it is?" She grinned.

		She stood up and pulled my raincoat over my shoulders.

		"Don't want anyone to see your beautiful breasts."

		She straightened herself up and started to walk away. I just stood and stared.

		"What?" she asked.

		"Where are we going?" I still couldn't think straight.

		"What are we doing?"

		Again, she grinned. She pulled what looked like a remote control from her bag.

		"You know what this is?" I shook my head.

		She pushed a button and I instantly felt the butterfly buzzing. That was immediately followed by a renewed urgency in my sex.

		I breathed deep. She cut it off. Instantly, I was hot again.

		"If you want more, Courtney," Traci smiled. "Follow me." ---

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Walking down the streets and walkways of school, I tried to concentrate on what Traci was saying. But, it was really difficult. After all, I was still getting over the fact that we'd just royally screwed each other in the library!

		Now the little bitch was teasing me with it. We'd walk a while, see some people we knew and while we talked, Traci'd hit the switch on the remote control and send shockwaves through me.

		A couple of times, I grabbed her hand and said, "Either fuck me right now or stop teasing me, Traci."

		She knew I meant the "right now" part. She also knew I didn't want her to stop.

		"Shhh, you'll get what you want soon enough."

		The last time I pleaded with her, she decided to teach me a lesson and kept the vibrator on. Every step I took; took me to a new level. Electricity coursed through my veins.

		I couldn't feel my heart beating in my chest because all my blood seemed to course through my sex. Even breathing was an erotic act! Finally, as we passed a group of sorority houses, I broke down.

		I couldn't handle it anymore. I was going to get what I wanted whether or not Traci helped. I stopped and stared at Traci.

		"What? We're getting there. Don't be giving me that look, Courtney."

		I smiled and started to unbutton my trench coat.

		"What look," I replied.

		The trench coat dropped to the ground. I started on my blouse (which barely got buttoned after the last escapade). Traci's eyes bulged.

		"What are you doing," she asked with disbelief in her voice.

		My blouse fell to the ground. I stood there in front of her in just my bra, skirt and shoes.

		"I'm going to go in the shadows between some of those trees up there and take care of a certain..." I lightly bit my lip. "... hunger I have. You're welcome to join me if you like."

		I unclasped my bra and took off my shoes. Walking up the lawn topless, I turned to Traci and smiled. She was gathering up all my clothes and following in hot pursuit. In a pretty secluded spot, I turned and leaned against a tree.

		My back toward Traci when she arrived, "Could you unzip my skirt, lover?"

		She did as I asked and pulled it over my naked hips. I turned back around and leaned against the tree wearing nothing but Traci's little vibrator.

		"You're crazy! The Deltas and all these other sorority sluts are gonna see us."

		I smiled as I caressed my breasts and enjoyed the constant attention of the vibrator that just a while before tortured me.

		"You don't think they do the same thing? You don't think that, after a hard night of dating empty headed jocks and sports junkies that care only about drinking and getting their dicks wet, they like to have their pussies licked?"

		I was talking pretty rough and dirty, but then again, I'd never been this horny with little relief in sight.

		"I'm one of those girls. I wanna have my pussy licked."

		I pulled Traci close and kissed her softly.

		"Would you do it for me, sweetie? Would you please lick my pussy? I love when you do it."

		"But they'll see --"

		"Yes, they'll see how it's supposed to be done. They'll know how a girl's pussy should get licked and rubbed and sucked."

		I put her hands on my naked, excited tits. I gasped.

		"And those that are actually fucking their boyfriends can have their men watch and learn."

		Traci stepped back to start a delicate strip tease. Button after button. Inch after inch. I caressed my breasts and my thighs. Carefully, I avoided any contact with my pussy because I knew I'd explode as soon as it was touched by something other than the vibrator.

		Soon, my Traci stood close and we intertwined our legs. Her right leg between my knees and my right leg between her knees. Her delicate lips devoured mine. I let myself be devoured. That's all I wanted. I wanted to feel her flesh burn against mine. That's just what I got. Her smooth thigh pressed lightly against my pussy.

		"Ohhh, not too hard, baby," I cautioned. "I don't want to come yet."

		She cautiously but firmly pressed against my sex and whispered, "Even if you do, you don't think it'll be the only time do you?"

		Fire erupted from my pussy and from my breasts as she sucked on the hard, swollen nipples. These were like small fireworks. Not a huge explosion, but enough to take the edge off. Soft kisses on my neck brought me back to reality.

		"Good girl. Almost no noise at all." She kissed my lips. "Now that you've gotten me excited..."

		I could feel her against my leg. Wet! Very wet!

		"...could you share the vibrator with me?" I smiled.

		I couldn't speak except to moan and grunt. I wanted her and she knew it. Traci pressed me against the tree some more and told me to wrap my legs around her. She then turned the vibrator, which looked kind of like a butterfly with extended wings, so that we each had a wing.

		Soon, she was riding the butterfly like it was actually part of me. I did the same. Each thrust brought a new wave of lust and excitement. I could imagine her deep inside of me caressing the walls of my sex and drawing every ounce of energy and passion. I ran my fingers through her hair and kissed her softly as we fucked each other so brazenly in the open.

		From there, everything is a blur. Traci sucked my nipples in equal measure. I pinched hers. I would have sucked them like there was no tomorrow, but the mechanics involved in sucking someone's small, pert nipples while your legs are wrapped around their waist were too involved for me.

		Then, Traci sucked them hard and continuously. Every once in a while, she'd break long enough to mutter, "Cum. Cum for me, baby."

		I couldn't help it, but I wanted to cum for her. I wanted her to say, "Good girl." I wanted to please her by being pleased. Harder, harder, harder. I wanted to harder and deeper. My womb cried out for more. Traci even backed off long enough to slide three fingers deep inside me. Once the flesh on those fingers touched me, I lit up like a New Year's celebration.

		I moaned. Muttered. Traci even says that my pussy tried to suck her hand in. All I knew was that I was satisfied and would be more than glad to curl up naked on the ground with Traci wrapped around me. Traci, however, would have none of that.

		She put my clothes in her backpack and wrapped my trench coat around me. She looked fairly disheveled once we got to the dorm, but once inside our room we both stripped naked and got into bed to dream of the night we'd just shared. Just before I fell asleep, I remember Traci saying, "I wonder if anyone saw us in the sorority house?"

		"Well," I said sleepily, "if they did, they're thinking about it just like we are."

		She kissed the back of my neck and we both slept.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		I was bumming around the dorm because I had no class until later in the day. Traci was out. It was her "day full o' classes" from morning until night.

		I was alone. "Hummmmmmm". I reached for my phone.

		"Hello."

		"Hi, could I speak with Courtney Garrison?"

		"This is Courtney."

		There was pause.

		"Hi, my name's Demi Franco. I'm a junior here at school. And - well, Courtney, to put it bluntly, have you lost your wallet?"

		I actually had lost it. Ever since the night Traci and I played teacher-student in the library and ended up putting on our little show by the Kappa house, I haven't been able to find it.

		Granted, I wasn't worried. All it had was my ID and a gas card.

		"As a matter of fact, I lost it two nights ago. Did you find something?"

		"Yeah, I found a brown leather woman's wallet on the ground by the Kappa house. It had your ID in it, so I figured I'd give you a call. It had just your ID and a gas card. No money. Somebody must've emptied it. Sorry."

		"That's OK, Demi. I appreciate the call."

		"Do you want it back? I'm actually on my way to that side of campus. I could drop it off if that's OK."

		Something inside me switched on. She had an agenda.

		"Sure, Demi," I said with a smile. "I'm here until 6:30. Class at seven."

		"O.K. I'll be there in fifteen minutes."

		Again, I don't know what did it, but I knew she wasn't just some good Samaritan. She saw something or knew something. If that's the case, I was going to take full advantage. I quickly showered and put on my favorite black skirt.

		Next, I put on my push-up bra. Generally, I need no help with cleavage, but I figured I might as well make it obvious. Finally, I put on a pink scoop-neck top.

		I wanted her to see everything without me having to literally show her everything. As I brushed my hair back and put it in a ponytail, "Knock-knock".

