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Chapter One

Desire and
Desirability

Twenty-year-old Debbie Fox awoke at 3:15
a.m. The beautiful, naked girl purred contentedly, stirred slowly,
then cuddled against the equally naked, and lightly snoring
37-year-old Jane Grissom. What a sight Ms. Grissom was to the randy
little Debbie!

The woman was a personal trainer and the
owner of the town's ritziest gym. She was very attractive and VERY
built. Not in a muscle-bound way. More in a tri-athlete way. Ms.
Grissom was every lesbian's dream woman. And she was Debbie's
reality. At least for the past 18 hours or so.

And what a fun-filled 18 hours it had been!
Debbie's sore-but-happy sex was direct evidence of that fun. As was
the dried girl goo all around its smooth pussy. And the dried
juices on Debbie's face and nipples. Not to mention Debbie's juices
that seemed to be all over Debbie, Ms. Grissom, and the
bedsheets.

Ms. Grissom was sure an enthusiastic
girl-fucker. Especially for someone who, until 18 hours earlier,
had imagined herself to be totally, fiercely heterosexual. Debbie
giggled when she thought that this gorgeous woman, who had won six
Ironwoman competitions, had practically passed out from exhaustion
at 10:00. After less than only like seven hours of hot, intense sex
with Debbie.

Debbie had been a little disappointed at
that. At 10:00, she was still a bit randy but recognized "bed
death" when she saw it. So the girl just cuddled up with her new
girlfriend, laid her cheek into a big woman's-juices puddle on Ms.
Grissom's tummy, took the woman's sleeping pussy into her mouth and
joined Ms. Grissom in slumber. Until 3:15.

Perhaps Ms. Grissom was having a dream about
Debbie. Or maybe it was an early morning-pee situation. But the
woman's girlie thing was alive and wet, yet again. Debbie's soft
fingers skinned back the thick hood and the young beauty gave the
clitoris a nice, sucky kiss.

Yum! Ms. Grissom stirred.

But didn't awaken.

"Need sleep," the majority of the woman's
body insisted.

But there was one body part that disagreed.
Or three parts. Debbie got a similar reaction from Ms. Grissom when
she licked each of the woman's thick, dark pink labia. They
throbbed nicely when Debbie licked them. Telling the girl that
there was lots of thick, tasty juices in there again.

Debbie licked her lips thinking about
consuming that sweet tasting stuff with her mouth and sex. Debbie
giggled as she thought about what Ms. Grissom was going through
that wonderful night. So many mature women had those silly issues
about fucking any girl, but especially someone as young as
Debbie.

Thank goodness they got over that, mostly,
the first time they dripped their juices onto or into each other’s
mouth. But Debbie's women always seemed to have stamina issues.

Debbie's stamina was monstrous.

She thought that a woman in such good shape
as Ms. Grissom would be able to match Debbie orgasm for orgasm.

She couldn't.

Though she did way better than the average,
which was 3.1 hours before the average woman's cellular structure
disintegrated. Debbie was good to all her women. And they were good
to her. Debbie was eager to be good to Ms. Grissom and have more
good things happen to Debbie.

Right away.

Ms. Grissom awoke the way we all want to
awake. In the midst of the enthusiastic attentions of an excellent
cunnilinguist. Debbie could eat a cunt with the world's best.
Goodness knows she had had plenty of experience. For a moment, Ms.
Grissom thought she was awakening next to Brittany, her most recent
girlfriend. Though Brittany thought that eating pussy was icky. And
gave up her pussy only twice a week. Never her tight rosebud.

Whenever Ms. Grissom had proposed a visit to
the "nether regions," Brittany had said, "Ewwwww! Icky! Gross!
You're a perv!"

Debbie didn't accuse Ms. Grissom of being a
perv. In fact, she had eagerly taken Ms. Grissom's anxious pink
tongue into her impossibly tight bottom. And squeezed and milked
the woman's delighted muscle better than any cunt muscles ever
could. The momentous events of the past few hours flashed through
Ms. Grissom's brain.

She had committed various crimes against
nature and assorted sins. And she was eager to do more. Lots more.
Ms. Grissom was proud of her restored libido. And ready to use it.
If Debbie kept licking like that, Ms. Grissom thought, the girl
would get an early, hot shower

Debbie knew that too. So she stopped licking
and lapping. Gave the woman’s oozing pee slit a flick of her
tongue. Then got onto her back, lifted her knees, and handed Ms.
Grissom the bottle of strawberry lubricant that she had brought
with her for their "first date." Ms. Grissom knew that she had
struck gold. Make that platinum.

How had she gotten so lucky? At 3 p.m. the
previous afternoon, Debbie had strolled into Ms. Grissom's gym,
looked at the object of her desire with her big, brown, liquid eyes
and said, "Could you help me, Ma’am? I'm looking for someone to
personally train me. I need to be `stretched.'"

Ms. Grissom took a good look at the nubile
seductress, considered her reputation, her fragile heterosexuality,
and the terms of her employment, then considered ignoring them all.
The girl was a walking dream. Long, shapely legs. The cutest feet
and toes. A face prettier than any woman Ms. Grissom had ever
known. And the sweetest "butt" in her ultra-short gym shorts.