		I opened the door and almost fainted. It was Demi and she was gorgeous. About my height, Demi had this gorgeous auburn hair that went down to her waist. Her figure, too, was nothing to sneeze at. With her white t-shirt and jeans, she was a dream of a co-ed.

		"Hi, Courtney? I'm Demi."

		I shook her hand and brought her inside. She declined my offer of soda or water (all we had in the fridge). She was nervous.

		"Here's your wallet. It's very nice. Have you reported it stolen yet?"

		"Honestly," I said as I sat in the bed next to her, "there was very little in it to begin with. I just keep the essentials for student life in there. Where did you say you found it again?"

		"Near the Kappa house."

		She pursed her lips before saying anything. I already knew the score. She saw us near the Kappa house, saw some of what we did and saw me drop the wallet. Maybe.

		"Say, Demi, what were you doing at the Kappa house where you could find my wallet?"

		"I'm a member. I was walking around the house and found it laying on the ground near some trees."

		I sat there listening to her about the sorority and her place in it. Looking her in the eyes, I knew she had seen it all. I knew she watched Traci and me have sex. I knew it excited her. So, I sat up as straight as I could and made sure there was no way for her to ignore my cleavage. If she reacted the right way, I'd make a move.

		"You really ought to try being in a sorority, Courtney. It's wonderful. Really a big sisterhood."

		"Well, no offense, Demi, but I had this impression of sororities being filled with two types of girls. One, the girls who go out and gang bang the football team. Two, girls who gang bang the football team but come back and gang bang each other because the football team doesn't know how to fuck."

		She smiled and laughed. She wanted me. My nipples hardened in anticipation. My pussy was wet and hungry.

		"Not everyone is like that. Some of us lead quiet little lives."

		"Really," I said. "You don't bang football players or other girls?"

		"Well," she paused, "I don't gang bang football players. Gang banging the sorority would probably be just as bad."

		"Why? They can't fuck?"

		I was trying to push any and all of her buttons.

		"Well...", another pause.

		She was going to ask if it was me the other night before admitting to anything.

		"It was you that I saw there the other night, right? Having sex with some other girl. Right? You're a lesbian?"

		Damn, I'm good. "If you're asking if I like having sex with girls, the answer's yes. If you're asking if I'll tell anyone anything you say here today, the answer's no."

		She smiled.

		"As a matter of fact, they can't fuck. Most of them are more than willing to let another girl go down on them and you'd think they'd know enough about going down on someone else."

		"Really?"

		"Yeah, but they're all too concerned with getting off themselves. Probably something to do with the guys they hang out with."

		I moved close enough to feel the heat radiating from her. I'm sure she felt the same.

		"So, Demi, do you have a boyfriend or girlfriend?"

		"Um, so, Courtney, were you using anything special the other night because it didn't look like you two were ... um... grinding anything together, so I figured you must have had something else."

		That's a YES on the girlfriend. Maybe the boyfriend too.

		"Oh, yeah. We've got this great butterfly shaped vibrator. Let me show you."

		I got up to get the vibrator. Demi tried to protest, but it was too late. I was into Traci's dresser and back. Placing it in Demi's hands, I hit the switch on the remote.

		"Oooooooo. I can imagine what it feels like."

		"Why imagine?"

		I wanted her to use it here. I got up and made a show of locking the door.

		"Give it a try."

		"Oh, I couldn't. I mean, I'm not really-" I interrupted her with a soft, slow kiss and made sure that when I spoke, my cleavage was right in her face.

		"You're a girl with a girlfriend who probably, even though you love her a lot, is one of those lick-me-sorority dykes. You're in the room with a woman you're pretty sure has better sex with girls on a routine basis than you've had with anyone with a pulse. I've got a toy that'll rock your world if it's in the right hands..." I paused for effect. "My hands. I'm one of those let-me-lick-you-til-you scream-for-mercy-non-sorority-dykes."

		I usually don't talk like that, but convincing her to do this required strong words. Indecision. She wasn't sure. Then she looked in my eyes... and leaned forward to kiss me again. Her arms wrapped around my neck and pulled me down. So, for a moment, we necked on the bed and ground against each other. God, I wanted to get out of these clothes, but I wanted that to be her call.

		As it was, her being naked was my call... at least a little. Taking the vibrator, I hit the switch and placed it against her hands. She smiled. Moving slowly, I slid it up her arm to her shoulder. Around her shoulder, I brought it around her breast. All the while we kissed. We kissed. She moaned. Torturously, I traced around her hard nipples. She wanted more. She wanted the vibrator against the nipples.

		Again, I smiled. Lightly, I touched one. Then the other.

		"Oh, please. Stop teasing me."

		Again, I looked her straight in the eyes.

		"Not through the t-shirt."

		She paused... then pushed my back enough to pull the t-shirt off and the bra off. Her wonderful breasts spilled out in a way close to what Traci always say mine do. I slurped at the one nipple, but Demi wouldn't give in so easy. I tried to catch the nipple... either nipple between my lips and teeth. She kept squirming. Finally, I caught one and Demi moaned loudly as I sucked on it with all my lustful hunger.

		Slowly she leaned back down. I brought the vibrator up and massaged her breast with it. First the flesh right against her ribs. Slowly, I worked around it until I'd spiraled toward her center and laid it squarely on her nipple.

		The other nipple was firmly in my mouth as I nursed like a starved child.. Bucking and squirming, Demi could not lay still. She was moving all over the place and I had to be careful not to fall off the bed. Finally, I pulled my skirt up enough to get a knee between her legs.

		Immediately, she humped and ground against me. Instinct and her appetite for pleasure guided her. She took my hand with the vibrator and pushed it down her belly to between her legs. At first, she tried valiantly to feel it through the material of her jeans. But she finally gave up and unbuttoned them for me to pull down.

		So, now, here was this gorgeous girl I'd met just fifteen minutes before completely naked with me trying to make her cum. God, I love college. I ran the material of the vibrator against the soft, fleshy lips of her swollen vagina. Her legs were around me in a second. She wanted more. She demanded more.

		So, I teased her clit. Hard and unavoidable. Proud. It needed to be tamed. So I gently sucked on her clit as I massaged the rest of her pussy with the vibrator. Every so often, I'd touch it with the vibe and she'd moan out loud. She'd wail like no one's ever given her permission. Finally, I gave her permission.

		All at once, the vibrator, the sucking, the kisses and all the rough talk concentrated in this girl and exploded as her orgasm ripped through her body to leave and tired, weak and very happy girl. I continued to kiss and massage her pussy with my tongue. I figured she'd need a little while to come down. Before long, she tapped my shoulder.

		"Could you come up here and maybe we could lay on top of each other with the vibrator between us?" I smiled.

		"Sure."

		I stood and unzipped my skirt and took it off along with my panties. As I moved for my top, Demi stopped me. "Don't... I kind of like the idea of you laying on top of me half dressed. Plus, I love your breasts in that top." I climbed up and placed the vibrator between us. Arranging myself, I made sure that when I lay down on top of her, she had an eyeful of my cleavage. We kissed and ground our pussies against the vibrator.

		Demi even pulled my breasts from their bra and sucked on them. After, I'd recovered from one of a thousand mini-orgasms, Demi said, "You've got the most wonderful breasts, Courtney."

		"Oh, I'll bet you say that to all the girls."

		"Nope, just the girls that are 'let-me-lick-you-til-you scream-for-mercy-non-sorority-dykes'."

		I smiled.

		"And what kind of girl would only say it to those girls?"

		She kissed me again.

		"An I-want-you-to-teach-me-how-to-do-it-too-so-I-can-make-my-girlfriend-cum-like-gangbusters-too dyke."

		

	
		Part Five

		

		Walking down the hallway with my towel over my shoulder and my shower basket in the other, I thought about the last few days. I'd been a busy girl and was in need of a luxurious shower. Once inside, I checked to make sure no one was there. Even better. All by myself! Stepping to the shower, I pulled back the curtains and turned on the water. Hot. Hot. Hot. That's what I wanted.

		I pulled the outer curtain shut and pulled my bathrobe open and hung it on the hook. My hair fell down my back as I pulled the hair clip loose. I grabbed the soap, stepped under the steaming jets and closed the curtain behind me. My back to the water, I felt its fingers snake down my back and into crevices like some impatient lover you continually chastise. They try to feel your body in sorts of improper ways, yet you miss it if they don't at least try.

		Head back. The water soaks my long hair. I noticed how it feels different wet than dry (aside from the obvious). I'm used to its sway when it's dry. I just feels different wet. Taking the soap, I rubbed it against my neck and face. Spreading the soap around with my palm, I could distinguish between the heat from the water and the heat from my own hands.

		Electricity radiated from my touch. "Mmmmmmm." It felt good.

		"Need some help?"

		It was Traci coming to join me. I smiled as she opened her robe and stepped close. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.

		"Well, missy, we have to wet you down, first."

		I turned so she was directly under the water. Soon, we were taking turns lathering each other up (in more ways than one). I did her back. She washed my legs. All the while, we steal a touch here. Grab a caress there.

		Impatient lovers teasing and stoking the fires of anticipation. Earlier, I'd told Traci about my tryst with Demi. She smiled. It wasn't that she approved. She'd been a bad girl too. Traci was still seeing her louse of a boyfriend, but she said that that afternoon, while I was schooling Demi, she was with him and he really scored. I don't mean that he got lucky. I mean, he actually did something with Traci that had her floored.

		"That fast bastard actually showed me something I didn't expect. And now, I want to show you, Courtney."

		Apparently, this mystery act had to be done in the shower.

		So, we set our alarms for 3 am. By that point all of the normal people are sleeping and the others are too drunk to care if they see two girls get into the shower together. So, here we were. After the royal treatment (shower, shampoo and lots of kissing and touching), I broached the subject.

		"O.K., Traci, what's the deal? What did the Limp Stud do that blew your mind?"

		"Do you trust me?"

		"What?"

		"Do you trust me," Traci asked again.

		"Yeah," I said tentatively.

		It was true, but I was wondering where this was leading.

		"It's something we've never done before, but I want you to enjoy it. OK?"

		I grinned. "OK."

		"Close your eyes."

		I did and tried to figure out what she was doing by the sounds I heard. Rustling. She was opening the curtain to get to her things. All sorts of ideas flashed in my mind: motion lotion? But that doesn't do you any good in the shower.

		The Limp Stud? No, she would never bring him! I know she loves him (for some reason), but she knows the whole thing is lost on me. Plus, if I were to share a guy with her, it would not be him.

		"O.K. Keep 'em closed. Hold out your hand."

		I did as I was told and she lathered up both palms with soap. Next she brought my hands down. By where her voice was and where her hands were, I knew she was right in front of me. Finally, she wrapped my fingers around a robust rubber shaft and slid my hands up to the bulbous head and down to the base against her body.

		My eyes bulged out. "You bought a fake cock?!?"

		She was giggling at my response. But there she was, Traci standing in front of me with this black "harness" around her like underwear and a decent sized erection jutting straight out in front of her. I just stared at this "thing" in my hands. It had been a while since I'd seen a real one up close and person, and this had everything I remembered: the rough, helmet shaped tip; the wide veins down the side; even the scrotum and testicles swinging down below.

		"This is too weird. You don't expect to do anything to me with that. Do you?"

		She smiled and stepped closer. Her "cock" hung down between my legs. Jeez! Softly, Traci kissed me. Still, the water massaged us and inflamed our skin. She kissed harder. She wanted closer. I spread my legs and let her press against me with the base of her "cock".

		I wrapped my arms around her neck and kissed back. If I really wanted to get "fucked" by an extra appendage, I'd have found a guy for the night. Traci, however, thought this would be different.

		I'd have to trust her. Her hands rose to caress my breasts under the steaming water. This soon had me breathing deeply and wanting her to go further. I broke our kiss.

		"So, Miss I-Have-A-Big-Swinging-Dick," I said in a tone that implied my curiosity, "this it? Just gonna stand against me and kiss me with your nice new phallus hanging down?"

		She pressed her right index finger to my lips as if to say, "Shhhh."

		Moving back slightly, Traci caused the cock to slide against my swollen pussy. I was excited. Yes. And my sex betrayed me. I shuddered in ecstasy. It was short. It was quick. It was nice. Soon, I felt the end. The tip. The lips of my pussy swallowed it. Not all the way, but standing so close with a fake cock straining to stand tall and proud (isn't that the way they're supposed to be?), the cock slid between the supple, swollen flesh it encountered.

		Again, she moved back. Now, the rough head of the cock rested against my clit. The breathing that was a shudder now came in short gasps. Traci's hands roamed freely over my body. Her lips stayed glued to my mouth, my face or my neck. But the constant was the rough head of her cock against my clit. Slowly, she moved it back and forth in short thrusts. Nothing too big. Fractions of an inch.

		That friction, however, ignited my sex. The fireball that always engulfed me in times of passion would take on new life. Bigger life. I don't know why, but I just knew. As if on automatic pilot, I pulled her closer... just a touch. It was enough to move the cock further. Now, it started with the rough head of the cock and continued with the veiny web along the topside. Somehow, they touched me exactly how I needed it.

		I could feel each line against my sex, and I enjoyed each one of them. No, I was enraptured by each of them. A symphonic texture spoke to my libido and brought out its song.

		"Lean back," Traci whispered.

		I'd have done anything at that point. Against the wall, I just caressed the back of Traci's neck and kissed her lips. I'd lost the power of speech and could only feel. No thoughts of anyone but us. No talk of jealousy. Just our passion. Climbing and climbing, my fever plateaued before its crescendo. Seeing the look of frustration on my face, Traci took each of my nipples in hand and pinched lightly.

		"Ooooh," was the only sound I could make.

		Her hands opened and gathered more of my breasts. They closed as though they were trying to squeeze my climax from them. Finally, they enveloped my nipples (which were now wonderfully swollen from the squeezing).

		Everything exploded at once: the volcanic fire from my clit arced to my nipples and enveloped my mind. No way I could explain it or describe it except to say that my soul was washed clean by Traci's passion... or rather the passion she released in me. Wave after wave came over me. All I knew about the real world (i.e. where people were not getting their world rocked) was that I was arching my back and Traci was holding me up while whispering, "That's it. Yes. Mmmmmm."

		I could see her at this same moment with her man. I could just see her. Warmth and love glowed from her and made her the most beautiful creature I'd ever seen. The journey didn't stop. As I rode wave after wave, my soul swelled, and I felt whole. Traci's love and passion, the glow I'd seen, filled me up and told me that all was right with the world. The mist eventually cleared, and I found myself on Traci's lap.

		She held me close while my legs wrapped around her. I shuddered and shook like never before. She held me tight to comfort me. To soothe me. We were on the shower floor. Water hit the side of the stall, so we only got some spray. I was straddling Traci with her penis all the way inside of me. I just held on.

		Life was how it was supposed to be at that moment in time. Nothing was going to change... at least for as long as we could stay in that shower.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		Traci and I went clubbing.

		First, one club. Then, the next.

		No matter where we went, it was the same meat market atmosphere. Any guy with a pulse tried to buy us drinks. At first, it was beers. Then, it was hard liquor. We, of course, politely declined. As they revved up their stores of testosterone to convince us it was a wrong move, I pulled out our sure defense.

		"Sorry. I don't mean to be rude, but we're Mormons, so we can't."

		Now, no disrespect meant toward the Mormon Church, but there's just something about horny, drunk guys thinking you're Mormon that shuts them down immediately.

		It's actually more effective than saying we're lesbians. If they think you're gay, you get all of the: "You just need a good man" line. Worse is when they want you to perform a sex show for them. Even if I were the type to do that in public, I wouldn't with these guys.

		They wouldn't stay out of it. So, saying you're Mormon does the trick pretty well. Of course, they never seem to question what Mormon girls might be doing in a smoky dance club dressed as provocatively as we were. If they ever question us, we'll probably have to say we're Jehovah's Witnesses.

		Finally, we went to PINK.

		It's a club that gets all types: men, women, gay, straight, and transvestites. It's a really interesting mix. However, the straight guys, even the drunk ones, try to be suave about it all. They're never sure which girls are gay and which are straight. They take rejection well.

		"Courtney?!?"

		It was Demi! She ran over and wrapped her arms around my neck.

		"Wow! What are you doing here?"