At that moment, Ms. Grissom felt that her
previous life, which had frequently been punctuated by cock, had
been one of almost-total sensory deprivation. The girl was an
engraved invitation to commit all kinds of debauched activities
.

If she could just kiss this girl once, she
could die happy. But how to go about it? Ms. Grissom gulped and
asked Debbie, "I think I know what you want. Can we discuss it in
my office?"

Debbie gave Ms. Grissom that sweet smile
that had melted women's pussies over the past year, then said, "Oh,
yes, Ma’am. Let's go to your office."

In the private office, Ms. Grissom turned
her back on Debbie to lock the door. When she turned around, Debbie
had kicked off her shoes, pulled her gym shorts off and was pulling
her t-shirt over her head. The girl was naked!! And a long way from
playing "hard-to-get."

Debbie gave Ms. Grissom a shy smile as she
cutely bit the knuckle of her right index finger. The
twenty-year-old's pussy was out there shaved and proud. Her
attendant treasures dangled saucily from her delicate "pink
purse."

A sight that would raise the dead of
previous millennia. Casting her inconvenient heterosexuality far
away, Ms. Grissom pulled down her yoga pants, tore off her shirt
and bra and sat in the room's only padded chair. She held her arms
open to the girl, who showed just enough hesitance to avoid the
appearance of a total tramp.

Then Debbie wiggled over to her new, naked
friend and sat on her lap facing her. The woman consumed the girl
with desperate kisses. Tonguey kisses that drew exciting gasps,
pants, and whimpers from Debbie. As they kissed frantically, Debbie
slid her soft hand onto Ms. Grissom's, hot, throbbing cunt. Which
engendered Ms. Grissom's own frantic gasps.

Ms. Grissom had never been so sexually
aroused in her life. Unfortunately, she also hadn't been as
clueless about lovemaking since she and Betty Sue Savage groped
each other in a closet at an office party at her first job. What
did Debbie expect from her? Should she eat the girl's cunt?

That seemed like a very good idea! Though
she was concerned that the girl would see that as submission when
she wanted Ms. Grissom to dominate her. Should she just let the
girl lick her cunt? That sounded like an outstanding idea! But was
the girl willing?

And what about the whole pussy vs. butthole
thing? Should she tongue the girl's asshole? That was what Ms.
Grissom wanted to do more than take her next breath. But the girl
was so naïve. What if she shocked the girl? And how could she ever
get in there if the girl was offended? Debbie knew exactly what the
woman was thinking. And that she would have to guide the woman
through Introduction to analingus and cunnilingus, instructed by
Associate Professor Deborah Fox.

Step one, introduce the girl's vagina to the
woman. Releasing her grip on the woman's cunt, but without breaking
their deep-tongue kiss, Debbie stood up and moved in closer to Ms.
Grissom. Positioned herself so that her cunt was rubbing against
Ms. Grissom's warm stomach.

Oh. Ms. Grissom liked that.

The woman reached for Debbie's cunt and
explored it with her fingers. Debbie grunted and whimpered
appropriately as they kissed. Then Debbie broke the kiss and, in a
breathy voice, made a bold suggestion. "I need to cum so badly.
Please take me with your mouth."

That settled that. Ms. Grissom didn't
hesitate. She was ready for anything. And open to any good
suggestion. Eating Debbie's cunt was a GREAT suggestion! Debbie
squeaked happily when Ms. Grissom leaned forward and pulled the
girl's cunt to her womanly mouth.

Ms. Grissom had never licked a cunt before.
She wasn't skilled. Just randy. And hungry. Which was good enough.
Debbie wasn't kidding about needing "to cum so badly."

The woman's licks and sucks had the girl
whimpering with orgasmic expectation. When the girl climaxed into
the woman's hot mouth, it was a joyous moment for them both. Ms.
Grissom was delighted that she had made the beautiful angel cum.
Debbie was delighted to have orgasmed. And to have convinced yet
another woman that the path to bliss may not be the one she had
been told it was.

Ms. Grissom swallowed as much of Debbie’s
juices as she could. A firm repudiation of her former
heterosexuality. Other such repudiations awaited. Beginning with
the pretty girl's grateful, loving, open-mouth kisses. Was the girl
digging her tongue into the woman's mouth to lick up vestiges of
her own juices?

It appeared so.




Chapter Two

Debbie's gratitude
quickly evolved beyond mere kisses. The girl slid to her knees and
attacked the woman's cunt with the hottest, wettest mouth action
Ms. Grissom had ever encountered. Vaguely, Ms. Grissom considered
the implications of the screams Debbie had issued when she orgasmed
into the woman's mouth.

Were her customers, the usual gym rats,
standing outside her office door, listening as Ms. Grissom and
Debbie "rubbed it up?"

Perhaps calling the police?

Then she brushed such idle concerns aside as
she concentrated on the intense pleasure of a delicious young
girl's mouth working sexual magic on her throbbing cunt. First
things first.

Debbie scraped her tongue along the "pee
slit" on the underside of Ms. Grissom's clitoris. Licking it just
the way it's supposed to be licked. The way no man understands.