		"Oh, Traci and I are just out on the town lookin' for trouble. Oh, Demi, this is Traci." I turned to Traci.

		"Traci, Demi." I stretched out the "Demi" so that Traci knew she was THE Demi.

		"Oh, Demi, so good to see you."

		Traci and Demi hugged and kissed on the cheek. Traci whispered in Demi's ear. Demi smiled broadly and glanced towards me. They were talking about me. Demi suddenly turned and jumped to catch someone's attention. She turned back.

		"Come with me."

		She took both our hands and led us through the mob scene. Mostly, people were just drunk or stoned. Folks were dancing and having a great time. You could even see people getting oral sex at their tables... the sex of the givers, however, was shrouded since it was so crowded.

		Finally, we stood in front of a small booth where a shapely dark haired beauty waited to make our acquaintance.

		"Courtney, Traci, this is Megan."

		Megan got up and kissed Traci's cheek first. Then, she came to me.

		"So, YOU'RE Courtney! It's so nice to meet you."

		What had Demi told her?

		"Please. Sit with us."

		Megan practically forced me into the side of the booth where she sat. As we talked, I knew she was eyeing me. Demi, however, was going ga-ga over Traci. Traci, of course, was wild over everyone at the table. I was too.

		A slow song started and Megan asked me to dance. I looked at Traci to see if she had a problem. She smiled.

		"Go."

		On the floor, Megan wrapped her arms around my neck. I put mine around her waist and pulled her close. She sighed.

		"I have to thank you," she said.

		"Why?"

		"What you did with Demi. Thank you so much."

		I played dumb... like I agreed.

		"O.K. Let me just say that before last week, Demi and I went down on each other like a couple of horny straight girls. But now ?!?" Her eyes bulged. "I started having sex with girls for two reasons: 1.) They know how to have fun, and 2.) I didn't want to worry about getting pregnant while I was in school. But, after what you taught Demi," she leaned forward and kissed me softly on the mouth, "I'd love to thank you appropriately and maybe have a chance for a little lesson of my own. I may have to stick with girls permanently."

		"But what about Demi and Traci?"

		"I think they won't mind."

		"Why?"

		"Look at them."

		I turned to catch Demi and Traci sitting close, caressing each other and kissing. I turned back to see Megan smiling.

		"Well, in due time. In due time."

		For the next three hours, we partied it up at PINK. Dancing, drinking, and laughing. We did it all. There was even a group of people near our table who were having a 'best kiss' contest. Depending on how well you did, the group had to buy you drinks.

		I grabbed Megan and went to compete. After a few couples, it was our turn. I stepped close and placed my hands on her face. I pouted my lips and opened them as I brought her to me. Slowly, our lips glided across each other. Her arms, which were resting on my hips, snaked around my waist and held me close.

		The crowd shouted their cheers at Megan's commitment to the cause. Next, she unzipped the back on my dress to reach in and caress my back. More cheers. She even unfastened my bra! More cheers! Finally, I broke the kiss to the disappointment of the crowd.

		"Four minutes.

		That gives you four shots of whatever you want."

		The judge then handed us four coupons. I walked to the bar and ordered four shots of tequila. Once shot a piece wasn't going to do much to any of us, but since I didn't know Demi and Megan all that well (and given what I figured would soon happen), I wanted them to have an excuse in the morning.

		We cabbed it to the Kappa house and went directly to Demi and Megan's room. As soon as the door shut, Demi was all over Traci. Megan took my hand and led me to the bed. I sat and scooted back to the wall. Megan took off her shoes and climbed up on the bed too. Walking on her knees, she straddled my legs and came closer. She walked right up to me so my face was in her abdomen just below her breasts.

		"Could you unzip me, Courtney?"

		I looked up. She smiled slyly. I reached up behind her and allowed her to push closer so I'd have no choice but smell her body, her sweat from dancing and her sex. The zipper came down from just below her neck to just above her butt.

		I reached up and pulled the shoulder straps down while she pulled her arms out. Next, she took the top of the dress and shimmied it down her torso. Large, luscious breasts revealed themselves. The enormous nipples stuck out like candy.

		I said nothing, but mouthed, "Wow!"

		"Ooops," said Megan.

		"Looks like I should have pulled it up instead of down."

		"Your dress?" She nodded.

		"Well, stand up, I'll help, and you can help me too."

		We stood and I curved my fingers underneath the waist of her dress and pulled it down slowly. Kissing her hips and her belly, I tried to tease her as much as possible. She was amazing. Next, she motioned for me to turn around. I did and Megan began to tease me too.

		Unbuttoning my dress from the back took forever, but Megan used the time to kiss every bit of flesh she exposed. The moments were even more erotic because Traci and Demi were in the next bed petting like prom dates with their clothes on. Soon, my dress was on the floor but Megan lowered the straps on my bra and peeled the cups down to reveal my own breasts.

		All of this excitement had me hotter than the sun at this point. She reached from behind and caressed them softly. Slowly, she traced around the front to my nipples and slowly pinched them. Her fingers came up to my mouth where she wanted me to kiss them. Actually, she wanted me to lick them. Once I did that, she moved back down to coat my nipples with my own saliva.

		"Ooooooohhh." The heat in her touch left me speechless.

		Finally, I could wait no more. I turned around and pulled her close. Our breasts crushed against each other as we kissed.

		"I'm on the bottom. You're on the top. Do exactly what I do. Any questions?"

		She smiled and shook her head.

		On the bed, we got into a sixty-nine. I put my head on a pillow to raise it to meet her sex. She put one behind my ass to help with the same. Megan's pussy was already open and waiting for me. Soft and wet, it radiated her lust and passion. I traced the outside of her lips. Soon, I felt her tentative tongue doing the same to me.

		Mmmmmmmm. Slowly, I pulled my tongue backwards from her ass to the soft, open part at the bottom of her pussy. She did the same. I just dug in after that. Her sweet sex flowed like a magical mountain full of an elixir to cure any woman's ills. I placed my hand on her buttocks and found her trying the same thing.

		"Only the tongue, sweetie. Only the tongue."

		My tongue back to work, I tickled the flesh of her ass with my fingertips. In circles, I traced up the curve of her back. I could feel where I'd want to be touched if I was on top in a sixty-nine. I knew that's where I wanted her to feel me too. Up over the arc of her butt to the small of her back. I lightly scratched her back all the way up to her shoulders.

		Next, I followed the curves around her rib cages and found the soft flesh where her breasts meet her back. I smiled and continued to enjoy the mirror sensations of my tongue inside of her and her tongue doing the same inside of me. Her hard nipples pressed against my belly, so I knew where I was going.

		I parted the fused flesh where our bodies met and caressed my hand around her breasts. Soon, I had her nipples between my fingers and she moaned like I wanted. Harder on the nipples. Closer to her clit. The louder the moan. Squeeze the nipples harder. Closer to the clit.

		"Ohhhhhhhhh." She'd even stopped really trying to mimic my moves.

		It didn't matter. I was having fun. I'd eat her and she'd scream into my pussy and try to stroke it with her fingers. She slid two inside of me, but she was in such a state that that's about all they were doing.

		Finally, I slipped my tongue over her clit and felt her Earth move. Starting with a lower moan, she quickly built to a frenzy as I stroked back and forth on her little button. Her fingers slipped out only to be replaced with a new vigor. Two. Three. Four. Soon, I knew I was close.

		"Megan, you rest, let me." I wanted her to enjoy it.

		Then, I realized Megan's hands were cupping my buttocks as she screamed against my own clit for her young erotic life.

		Then, who?

		"Just ride it, Courtney. Let go, baby." Traci was on the other bed stroking herself and enjoying the show.

		"Demi wanted to surprise you and help out Megan."

		I smiled and went back to Megan.

		"You got to see me get fucked so many times, Courtney. I'm glad I finally get the chance to see you."

		Her words swam in my brain. The tone of her voice melted with Megan and Demi. Everything poured into a swirling pool of flesh and sex. My emotions soared as Demi sucked on my clit with the ferocity I knew she could and fucked me steadily. Wave after wave after wave of passion washed over me. I just went on automatic pilot. Before I knew it, Megan's pussy poured forth the most luscious tastes and I drank them all. Screams from the distance said we weren't the only ones having fun.

		I listened closely. Hey, that was me! My wave climbed and climbed. Before I crested, Megan had recovered enough to suck on me some more while Demi kept feeling me inside. The effort. The sensation. My entire being caught fire and was consumed by my screams. Traci silenced them with her passionate kiss. I moaned and screamed and did everything I've ever remembered doing while having sex.

		Before long, I was spent like the rest of the girls. We pushed the two twins together so we could have more room to sleep. Everyone insisted I sleep in the middle. Demi was at my left. Traci at my right. Megan lay with her head on my belly.

		"Why do you want to do this," I asked.

		Traci replied, "You're our sweetie and we all want you tonight."

		Demi said, "You're like our big sister... that wants to make sure we can have good sex with other girls."

		Megan said, "You're like our lesbian fairy god mother and we want to be as close to you as possible."

		My brain was foggy by then.

		The last thing I remember before sleeping was the feeling of lips kissing my nipples and lips kissing my pussy. I slept like a baby

		

	
		Part Seven

		

		That morning, it took a little while, but I untangled myself from the girls and got out of bed. Even though we'd spend a large portion of the night having sex, I only slept for an hour or two. Everyone else was dead to the world.

		I needed to see who was up at this hour in this big sorority house. All I wanted to do was walk around. Maybe check out the lounge. See if I could hear the telltale signs of sex. But all I had to wear was the dress from the night before.

		"You need something to wear?"

		Demi was awake... barely.

		"Yeah. A t-shirt or something."

		"No, you'll need a little more than that."

		Demi slipped out of bed and walked over to her dresser. She pulled out a small box and handed it to me.

		"What's this?"

		"Open it," she said with half surprise and half fatigue.

		It was bra and pantie set. Black lace.

		"You didn't need to do this. And it's the right size, too. Great."

		I was impressed and flattered.

		"I got the idea after our first time. Somehow, I knew you'd end up seducing Megan as well as, I'm sure, many others. And I just thought that a girl's first time with you, they should see you with black underwear on. And, I just wanted to make sure it was from me."

		I pulled her close and kissed her softly on the mouth.

		"Thank you, sweetie. But, um," I felt our breasts pressing against each other. I could have stayed like that for a long time. "What do you mean by 'many others'? And why are you giving this to me now?"

		She reached up and tweaked my nipples and made them excruciatingly hard. "You, Courtney, are in a house of closet lesbians and straight whores who fuck so many guys, they'll eventually become lesbians. I have a feeling you're gonna find someone new."

		"You think?"

		"I know. And if you do, don't be bashful about bringing her back here. I'm sure we'll be occupied enough to leave you two alone... for a while."

		So, Demi helped me dress and let me borrow her silk robe. I was off down the hallway. Slowly, I walked past the collection of doors and rooms. Behind some, I heard music. Behind some, I heard heavy breathing. All of the doors were decorated in one way or another. One that belonged to the president of the sorority had a couple of pictures of her and her roomie looking chummy.

		Now maybe I was drawing the wrong conclusion, but if I ever wanted to join this sorority, I figured I could pay a visit to this president and use those powers of persuasion Demi had just talked about.

		Finally, I got to the TV lounge. It was practically empty except for someone's boyfriend sleeping on a sofa in the back and a girl drawing in her sketchbook. The TV, itself, had the news channel on.

		I asked the girl, "Do you mind if I change it?" She waved me off. In effect, she was saying, "I don't care."

		So, I switched it to the music video channel. VH1, MTV, something else. I don't know what it was, but it had videos. That's about all I could handle at that point. I sat on the front sofa in plain sight of the girl.

		Folding my legs so I could sit on my feet and keep them warm had another benefit. The way I was sitting, from where the girl could see me, I was an eyeful. It only took a few minutes before she started noticing me.

		At first, she'd just glance over. Then, she started studying me. Then, she turned to a new page. Now, I'd become a subject of art. She was no slouch either. Kind of waif-ish, her long, auburn hair was tied tight behind her head. Even from across the room, I could see her stunning green eyes. Maybe Demi was right. I'm constantly on the prowl. Forget "maybe". This girl had that special something. I could tell.

		Time to work my own "Je ne sais quoi ". After waiting long enough for her to get about half way through her drawing (I assumed that's what she was doing), I shifted in my seat from one side of the couch to the other. Here, she'd get the back of my head. Now, we'd see if she actually was drawing me or if my ego was way too big for my own good.

		After a minute, I heard her sigh, get up and move to one of the seats behind me where she could get a better view. My mouth curled into a smile... on the side of my face she could not see. Five minutes later, I switched again. Again, she had nothing. This was risky. Either she'd come up and get into a new position or she'd give up.

		"Excuse me," she said. She was standing right next to me with a chair in her hands. "I'm Amanda. I'm assuming you're a friend of someone here?"

		"Hi Amanda." I extended my hand. "I'm Courtney. Yeah, I'm a friend of Demi and Megan."

		"Nice to meet you, Courtney. Listen, I hope you don't mind, but I started drawing you when you walked in," she indicated her sketch pad, "and I'm almost finished. However, I was wondering if you'd mind if I sat right here for a couple of minutes. I'm almost done and just need to finish a couple of details."

		"Of course, no problem. Do you need me to sit any particular way?"

		"Nope. Just like you are. Just don't move."

		Again, I smiled inside. She wanted me to sit still. She had to ask for it. As she worked, I noticed her facial expressions. Concentration. Determination. Maybe a hint of passion? I wondered if this was the same way she made love.

		After a few minutes, she looked like she was finished. A detail here. A detail there.

		"Ta da."

		She turned the pad around. There I was in all my glory. Pretty little girl curled up in a ball on the couch.

		"Wow! I'm impressed."

		She blushed. "Thanks. I wanted to try to draw you full length. If the person stays still long enough, I can manage that regardless of what they're doing, but you started shifting around. That's why I asked if it was OK. I really wanted to finish this without having to be sneaky."

		"Well, I'm glad you asked, Amanda. You really wanted to draw me full length?"

		"Yeah, I like drawing the female form in a reclining position. Men are better standing up. They're better nude. But we can't always have what we want."

		I asked myself, "How do I manage to pick them?"

		"What was it that made you want to draw me? I'm just curious because no one's ever done this for me."

		"Well, you're face, really, Courtney. I loved your face." She reached out to brush the back of her hand against my cheekbones and chin. "The whole package is really breathtaking."

		I reached up and pressed her hand against my cheek before she pulled it away. She gasped.

		"You really wanted to draw me reclined and nude?" She barely nodded her head. This was too good to be true for her. "We can do that, but you have to promise you won't be shocked by anything you see. O.K.?"

		"What do you mean?"

		"Well, you know that there are some people here that aren't exactly straight arrows. Whatever you see stays with you. You don't tell anyone."

		Again, she nodded. I took her hand and lead her down the hallway to Demi and Megan's room.

		***

		Walking into the room, I could tell that they'd been busy. Before, all three had been a little scattered on the bed. Now, they were closer than soup spoons in a drawer.

		Amanda whispered to herself, "Oh, my God."

		We went to the far side of the room and I sat her in one of the desk chairs. I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the belt of the robe loose. Slowly, I pulled the robe off of my shoulders and revealed my chest to my personal artist. Standing up, I pulled the robe completely off and stood to put it back in Demi's closet. Standing in front of Amanda, I presented my back and looked over my shoulder.

		"Would you mind?"

		She fumbled with the clasp for a moment, but a moment later, my breasts were free. I laid the bra over the arm of the chair.

		"Keep track of this for me," I said.

		Back on the bed, I lay on my side and raised my head on a few pillows. From this angle, my breasts would look much larger than they would be standing up. Plus, she could get my hips and my legs. If she wasn't too excited to finish, this would be a great drawing.

		Soon, the passion and determination I'd seen before returned. All I had to do was wait.

		"DO you need help," asked a voice behind me.

		Demi was awake and right behind me. Amanda's expression betrayed a lack of concentration with Demi in the picture.

		"Just me, Amanda. Focus on me. She's not really here."

		I felt Demi's hot flesh press against my back. Her soft breasts against my rib cage. Her hips pressed against my ass. Her fingers delicately caressed my hips and the flesh where my breasts met my ribs just below my shoulders.