Ms. Grissom groaned with guilty pleasure.
The girl was on her knees, for goodness sakes. A position no man
had ever assumed to eat Ms. Grissom's pussy. But the position that
makes the receiver of oral sex feel most like a woman. It was
perfect. Beyond perfect.

The girl was making full eye contact
throughout her delightful task. Begging the woman for love and
approval. At least that was how Ms. Grissom read Debbie's eyes.
Debbie knew she was doing everything a woman wanted but almost
never got from a man. That was why being a "popular" lesbian was so
easy. Even when one wasn't as gorgeous as Debbie.

Ms. Grissom felt the early twinges and she
didn't try to hold them back. Debbie felt her have her early spasms
and responded by reaching around and rubbing the pad of her right
middle finger along the ring of Ms. Grissom's anus as she continued
to lick and lap her nubbin. Ms. Grissom cried out in a
half-womanly, yelp. That was totally unexpected.

And fantastically exciting.

When Ms. Grissom moved into the
intermediate, pre-orgasmic-twinges stage, Debbie slid the finger
into Ms. Grissom's anal ring, but only to the depth of the first
knuckle. Ms. Grissom departed her home planet at that point and
proceeded to full, point-of-no-return spasms -- the kind that tell
you the best thing in the world will happen in nanoseconds.

Debbie slid her entire finger into the
woman's asshole, with her other hand she found her g-spot and
rubbed it mercilessly throughout an orgasm so intense that Ms.
Grissom thought her ears would blow off. Wave after wave of the
woman's juices shot onto Debbie's lips, nose, and chin. The girl
gagged slightly, then swallowed cleanly.

In a way that made Ms. Grissom think she was
cumming into a representative of a superior race of beings. In a
way, Ms. Grissom was right. The pretty young lesbian was a superior
being to the nagging, manipulating, macho men.

She just had to eat the young angel front to
back.

***

"Mmmm," slurped Ms. Grissom. "Tastes kind of
salty!" She briefly moved down to Debbie's pussy, burying her
tongue in between Debbie's wet, inviting labia. Ms. Grissom's
tongue-tip massaged the entry to her lover's vagina, savoring the
sweet nectar that was continuously oozing out of it. She finally
redirected her attention back to Debbie's ass.

This feels so incredible, thought Debbie,
thoroughly surprised at her own arousal. She really liked it!

Debbie continued watching in delight as Ms.
Grissom buried her face in between Debbie's butt cheeks. Debbie's
puckered asshole was starting to open up to Ms. Grissom's tongue.
She started to simultaneously massage Debbie's exposed clit with
her finger.

"Ahhh, don't stop," groaned Debbie, feeling
the onset of her second orgasm. "It feels so good..."

"I'm glad you like it, sweetie," murmured
Ms. Grissom. Debbie's asshole started twitching slightly as Ms.
Grissom swirled her tongue around it. Finally, it opened up just
enough for Ms. Grissom to insert the tip of her tongue past
Debbie's sphincter, and into her rectum. She was able to get her
tongue in halfway in before Debbie's butthole contracted around
it.

Debbie moaned even louder as she felt the
saliva from Ms. Grissom's tongue dribble into her sensitive rectum.
Ms. Grissom spread Debbie's butt cheeks apart wider with her hands,
causing her quivering butthole to expand a little more. This
allowed Ms. Grissom to dig her tongue in even deeper. She began
tongue-fucking Debbie's anus, thrusting her tongue in and out
rapidly.

Finally, Debbie couldn't take it any longer.
She squeezed her kegel muscles tightly, her asshole momentarily
inhaling Ms. Grissom's tongue almost fully inside. Her rectum
started to convulse and push Ms. Grissom's tongue back out. The
ensuing orgasm sent waves of pleasure throughout Debbie's body, and
she braced as a gush of sticky secretions streamed out from her
pussy.

"Oh, my, GOD!" screamed Debbie. The
stimulation of the sensitive nerve endings in her anus delivered
waves of arousal that resulted in an intense orgasm unlike anything
Debbie had ever experienced before.

Ms. Grissom lifted her face off of Debbie's
ass. She caressed Debbie's back while observing her lover's dark,
throbbing butthole. Debbie suddenly got to her knees, expelling a
small dribble of Ms. Grissom's saliva from her rectum. Both girls
giggled when they saw it.

Debbie immediately turned around and locked
lips with Ms. Grissom. The two kissed even more intensely this
time, and it was very clear that Debbie was now totally into
it.

***

One Year Earlier

Debbie was a fast
learner, but she wasn't always the accomplished pussy pleaser
who made Ms. Grissom and MANY other women experience a higher plane
of existence. But that wasn't the worst of it. Debbie was a virgin
and naive but she wasn't blind. She saw that a few of the girls in
her class, especially the pretty ones, seemed to be evolving
differently than most of the girls. They seemed more...Debbie
didn't know. Maybe it was that they were more self-confident.

The pretty girls seemed to draw more
attention from older women than the other girls drew from the other
young girls, whom Debbie thought were all stuck-up. All very
confusing until she graduated from high school. It was during the
summer before she started college that she thought she would ask an
older woman about sex and pretty girls versus regular girls.