		If Amanda weren't here, I'd let her have her way with me. But Amanda was here, and I wanted to have my way with her.

		"You got Amanda?"

		"Mmm-hmm."

		"She's what Megan and I call a 'drunk-dyke'. Usually, she's with her boyfriend, but if she's alone and she's been drinking, it doesn't take a lot to get her into bed."

		"Yeah," I said, "but she's sober tonight."

		"Which makes it all the more amazing."

		Demi's fingers continued their travels until they got to my waist and the elastic on the black panties.

		"Do you want these off?"

		"Not now. If she wants them off, she'll have to take them off."

		Demi chuckled and continued to molest me in plain sight of Amanda who continued to work furiously. My breasts stood at attention and my nipples could cut steel. That's how hard Demi made them. My pussy was ready. Demi reached beneath and behind to fondle my sex and my clit.

		It took all of the control I had to keep from opening my legs wide and letting her have me in front of Amanda. Again, I had to focus on what I really wanted. After what seemed like hours of torture, Amanda turned to show me the final product.

		I gasped. So did Demi. It was breathtaking.

		I was like the goddess of sexuality and love. For a moment, I felt like I was that girl in TITANIC... except without the really expensive diamond.

		I got up to thank her with a really big hug. She wrapped her arms around me too.

		I whispered, "Thank you so much. May I keep it?"

		"Yeah, but let me make some copies for my portfolio. OK?"

		"Sure. May I do something to thank you?"

		"Of course," she swallowed hard.

		"What did you have in mind?"

		Looking her straight in the eyes, I moved closer to kiss her softly on the lips. She responded hesitantly, but she didn't fight. Slowly, I opened my mouth some more. Gradually, I felt her tongue extend to my lips. I met it with my own tongue. Soon, it was a full out, bigger than life kiss. Slowly, I pulled back, so as to not overwhelm her.

		Breaking the kiss, I looked in her eyes.

		"More?"

		"Please!"

		***

		"Stand up for me," I said.

		She did as I asked, and I lead her to the bed. Demi had moved back to the side with Traci and Megan who had started their own little party... again.

		Reaching for the bottom of her top, I pulled it over her head to reveal her pert breasts. They were smaller that anyone else's in the room, but she had these huge nipples that stuck out in the most erotic way. I lowered my lips to them and sucked gently to gauge her reaction.

		"Ohhhhhh." Amanda ran her fingers through my hair.

		She'd stroke the top of my head to let me know she appreciated what I was doing. At the same time, she pulled my closer to make sure I wouldn't leave her wanting. First one nipple and then the other.

		I swear that I was so turned on that I could've cum just from the tit sucking alone... and my tits weren't even being sucked! The more I sucked, the more Amanda's hips thrust against me. She wanted more attention. I knew how to do that.

		I worked my way down her belly to her shorts. Playing with the waistband, I'd pull it down enough to kiss the flesh underneath. Then, I'd let it go and move a few inches to the left or right. Again, pull the band and kiss. All the while, Amanda's hips thrust like I was doing something wrong.

		I knew what it was... I was driving her crazy.

		"Courtney, please."

		"Please, what?"

		"Please. You know."

		"No, Amanda. What do you want?"

		"Tell her what you want, Amanda," Demi had been listening. "She'll give you whatever you need. You just need to ask."

		Amanda looked at Demi and then looked at me. Her hips had been convulsing and thrusting the whole time.

		"Go down on me, please."

		I smiled.

		Demi smiled.

		I pulled her shorts down over her hips. Amanda forced them the rest of the way off her legs and wrapped those luscious legs around my neck. My tongue dove in immediately and parted her wet sex flesh. Her moans and cries filled the air. Within moments, I could feel the flesh of her sex pulse with release.

		It spasmed in ecstasy.

		I sucked on her clit... swollen, engorged, and wonderful.

		Soon, she came down and released a contented sigh. I lifted my head and licked my lips.

		"You think you're done, sister?"

		I went back to work. Within no time, Amanda was again bucking and thrashing on the bed. My mouth was glued to her sex and sucked up all of her love. Some girls get wet. Amanda was like a fire hose. My hands caressed her breasts and her nipples. They seemed to be wired tightly to her clit. The more I pulled and squeezed her nipples, the more sensitive she was to my tongue on her clit or deep inside her pussy.

		The spasms started again. The shaking. The moaning. The cries to God for help.

		"Oh God, sweet Jesus, my Lord, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck."

		I climbed up and pulled her close. Amanda didn't seem to know what to do or say except to kiss me softly on the lips. After a few moments of resting her tired head on my breasts, she had that look of determination and passion I saw in her drawing.

		Looking down at my waist, she tugged on the waistband of my panties and said, "This for me to unwrap?"

		I nodded. "Any time you want."

		With that, she pulled my panties down over my legs and past my ankles. Tentatively, she nuzzled my bare sex and inhaled its musky scent.

		"Mmmmmm." Then her tongue invaded me.

		I was expecting a timid little creature intrigued by the thought of physical love with another woman. Not quite true. This was the tongue of an experienced woman. A woman that, if she was a 'drunk dyke', remembered everything she did and enjoyed it. Her tongue swelled inside of me and contracted. Her little nose pressed against my clit gently but firmly. Soon, my legs were over her shoulders and she was up rubbing her pussy against mine. Meanwhile, she sucked on my breasts like they were food from heaven.

		Rarely had someone's passion managed to draw such a raw, animal response from me. The light brush of her pubic hair against my clit jacked my responses up. Each thrust moved me up and up and up. Higher toward that sexual release. Closer to the explosion of passion I'd seen from her. Closer to the explosion of ecstasy I knew I was capable of.

		"Cum for me Courtney. Cum. You've made me cum so many times before."

		I thought, "What?"

		"Tonight. And just about every night since you and your girlfriend fucked outside the house. I saw that and played with myself that whole night wishing I could've been with you. I've played with myself every night since then. Oh, God, Courtney. It's wonderful that you've managed to come into my life. Please cum for me baby. Please cum."

		How many people actually saw us? How many people had pleasured themselves to the image of Traci and me fucking each other? How I wanted to know. I just imagined a giant mob.

		A swelling crowd of people, both men and women (mostly), who saw us and wanted to fuck us. She thrust and thrust. A tornado of thought and sound and sensation engulfed me. Twisting, turning, unending. Every sensation. Every thought. Thrusts. Caresses. My nipples burned with fire and begged to give release.

		I fed Amanda's passion with my breasts as I would feed a baby needing nourishment. All of this building to a screaming crescendo. A pillar of release. The pillar collapsed under an explosion of joy. We spooned and held each other tight before noticing the other girls watching us. They smiled and winked.

		That's when Demi asked, "Can Amanda come over and play?"

		Amanda looked at me.

		I smiled and patted her on the butt.

		"Go."

		That's when the three of them began Amanda's initiation into our little club.

		

	
		Part Eight

		

		As Amanda crawled over to the other girls, Traci got up and walked over to me.

		"Thirsty?" I nodded.

		She opened Megan and Demi's refrigerator and pulled two bottles of water. Also, she retrieved a cup of yogurt and a spoon. She smiled and walked back to me. I took in the breathtaking sight of my Traci and her sexy figure. My heart skipped a beat.

		"Move over."

		I scooted to the side so Traci could lay next to me and I could rest my head on her breasts. I had a perfect view of the other three, Demi, Megan and Amanda kissing and fondling each other.

		"Drink."

		Traci had opened the bottle and held it to my lips.

		I opened my mouth willingly. Why did I trust her so much? Not that she'd do anything with the water, but in that situation, high on sex and with my soft cheek pressed against her gorgeous breasts, I'd have done anything she asked.

		"Open again," she said.

		I closed my eyes and did as she asked. The spoon entered my mouth and deposited the creamy yogurt on my tongue. I sucked lightly as she pulled the spoon from my closed lips.

		"Good girl."

		She pulled the covers around us to keep us warm. Meanwhile, I watched as Megan descended Amanda's body with the grace of a cat. Slowly, deliberately. I could feel her moving down my body a short time ago. How I envied Amanda. Demi, however, was busy caring for Amanda's swollen nipples. Hard and swollen, they stuck out like sharp instruments.

		I knew Demi would not stop until they were worn down. You could poke an eye out with those things. And yet, although I could see that another sexual inferno was brewing, I wanted nothing more than to lay here with my Traci.

		Her hands traced up and down my spine. Lightly, her fingers rubbed my skin just enough to tease the small hairs and send shivers throughout my body. She stroked my hair and made sure it was out of my way. I was safe.

		"Courtney," she whispered. I looked up. "I need to tell you something, but please don't talk. Don't respond yet."

		I nodded.

		"The past few weeks have been amazing for me. You've opened up a whole new world for me. And you've been really understanding about me wanting to stay with my boyfriend too. I just want you to know that while I don't think I can go out and meet nearly as many girls as you, I love that this is something that comes so naturally to you. Thank you for sharing it."

		I smiled and took a breath to speak.

		"Not yet, Courtney. There's more." I signaled her to continue.

		Before she did, I glanced at the girls and saw the situation reversed. Amanda was still in the middle. Demi was between her legs. Megan sat behind Amanda and held her arms as though she were held captive. By the look on Amanda's face, she was doing NOTHING against her will.

		Traci continued. "I'm not sure exactly how to say this, but this has all opened me up to some new feelings. Especially for you. Out of everyone I've ever had a relationship with, you treat me the best. You listen to me and you care about what I need. Now, I don't need you to respond. I just want you to know. Courtney, I love you so much."

		My breathing had become ragged. I knew what she was saying before she said it. How? I'd been feeling the same thing. When a person permeates your thoughts as completely as she has been in mine, it's either obsession or love. This, I knew, was love. A tear rolled down my cheek. I mouthed the words because I could not make a sound, "I love you too."

		That's when I kissed my lover. Slow and soft. It wasn't the kiss of two girls experimenting with their sexuality. It wasn't two girls relieving sexual tension. It was two people who love each other trying to communicate that in a physical way that words can't satisfy. I climbed on top of her so that our mouths met naturally. Her hands wrapped around me and told me of her passion with every caress.

		My fingers stroked her hair back from her face. Our legs parted to intertwine. Her sex pressed against my thigh. My sex burned against hers. The flesh was hotter than before. Although I knew this was just the moment talking, I could feel her passion searing through her skin and communicating with me. It was palpable. It was physical. I could almost taste it. Our hips rocked against each other.

		Each person trying to pull from the other the thing we desperately needed. Satisfaction. Release. Declaring your love for someone can make you incredibly horny. This was even more surprising since we'd spend most of the night having sex already. But that was inconsequential. We needed each other. We had to have each other.

		The others could have joined in, but they would not have been able to give us what we needed. Love. I pulled Traci's left breast to my mouth and slowly circled her nipple with my tongue. I'd done this a million times. This time seemed new. My lover's nipple. My sweetie's breast. I inhaled it and seal my lips around it. Her hands caressed my head and back more passionately.

		"Yes, Courtney. Please. More. I love when you do that."

		Rocking back and forth against her thigh, my own passion built while stoking hers. My clit was swollen and called out for need, but I would have to be satisfied with the friction between it and my lover's thigh. I was too busy trying to make Traci happy. Trying to make Traci satisfied. Trying to love Traci.

		Minutes turned to hours. Hours to days. The swirl of emotion and passion enveloped me. I'm not even sure, in retrospect, if I said this aloud, but I meant it and tried to communicate it as best I could.

		"I love you, Traci. Deep inside, I knew this from the moment we moved in together. Even if it ended up being a 'best friends' kind of love, I still knew I'd love you. But it's turned out to be the best of all. You're my lover. For the time we have together, I intend to make the most of it and show you just what you inspire in me."

		Soon enough, we both collapsed and fell asleep in each other's arms. I'm not sure how long we made love, but I do know it was some of the best sex I'd ever had. As we all know, once you introduce love, sex is better and more passionate. Even an average lover becomes extraordinary. Well, Traci was better than extraordinary before. Now, she was indescribable.

		After dozing for a while, we realized that we didn't pay any attention to the other girls. Looking over, we saw Amanda, Demi and Megan spooning together. They were like angels. Megan told me later that they'd become so distracted by the lovemaking of Traci and I that they decided to just lay there, watch and admire.

		

	
		Part Nine

		

		It was semester break and Traci and I decided to go somewhere romantic, something real lovers do. So we found a great little Bed and Breakfast south of Lexington KY. It was beautiful and romantically old fashioned. And it was in walking distance to a charming little Winery.

		We both go unpacked and decided to indulge in a little hot, sweaty lesbian sex. Traci took her shower firs and was drying her hair when I started to get cleaned up.

		I too a bath rather than a shower and shaved my legs. Hell, I even painted my toes. It's not like Traci would care, but the ritual of it made me even hotter. I then continued with my preparations. Which way do I want my hair? Up? Back? While brushing it and exploring my choices, my mind wandered.

		With my hair down, I checked myself out in the mirror. No makeup except for my dark lipstick. I can't believe I'm going through such preparations for this, but makeup in bed would be too much.

		Perfume.

		Just a bit more than usual, but this is for me... not someone else. At my dresser, I pull out the cream colored lacy bra I love. It makes me feel so sexy with the lace against my breasts. The material that's so soft and delicate against my breasts. I smile.

		Lastly, the pearls. They were Grandma's. She's still alive, but Grandma always said that a girl could use a good strand of pearls. "They'll catch the eye of any man or woman." She knows I like girls. I'm sure of it.

		She won't say much of her love life except that Grandpa was the best lover she ever had. I'll bet a few of her "close, personal friends" would be better described as "intimate". But, I digress.

		Traci was my girl. Traci is the love of my life. Traci, thinks it's fun to be with another girl. I parted my robe and let it slide from my shoulders to the ground. Sliding in between the sheets, Traci is waiting anxiously. I was ready. My toys were at hand. It was time to begin.

		The scent of my perfume clouded my mind as I teased the downy hairs on her belly with my fingernails. Light strokes. Barely noticeable. Highly erotic. The bedspread covered our naked bodies to above our shoulders. It was warm and wonderful, though I knew we wouldn't need it for the entire night. Traci's fingers roamed where my body needed. Belly. The edge of my bra's cups. Teasing my nipples. Up my throat to my mouth.

		Traci, then lay back taking in the sight of my body over hers. Her hands were clasped behind my neck and stroked up and down to encourage me. My mouth clasped to one of her nipples.

		"Ohhhh." My fingers caresses and massaged the other breast.

		Pinching her other nipple made her buck and scream.

		"Wow!" Pulling her luscious breasts together, I pulled both nipples into my mouth simultaneously. Her legs wrapped around my waist and pulled me closer.

		My fingers traveled the length of her torso to between her parted legs. Lightly, they brushed the tuft of hair surrounding her sex. Already, it was matted with the moisture of excitement. As my fingers got closer, I could feel their heat before they made contact with her sex.

		"Ohhhhhhhhh...." I'd done this to her thousands of times, but it never got old.

		Feeling my fingers on her excited pussy always lead to more. More fingers. More wetness. More moans and screams. Naked in my bed, We were never the demure, young ladies everyone saw. I was a sexual animal willing to take on whoever entered my fantasies. Traci was no less the sexual predator than me.

		"Oh, Courtney, God, yes. Please. Suck my tits. Suck them."

		Traci held my head tight to her breasts and trapped me with her legs. I wasn't complaining. However, I never anticipated that this little fragile girl would react so forcefully to my ministrations.

		Breaking my soul kiss with her nipples, I reached up to kiss her on the mouth. Soft. Wet. I opened my mouth and her tongue came to me looking for attention. Our breasts met between our hot, excited bodies. Her nipples were warm and wet with my saliva. Their hardness felt wonderful against my own erect nipples.

		Soon, I kissed my way down her neck, past her tits, down her belly and between her waiting legs. Her hot, open pussy waited for me. I looked up at her. Her eyes said everything I needed to hear.

		"Please."

		One finger slid from just below her clit to the bottom of her lips. Back up to her clit. Around and down.

		"Mmmmmmm." Her sex was warming up like a choir.