She couldn’t ask her mom so she came up with
an excellent alternative. The only real, mother-aged female who was
Debbie's friend was her neighbor, Ms. Katz. Debbie had known Ms.
Katz all her life, but the girl couldn't just walk up to the woman
and say, "Ms. Katz, my vagina gets wet and my clitoris aches when I
see a pretty girl. But I couldn't help but notice that some girls
my age seem to be attracted to older women and vice versa. I'm not
really sure what that means or what I want. What do you think?"

Could she?

While in bed that night, debating about
asking her beautiful neighbor about those intimate thoughts, it
wasn’t long and Debbie began to masturbate and fantasize about Ms.
Katz. She yearned for her. She yearned to hold her naked, next to
her in bed. Oh what she wouldn't have given to be able to satisfy
her lusts for her.

Summer was the worst time. When the weather
was hot and she would wear shorter skirts and show off her smooth,
sexy, bare legs and wear thin, white, blouses through which Debbie
could see her white bra if she looked carefully enough. Often, her
breasts squeezed together in an increasingly revealing cleavage
which made Debbie want to stroke them so much. She was beautiful
and Debbie had to satisfy her randy frustrations somehow.

Debbie’s masturbation games became
increasingly focused on Ms. Katz and increasingly daring. Just
secretly pleasuring herself, furtively, with her fingers, late at
night, beneath the sheets and dreaming of her was not enough.
Nowhere near enough.

One night Debbie hugged a pillow to herself,
pressing her breasts against it and pretending it was Ms. Katz. She
kissed and cuddled it while she pretended it was her and Debbie
played with herself. It felt good. And, after that, it became a
habit every night more or less. But after a little while she went a
bit further.

Up till then she'd always kept her nightie
on so that if, for any reason, my someone came into her room late,
she could easily stop playing with herself and she would be none
the wiser. But now she started to slip her nightie off and had
naked cuddles with her pillow.

Sometimes she would get so turned on by her
fantasy that she would quietly moan Ms. Katz's name when she came.
God! She so wanted to be naked with that woman and wrap her legs
around her!

One night Debbie was adopting her usual
position with her fantasy older woman when she had an idea. She
slept with two pillows, so maybe it might feel nice to use her
second pillow as the "lower half" of Ms. Katz so that she could
pretend she was having a proper naked cuddle with her.

Debbie slipped it down below the sheets and
nestled it between her legs as she cuddled and kissed the other
pillow. This was as close to really being with Ms. Katz as she
could get it. As she cuddled it she began to rub herself against
the pillow, feeling its soft warmness, grinding against her vulva.
She began to gently hump the pillow as she got more and more turned
on.

She imagined her soft breasts pressed firmly
against Debbie’s and how it might feel if Debbie could really hump
her soft sexy thigh, pressing herself against her naked body and
rubbing herself up against her. It felt so good.

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

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

She imagined Ms. Katz and her in bed
together naked, Ms. Katz could rub the top of her right thigh
against her pussy and Debbie could rub hers against Ms. Katz's. It
would feel soft and warm and they'd make each other's legs a little
wet as they got more and more excited together. They'd kiss with
tongues and moan each other's names as they humped each other -
faster and faster!

"Oh Ms. Katz!" ...




Chapter Three

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

Debbie felt really dirty because at the back
of her mind she knew exactly what she was doing and what other
people would think if they caught her doing it. She was a naïve,
naked, lesbian having a frenzied hump of her pillows, pretending
they were another woman she lusted after. But while she was
disgusted with herself, she was also strangely turned on by it.

What if someone overheard all her moaning
and the bed springs squeaking and came in and caught her in the
middle of her sordid pillow-fucking session? What if they caught
her vigorously rubbing that pillow against her hot crotch. And
heard her calling out Ms. Katz’s name while she was doing it too?
What would they think of her?

"Oh Ms. Katz!" Debbie moaned, louder
now.

The thought of being caught filled her at
once with horror her was also wickedly thrilling at the same time!
It was repelling her and turning her on at the same time! Debbie
rubbed and humped and jiggled frantically against the pillow, keen
to get the maximum possible pleasure from its soft warmness. She
had gone so far with this that she could not possibly stop.

Debbie threw her head back, gasped Ms.
Katz's name out with a loud sigh of pure pleasure and felt her body
shiver from head to toe with a magnificent orgasm! mmmm....so
good!

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

Debbie awoke with a start, realizing the
compromising nature of her situation. Fortunately, it was still
dark - no one had caught her. Phew! Quickly she extricated the
pillow from her crotch and began to re-arranged both pillows in
their proper position. It was then she noticed her pillow was a
little damp and smelled a little of her juices.

Despite the fact that she was worried about
whether it would dry out before morning and whether it might smell
too strongly and give the game away, she was really turned on by
it.

Debbie buried her face in the damp patch and
sniffed in her scent - it was so hot! She started to play with
herself as she rubbed her face in it, imagining it was Ms. Katz's
juices. It was so, so hot that she came again fairly quickly!

No sooner had she cum than Debbie got
frightened about being caught again and hastily put on her nightie
before curling up to go back to sleep. Her heart was racing with
the thrill of what she had done - and she had gotten away with it!
But she needed more.

***

That morning Debbie knew she had to talk to
Ms. Katz or she would just explode or something. So she stopped by
Ms. Katz's house that day after lunch and knocked on her door. As
always, Ms. Katz was delighted to see Debbie. Unknown to Debbie,
the girl was a sexual wonder of the world in Ms. Katz’s eyes.

Sweet.

Gorgeous.

Perfectly proportioned.

And frighteningly innocent. Had the woman
been unscrupulous, she would have fucked that perfect ass when
Debbie was younger. But she wanted Debbie to want her. To come to
her. And there she was. Not reporting for a fucking. But that would
occur soon enough.

"Hi, Ms. Katz," Debbie said. "Could I come
in?"

The spider opened the door to the pretty
fly. Debbie took an offered seat and said, "I'm sorry to bother
you, Ms. Katz, but things are happening all around me that I don't
understand. And I can’t ask mom, so..."

Debbie's pretty eyes filled with tears at
that. The woman's heart filled with love and tenderness. Debbie
went on. "I have new feelings, Ms. Katz. Strong feelings. About
girls. And others. I see girls my age who have those kinds of
feelings and they `react' in different ways. I don't know what to
do."

Perfect, Ms. Katz thought. "You're a good
girl, Debbie. Being your friend is one of the delights of my life.
Many girls, especially girls almost as beautiful as you, wonder
whether their destiny is to be `with' girls or with `others.' Boys
are cute and if we women weren't `with' them now and then, the
human race would die out. But boys make it so difficult for us,
don't they?"

Debbie nodded enthusiastically. Ms. Katz was
wise. The woman went on.

"Being `with' a girl may be fun, but few
mature women want to be with a girl your age. They just don't
consider all the hormonal things that are going on with you. The
intense needs that those hormonal things created. Which is very
stingy and selfish."

So true, Debbie thought.

"So, Debbie, there is an alternative way for
girls who aren’t into boys. A very good alternative. Instead of
trying to settle your persistent desires with another naïve girl,
who will just scoff and brush you off, you could be with someone
who would love you, adore you, and satisfy all of your needs, no
matter how naughty they may be."

Did Ms. Katz mean women? Wasn't it perverted
to be "with" an older woman. Even to satisfy those naughty needs
Debbie thought about...a lot? Ms. Katz watched Debbie process what
she had just heard. And didn't press to fuck her right there on her
living room floor. Though she probably could have.

Instead, she said, "I know you'll make the
right decision, Sweetheart. But maybe this would help."

Ms. Katz reached into her pocket and
extracted a business card. She handed it to Debbie, who took it and
read it. Which didn't take long. All the card said was, "The Mature
Woman," and a website. The Mature Woman????

Women?

With Debbie?

Women like Ms. Katz? Wasn't that disgusting?
Debbie went home lost in thought. Was Ms. Katz trying to seduce
Debbie? Did women do that to girls? Probably not. The web site was
probably real innocent. About the sorority of women. Sticking
together. Helping each other. Stuff like that. Which would
disappoint Debbie a little. Maybe "being with" an attractive older
woman wouldn't be bad. A woman like Ms. Katz, maybe.

Maybe it wasn't perverted! Debbie's mother
wasn't home when she fired up her computer and went to the "The
Mature Woman" site. Debbie gasped. The front page picture showed a
pretty, twenty-year-old girl and a fulsome, attractive,
30-something woman.

Their foreheads were pressed together and
they were looking at each other all-lovey-dovey-moony. Had they
been kissing? Were they going to kiss? The thought of that made
poor, innocent Debbie's ears hot. And she felt herself get all wet
"down there."

Girls and women kissing! What a concept!
What a hot idea! The page's copy said, "Tired of waiting for those
stuck-up young girls to take the initiative? Try a mature
women."

And then a sub-paragraph that said, "Get
your own thong and take it off for your mature woman."

Debbie gasped again. Audibly that time.
Putting on a thong and peeling it down for a mature woman. A woman
like Ms. Katz! Or a few other women Debbie could think of. Letting
a woman see Debbie naked! Debbie groaned at that naughty, immoral,
sinful, scorcher of an idea!!

Debbie hit the next page icon and her eyes
grew wide at what she saw. The page was filled with pictures of
fully-clothed, attractive women and pretty girls kissing. Kissing!
In every known variety. Open-mouthed. Close-mouthed. Soft kisses.
Wild, passionate kisses.

Debbie's vagina stirred as she imagined the
reality of being kissed like that. By someone who wanted her as
much as she wanted life itself. Which, at that age, Debbie couldn't
get from being with a young girl. Her sex ached as she progressed
to the next web page.

Oh no!!

The girls and women were all naked. Most
were kissing as they were before, but several were stroking their
lovers' vaginas. Girls were actually naked and running their hands
along women's vaginas! Shaved vaginas and hairy vagina. And all
types in between. And naked women were doing the same to girls!