		Soon, it would open up and sing a wonderful song. Slowly, I inserted one finger. Oh, the feeling of something inside of her always makes her toes curl. Something warm and wonderful that you know is meant only to bring you pleasure. Finger. Dildo. Cock. Tongue. At that moment, She's not real picky... as long as she benefits.

		The musk of her sex was more enticing than the perfume I wore. It permeated my mind and induced even more passion. Her pussy opened up like the blooming flower it is. Open. Wide. Inviting. My tongue slid between her parted lips effortlessly.

		"Oooooohhhhhhhhhh!" Her moan grew the farther I pushed.

		The farther my tongue penetrated her, the louder she got. The louder she got, the tighter her pussy felt. The tighter her pussy, the more she thrashed on the bed. My hands slid up her flat belly to her pert, luscious breasts. The fingers wrapped around them and caressed her nipples. Dark. Hard.

		Just touching them caused Traci to shout louder. I put my fingers to her lips and she sucked them in hungrily as though they were their own sexual organs. After a moment, I pulled them from her lips and traced around her nipples again, leaving a trail of her saliva to lubricate the trail and make her even more sensitive.

		With one hand stroking my pussy, my other hand massaged her breasts. If anyone had walked in on us, they have seen Ashely spread eagled under me with my hand deep between my legs and my other hand between her rock hard nipples.

		With fingers pulsing in my wet, hungry sex, I brought each of her nipples to my mouth. Traci's not one of those girls with gigantic breasts, but since she was eighteen, they've been big enough for me to do this.

		Extending my tongue, the smooth underside bathes the rough, textured areola and I quickly flick the hard tissue of her nipple. I then give them a quick kiss. This helps you appreciate having a partner in bed to do it for you.

		"Cum for me, Traci. Cum for me, baby."

		She moaned and thrashed and rode my tongue for the longest time. It wasn't that I was doing anything wrong. She just enjoyed it that much that she didn't want to cum.

		"It would be over then."

		Finally, she raised her butt in the air and shook it in front of me. She wanted me to play with her ass. Grabbing two pillows, I placed them under her butt to raise it. She pulled her legs back and I placed one hand on her pussy to keep stroking her clit. Just like I'd done with her sex, I extended my tongue between her cheeks to circle her anus.

		"Fuck, yeah. Fuck me, Courtney. I love it."

		Usually, I don't play with a girl's ass, but this made her so excited that I had to go further. I just closed my eyes. Slowly, I pushed. Actually, I thought I'd go in just a little bit and pull out. Nope. Before I knew it, her cheeks were tight against my face.

		My tongue danced inside her ass as I ate her. She thrashed and gyrated like I was electrocuting her. My fingers danced on her clit too. Up, down. Up, down. Up, down. Side to side. Up, down.

		"Oh, god, Courtney. Eat me. Fuck, yeah. Eat me."

		The dirtier she talked, the more I wanted her. The more I wanted her, the harder I worked. I knew she'd cum for me. I had no doubt. I wanted to feel her anus contract around my tongue. I wanted to feel her pussy twitch against the fingers I slipped inside when they weren't on her clit. I was going to make her to orgasm if it meant me physically sucking it from her. With that, she exploded.

		It took a moment for me to catch my breath. It wasn't as enormous as I imagined Traci's, but when she has the tiny orgasmic explosions, I know more are on their way. I threw back the covers to reveal our naked bodies.

		"Too hot." Sweat had broken out.

		So, we lounged in all our glory. Wet. Partly satisfied. I needed more. I got up on my knees and gathered my pillows at the head of the bed. Traci raised to her knees, and I lowered my head to the bed of pillows and kept my ass in the air. The tips of fingers lightly caressed the soft folds of my pussy. I was so excited from giving Traci her last orgasm, I was ready for everything and soon.

		She had me on all fours as though she were going to "do me doggie style" then had me lower my head to the pillows on the bed. She scooted between my legs and lowered my pussy to her hungry mouth.

		"Oh, fuck, Traci!"

		Her hot tongue shot fire between my lips and directly to my chest. Even if it turned out that she couldn't eat a girl out, just feeling her tongue was worth it. Like bath water that's too hot, I jumped, but forced myself into it. Oh, fuck. It was wonderful. Her arms wrapped behind my ass and her hands palmed my cheeks.

		I was feeling open and vulnerable. Up, down. Up, down. I was involuntarily moving back on her tongue. God, this felt so good. I wanted her to take more. I wanted her to taste all of me. Concentrating on my clit, for a moment, Traci slid two and then three fingers inside my wet, open pussy.

		I offered no resistance. She'd already sucked that out of me. Just as I started getting used to her finger fucking me, she pulled them out and replaced them with her blessed tongue. The fingers slid between my cheeks and teased my ass. She played. She circled. She even pushed a little bit.

		I never thought I'd think it, but I wanted her to do it. I wanted her deeper inside of me even if it meant her taking my ass. But I couldn't ask for it. She needed to take it.

		My dildo was lying on the night stand. Traci, reached for it, and moved it slowly as it slid between my lips. Inch by inch I took it in. It reminded me of one guy I dated who wasn't that big but always felt like he reached through my entire body when he was inside of me. Not touching bottom, but touching all the right places.

		I was turned on from my pussy to my throat. Every nerve was on edge. Every inch was on fire. I was a vessel of sex, and I wanted to serve. My head lay against the pillow, but I could feel everything else. My hair had fallen to above my head. My neck was exposed and adorned with only my string of pearls. Each of those strained deliciously against my neck as I thrust my toy inside of me. The cool air bathed my body. The arching back. The wanting thighs. I could feel it all.

		"Cum for me, Courtney." Traci had gotten behind me and taken my dildo and slid it deep inside my hungry pussy. Her torso melted with mine and as lay against me. She was "doing me doggy style"... well, as much as two girls can without a strap-on.

		Her hot breasts burned against my back. Her other hand, the one not holding the cock as she thrust inside of me, caressed my back and my arms. She even reached down to caress my clit. I was an animal.

		"Fuck me, Traci. Fuck me so bad. I want you. Fuck. Oh, oh, oh..."

		Her hand came up and she intertwined the fingers with mine. We held hands as we fucked.

		That's when she said, "Cum for me Courtney. Cum for me.

		Being skewered in the ass, though is sounds uncomfortable is actually quite arousing, and I didn't care. I wanted to cum for her. I wanted to scream. I wanted to make a fist while she held my hand and make her feel what I felt. If I was going to cum for her, I wanted her to feel all of it.

		"Unless you cum for me, I can't come back. I can't fuck you again, Courtney. Don't you want that?" I could only nod my head.

		"I'll fuck you so good, next time. I'll get a strap-on and fuck you like my boyfriend's always fuck me. So, good. I'd fuck you like my girlfriends fuck me, but since you're my girlfriend, you'll have to wait. And I'll take your ass too, you dirty little girl. I could tell you wanted me to today, but you have to ask for that. You have to ask to be fucked in the ass. That way, I'll know you want it and will enjoy it."

		Head swirling. Hearing most of it, comprehending only some.

		"Ask", "Fucked in the ass", "Strap-on", "Girlfriend".

		"Cum for me, Courtney. Cum for me. Cum for Traci. Make me like you. I am a lesbian. Show me you want me to fuck you again. Cum for me. Cum for me, sweetie. Cum for me."

		Bright lights. Colors. Sounds. Heat. Warmth. All of it washed over my body as it paid tribute to Traci and her sexuality. I lost the ability to talk, think, move and even fuck for a blessed ten minutes.

		Like a baby, all I could do was lay in the arms of the only one who cared for me at that moment. She caressed me and stroked my hair from my face.

		"I love you, Courtney.

		"I love you, Traci."

		Slowly, I regained my mind. Hard, violent orgasms take a while to recover from. All you can do is lay there and eventually realize that, no, you did not just die and go to heaven. Right after that realization, you recall why you like sex so much. The rush. The high. The satisfaction. The aroma of female sex. I slowly withdrew the dildo and put it to the side.

		"I'll clean it in a minute."

		Traci nodded in agreement.

		We just pulled the covers up and lay there like two spoons in a drawer feeling the afterglow of sex. Naked and vulnerable. Open and willing. It was just us. Well, just us and Grandma's pearls wrapped lovingly around my neck.
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