Debbie's neck and ears were on fire as she
advanced the page to see even more naughtier goings-on. Girls were
taking the tips of women's tongues into their sex! And the women,
who seemed to be enjoying it very much, were doing something very
odd... The gaping vaginas were dripping something white and viscous
into the each other's mouths! Did her pussy have that same
stuff?

Debbie looked a bit more closely and saw
that some of the women were dripping something similar as they
licked their girl’s sex. Debbie's brain and libido were dangerously
overloaded. What was going on in those pictures? Did women and
girls actually DO those things with each other?

And was it as enjoyable as it seemed to be?
Debbie heard a car pull into the garage, so she hastily closed the
computer. But there was no losing her throbbing. Or her curiosity
about what she had just seen. For the first time in her life, she
knew that there was a better way than the frustrating, unfulfilled
way that the world thought was "normal."

She knew that there were older women in the
world who would want Debbie desperately. Would do anything and
everything Debbie wanted and needed. Including, it seemed, Ms.
Katz!

Debbie and her Dad had a usual night.
Meatloaf. Mashed potatoes, TV and a visit from Fiona, her Dad's
latest Girlfriend. Would Fiona be there at breakfast the next
morning again? And was the way Fiona had been looking at Debbie a
match for the way Ms. Katz had been looking at the girl?

So many questions.

Debbie awoke at 6:00 a.m. to the sounds of
Dad and Fiona grunting, panting, and squeaking. The next day, after
college, Debbie sought out her destiny.

Her "destiny" had already showered and
shaved her legs and bought a nice bottle of Chardonnay.




Chapter Four

Ms. Katz answered
the door when Debbie knocked. Few words were exchanged. Debbie was
flushed and trembling in anticipation of "exchanging favors" with a
woman. Ms. Katz was wearing only a shortie, terrycloth bathrobe
that was showing the impressions of her nipple’s obvious delight at
seeing Debbie.

It was clear to Ms. Katz that Debbie had
reviewed the "The Mature Woman" site, had considered her options,
and was reporting sex. Ms. Katz shuddered with lust at the prospect
of being Debbie's "first."

The woman held the door wide open and the
girl walked in. The woman closed the door, then offered her hand to
the girl, who took it with her own. Ms. Katz led the young beauty
straight into the master bedroom. Debbie hesitated a moment when
she passed the bedroom's threshold.

Did she really want to surrender to the
disgusting, moist, carnal desires of a rampant, sexually-enraged
older woman? Oh yes!!

Ms. Katz sat on the side of her bed and
opened her arms to Debbie. The girl stepped between the woman's
arms and submitted to a loving, tongueless kiss. That evolved into
greater passion as the girl felt the woman's gentle hands on her
clothed bottom and back.

Ms. Katz slid her tongue into Debbie's mouth
as she slipped her right hand into the back of Debbie's shorts.
Feeling the bare, burning flesh of the girl's firm round buttocks.
Debbie gasped. Then whimpered as the woman licked the inside of the
girl's mouth. This was nothing like humping her bed pillow
Debbie thought.

The girl was overwhelmed with a lust she
barely understood. Burning into her. Making her willing to do
things she had never imagined. Like those girls on the web site had
done. Kissing Ms. Katz! Letting Ms. Katz lick her cunt! Even
kissing Ms. Katz's cunt!! Taking its fat lips into her mouth!!!

She could do it. All of it. And she would.
She was prepared. And willing. Though, let's remember that Debbie
hadn't read the entire The Mature Woman web site. So she was
totally unprepared for what happened.

The woman pulled the girl's pants down.
Debbie blushed. Her cunt was throbbing and pulsing as she endured
the "shame" of sexual nakedness. A nakedness that was completed
when her lover took off Debbie's blouse and Sketchers. She was so
totally vulnerable. The woman could completely dominate her. Treat
her like her sex toy. It was scary. Exciting scary. But she could
do those "things" she had seen women do with girls.

Should she get on her knees and kiss Ms.
Katz's cunt? She would have done so. Had she moved more quickly.
Before the woman did that very naughty thing. Then those even
naughtier things. Lots of them. Debbie expected the woman's first
action. She dropped her robe and EXPOSED herself completely to
Debbie! Laid back on the bed, pulling Debbie onto her at the same
time.

And there was a lot to expose!

The woman's breasts were massive! Her pussy
was shaved like she had seen on that ultra-naughty web site. Debbie
blushed as the woman drew her to her bare body and placed the
girl's soft, virginal hand on the ample breasts. Then moved
Debbie’s hands down to her warmth between her legs.

It felt angry. Reflecting the dark physical
wants that the older woman was determined to satisfy. She was going
to fuck this sweet angel into submission. And the dribbling sex
suggested that anger and hunger. A hunger Debbie could hardly
imagine. Ms. Katz gasped as Debbie rubbed the engorged nubbin of
Ms. Katz’s clitoris. The woman groaned and it was obvious to Debbie
that the woman liked that a lot.

Debbie felt good about her new-found ability
to excite someone sexually. Maybe they would just kiss and rub each
other's "things." Which would be a good first step in Debbie's
book. But Ms. Katz hadn't read that chapter. The woman lifted the
girl and then, firmly, and masterfully, bent Debbie over the bed.
Feet on the floor. Face down. Bottom up and cheeks spread.

Oh dear! Before Debbie could react, the
woman was on her knees behind the girl. And then... it wasn’t a
dream... The woman's tongue was in the girl's anus. Digging.
Licking. All that stuff must have been on the next web page.

Debbie did what any lesbian surprised by a
tongue in her ass would do. She screamed. Not a "Call the police,
I'm being molested" scream. It was a "That's the dirtiest, sexiest
thing that ever happened to me and don't you dare stop" scream. Ms.
Katz recognized the difference. So she made Debbie scream some
more.

Eating out her sweet girl. Introducing her
to a delicious new world. Feasting on anal juices and Debbie's
squeals of horrified pleasure. Debbie felt a million things at
once. Guilt and shame, though in minimal portions. Wonder.
Excitement. Frantic arousal. And the anticipation of some
instinctive, never experienced, event was imminent.

Debbie had never squirted her girl
juices.

Wasn't entirely sure how it was done.

All was answered nine minutes and 30 seconds
into her first analingus. She felt warning signs for something new
and wonderful. Something every girl lives to do. She was going to
make "squirt girl goo.." She knew that much. What she didn't know
that "squirting" was accompanied by intense ecstasy.

Quite intense. And quite moist.

Debbie knew that she was losing liquid as
she squealed throughout her merciful release. Would Ms. Katz be
angry at Debbie for drenching her bed covers with that girl goo?
Not bloody likely. In fact, Ms. Katz was delighted at Debbie's
enthusiasm thus far. Time to test the limits of said
enthusiasm.

After she "prepared the battlefield" a bit
with her old friends, two fingers and a bottle of lube. Ms. Katz
kept Debbie's interest level high by finding the girl's g-spot with
her rude fingers, then tormenting the girl into another, heaving
orgasm.

"Rubbing the rough spot" mercilessly, though
quite skillfully. Taking Debbie to new, uncharted worlds. Debbie
had no idea that what the fingers in her vagina were doing was even
possible, let alone that there was a spot in there for the fingers
to rub. And drive a girl half-mad with pleasure.

Debbie predicted that she and Ms. Katz would
be very good friends. Though she revoked that notion when the woman
withdrew her fingers, rolled Debbie over and slammed the entirety
of her cunt onto the girl's throbbing wet pussy. Debbie screamed
again. And that time it wasn't a "That's the dirtiest, sexiest
thing that ever happened to me and don't you dare stop" scream. It
was a "Get me out of here, you crazy woman!" scream.

Ms. Katz knew the difference.

She also knew that within several minutes,
critical minutes in a girl's sexual development, Debbie would be
whimpering for more of Ms. Katz's erotic rubbing. Debbie squirmed
and squealed and tried to unseat her lover. But Ms. Katz knew all
about girl fucking. She calmed the girl down with soft endearments
and semi-sincere promises. She skillfully grapevined her legs to
keep the girl in place Then she slammed the rest of her sloppy twat
over her quivering preys sex.

Pain!!! For a while.

Then...

The pain was gone. And was replaced by a wet
warm feeling. Contentment, sort of. Then... "What are you going to
do now, Ms. Katz?" Debbie asked breathlessly.

And then the real sexual domination began --
she mounted Debbie, humping her missionary-style, so that she could
gaze down at her vanquished prey, savoring the look of shame and
submission in the younger woman's eyes as they grinded clit against
clit, pussy against pussy, until Debbie shook and moaned with a
forced climax.

Finally Ms. Katz answered Debbie’s question.
"I'm going to fuck you, my darling. I'm going to grind my cunt back
and forth over your beautiful pussy -- rubbing against your special
`girl's place' that my fingers rubbed for you. You're going to make
more of your girl's juices, maybe a lot, more than a drool, even
though you've already climaxed twice. But the orgasm will be far
more intense than the first two. You'll feel as if someone ripped
out your guts then sewed them up again. Is that OK with you?"

Debbie gasped at the thought of another,
bigger orgasm. And submitting to a full-fucking from a woman. The
way a girl would surrender to a woman. Only better. The decision
was truly a no-brainer since all cerebral activity had been
transferred to her "red nubbin."

"OK," the girl said apprehensively.

Ms. Katz smiled. Then proceeded with the
unavoidable five-star fucking that Debbie had needed all her life
but had only recently realized it.

Debbie realized there was no escape. Ms.
Katz began to swivel her upper torso side to side, so that their
breasts were smooshed together and her nipples brushed hard against
Debbie's. Each contact was like a small electric jolt. Debbie had
never known her nipples could be so sensitive. She clenched her jaw
and swayed her chest from side to side too, matching motions with
Ms. Katz, pitting her womanhood against hers.

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

Ms. Katz went in for the finish. Her eyes
met Debbie's for an instant, and then she avoided them, as if
embarrassed.

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

She was truly being fucked. Ms. Katz was
doing it, fucking her, even though she didn’t have a cock - it was
the same, in effect. Ms. Katz's pussy was... was assaulting hers.
Ms. Katz's juices were flowing down, into her own pussy - wasn't
that part of being fucked? And Ms. Katz held her right leg firmly
in place with one arm - Debbie had always had strong leg muscles,
but now she couldn't move her trapped leg even a bit - and arched
her back, grinning triumphantly down at Debbie.

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

Dimly, she was aware that Ms. Katz was
climaxing again - she recognized those soft moaning cries. But she
couldn't stop herself, especially when the milky fluids began to
flow and pool beneath her..




Chapter Five

The two women slept
for nearly an hour. Debbie woke first, and saw Ms. Katz on her
side, breathing quietly with a contented look on her face. Debbie
watched her sleeping lover, no sigh of the angry sexual
predator.

When Ms. Katz finally opened her eyes and
saw her angel staring adoringly at her, she raised up to her elbow
and smiled at Debbie. Gone were the ferocious dark eyes of the
dominatrix, she seemed to have been transformed, her urgent lustful
need quelled. She leaned down and kissed Debbie tenderly on the
lips, like a real lover.

Debbie settled back on the bed, parting her
legs invitingly, drawing Ms. Katz down to her. Ms. Katz lowered
herself down on top of Debbie, and Debbie wrapped her legs around
Ms. Katz and pulled her into a full body embrace. The feeling of
their shaved pussies intertwining excited them both.

Ms. Katz wanted to make love to Debbie just
as an old boyfriend had made love to her. However, lacking a male
member, she couldn't fuck Debbie as a man would. She thought about
it for a moment and decided that whatever else happened she would
do the best by Debbie that she could. She pressed her pubis into
Debbie's and began thrusting, grinding their pussies together. She
found that if she positioned herself just right then her vulva
touched Debbie's, sending sparks through her, and eliciting gasps
of pleasure from Debbie.

Slowly at first, then gaining tempo, Ms.
Katz thrusted into Debbie, who matched Ms. Katz's thrusts with her
own. The feeling of Ms. Katz on top of her, their bodies together,
drove all of the nervousness out of her and she gave herself
totally to loving Ms. Katz, the beautiful angel who had taken her
into her arms, driven the doubt away, and driven the guilt out of
her. She laced the fingers of her left hand into Ms. Katz's hair,
and with her right she caressed and squeezed Ms. Katz's ass in time
to her thrusts.

Ms. Katz did her best to drive the guilt not
only out of Debbie, but also out of herself. Throwing her fear not
only of the humiliation of being caught but also of any
consequences to the wind, she made love to Debbie with her whole
body, with everything she had, and with her heart as well. More and
more she thrusted, feeling Debbie's body under her own. There was
no doubt, no guilt, no fear of someone walking into the bedroom. At
this moment there was only Debbie, with arms around her, meeting
her thrusts, amplifying them, and giving them back to her, Debbie's
fingers in her hair and hand on her ass, their bodies melding
together, each filling a void in the other, creating a glorious
whole.

Debbie lost sense of time. Nothing existed
except Ms. Katz on top of her, thrusting her toward ecstasy. Closer
and closer she climbed to that point, as she reached for it. She
threw her head back, and Ms. Katz kissed her neck. Ms. Katz's hot
breath on her neck and her ears created a splash with waves that
traveled through her body, and drew patterns as ripples on a pond,
triggering more splashes and more ripples, which combined and
built, rising to a tidal wave which threatened to overwhelm
her.

"Oh fuck!" She cried, her hands flying over
Ms. Katz's sweat slicked back.

Close she came to that crest, so close.
Almost, almost, almost, so close.

Ms. Katz slipped her right hand between
them, and cupped Debbie's right breast, rolling her nipple between
thumb and forefinger. With her left hand she laced her fingers into
Debbie's hair, behind her head, and lifted her face to a deep soul
kiss, their tongues intertwining.

The tidal wave crested and broke, crashing
over Debbie, washing her away, taking her further, her insides
rolling in the surf. Between her legs her cup ran over, spilling
her cream. She broke the kiss and threw her head back with a cry
and breathless gasping.

The wave that crashed over Debbie brought
Ms. Katz with it and carried her over into ecstasy of her own,
magnified and multiplied by the shared ecstasy echoing between
them. Ms. Katz's own cup ran over, spilling her cream onto Debbie
and mixing with Debbie's own. Ripples of ecstasy built into waves
which reverberated between them back and forth as Ms. Katz kept
thrusting for all she was worth.

Ms. Katz collapsed on top of Debbie, the
left hand in her hair pulling Debbie's head back so that Ms. Katz
could bury her face in the curve of Debbie's neck. Ms. Katz kept
thrusting as the tide receded, leaving the two of them washed up on
the warm beach of their passion.

Their mouths found each other again, with
less urgency but more passion, Ms. Katz drawing Debbie into a deep
kiss, and holding her there in the afterglow of their shared bliss,
as warm breath passed life and love between them.

As the last of their passion faded into a
warm glow, Ms. Katz found she was exhausted. She carefully
separated herself from Debbie and rolled over onto her back. Debbie
wrapped herself over Ms. Katz and snuggled next to her.

Reflecting on what had just happened, Debbie
knew the catalyst was the "The Mature Woman" movement. The
full-fledged pussy pleaser that Debbie became later was the result
of that movement. "

END
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